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Sam stepped back to let me be the first to mount the podium placed there to help one step off the jetty, over the lifelines and onto the yacht. That could be a case of courtesy on his part or just wanting a good look at my arse as I went first.
Sam has always been one to do the gentlemanly thing of holding doors and letting me go first, so in this case I gave him the benefit of the doubt; and a subtle wiggle of my bum as I stretched my legs to get over the rail. Indeed, the tight little mini hot pants I was wearing had been chosen just for that moment.
Picking up the gear bag which I'd already thrown onto the deck I headed for the cockpit while Sam followed me onto the boat. In a moment I had the companionway unlocked and was down the steps. By the time Sam joined me below I was unloading our lunch out of my bag and into the fridge before chucking my bag the short distance onto the bunk in the aft cabin.
In the confines of the narrow passageway in the main cabin of the yacht, Sam stood helplessly in the way as I went about preparing the boat. Even now, at 9.30 on a glorious February morning the cabin of the boat was predictably hot and stuffy; something I commented on as I slipped off the string shouldered top and shorts I was wearing and tossed them over my bag; leaving myself in just my bikini.
Numerous times I moved past him as I opened deck hatches and blinds, secured lockers, turned on relays and generally put the boat in a fit state to leave the dock. If I was careful about Sam's personal space as I moved about, it was generally to make sure I invaded it as much as was possible; using it as an excuse to brush physically against him whenever the narrowness of the passageway justified it. At first I moved behind him; brushing my crutch on the arse that his instinctive tendency to bend forward to try and get out of my way presented to me. But a couple of times when the dynamics of the situation justified it, I pushed past the front of him; satisfied with the good start of an erection that my crutch felt in his pants as they slid past each other.
There was good reason for what might come across as my slutty behaviour. Sam and I had been going out for six weeks now. We'd first got to know each other at Uni where we shared classes. After breaking up with a previous girlfriend, Sam had called me during the holidays to ask for a date and things had sort of moved on from there. Or they had moved on to a point.
We both still lived at home and so as our relationship had progressed we'd come up against the problem of where to make out. The small cars we had weren't ideal; sure he'd fingered me to a couple of climaxes as we pashed in the car before going inside and I'd jerked him off in return. But in the crowded streets of Bondi, even on the darkest of nights, that was a far from ideal arrangement; not to mention the mess it tended to make of his pants and the sloppy feeling it left in my panties. I couldn't even bend across to give him head without having my chest punctured by the gear shift.
Neither of us were virgins and we'd both had people sleep over at home. But it was always hard to cross that threshold where you drag him inside and tell your parents that he staying over to root the arse off their daughter that night if that's OK with them. And in this case the fact it was mid-summer with everyone home on holidays and with the long daylight hours all complicated matters. It just hadn't happened.
I'd been trying to get him to myself on Dad's yacht for a couple of weeks now, but things just hadn't worked out; work schedules, other people using it and the weather had all conspired against me. Now at last the day had arrived and I was determined to make the most of it. There was no doubt in my mind and could have been little doubt in Sam's that a large part of today was about the sex. A fun day on the yacht too; but definitely sex.
I could have just opened up the boat, thrown him on the bunk and had him there and then; but I wanted to make a nice day of it; one where by the time we got down to it we'd both spent several hours in a state of heightened arousal. Thus my behaviour; which I warn you now was about to get worse.
There came a point where there were just two things left for me to do below. The first was to bend down under the chart table and turn on the master battery switch for the engine. The second was to lift the companionway stairs which acted as the engine hatch and bend under there to check the engine and saildrive oil levels and open the sea cock.
Unless Sam was up on deck - and there was no way I was going to let that happen - both actions would unavoidably entail him coping an eyeful of minimally covered bent over arse. It was all pre-planned. I'd even taken a selfie of myself between my legs as I bent over back to a mirror to see what it looked like.
I was quite pleased with the perspective. My family's build runs more to the tall and skinny and with my fairly intensive participation in everything from sailing and yachting, to swimming and surfing and tennis, my body stays reasonably toned without being gym sculptured. Personally I think I've got a nice arse; maybe not so much if you go for the Kardashian style enormous booties, but being skinny doesn't mean I lack a feminine figure and the curves that go with it and that includes what I always thought was a nice little turn of my arse.
But of course a standing up arse is one thing. As any causal observation at the beach as people bend down for their towels will tell you, a bent over one is altogether different. The bikini I had on was tiny and low slung while still being sufficient to be regarded as decent just about anywhere. With string tie sides it was made of this really soft suede feel material in a light brown colour; a step above your standard lycra material. I liked what I saw in the photo; nice cheeks and nicest of all was the way the bikini moulded around my freshly waxed lady parts; avoiding the flat plate look that heavier bikinis have while not being so prominent as to look like I've got a cock folded up down there. And with just a little bit of tanned bum crack to top things off.
Wasn't there a possibility that Sam would take all this the wrong way and I'd end up flat on a bunk with him between my legs before we even cast off? Maybe. But that wouldn't be a complete disaster; just not quite the same. Anyway, until we were under way, my plan was to keep busy enough he never got the chance.
As I closed the companionway steps down, I tossed the paper towel in the bin and went straight up on deck; allowing Sam to follow me. In one respect things were already off track, but I was about to fix that. By now, he was supposed to have taken the hint to have removed his shirt too.
There was a large tube of sunscreen in the cockpit locker and I grabbed it and proceeded to cover my front in it; slipping my fingers teasingly under my bikini to make sure I didn't get burn lines along the hems. Then I handed him the tube, turned around and asked him to do my back; peeling down the back of my bikini bottoms to make sure he adequately covered that area too.
As soon as he'd finished, I took the tube back off him and asked whether he'd like me to do him too; not even waiting for an answer before I was lifting his t shirt over his head and had moved around his back to start the process.
Maybe I was a bit disappointed to find as I creamed his waistline that he had a pair of speedos under his boardies. Not because I don't like speedos; I do, especially on a nice body like Sam's. But the boardies were made of that really soft, really thin stretch material they use on better quality ones these days and let's just say the double layer reduced the visual and feel advantage that sort of material offered.
I left Sam to finish creaming himself while I tended to the mainsail cover and started the engine to let it warm up. Then it was time to teach Sam how to use the winches. I demonstrated wrapping two turns on it and talked him through the process as I pretended to pull the sheet furiously on as if the boat was tacking; but instead letting the line slip through my fingers. Then another turn on the winch, a turn around the self-tailer and in goes the winch handle. Finally I demonstrated how you can get better leverage on the winch if you straddle between the toe rail and cockpit coaming to let you bend right over the top of the winch.
It was hard to know how much Sam was taking in. Everything I was doing was creating a bit of boob wobble and he was clearly distracted by it; especially with the risk one of them would pop out of the smallish triangles covering them. As I bent over the winch with the final part of the lesson I noticed as I spoke to him that his eyes were transfixed on looking down the front of my bikini top as it fell away from my body and the nipples walked themselves progressively towards the top of the triangle as my boobs moved with every turn of the winch handle.
In all that he was just being a male. I fully understood their power to distract and was deliberately using it. But just to make sure he'd heard me notwithstanding the distraction, I made him demonstrate the action back to me.
Finally I showed him how I wanted him to act as mast-man to help hoist the mainsail smoothly shorthanded as we were.
When that was finished, I put the engine into gear and the rudder hard to port so that the aft spring line held the boat tight against the dock while I got him to help me go around the boat and cast off the shore power and every line except that spring; leaving them neatly on the dock like dad had taught me to.
After all that preparation I could at last bring the engine back to neutral, straighten the rudder, slip the boat into reverse and ease it out of the dock; getting Sam to drop the spring line over the podium we'd used to board the boat to make it easier to pick up when we returned.
As I motored slowly down the finger wharf and out into Rushcutters Bay I was aware that I had attracted the attention of every male in and around the vicinity of the Yacht Club. It wasn't that the club lacked females; even tall long blonde hair ones in their early twenties. It just that these days they tended not to run around the boat in minimalist bikinis; more a case of being sun safe then especially modest.
I normally would be wearing a long top and knee length pants; but today was different. And with lots of sunscreen and the combination of a Bimini and dodger offering a fair bit of shade, I was willing to compromise this once.
Still, it made me very careful about my boat handling. There's nothing worse than an audience if things go wrong.
Having pulled in the fenders over the side of the boat, Sam had settled himself into a comfortable position, learning back against the bulkhead, feet up on the cockpit seat in a very man like legs apart manner. Between bouts of taking in the serenity of the morning he was taking shots of me on his phone.
As he shuffled about he settled into a position that gave me a view straight up the leg of his pants. But instead of seeing his speedos I could actually see the end of his cock pointing straight back out at me. Somewhere he had slipped below and lost the inner layer. Good. He was getting the message or at least picking up the vibe of the day.
It was partly aroused and I suspected that he'd sat like he was with a knee up thinking that would disguise the bulge in his pants; not realising he was showing a lot more than that. I couldn't help thinking that it was about time us girls got something back for all the upskirts we have to suffer or try and avoid. On the spur of the moment I picked up my phone off the cockpit table in front of me and took a photo back of him; maybe closing up the focus more than I should have on the displayed member, before wondering if I hadn't just broken some sort of law.
As we proceeded down Rushcutters Bay and the waterway became less crowded with jettys and moored boats, the pressure of not making a public mistake diminished and I could think more about my day with Sam. The up-pants view was a constant distraction and I found myself looking for way of enlarging the display; subtly flicking my hair, readjusting my bikini, doing stretches and dancing about a bit - all with apparent valid purpose but really with only one intended end. It worked too. By the time we turned the buoy that marked the entrance to the bay I had it to the point it was nearly emerging from the bottom of the leg of his pants.
There was no doubt Sam was intensely aware of the state of his arousal; gently change his posture thinking he was better hiding the external bulge and perhaps dealing with the discomfort of an erection growing downwards in his pants but in reality just opening up the display I had further.
Turning East down the harbour it was like I was setting a course directly for the morning rising sun surrounded as it was by the deepest blue sky. The water lit up with flashes of light reflected off the wavelets as the boat cut gently through the clear green tinged liquid. A dolphin momentarily came to play with us; swimming along our starboard flank before hitching a ride for a distance down the harbour on our bow wave and then veering off.
Its rays coming in under the bimini, the sun washed the length of my body. On this sensuously and sexually charged day, it caused my skin to pleasurably tingle and erotically warmed the cloth of my bikini and the erogenous zones it was in intimate contact with. A feeling of arousal permeated my body as I felt my nipples push out against the thin material of my top as my swelling clit filled the fold that was its home. Maybe it was the sight of my nipples, maybe it was some sort of hormonal vibe I was giving out, but I watched as a drop of pre-cum emerged from the end of Sam's cock, dribbled across the bell and fell onto his pants.
Until now we had both been operating in relative silence; Sam letting me concentrate on the delicate job of getting out of the bay while soaking up the natural and feminine wonders that were being presented to him. Perhaps for the first time aware my focus had been suspiciously south of his torso Sam obviously felt he was presented with the task of changing positions without displaying the bulge of something close to the full erection in his pants; standing and turning to face the front of the boat in a single action as if he was suddenly fascinated by the issue of where we were going.
Maybe it was just as well the sexual spell was temporarily broken. We'd come out to sail and now we were mid harbour it was time to set them. I looked around the harbour to see if we were well clear of dangers. The large bulk of HMAS Adelaide accompanied by an ANZAC class Frigate was just turning Bradley's Head. Apart from that we had the harbour to ourselves.
So I asked Sam to go forward to the mast while I set the autopilot to a slow course directly into the wind so I could slip between the twin wheels to tail the halyard winch next to the companionway. Even though Sam was still ineffectually trying to hide the sight of an erection trying to push out the front of his pants as it tried to escape its down the leg position to the vertical, our combined efforts had the sail up in moments and I left it to Sam to tighten the luff according to my directions. Then we rolled out the Genoa for a pleasant sail down the harbour into what was still a light northeast seabreeze.
Sam came and joined me at the wheel; first standing next to me and then at my invitation taking the wheel with me directly behind him.
Until now I had avoided serious physical contact except for the teasing brushing as we prepared the boat. That was just so that Sam didn't get ahead of me in stripping me out of my bikini and going to town on me. Now we were under way and under sail, the rules could change. As he came to stand next to me I put my free hand around him; pulling him closer to me.
As I brought him around in front of me to let him take the wheel, I stood behind with my arms around him. At first that was just to let me also hold the wheel while I instructed him how to steer the boat. But as he gained some skill in the task, first one of my hands, then the other instead wrapped themselves around his waist; finger tips sliding under the waistband of his pants where I could feel the tip of his now upright erection rising up to meet them. Sam lost any pretext of hiding his male reaction to what I was doing to him; happily sailing the boat while his pre-cum slimed my fingers and his cock surged as I from time to time I circled the tip and lubricated the bell with what he'd discharged over them.
As he became more confident he held the wheel with one hand and moved the other behind his back to where my crutch was pushed against his butt and slipped his fingers between my legs to gently touch up my clit through the material of my pants.
Long tacking up the harbour we talked as we fondled each other; breaking off to tack the boat and then resuming our contact. Sometimes after I'd steered the boat through a tack he'd come and stand behind me again, easing his fingers inside my bikini top and playing with my nipples as he nuzzled my neck; once even penetrating inside the leg hem of my bikini bottoms to get a measure of just how aroused and wet he'd made me and taking the chance to have a good finger play with my clit and pussy while he was there. And when he was steering I'd given up all pretence of subtly; my hands now down his pants and circling his member as I bit into his flanks and neck.
During the course of the nearly two hours it took us to sail to Quarantine Beach we got bolder, and bolder, getting more and more intimate and letting up only when a Manly Ferry or other vessel came close enough to intrude on our public privacy.
Somewhere off Watsons Bay he had his hand down the front of my pants playing with my clit and another playing with a nipple as I steered when with little warning I climaxed; gripping the wheel, arching against him and panting hard as the contractions of my orgasm filled my body. Then swapping roles and letting him steer I played with him until with a groan he filled his pants with his cum.
By the time we dropped the anchor off Quarantine it would be fair to say we were both hot and sweaty and our swimwear a bit yucky. I lowered the hydraulic swim platform, flipped the ladder over the edge of it and without give Sam a chance to change the course of events, dove into the warm late summer water.
Sam said he wanted to dive off the platform on the bowsprit; about three metres off the water. I asked him to wait a sec, got out to grab my GoPro off the cockpit table, checked the depth gauge to find we had a comfortable and safe five metres all up - amazing since I'd been able to see the anchor on the bottom - and jumped back in to swim up to the bow to film him.
My motives weren't entirely pure. I'd had my hand down his waistband for half the morning. I knew it wasn't exactly tight and I was suspecting he was underestimating the effect of a straight dive that far; my main fear being that he would squib it and jump instead of diving. So it was the underwater landing I wanted to get as much as the above water dive. The moment he left the platform I put the lens underwater and aimed it in the general direction of his landing spot. I wouldn't know what I had captured until I got home, but I do know his pants were around his knees by the time he came back up to the surface.
Then I did something I was only willing to do because I owned the camera and the footage would be going home with me. I gave him the camera and asked him to film me diving too; making sure he knew to get the break through the water shot, rather than just the above water stuff. Why I wanted a shot of me getting striped by the water I don't know; bikinis aren't exactly designed for that sort of stuff. But on this sexually charged day I did and this was my one chance to get it.



I'm not really that brave. I knew that if I hesitated on the platform I wouldn't do the dive. My plan was to get on the platform, check the lay of the anchor chain, see where Sam was and dive for the spot which looked like it might give the best shot; all without stopping to think about it.
I did hesitate and nearly didn't go. But I made the jump and landed it well; where I wanted to and with my arms out and legs together. It was probably the latter that saved my bikini pants; stripped down but held around my thighs by the fact they were pressed together. As for my top, I could feel it parachute out as it filled with water and it ended up under my breasts; but at least it too was still there.
Normally when you get stripped in a dive like that you're almost panicked about getting your bikini back together. Today I felt quite relaxed. As I surface next to Sam I tangled my legs around his as I pulled my pants back up and got my top back in order. Whatever he saw he was going to be seeing a lot more of before the day was out; although I forgot about the fact he was still filming as I did so.
I'd actually found the dive quite exhilarating; and seemingly so had Sam. Three more times we took turns to swim back to the transom platform, mount the boat, walk to the bow and take another dive while the other one filmed it all; although Sam lost his pants altogether on his third dive and I lost mine - as well as the neck tie on the bikini top - on the last. Fortunately in both cases they hung in the water where they'd come off and were easily retrievable.
I knew there was going to be some interesting footage on that camera; especially as I'd had to duck dive to get my pants back when they'd come off.
In all of this there'd been a fair bit of full on body contact between turns. Indeed the reason Sam lost his pants the third time might well have been because there was a full on erection tenting out the waist band as he dove; and that in turn might have been because I'd had my hand down there before he swam around to take his turn. Gee, you never know, I might even have pulled the knot on his pants to get there.
Tiring of the activity, we both swam back to the transom; playfully interacting all the way right down to the point where, as Sam turned over and swam backstroke so he could talk to me as he swam I grabbed hold of his erection and told him to tow me back. For the record, he tried hard and we even moved a few metres; but with me over the top of him he couldn't kick properly so I was asking a lot.
Sam reached the boarding ladder first and hung off the side of it in the water waiting for me to arrive. As I reached it, I too grabbed the top rung and lifted myself up enough to put my camera on the platform. That momentary movement put my boobs at Sam's eye level. Before I could drop back to float in the water he'd put his spare hand around me and pulled himself against me; holding me there suspended above the water as he buried his face in my cleavage and then kissed across my right breast. Even though the water was warm, there was enough coolness in it to draw out my nipples and cause them to push out my bikini top.
He took the raised nipple between his lips, sucking it and the bikini top covering it in, then released it long enough to kiss it twice before holding it between his lips again. As he drew me to him his erection came between my legs; pushing into the crutch of my bikini bottom, playing it against my clit as we moved slowly up and down with the wavelets washing the boat.
It was too hard for Sam to suspend me partly out of the water like that, but I could still tell it was with a sense of reluctance he released the nipple to let me drop down into the water again. The trapped erection followed the only path it could; pushing backwards where it threatened momentarily to penetrate me - bikini bottom and all - before it bent down to lay between the lips, along the line of my valley where every movement rubbed it wonderfully against my clit.
We embraced full frontally, our legs intertwined, our tongues wrestling as we passionately kissed; Sam rocking his hips ever so gently backwards and forwards fully aware of what it was his shaft was pushing against. It was strange to think we'd never been able to be this passionately close before. Yes we'd pashed and fingered and jerked each other off; but in public or the confines of a car it just hadn't been that easy to find the chance to come this close to committing an act of indecency.
With us each having one hand to support ourselves on the ladder the other at first merely held the other around their back. But as we gained more confidence in the power of our intertwined legs to hold us together, so the spare hands were given freer rein.
Mine slid down his back and into the waistband of his boardies before it traced around the band to the front. I wanted to know whether his erection was still constrained by his boardies or had escaped captivity so it was his naked shaft that lay between my legs. As I traced around, the waistband dipped down and I came to the hard tensioned base of his exposed shaft and felt the taught skin of his ballsack. It was just the thin material of my bikini bottoms which separated us.
Sam's hand cupped my breast, pushed aside the top and tweaked the nipple underneath before he bent down, put his face in the water, and sucked it some more.
All the while he continued to rock his cock against my clit. As he felt me respond, heard the change in my breathing and saw how I started to synchronise a rock in reply to him, he became more excited; his shaft seemingly growing harder and surging up against my crutch.
I wanted him in me. That's what today was about. All I had to do was pull the side ties on my bikini bottoms and he'd be there. I ached for him. For him to fill me. What he was doing felt great. I knew he'd soon drive me to a climax, but I wanted him in there; to feel my contractions bearing down on his shaft as I came. It was so tempting.
But I couldn't. We had to use condoms. It was my rule and his. There was plenty of time; I'd be taking his shaft between my legs and into my body soon enough today. For the moment I had to be content to let this play itself out.
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This continues from "The Big Tease". After a morning sail during which Emily flaunted herself at Sam and a swim off the boat, we left them pashing while holding onto the boarding ladder...
Our lips and tongues had been wrestling again. But then he pulled away. Our legs were still intertwined, his shaft still between my thighs. Releasing his grip on the ladder and floating free, his hands slid down to my waist and started to fiddle out the side ties of my bikini. Without anything to hold on to, the movement of his cock against my clit had become a bouncy one as he rocked up and down with each wave.
I thought he was about to penetrate me. I hesitated to protest; I was so, so wanting that too. But the delay was fortuitous. As he pulled my bikini bottoms off me, he tossed it on the platform and swung me around so my back was square to the ladder, withdrawing away from me as he lifted my legs to the surface. Once my feet were in his hands, he spread them apart and moved his head up between my legs. I realised. OMG he's about to give me head; here, in the water.
I put both hands on the ladder behind my head and floated myself to the surface, spreading my legs apart. And then his tongue was on my clit, licking it at first, then his lips gently sucked it in, his tongue still playing over it. I lost my balance concentrating too hard on the pleasure and my hips started to sink, his head disappearing under the water too; but still his tongue played against it.
In fear of drowning him, I took a big breath in, inflating myself to bring me fully back to the surface and then just lay my head back in the water and let him do what he would. I'd never had head like it. The cool of the water, it lapping against my clit as he licked and sucked it; everything just seemed designed to excite and pleasure.
I'd been well on the way to a climax just from when he'd been rubbing his cock against my clit. I'm not one to really scream or cry out too loud as I cum - perhaps a habit from too often it being in my parent's or boyfriend's parent's home - but to quickly a flood of pleasure through my body and sucking of breath immediately followed by an involuntary moan signalled my orgasm. Involuntarily I clamped my legs around Sam's neck and arched my back. In the water that just meant I pushed his head under the water. Sam had already worked out that if he kept stimulating me for a little while after my orgasms it prolonged them. To his credit, even as I seemingly tried to drown him he kept licking my clit; in the process delaying the moment when I regained enough control to release him from the iron grip of my legs and let him regain the surface.
My body was nearly vertical in the water by the time I let Sam go, so as he rose he slid against me in full frontal contact, his arms around me and his erection once again coming up between my legs, its tip dancing all too tempting around the entrance to my very open tunnel.
For a second time I wondered if he was trying to penetrate me and whether I should surrender to the temptation to let him. But no, he pulled it out and pressed it against my stomach as he held and kissed me. In my own mind, now it was my turn and I can't say I wasn't a bit intimidated by the challenge of giving an underwater blow job. It wasn't Sam was telling me I had too; I could just as easily got him up on the boat and finished him there; maybe even have got a condom and done it properly. But it just seemed right; a bit adventurous, more than a bit kinky and very sexy. I'm good at holding my breath. I knew I should be able to do it; even if blow jobs aren't my favourite form of sex.
I just hoped he didn't instinctively put his hand on my head. If I had any sense he was holding me down there I might actually panic.
While we were still kissing I pulled his pants off, tossed them on the platform and wrapped my hand around his shaft and jerked him up and down a bit before breaking away from his hold and using the shaft to pull myself down to it. Once I got my mouth around it, it wasn't that hard. Let me rephrase that. Sam was hard. Very, very hard. I meant it wasn't that difficult as long as I didn't try and take him in too deeply.
The main problem was resisting a tendency for my butt to float up to the surface. I'm sure it would have given Sam a nice view but it left me at an awkward angle. I think I probably managed to go at it for about a minute before I had to resurface; continuing to jerk him off with my hand as I kissed him while recovering my breath.
Down again - for bit longer this time - and then up for another kiss and jerk.
On the fourth time he came; his warm ejaculate flooding my mouth and displacing the cool water. I'm not a swallow girl. By the time I surfaced the salty taste in my mouth was sea water and that's what Sam got a taste of as we kissed again while he performed little mini thrusts into my hand to finish his orgasm.
I suppose it was only now it occurred to me we'd just indulged in some very public sex. We weren't far off the beach and while the stern was facing into the harbour, there was a high ridge along the length of the hinterland and from further up the beach you would have been able to see around the back of the boat. And that's before I contemplate the ferries were passing only about 500 metres away from us.
Sure, we were mainly under the water and our actions might have been ambiguous especially viewed as they would have been from a distance and I couldn't actually see anyone around. But still? And then I thought for the last half hour we've been playing as shark bait. Yea, I know, middle of the day, crystal clear water over a sand bottom, incoming tide and all that. Very unlikely. Still, my harbour swims are normally in and out before I figure a shark can get a bearing on me. We'd just been jerking about like worms on the end of a line.
Just shows the distracting power of sex. I was glad none of those thoughts had occurred to me while we were actually fooling about. It might have been a bit inhibiting. And maybe the latter thought was the reason I decided to exit the water without putting my bikini bottoms back on; presenting Sam with an eye full of naked butt as I climbed the ladder ahead of him and merely bending down to pick up the bottoms and my GoPro as I passed through in front of the wheels and plonked myself down on the cockpit seat.
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This is a follow on from "The Big Tease" and "Oral in the Ocean". Sam and Emily have just indulged in oral sex while hanging off the back of the yacht...
Sam followed me onto the boat and sat his own naked body opposite mine in the cockpit where we both dried ourselves.
Asking him to wait where he was, I ducked below to prepare the finger food style lunch before bringing it up to lay out on the cockpit table and sitting back down again. When we'd got out of the water we'd sat just behind the spray dodger covering the companionway rather than in line with the table further aft and even now the food was out, that sitting pattern continued.
There'd been a few innocent reasons for that; with the angle of the sun that had been where the optimum shade was and, given we were both naked below the waist it was the point at which various parts of the boat protected our modesty from just about every angle where someone might see us. I assure you, the fact that it meant we were exposed to each other instead of our respective views being blocked by the table was merely coincidental. Really, I mean it. Of course I could have slipped my bikini bottoms back on, but they were wet and yucky. I could have put on the spare ones in my bag below but they were...ahmmm...below.
OK, let's put the issue on the table. I don't normally go about displaying my fanny (has a different meaning in Australia from the US - you work it out) to every guy I go out with.
Indeed I can only think of one other case where I've offered a fanny view while sharing a meal or indeed doing anything other than having sex. That had been when I slipped off my wet bikini bottoms and gone commando under a tight mini skirt after a late afternoon swim with my then boyfriend of the moment. On the spur of the moment, we'd decided to go Japanese for dinner only to find the only available table was one of those sit on the floor jobs in a bamboo booth.
I was half way to the table before the penny dropped that I had something of an issue. There was no way I could sit in a proper leg folded position without hitching my skirt up and exposing myself to the whole restaurant. I started sitting with my legs straight out under the table with my stomach as close to the table as I could; but with no back support that was really uncomfortable. In the end, out of necessity and with the help of two glasses of wine, I decided that it was better to be comfortable and limit my exposure to just the guy; moving back to find some support for my back and angling my legs inwards into the booth; even lifting one knee occasionally to avoid the discomfort that the straight legged pose presented.
There was not the slightest doubt he had a clear perspective of it; goggle eyed and completely distracted. Mind you it was the only look he did get at it; and he certainly didn't get to touch it - with anything. He wasn't a keeper nor even root worthy. And although I had to explain my dilemma to him over dinner, it was only later that I remembered he was already well aware I was commando. Then I remembered it was his idea to follow up the day with dinner and go Japanese. Yes I was suspicious. Wouldn't you be?
Sam on the other hand showed every sign of being a keeper; at least for the time being (I'm too young to think beyond that) and, as my loins had been telling me for a few weeks now, highly root worthy. And frankly being in a somewhat naughty mood, I could think of no more pleasurable way to compliment lunch than to have a view of his junk resting on the cockpit seat between his man-spread legs as we ate and talked. And while, in light of our recent water play, it might have started out resting, I fully expected that before long there would be a lot more on display.
And if I was going to stare at his junk, then it was sort of only fair he had a view of my fanny; and somewhat more than a demure, cross legged view at that. By the time we had had our fill of the table's contents, his junk was a tall pole framed by a pair of ping pong balls in a tight sack.
Funny, isn't it? We'd sat talking at the beach cross legged and face to face many times. He'd had a view straight into my crutch covered by nothing more than the skimpiest, thinnest bikini; the material narrow enough that it's pulled away from my thighs revealing substantial slivers of crutchskin (I know, I took a peek down there as I was talking to him; but is that even a word or concept?). And yet he's kept it under control. Take away that thin strip of material and his member has turned into a raging pulsing telegraph pole noticeably dripping pre-cum. But then maybe it's not just the view. We both knew where the day was going; it might have just been getting ahead of itself.
We'd been finished for a few moments when I gathered up the plates and stuff. Sam got up to help me but I turned to him, letting the tip of his erection brush across my stomach as I put him back in the seat and told him to wait there while I got the dessert ready.
Dumping the stuff in the galley sink as I got to the bottom of the companionway, I dug the sheet I'd brought out of my bag and slipped forward to spread it across the bunk in the forward cabin; tossing the packet of condoms on top. Then going back to the galley I called up the companionway steps "want to give me a hand with dessert?"
Sam answered more by his actions than any words, the strange sight of his legs capped in my view of him by his erection suddenly appearing at the top of the steps; the latter preceding the rest of his body as he quickly descended. Looking slightly puzzled at the empty benchtop he naively asked "what's for dessert?"
I just walked up to him, wrapped my arms around him and pulled him tight to me as I flirtatiously answered "me". Looking up with puckered lips, I waited for the moment it took for his brain to register what was happening before he took the hint and bent down to kiss me; his erection pushing deeply into my stomach as it surged with new found excitement.
As we fondled each other's butts I started walking backwards through the main cabin to the forward one; stepping gingerly over the bulkhead until I could feel the end of the bunk pushing against my knees. Then I simply fell backwards, pulling Sam down with me.
If Sam had been caught off guard and was a little bit slow on the initial uptake, it didn't take long for him to catch up. As we landed on the bunk we both instinctively swung our legs around to bring them both up onto the bunk. In a moment, Sam was bent over my chest pulling aside the bikini top which I still had on to expose a breast and let him start gently sucking; flicking the nipple across his tongue as it responded by hardening and swelling into his mouth.
In moments I felt the strings of the top pulled letting him lift it off my body with his mouth to render us both completely naked. As he continued to suckle me he wrapped his legs around mine; binding us together. His hand slid down my stomach and over my mons; his fingers feeling out my state of arousal before contributing substantially too it by slipping back and forwards across my clit and into my tunnel.
Pinned down by his legs and his head across my chest, all I could do was hold his mouth to my breast with a hand across the back of his head and basically lay back and enjoy it as he switched on and turned up the dial on every erogenous zone in my body.
Finally I couldn't take it any more. I started fiddling with my spare hand over my head to ferret out the condom box and pull a packet out; opening it with my teeth. With the condom in my hand I started reaching down between our bodies seeking access to his shaft to slip it on.
As he rolled back off me to let me bend over him and roll it down over me he asked "What works for you; how do you like it?"
It's sad to say the question caught me by surprise. I'm not slutty enough to be able to say I'm judging off a statically valid sample, but it's not a question guys usually are considerate enough to actually ask. I almost defensively answered by just focusing on the second part of the question and replying "a lot"; but fortunately didn't.
Still, I had to think for a moment. I knew what the answer was; it was just strange to have to vocalise it. "I find it works better for me when I'm on top" being a bit embarrassed that it took a few moments for me to add, "what about you?"
"Well firstly, if you're not enjoying it neither can I, so I don't want anything that spoils it for you. But if you go first then I like to finish on top. And after we first join up, I like to spend a few minutes just kissing and cuddling before we start going at it."
I had a slight internal giggle at his use of the innocent "join up" for what most guys would describe as "sticks his dick in me". Still, I was intrigued by the fact he wasn't just after using my body to jerk himself off as quickly as possible.
Lying side by side, I held his erection as I guided it into my body; pushing down on it and enjoying the feel of its unyielding firmness separating the walls of my well aroused and lubricated vagina as its full length penetrated me. Then Sam sorted out the 'too many elbows" problem usually associated with lying side by side by putting mine under his head and folding his up between our pressed together bodies to let him cup my breast; gently tweaking the nipple between his fingers.
For maybe five minutes or longer we just fondled each other as we lay there; kissing, nuzzling, exchanging romantic words or sometimes just conversing normally. I noticed Sam loved stroking his hand along my flank, feeling my feminine curve as his hand rose from the dip of my waist up onto my hip and then slid around to feel out the flesh of my butt before moving up into the small of my back. But equally he was happy to stroke my hair, caress my face or circle around and then onto the unoccupied nipple to give it a tweak and a play.
Me? I had trouble leaving alone the firm strong flesh of his butt; cupping it under enough pressure to encourage him to push himself just that little bit deeper into me to let me feel his pubis pushing into my mons and against my clit. But I too wasn't immune to indulging in a bit of chest play; feeling the power of his chest muscles, even once bending down and flicking my tongue across his nipple and being rewarded with as much of a reaction as a guy's is likely to give.
But it was all just stirring up forces that had been suppressed between us for too long. In a way the whole day was about this next moment and it couldn't be put off any longer. I might have spent the morning teasing him, but it was nothing to the yearning I was feeling; an irresistible, undeniable demanding need. I rolled him over on his back and lifted my torso up over him with outstretched arms; pushing my mons hard against him as I started moving up and down. Sam raised his head up to my breast, once again sucking on a nipple and flicking it with his tongue.
This wasn't destined to be a marathon. Embarrassingly quickly I came; a sharp intake of breath and little moan providing little vocal clue to the power of the climax that caused my body to pummel his shaft with my contractions.
I collapsed down on his chest; Sam continuing to tweak my nipples with his fingers for as long as his thought my climax continued and then cuddled me waiting for my signal that he should take his turn. It was delightful letting my weight lie on his body, his arms around me as I enjoyed that post orgasmic glow, but he had needs too.
I rolled off him, pulling him over on top of me. Putting his legs outside mine, he took his whole weight on his elbows and knees as with each stroke he slipped what seemed like the full length of his cock into and nearly out of my body; each thrust culminating in a slide of his pubis up against my mons, offering a gentle arousing stroke of my clit. As I looked up at him I could see his eyes were focused down between our bodies, enjoying the view of my breasts that must be framing his vision.
I squeezed him a bit tighter inside me; pulsing my pussy against his cock. It seemed that encouraged him, the previous slipping motion become more thrust like; powerful but still gentle. And still each thrust was finished with that glorious slide against my clit, threatening me with another climax.
He rose up on extended arms; his gaze now even more intently, even hypnotically on my breasts. As the angle of our bodies changed, so the slide against my clit at the end of each thrust became more pronounced, more stimulating. I had rolled him on top of me thinking I was just giving him his turn. Now I was praying he could hold on just a bit longer; long enough to let me find the second orgasm building quickly inside me.
A little moan escaped me as I lifted my hips ever so slightly to present a better angle to his already stimulating movements. Sam pick up on the clues that was he was doing was working and shortened his thrusts; now finishing each one with a double slide. At the same time he contorted himself to bend into the breast that had been so distracting him and start suckling it again.
It was only maybe a minute longer that his efforts were rewarded as an incredible orgasm washed through me; causing me to moan louder and arc my hips high enough to lift Sam himself - previously suspended over me on his elbows and knees - further off the bunk and bury him deeper into me.
Through the enjoyment of my own orgasm I was just aware of Sam letting out first a little groan and then a prolonged one as he managed to achieve just the shortest length of withdrawal in the face of my uplifted hips before bringing himself firmly back in. It seemed like his cock grew or hardened or both as the pumping out of his seed communicated itself to my body.
With a number of mini thrusts and finally a little vibrating movement, all accompanied by soulful soft groans Sam finished his climax and collapsed down on me, bringing our bodies into full contact.
Maybe in recognition of and amusement at the animalistic forces that had taken control of both of us in those final few moments, we shared a laugh. I'm not sure who started it - it must have been just the slightest barely detectible giggle from one of us that signalled the acceptability of seeing the humour in human sexuality when it's unleashed. But in the end both of us we laughing enough that our bodies were moving against each other.
As finally our bodies stilled, Sam looked into my eyes and brought his mouth down to mine to kiss me. Not a brief kiss; a prolonged tongue wrestling one as his still firm manhood occasionally danced inside me, finding little bursts of after-pleasure.
But he was only human - only a male. Too soon it did start to shrink and he rolled himself of me to withdraw; pinning the now full condom to his member with a hand wrapped around my thighs before disappearing into the bathroom to wash it out and leave it in the bin there. I made a mental note to empty the contents of the bin before we left today. I'm sure dad had a fair idea of what we were up to, but that didn't mean he had to find evidence of it next time he was on the boat.
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I threw back the curtains and was almost blinded by the intensity of the light and colours that flooded in to my room. Deep blue skies and aqua blue seas speckled with shimmering flashes of reflected sunlight. Dominating it all was unfiltered dazzling orb of the sun still low in the morning sky casting its rays directly in to my East facing room.
Its warmth washed over my body caressing my skin where is fell on bare flesh and seductively warming the material of my bikini and the erogenous zones that lay beneath. I admired for the first time the view from my room. There were some advantages to being both the youngest child and only daughter. Daddies give you the best room in the holiday house.
Sitting below the expanse of blue hues in my field of vision, and standing just across the road from our cottage, was a line of low costal scrub which hid the yellow sands of the beach. To the right was a headland jutting aggressively out to sea giving the town the point surf break for which it was renowned.
As I moved down to the foot of the bed the window gave me an angle to the north. The road ended a couple of houses past us and from there stretched an endless forest of gums. From the maps I'd looked at before we came up I knew a Nature Reserve started from there and went for miles along the beach. Just across the road was a path through the scrub to the beach and from this particular point in the room I was able to get just a glimpse of the beach itself.
Picking up my beach bag I headed out to the living room
In the five minutes since I'd finished breakfast and gone back to my room to get ready, the older of my two brothers – Steve – had come out to the living room, turned on morning television and draped his tall lanky frame untidily over the lounge chair. He looked like a giant rag doll which had been thrown carelessly in the chair's direction. Lanky might be a bit harsh. He had the tall slim athletic shape my parents genes had bequeathed to all their children, enhanced in this case by his devotion to surfing; a sport which if nothing else gives a guy a nice figure.
Still, dressed in a thread-bare old T-Shirt and an equally ancient faded pair of board shorts which together constituted his PJ's and with his straw blonde hair showing a decided lack of either combing or a wash in anything other than salt water, the comparison was a valid one.
The doors to my parent's room and that of my other brother Brad were still closed; the late night arrival up here still taking its toll.
From occasional glances in his direction following our exchange of good morning greetings I knew Steve's eyes were following me as I packed my beach bag; first with a towel from the suitcase still sitting in the living room and then with a sun-dress retrieved from the suitcase in my room. Showing greater perception than I'd normally credit to a brother, he made a correct deduction from my packing of the sun-dress.
"Hay Sis, you're not going out dressed like that are you?"
I turned towards him. My brain wracked itself in search of some witty put down reply to his tease, but it was too early in the morning, "Mum really liked it when she helped me buy it. Anyway, since when are you my protector", was the best I could come up with.
Looking straight at him for the first time I noticed that the leg he had over the arm of the chair gave me a direct view up the leg of his shorts. Not only could I see that he had no undies on, but the eye of his one eyed trouser snake was looking straight back at me. While that was definitely more than a sister wants to see, I found the sight both repelling and distracting.
As a beach orientated family, none of us were shy about our bodies; but nor did we go around naked. It had been many years since I'd seen Steve exposed and I was barely old enough to remember when it last happened.
I was snapped back out of my distraction by Steve's voice. "I'm not. I'm just worried about all the guys who are going to be arrested for jerking off as you walk along the beach"
"I'll take that as a compliment then. I'm heading out for a jog on the beach"
"Don't say you got a compliment from me or you'll ruin my reputation as a brother"
I remembered I wanted to take the purse which was still on my dresser, so headed back in to my room. Dresser is a generous word for it. It was nothing more than a small chest of drawers with a tall mirror on top and apart from the double bed and a single bedside table was the only other piece of furniture in the room. Indeed it was probably the only other one that would fit. With my suitcase on the floor beside it just about all of the floor space was covered with only a narrow walkway around everything left.
When I picked up the purse I emptied out my credit and bank cards, just in case I lost it at the beach; leaving just enough cash for something to eat after my exercise.
As I did so I had another look at myself in the mirror. I was actually quite chuffed by Steve's backhanded compliment. Mind you the bikini I had on was quite brief – what one would call Brazilian in style and one of two new similar ones I'd bought for the holiday. The triangles of the top barely covered half of the orbs of each breast and the pants were very low cut. With a simple design, no padding and skin tight fit, even in the warmth of my bedroom you could see a bit of nip pushing through. As I looked down at the pants I noticed my Brazilian wax job meant there was a very obvious hint of camel toe.
That only left the hair.
This jogging along the beach routine I'd promised myself I'd get in to was really just a response to the fact we were going to be in this holiday house for three months. As nice as it might sound, for me it was three long months.
My father had long service leave from his Accounting practice and my oldest brother was finishing Uni, so that would be the end of any extended holidays for him. We looked at overseas possibilities, but it was the Northern winter and nobody could agree with the options available. So in the end, we just rented the beach house in which I now found myself– from Mid-November until mid-February.
It was OK for my dad and brothers; they were mad surfers, so the attraction for them of this town with its world famous point break was obvious. I quite like the beach, but there's a limit to everything. I'd be missing my tennis competition and dance classes and in the process most of the exercise I'd otherwise get. Socially and particularly in relation to boys I thought I'd had a pretty good idea of what these holiday towns are like; it's only the bogans who don't leave town to go to Uni and get a life after they finish school and if you meet someone else who's also on holiday, they're gone home at the end of the week. Finally, I normally spent a good part of the Christmas holidays working to save up enough to give me some measure of financial independence during the University terms, so I'd be missing that too.
Still, I liked my family and it was important to them. I was happy enough to fit in. Plus, without me even mentioning it, dad anticipated my concern about working and offered me a special allowance to make up for it; which I thought was extraordinarily generous.
Which is a long way of saying that just going for a jog is not something I was normally motivated to do. To help myself, I'd given myself a motivational image I was pursuing. Crass though it was, the image was of the bikini clad exercise bunny which is always part of the background to a beach set in any Californian movie or TV show.
You know the one...
Tall and athletically slim. Check
Pretty faced. Somewhat subjective, but I'll give myself a check.
Clear skinned. Check
D cups bouncing gently in an undersized bikini top. Hmmm. No, don't quite make that one. My perky B's are going to have to do. I might console myself with the fact there's only one reason those in the movie are bouncing gently rather than like tennis balls in a stocking – and we all know what that is and even with the fact the B's balance the rest of my figure nicely. Still I had been a late developer. For many years at school I had nothing when all my class-mates seemed to show impressive bulges in their school uniform, so perhaps I have been left a little scarred and insecure in that area. Even now perhaps my one body image wish might at least to have been given a C.
Tight little glut muscles working teasingly inside her bikini bottoms. Check. I can make that happen.
Long blonde hair plaited seductively in a pony-tail and secured with a pink ribbon fastened in to the most perfect bow; swinging from side to side with every stride; which brings us back to the hair with which this mental diversion started. While I had the hair, there were two problems with this. The first was a lack of bother spending the time plaiting my hair this early in the morning. The second was the lack of a pink ribbon or indeed – due to a packing oversight - any hair tie to pull my hair back with. I cast through the hard drive of my brain for a movie cliché which I could substitute but for some strange reason 'girl with long blonde hair blowing in her face when running with a following wind' just wasn't in there.
Modest and self-effacing. Of course that's not part of the movie image, I just threw that in because by now you must be wondering what sort of person I am. If you have in mind one of the Plastics out of Mean Girls, nope. Not even close. Indeed, even at an all-girls school I was so far down the pecking order that the equivalents of the Plastics couldn't be bothered picking on me. Maybe the answer is in the fact I actually wanted to follow my father and elected to study Accounting. Too boring to bother with and certainly not enough of a social wanna-be to care.
Plus as much as I think I've been blessed to date with good looks, sufficient brains and a happy family, I've always thought the Ancient Greeks knew what they were talking about when they said "never call a life lucky until it's over" and spoke of the dangers of hubris. Luck can change at any time and you should never take what you have for granted nor disrespect those presently down on theirs.
Why did that crass movie image motivate me? In part boys might be the answer, so Steve's comment had hit home. But it was more complex than that.
The beach was just across the road, so, asking Steve to let mum and dad know where I was I picked up my bag and headed to the door still clothed only in my bikini. I didn't even bother with shoes – after all this was a holiday.
In a strange sort of way, the bikini, my motivation, Steve's comment and the flash I had up his pants were all interconnected and now the thought process had been started my brain kept working on it as I crossed the road to the beach. Steve was a player. Girls threw themselves at him and he wasn't rude enough to throw them back. I knew that eye I'd got a glimpse of had seen the inside of an awful lot of pussy (and I hope you'll forgive me here if a lifetime of living with older brothers has let me pick up less decorous aspects of the way they talk). Me, I was a virgin. Nearly 21 and still a virgin.
Not for religious or moral reasons, not even because of any attitude of my parents – my brothers had girlfriends sleep over all the time and my mother had long ago insisted I carry a few condoms in my purse. She was far more concerned with me not getting pregnant or catching something than pretending she could stop her teenage children from experimenting.
Nor did I feel I was 'saving it' in the sense of doing that was something special. It's just that, much as I yeaned for it, sex to me was part of a bigger package of love, companionship and desire and I'd never really got that far in a relationship.
I know these days a girl is allowed to want it nearly as much as a guy and there were certainly times I felt sexually deprived or yearned for something more. Maybe I am a little old-fashioned, but however driven the need for sex was, it wasn't enough to lower my expectations; even masturbation didn't seem to offer what I really was seeking and I'd never tried it. I was an avid reader of Cleo magazine and read all the articles about sex and that sort of stuff, so considered myself as knowing about as much as you could know without ever having been there.
I'm happy to acknowledge I had a suite of sexual fantasies, and when the confusion of a young girl's life made it hard to get to sleep, or when I was feeling deprived and wanted to indulge in that lovely feeling of strong hot arousal, I'd entertain myself with them as I dropped off to sleep.
My favourites all involved slow tactile romantic love making; his hands touching me, exploring me as I willingly surrendered to him. In my most used one our bodies were intertwined, our mouths engaged as with sensitive hands he pulled the string ties to strip a bikini off me and fingers me. But it says something about my love life that in all my fantasies, the males were faceless. Even when I had a boyfriend, he wasn't the one in my imagination. It was like the right man to fill out those fantasies just hadn't come along yet.
Just once a recognisable face popped up in one; and even then I didn't knowingly put him there. I'd been entertaining myself with such thoughts and was slowly dropping off to sleep, when suddenly I realised my lover had morphed into a guy from my Accounting 1 course at Uni. Even though he sat opposite me in the class, I'd never spoken to him, never really focused very much on him. I'd been in class with him that day and he'd been an active – and I thought quite intelligent - participant in the class discussion; so maybe he'd imprinted himself on my sub-conscious. Because two of the guys from my friend group sat either side of me in the class, it more than most was one where I hadn't really got to know the rest of my class-mates. And silly though it seems, I never really had followed up and made the guys acquaintance.
In some ways my favourite fantasy did disclose much about me. Notice it was not penetrative. I have to acknowledge it was more powerful for the fact it didn't confront the fear I, and I'm sure every girl, feels about being penetrated for the first time. And probably that fear contributed to my virginal status. When a fantasy did involve penetrative sex, I was nearly always on top, in control.
Notice also the bikini. Embarrassing though it is to admit it, my one seriously erotic weakness is an attraction to – almost an obsession with - bikinis. I feel sexy in them. I don't just mean I think I look sexy in them. I mean they activate feeling of sexuality and they trigger a sense of arousal in my erogenous zones. I like the way they fit my body like a glove. I like the way their soft silky material pushes against and rubs so very subtly on the most sensitive parts of my body.
I have drawers full of bikinis. I often wear them as undies and a bikini top is virtually the only type of bra I wear. If I'm feeling vaguely randy, I sometimes wear one to bed because they seem to trigger erotic dreams and compliment the fantasy I usually indulge in. Maybe the closest I've come to feeling the need to masturbate was when I did wear one to bed.
But I do also know I look good in them in a way that is attractive to guys; which is what was so reaffirming about Steve's comment. I am confident about my body – vague desires about a bigger cup size notwithstanding – and know its sexual power. They actually make me feel confident when I wear them. Whether it's a skimpy bikini at the beach or appropriate displays of cleavage or leg and figure hugging clothing in other contexts, I use my figure to attract attention without – I hope – going so far as to look slutty in the process. But I think about how I dress. How I dress when I am safe and in control is different from my approach when I am in a less secure environment.
And to that extent it works. There's been no shortage of guys who tried to chat me up. The hard part was to sift out those who just wanted sex from those offering something more; and even in the latter category working out which ones might really push the right buttons. Plus I know enough about myself to realise that some of the shy ones who might actually suit me might feel competed out, so I am always willing to make the first move on a good prospect who is hanging back.
So once I've got through all the angst of pissing off those disappointed by the refusal of a quickie, once I've as nicely as possible shaken free of those who clearly weren't right for me, why haven't I found myself a boyfriend? Why hasn't there been someone my heart fell for and my body wanted?
I know some of the fault is mine. I am a little boring; probably more than a little in the eyes of some. I'm not a big party girl, I don't really like to drink much and I'm not keen on bars and pubs. So without the social lubricant of alcohol and the venues designed for it, guys have to work a bit harder to keep my interest and they're not going to get my body by getting me drunk enough. Somehow a relationship had never reached take-off point.
That was starting to bother me. I'd hoped that I might find the right guy during my first year at Uni. While I was part of a great mixed social group, the right guy wasn't there. Then I'd hoped something might happen during the long summer break – which is why coming to this place for the whole break was not the joy for me it was for the rest of the family.
More recently that feeling of sexual deprivation had been growing. I still want the whole relationship package and I certainly wasn't interested in just hooking -up; it's just the desire for it was now made increasingly urgent by a more primitive urge. That's where, in the most obtuse way, catching a glimpse of Steve's trouser eye that morning had set the thought processes rolling. That eye might have seen the inside of a lot of pussy, but it made me think about the fact that somewhere out there was one that would be seeing mine. Where was it?
While completely distracted by these thoughts, I walked down the track to the beach and looked up and down it. To my right was the main part of the town and the flagged area about 400metres away a little beyond which was the headland which closed off that end of the beach and created the point break. To the left, the beach just seemed to go on forever as it ran alongside the bushland. Apart from someone in the water about 50 metres up the beach, it was deserted. It was time to put my motivational image into operation.
In the end I'll admit my motivational image was not just crass. It was sexist, demeaning, inappropriate and any other adjective you want to attach to it. But I offer two defences. The first is that as much as the exercise bunny is there just to appeal to the baser elements of the male half of the audience, if there's one thing my brothers and their friends had taught me it's that every single male has that baser element within him however nice they might otherwise be. Beauty might be skin deep, but without that element of attraction nothing else happens. Perhaps the more important thing I had learnt is that beauty can take many forms and I was well aware I was offering only one; albeit a popular one.
The second was more practical. It was still the one that got me out here early on the first day of my holiday. So on that basis alone I'm sticking to it. In good time half my objective was to be seen by a beach full of guys as I exercised. But today I was just starting out. I wasn't sure how far my fitness would carry me; for all I knew I'd spend most of my time walking. Since it would also give me a chance to explore the more natural side of things, I turned left and started jogging along the firm damp sand near the shoreline.
I soon decided the bag I was carrying was a mistake. It was a canvas satchel type with a long cloth shoulder strap. Unfortunately if I swung the bag around behind my back it constrained my movements; but if I left it at my side it swung back and forwards uncomfortably – the beading on it even threatening to catch the side ties of my bikini and pull the bow. Plus it somehow didn't fit the picture of the cool sexy athlete exercising on the beach that was my motivational image. I was starting to think about ditching it and picking it up on the way back.



As a result of dealing with such a brain full of thoughts, I really didn't pay any more attention to the person in the water until I had closed the gap on that 50 metres. Then as I jogged past the figure just now starting to emerge from the water I heard a vaguely familiar voice call out "Hello Karen".
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I stopped and looked back in the direction of the voice. I hadn't really believed in the concept of being instantly attracted to a stranger from across a room -- let alone love at first sight - until this moment. I saw a tall slim athletic guy coming out of the surf dressed only in a pair of speedos in what looked like surf club colours. He was walking toward me in that male upright sort of way and he must have been swimming laps, because his muscles were all pumped.
It was a bit like that Craig Daniel moment in his James Bond movie, except this guy was taller and much slimmer and Craig Daniel would never have been seen in swimwear this brief, wet and clingy. And yet, that's a bad way to start describing the moment because it makes me sound all superficial, ready to fall in to the arms of some good looking guy just because he takes his shirt off. No, it was more chemical than that; as if a shot of hormones had jetted across from this guy and gone straight into my brain.
And for an uncomfortable moment that brain was racking itself to identify him. Clearly he knew me. Then the penny dropped. It was Greg, from my Accounting 1 tutorial. He generally sat roughly opposite me in the horseshoe shaped seating arrangement of the tutorial. There were maybe 30 people in the class, so you didn't really get to meet everybody; even less in this class since two of the guys from my group of friends were in it and generally sat either side of me. I recalled in Greg's case he usually sat next to a somewhat ordinary looking girl who I always thought might have been his girlfriend. From what he said publically in the tutorial, he'd always struck me as a nice intelligent sort of guy -- someone I should get to know better. I should have recognised him sooner, but where he was and how he was dressed (or undressed) caught me off-guard.
Why hadn't he had that effect on me before? As I walked towards him I felt something between a sense of anxiety and a flush of pleasure extend all the way from my brain to the pit of my stomach. It was like some new hormone receptor in my brain had opened for business that hadn't been there before, or maybe I was being just as superficial as a guy and it was his semi-nakedness. With mild alarm, there was a feeling in my crutch that told me that wasn't the only part of me opening in response to his presence. I was glad these things aren't as obvious for a girl as they are for a guy.
"Greg". In an unusual stroke of boldness for me I took both his hands, leaned in and gave him a greeting kiss on the cheek. "What are you doing here?"
"This is my home town. What about you?"
So there goes my general theory on country towns and bogans. "I'm up here on holidays with my parents. We've rented a house just across the road from the beach for the whole summer. I've just come down to get some exercise on the beach and explore a bit. It's nice to know I'll know at least one other person in town" It instantly occurred to me I might have given too much away too quickly. Clearly the hormone shot was still affecting my thinking, because I was usually more cautious than that in presenting information in a way that inferred a commitment from me. Still, it might just have been my partial arousal talking, but I did feel a genuine sense of happiness that this guy would be in town.
Greg gestured in the general direction of the endless beach as it stretched out along the National Park. "I usually go for a bit of a run up to the other end of the beach after my swim. Would you like to join me? We're an accommodating lot toward visitors in this town, for the pleasure of your company I'm happy to go at your pace even if it's just a walk"
Flattery will get him everywhere! "How can I refuse an offer like that?" So Greg directed me to where he'd left his gear hidden up among the dunes and scrub least I wanted to unburden myself from my bag; something I was more than happy to do. Greg had already passed one test. He stood taller than me, so had to tilt his glance downward to talk to me. His gaze held my eyes in a most engaging manner. He avoided staring at them by occasionally glancing down toward my mouth. Only once or twice did I see him take a short peek south of that; a pretty good effort I thought considering how I was dressed.
Indeed, I hoped he didn't apply a similar test to me, because I wasn't doing so well. His pumped up chest muscles were a constant distraction; I actually wanted to reach out and feel them. I have always been neutral on the question of speedos. They can be good or bad depending on the body and the occasion. With his slim washboard stomach and pumped abbs, in Greg's case it was unambiguously fantastic. But right here and now, they were also an enormous distraction to me. Really for the first time I felt what it must be like to be a guy and fight the urge to stare where you were not supposed to.
"Karen, you set the pace and I'll follow; don't feel you have to go faster than you're comfortable with on my account"
As we headed up the beach Greg captivated me in pleasant conversation. We started with the usual things like family backgrounds, where we'd gone to school and our sporting interests. It was interesting how many parallels there were in our lives. But each of those topics led off in fascinating directions. He was really insightful in the way he asked about me and I found myself revealing all sorts of things about myself and my attitude to things that I wouldn't normally open up on and Greg responded with an honesty and an openness I had previously found rare in guys. What's more, he had a view of the world that matched mine.
It was particularly interesting how much our approach to sport aligned. My main sport was tennis; although I was a keen horse rider until the pressures of my last year at school and was heavily involved in dance -- ballet when I was younger and modern dance more recently. Greg's was mainly the iron man event through his surf lifesaving; although ironically he'd had a few years of riding instruction when his family had first bought horses for his mother and younger sister and had six months ballroom and latin dance lessons under the influence of a former girlfriend. He'd also been a keen sailor until the demands of the final years of school got in the way. Plus we both dabbled in a bit of surfing; me with my family and he just through his association with the beach.
Where the real alignment took place was in our general attitude to sport. We both saw sport as a community building activity; we competed and wanted to do well, but winning wasn't everything and sometimes not important at all. But we both strongly believed in 'giving back' to our communities by getting heavily involved on the organisational side as well as, in Greg's case, in the volunteer surf patrols he undertook with his club.
Probably predictably with our attitudes, we each only did fairly at our sports, Greg could win at club level in the iron man but was well off the pace at State level and I was only a medium grade tennis player and rider. But because of our common approach I found I could talk to him about my interests with more passion and at greater length than I'd ever have been game to with anyone else.
We'd been going for maybe 40 minutes -- alternating between a fast walk and a slow jog as the mood took me -- but never fast enough to prevent an easy conversation, when we came to a place where the beach had been cut away by storm waters rushing out of the hinterland. The result was something like a creek, several meters wide and about one and a half deep; except unlike most creeks, this one had deep vertical sides where the storm water had carved out a trough. There was still some run off flowing along the bottom too, so the prospect of walking across it didn't look inviting. Fortunately a tree had fallen across it and even though the trunk was narrow and slippery, it looked like a better approach. In a gentleman like manner, Greg stepped back to let me go first, offering me a hand to balance myself against while I stepped on the log and took the first few steps across the void; suggesting helpfully that if I had to fall or slip, make sure I fell to the side rather than ended up straddling it. Even though I managed to banter back that was his problem more than mine, I was at the same time strangely thrilled by the contact with his hand and was reluctant to release the grip as I moved beyond his reach. He waited until I had finished crossing before starting across himself. As he came to the end, I offered up my hand in a reciprocal gesture of balance, which he took.
After he stepped off the log, he made no effort to retrieve the hand now firmly captured by mine and I certainly didn't offer it back. But even that level of contact with him was arousing me again. Of necessity, our pace was now restricted to a fast walk.
Ten minutes later we had come to a sort of point. Greg came to a stop and half turned toward me. "This is usually as far as I go", adding as he waived his arm in the general direction of the way forward "I'm happy to go further, or we could go back for a swim -- whichever suits you." As he finished his sentence, he completed his turn toward me, so we were now facing each other directly, picking up my other hand in his as he did so.
Frankly, I was happy to do whatever let me spend more time with him. To open up other possibilities I proffered "I'm a bit of a morning tea person, what say we go back for a swim and then think about eating".
"Swim and food it is than"
We were still standing facing each other, both hands joined. As he finished speaking, he hesitated and just for a moment I thought something might happen. While we'd been talking -- making decisions about what to do -- it had been easy enough to retain my composure.
The hesitation threw me. Now a door had time to open on another more primitive part of me; one I'd never experienced before. The mere possibility that he might make a move on me sent a jet of excitement and arousal through me. I couldn't help myself. I glanced down. He was somewhat aroused himself; not massively, but whatever was there before was now bigger and firmer.
Even as I stood there I knew that something more than a physical reaction was happening to me. There was something emotional. There was a strange disturbance of my body. There was a feeling of emptiness in my stomach. Above all there was a flood of pleasure in my brain. It was all a new sensation to me; I was falling in love. A part of me was dismissing the idea. I'd just meet him; I barely knew him. It just wasn't my style to flip out like this. But those doubts were just background noise. The reality was overwhelming my senses.
Something communicated to me that Greg was about to let the second hand go and continue our walk. Instinctively for just another moment I held it a bit tighter, unwilling to release it. The hesitation continued -- more than was decent or proper. Like a fast playing video thoughts started flashing through my mind. Erotic lust filled thoughts; a mental picture of me throwing myself at him and taking him then and there; of intensely physical love making. The vividness of the thoughts scared me. When those flashes reminded me Greg had been the stranger from class who was the only guy ever identifiable in my sexual fantasies, I felt I had to mentally nail my feet to the sand to stop me acting on them. Like someone getting a shot of static electricity as you touch a car on a dry windy day, I let the second hand go
It all happened so quickly. Did he notice me holding him tighter? Did he notice my panicked release of his hand? Like a householder frantically running around locking external doors after seeing a threatening stranger outside, my brain was going around trying to close out the primitive thoughts threatening its control over me. It was too late. From that point on the cautious rational side had lost its usually iron clad control over my actions.
We headed back.
In my study of History and in watching documentaries on TV it's always struck me that the most dangerous moment for a soldier is the moment when he comes out of hiding, puts up his hands and surrenders. Will his surrender be accepted or will it be rejected and he'll find himself shot down. I felt I was struggling with all the gut wrenching fear that goes with that moment. I just wanted to put up my hands and say "I love you. I surrender. Take me -- take my virginity -- fuck me right now". The emotional attachment I already felt towards him was indescribable. Did I really have to play the game? Did we really have to go on weeks, maybe months of dates before I could admit what I already knew? I was cursing to myself this modern world of hook-ups and non-commitment where love was something to avoid and be frightened of.
But the physical need I had for him was even more frightening. That bulge in his swimmers was no longer a distraction. It was now an obsession. Even as we held hands, Greg was walking half a step behind me probably trying to make his own state of semi arousal less obvious. Poor boy, he clearly had not the slightest idea of the state of mind of the woman he was dealing with. Inside me it felt like there was a cavernous space ready for him to fill. I was so hyper aware of that bulge that I could even detect the tiny dimple in his swimmers indicating where that eye at the top of his penis was. That careless glimpse of his that Steve had given me this morning seemed to have a lot to answer for.
Control yourself I kept repeating internally. Wait. The game has to be played; he might even reject any premature surrender. My hand squeezed his tighter.
Back at the log crossing, Greg again let me go first, following just a step behind this time. I'm not sure whether my loss of balance was entirely accidental or premeditated. What was certain was that, once I knew I was going, he was also. As I fell I half turned so that my outstretched arm was now across the line of his body. As I went down, it swept him off too. Greg fell on his side in the deepest part of the gutter, facing me. I landed on my back on the upward slope of the far side, so as I landed, I just rolled on my side bringing myself hard up against the full length of Greg's body, my arm falling over his waist with the rotational momentum of the turn. The creek bed was a slushy quicksand like material. So it made for a very soft landing. We were soon half buried in the stuff.
When I looked at Greg he was a mess, completely covered in sticky sand -- right up through his hair and everything. I could only imagine that I looked the same. I burst in to a fit of laughter, my body shaking with amusement. Although it was entirely real, there was still a part of my brain functioning under sufficient control to register the feeling of his penis pushed against my crutch and I was naughty enough to ensure the convulsions of laughter were magnified in that area. It was strongly arousing me and as I felt his cock push further between my legs and harder up against my crutch, there was no doubt it was having the same effect on him. I actually wanted to go beyond what I could achieve with a laughter convulsion and rub myself up and down on it; let's be honest, I probably did do that as much as I thought I could get away with it. Trouble is, what I was really starting to want is just to come. I was a long way from that yet, but if in some parallel universe I had been given a no consequence, no obligation and no explanation possibility of doing so, I might just have lay there and rubbed myself up and down until I had.
Of course in this universe there were several consequences. Firstly, what sort of tease was I being with this guy? Secondly, we were sinking in the quicksand and there was only a 50:50 chance I get to have my first ever climax before we both drowned. Greg was obviously in no hurry to move either, but as the pretext of shock and laughter at the fall and our state couldn't be maintained any longer, he started to extract himself from both the mess and my grasp with a "I think we'd better get ourselves out of this mess before we drown".
Standing up wasn't that easy and it took a while for Greg to get in to a reasonably upright position; albeit knee deep in the goo. I was still on all fours, so he was standing over me offering me an assisting hand. That of course put my head pretty well in line with his crutch and so unavoidably in my line of vision as I took his hand. That thermometer of his was now getting up toward very warm. It was still sticking outward and downward within his swimmers, but it definitely projected much further out than before and had an evident degree of rigidity that was previously absent. My own was well in the hot range, but unless he could hear my heart pounding in my chest, he wouldn't have known that. I thought he was very brave standing over me like that so much on display to a relatively stranger. Still, he must have known I'd felt the contact, may have even sensed my rubbing movement - so the jig was already up for both of us.
Our state as we stood up was even more amusing than what we could see lying down. The sand clung to everything in a thick sticky layer. We had another giggle. Sensibly, Greg suggested we work ourselves along the creek down to toward the water and have a good rinse off. "It's that or go home looking like sand monsters" I sniggered lamely in response.
Even the walk was difficult. Climbing out of the creek was impossible because any attempt to climb the bank simply caused it to collapse. So walking the length of it to the water was the only option. But with every step, your leg sank to the knee and so it was a continual exercise in foot extraction and re-immersion. Because the slightest misstep in pulling your foot out of the quicksand resulted in you falling flat on your face again, the best approach -- to my considerable joy -- was one that relied on close mutual support. We quickly learned the easiest way was to walk with shoulders locked, each with an arm around the back of the other.
Sometimes I needed help getting my foot out of the sand, so Greg stood in front and perpendicular to me -- pulling against my shoulders so he could leverage me out until my foot came clear and my crutch moved forward to become wedged against his hip. And I made sure I extracted as much sexual pleasure as I thought I could get away with each time he helped me. If my thigh accidently brushed him up to a greater level of arousal as I moved my leg forward to the next foot position, so much the better. Even my breasts were deployed to my purpose, as each time he leveraged me my cleavage was of necessity straddling the side of his chest, each movement threatening to dislodge the bikini top's precarious coverage of my nipples. Somehow keeping him at some state of arousal became part of the game; not a fair one on my part because mine was hidden, but I just couldn't help myself. The physical contact with him brought back again those vivid mental flashes of us making love.
What was invading my brain was in an entirely different genre from the slow romantic love making of my fantasies; it wasn't sourced in those fantasies. I was naked on my back, legs apart but raised at the knee. Greg was on top, inside me. My bikini was discarded untidily next to me; every string untied. There is no word I can think of that describes the love making that was invading my brain. "Passionate" doesn't convey the real sense of it. "Violent" has a connotation that's not appropriate. I've heard my brothers use the word "pounded". Does it have an adjectival form? If it means something mutual rather than imposed, then maybe it's getting close. The woman -- me -- was clearly an equal participant. My hands were on his bum encouraging him; my legs tensed as they raised and turned my hips to a more advantageous angle.



It was like some primeval part of my brain was trying to take over. It was like "I've found you a mate, now mate with him. Take him into your body and accept his seed". It scared me witless and excited me all at once. No longer taking me by surprise as it had the first time, I accepted the flashes, toyed with them, enjoyed them; while still being anxious least I somehow lost control and gave action to them.
Maybe too soon we reached the water and moved out in to where it was chest deep to give ourselves a good scrub down; because a scrub was what it required to get the stuff off.
Greg took the lead in peeling his swimmers down to his thighs and giving them and the area they covered a good clean too. He was courteous enough to move about 2 metres away and turn side on before he did so (although frankly I might have preferred he was closer). I followed suit without being so careful about turning side on, much appreciating the fact my wax job made the task easier. I tried not to look, but couldn't help sneaking a peak at that the thing which his partial arousal gave the form of an eel seemingly emerging from between his legs. To clean it he had to wrap his hand around it and slide along its length a few time; using the action I assume a guy uses too jerk himself off -- before using his fingers to clean out any crevasses. It may have just been a blurry shape in the water, but the fact I could see an outline of it while I was standing also exposed so close to him gave me a bit of a thrill.
The hormonal forces controlling me did more than just give me lust filled mental flashes. They did more than just cause me to be aroused by his mere presence -- let alone what even the most insignificant contact with him brought about. They caused me to become outrageously physically flirtatious. Not calculatingly; more completely intuitively. It was as if I was trying to induce in him the sort of arousal he was causing me. I was emboldened to flaunt myself in ways that I wouldn't have thought was part of my normal makeup.
When it came time to rinse out under my bikini top I just bent my knees barely immersing my breasts in the water before pulling the triangle of the top aside and brushing under them. There was no sense of modesty; it was almost as if I wanted him to get a good look at my tits. Then when I covered back up again I didn't give the triangles the usual hoist up one would give them to centre the nipples in the triangles. Instead the triangle sat low; the nipples sitting in the narrow topmost part of each triangle -- the areola barely fully covered. Plus after cleaning out under my bikini bottoms I hoisted them up far enough to get the camel-toe effect; just waiting until I emerged from the water and flaunted myself at Greg.
I'm not sure what I hoped to achieve by this. I wasn't intentionally planning to seduce him and was far too innocent to actually think that the day might end in sex, whatever thoughts were flashing through my brain. It was just something my hormones seemed to set me on auto-pilot to do.
Cleaning wise, we were fortunate in that the stuff was thick enough not to have penetrated too badly under the swimmers, so you weren't left with that nasty gritty feeling that tends to be associated with being dumped by a shore break. We were both starting to look pretty good again except for our hair. I'd only managed a fairly superficial washing of mine. It required a lot more rinsing to get the stuff out.
When I mentioned that to him, Greg asked if I'd like a hand. I wasn't going to refuse an offer like that. Putting a supporting arm across my back, just below the line of my bikini top tie, he guided me as I lay back in a floating position. That left us with my left arm around his back -- my armpit tucked closely up against the side of his chest. His left arm was underneath my back; supporting me and capturing my right arm on the other side of my body as his fingers curled around it.
There was a gentle strength to his hold over me; one that gave me security and a promise I would be kept safe. He lowered his stance in the water to immerse his lower chest -- turning the top of my head towards the occasional gentle swells that rolled under my prone body and lifting my head over them while letting the water wash over the length of my body. Then he started brushing my hair through the water with the fingers of his right hand.
Brushed is not the right word. Seduced is more like it. He spread his fingers apart and ran them gently through my hair; first from the forehead down, then from the base of my neck upward and then from every other angle imaginable. He glided his fingers around the back of each ear, fondling the ear itself as he dislodged any sand stuck in the crevasse there.
The first stroke of my hair had a massive effect on my state of arousal. It seemed every erotic zone in my body lit up; became achingly, demandingly engorged. This was unlike anything I'd experienced before. No guy pashing me with a hand down my shirt - even the one who's insistent stroking of my lower stomach was trying to get his hands an access all areas pass -- had ever had this effect on me. I closed my eyes and soaked it in; feeling how my body responded to his touch and imagining so much more.
As I lay their floating I inflated my body; throwing at Greg every visual distraction in my armoury. My breasts were thrust above the waterline. I could feel my nipples -- even the breasts themselves - fully engorged and swollen; pushing up into the material of my bikini top. There was no padding or inserts in the thin material. I had what you might call reactive extended nipples at the best of times. I knew they would now be standing proud. I could feel the wet material plastered to them.
As I lay back with my eyes closed I now imagined the material surrounding them as Greg's lips, stimulating my nipples and drawing them in to his mouth. As each wavelet passed over my breasts, I imagined my top slowly slipping down; being pulled down by his lips to gradually expose me.
My pubis was also thrust above the waterline, my legs wide apart, the material of my bikini bottom following every contour of my crutch; my stomach was sucked in until I could feel the waist band separate from my stomach -- creating a gap between the two.
I deliberately floated my body so my clit sat on the waterline; the gentle rise and fall of the water across its surface stimulating it. As the water washed over me I imagined the water rushing over my stomach and down through my crutch as a stroke of Greg's fingers -- touching, exploring and stimulating my most private parts.
I was imagining myself toward an orgasm. It was working too. I was becoming more and more aroused; breathing heavier and moving beyond a mere desperate yearning for contact to the feeling I was travelling along the path to orgasm. Given time, I think I might have got there too. As you may by now have guessed, I wanted Greg to be aroused too. Why, I'm not sure. I'm not really sure I knew how I intended the day to pan out. Had you asked me at that moment, I might just have said I'd go home and need to teach myself to masturbate. But I certainly wanted him to be attracted to me; for me to trigger a strong physical reaction from him.
Of course, he didn't actually know any of this or of what my imagination was doing to my body. Too early I heard the words "I think you might be finished". Just for a moment I was tempted to answer "not yet, but keep going and I might!" But I felt his body pull away a little from me -- preparing to bring me back upright. I had one more thing I wanted to achieve. I wanted to feel his reaction to me. The arm around his back held him tightly enough to me that he couldn't pull away. As I brought my feet down I slid my thigh down the length of his body. The rigid shaft sticking out perpendicular to his body that I brushed past as I did so brought me an enormous sense of satisfaction and pleasure.
I wasn't finished with him yet. As soon as my feet were on the ground, my arm was over his shoulder pushing him back down on the water -- suggesting I do the same for him. Initially he resisted; both in words and body. I knew why -- he didn't want me to see what I had just felt -- but I wasn't letting him get away with that. I insisted; engaging him in a little bit of a light-hearted physical wrestle as I pushed him back into the water - bring myself face to face with him and feeling his erection dancing around on my stomach in the process and only just resisting the temptation to straddle the erection and bring it up to my crutch.
Eventually he relented and let me push him back in to a floating position; although unlike the hold Greg used on me, my arm ended up over the top of his body, grasping his far shoulder in a manner that actually offered him minimal support while pinning both his arms within my grip. But he didn't float properly. For obvious reasons, he tried to keep his waist deep; his erection barely breaking the surface. Now everyone knows if you don't bring your hips up to the surface when you try and float then your body acts something like the Titanic after its accident. Your feet keep sinking, your body rotates in the water somewhere around your neck so that your head rises and finally you slide under the surface. However good Greg was in the water, he couldn't fight the basic science of floating.
As he felt himself submerge, his arm looked for something to support himself; breaking free from its position between our bodies and moving down my body looking for something to grab for leverage. It all happened in an instant and for Greg the action was entirely instinctive, but it still gave me quite a thrill when just for an instant I even thought I might lose the side knot on my bikini bottoms to his grab for security or he might grope my crutch. But in the end, all I got was his hand on my thigh.
Bringing my hand under the small of his back, I helped him refloat himself properly. In all the hold we ended up with was neither secure nor one that offered Greg much support. Essentially he was floating himself and exposed to being washed over by waves or drifting away from me.
But to float himself, he had to bring his hip to the surface and thus his erect shaft above the water. As it broke the surface I could see him embarrassed by his situation. "I'm sorry, you seem to have a rather strong effect on me. Some things you can't control".
"Relax, I'm flattered; and anyway, you have a strong effect on me too". I was surprised by how much I'd just revealed, but I suppose Greg's statement had paved the way for my own.
The hand I had in the small of his back provided little leverage, either in supporting him in his float or stopping him from drifting away. What it did do however is give me some control over the float position of his hips. I wasn't going to let him sink those hips again. The hand he had down on my thigh was an equally poor supporting mechanism -- but since his shoulder was buried under my breasts, he couldn't get his arm around my back.
As Greg stabilised in his float position, I got my first clear look at what was happening down there. He was massively, and I do mean massively, aroused. It was a large completely rigid shaft stretching the fabric of his swimmers to the point I thought the stitching would give. Now I could see why it was sitting out perpendicular instead of laying along his body. The top third of it was sheathed by his swimmers; they wrapped it up like a sausage wrapped in cling wrap; a little dimple in the material even revealing the location of the eye at the top. I could see the friction of his wet clingy swimmers wasn't too easily going to release its grip. The bottom two thirds tented up his swimmers unbelievably into a sort of straight sided pyramid. I could see the elastic around his legs had been pulled a long way from his skin. The waist band had been drawn right down to the base of his shaft so that the material coming down from the tip was stretched along the gently curving line of the shaft. Through the shallow water layer still covering his waist I could see his exposed pubic hair and I was fairly certain I could see the waist band lifted away from his skin creating a gap underneath where I would be able to see the base of his shaft.
As I started stroking his hair, I also experimented with what the arm under his back could achieve. As each wavelet passed I gave a slight lift on the arm -- magnifying its rise and fall effect. As I noted he too had now closed his eyes, I could let me gaze go where it would. And it wanted to go down there.
With each wavelet I lifted his pubis above the water level, revealing to me where the waist band of his swimmers had been drawn up and the base of his shaft was exposed to my eyes. A thick rigid shaft growing up out of his pubic hair with the bulging line of blood vessels marked out upon it. I could even glimpse the balls sitting either side of it.
I knew at that moment that the thoughts I'd had this morning and the glimpse of Steve's trouser eye were prophetic. This shaft was the one I was going to lose my virginity on; the eye at the top of it would be the one to first see inside me. It wasn't a statement of determination or intent; simply of premonition. I didn't know when and I didn't know where, but I knew that before the holidays were out that shaft would be inside my body. It gave me a strange proprietary interest in it; I almost felt as though I already had an entitlement to play with it.
At first I tried to concentrate on giving Greg as sensuous a hair wash as he'd given me; duplicating his technique of running my hands through his hair. It must have worked too as I occasionally watched his shaft surge in response -- the tip of it swelling and the shaft extending even more as it pulled powerfully against the restraining tug of his swimmers, stretching the material even further as it attempted to lay itself parallel to his body, only to be tugged back as the pulse passed.
But I became distracted. With every rise and fall of his hips, I watched the circle of water surrounding his shaft move up and down it. When the waist band disappeared under the water, I could still imagine that circle as it continued up his shaft. In my imagination, that circle of water became the opening to my body; his shaft was making love to me. In and out -- I transferred what my eyes could see down to my crutch where I was standing, slightly squatting to lower myself in the water and legs wide apart feeling it pump in and out of my body. One of my breasts rested on the side of his face and with every moment I was inducing in his body, the nipple was rubbing against his cheek. Once again I was bringing myself to orgasm with my imagination -- helped along this time by a little physical contact.
In my passion I got a little ambitious. The rise and fall of his hips no longer had anything to do with passing waves. I was now lifting it up and down to my own rising tempo; exaggerating the effect. I had to remember to actually keep stroking Greg's hair to maintain the pretence that is what it was really all about.
In all of this, I hadn't been keeping an eye seaward for those occasional larger waves one gets even on calm days. A wave broke just seaward of us. It wasn't really that large. Had we been standing up we could have turned our back to it and stood our ground. But I was squatting down relying on the floatation of the water to balance me and Greg was trying to maintain his precarious floating position within the constraints of the grip I had on him.
I heard the break, which gave me just an instant to hold my breath, but the broken water slapped me in the back, knocked me off balance and pushed me over Greg's prone body. As I tumbled forward, my face ran in to Greg's upright shaft. As I was thrown shoreward, I then slid across the top of Greg, his shaft drawing a line down the centre of my body until it hooked the tie string of my bikini top between my breasts and dislodged the triangles; threatening to pull the top off altogether. With his initial tumble the hand Greg had on my thigh was thrown up in to my crutch. I felt him instinctively grab the material of my bikini bottom and then almost immediately release it as his mind registered what he was doing.
Locked momentarily together by the shaft caught in my bikini top we were washed towards the beach, our bodies intertwined in an untidy jumble. Because I'd managed to hold my breath, there was nothing causing me to panic and I had time to savour the interaction of our bodies as they tumbled together -- even enhancing the contact and just for a moment wrapping my hand around his shaft as I groped for some footing or stability in the washing machine action of the wave. Even after my top managed to free itself from its hooked position our bodies didn't really separate as they travelled shoreward.
Because it wasn't a big wave, we managed to stop ourselves short of where the sand was churned up by its action. Greg ended up on his back, his bum on the bottom, his head lifted above the water by his elbows under his shoulders. I was face down, my body across his, my arms holding my face above the water while his still erect shaft tucked itself into the arch of my hip.
As I folded my knees under myself and rose on to all fours, I could feel my breasts were exposed. I was probably lucky the top was still attached to me at all, but it certainly wasn't covering what it was intended to. The wet clammy feeling on one side hinted I might at least have some Lady Godiva like protection there as my hair draped over it; although as wet as it was there was a good chance the nipple poked through even that. I was fairly sure the other side was as exposed as the day I was born. I chose not to look. As I backed off Greg and came upright on my knees alongside him I looked him in the eyes. He wasn't spluttering or gasping for breath, which was a good sign. "Sorry about that, I forgot to keep an eye out for waves".
"I seemed to have survived, so I think we can put it down to experience". I could see his eyes were having trouble not looking down at my exposed breasts.
"That's good, I hate to have drowned you on the first day of my holidays" With that I bent over and gave him a kiss. I'd intended it to be a sort of peck on the cheek, like I did when I greeted him. But instead I planted a full contact lip kiss on him. Lustful thoughts exploded into my brain; tempting me to throw him on his back and lose my virginity to him there and then. Just in time the control side fought back limiting the kiss to something within acceptable pecking limits. It'd been so good that as I pulled away I decided I could go in for another; and again toyed with the mental images it generated.
Frankly I would have liked to push him back and explore his tonsils with my tongue, but that was beyond what I had the confidence to initiate. With his arms under him and supporting him, Greg couldn't grab my head and pull me in either.
The moment slipped away from me. All I could do was come back to my kneeling posture and finish my second kiss with a "sorry"
With that I theatrically looked down and pretended to notice for the first time my exposed breasts. With an "oops" I returned them to the position of minimal coverage.
In the momentary battle between my controlled side and the hormone driven side, the control side had won the first round. I surrendered to the fact the moment was over. I might have wanted to have embraced him, pash him and take him right there and then, but I was too shy to instigate something more here. What had started out as a sort of sneaky exploitation of the effect Greg was having on me had got a little out of control. In many ways I'd just had more intimate contact with a guy than I had ever had before, but I didn't have the confidence to just take him; and if I read Greg correctly, he wasn't the sort of guy to assume he could get away with a premature move on me either.



As I stood up, it was my turn to offer Greg a helping hand to recover his feet. He took my hand, but loitered a moment before putting any pressure on it to help himself up. I knew it was to give his erection time to subside a little; even though it was plainly visible in the clear water.
We still had a fairly long walk, so that by the time we had got back to our clothes the now warm morning breeze had completely dried us. It had also set my skin in a tingle; or maybe I'm kidding myself and it was actually Greg's presence and the contact of our hands doing that. As we first stood over our clothes, Greg took my other hand; faced square on to me hesitated for just a moment and said "I think I owe you a kiss".
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As he faced me, I glanced down for long enough to see that his cock was starting to extend again. As before, his swimmers held it; stopped it from pointing up and instead made it point straight at me – straight at my crutch
When he pulled me in to kiss me, he leaned forward just enough to bring his lips down to mine; the curve of his body forming a zone of separation between us. Our lips meet, tasted and explored the others. Our tongues tentatively made contact and sought permission to explore further. This was no longer a peck it was a full on pash. Our arms were entwined, but our bodies still had that zone of separation.
My arms pulled him in tighter, forcing him to straighten his body and bend at his neck. The zone of separation was closing. For the second time today I felt that thing between my legs. I'd actually aimed for it – had made sure there was no alternative to a full frontal contact; our bodies parallel, our skins joined from our chests to our thighs. I stood legs slightly apart, making sure nothing blocked its path and reducing my height just enough to bring it firmly against my crutch. At first it was just long enough to make contact. Now it grew, pushing my swimmers deeply into the valley of my crutch, arousing me. Strongly arousing me. I could feel his swimmers tenting against my upper thighs as they tried to accommodate their contents – stretching out to hold his cock like a sheath. I pressed down on it; couldn't resist the urge to sway back and forth just a little hoping he wouldn't notice my boldness. It grew some more throbbing up against my crutch.
Where was this heading? I'd only just meet the guy; but I recognised I was beginning to be driven by my arousal. It needed to be satisfied. It needed to be filled. As I became aware of my heart thumping in my chest and a longing in my loin that I couldn't ignore for the first time in my life, I really needed to have an orgasm; actually felt I wanted to have a fuck.
His knees started to bend; he leaned in toward me more. As his height reduced the pressure came off my crutch so I needed to bend my knees more to restore that glorious contact. Was he directing me to the ground or trying to break contact? It soon became obvious he was directing me to the ground. If I was just teasing, this was going beyond the point where it was safe; even with this guy. But my mind had already surrendered to my body's demands. I was happy for this to go where it did. I wanted it to go there; now and most importantly with Greg. As we settled to the ground I lay on my back, pulling his head over mine as I kissed him so hard it seemed I was trying to swallow his face.
Immediately I realised I'd made an error in lying on my back. The glorious contact was broken! I suppose when I pulled his head over mine I thought his body would follow. But did I expect him to lie on top of me and just grind our swimmer enclosed crutches together until the material of both of them was wet with my juices and his cum? I was frozen by the uncertainty of whether it would be too brazen for me to move back on my side and push his mast back in to my crutch.
As I processed this thought, his hand started to wander. I loved the feel of his caress as he stroked down my shoulder and along my flank and then tingled as it made first contact with the waist band of my bikini bottom and felt his finger nails run just under the elastic moving toward my spine; curling it over as it went and separating my flesh from the sand underneath as it bulldozed between the two. I tensed my bum muscle as he cupped it in his hands and shivered in anticipation as his fingers wrapped around the back of my outer thigh penetrating toward my groin before sliding further down my thigh for as far as he could reach. I was eagerly awaiting its return journey when the hand disappeared – lost contact with me. In an act of brazenness that even now shocks me I spread my legs apart; more than that I bent the knee of my outer leg and twisted my thighs as far apart as possible. I was trying to put my outer thigh beyond his reach; to make sure if and when his hand returned there was only one place for it to go. Then the hand was back - this time on my inner thigh. It was moving up. It was touching the crutch of my bikini. It stopped for a moment. I felt his fingers push the material up along the length of my slot; exciting me more as I first felt the silky material slide against my already throbbing clit and then felt the gentle pressure of his fingers slide directly against it. Down the fingers went again; I could feel the tips strolling smoothly through the valley of my crutch until they discovered the outline of the cavernous tunnel at its base. The fingers rimmed the opening and explored its shape before pushing the material of my bikini in to the tunnel until the gentle pressure would take it no further. A wetness was rapidly spreading throughout the material separating me from his fingers; turning its texture from a dry silkiness to a moist slippery stimulant. He moved his fingers back up along the slot again; a finger brushing each side of my clit, they loitered there, moving gently back and forward the pressure slowing increasing. At last, the thing my body had been demanding for the last hour was being satisfied. My clit was getting the attention it had been calling for.
I worked my hand free from between our bodies and felt for his cock, now lying still encased in its captive speedos like a fallen tree across the front of my bikini bottoms. As I first touched it, I felt a surge of power rush through it and like a tug boat ripping away its mooring lines it forced itself into an upright position. Wrapping my hand around the material encasing it and gently massaging the contents I brought my thumb over its head and found droplets of slimy fluids there which acted as a lubricant as I stroked the head.
The arousal caused by his fingers was already building when I felt his thumb reach over the top of my bikini waist and the back of the knuckle slide down my bare skin, dragging the front of my bikini with it. Down, slowly down the knuckle went until reaching the head of the valley, it rolled over the edge and in to it; loitering on and playing with that throbbing demanding thing that had been distorting my judgement since I first laid eyes on Greg. A little moan escaped me, the reassurance it gave to Greg being rewarded with a doubling up of the pleasure. His other fingers had walked the path back down to the tunnel and were already pushing the material of my bikini inside it.
The moans continued to escape my body. They weren't forced or put on, it just seemed my body wanted to vocalise the pleasure it was feeling; rising in volume with the intensity of the pleasure. If nothing more it encouraged Greg and gave him a pretty good idea of what was working. It was only later that I was struck by what a noisy love-maker I was.
During all this our lips had never parted. Even as I moaned it had seemed as if I had breathed my sighs of pleasure in to his mouth. Now he pulled away from the hold I had on his head. He kissed my cheek, my necks, my shoulder. His head continued down, kissing the skin of my upper chest. Now he was over the bikini top, his lips caressing the flesh of my breast underneath. They found my nipple and a shot of pleasure passed through me as his lips massaged the bikini top against it and I felt it engorge in to his mouth. Then he nuzzled across the top of the breast until his lips found the edge of the bikini top, letting him slide his tongue underneath; pushing the material aside as it sought direct contact with my nipple.
After his tongue had raised the nipple to its full height, he pulled his head away again, kissing down in to my neck. Then his head was back in to my field of vision, the loose end of the neck tie of my bikini top in his mouth. As he moved his head back I felt the knot resist him and then give way; surrendering as I had to Greg's irresistible force. The top string went slack and an extra sense of excitement went through me as Greg used his lips to peel both sides of the top off me and expose the breasts underneath.
I felt the fingers of his right hand disappear from my crutch and knew what would follow. Where our hips meet, I felt the side knot of my bikini bottom resist a pull and then surrender its tension. A moment later the knot on the other side offered futile resistance before its existence was also extinguished as Greg's deft hands slid the front of my bikini bottoms down between my thighs; the back of his wrist sliding sensuously down my slot as he did so. My heart leapt as it sunk in that for the first time in my life I had been undressed by a guy; was lying on my back totally naked in his presence.
The flesh of his fingers circled the rim of my already wet vagina; one entered it and pushed against its front wall. He was moving it up and down - increasing the pressure as he went. It was delightful, but nothing compared to what the thumb over my clit was doing to me. Now there was a second finger inside, I sensed this one was bent; the finger- tip stroking even more firmly on the front wall. It was certainly a nice feeling and as the pressure built, I felt some of the sensations I'd read about; but still it was that thumb on my clit that was bringing my climax closer. Pulling his fingers out of my vagina and sliding them sensuously up along my slot, he gave more attention to my clit. Inside me the pressure of my impending orgasm was building.
He'd brought his head next to mine and I heard him whisper "would you like me to make love to you?" I panicked. What's the answer? I should have known by now. "I think so", "I'm not sure" "YES". Instead I heard myself actually say "The only problem is I'm still a virgin". My brain screamed out at my "what do you mean by that?" Of course, what I meant was, "I'm nervous, uncertain, a little bit scared of being hurt; but I'm aroused as hell and ready to explode and want you in me". I sensed his hesitation, before he replied "why don't we just take it easy and see how things work out?"
What he couldn't have known was that it was too late for me to take it easy. The approaching orgasm had taken control; that's where my brain and body were totally focused. Perhaps what I really meant was "in theory yes, but there's not time now". It might have been more special to have him in me first, but things were already on automatic, like an atom bomb counting down to an explosion and there was no cut off switch.
My orgasm washed over me like a tidal wave. The pleasure was more intense than anything I had experienced in my life. I knew something of an involuntarily loud groan escaped as without even thinking about it, I found myself clamping his hand in to my crutch with mine, trying to maintain pressure on my genitals, while I thrust my hips skyward. I was trying to push myself hard against my lover; but that's not where he was. Mind numbingly pleasurable contraction followed contraction. At first I couldn't move from my hip arched position, but as the first waves passed, I threw myself over on to Greg, straddled his cock with my vulva and as the remaining contractions rolled through my groin, pushed our genitals together as hard as I could, pushing my tongue deeply in to his mouth for good measure. Finally a series of pleasurable shivers passed through my whole body. Then I was spent; draped over his body as limp as a blanket, my face buried in the towel next to his head. His hand was stroking my hair in the most lovely gentle fashion while his cock was still rock hard against my genitals. He had just given me the most wonderful introduction to sex and yet was not making any move to demand his turn. Maybe he would, but he was being incredibly patient.
I had already decided I had not finished my introduction to carnal pleasures today. I could have justified just jerking him off, but I was still very aroused and had made my mind up. Absent his objection I wanted to lose my virginity to him here and now. As my strength returned, I sat up on him, my naked crutch still straddling the erection contained by his swimmers. Reaching over his head, I deliberately planted my breasts in his face as I fiddled around ferretting what I needed from the purse in my bag, then I sat back upright and repositioned my body over his upper thighs. Apart from the new experience, there was 20 years of curiosity that I wanted to satisfy, so I wanted to have a good look at everything as I proceeded. Looking down I saw his erection straining the fabric of his swimmers. The material was stretched so tight that every vein, every undulation, every aspect of its shape was transparent to me. The shaft had separated the balls; so that each one sat there along-side the shaft like a mini ping pong ball had been pushed down his speedos. The tip had extended itself well over the waist of his swimmers; the swimmers encasing it like a sheath and a small droplet of fluid was emerging from the end. I stroked my fingers gently along the shaft and felt a surge of power erupt through it. The shaft jerked upward, stretching the material further; threatening to burst itself out of its prison.
I slid my fingers down under the waist band, looking for the drawstring knot, found it and pulled the knot free. Stretching the waist band, I lifted it up over the tip of his cock and peeled the swimmers back down to reveal the whole shaft. He lifted his butt up to let me drop the swimmers down around his thighs. I wanted to examine this mysterious object. While staring at it, examining its shape and size, I stroked my fingers along the shaft again and was rewarded by another surge and upward jerk as I watched the tip of it swell up. I didn't know how he compared to other guys, but thought it looked enormous; was surprised it would fit within my body. Bending down, I used my tongue to lick the full length of the shaft before kissing the head of it. While still bent over him, I opened the condom packet and rolled it down the shaft. That done I sat back upright as he reached up and around my back to pull away the remnants of my bikini top still held on by the lower band.
The moment had come. Pulling the shaft upright, I lifted myself up on my knees and repositioned myself over the tip, guiding it towards my vagina. His hands were on my hips, supporting and reassuring me. Lining it up, I gently lowered myself to the shaft. I was nervous, but highly aroused. Slowly, ever so slowly, I brought my weight down on the shaft making it penetrate in to me. Initially it met no resistance; I was lubricated and open. Then I felt it pushing aside my body as it delved deeper, opening me up as it progressed. It hurt just a little for a moment, more a stretching sensation than a sharp pain or feeling of tearing and with that a sense of being filled up by it. I pushed down deeper and deeper until I found myself forcing my pubis down on to his, looking to bring my clit in to contact with him.
Bringing myself down to lie along his body with my legs outside his, I avoided tightening my pelvic floor muscles until I got the hang of this new experience. I slowly started working his cock, moving my body back and forth; bringing my clit to hard contact with his pubis on every downstroke and rubbing my nipples along his chest; his hands covering my bum cheeks encouraging my movements. I was surprised how quickly I was moving toward a second climax. Exploring further I tightened my pelvic floor muscles. When the initial tightening increased my pleasure, I tightened some more. Almost immediately, he came; groaning as he thrust hard in to me in a series of rhythmic movement; lifting his hips with each movement and exploring deeper in to my body than I thought possible. I tried to use the thrusts to bring me to my second climax but couldn't make it. His body went completely limp under me and I again set my head down alongside his, enjoying the stroking of my hair that movement attracted.
Contrary to what I thought happened, he didn't quickly subside. His erection continued to fill me; he just occasionally moving it pleasurably back and forth. One part of my just wanted to lay here on top of him, experiencing this wonderful sensation of having another person deep inside your body; of being joined as a single entity. But another part was still hungry. It yearned to burst into an animalistic sexual display, thrusting down on him to find that second unfinished climax, even though I sensed that whatever remained of his erection was a hollow shell of its former self; unlikely to satisfy my needs. I suppressed the animal spirit.
As he did eventually start to subside, he rolled both of us on to our sides and reached over the back of my leg; I guessed to make sure the condom came out with him. We were no longer one, but he pulled me back toward him and for a while we just lay there naked, holding each other tightly. What was it about this guy that was stirring such passion within me? It was like a switch had been turned on in my head. When I had woken up this morning, boys, sex, the whole things had been little more than a vaguely desired concept. Now I felt like some sex fiend. Is this what makes so many guys such complete assholes towards girls; a desperate need to give in to their carnal needs? I had just had what seemed from my limited perspective to be completely mind blowing sex, and yet I still wanted more, yearned for more, was actually thinking of going for more.
And yet, the rational side of my brain was trying to fight back. Uncertainty, even a degree of guilt or maybe it was fear. What was he thinking now? What did he think about what had just happened? Did he think less of me? I gave voice to my concerns "You know Greg, I was a virgin. It's just my mum always insisted I carry a condom; you know, just in case." He hesitated for a moment, rolled over on top of me, looked straight in to my eyes and washed away my worries "Karen, it hadn't even occurred to me to doubt you. What we just shared was the most wonderful mind blowing experience. At this moment, I think I'm the luckiest guy in the whole world. And I think you've got an incredibly smart mum and she has the most fantastic daughter" and then kissed me gently on my lips. I felt a surge of arousal as I pulled him back to my lips and gave him a deeply penetrating tongue kiss. Then for a moment he just lay on top of me, his head down beside mine; each of us to their own thoughts. "What happens now?" I wondered.
"It's starting to warm up a bit. What's say we go for a swim?" He was right about it being warm, in more ways than one, but I was more than a little hot and sweaty after our activities. Short of rolling him back over and continuing our carnal activities, it was a good next step. "Good idea".
He got off me, removed the condom and pulled his swimmers back up off his thighs. Then he offered me a hand to sit up. Ferreting around for the bits of my bikini, I found the bottoms underneath where I was sitting. It surprised me that I actually felt quite comfortable being naked in front of him and wasn't really in any hurry to cover up. At my own pace, I re-tied the side strings and slipped them on. Looking in my bag, I extracted the sunscreen. "I think the sun's starting to get a bit of a burn to it, would you mind creaming me". Handing him the sunscreen, I turned my back toward him, still sitting. When he finished my back I turned around; inviting him to do the front too and arching my chest out enough to give my still bare breasts some unavoidable prominence. Indeed, I made sure it was probably the most through creaming I'd ever had. I enjoyed the caress of his hands as he applied the cream, especially as he unashameably applied it almost up to the nipples and right up to the waist and leg bands of my bikini bottoms; brushing my crutch as he did so. If my arousal had subsided a bit, it was coming back with a vengeance. I stood up to do his upper body, then knelt down in front of him – my face only a short distance in front of his swimmers, while I creamed his lower stomach and upper thighs. Deliberately trying to tease him up a little, I did my own share of 'careless brushing' in areas no cream was intended for and got a pleasing result.



Finally recovering my bikini top, we headed off to the water. Half way down I had a thought, excused myself and dashed back to my bag. Finding what I needed, I tucked it in to the broad wrist band of the diver's watch I used when swimming. By the time I caught up with him he was thigh deep in the water. Coming up at a run behind, I tackled him down, dumping us both in the water. As he fell he turned toward me, so we ended up in each other's arms again.
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This follows on from the "My first time story". After making out Karen and Greg have gone down to the water.
By the way, in response to a couple of comments, I need to point out that in Australia "Crutch" is more often used rather than "Crotch". Evidently that's not the case in the US. Still, "root", "thong" and "fanny" all have different meanings for us too.
Now where was I; Ah yes, back to the story...
*****
I can't say we did much actual swimming over the next half hour. Kissing, cuddling and playing in the water would be a better description. Greg no longer felt any need to hide his erections; and in fact he was aroused for most of the time we were in the water together. Given the degree of contact I was having with him -- including sticking my hand down his swimmers and playing with his shaft -- I might have been a bit disappointed if I wasn't getting a reaction.
He wasn't to know just how aroused I was. The feminine wetness of my crutch when he put his hand there was undetectable while we were swimming, and in the cool water even my hard nipples were ambiguous. Still, I was aroused. Very aroused. And come to think of it, my behaviour alone probably gave me away.
I am sure I am not alone in having acquired -- as I've already revealed - a number of fantasies when I first started to mature sexually. On the whole they are just harmless ideas that give you an abstract context in which to think about sex. In most of them I am the one firmly under control. But there was one exception; originally stirred up by a scene of a very old movie called 'From Here to Eternity" or something like that where a couple make love on the beach while waves wash over them. It was one of my more idealised fantasies; the sort you never really think they can become real, but as I'd set out down to the water with Greg it had occurred to me that just maybe I could make this one come true.
As we drifted in to shallower water, I increased my contact with Greg, until the water was shallow enough that I could lie on top of him in a full kissing embrace while still having a reasonable chance of not drowning him. Then by rolling us over a couple of times, I managed to work us in to water that permitted Greg to lie with his back on the sand but still have his stomach above the water; naturally with me on top of him. There still wasn't much in the way of wave action. The water was generally flat with only the odd small wave set coming through requiring Greg to lift his head or hold his breath while the waves washed over us pushing us about a bit.
Greg was fully aroused. It was still captured by his swimmers. Originally I could feel his engorged cock pushing hard up in to my lower stomach and pubis as I lay on top of him, but by moving just a little higher on him, I brought the tip of it pointing firmly in to my crutch where, with just a little bit of movement while we were kissing, I could work it against my clit.
I looked up and down the beach to see if anyone else was nearby. I put my mouth to Greg's ear "Would you like to go again?"
"Do you mean what I think you mean?"
"I mean right where we are"
"What about a condom?"
I lifted up my hand to show him the back of my wrist where a condom was slipped under the band of my watch.
"You're just like your mother -- smart and plan for everything aren't you?"
I took that as a yes, so I floated myself down so my head was level with his cock and flipped his swimmers off it. Then I unwrapped the condom and rolled it on to him -- trying to protect it from the water as I did as I wasn't sure what effect it would have on it. Bringing my pussy back up over his cock, I pulled the crutch of my bikini to one side to expose myself and eased myself on to him.
I still had the sensation of being stretched as he entered me but because I knew what to expect and I was still able to control the rate of entry, the pleasure was no longer diluted by any anxiety as I buried his shaft up to the balls inside me. And so for only the second time in my life I had this fantastic experience of having another person deep inside me.
Before getting too carried away, I wanted to make sure my body had fully adjusted to this thing within, so I worked it in and out for a bit while lying on top of him; avoiding any contraction of my pelvic floor but taking the opportunity to give my clit plenty of stimulation against his pubis while I was at it. While I could have easily brought myself to a powerful climax just doing that, it would have missed the real point of the fantasy. I wanted to be taken; to feel a powerful man on top of me, having his way with me and making love to me here by the water's edge. To just for the moment play the innocent helpless female succumbing to a man's needs. Greg was more than enough man for that purpose, but I didn't want him coming before my fantasy was fulfilled -- even if that meant forgoing my own climax.
I rolled us over putting him on top; my legs outside his. Then knowing he would be inhibited by my admission of virginity I wrapped my arm around his head, brought my mouth to his ear and whispered "go for it; I'll let you know if it hurts". I wanted his body surrounding me, engulfing me and penetrating me all at the one time, so I guided our mouths together and initiated a deep penetrating kiss while I felt his unyielding shaft start to work in and out of me; each thrust terminating in a sideways grinding motion as he tried to bring himself up against my clit. What he didn't know was that as I rolled over, the leg elastic of my swimmers had draped itself across my clit. As Greg thrust in and out it moved my swimmers in a way that stimulated it far more than Greg's grinding action was achieving. The issue for me wasn't so much going to be achieving an orgasm as delaying it.
Either side of my shoulders I sensed his muscular arms supported his weight while those pumped up chest muscles brushed against my nipples. He was doing well, but he was still thinking too much about me. I whispered again "faster and harder".
He responded; increasing his tempo. As I pinned his head to my face I could sense his bum rising and falling to provide the piston power which was forcing his shaft in to the deepest reaches of my body all the time stimulating me as the cloth moved against my most sensitive part. I opened my eyes so I could watch his face as his own excitement level increased. His strong arms were trying to lift his head and chest off mine; overcoming the iron grip I'd previously held on him. As he arched above me I could see the look of intense concentration on his face which only increased as I saw him look down at my breasts. I could feel my nipples engorged deeply in to the cool wetness of the material of the bikini top and knew there would be little left to the imagination in that area.
As he continued to thrust he bent in to me, pushed the material of the bikini top aside with his tongue and sucked the nipple deeply in to his mouth, swirling his tongue vigorously around. All the while the swollen nub of my clit was being massaged by Greg's movements driving me towards my impending orgasm.
I tried to slow it down; to delay the orgasm and enjoy the pre-orgasmic pleasures for as long as possible. But I couldn't. I just didn't have the experience to know how to do that. It washed through me and again I found myself thrusting my hips uncontrollably at Greg; grinding our crutches together except this time I had the additional pleasure of feeling the contractions of my vagina working against Greg's erection as our bodies were locked together by the shaft he had inside me.
Through this, even as I groaned out my orgasm and lifted both our bodies off the ground with my thrusting hips, Greg's thrusts continued regular hard and deep encouraged by the hands I had on his bum cheeks and sending my orgasm through successive stages of ecstasy. My fantasy was being fulfilled in spades. As I came down from my high I could open my eyes and I watched as his facial expression changed again; an almost vacant look came over it and I knew he was about to climax.
Before he did, one of those rare sets of waves started to wash over us. I lifted my own chest toward his to get my face above the water and wrapped my legs tightly around the outside of his as I felt the water start to push us about and roll us over. As all this happened Greg came; thrusting powerfully and almost uncontrollably in to me to the rhythm of his orgasm as we bound ourselves together through the turbulence of the waves. All the while moans of intense pleasure emanated from him. Even after the waves had passed and he was once again on top, little additional waves of pleasure washed through him as he almost shuddered within me
Eventually I knew he was spent. It seemed like all strength had escaped from his body -- like I was some Delilah character who had stolen a man's strength not by cutting off his hair but by draining his sperm. I held him tightly as he lay on top of me. I loved the sense of having him inside me and wanted to maintain the contact as long as I could. Had the tide come in at that moment, I doubt either of us would have had the strength to get out of its way. But finally Greg's erection lost its firmness and he needed to withdraw.
The time came for us to get up, tuck ourselves back in to our swimmers and head hand in hand back to where we'd left our gear on the beach. As I did so I was intensely aware of just how much my world had changed.
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Foreword
These stories are based in Australia and deliberately written in the idiom the characters would use.
I know from previous comments many readers have enjoyed that very aspect of it. Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative, others - especially on this site - have caught me by surprise especially in their intensity.
Crutch/crotch has caused an awful lot of hassle. But the Macquarie Dictionary defines a meaning of crutch as "the crotch of the human body". "Crutch" is most commonly used in Australia and to our (my) ears, crotch has a much harsher (unintended) tone.
"Swimmers" was another that caught me by surprise. In Australia that means swimwear (not sperm).
More amusingly, in Australia "root" means have sex and "thongs" refers to flip flops. So never tell an Aussie you're rooting for a team! And when a club says "No Thongs" it doesn't mean they'll check your underwear.
Generally Australians shorten words or expressions by ending them in "ies" (cossies, boardies, townies, Aussies etc).
*****
Story
In the last edition, we left our lovers as they emerged from the surf after a second passionate root on the water's edge on the day Karen gave up her virginity to Greg...
I invited Greg back for lunch at our house. My mother was reliably good about unexpected friends her kids dragged home. On the way back I played some mental games on how to introduce him.
"Hi guys, meet the guy who's just defiled your daughter." No, too medieval.
"Hi guys, this is a virtual stranger who's screwed your erstwhile virginal daughter twice since you waived goodbye to her this morning." No, maybe a bit too confronting.
"Hi guys, this is a guy I sort of know from Uni who has just given me the most incredible introduction to penetrative sex." A bit clinical but close to the mark. I wondered how they would react to something like that. If it was an American movie scene the father would no doubt go chasing after the guy with a shotgun; blasting away at his car as he drove off down the road. Australians are a bit more in the reserved British mould. You can just hear mum going "That's nice dear, did you use a condom?" Just like a skit out of a Monty Python movie (sorry to the rest of you under 40, my family are all fans - look them up). Probably in the Australian version of the movie, there'd be a bigoted dad piping in with "What footy team does he follow?" and when I answered "He's not a fan of footy dad", throw back with "He's not a poofta is he?" Hmm. Think about that for a minute dad.
When we got there, everyone was still at home, sitting out the back in the sun. Enough mental frolics, I was going to play a safe dead bat.
"Mum, Dad, this is Greg. He's a good friend of mine from Uni I've just discovered lives in the town. Do you mind if I invite him for lunch."
If my parents thought there was some incongruity between Greg's description as a mere 'good friend' and the fact I had his hand clamped in mine like they were stuck together with araldite, they didn't show it. The more diplomatic approach worked, and Greg was welcomed for lunch. But it did strike me how little parents really know about their kids. It wasn't I was being deceptive. I've never made it plain to my parents how far my relationship with boys has gone. For all I know they might assume I lost my virginity years ago. Still, I've just experienced the most magical changing moment in my life and they'll never know. In a way I regretted I couldn't sidle up to my mum later on and tell her what had just happened. Maybe there are some families where that happens but I suspect my situation was the more normal. I don't think she'd freak out if I did; indeed given her condom precaution I'm sure she wouldn't. I suppose it all comes down to the words my mum used when she raised the condom issue. The job of a parent is to try not to encourage their children to embark on things like sex before they are ready while at the same time trying to protect them if they do. Of that ambiguity parental relationships are made, even if at 20 it might reasonably be argued I was by any standard ready.
I also regretted I didn't have the sort of friends I could spill the beans to; the sort of girl relationships that Sex and the City show. You know, one where I'd send out a little broadcast text to the effect of "OMG just got laid for the first time" and get back a whole lot of "Go girl" and "Good on you girl" replies. Maybe that's why I'm writing this book.
The lunch with my family went well enough. Inside I wanted to act like any other new lover; be all over my partner like a rash to the point of inducing nausea in those around you and barely able to keep my hands out of his intimate spaces. We managed to play it a bit cooler than that. Sitting next to me, Greg and I usually just had our shoulders overlapped and touching; his arm resting behind my back, my hand occasionally on his thigh. Even that was clearly enough to make my family wonder what was going on as I saw mum and dad exchange raised eyebrow looks from time to time. As far as they knew at the start of the day their daughter didn't even have a boyfriend and now she was acting like she'd been in a relationship for years. If only they knew.
I didn't realise there had always been just a little bit of tension between die hard surfers and the Surf Lifesaving movement (or 'clubbies" as the surfers tended to call them).
Fortunately neither my family nor Greg were really in to that grudge sort of thing, so it developed more in to a light banter that I could see neither side took seriously. Probably more challenging to dad was the fact that Greg wasn't actually a great fan of watching sports and didn't really follow any of the footy codes. I think he sort of got away with his claim that he "was a participant, not a watcher", even if what he participated in wasn't necessarily on dad's top 10 list.
On the other hand, he completely charmed my mum. I'm sure he was actually flirting with her! I wasn't sure whether to be jealous or thankful that he'd have one strong supporter in the family.
Even as he'd accepted my invitation for lunch, Greg had told me that he'd promised to help out at home that afternoon and had to be home by 3. So I knew as I walked him to the door that I wouldn't see him for the rest of that first Monday. My heart was racing as I waited to see if he'd ask for another date before he said goodbye. I would be exaggerating for effect if I said that with the emotions I was feeling, uncertainty could just as easily turn me in to an obsessive cyber stalker of him if I was left waiting for him to make some follow up contact. But it would certainly spoil my week. As we walked down the front path to his car my cool and calm exterior hid the fact that it was all I could do to stop myself from hyperventilating.
As we reached the car, he hesitated. "Karen, it's been a really special day today and I'd love to see you again. I work on Tuesdays and don't finish until 7. Would you be willing to join me for a late dinner? Somewhere light maybe, since it's no fun going to bed with a full stomach?"
My brain was going "WOULD I, WOULD I EVER", but I managed to answer with a reasonably calm "I'd love to. Pick me up when you finish work". With that I put my arms around him and give him a goodbye kiss and hug; one that was far more controlled than my inner self was wanting, but at least one that didn't reveal too much of the demon Greg had unleashed in me.
Never the less, it meant day time Tuesday would be Greg-less. A concept that 24 hours ago had no meaning had suddenly confronted me like a prison term.
The rest of that Monday passed in a blur as I floated around my family in some sort of dreamy state. It wasn't until I was lying in bed that night that my brain really started to process the day that had just passed. There were no regrets; I was still feeling like some love sick puppy floating in a cloud of sexual energy. But the analytical side of my brain was trying to work out what the hell was happening to me.
I was actually shocked by how much I had flaunted myself at Greg. I might be willing to dress attractively - even a little what you might call sexily. What I had done today - deliberately letting him see my bare breasts and teasing him with the way I hitched my clothing, let alone teasing up his cock and having sex with someone I'd just meet - was totally out of character. I still thought of it as the most special day in my life - just that I didn't really recognise the person who was there. I was stunned by the impact Greg had on me and by the way he'd stirred up the hormonal soup in my body and made it boil over in the way it had.
Displaying the personality traits that made me want to be an accountant, I eventually decided I must be ovulating; it was about the right time of the month. Maybe the whole thing was pushed along by seeing up Steve's pants and the thought process that activated. It was almost disappointing to contemplate the mere possibility that I might wake up in a few days' time and see Greg as just another guy. I couldn't see how that could be and I can't say I really believed it.
I calmed myself by turning to the sexual fantasies the day had stimulated and almost seamlessly went to sleep as fantasies morphed to night time dreams of bodies rolling together in a gentle surf; oblivious of the need to breathe; naked and joined. Can girls have orgasmic dreams? All I can remember is waking up knowing that I just dreamt of having one. Whether my body actually experienced it didn't really seem to matter.
But the thought I might be ovulating did raise a couple of concerns the next morning. Even if they were still necessary for STI's, I wasn't sure I really trusted condoms alone to prevent pregnancy, especially if I was having sex often - as I now rather hoped I would be. I set as my first task for that Greg-less Tuesday the need to get a script for the pill.
So I made an appointment with the local town doctor. It was easier for me when I discovered that the doctor was a newly minted female doctor - there on some sort of rotation programme. I hadn't really fancied having to try and justify myself to one of those grandfatherly types. Even if it is an everyday thing for them to write scripts for young girls, it was a very novel experience for me to have to ask for one.
But I was also keen to understand whether my reaction to Greg would be the same when I was over ovulation, without my hormones being further disturbed by the pill, so I wanted to finish my cycle before I started on it. That meant that the conservative accountant in me decided I'd best not have sex with Greg again until I knew my period of peak fertility was over. It was an easy enough decision to make in the cold hard light of a Greg-less Tuesday; but I found it was quickly and regretlessly forgotten when the test came.
Dinner on Tuesday was wonderful. It was just a cheap and cheerful Italian place, but the food didn't matter. The two hours we spent there just flew as we talked and talked. I just melted in his presence. By half way through I wanted him; I mean wanted him physically. I fantasied about taking him on the floor of the restaurant in full public view. I had to make a special effort to keep my legs crossed because I was fairly sure my light panties were now transparent with my body's wetness.
As he drove me home, my mind was trying to work out how to make this in to a sexual encounter; the morning's resolution quickly set aside. There was no hope at my house, so unless he was willing to drag me down to the beach before we went inside I was going to bed unfulfilled. As we got out of the car, each of us hesitated. I knew I wanted to go down the beach and I was fairly sure he did too. One look at his tented crutch was enough to confirm that. And yet he knew as well as I did that this was only our second date. Whatever might have happened on the first, I suppose there are certain protocols and expectations. I knew all I need to do was suggest a walk on the beach to get what I wanted, but I hesitated too.
As we stood at the front gate, Greg held my hands and looked me in the eyes. "Would you like to hang out down the beach tomorrow?"
"I'd love to Greg, but my whole family is driving up to see some friends who live in the farming hinterland. We're meant to be leaving at 8 am and getting home late. What about Thursday?"
"I'm working again and we have a family dinner with friends afterwards. What about Friday?"
"Friday it is. What time do you go for your morning swim?"
"7 am. Why, would you like to come with me?"
"You bet."
"OK, I'll pick you up at 7."
Even as he kissed me goodbye, my mind was screaming at me to suggest a walk along the beach, but my courage failed me. I was elated that we'd arranged another day out, but in despair that there would be two whole days without him.
I glided through Wednesday and most of Thursday still in love sick puppy mode; pining for Greg presence but euphoric with the new found sense of all consuming love. Celine Dion and Michael Buble played on an endless loop through my brain. When "My Heart Will Go On" actually came on the radio, tears were rolling down my checks. By Thursday afternoon I was starting to become aware of new forces at work. One certainly was the sense of anticipation at the fact Friday was nearly here. It took me a while to get a handle on the other. There was a restlessness and sense of physical deprivation. Because I'd never really felt a full blown case of it before, it was not until that evening I recognised what it was.
By Thursday night I hadn't seen Greg for three days and it had been nearly four since we had sex. As I climbed in to bed that night and lay down, the feeling that had been building all day broke upon me and overwhelmed me. I was randy; desperately, achingly, throbbingly randy. This was a really new experience for me.
I tossed and turned as the clock in my room circled through two whole hours, sweating in the humid night air. Eventually I decided I'd take my usual nightie and panties off and put on one of my bikinis to try and induce some sort of erotic dream. I lay there drowsing for about another hour. I'm sure during that time I drifted in and out of some stage of sleep and, although it's hard to remember these things after, I'm also sure that Greg entered my head in some sort of dream, but it was obvious I wasn't going to get a good night's sleep.
My fingers started to play against the front of my bikini, gently stroking the mons just above my clit. I enjoyed that, so then I moved them down over the area of the clit; stroking lightly back and forth very much enjoying the sensation, but also bringing myself to a really heightened state of arousal. By then there was no going back. Lying on my back, covers thrown off and legs apart, I slid my fingers down the front of my bikini and started working my clit.
I was surprised by just how wet and slimy I already was down there and even more surprised by how much wetter I became as I played with myself. With my other hand I started playing with a nipple. Closing my eyes and relaxing as much as I could I brought Greg in to my head; seeing him, feeling him laying naked on top of me; bringing to mind the sensation as he entered me for the first time.
Surprisingly quickly I recognised I'd reach that intensely pleasurable moment that immediately precedes orgasm. Naïvely I thought I could slow things down and savour that moment. That was not to be! My orgasm exploded inside my body. Like on the beach that first morning my hips arched skyward in an involuntary movement, my hand still firmly clamped in my crutch. It took all the concentration the passing orgasm would spare me to stifle the moans that wanted to escape my body. I didn't really want my family asking about it the next morning.
All I remember after that are a few moments spent lying unmoving on my back savouring the post orgasmic bliss before sleep crept up and captured me; a glorious restful sleep in which Greg visited me in my dreams and did it to me all over again.
 
The next thing I was truly aware of was reaching that strange sense of semiconscious that is the first stage of waking from the deepest level of sleep. The morning sun was seeping into the room around the edges of the curtains, creating a low moody light which complimented my semi-wakefulness.
Slowly different parts of my brain emerged from their slumber. The first part tried to replay and fix in my mind the erotic dream I'd had; vaguely aware that it would disappear with the coming of full consciousness. But that just simply raised my already enhanced state of arousal. Then at some point my brain registered I was still laying uncovered spreadeagled on my back, legs apart with a hand still tucked in to the front of my bikini pants. Slowly, without immediately removing the hand, the brain figured out that either my body hadn't moved since completing its nocturnal activities, I'd tossed and turned all night with my hand still down my pants or my hand had relocated itself there during my sleep. Then my senses told me that the sheet under me was wet with sweat and who knows what else and with it came a hope no-one in my family had come in to my room before I woke up; even more so that it hadn't been a brother with a camera.
I was just processing these thoughts when the sound of Greg tapping lightly on my window penetrated into my consciousness. Crap. I'd arranged to join him for his morning training swim and run and he'd caught me still in bed with a hand down my pants. The next two seconds can be best imagined by picturing someone woken from a deep sleep by a piercing alarm from a clock out of each reach of their bed. The adrenalin rushes into their body; creating a panicky need to silence the alarm. Then there's that mad flailing forlorn attempt to reach it with their arm. Failing that they scramble out of bed, their feet tangling in the bed clothes so they end up on their knees on the floor. Half crawling, half getting back on their feet, they move toward the direction of the alarm; arms outstretched, desperate to make contact with the alarm and silence its brain invading noise.
If you substitute opening the curtain for turning off the alarm, that was me; flailing arms, tangled feet, crawling and all. The panic reflected an irrational fear that he'd somehow run away if I didn't instantly acknowledge his presence. And then when I reached the curtains, still only half on my feet, I pushed aside the curtain a bit too vigorously. Given my state, a demur parting of the curtain just enough to expose my face would probably have been most appropriate. Instead I flung them open enough to completely expose myself to him; that dishevelled, still only half awake, half on her feet self.
Almost blinded by the sudden invasion of light, in the moment before I had to shield my eyes I had a vision of Greg standing in silhouette with the sun behind him; light radiating in a halo from all around his body like some deity in a medieval painting. As I stood fully upright he in turn copped a fully length view of me in my night time bikini; at the very least dishevelled, possibly showing a very prominent damp patch and for all I knew at that point in my semi awake state and haste to respond to his tap, with a boob hanging out. In what must have appeared to him as a rather strange sight, I gave him a quick wave indicating I'd let him in the front door and closed the curtains again.
Only then did my brain have time to catch up and do an audit on what I'd revealed.
Fortunately the boobs were both in and nothing too obvious was showing dampness wise. But I'd originally intended to change out of my night-time bikini as the crutch now had a slightly stiff feel and my morning state of arousal meant it was already being permeated by a new dampness. Now he'd seen me, would changing raise more question than I really wanted to deal with? We'd be in the water soon any way, did it matter?



As I walked to the bedroom door the feeling in my crutch left me in no doubt. A quick change was required. I just hoped he wouldn't notice or that I could pass it off as a change of mind. Still, the new red one I'd intended to change into was a particular favourite and I'd been looking forward to trying it out with Greg.
I found it a bit disconcerting that a single wild morning of sex with a guy I was madly attracted to seemed to have turned me in to a sex fiend. I was having urges that were completely foreign to my former existence. But it was only Greg that I felt that way about. I could only hope that he didn't turn around and spurn me; because it was far too early to get any real idea of what he thought of me. In a rather cynical way I also decided I needed to avoid going more than two whole days without sex if I could. As my sense of humour woke up to join the rest of my brain, I also managed to amuse myself with the juxtaposition of the image of Greg as a deity and the pun of a likely second 'coming', given the activities I had in mind for the morning.
I was relieved as I walked through the living room to find no-one else was up yet so hopefully my brother's Facebook page wasn't going to be adorned with an incriminating photo of a sleeping sister any time soon. Still in a sleepy state of arousal, I opened the front door to him, wrapped my arms around him, pressed myself against him and gave him a big kiss. Although the enthusiasm of my greeting caught him by surprise, his body quickly responded and I felt the start of an erection pushing in to my crutch. His mouth had a lovely fresh mint taste; which only made me feel self-conscious about what I was sure was my morning breath state. I really just wanted to drag him in to my bedroom and have him there, but I don't think my family was ready for that.
There's only a fine line between a good greeting and a seduction. I'd probably gone over it by the time I disengaged, told Greg I hadn't eaten breakfast yet and invited him in while I had a quick bite and finished getting ready.
Greg's presence and that first contact with him had done nothing to diminish the state of arousal that I'd started the morning in and it was influencing my behaviour as I got ready to go out. Without even thinking about it, I found myself waving my bum at him as I bent down to get the milk out of the fridge and leaning seductively toward him over the breakfast bar as I ate my cereal, so that my boobs just about fell out of my bikini top. A quick glance down told me I was having quite a strong effect on him. It was clear to me that I'd better finish getting ready and get out of the house before I did something rash.
My towel and beach dress were already in the bag - with a fresh supply of condoms - so as soon as I'd finished breakfast and cleaned my teeth we were heading hand in hand down to the beach. As we headed up to Greg's usual spot there was a briskness to both our walks that suggested we were more than just in a hurry to get in the water. By the time we arrived my heart was racing in aroused anticipation and I could feel the wetness permeating my groin.
We'd barely managed to throw our gear down in Greg's usual spot before we were wrapped back up in each other's arms, exploring the other's mouth with our tongues. Greg was still in his T shirt and shorts and I stuck my hands inside his T shirt to give me direct contact with the skin of his back. His arousal was already making itself felt between my legs.
I really just wanted to rip his clothes off, but didn't want to seem to do so with indecent haste. "You're over dressed for swimming" I blurted out in pathetic excuse as I slid his pants down his legs and waited while he lifted each foot to let me remove them fully; all the while staring at the visibly growing erection tenting out his swimmers as I knelt by his feet. As I stood up my hands slid along his body and straight into the process of lifting his T shirt off. When I stood on my toes in full contact with his body to let me lift it off his upstretched arms, I lifted my crutch over the end of his erection now trapped by his swimmers at ¾ attention and brought myself down on top of it - forcing it outward between my legs.
Then we fell back in to a full standing embrace; our mouths inseparable; our genitals separated only by the thickness of our swimwear material. Within moments both of us had slid a hand down the back of the other's swimmers to bring it in to contact with bare bum check. No longer feeling any need to disguise my actions I was already swaying back and forward on Greg's shaft rapidly bringing me to a high state of arousal.
Greg started playing with a breast; first gently rubbing his hand over the area of the nipple from outside my bikini top, then sliding his fingers under the top. Finally he undid the lower tie on my bikini top; lifting the top over my head before starting to play with my nipple. That was all the invitation I needed. I slid my hand inside the front of his swimmers and undid the tie string as a prelude to peeling them down his legs and off his feet. As I was down there I grabbed a condom, stripped it from its packet and rolled it on his shaft. Even as I was standing back up, Greg bent down and stripped my bikini bottoms down my legs and off my feet, before guiding me to the ground to lie on top of him.
I didn't need any more foreplay. I eagerly lifted myself up and brought myself back down on his cock before going straight on to work his shaft inside me and my clit against his pubis. I was no shrinking violet at it either. I went at it with a will; driven by pure lust and the sexual frustration I felt over the last days. As I arched over him Greg first played with my nipples with his hands before bringing himself up to take one of my now massively engorged nipples in his mouth and swirl it around with his tongue.
I knew that the physical exertion and pleasures induced by my approaching orgasm were causing me to vocalise somewhat louder than might have been appropriate for a public place even at this early hour; but there was no way I could control them. With a loud groan I came; at first squeezing my whole lower body in to a singular muscular entity focused on Greg's cock and then as the first wave of the orgasm passed pounding myself almost violently against Greg to induce a prolonged second wave before finally pushing myself hard down on to him to extract every last ounce of pleasure. As it finally subsided, I rolled us over to bring Greg on top; squeezing his shaft just enough to provide a firm grip without instantly wringing a climax from him, while the hands I had on his bum checks encouraged him to go at it. Greg eagerly found his own orgasm; climaxing with the uncontrolled powerful thrusts that I had already noticed were a feature of a good one.
Greg started to relax his body down on to mine, but even I could feel the tension still in his arms and legs where they were in contact with my body. With a "I'm scared of crushing you" he rolled us both over so I was on top; our bodies still united by the unyielding shaft he had inside me.
"Won't I crush you?"
"No I love having you draped over me, just relax."
I took him at his word and put my head down along-side his to attract the wonderful stroking that was rewarded with and relaxed the muscles in my body to let my full weight be supported by his. I took in the gentle slow rise and fall of his chest of his breathing; each one lifting my body and easing it back down again.
Deep within me somewhere a soft lonely voice wondered if maybe we hadn't got down to business with just a bit too much haste. Aren't you supposed to romance each other first? After all, this was only our third 'date' for want of a better word and we'd barely greeted each other before our bodies were pounding away together. And it wasn't even a case of me being able to point the finger at Greg as maybe being too fast on the draw; I'd made it clear I was ready to get down to it from the moment I'd opened the door. Isn't it the guys who are meant to be this lust driven?
But it was only a soft and lonely voice. I decided it was best ignored.
The calmness I felt in Greg's strong presence, the gentle movements of his breathing, the soothing effect of the way he stroked my hair, the gently warmth of the morning sun on my back, the post orgasmic bliss and the lack of sleep from the previous night all must have caught up with me. Apparently I feel asleep.
The next thing I recall is hearing Greg's voice softly in my ear "Karen...Karen."
I came too; the first sensation being of Greg's rigid shaft still filling me and joining us together. "Did I fall asleep?"
"Yes."
"How long was I asleep for?"
"About 10 minutes. I was starting to get worried you might get sunburned if I left you there too long."
"Sorry."
"Don't apologise, I've loved every minute of it."
As I lay there, I squeezed his shaft within me and was rewarded with a powerful stimulating surge in reply.
Lifting myself up on my elbows and staring into his eyes, I couldn't help asking "Are you still as hard as you feel?"
"Yes."
"Did it go down and come back up or has it just stayed hard?"
"It's stayed hard since we finished otherwise I would have taken it out."
"I didn't know they could do that."
"Nor did I until I meet you."
"Is it telling me it wants more?"
"When you're around it always seems to want more, but that doesn't mean it's entitled to get what it wants."
Already I was starting to rock back and forwards on him.
"Karen I think maybe we'd better change condoms if we keep going."
Greg was of course absolutely right. I was a bit cranky with myself - having been concerned that condoms weren't enough protection and yet failing to take the most obvious precaution in their use. I supposed I was just enjoying the continuity of the moment and was reluctant to break it. I kissed him for his thoughtfulness, then draped a boob across his face as I reached across his head to my bag. Then as quickly as I could I sat back up on him, took him out, changed condoms, wiped any spillage up with my towel and re-inserted him.
At that stage there was nothing all that adventurous in our lovemaking. We started with me on top in a reverse missionary - which worked best for me - and then we'd roll over and let him finish himself on top. But unlike the wild uncontrolled passion of our first go of the morning, this was more a slow sensuous build to what was for me an extremely powerful orgasm. Greg seemed to enjoy his too if the noise he made and the strength of his orgasmic thrusts were anything to go by.
This time when he finished I felt his shaft subside and Greg quickly rolled us on our side to let him hold the condom on as he withdrew.
I was starting to think I'd had all the morning exercise that I needed, but Greg had other ideas. All too soon he declared it was time to get up and get down to swimming.
Greg indicated he usually swam laps for about half an hour and if I wanted to swim too he'd keep an eye on me as we each swam at our own pace. I'd wondered why Greg swam where he did instead of down at the flagged area. As Greg explained it, the place where he swam had the longest stretch of safe water between rips. It would have been the place where they put the flags except for the fact it was so far out of the main part of town and they recognised people would get lazy and not come up this far. And in any case, at this time of the morning, no-one was on duty yet even down at the main part of the beach.
Greg pointed out to me the markers of the safe area; slipping in to his lifeguard mode as he reminded me what to do if I went too far and got caught in the rip. Then we set out to swim; his pace being considerably faster than mine. At least each time he overtook me I got a good look at his bum as I trailed in his wake.
Once the swim was over and without even stopping to dry it was time for the jog. Again Greg let me set the pace. Having become more confident with my fitness I maintained a slow jog; fast enough to be called exercise but not so fast that we couldn't talk.
After the run we had one last jump in the water to freshen ourselves up for the rest of the day. As we came up out of the water I picked up my towel to dry myself. Greg put his hand on my towel and offered me his "Here, you'd better use this one. It's clean."
"Why?"
"You used your one to clean up earlier; I know I'm being excessively cautious, but maybe that's not the best one to wipe between your legs with."
I doubted - as I'm sure Greg did - that even if anything was actually still alive it could penetrate the crutch of my swimmers. Still, I admired his thoughtfulness and with a big grin I exchanged towels.
That was followed by a glorious day together; nothing exciting - just hanging out, talking and doing things - just like I always wanted from a boyfriend. He was even happy to go shopping with me as I checked out the local fashion scene (which I have to say wasn't bad compared to the look alike clothing chains that now seem to dominate city shopping). I didn't buy much; the general guide being the greater the tenting induced in his pants by something I was trying on the more likely I was to buy it. I hope he didn't catch me staring!
After an early dinner at a local gourmet pizza place I managed to arrange things so that we ended up back on our favourite spot on the beach for another session. I wasn't going to bed randy again.
For the next two weeks things sort of developed in to a pattern around Greg's work and Surf Lifesaving commitments. Apart from Tuesday and Thursday, he also worked a normal Saturday shift. Then he was on duty as a volunteer surf lifesaver for much of Sunday. I actually enjoyed joining him for his morning training swims and runs on the days when he didn't start work early. As my fitness and pace picked up, I don't think I was too much of a burden on him. Indeed, I was quite please how fit I was getting just from spending time with Greg.
After that we generally had sex up the back of the beach in the scrub where we'd left our clothes that first morning, followed by another frolic in the water. Then we'd just 'hang out' together. It was a small town, so there were only a limited number of activities that weren't somehow related to the beach or the adjacent river. On Sunday, I'd hang around the Surf Lifesaver tent like some infatuated groupie - which in a way is what I suppose I was.
Most dinners were shared with one of our families. Fortunately I seemed to get on as well with his mother as Greg did with mine. If it was still light after dinner, or if there was a bright moon out, we'd often go for a walk on the beach; which more often than not was another opportunity for sex. Because it was such a long stretch of beach, it was fairly reliably private either way. My preference was during the day because I liked being able to see what was happening and it was nice to share a swim with him afterwards. What was that I said about having become a sex fiend?
Of course for a girl there are other things to think about. I was pleased that my feelings for Greg didn't change as I passed the point when I could possibly still be ovulating. I had also been worried how I'd cope when it became 'that time of month' but between the black bikinis I kept for that purpose and a "this could be a little messy" nothing really changed. Finally I was on the pill and equally glad that whatever else it did to my hormones, it too didn't affect how I felt about Greg.
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Foreword
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use. I know from previous comments many readers have enjoyed that very aspect of it. Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative, others – especially on this site - have caught me by surprise especially in their intensity.
Crutch/crotch has caused an awful lot of hassle. But the Macquarie Dictionary defines a mean of crutch as "the crotch of the human body". "Crutch" is most commonly used in Australia and to our (my) ears, crotch has a harsher (unintended) tone.
For the rest, if your usual meaning doesn't make sense, the intuitive substitute will generally be right.
This particular chapter may not suit those just looking for a quick and dirty read. It focuses more on relationship and character development for the benefit of future stories. Still, it's sexy enough.
Story
On an extended holiday Karen has fallen for a local guy and given him her virginity...
It all went swimmingly until the second Sunday after we'd meet.
Our country friends had come down for breakfast, so I'd arranged to come down and join Greg at his lifesaving duties after they'd gone. As I tromped along the beach to the lifesaver area, I could see Greg and one of his fellow lifeguards standing alongside each other deep in conversation as they kept lookout. Except this was no ordinary lifeguard. It was Kate.
I'd met Kate the previous week and had thought even then that she was a formidable girl. She and Greg had gone to school together and she also was an iron man – or is that iron woman - competitor. Like Greg she was home for the University holidays; she was studying law at ANU. All of which was bad enough, except she was also gorgeous in the most overtly sexual way. She had a booty that left mine to shame and breasts that were an eyeful all built on an abnormally slim frame. Even though women's lifeguard swimwear is normally designed for security not show, Kate somehow managed to wear hers with an impressive display of cleavage and high cut legs that folded into the back of her swimmers neatly along her bum crack. From that and the perpetual camel toe she displayed, I can only guess that it was three sizes too small,
Anyway, as I approached along the beach toward the lifesaver area, I could see Greg and Kate standing side by side keeping watch but also engaged in spirited conversation. Kate of course was in full display mode; how she managed to make those unsupported D cups defy gravity while at the same time maintaining a washboard flat stomach I don't know. As she spoke she wore that knowing smile on her unreasonably pretty face.
If I'm fair I can't hold any of that against her – that's what she was born with (maybe other than the swimwear three sizes too small).
What I was reacting to was a very strongly feeling she was flirting with Greg. As they spoke she was twirling her hair with one of her hands and as they shared a joke, she first put a hand on his shoulder before giving him a gentle nudge with her hips. And I'm sure I saw her give his body a long downward scan.
Greg, to be fair, seemed oblivious to all this as his eyes just scanned the water for potential trouble. What he didn't yet know was that the real potential trouble was walking toward him.
My stomach turned itself in to a knot. Every vulnerability I felt about my relationship with Greg suddenly confronted me. Never before had I even felt the sense of inadequacy about my appearance that seized me as I sized up what I was up against in Kate. Even as the more rational side of me said my best approach was simply to be myself and assume everything would be OK, my mood went uncontrollably black.
When Greg saw me, he gave me a big smile and waved. I saw the look of concern that came over him when I didn't respond. Excusing himself he came bounding over to me
"Hi Karen, are you OK?"
"Yes!", although my tone made sure that came across as an outright lie
"Karen, what's wrong?"
"Nothing!"
"Karen, what's bothering you?"
"You when you keep asking me what's wrong!"
By now we'd reached the place where I usually set up when Greg was on duty, so I threw my bag down, spread a towel and plonked myself unceremoniously on it. Greg sat alongside, stunned in to silence. I was struggling with my emotions. I knew it was silly to punish Greg in this way. Even if I was locked in a life and death battle with Kate, I was hardly helping my case by treating Greg like this. I just hadn't had time to process things and get myself under control.
As I looked up I saw Kate turn around and she gave me one of her unreadable smiles. I didn't know if it was the smile of an intending victor over her vanquished foe, the smile of someone trying to make a friend or the evil smile of a devious conniver wondering who the physio-bitch behind her was. Either way, it just made me more uncertain and angry. Against all my usual instincts, I actually wanted to leap the lifeguard windbreak and scratch her eyes out; but even through my distress I was rational enough to recognise that she was bigger and stronger than me and she'd probably beat me to a pulp.
For a moment I even wondered if that would earn me sympathy points from Greg.
"Karen, I can see something's wrong and I don't know what it is. I've really got to be on duty, so I'll have to leave you for a while. If I've done anything wrong, please just let me know so I can rectify it. I'll try a get a longer break when I can to see what I can do for you"
With that he had to return to his duties, standing once again next to Kate. However, apart from exchanging a few initial words, I could see that my behaviour had put a chill on their previously light-hearted conversation.
My problem was this relationship had all happened so fast. I had just sort of gone with the flow of my emotions and assumed everything would be OK. But I really didn't know for absolutely sure where I stood with Greg. I knew I dominated his free time and I knew he wanted to be with me; but did I own him? Does having sex with someone every day for nearly two weeks give you exclusive rights to him? Greg had networks in this town I knew nothing about. How did he feel about me? How does any guy resist a girl like Kate? I had just wanted to put my arms around him and tell him of my undying love for him, but after this short a period that seemed like a very high risk thing to do – a risk I'd been unwilling to take.
Greg continued to turn around and look at me occasionally; maybe looking for some sign my mood was improving. Now I'd backed myself in to a corner of mistreating him, it was hard to even just give him a reassuring smile.
Gradually I calmed down and got a better perspective on things. Whatever Kate had been up to Greg had just been his normal easy-going Greg. I'd seen no evidence he was encouraging her and the reality was he'd been as keen to give me all his free time as I'd been to receive it. While I had no intention of giving Kate any room to work some evil spell on him, I soon realised that my biggest immediate problem was my own poor behaviour.
To give me a circuit breaker, I went up and brought some ice-creams from the shop at the back of the beach. I got 3; one for Kate as well. If nothing more I'd make sure she got fat! Then I went down and gave one to each of Greg and Kate, whispering to Greg that I was sorry and I'd had a bad morning.
The walk also gave me a chance to recover my composure, so by the time I'd got back with them I was something closer to my normal self; I hope I'd even managed to give Kate her ice-cream accompanied by something like a normal smile instead of the gritted teeth I'd might have used just a little while before.
Fortunately by the middle of that day things had returned to normal. I tried to act like nothing had happened and Greg was willing to play along with that. After he finished his shift on duty, I even managed to lead him up to our place on the beach and seduce him. But in the back of my mind, I knew there was some unfinished business. Eventually we needed to talk.
 
It was shortly after that - about three and a half weeks in to our relationship – that my parents planned a fancy dinner at one of the better restaurants in town and invited Greg along. To match the occasion I had worn a nice low fronted red cocktail dress. I'd chosen one of my sexiest pair of panties to go with it. There was no question of wearing the matching bra as, split to just above the navel at the front, the dress wasn't really cut to facilitate one. Some Hollywood tape might have been in order, but I didn't have any and didn't really care if Greg got a peak anyway as long as the whole thing didn't fall out in front of my family. Greg also had made the effort to dress, wearing slacks and a button up shirt in lieu of his usual shorts and T Shirt. He even wore shoes.
As was our habit, we'd gone for a walk along the beach afterwards. In this case it was after sunset, but a bright full moon made it a very romantic setting. I don't think we set out on the walk just to have sex; initially we just walked hand in hand along the water's edge admiring the night and enjoying the small talk as the offshore breeze wafted the beautiful scent of the wild jasmine from the bush.
But not every time did our hands swing neatly between our bodies. Sometimes a wayward swing would finish by brushing lightly against one of our crutches. Sometimes as I held his hand in both of mine, the natural resting place for our combined fist was at my crutch. Each brush aroused me more or communicated to me all too clearly his state of arousal. Eventually I could feel the gossamer material of my panties plastered to the valley of my crutch by my body's wetness. His shaft was tenting out the front of his pants and when the back of my hand happened to brush against it; the erection's ungiving firmness told me all I needed to know.
Finally, we couldn't keep our hands off each other any longer. We turned and embraced; a moment later Greg had sensuously slipped one shoulder out of my dress, the deeply plunging split front leaving me naked me to the waist on that side, his hand gently caressing the exposed breast. Instantly I unzipped his pants, pulled aside his undies and wrapped my fingers around his manhood. Leaving the breast alone just long enough to place both hands under my bottom and lift me off the ground Greg carried me the short distance across the soft sand to a spot closer to the line of bush.
Then like carnivores at a carcass, we completed the process of ripping each other's clothes off; Greg slowing just a moment to admire my sexy undies before they too gave me up to nakedness.
The sex, when we got down to it was passionate, physical and beautiful.
After we'd finished, Greg was lying on the sand and I was lying perpendicular to him with my head on his chest. We were both still naked. As he was prone to do when we were post colitis like this, Greg was absent mindedly stroking one of my nipples with his fingers as we lay there each in our own thoughts. I don't think he understood how that tended to stir me up again.
"Karen"
"Yes"
"Would you mind if I told you how much I love you?"
The words hit me like a hammer. I climbed on top of him, laying along his body my legs astride his and looked him in the eyes. "No. How much?"
He put his arms around me. "A lot. An awful lot."
I felt a wave of emotion. Planting my face in his I gave him a deeply penetrating kiss. I could feel his body respond to the physical contact; a growing erection pressuring in to my crutch. My own response was matching his.
"Why did you think that I'd mind?"
"Karen, our relationship has become incredibly important to me. I didn't want to threaten it by saying something that made you feel you had to pull back if you didn't feel the same way."
"But I do feel the same way about you. More than you could know"
"Well you don't know how happy you've made me by saying that"
"Greg, from the first day we've meet I've completely fallen for you. You were even so patient and understanding about me being a virgin and what a sex fiend I seem to have become since then"
"You weren't the only one who was a virgin that day"
"What? You did a pretty good job of making me feel as though you knew what you were doing"
"Ah well, a bit of bluff and reading your sisters Cleo magazines will get you everywhere. Plus towards the end you were pretty good about making it clear what you wanted. About as far as I'd gone before meeting you was sticking my hand down a bra. When you said you were a virgin I nearly blurted out there and then I was too, but stopped myself because I thought it would be uncool.
It was only by accident that I first started stroking your crutch; I'd never have had the courage to premeditate that on the day I meet you. In fact it was only because you'd kissed me first I was brave enough to kiss you back. Anyhow, you handled yourself pretty well for a virgin too"
"Why, was I scary?"
"No but I was completely afraid of stuffing it up. All I really wanted was to be able to ask you out again. I don't think I've told you that I've fancied you from the first day you walked in to class. It's really hard for a guy, you can lose a girl by being too aggressive, but you can lose one by being too shy too. If at any stage you'd have said 'that's enough' that would've been OK by me, but had I offended you by being too pushy, you might not have wanted to see me again"
I had to lift my hips up off him to let his erection settle down under me. I would have liked him inside me, but I would have needed to fit a condom to do that and I didn't want to spoil the moment.
"Just out of interest, how did you accidentally start stroking my crutch?"
"I'd pulled my hand away to swat a march fly on my bum. I thought I'd brought it back on to your outer thigh. I wasn't at first sure what it was I'd come up against.
In fact had I realised straight away it was your crutch I probably would've pulled my hand away with an apology. But in the second or two it took for the penny to drop, I realised you weren't objecting. Then I felt how aroused you were and it all sort of went from there. I thought I was being incredibly brazen when I started undressing you, but figured if I took it step by step you'd let me know if I was going too far. Even then if you hadn't mounted me, we probably would have finished after you came. I took your virginity answer to be a no."
So spreading my legs apart had completely changed the course of our relationship.
"How come you didn't chat me up in class?"
"I thought at least one of the guys you were with might have been your boyfriend. In any case with them there it was really hard to get to meet you without being really obvious. I thought of you then, as I do now, as this completely gorgeous stunningly attractive unapproachable woman who must have guys trying to crack on to her all the time. Unless I had a chance to get to know you as a friend first, I figured you'd hardly be likely to give me the time of day if I pranced up, interrupted your conversation and invited you out"
"Wow, flattery will get you everywhere; although I think you underestimate yourself. No, they're just friends. What about the girl you always sat with?"
"Emma, also just a friend"
I really did want him inside me. Sitting up on his thighs, I reached a condom out of his pants pocket, fitted it and inserted him. These days it seemed all such a natural thing to do I didn't even feel I had to explain. But I didn't want to go at it; I just wanted him there while we talked. Just the slightest bit of occasional back and forwards movement was enough to keep us at peak arousal.
"Greg I actually fell madly in love with you the moment I saw you coming out of the water? Something hit me like a bolt of lightning. It was like you'd shot me with some sort of hormone gun and you then completely seduced me with your smooth talking on the walk?" I wasn't going to tell him I had deliberately knocked him off the log.
"Well since all our secrets are coming out, I nearly had to chase after you to say hello because I was so transfixed by the beauty floating past me. I recognised you straight away, but was in something like a state of shock."
"Greg, what first attracted you to me in class"
"How many compliments do you want?"
"No, I'm actually wanting to know what attracted your attention. After all there were other pretty girls in the class and some of them certainly had bigger tits than mine"
"You girls do have a dim view of guys if you think we just judge a girl by the size of her tits. Well I suppose it's your smile more than anything else that captivated me across a room and every time you said anything in the class you just seemed like such a nice person; although the fact the smile was attached to a damn pretty body sure multiplied its effect"
That surprised me. I always thought guys went for boobs or pretty faces.
"Why my smile?"
"It just sort of lights up the room. I think of it as a million watt smile. That first day you said hello, the smile as you approached me had already made my day. It just puts a happiness in the air; announces to the world what a wonderful joyful person you are and makes me want to be with you. Why do you think I hate it when I do something wrong and upset you and lose the smile? Mind you, smile or not I think your one hell of a sexy woman and your body is well capable of attracting my attention all by itself."
"When did you think I was upset with you?"
"The previous Sunday when you came down the beach and were grumpy with me for a couple of hours"
Naturally I would have preferred he'd forgotten about that morning
"Sorry about that day. What would you have done if I'd had a horrible personality; do looks make up for personality?"
"No way! I know girls think guys make every judgement with their eyes, but it's not that simple. Sure looks can influence the initial judgement on whether to initiate contact, but the second a girl opens her mouth, everything is rejudged. If she strikes you as nice, she suddenly looks a whole lot more attractive; if she sounds like a bitch, then even the prettiest girl can suddenly appear fairly ordinary. Once you're in love with her, then she's the prettiest girl in the world."
"How much did you look at me in class?"
"It was hardly going to help my case to be caught perving, was it? You were certainly a major distraction, but I couldn't be caught making too much of a point of it"
"That depends. Were you perving or expressing interest in me with your eyes? The second one can work wonders"
"My suspicion is the difference between perving and expressing interest probably depends on the girl's impression of the guy. If she doesn't like the look of him then he's perving anyway. Still, there were certain other of your charms that caught my attention that were certainly in the perving category"
"Ah, so now the secrets really come out. What were they?"
"You've got to be kidding! A mini skirt and low cut T Shirt on a body like yours. You forget I usually sat opposite you. Do you have any idea how distracting it is to think you I might just have been able to get a glimpse of the colour of your panties? I know in a way it's silly. Every day at the beach I get to look straight up the crutches of hundreds of girls lying on the beach covered only by a tightly fitting bikini bottoms and don't get that excited by it. Call it a pantie and put a mini skirt over it and suddenly it's the most compelling sight in the world – maybe other than a down blouse. Mind you, you must have been well brought up. Even though you wore some short skirts, I rarely got a pantie peek"




"How many down blouses did you get?"
"I never managed to get close enough to you for a full on down blouse nipple peek; although I do remember one time when you dropped something over the front of the desk and went to reach for it that I got a great valley view"
Greg had a way of expressing himself in these things that always amused me. I also found his honesty refreshing, partly because it demonstrated a trust in me not to take these things the wrong way and partly because it gave me an insight in to how guys really think.
"Isn't someone like, say Kate from your lifesaving group prettier than me, did you find her distracting too?"
He hesitated and thought about his answer for a moment. My question had been pointed; not as a challenge to Greg but to get the issue out of my head. I thought I'd managed to raise it in context enough not to be caught out; but something in my tone must have betrayed me. I knew I'd transgressed when I felt his erection soften inside me.
"I don't think girls can be given some sort of universal order of prettiness. I've always read with interest those articles you see on research they do on the rules of sexual attraction – indeed I'm pretty sure Cleo ran some of them too – and doesn't it really depend on how compatible they are with your own appearance; the more they look like you, or maybe it's your mother, then the more you're attracted to them – at least at a deeper more meaningful level.
Look at our families, if you put them all in one room and asked somebody to divide the families by appearance, they'd have no chance – it's almost like we're all related. It's no wonder I find you so attractive. Plus isn't there something to do with smell that's meant to work too – let's each other know about the compatibility of your immune systems or something – and isn't that why you can sometimes be attracted to somebody almost from across the room? All I can say is that whatever it is, you hit all the buttons for me. And when I got to know you and what a fantastic person you were, I was just hooked.
As for Kate, she's someone who's been a friend for years. We joined nippers as kids together and have both been in the surf lifesaving movement ever since. She's pretty enough and, as you've noticed, her tits fill out her swimmers pretty well. When she has a swimmer blowout after getting dumped by a wave – as she regularly does – I'm more than happy to have a gwak, we even went on a date once a few years ago but I know she's not for me. She's even a nice enough person but.... Look, don't hold it against me that I sound so analytical about this. Look at both our mums. If I came up behind you and your mum together, I'd have trouble picking you apart; you and your mum have the same figure. It's actually the same with my mum and my sister.
I wouldn't mind betting that Katie's figure won't be anything like her current one in 10 years' time. She might be every guy's idea of a perfect female figure now, but it won't last.
And it's not as though I go around somehow clinically analysing how someone will look in the future, it's just an intuitive thing – it doesn't have the same attraction to me. Beside I know Kate well enough to be well aware of her limitations; we all have our little foibles; some we tolerate in each other while others are enough to be a turn-off to a serious relationship"
Greg had hit a few buttons there for me too. I was certainly aware of those same factors.
I guessed that I'd also blown it in giving away that I was jealous of Katie that day. Suddenly I'd started to feel that every pretty girl was a competitor to me for Greg's affections and I'd even started to doubt myself – started to compare myself unfavourably with other girls. I don't think Greg had realised until now what was bothering me, but the way he'd answered my question was clearly designed to put that issue to rest.
"Greg, I'm really sorry about being cranky that day. As I think you've guessed, I was jealous of Kate and I've beaten myself up ever since then for being so stupid and behaving so badly. To be frank, it's only because our relationship was so important to me and until I knew how you felt I was easily threatened. It's a whole new experience that I'm processing here and I don't feel as though I'm totally in control of it; although knowing how you feel makes a big difference. I promise never to do that to you again."
"I actually do understand. I've felt very uncertain myself since I meet you. One part of me feels ten foot tall being associated with a girl like you; the other realises how much I now have to lose. It's unsettling. If in the future I do something to hurt you or make you feel insecure talk to me. I just don't want to do that. But bear in mind for the girls in this town that I've known them all my life. Some of them might be nice, they might be attractive too, many are friends but they're not you."
He pulled me in to him and kissed me as he said that and I felt better when I sensed his erection harden within me again. Greg changed the topic by reversing the conversation on me; although making a point of adopting a light challenging voice least the last few exchanges had put a downer on the evening.
"Now you've cross examined me, what about you. Spill the beans on why I hit your buttons"
I deserved that, but females have more complex reactions that can't be analysed quite as easily as Greg had managed to do with himself. Still I didn't want to appear evasive, since he'd been open with me.
"I'm not sure a girl can explain these things as easily. As I said, I was like I was shot by a hormone gun from the time I first laid eyes on you. I certainly found you attractive too; OK since you've been so open with me, I'll admit I could barely keep my hands off your chest muscles from the minute we started talking and the sight of you in wet swimmers was completely distracting. I was even a little aroused by the time I'd given you that hello kiss, but I've always thought the physical reaction was caused by the hormonal one."
Greg flashed a giant smile.
"Are you sure what you call the hormonal reaction isn't the same as I get from staring at your tits. Does your friend Karl have the same effect on you?"
I giggled at his turn of phrase.
"I've even doubted that myself at times, but no. I think it's more like you described – a combination of chemistry and compatible genes. But I should add it wasn't until we'd been talking for half an hour that I was completely ready to swoon in to your arms."
Karl was one of the two friends who sat with me in Accounting 1. With a squared jawed face and a solid muscular body, he looked like one of those men pictured on the front of a women's' bodice ripper novel. In fact, there were times during my cycle when I did find him compellingly attractive; but it was only momentary and he certainly wasn't my type as far as boyfriends went. Too much of a ladies man. I was fairly sure he'd once even had a go at trying to sexually hit on me, but I'd chosen to ignore it and he'd not persisted.
"As for Karl, no definitely not my type"
"You know of course that I was desperately trying not to get too aroused all the time we were walking together. I just couldn't get it to go completely down. I knew that in my speedos it would be really obvious. I started to wish I'd put my shorts on. After we fell of the log it was completely out of control. It was really embarrassing when you were brushing my hair; but I just couldn't help it, you just had such an arousing effect on me. I wouldn't have been willing to display it the way I did unless I'd known that you must have felt the erection as you were brushing against me – so you must have known what you were going to see."
"I was glad you hadn't put your shorts on. I was just lucky you couldn't see how aroused I was. I admired how brave you were when you stood over me after you stood up in the quicksand."
"I didn't really have much choice. I took my time standing up to give it some time to go down, but it wasn't going to go down much further than that and I couldn't have just waited forever. A guy normally wants to hunch over to try and make it less obvious, but with the way I had to stand over you that wasn't going to achieve much, so in the end I figured just stand proud and deal with it. I knew you must have felt it between your legs – and in fact I'm pretty sure you were rubbing yourself on it – so who was I going to be kidding. By the time you came to brush my hair I knew you'd already have felt how aroused I was, so I figured 'what was I trying to hide'"
I could feel myself blush when Greg mentioned me rubbing myself against him.
"I was hoping you hadn't noticed that"
"Let's see now. What's the chance of a guy not noticing when a girl is rubbing her crutch on his cock? But I certainly wasn't complaining and I didn't pull away so you can mark me down as a fellow conspirator in that one. Do you have any idea how hard it was that day for me not to stare at your boobs in that bikini you were wearing?"
"I was hoping you'd just think it was me laughing. I've got brothers, so I do know that. I have always admired how well you did in not looking actually"
"Only because there was this constant voice in my head saying 'don't stare at her boobs, don't stare at her boobs'. It was bad enough when you were first coming toward me to say hello. It was impossible when I was brushing your hair as you were floating on your back; the cold water had bought your nipples up. When they popped out of your bikini top I just couldn't help it. To make it worse, your stomach was sucked in as you held your breath to help you float, so your hips were lifting the waist band of your bikini bottom up to create the impression I could get a peek down"
"I was deliberately doing that to you. I think by then I wanted you to look. Greg there's been something bottled up inside me for the last three weeks that I've desperately wanted to tell someone about, to scream to the world and I haven't felt there was anyone I could. That morning was the most wonderful life changing moment of my existence. I was always a bit scared of sex; not enough to put me off, but enough to make me nervous. I always assumed the first time would be a bit of a disappointment. Instead it's something I'll remember for the rest of my life. I don't just mean that I had fantastic orgasms – although they were that. I mean that the whole thing meant something; that even if I'd never seen you again it was something to bring a warm glow to my heart every time I thought about it. But it's really important you know that the reason it meant so much is because it was with you. The only trouble is now that you've turned me in to some sort of sex fiend – I've just got to get more of it – and it's all your fault! The first time I've ever masturbated was between our first meeting and the next time I had sex with you."
I knew I'd blushed again when my brain caught up with my mouth and told me that I'd been silly to reveal that last bit.
Even in the moonlight, I could see Greg's smirk.
"Goodness never go solo when I'm even in the same country. You know me I'm always happy to meet any sexual need you might possibly have. More seriously Karen, it meant a lot to me too. I don't know that a guy feels quite the same need to talk about things, but it's a day I'll never forget either. Did it hurt you? I was really worried about doing that. I still am."
"At first just a little bit. I felt as though I was stretching things, but because I was on top and felt I had control it didn't worry me and as you can see certainly didn't spoil the experience. I was thankful you were so patient and gentle with me."
"I'm only asking this next question because I was in the same boat and know you're entitled to ask the same question, but how did such a wonderful girl like yourself manage to stay as a virgin for so long"
"I think it's just I hadn't meet the right guy. I wasn't really driven by a need to get myself laid to meet my sexual needs and no-one ever appealed to me enough to let them go at it only for their sake. Yes, there might have been a few guys had to be restrained from trying it on, but I just made sure I was in a position I could say when to stop and if I didn't think they were the sort of guys who'd respect that then I wasn't going to let them get that far in the first place. What about you?"
"Much the same. I think I was always more interested in developing a relationship than just trying to lay a girl, so I didn't really push hard on the physical side. In fact I was very shy about it. The one night I probably could have gone much further I sensed it would be making a statement to the girl about our relationship I wasn't ready to make, so I didn't"
I dropped my head down alongside his and he stroked my hair. I felt so many burdens had been lifted from me; to know Greg's feelings and to be able to express to someone just what that morning had meant. After a while I brought my head up and kissed him again. I not sure who started thrusting first, but what started as a gentle rocking motion soon became a full on path to orgasm for both of us.
That night as I was thinking about our conversation, I also tucked in my head that the day was approaching that we didn't need condoms. I thought we'd still have to use them for STI's; but since we'd both started the relationship as inexperienced virgins, that was no longer a concern. From what the doctor had told me we probably could have stopped using them now. Still, I wanted to wait just a little longer – maybe even a full cycle - to be really safe.
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Foreword
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
I know from previous comments many readers have enjoyed that very aspect of it. Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative. Others -- especially on this site - have caught me by surprise especially in their intensity.
Crutch/crotch has caused an awful lot of hassle. But the Macquarie Dictionary defines a mean of crutch as "the crotch of the human body". "Crutch" is most commonly used in Australia and to our (my) ears, crotch has a much harsher (unintended) tone.
"Boardies" are board shorts and "Speedos" men's racing swimwear briefs.
If your normal meaning doesn't fit, apply the intuitive one in the context of the story.
Story
If you've been following the story of Karen and Greg in the "First Summer" series then you'll have been introduced to Kate.
She and her intimate historic friendship with Greg will play a big part of future stories.
In the mean time, Kate has her own tales to tell...
I'm not sure what it was made me turn my head. It wasn't a sound, not even a movement caught out of the corner of my eye. More an instinct.
One minute I'm talking to Greg and his new girlfriend at what I suppose you'd call a beach party organised by some of our mutual friends to celebrate us all being back in town for the summer break. I'm still getting used to the idea of this girl of Greg's let alone to the fact I know he's rooting her silly every chance he gets. I just can't look at Greg in the same way when all I can really picture is him getting down and dirty with her.
She's nice enough and we were quickly becoming good friends, but selfish and insecure as it makes me seem, I just wished she wasn't as drop dead gorgeous in that cutesy sort of way. I might not have any claim on him. But seeing Greg fall so heavily for a girl had been shattering; more so when the overt sexuality on display with the perpetual camel toe in her bikini pants and nips pushing out of the small triangles of her top reminded me so vividly of what they're getting up to in all the beach hiding spots Greg and I have grown up playing in.
But whatever it was that made me turn my head, the next minute my eyes are transfixed by the sight of this guy joining the far side of our party's circle of friends. If this was your typical bodice ripper romance novel I'd be talking of love at first sight across a crowded room. But it's not. And it's not so much that I don't believe in love as I'm chronically incapable of falling into it. Indeed, I run away from it.
Still, in that moment I decided this guy and I are going to end up in bed together. Even though I'm on the far side of the crowed group from where this guy is entering, his eyes met mine and they all locked together. Whatever effect he was having on me it seemed to be mutual.
He wasn't a local; rather it looked like he'd been dragged into our party by John, one of our friends.
He was clearly fresh out of the surf, his wet boardies clinging in a way that left nothing to the imagination.
Ah, yes. Squared jawed, nice body. Tall. Good muscle definition without overdoing it; surfer not body builder. His resting face seemed to be a nice smile; as if the world shone upon him. After our initial tussle for Greg's affections, Karen and I had only bonded a week ago, but already she had been bold enough to label my choice of men Neanderthals. Personally I always imagined Neanderthals with an excess of body hair. But if a Neanderthal was given a full body wax and a good bit of grooming, then OK, maybe that's what one might look like.
The next half an hour is remembered as a bit of a blur. All I can really recall is that he somehow made a beeline across the group to me, John introduced Chris as someone at his Uni, and that moments later Chris and I have somehow cast off John, Greg and Karen and are now engrossed in each other's conversation. Shortly after that we've got our arms wrapped around each other passionately kissing as we sway to the music permeating our senses to the exclusion of the hub bub of the party conversation.
Maybe it was at that point I should have picked up some hint that this guy was different from my usual Neanderthal pick up. As we're dancing -- if you could call our amorous swaying that -- the lower part of his body is separated from mine. Most guys by now would have their thigh between my legs.
Instinctively my hand slid down towards the curve of his lower back, a gradually increasing pressure drawing his stomach and hips towards mine. As the still damp material of his boardies first made contact with the bare flesh of my stomach just above the waist hem of my bikini pants a strange sense of satisfaction accompanied the discovery they contained the hard shaft of an erection.
Again it's now a bit of a blur how we escaped the party and ended up back at the two bedroom holiday unit he was sharing with a mate; one who was fortunately absent. If you think all this blurring of memory is somehow caused by too many party beverages, you're wrong. I was on my first glass of wine when he walked in and our lips hadn't been separated long enough to drink anything more than that since. If I was intoxicated, it wasn't by drink.
While still unusually entranced by the power this guy's presence is having over me, it's about now I really started to realise the script of this encounter isn't going entirely to the normal pattern. We were doing little more than pashing for nearly an hour at the party. By the end I had my crutch pleasurably rubbing against his thigh and his erection pushing deeply into the flesh of my stomach
Maybe the immediacy of our passions might have subsided just a little during the five minutes it took to get back to his place. But we'd been in the unit for another fifteen minutes and by that time he'd offered me a drink and guided us both the a lounge chair where we were sitting in close contact while he had an arm around my shoulders and engaged me in conversation.
I didn't want to look like a complete slut. I was waiting for him to make the first move; my most provocative action at this point being the hand I had on his thigh high enough to be brushing against one of his balls and the fact one of my nipples was seriously in danger of sliding out of the bikini top I was wearing.
With any other guy I would have been getting the "I really want to stick my dick in you now" signal and be lucky if the beach wrap still around my hips wasn't on the floor and any of the strings on the string tie bikini I was wearing still had a knot in it. And yet this guy is just talking. Nice. Entertaining. Even seductive. Maybe it's the way romance is meant to be conducted. Just not what I was used to.
I decide to step it up just a little and bend around and start kissing him again. He received my tongue into his mouth willingly; the arm furthest from me wrapping itself around my back, the hand slipping along the line of the lower tie of my bikini top.
Looking down I could see the top of his erection struggling to escape from his boardies. Nothing is actually visible, but the waist band is starting to be pulled away from his stomach as it fights to retain the shaft now clearly outlined within the thin clingy material. My other hand is on the far side of his waist, the forearm pressed against his stomach passing teasingly close to the tip of his erection.
Ten minutes later and we're still just kissing. Completely enjoyable. I'm fully on heat again. Half the width of the bell at the top of his shaft now can be seen down the front of his pants as my eyes twist themselves to look down. I can even see some drips of pre-cum oozing out of the now visible hole at the top. But nothing's happening. Once or twice the hand around my back slides under the tie string of my bikini top and I even think he might undo the knot. But no. I'm still fully dressed; nothing truly erogenous so much as touched. It's all there ready; engorged, open, throbbing, wet and waiting. But nothing.
I slid my hand down the front of his pants, the back of my fingers firmly in contact with the length of his shaft. The middle finger was slimed as his pre-cum wiped against it as I slid it down. At last he brought his hand around and sliped it inside my bikini top; quickly finding the nipple; hardly surprising since it was now big and hard enough you could have found it in the dark with a blindfold and wearing welders gloves. He rubs it gently between two fingers with a nice technique.
By angling his hand out he uncovered most of the breast; pushing the triangle of the bikini aside.
At last he seems to have taken the hint as I feel the strings of my bikini top being pulled by the hand he originally had around my shoulders until the one playing with the nipple flicks it deftly away to let it fall down onto the chair.
Breaking free of our kissing, he buries himself in my bosom and licks and sucks both nipples, leaving me staring at the top of his mop of blonde, surf bleached hair as I enjoy the arousing effect of his oral games with them.
Then we're back kissing again, his fingers again on my nipples.
This is all quite nice. Indeed his nipple play is so nice I even wonder if you can have a nipple orgasm. But again we're stalled at that.
My hand had been stroking up and down on his stomach and pubis; playing with his pubic hair and in the process the back of my fingers had been stimulating his shaft. It was rock hard, surging a little and the top was becoming slippery with his pre-cum. I realised I needed to take the lead again, so turned my hand around and grabbed his shaft, slid up to the tip of it, pulled my hand out, undid the draw string of his pants, pulled the waist wide open and exposed him.
Then I wrapped my fingers around it again, stimulating it up and down.
At last he seemed to realise this is meant to be full on. He undid the side knot on my wrap and pulled it away from me to throw on the floor, then his fingers pushed in against the already damp crutch of my bikini bottoms, sliding the length of the valley he created; loitering momentarily to feel my opening before moving up to play up and down against my clit.
Finally he slid his hand over the top of the waist band and down into my pants, quickly finding direct contact with my clit and expertly fingering it. Unlike most guys he concentrated more on my clit instead of wanting to just penetrate me with his fingers; only penetrating me occasionally to slime up his fingers for better lubrication. It felt great.
It was time for the question. "Do you have a condom?"
He answered rather nervously and hesitatingly - "Eh, no I don't. Do you?"
Of course I did.
My bag was on the table just out of reach, so I had to get off him to get to it. I turned back to where he was sprawled out on the couch. He's sitting there waiting for me; arms along the back of the couch, pants pulled down at the front to expose what I could now see was an impressive erection.
I'm all for being comfortable for sex and the couch wasn't it. I took his hand as I stood above him and pulled him upright. "Which is your room?"
He pointed to the nearest door, so I led him towards it, stopping momentarily to let him shake his pants off his ankles after they had slid down his legs. Then I threw him face up on the bed. As I joined him on it, I took a moment to study his shaft. It looked like a big one, visually maybe helped by the fact he was circumcised. More importantly from my point of view -- even if we were using a condom -- it looked clean.
We'd had enough fooling around. I straddled him, lifted his shaft up and rolled the condom over it. I was about to bring myself down on it when I remembered I still had my pants on, so quickly pulled the side ties and discarded them. At last the moment had come as I again brought my hips above it and sunk myself down on it.
But something didn't feel right. I was going down, but he wasn't going in and when it did penetrate me a little, it was anything but hard. The hand holding it vertical was quickly just left wrapped around a floppy shadow of the erection that had been there a moment ago.
I'd had my suspicions before this moment. Now I thought they were confirmed. The next few moments were going to be delicate. I bent down and kissed him as I breathed the sensitive question into his mouth.
"Are you a virgin?"
The truth is I'd seen this before. I'm not going to say I've broken in dozens of virgins. I'm not that much of a slut. But I've been with at least two that I know of, both of whom have in one way or another done this. And those previous experiences left me with a determination to deal with the issue directly.
Guys don't like to admit they're virgins; especially not while there's a naked girl sitting on top of them. A girl might volunteer "be gentle, I'm a virgin"; a guy will volunteer nothing and try to bluff through. But that puts enormous pressure on them -- the very thing that causes this problem. But if you ask them outright, that's a different matter and merely admitting the truth and asking for understanding from the right girl relieves the pressure.
I could see him blushing. Sheepishly he answered. "Yes"
In my mind, the mental picture I'd had of the afternoon and night that lay ahead of me had just changed. There wasn't likely to be any head banging, body breaking, wild, multiple-orgasmic sex with the Neanderthal body under me. But that was OK. The past had shown that to be a hopelessly optimistic scenario anyway. In this case I just needed to flip to plan B.
I'm sure there's a medical name for this but it's probably latin and neither of us would understand it anyway. I just call it anxiety collapse. Whatever the cause, that and prematurity are the hallmarks of the inexperienced. We all have to start somewhere. I liked this guy and he clearly had a strong effect on me. If he was willing, I had already decided to make the best of the situation.
As to why a guy this good looking and apparently nice was still a virgin, that's another matter. Maybe he was really shy, maybe he had religious reservations, maybe he was a mother's boy. But look at Greg. Until a few weeks ago he was a virgin and that said nothing bad about him. As the start of this story probably showed, in some ways at that time I still wished he was.
"That's OK, we'll just take it slowly. I promise that by the time I finish with you, you won't be one any more. Is that OK?"
He smiled. "Yes"
From talking afterwards to the previous guys I suspect this sort of anxiety collapse is caused by a couple of things; most of which, other that some sort of religious or upbringing guilt, come down to performance anxiety.
And surprisingly with these guys -- especially the nice ones -- it's a concern about making it through to satisfying a girl that can top that list. After all fear of being premature is in part a subset of that. And then there's their fear of just 'doing it wrong'. So my view is I sort of nicely take control so they don't worry about 'getting it right' and give myself or get them to give me a climax before trying for penetration for them.
It's clear this guy knew how to finger a girl, so that was one possibility for my orgasm. I suppose him giving me oral was too; although that also puts performance pressure on him and in any case I'm no more keen on getting oral than giving it; something for rare occasions but not high on my hit parade. After all when they're down there that mop of hair which is all you can see could just as easily belong to a weakling, pimply faced computer nerd, a girl, a pet Labrador or a Japanese companion robot with enhanced software as the hunk you've invited into bed with you. It sort of lacks that body heat experience that good sex is supposed to be all about.
No, with Chris I applied my preferred approach of straddling him and rubbing my clit up and down on whatever amount of cock was there for the purpose. Sure, at first it was soft and just sort of swayed back and forwards with my movement; but still it was more than doing the job for me even in that phase.
Once I got myself going I asked Chris to play with my nipples; something he was happy to apply himself too -- using his fingers on one and his tongue on the other.
And predictably, now the pressure was off him and he had his head buried against my breast, it wasn't long before it grew itself hard again; making it much better than any dildo or vibrator I can think of.
The trick was, when it went hard, not to get ambitious and stick it in. Just finish my climax.
The only issue was the difficulty of using a condom while doing it. Essentially you couldn't. No condom will stay on a flaccid cock flopping around while I rub my clit on it. When it got hard I might have been able to stop and put the condom on, but there was a good chance the condom would have been ripped apart by my frantic clit rubbing action anyway.
While there was a small risk, I figured he was a virgin and I was pretty sure I was clean, so it was worth it.
And in terms of the climax, it was definitely worth it. For me it was a beauty; something I was more than happy to communicate to Chris by ramping up both the sounds I made and my body's physical reaction. It was all real; just exaggerated a smidgen.
Then I lay down on top of him, pressed my clit hard against his shaft and passionately kissed him until I squeezed every last contraction of pleasure out of it and him.
Finally, keeping as much body contact with him as I could, I slipped a hand down between us, put the condom back on him and guided him to my entrance. And so, for the second time that afternoon, I bore down on him to try to push him inside me.
With some relief I felt the hardness of his shaft separate the folds of my crutch and slowly enter my body; slipping easily into my well lubricated vagina. Deeper I pushed him until the collision of my mons against his pubis meant it could go no further. Judging from where I could feel him I figured we still had the full monty.
This guy seemed to like kissing, so I kept kissing him as I started to move up and down against him, withdrawing him from my body and pushing him back in again. If he was going to go early, I wanted him to get some experience of thrusting before he went; for him to be able to feel he wasn't a virgin any more.
For maybe a minute we kept that up. He wasn't the only one enjoying it, so I started to figure -- let's go for a second one.
Breaking away from his mouth I angled my body up over him to bring my clit into contact with him; lifting his face against a breast with my hand as I did that. Then I started really working against him.
It was more than he could take. Within a few thrusts he let out this most incredible groan as I felt his body almost convulsively thrust against me. With his hands on my butt, once, twice he thrust himself as deeply into me as was humanly possible until with the second one he screwed his hips around to the accompaniment of a long moaning sigh. Then he went limp under me.
I lay back down on him, waited until he'd completely finished recovering from his orgasm, kissed him and whispered into his ear "congratulations; you're not a virgin any more."
Personally, I wasn't finished with this guy.
As I continued to lie there on top of him after we'd finished, I had to ask "how come a great catch like you was still a virgin?"
"Until two months ago I'd been going out with the same girl since year 10. We were both at the same Catholic School and she had a fairly strict approach to those things."
"You obviously know how to finger a girl. Where did you learn that?"
"Over the last few months she let me go that far as long as I didn't go inside her panties."



"I suppose you'll tell me she was wearing granny undies while you did it."
"Well actually, they started out a bit that way, but I noticed they pretty soon got fairly thin and filmy"
"Did you get to her orgasm?"
"Did I ever. I don't think I'll ever forget the first time when she groaned so much and arched her back so high I thought she'd gone into some sort of spasm and actually asked her if she was OK. After that it was just about every time. She also seemed to get pretty keen to make out whenever we went out."
"Did she reciprocate?"
"No. She didn't offer and when I tried to encourage her to she ignored the hint or just took her hand away."
"Is that why you broke up?"
"No, I wasn't too worried by that. We were just sort of drifting apart as we got older and eventually she said we weren't compatible and found someone else."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have been so nosy."
"That's alright. I think she was right, I just didn't want to admit it."
"So did you feel guilty about having sex?"
"A little. But I'm not really a practicing catholic. I just think feeling guilty becomes a bit of a habit."
"Does that mean I've just condemned you to hell?"
He slid his hand from the small of my back onto the check of my butt and gave it a squeeze.
"Actually it feels like heaven to me."
It was lucky this guy was a visitor to town. I liked him enough and felt enough animal attraction to him that my attachment aversion might have cut in if I thought he wouldn't be back out of my life soon enough. Still, I thought I'd better check my ground.
"Who are you up here with?"
"Just an old school mate. We've come up for a week's surfing and low and behold on the first day I bump into John who drags me along to that party."
Don't think it didn't register that he was here for a week. Something that left me with a combination of 'that's great I might have him for the week' and 'cool, no commitment issues'.
"Where's your mate now?"
"I donno. He's a bit of a player. Last I saw him he was chatting up some chicks as I went into the surf."
"Did he know you were a virgin?"
"Sure, he's a good friend of my old girlfriend. He always teased me about it."
"In a mean way?"
"Oh well, he's a bit cocky about his own ability with the girls, so likes to lord it over me a bit. I just wish he wouldn't do it front of others."
"Do you know who the girls he was trying to crack onto were?"
"I don't know their names, although they were locals. The main one he was targeting was this platinum blonde with humungous breasts"
I let out an audible giggle as it occurred to me who that was.
"Was one of her friends a tall, gangly girl with pimples and short curly hair?"
"Yes, why do you know the girls?"
"Yea, it sounds like the big breasted girl was Merc. She likes teasing guys by letting them chat her up, but she's got a bogan body-builder for a boyfriend and I can assure you your mate's not going to get anywhere with her."
By now Chris was starting to become aroused again. I'm always one to think that practice makes perfect, and I was happy for this guy to practice on me. Lifting myself off him I unrolled the old condom off the tip of his rapidly growing cock.
"I'd better get rid of this."
There was no on suite. I took it into the bathroom, rinsed it and chucked it in the bin under the sink. Then I attended to a few personal needs.
Collecting a couple of extra condoms from my bag I re-entered the bedroom to find Chris on his back watching me, his hands behind his head and his erection back to full bloom.
Putting myself down on top of his body I whispered into his ear.
"Why don't you show me what you used to do for your girlfriend and I'll show you how she should have treated you".
Chris rolled me off, lying me on my back while he brought his body half over mine. For a little while he nuzzled and cuddled me, stroked my skin, caressed various parts of me and then kissed up and down the full length of my body.
On the upward pass of my body, he lingered at my breasts, kissing around each nipple before taking each one into his mouth and extending it to its full height and hardness with his lips and tongue and then stimulating it by taking it fully into his mouth and playing with it. All the while his hand is caressing slowly down my stomach and eventually down to the turn of my mons. There the fingers of the hands played and loitered there, teasing me with promises of things to come.
The thing about Chris's approach was he made me feel it was all about me. While I had a hand wrapped around his shaft, it was fairly static and not yet offering him much in return.
Finally when he'd teased me to the point I felt like begging him for more, his hand slid along the length of my crutch, seemingly testing the state of my arousal, feeling the opening to my body, penetrating gently inside judging it wetness and receptiveness. Only then did he move his fingers up to my clit and really start fingering it. Initially he explored its engorgement, a single finger outlining its shape, touching every part of it as if to map it out and discover its most sensitive points. If he discovered a touch produced a little shudder of pleasure from me then periodically he'd return to that point, looking to enhance the pleasure and draw it out further.
Every now and then he'd return to my opening, penetrating far enough and in a way that seemed to suck out my juices and flood my clit with them.
All the while he's sucking on my nipples; not hard, not trying to bite them off or rub them out, just in a way that kept them wet and slippery with his saliva and at their maximum engorgement.
Eventually his fingering of my clit became more unrelenting, the pressure he applied to the fingering firmer. It was almost as if he could read what I felt inside and was responding to it, layering pleasure down upon pleasure. With that and what he was doing to my nipples it was if my whole body was being assaulted with euphoria; as if it was being rubbed in through every pore of my skin.
His body was half over mine, pressing down on it; itself communicating I have this big gorgeous hunk of a man pleasuring me.
Originally I thought I'd mount him at the last minute and finish my climax with him in me. A condom was opened and ready to go on the bedside table. But the will power to do that had long gone. What he was doing was too nice however much my pussy was longing to be filled.
An orgasm detonated inside me. I wasn't deliberately trying to follow the lead of his former girlfriend; it was just so powerful that I couldn't help it as it made me clamp his head against my breast with one hand and his hand to my crutch with the other as I arched my back high into the air and swayed it from side to side, all the time letting out a prolonged "ooohhhh,ooohhh..."
Every sense in my body wanted to throw him on his back, mount him and pound my clit against him for a second orgasm. But that wasn't the plan I'd set out with as far as his sexual education was concerned. Instead as we lay side by side, I rolled the condom on, inserted him and rolled him over on top of me, pushing his legs outside mine.
Then I whispered in his ear "go for it sport".
He didn't need a second invitation. At first he thrust lying almost fully on me, but as he gained more confidence he lifted his head and shoulders up and thrust a bit harder.
It wasn't a marathon; but then I didn't expect it to be. After a few minutes his movements suddenly froze, the cutest little look spread across his face and then with a mighty groan he dumped his load in a couple of big thrusts before collapsing back down on top of me again.
From there he rolled over onto his side and after he withdrew we lay there cuddling until we both drifted off to sleep.
I woke up to find the bedroom door was shut and the sound of two male voices in the living room. One was Chris. I could only guess the other was his room-mate. I looked around the room before remembering that both my bikini top and my beach wrap were out there. All I had in the room was my bikini pants.
I wasn't really one to skulk around hiding in bedrooms. The thought occurred to me I could grab one of Chris's t shirts out of his bag on the floor, but that's not my style either. Anyhow I decided to play a little game on his room-mate; seeing just how much of a player he was while giving Chris a few credo points at the same time. So instead, donning my pants, I opened the door to the sight of Chris's boardie clad butt hanging out while he leaned over the kitchen bench with his back to me and with another guy on the other side of the bench talking to him.
Intent on looking out the window at the surf, it took a moment for the other guy to register my presence; letting me close about two thirds of the gap to Chris. Then he saw me and his jaw just about dropped onto the bench.
I'd been quiet enough not to signal my presence to Chris either, but as he saw his mate's jaw drop he realised I must be there and without otherwise changing his stance he turned his head around to watch my approach.
I closed the gap on Chris, pushed my hips against his out-thrust butt, slipped my left hand down the front of his pants and wrapped it around his cock, looked his mate in the eye, held out my right hand and said with my most seductive voice and smile "Hello, I'm Kate".
Since it was well below the line of the kitchen bench, the mate probably couldn't see where my left hand had gone. But even if it was in plain sight with a spotlight on it, it wouldn't have mattered. Since the moment he'd seen me the mate's eyes hadn't moved from my naked breasts. If he was a player, he hadn't yet learned to play it cool. At first he didn't even acknowledge my greeting or outreached hand; too transfixed and distracted.
I was quite pleased when Chris, acting as if it was the most natural thing in the world, broke his spell with a calm, "Kate, this is Ben" all while his cock exploded into an erection in response to my hand. Pointing downward when I first grabbed it, the erection had actually grown downward in his pants and as I slid my hand down its length I could feel it had actually emerged out of his leg opening and the tip was now exposed.
Finally Ben took my hand and spluttered out a hello. With my other hand still down Chris's pants, I held his hand in mine for longer than was normally decent, letting him squirm a little; even more so as I let him sense my gaze upon his own crutch where the start of an erection was clearly making its presence known. Then finally, before entirely letting his hand go, I swung my shoulders and head from side to side -- ensuring my boobs did a nice little dance in tune with my shoulders -- as I innocently expressed the thought that I was sure I'd left my bikini top somewhere out here.
Only as I did a girlie, giggly little "Oh, there it is" did I finally release both guys to point at the top with an exaggerated delight. Walking over to where it now lay on the floor, I wiggled my bum at the boys as I bent over to pick it up, turned around and took my time tying it back on as they both watched goggle eyed.
Then I seductively bent down again to pick up my wrap, put it with my bag and grabbed my phone.
I've always enjoyed knowing how much power girls have over guys. It's a power I've spent a long time refining and I enjoyed even more using that power to good; trading off a little bombshell airhead behaviour to give Chris a bit of a thrill and some additional credibility with his mate.
I walked back up to Chris, took his hand to put it over my shoulder and made him face me directly then gave him a little wink with the eye Ben couldn't see to make sure he knew I was playing with Ben's brain.
"Chris dear, I've got to go now, but how about we get together for dinner and I'll show you a few sights of the town." Handing him my phone I added "Here dial your number so we both have the other's phone details."
I waited while Chris dialled his phone and let his own phone ring twice in response, then tucked the phone under the side tie string of my bikini pants.
"What say I meet you here at seven? Then maybe afterwards we can come back here and give that a bit more exercise."
With that final comment and in full view of Ben, I'd wrapped my fingers around the tip of Chris's erection where it came out the bottom of his shorts and slid it upwards, not just exposing almost its full length as I pushed the material up, but effectively locking in the exposure as his cock had come up to the horizontal as the downward pressure of the material was released. Then I'd pushed my body against his, letting the erection slide between my thighs and up against my crutch, as I gave him a prolonged goodbye kiss.
Finally, before breaking contact with Chris I gave Ben a smile and little wave. With a "See ya Ben", picked up my bag and beach cover wrap and sashed out the door.
Unusually I found myself really looking forward to the evening with Chris. There was something about him that was affecting me.
Whatever that initial animal magnetism that brought us together was, it was still there; raging through my system, more primeval than being left to survive on the Serengeti naked and unarmed in the middle of the rutting season. But there was a human element too. He was a nice guy. I felt suddenly motherly and protective of him while wanting to screw him mercilessly all at the same time. My desire for him wasn't diminished by his lack of sexual experience; it just meant I needed to take the lead and allow him more room for learning.
I'd texted him to dress for going to a night club after dinner.
I usually dress to impress for this sort of night, but for this one I went top shelf. My chosen dress was a strappy iridescent blue sheath mini, so deeply plunging at the front that you could see side boob from the centre as well as from the sides. Needing to be worn braless I was thankful for my still perky breasts.
In my excitement I arrived five minutes early to find Chris still in the shower after a late arrival back from surfing and Ben shirtless answering the door. Ben let me in but after knocking on the bathroom door to tell Chris I was here, ushered me over to the lounge on the far corner of the room on the pretext of giving me somewhere to wait.
Sitting close to me he lent in and, while staring straight down my cleavage in a barely audible voice asked if I'd like to go out with him the following night. I'd like to say I was shocked, but unfortunately I've seen this ruthlessness before.
And in a way I had initially read Ben as being a likely suspect for this; cocky and arrogant enough to think he was a better prospect than Chris and so I'd jump at the opportunity to switch boats. But he was wrong on at least three counts; first I had the raging hots for Chris, secondly even before this moment I'd found him a less than desirable person and thirdly that even if he had been attractive I wasn't the sort of girl who'd let myself be played between friends like that.
But I also knew the situation had to be played carefully. If I was anything less than charming in my push back I'd be written off as a bitchy slut, not just in his own mind, but to Chris and all his friends too -- thus reducing the value of what Ben perceived as Chris's conquest.
I have to give the comment that follows this a context; but that's hard to do without sounding stuck up. As regular readers know, nature has in some respects been very kind to me. I'm what most guys would call a "looker", as in 'good looker' (and no, I didn't mean to start that with a 'h'). Pretty faced, blonde haired, I've got perky D Cup breasts mounted on a tall, slim athletic figure. There's enough curves to look good without suggesting I'm going to get fat as I get older. I've even been given nice clear skin; and I suppose I should add, enough brains to let me transfer from law school to med school next year.
So I know I attract the attention of guys. Dressed like I was that night I also know I looked drop dead, cock burstingly gorgeous. And nature even gave me the confidence to deal with that instead of wanting to hide it.
Of course nature gives and she takes as well. My parent's marriage breakdown when I was young has also left me with very serious commitment problems. I'm certainly not going to look down on another less well-endowed girl when I know she's likely to be blissfully married with three beautiful kids while I'm still having to sleep around for my satisfaction.
The point of all that is that, in a motherly way I really wanted Ben and his mates to perceive Chris as having scored the high value conquest I knew I was and I didn't want to offer Ben any excuse to undermine that.
And so, with a pat on his thigh I told him I was hoping Chris might find some more time for me tomorrow night so I wouldn't be free. Then, to exit the situation quickly and as best I could, I stood up and walked across to the bathroom door, made sure the shower was still running, knocked on it and let myself in.
Chris was just turning off the shower as I put my head in the door, so I gave him a sloppy greeting kiss and asked him if he'd like me to dry him off, then stood chatting to him as he leaned naked and by now visibly aroused over the vanity unit shaving. Then I went into his room with him and kept chatting as he got dressed.
The dinner was great and then we headed off to what passes for the area's night club. Called "The Only" -- for good reason - it was located in a town about half an hour's drive away, so I needed to stay sober. Frankly it's a bit of a dive, and all the kids know it. But having a monopoly, it still gets well patronised by my friends. For a couple of hours I alternatively showed off Chris around my circle of friends and acquaintances and seduced him to the point of full arousal with our dancing; all the while encouraging Chris to get lots of selfies of the two of us to show off to his mates back home and collecting a few for myself as well.
When we lobbed back at Chris's unit Ben was still up playing around with his computer. Frankly Chris and I were now fairly focused on other things so we played scant attention to Ben as we attended to the preliminaries and retired behind the door of Chris's room.
After closing the door behind us, Chris came up behind me, pressed his body against mine and started nuzzling my neck as he slid his hands under the side of my dress and cupped my breasts; thus confirming this dress's 100% achievement rate in producing that reaction in any date I wear it in front of. There's just something about that under-boob display that compels guys to do it; even those I'm not about to let undress me.
I put my hands behind my back, undid his belt and pants and pulled down the front of his undies to expose him, before pushing myself back against him. Chris used the hands under my dress to lift if off over my head, leaving me just in my shoes and a pair of sheer, silky, string sided, Brazilian cut undies in a blue that had matched the dress. I turned around and started undressing him, completing the task of slipping his pants and undies off his legs, taking off his shoes and undoing the buttons on his shirt to slide it off his body before throwing him stark naked and rampantly aroused onto the bed. Then I kicked off my shoes and jumped on top of him and started kissing him.
This time it was Chris who took the lead, rolling me over on my back and leaning half over me like he had when he'd fingered me. With a hand ever so lightly playing against the crutch of my knickers, he started working down my body; nuzzling my neck, tonguing and lipping my nipples and breasts and kissing down the length of my stomach before munching lightly on my undies over the turn of my mons.



With his finger by now pushing them further up into the valley between my labia, he briefly brought his mouth up next to my ear and whispered -
"They are the sexiest undies I've ever seen."
Then he went back to kissing the area just above and under the waist band. All this time he'd been increasing the pressure and intensity of his fingering; stimulating me just as effectively -- maybe more so - with my undies on as he had against a bare clit earlier. I could quickly feel the undies go wet under my body's outpouring of juices.
This was a bit of a novelty for me. It had been a long time since guys weren't in a hurry to get my undies off me and back in those days they showed nothing like Chris's skills with his fingers; indeed they showed no skill at all.
Periodically he'd use his fingers to spread my lips and open up access to my clit and bring his mouth over and kiss it or push his tongue against it to wiggle it about; all still through the material of the undies which had now become so wet -- and I assumed see through -- they might as well not been there at all.
Then suddenly they weren't as Chris indicated for me to lift my hips as he slid them down my legs and off my feet, on the return journey burying his chin into my crutch and tonguing my clit.
I'd already decided this time I wanted him to experience my orgasmic contractions on his cock. I pulled his head up and encouraged him to stimulate my nipples while he continued to finger me. There might be a fairly small window between when I was progressed enough to be certain I'd have time to come with him inside and so close to coming I'd lose the will power to make the transition. I needed him half in position already.
As the moment approached I slid the condom over his cock without disturbing his fingering. When it arrived moments later I rolled him on his back and mounted him cowgirl style and started pounding up and down on top of him. And finally as a beautiful orgasm washed through my body I let out a blissful cry loud enough to make sure Ben could hear it while doing everything I could in the moment to reinforce the impact of my contractions on the still rock hard cock I could feel penetrating deep into me.
After letting my orgasm unhurriedly have its way with my body, I squeezed myself around his cock a little tighter and started lifting myself up and down on top of him. Slowly at first, I'd bring him half out of me before burying him deeply again, pushing down hard enough to start stimulating myself against his pubis again.
I started out telling myself this second phase was entirely for him; but it wasn't long before I found myself wanting more -- a second orgasm. I persuaded myself it would be good for his ego and sex education to see that a woman could do that and he could deliver it. And so by degrees I stopped trying to increase his stimulation and started to once again focus on my own; even lifting his head back up to my breast to remind him to keep working my nipples.
I found it too. Again moaning my pleasure out loud and long enough for Ben to unambiguously know what Chris had achieved, this time I clamped around him tightly trying to increase the force of my contractions; pulsing my pussy on him. As I emerged from the cocoon of my own orgasm and focused on Chris again, with almost the very first movements of my body against his, I looked down to see his face once again wearing that cute little pre-orgasmic look of intense concentration, before he closed his eyes, let his head drop back, let out a long deep muscular groan and thrust massively up from underneath me as he unloaded into me.
With that effort Chris soon drifted off to a deep sleep, leaving me quiet moments to think; always dangerous for me.
I was enjoying being Chris's sex teacher; not just the sex -- although he was proving to be a fast learner -- but the privilege of it. The knowledge that I'd probably have a permanent place in his mind as the girl who'd claimed his virginity and left a happy memory in the process. That was a good thought, a positive one.
Less good was the deep regret I then felt about not having claimed Greg's virginity and having been his sex teacher too. It was always there right in front of me; mine for the taking. But I didn't. I just held it there, sometimes savouring it, often teasing it. A fear of losing his friendship held me back even as I satisfied my own need for intimacy by flaunting my sexuality in front of him.
Now it was gone. The strength of that regret appalled me. I was ashamed of it even at that moment. Later at a time Karen had become such a close friend and I so much admired their relationship, I was even more ashamed. But it just went to show the unsettling effect having Karen come along had on me.
I've always had the habit of waking up about ten minutes before my alarm goes off -- whatever time I've set it for. I'm not sure why. Maybe it's because I never wanted to disturb my mother if she was in one of her depression phases. So it was on this morning that I woke up to a pre-dawn light.
As I reoriented myself to where I was, I wondered if I would ever know the comfort of the familiar; of being able to consistently wake up in a home and next to a lover that that was my own; maybe my own children in an adjoining room.
Lying on my left side, it took just a moment for me to remember the male lying spooned against my back, his arm across my shoulder and hand cupping my left breast as his erection pushed deeply into the naked flesh of my right bum cheek was Chris. A moment more to register the dull ache of the lady boner between my legs and the engorged hardness of the nipple pressed between two fingers of his cupped hand.
Chis was up here to go surfing and one of the things surfers do is an early morning surf. Woe behold any girl who tries to come between a surfer and that; even more so as Ben would have had my hide for distracting him. Chris had set his alarm for 6.
His body was still; his breathing slow and regular. As far as I could tell he was sound asleep.
As gently as I could I reached out an arm to check the time on my phone. The alarm was due to go off in fifteen minutes.
The movement was enough to cause Chris to stir. Initially his hand moved slightly on my breast, stimulating my nipple and as his body stirred the movement of his erection against my flesh caused it to surge; pushing even harder against me and stimulating itself with some up and down movement. I sensed Chris turn his head to look at the clock next to him.
Realising he was awake, I swivelled under his arm so I was facing him and promptly received a whispered good morning greeting and kiss.
As we cuddled closer together I realised the lady boner wasn't going away any time quickly. If it was originally some sort of night arousal, Chris's body next to me had converted it to something more than that. But our time was limited.
I made an offer I've never actually made before. That's not to say it hasn't been taken, just that I've never verbally gone so far as to give it freely.
"Would you like a no obligation quickie?"
I don't think Chris was playing dumb when he responded -
"What's that?"
"You can have a ride without worrying about my satisfaction."
"Wouldn't you like me to do you too?"
"There's not time and I'll enjoy it enough just letting you have a ride."
To forestall any argument I'd already been rolling the condom on him even as we spoke. Now I just inserted him as we lay side by side; something which does of course require some co-operation from him, so he wasn't entirely resisting. Rolling him on top of me I wrapped my legs around the outside of his hips. Chris started off slowly; seemingly testing my state of readiness for him. He'd gone in easily enough, but he made sure he could feel me well lubricated before really getting serious.
At first he curled his head down and sucked on my nipples as he thrust, but as he got more excited he held his head up; increasing the tempo. Before long he was really going at it.
Did I call it a quickie? That was a mistake.
I suppose dumping three loads in a 24 hour period is going to slow doing the fourth even in a newbie. In part that might have been because he was clearly trying to hit my spots even if it meant using a less pleasurable movement for him. And to an extent it was working. I'd wish I'd had more experienced lovers than him try as effectively. If we'd hard more time I might have helped him work me up even more by repositioning myself to present a more favourable angle. But the clock was ticking.
His alarm was soon going to go off and I wanted him to go off first.
Much as it was tempting with Ben in the adjoining room, I don't do Meg Ryan style false orgasms or even unforced groaning. But my efforts weren't needed. Quite apart from the squeaking from the combination of the dodgy bed and Chris's considerable exertions, he'd had found his own voice and was grunting away like a pro. And I doubt Ben would have had any doubt knowing the precise moment Chris, with just a minute to go on the clock, filled his condom.
A moment later he was up getting dressed. I noted a pair of speedos was part of his dressing routine. On the whole, surfers don't always, or even often, do speedos, and never alone. For summer days, boardies are the universal outfit. Under those they might wear nothing, an ordinary pair of undies or sometimes speedos. I already knew Chris wore nothing.
But I've noticed if you're expecting to wear a wetsuit, speedos are handy for getting in and out of it, so figured that's what he was doing. I wasn't unhappy about the speedos this morning. Watching Greg over all these years has given me something of a fetish for them.
With the boys gone I drifted off back to sleep until about 7.30 when I figured it was time to get up and have a shower.
As one of my little peculiarities, I've never been one to like wet towels in the bedroom. So after I'd finished drying I just hung the towel on the rack and opened the bathroom door to walk naked to the bedroom. And low and behold, as I emerged, there was Chris behind the kitchen bench dressed just in his speedos.
I suppose there's a few possible reactions to that.
One's to just squeal, duck back into the bathroom, put on a towel wrap and go from there.
The middle approach might just be to sprint to the bedroom.
Then there's the Kate approach, which is to do a quick check to make sure Ben wasn't in the room, amble across it naked, bend over the kitchen bench and give Chris a kiss.
"You're back early."
"Yea, the surf was lousy, so we decided to go back when the tide had turned."
We! I had assumed Chris had come back alone. If I had any doubts they were disabused when I spotted Ben's reflection in the oven window, standing half out of his bedroom door and clearly enjoying the view straight up my pussy that my bent stance over the kitchen bench was offering him. I at least had the presence of mind to make sure he didn't have a camera in his hand.
Now I'm a bit agnostic about nakedness. Not a nudist, nor am I prudish. My topless exposure is limited more by the law than any discomfort on my part. Bottomless I treat as a form of intimacy sharing which is why I presented myself to Chris like I did. I had no desire to share any intimacy with Ben and frankly the view he had at that moment gave away more intimacy than even Chris had shared with me; although I'd mentally already set something similar aside for his lesson for tonight.
But nor did I want to offer him any sense that he'd embarrassed me by catching me out.
So, thankful that Chris had been too focused on me to have glimpsed Ben lurking there, like a gambler with a doubtful hand, I doubled up my bet. Acting as if I was unaware of Ben's presence, I eased myself back upright and firmly on my feet, walked around the bench to Chris and embraced and kissed him. As I felt his erection grow in his speedos, I half turned my body away from his just enough that I my hand could easily access Chris's cock and from his vantage point Ben could see what I was doing.
As it grew his erection had been trapped by the material of his speedos and had grown out at an odd angle. I readjusted it so that it bisected the line of his stomach and ran my fingers up and down the sides of it a couple of times to ensure the material folded around it and gave it an unusual prominence while teasing it up to its full height.
Then I gave Chris a final kiss and with a --
"I'd better go get dressed before Ben comes out," I turned towards the bedroom door. That naturally brought Ben into my line of sight. So I just gave him a wave and a "hya Ben" as I ambled into the bedroom.
My intended outfit for the day was as top shelf as my dress for last night. It was based on my sexy 'We Are Hansom' brand deep v one piece swimsuit. Now I accept guys usually prefer bikinis, but this one is definitely designed to arouse. I was never sure if it was a design flaw or intended, but where the cross over straps reattach to the sides of the triangles of the top piece is about in line with where the nipples would be if you wore it normally.
That means you have a choice. You can hitch it up to normal height, in which case the straps pull the breasts somewhat flatter, or you can let the front piece do what it wants to do, which is then ride down so that the point of attachment sits just under the breast. If you do the latter, the triangle sits like a shelf bra, supporting and covering the underside of the breast and making it unnaturally perky and pushed up while barely managing to make it over the turn of the breast and adequately hide the nipple let alone any of the top flesh around it.
The effect will make the average guy go goggle eyed on first sighting and because of my height it's the way it naturally wants to sit.
As for the rest of the swimsuit it plunges deeply at the side down to a back that sits just over the top of my bum crack and because of my height and breast size the overall material sits drum-tight on my body, highlighting every curve. To top it off the material pattern is based on a lovely painting of wild brumbies in colour tones that flatter my skin.
It's real advantage over a bikini, and why I wear it on days out with top shelf guys, is that if you match it with a nice skirt or pair of shorts, you can wear it just about anywhere all day without any other top. It's sort of guaranteed to keep your date in a permanent state of arousal throughout the day. And since Chris had just dropped four loads in less than a full day, he definitely was going to need a testosterone top up.
Today I was matching it with a sexy little hip sitting mini skirt, just modest enough to let me walk around town while still guaranteed to offer Chis an eyeful of anything he wanted to see just about any time he wanted to see it.
As I walked back out of the room both he and Ben nearly fell over backwards.
Leaving Ben drooling into his cereal I sidled up against Chris's body to plan out the day.
The truth was we had something of an all over the place day ahead. Chris had several more surfs planned and I needed to fit in a training run and swim, catch up with Greg and Karen and then head off to a work shift between 2pm and 10.
But whatever else happened I fully intended to be back here after 10 tonight to continue Chris's lessons.
As we'd alternately come together and gone our own way during the day as we each attended to the elements of our day's programme, one thing had been clear. With me dressed as I was, Chris had been like a kid with a brightly wrapped present under the Christmas tree; barely able to keep his hands off it, constantly feeling it out to see what was inside and absolutely desperate to finally be able to unwrap it.
So after work I changed out of my uniform, showered and gift wrapped myself back into the one piece swimsuit and skirt, then picked up a pizza that would substitute for both our dinners on the way over the Chris's.
With the boys both bare chested and dressed in a pair of boardies the three of us sat around on the lounge finishing the pizza and having a glass or two of wine. They were both drooling and unable to divert their eyes. It wasn't just my breasts either. Low, deep and only moderately comfortable, it was impossible to sit on these lounges and eat while keeping my legs together, let alone crossed. I noticed Ben had deliberately positioned himself with an up-skirt view and was taking good advantage of it. But what the heck; given I was wearing swimmers he could see the same thing on the beach tomorrow.
At least Chris, whose thin boardies disclosed a partial erection, was drooling in anticipation. For Ben it was in frustration; something made clear from the near full erection which could be made out in the folds of his boardies. He seemed genuinely shocked he hadn't managed to score with one of the locals in the two days he'd been here. Maybe we're not all the desperate sluts he imagined beachside town girls to be. I'm no expert, but my guess was he was heading for a wet dream or a bit of self-relief.
Maybe I'm being too hard on Ben. After all, if I ignore the fact he tried to hit on his mate's girl, the only thing I know he's guilty of is the public teasing of Chris's virginity.
Mind you hitting on a mate's girl is no small crime. But the real problem was I'd read him as a bully. Maybe not too hard on Chris -- although the teasing was part of that -- but I'd seen a few other things that confirmed my belief he was a grade A bully. I've no tolerance for bullies. I saw enough of that at school and was disgusted by it then. This was my own subtle revenge; wicked though that makes me.
And I lathered it on. I was at my girlie playful best. Not airhead this time; I wanted Ben to know I was an intellectual equal (I'd say better, but didn't need to go that far). But quite apart from looks I know how a girl can make any guy around her squirm in cross legged frustration and while thoroughly enjoying myself -- because that's a major part of the secret -- I trowelled it out.
Superficially you'd say we all had a great and entertaining evening; the conversation and laughter flowed freely. Chris and I were, of course, all over each other like a rash -- and an increasingly sexual rash at that as the second glass of wine disappeared - but I even gave Ben a friendly conversationally appropriate hand on the thigh or two and tolerated a grope or two from him in return.
It's just one of us was going to bed alone with a desperate need for something that being alone gives you a very second rate experience of.
Once we were finished dinner and the second glass of wine, Chris seemed anxious to retire to our room and frankly, so was I. So we prepped for bed.
As we embraced each other after closing the door I made an offer to Chris that I'd been contemplating all day. What I'd been had been an enormous tease. But whereas a lot of guys would fairly quickly be giving me the "I want to stick my dick in you now" signal, Chris had been different. Yes in a way he'd been all over me like a rash. But he'd been wanting to touch and explore; not just fuck me. As I said, like a kid exploring a Christmas present wondering what's under the wrapping.
I liked having the attention of guys; really like it when they're completely focused on me. When you get a rare someone like Chris who wants more than a quick dip in my pussy, letting his impulses loose can be just as much fun for me as it is for him.
"We're going to take off your pants and then I'm going to give you permission to treat me as your real life living breathing Barbie doll toy. As long as you play nicely, you can play with my body however you like. Not full on sex yet, we'll come to that later, but without penetrating any part of my body, you can satisfy whatever little fantasies you might have. I'll tell you if you do something I don't like, until then you can go for it. When you ready for sex, let me know, but don't feel any hurry up from me to get there. I'll be enjoying the attention you give me."



Initially Chris looked a little dumbfounded taking in what I just said to him. I broke the ice by pulling his pants off his hips, unhooking his erection from the waistband so they could drop to the floor; exposing in the process his rampant erection.
"Now you can ask me to stand, sit, lie down or roll over whenever you'd like. You can undress me or even redress me however you'd like."
As I stood back up from pulling his pants away from his ankles, Chris wrapped me in a full body embrace and started kissing me, letting his dick push up hard into the crutch of my swimmers. Maybe, I thought, he does just want to stick his dick in me.
But then he stepped back, contemplating my body for a second before bending in and kissing the exposed skin on the top of each breast. I put my hand on the top of his head and played with his hair as he knelt down at my feet, kissed the material covering each nipple and explored the exact location with his lips before trying to tease up a reaction from them. He cupped my breasts with his hands as he kissed down the length of my torso until he kissed my mons.
After that he asked me to lie on the bed.
I admit it I'm a tactile person. It might well stem from some deprivation of my upbringing and sorry guys to make us hard to read, but a lot of girls would be telling Chris to "get on with it" if he did to them what I encouraged him to do to me. But I like being touched (by the right person of course) and I like touching in return. To me touching is a form of communication; one that is remarkably hard to come by without giving an unintended message or simply having a guy wanting to move too fast and get down to the real action before you've had your fill of it.
To describe every movement he made in the next twenty minutes would be tedious; but it wasn't tedious to me at the time. With my swimmers still on he touched, kissed and caressed every inch of my body, from my hair to my toes before rolling me over and starting again on the whole of my back. I was his gift wrapped package and he wanted to feel out everything inside before he opened me. Every moment he was doing this, one hand was in my crutch. It wasn't pushing or rubbing hard; just playing with it -- tickling it if you like, stroking it gently. But I wasn't squirming around laughing. I was just becoming more and more aroused.
As he finished my back I felt the string tie on the back of my swimmers being pulled like the bow on the present I had made myself. That wasn't strictly necessary to take them off. They'll slip off each shoulder. Having undone the knot he pulled the strings lose before rolling my limp body over.
Then, starting by peeling the covering over each breast and having a prolonged oral play with each nipple, he slowly, sensually slipped them off my body to let him start all over again with my naked flesh.
But there were two significant differences this time. After he'd stripped me naked, gone back to start with my head and then worked down to my breasts he straddled me lightly, let his cock fall between them, pushed them together with his hands and gave himself a bit of a titty fuck. Not for long; just long enough to let him know what it felt like. He must have liked it because he was dripping pre-cum all over me. Then further on when he came to my crutch, he straddled my thighs. As he bent down to my crutch I thought he was about to give me some oral again; but instead he pulled my labia apart to give him a chance to see what it all looked like.
Given how aroused I felt I could only guess he got some really deep insights into me. It seemed as a sort of reward for that exposure he then leaned in again to tongue my clit for a bit, before continuing his journey down my body.
After rolling me over and doing my naked back I felt him lie on top of me along the length of my body and bring his mouth to my ear. "I'd really like to make love to you now."
I put my hand around my back and wrapped it around his cock. "I want to show you something different this time".
Spinning underneath him to bring us face to face, I slipped the already open condom on him and asked "how about I teach you doggie style?"
Now it's not actually one of my favourites. I more like a face to face encounter; and for my satisfaction usually try to make sure I'm on top -- often cowgirl style. Plus too many guys have being watching too much porn and got themselves obsessed with anal; and that's just tempting them too much.
Mind you, they tell us doggie style is good for those with an active g spot; although it's never really rocked my boat in that regard. They also tell us it gives the guy better access to finger the girl's clit during sex; which assumes he cares enough to do it or even knows where it is.
Still, it's part of Sex 101 and I'm in the role of Chris's teacher. And I know he cares enough to find a clit and use it, so why not give him a go at it.
So kneeling on the floor, I bent over the bed, guided him into me and took his right hand and wrapped it around my hip to bring it up against my clit. As the soft warm moist folds of my body first completely embraced the full length of his unyielding shaft, he let out this long, low, almost mournful, groan. Initially it made me think he'd gone off early.
But no, after hours of teasing; hours of building passion and desire, it was simply a sigh of relief. Maybe full satisfaction hadn't yet been achieved but the mere feeling of my body's most intimate acceptance and capture of his manhood had gone a long way there.
At first he didn't thrust; being merely content to stimulate my clit with his fingers; just the slightest movement of his cock keeping it fully aroused. That was good enough for me, increasing my passion enough to bring forward a constant stream of vocal indications of my delight.
When he knew he had me going, he started pleasuring himself inside me. Slowly at first, as he read from the sounds of my groans the quickly building momentum towards my climax, so he also increased the movement towards his own.
By the time it was clear I was about to go he was pounding away at me like a pro; grunting loudly with his exertions.
I went first; giving both Chris and Ben the benefit of a full Meg Ryan performance; but one that was real and fully justified by the waves of ecstasy flowing through my body. I tried to focus the full pressure of my climax down into my pussy; bringing it to bear on the piston now rapidly plunging the depths of my body, letting Chris feel the full force of the orgasmic contractions he'd induced. He only lasted a moment longer before he too signalled his release with a bellowing groan and collapsed weakened and drained along the length of my back.
As we still both lay there too weak to move and too satisfied in each other's embrace to want to, I could hear through the wall just the faintest sound of a guy climaxing; one who was trying to make no noise at all but couldn't help himself, followed quickly by the sound of the same guy trying to deal with the mess he'd just made of his bed.
The pleasure that gave me was nearly enough to give me a second climax.
I woke the next morning at around 7.30 to an empty bed. I couldn't remember whether Chris had set his alarm for an early morning surf, but either way he'd managed to sneak off without disturbing me.
A quick shower found me emerging naked from the bathroom again. After yesterday you might think that was a little risky; but I knew the surf was better this morning and in any case my care factor about Ben getting a peak as I slipped into the bedroom was pretty low. Plus if the boys -- or at least Ben -- weren't home yet I had plans that didn't involve clothes.
The unit was still empty, so dropping my bathroom bag on the kitchen's island bench, I slipped still naked out onto the balcony.
The boys had done pretty well for themselves unit wise. The east facing balcony had a beautiful view across the road to the ocean where I could see a large cluster of guys riding the point break. It was an older style unit with the balcony surrounded by one of those lattice work brick walls; offering enough privacy to sunbake naked while still offering good views over the top of it while you did.
And it had to be conceded this morning was a glorious day for sunbaking. While I take care of my skin, at this early hour, especially allowing for daylight saving being in operation, I was willing to steal half an hour of indulgence. As for the boys, I'd be able to see them crossing the road so if I didn't want to get caught naked, I didn't have to.
I settled myself down on the sunlounge with one of those tourist magazines they leave in holiday units and motel rooms. But the fact was, although I tried focusing on it, I was too distracted. If I'd suffered from an initial disappointment at discovering Chris was a virgin, that had long passed. While Chris might not be capable of the marathon thrusting sessions more experienced guys can do, the fact was he was one of the most thoughtful and satisfying lovers I'd had in a long while.
With that, the animal magnetism towards each other we shared and the fact he was a really nice, entertaining guy, just thinking about him was enough to give me the hots. This morning with the sun warming my pussy at the same time, I was soon simply too aroused to focus on something as ordinary as a magazine; or at least a travel one.
Guys like Chris were always a problem for me. The more I found myself drawn to them, the more I found myself regretting the approach of their departure for home, the more I had to fight back a growing tide of fear of commitment or getting too close. It always tended to take the edge off what should have been a wonderful time.
He was only here for another five days. I was determined to make the most of it. But even more on that beautiful summer morning as my crutch ran hot and wet, I was desperate for him to come back to the unit; alone, preferably naked and rampant with an erection.
I was just fighting back a temptation to put my fingers down between my legs when the front door of the unit opened. I craned my head around to find it was Chris; dressed just in speedos, carrying a damp wetsuit and towel over his arm. Surprised I hadn't seen him cross the road and trying to find out if Ben was with him I asked "Hi, what are you doing home?"
"I got a fin chop in my board. I've been down fixing it so I'll have the board ready for tomorrow"
"That's a pity, but don't you have a spare board?"
"Yea, but this one's my favourite for this surf."
"Did you get some good rides first?"
"A few."
By this time Chris had crossed to the kitchen sink to wash the resin dust off his hands and I'd got up and gone back inside. As Chris bent over the kitchen sink, I came up behind him, wrapped my hands around his hips, lightly fondled his cock where it sat prominently in his speedos and asked-
"How'd you like another good ride?"
With the first touch Chris's cock had exploded into an erection. I'd amused myself by guiding it out horizontal over the kitchen bench instead of bringing it to an upright position, so now it was trapped that way by his swimmer material, stretching the material to bursting point.
Shaking the excess water off his hands, Chris spun around in my arms to face me, slipped his outstretched erection between my legs to bring it up against my naked crutch and embraced me in a prolonged kiss.
I'd just spent half an hour mentally taking myself half way to an orgasm and was about to stick my fingers between my legs to finish the job. This wasn't a time for a long foreplay. I was running hot and in need of some quick action. I slipped my hand between our bodies, pulled the drawstring on Chris's speedos and with a bit of effort given how it was jammed up against my crutch, pulled his erection out of his swimmers to let the latter drop to the floor and the former bounce back up against my crutch.
Then with our bodies still locked together, I dragged him over to the short edge of the kitchen's island bench.
From the moment I wrapped my arms around him and fondled his cock, I'd already planned my next move and measured him up for it against the bench. At an overall height of a tall 6'2", the base of Chris's cock fell a few inches above the height of the bench. As I reversed into the island bench, I hoped up onto it, lay back far enough to reach a condom out of my bathroom bag, sheathed him, guided him into penetrating me, and then lay back along the bench; initially wrapping my legs around his hips as he still stood on the floor.
Chris is as fast a learner as he was at dealing with my sudden sexual attack on him. Sliding his hands down over my breasts, across my stomach and down over my mons, the fingers of one hand quickly found my clit while the other returned to my nipples; alternating between them, while he started a slow thrusting movement.
Once I knew he was settled, one leg at a time, I unwrapped mine from around his hips and brought them up over his shoulder, letting me feel Chris penetrating me so far I thought he might start hitting my cervix. All the while he's holding himself deeply into me with the arm wrapped around my thigh as its hand fingered me and his thrusting grew harder and faster.
OMG it was good.
I'm ooh'ing and aar'ing away on the point of coming when Ben suddenly flings open the front door. Chris and I both turn our head to see him enter; but all I can think about, all I can say is "don't stop now". In fact at the time I didn't even know what Ben did after the initial sighting. Turning back to Chris I started vigorously thrusting and bouncing my hips against him, getting him to refocus on me and making sure he didn't lose any of the momentum of our lovemaking or the rigidity of his erection.
A moment later the most glorious orgasm burst into my clit and spread through my whole body, causing me to arch my back high into the air as I let out the most soulful prolonged "ooohh". This was no show for Ben, no exaggerated effects this time; everything was induced entirely by my uncontrolled bliss. I'd forgotten Ben might even be there. Giving myself a moment to savour my orgasm I then started bouncing against Chris again until he too exploded forth with an almighty groan and some massive thrusts as he emptied his loan into me.
Exhausted and drained by his efforts, I slipped my legs outside Chris's shoulders to let him bend over me and rest his head on my breasts until we both started giggling at our performances.
It was only about this time I thought "hang on, what happened to Ben". I suppose I just assumed he'd have the courtesy to close the door and wait outside until he was sure we'd finished. But no, as I turned towards the door, there he is standing in the open doorway, the top half of an erection peeking over his low slung boardies. As his eyes met mine he had the audacity to ask --
"I don't suppose you'd do a threesome?"
In unison Chris and I both let out a "no"; Chris not even looking up from his head's position between my breasts as he did so.
I wasn't going to let Ben spoil the tail end of such a wonderful experience or send us running naked into the bedroom, so I held Chris's head between my breasts, playing with his hair, until I felt him start to soften. As he pulled out, I pulled him up over me and give him a kiss, before releasing him to go to the bathroom and let him deal with the now full condom.
Chris was probably half way to the bathroom before I decided it was time for me to get up from the position I was in sprawled out on the kitchen bench like a side of beef about to be carved up. So I sat up, put my feet down on the floor and hoped off. Then acting as if Ben wasn't there, I walked over to the sink and had a glass of water.
Only then did I really look directly at Ben to say with a smile and a wink
"We'd thought you'd be a little longer. Don't worry, I'll clean the bench down."
Finally, more with a wiggle of my bum than a false attempt at dignity, I ambled into the bedroom to put my bikini on.
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Foreword
This is Chapter 7 of Karen and Greg's Summer adventure.
This will be the last chapter where I say it might not satisfy those just looking for a quick read about sex. It rather sets the scene for the sexual adventures to come.
Still I hope you will find it sexy in its own way.
*****
Story
Greg's revelation of his feeling towards me prompted me to find the courage to ask Mum something I'd wanted to raise with her for the last couple of weeks. I waited until dad and my brothers had all gone surfing and she and I were alone in the house.
"Mum. Do you think that Greg could sleep over sometimes?"
"Where would he sleep?"
"In my room"
"You mean in your bed with you?"
Her voice was matter of fact rather than one that expressed anger or surprise. I tried to keep my voice as calm as I could when I answered "Yes"
She was silent for a moment, breaking eye contact with me by appearing to be distracted by something else in the room.
"How often is sometimes?"
"That depends a little bit on you. What about twice a week?"
There was another moment of silence.
"Yes, I think we can live with that. Much as we like Greg - and I do think you've got yourself a nice one there - I'd like to limit it to more or less that so that the whole idea of a family holiday isn't lost. Your brothers also know that while a girlfriend is welcome to visit, we don't want one here full time. Greg being here two days a week is a bit like a girlfriend visiting one week in three."
I had been aware of that conversation with my brothers before we came on holidays. The point was a little moot since they weren't in serious relationships, but I realised the fairness of the proposition. I was also aware that Steve had been making some serious inroads in to the local female population since we'd been here.
Mum hesitated once more before speaking up again.
"Karen, you are being careful are you. I don't just mean about the sex, I also mean about getting hurt."
Some kids might have got pissed off with that sort of question from a parent. Mine had always been fairly transparent about what being a parent meant. And I wasn't presumptuous enough to just tell her I knew what I was doing. The fact was I was very exposed to being hurt by Greg. If for some reason he dumped me tomorrow, I probably go in to a six months funk. I had no reason to think that he would, but I was vulnerable just the same.
"I'm taking precautions mum. I'm attached enough to Greg that he would be able to hurt me, but I suppose that's just life isn't it?"
"Alright, but be careful won't you"
"I will. Will you talk to dad about him staying?"
That night mum caught me in the kitchen at a quiet moment after dinner and confirmed dad was cool about the idea. So there, I'd done it. Not only had I put beyond what must have been already thin doubts that I was in a sexual relationship with Greg, I'd negotiated for him to stay. As I've said before, my parents were never likely to freak about it, and all our long night walks along the beach must have been fairly suggestive anyway, but it's still a bit confronting to take a step that unambiguously admits that you're sleeping with someone. Greg of course equally had to admit to his parents where he'd be that night.
To take some of the awkwardness out of it, for the first night he was staying we just sort of treated it like Greg was coming to dinner again. That way the fact he was staying the night sort of snuck up on my brothers and they didn't really have a chance to tease me about it (not until the next day after Greg had gone anyway).
It was one of those sultry summer nights you get in this part of the coast and indeed got just about every night that summer. We'd actually had sex on the beach during the day - and been bonking like rabbits since the day we'd met - so when we went to bed, it wasn't in the expectation of having some bedhead banging sexual encounter that might make it all too obvious to my parents what was happening to their only daughter; especially given the way the bed squeaked with every movement.
It was axiomatic that we were going to go to bed naked. Greg had first shower, so by the time I'd finished mine and come back into the room wrapped in a towel, he was lying on the bed naked, a hand behind his head as he watched me. The curtains were drawn, which had been my normal nigh-time arrangement. However, while they were good for filtering the morning sun, they created a complete blackout situation in the room at night; neither moon light or the glow from the street lamps being able to penetrate them. That was much darker than I wanted it to be with the visual distraction that Greg presented, so I walked over to them and pulled them half open.
For all the sex we'd shared, the act of dropping the towel - of actually stripping and presenting myself naked and standing in front of him - was still a hurdle I had to steel myself for. It was quite different from him removing my clothes as we frolicked on the ground. At one level it was exciting just to be able to do that; it's just building up the confidence to do it took time. In the end I probably overcompensated. Instead of just turning off the light, dropping the towel and leaping into bed, I let it slide off my body as I sashayed with a wiggling bum, sucked in stomach and thrust out breasts from the curtains to the light fitting by the door. Then I turned full frontal toward him while I nonchalantly asked if he was ready for me to turn off the light.
It was only after I sidled into bed alongside him I realised I just done a strip tease for the neighbourhood; since while the light was on, the inside of my room was clearly visible from the street. A slight elevation to the house left anyone lying on the bed below the window sill line and thus out of sight. But standing up you were visible from the crutch up. Hopefully no-one had been passing by at this time of night.
Knowing we needed to resist the urge to do more, we cuddled up face to face, our legs intertwined and the flesh of my cheek lying lightly over the bridge of Greg's nose; his breath bringing a steamy tingle to the skin of my neck. I had one arm between his shoulder and his pillow, the other around his back. Greg's top hand was over the small of my back; the flat of his hand exerting just the lightest pressure drawing me in to him; the bottom suffering the 'spare elbow' effect of having nowhere to go. With the arm tucked up between our bodies his hand cupped my breast with the nipple quickly rising into the flesh of his palm. But above all else my mons was pushed firmly against the base of his cock.
He'd been partly aroused by my stripping in front of him. As our pubis's were pushed together his cock instantly engorged and pushed up between my thighs wedging itself along the floor of my front bottom where it completed its expansion, thickening to fill the valley and lengthening itself until the head extended beyond the cleft. Instantly I could feel my body respond; opening, engorging lubricating. My heart started to race. His shaft was being coated with my juices while his pre-cum dripped onto my thigh. I twisted my hips to bring my now enlarged clit into contact with the base of the shaft. The temptation to sway back and forwards was becoming irresistible. I did sway and was instantly aware of the squeaking of the bed. It couldn't be.
I pulled my hips away, sliding the full length of his surging shaft across my clit until it was freed and his monster throbbing boner dominated the space between our bodies. Bisecting my pubis, it pushed hard into the flesh of my stomach and with every movement it forcefully surged again; swelling and forcing itself deeper into the indentation it had already made there sliming my stomach with the pre-cum.
We started off with a sheet over us, but the night was so warm and the body heat in the small double bed so intense that was quickly cast off, just leaving our two naked bodies exposed on the bed. After a kiss goodnight it was surprising how quickly we fell asleep despite our state of arousal.
Of course our original position wasn't going to get us through the night. As various limbs complained about a lack of blood supply or overheating we had to progressively untangle ourselves. First our legs, then eventually we had to separate ourselves altogether. Mind you there was one limb of Greg's that never seemed to lack a blood supply.
As we tossed and turned in our sleep during the night we explored various ways of maximising the contact between our bodies. I recall at one point I half awoke to find Greg on his side facing toward me with a hand across my body as I lay on my back. I rolled over away from him, tucked his erection between the cheeks of my bum, brought his hand up to cup my breast and spooned hard into him and went back to sleep; finding him still there when I next stirred.
Eventually we spent the night with one of us on our back and the other on their side close alongside - an arm draped over the other and taking it in turns for the different positions as the night progressed.
In the morning, I woke up first. Greg was close alongside me sound asleep on his back. Now I had sort of known that even when their girlfriend isn't pressed up against them, guys had night erections; the expression 'morning glory' and other colloquialisms for them were at least on my radar. But I hadn't really contemplated what it meant until I looked down over Greg's stomach in the clear light of that morning. There it was, as big as I'd ever seen it, just lying along his body; seemingly going all the way to his navel. OK, well maybe his navel is a bit of an exaggeration, but only a little bit of a one. I was still quite curious about the male appendage. I had managed to have a bit of a look at it from time to time - especially while putting a condom on it. But this was the first time I'd got to really study it in detail. I was actually quite fascinated by its sculptured shape. Before seeing one, I supposed I'd thought of it more as a smooth straight rod with a rounded head; but that of course is not a very good description of one at all. For a while it was enough just to look at it; but eventually I was overcome by a desire to touch it.
I didn't want to wake Greg up, so I just lightly brushed my fingers over the edge of the bell at the head seeing if I got any reaction. It gave a bit of a surge. I did that a few more times, and then I just sort of started doing the same thing in a continuous motion; very lightly just on the edge. I noticed a bit of fluid come out the end. I remembered from the first day that I'd felt some lubricating fluid, so I stroked my fingers down over the head to collect it and bring it back up to the edge again. After a little while Greg suddenly came. There was a short intake of breath and I saw several discrete squirts of cum shoot out and land further up his stomach. I was quite surprised by how far it went; but probably not as surprised as Greg was to wake up and find the wet dream he'd just had was induced by his girlfriend playing with his cock!
Because his cum was going to roll off his stomach and down on to the sheets - making it all too obvious to my parents that something had been got up to - I quickly had to jump out of bed and grab one of my T Shirts to wipe it off with; mentally making a note that this should be one day I made sure I attended to my own washing.
I lay back down on top of Greg like a blanket and gave him a good morning kiss, exploring his perspective of what I'd just done. Greg told me that he'd been having a dream about having sex with me by the water's edge when he'd come. He also teased me that as he'd already had sex for the day that would be all there was. With a new erection already separating my lower body from his I could safely respond with a nonchalant "we'll see about that" as I rose to a kneeling position over him and straddled his hips. Then dropping a boob in his eye as I reached toward the bedside table for the bikini I intended to wear that day I knelt back up over him as I tied it to my body.
Getting off the bed at last I ferreted about in Greg's overnight bag for a pair of his speedos and while he was still lying there I slid them up his feet and as I knelt straddling his knees, asked him to raise him bum so I could bring them up underneath. With his still naked erection only inches from my face as I bent forward to do this I had the interesting perspective of it rising provocatively towards me; surging and swelling as it made contact with the flesh of my cheek. Then in my own playful way I tucked his erection into his swimmers; adjusting the material so that it sheathed the shaft, tucking the waistband well below that and making a point of fumbling a lot as I tied the drawstring in a bow.
Already some pre-cum started seeping through the material encasing his manhood. I didn't think there was any real risk of me going without that day.
Am I being overdramatic if I admit that having Greg share my bed on that first night was just a special as the day I first had sex with him? But to me it was. The space that had been my private space for the first 20 years of my life was suddenly shared with the person I love; who I felt this incredible bond with. As time went on and he spent more nights with me, it just seemed right; like he should be there and that his absence on other nights of the week was actually the anomalous arrangement.
I loved his closeness; the fact that as we slept our naked unconscious bodies lay there in contact with each other. Through the night our breaths mingled as my deeply personal space was occupied by the only person I could envisage being there.
Double beds are not spacious places for two tall adults. To make the most of the space by cuddling up face to face, spooning against each other or laying with the full length of our spines in contact bought an extra sense of bonding to our relationship. Even on the many nights during that long hot dry summer when it was too warm for full body contact, I loved waking to find myself with a hand over Greg's chest or his hand resting possessively but undemandingly on my naked pubis or over a breast.
Sleeping naked - or at most with a pair of panties - suddenly seemed like the only natural thing to do. I'd always slept in a nightie or PJ's before; just an extension of how I slept as a kid. Given the risk of my parents needing to wake me up if I overslept an alarm or of a brother mischievously invading my bedroom of a morning, it had just seemed prudent - not that I even thought about it.
From that point on wearing a nightie or set of PJ's seemed intolerable. The sensuousness of nakedness was too great a departure from the constriction of clothing in bed for the latter to be suffered any longer. Ironically, I'd always known that was the way my parents slept; but it had never occurred to me to emulate them or even wonder why they slept that way. Now, the risk of some accidental exposure to a family member from them coming unexpectedly into my bedroom just didn't seem important any more by comparison.
 
Apart from initiating his overnighting at our place, Greg's revelation of his feeling for me raised some other things I needed to achieve.
I was painfully aware I'd completely stuffed it up in my reaction to Kate. I knew my initial reaction had meant a cooling effect on the way Greg dealt with Kate and by letting him know how jealous of her I'd been I must have only compounded Greg's sense that he had to be very careful in the way he dealt with her. And yet I knew how precious a relaxed friendly relationship with someone of the opposite sex was; I even understood what an ego boost it was to have them flirt with you.
As long as I could be sure that Kate was safe, I didn't want to deprive him of that. But I knew I actually had to do the work to make him feel it was OK.
So the first step was to establish a friendly position between Kate and myself. I was lucky that buying her an ice-cream that first day had provided a bit of an ice-breaker. Since she was often down the beach on Greg's work days when I was there alone, it wasn't difficult to strike up a relationship between us even if she was at first a little understandably wary of me.
That's not to say I still didn't find her intimidating in a girly competitive sort of way. I shouldn't really complain about her choices in bikinis since it wasn't that different to my own with the key exception that I'll swear she wore the same size top as me notwithstanding the fact she had a lot more to cover. She also approached the surf more aggressively than I did, so seemed to be constantly having blowouts and needing to tuck herself back in after every wave. I doubt there was a guy on the beach who couldn't give you a detailed description of her nipples. With the rest of her dreamboat figure equally I display, even I found her distracting and difficult not to stare at.
But I actually found the person quite charming. She was naturally funny and engaging. She soon became just as tactile in the way she interacted with me as I'd observed her being with Greg. It wasn't long before we got in to the habit of breaking our mornings at the beach with a coffee at a nearby coffee-shop. It was clear from what she said that she was having a great time at Uni and was as interested in what I was doing there as she was happy to share her experiences with me.
I'd wondered how she could spend so much time down the beach when I thought like Greg she might have had to work to save for the coming year; something that had become even more important as she contemplated a shift from law to medicine. But just to show that you should be careful how you judge people, it turned out she had a full time job on an evening shift. As she said, it was great because she got most of the daylight hours to herself, and yet still got home in time to go to bed at a normal hour. It did strike me that might not have been great for her social life, but I thought it best not to go there.
She also told me lots of interesting stories about Greg. There was nothing too embarrassing, just stuff that gave me a better idea of his backstory and how he fitted in to the town. As she described it, the school he went to was very football orientated. Because Greg just wasn't interested, he was never going to be a member of the in group. Nor did he show any signs of missing that intense male bonding those team sports bring. I'd already noticed he didn't seem to have any close buddy friends amongst his old school mates. Since I was a bit the same I could hardly complain about that and at least I didn't have to contend with the judgement of the 'mates" like a lot of girls do.
She also let on me that there were more than a few girls who fancied Greg but had never managed to get his attention. Some were even a bit heartbroken he was now spoken for. I even wondered for a moment if Kate was one of them.
Whether or not she was, I almost got the impression she had the same sort of protective approach to him that an older sister might have. It was clear she was fond of him, but didn't express it in a way I found threatening; indeed maybe her accepting me as a friend indicated an acceptance of me as a suitable girlfriend for him.
It was interesting watching how Kate dealt with the stream of male attention she naturally attracted. I admired her confidence. They were dealt with matter of factly; encouraged or firmly but not unkindly deflected according to where the male stood in her eyes. I watched as she evaluated new suitors; accepting some invitations and politely declining others using rules that weren't immediately apparent to me. Sitting next to her on the beach could have made me feel like the ugly cousin as the guys kept approaching Kate while leaving me alone.



I knew the locals had already pinned me as effectively belonging to Greg. So that kept most of them at bay, but the competitive spirit in me told me that when we sat together I was a very poor second in attracting the attention of less knowledgeable outsiders. That's not to say I was looking for anything on the side other than some recognition of my own desirability. It was funny watching a guy get brushed gently off by Kate and then looking across to me wondering if it was too late to have a go at what I'm sure he considered to be the second best option.
I was lucky that I was confident enough to observe all this in a detached analytical manner and with the knowledge that there are some things you just shouldn't try competing against.
I couldn't detect the presence of a permanent boyfriend. Indeed I rather got the impression Greg was in one her higher levels of male friendship. Only a few males were dealt with in as tactile a way as he and I were. She clearly enjoyed male attention, company and sexual favours, but only on her own terms.
There was another aspect to Kate that I detected in all of this. It wasn't something I could put my finger on, but I just felt that to a certain extent what she presented to the world was a front. Not a manipulative one; rather one that hid a deeper hurt or loss. If I was right about that I sensed she wasn't readily going to admit me to any insight of what that was; I actually doubted anyone would know of it.
I also got to see something of her mother. In one aspect Greg was clearly right. She was very much her mother's daughter. You could see in her mother a shadow of the same stunning beauty Kate now was. While time had not been kind to her, I thought Greg had been a little harsh in his judgment. She was still attractive, still one who wore bikinis not that different from those Kate wore. But you could see how a full figure had become somewhat more solid and how gravity, cellulite and childbearing had degraded the quality of her looks. In one respect Greg's words rang true. Kate might presently have the advantage over me in the dreamboat stakes, but I thought my mother was better looking than hers; at least to my eyes. There was also a sadness about Kate's mother that disturbed me.
Naturally Greg got to follow all this as I related to him what I'd been up to each day while he was at work. When I felt the groundwork with Kate had gone far enough I decided to tackle him directly on the issue that had been bothering me.
"Greg I want you to know I'm completely relaxed about your friendship with Kate. What I saw that day down the beach was a lovely interaction between friends and I don't want to feel you need be deprived of that. It was a silly moment of insecurity on my part. Now I know how you feel about me there's no reason for me to worry any more. I don't know what more I can do to make Kate feel as though she can be relaxed and normal with you, but if there is something let me know. Maybe you should be the one to take the lead and demonstrate to her that I'm not concerned by how you two interact even in front of me"
We were sitting side by side on the beach as we spoke and Greg leaned in to me and gave me a kiss.
"What was that for?"
"For being such a lovely person"
"Well I have always deeply regretted how I carried on that day. I know these things can be very hard to undo and I can see what a good friend Kate is to you."
"I'm sure it will sort itself out with a little time, but I think what you've done and said will make it that much easier"
"Greg, I've really come to like Kate. I think she's a delightful person, even though I think she's hiding some deeply buried pain there. You hinted before that you'd seen a different aspect to her. What made you only go out together once?"
"I invited her to our year 10 formal. At that time we were in different groups at school and she sat on the table with my group. One of the girls who was a friend of mine had a very longstanding boyfriend there from outside the school and they were sitting opposite. Kate spent the whole night talking intensely to him as if she was trying to crack on to him. I couldn't even get her away to have a dance and the other girl was certainly not going to leave the table while Kate was there with her boyfriend.
I'm not sure why she behaved like that. Personally I'd always thought the guy was a bit of a jerk and my friend could do better; but you just don't do that to a date, especially one who was meant to be a friend. Of course I wondered if I had done something wrong. The only thing I could think of was that I'd put a hand on her thigh while we were sitting alongside each other and maybe she thought I was wanting to feel her up. Still, since I never actually touched anything inappropriate, I thought it a bit of an overreaction.
I suppose I've never admitted to you just how insanely shy I was about initiating physical contact with girls. Fact is for many years I could go out with them many times without so much as putting an arm around them or kissing them goodnight. In retrospect they probably thought I was a little weird, but I just took a while to work out what was normal. Crazy of me I know, but at the time a hand on the top of her thigh seemed less forward to me than one around her back. So I certainly wasn't intending to feel her up, even if she didn't know that.
Anyway, I did still really value Kate's company as a friend, but I realised she was a high risk proposition for anything more.
You obviously think about these things and as I watched her over the years I've come to suspect that she might have been traumatised by something in her parent's divorce. I've even wondered if her father behaved inappropriately to her - although that was just a wild guess so you shouldn't make anything of it.
You may have noticed how protective her mother is of her while still being a rather sad case herself"
Wow, that was quite a story. Still it seemed Greg had detected in her much the same pain as I had. I wasn't sure I'd rush to any conclusion about her father, but it did make me reflect on how lucky both Greg and I were with our families.
"When did you lose your shyness?"
"It wouldn't be far wrong to answer 'the day I meet you'. As I admitted to you before even if I didn't give you all the embarrassing details, I thought it was incredibly bold of me to even have kissed you that day. To have set out to touch you more intimately was inconceivable. The day just sort of worked out as it did by a series of accidents"
I shuffled my body up next to him as closely as I could. I wondered if I could ever admit to him they may not entirely have been accidents.
"Have I corrupted you?"
"Karen, you've made life perfect for me. I'd say I'm probably the one who's corrupted you except that would suggest we're doing something wrong and I certainly don't think of it like that. You've taught me is more how I'd put it"
Greg did as I suggested and took the initiative in instigating a more relaxed relationship with Kate again. As a result, it wasn't long before the three of us would be hanging out together. But my personal friendship with Kate also continued to blossom. I'd never really had someone I would tag as a BFF before; or at least not since primary school anyway. But to my surprise Kate rapidly became that.
Because she was such an awesome female, it wasn't at first apparent to me why I'd get that privilege. I'm perfectly happy to admit my lack of female friends lies entirely in my own personality - boring, reserved and shy at least in a group context.
But I came to realise there were factors that isolated Kate too. Put bluntly, my reading was that girls found her too hard to compete with and were unwilling to be the perpetual Cinderella alongside her. And she was well aware that guys just wanted to get into her pants; something she was willing to let selected ones do on her terms, but she knew was no basis for a friendship. It was almost as though Greg was the only guy she knew truly interested in her without wanting to take her to bed, which was why she held him so close as a friend. Ironically I suspected he might also have been the only guy she wanted but knew she couldn't get.
As we talked over the weeks she also dropped a hint of why I had been so readily accepted. While I tried to hide it when she told me, I was incredibly chuffed when she said that Greg had acquired a glowing confidence since he started going out with me; adding for good effect that she thought I unbelievably good for him.
I was dying to get her perspective on the year 10 formal that had made Greg so wary of romantic entanglement with her. And yet it was more than sensitivity that held me back. The last thing I wanted to find out and have both Greg and Kate discover was that it was all a monumental misunderstanding; that their romantic estrangement was based on a false premise. I didn't really think that was right anyway; I could clearly see Kate's style of love life would be a big turn off to Greg. But it was still not a place I wanted to go.
I in turn found myself opening up to her. Letting Greg know how important that first day had been was cathartic. But it still carried an excitement for me that I missed sharing with someone who wasn't there. Let's face it; I really wanted to boast about it to someone. For some things mothers will do - but not for this.
And so eventually I got to tell Kate; about how I was a virgin, about how I'd been scared of having sex for the first time, about how good a lover Greg has been and even a bit about how I'd brought about the eventually seduction. But above all I got to let out to someone what a fantastic special memorable experience it had been. Only Greg's secret remained that; his own loss of virginity that day.
Of course some of you might be thinking "was I crazy" telling my boyfriend's own BFF what a great lover he was. But it really just shows how much I'd grown to trust both Greg and Kate; helped along by the knowledge that come University term it was me he was returning to classes with.
Kate shared her own experiences with me too; in a way that almost made me feel guilty about telling her how special the first day with Greg has been. She'd lost her virginity at 16; a painful, unromantic and not particularly pleasurable experience with a guy a few years older. She lamented how few guys seemed to know where a clit was or what to with it and how often they completely overestimated their own ability as lovers; it was usually up to her to find her own pleasure in an encounter. I would have liked to have been able to contribute to her laments about the opposite sex, but simply didn't have the background to do it.
At yet in some ways I wondered if Kate was also being a bit tough in her judgements. Greg is an incredibly thoughtful and fast learning lover. But even so, unless he's going to finger me to a climax, the only way I'm usually able to get there is by being on top so I can control the way my clit comes up against his pubis. Greg's always tries to duplicate the movement when he's on top, but I fully understand he can't really feel what I'm feeling, so there no immediate feedback on whether its working; if my bum's on a pillow so I get a better angle with my hips or there's some other factor making it work better or heightening my arousal than so much the better. But him on top is not a reliable way for me to get there.
It really just comes down to the fact that penetration, while incredibly important to the feeling of sharing sex, isn't of itself isn't what gets most girls there. Greg and I have both tried for the G Spot thing and while I think I might have activated the zone, I can't say it's got me there yet.
I was tempted to ask Kate to do a more forensic analysis of what a dud lover was since I had nothing to compare against. Kate was no shrinking violet. I'm sure she could put herself on top and find her own stimulation whenever she wanted; so unless the guy ignored the need for foreplay, resisted her attempts to get on top and just completely looked after his own pleasure I had trouble picturing how these things panned out. Much as it might have been instructive for me, I hesitated with the question and the moment passed.
As was always the case with Kate, any downer in spirit was momentary. With a change of topic she was back to her normal uplifting self.
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Foreword
This story is based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
If your normal meaning of an expression doesn't fit, run with the intuitive one.
Story
In our last Chapter Karen had arranged for Greg to stay over in the holiday house she shared with her family......
On the third night Greg stayed with us, the heat was really oppressive. The holiday house had a tin roof and thin uninsulated walls. On the first day of a heat wave, it usually managed to keep the worst of it out. By the second day it had heated up like an oven; radiating the heat back in to the interior during the night. We lay alongside each other, naked and uncovered while our sweet permeated the sheet below us.
We each tossed and turned, looking for a restfulness that just wouldn't come. The shafts of pale moonlight piercing the room at least let me admire Greg's body and as he alternated from lying on his back or on one side or the other I had time to admire every aspect of his beautiful physique. I don't know whether it was a night erection or caused by my presence, but his shaft seemed temptingly erect the whole time I watched it. But the night was too hot for any contact; even a hand across the others chest was too much for the comfort of either party.
About 1 am Greg leant in toward me "how about we go skinny dipping on the beach?"
I'd never done anything like that before. While I was happy to wear the skimpiest most revealing bikini, being totally naked even in a girls change room was something I avoided (except when I was alone with Greg of course). Presenting myself for my first full wax job had been mortifying even before the physical pain. And yet, tonight with Greg, the naughtiness of it was suddenly appealing. "You're on!"
We each wrapped ourselves in a beach towel as we snuck out of the bed and then out of the house as quietly as we could; although I surreptitiously took a moment to put on my beach watch with its broad band and the cargo I could slip under it.
It felt strange walking out of the house all but naked. Outside the moonlight combined with the glow from the sparsely spaced street lights meant we weren't really hiding in the dark. We were walking virtually naked across a public street; any sense of decency protected only by a loosely wrapped towel and the lateness of the hour. By the time we had crossed the road and walked most of the way down the path to the beach even the towels had loosened their wraps and were ready to fall from our bodies, so we cast them off and over our shoulders leaving us to walk naked hand in hand on a public beach the rest of the way to our usual swimming spot.
Dropping his towel on the sand, Greg dashed in to the gently breaking surf first. When I hesitated momentarily as I entered the cool water, he turned and started splashing me; soaking me before wrapping me in his arms and tipping both of us over on our sides to be immersed in the thigh deep water. We lingered momentarily our bodies held together while the heat drained from them and was absorbed by the ocean.
Then we frolicked; alternatively diving to glide along the sandy bottom of the shallow water then playing like a pair of 8 year olds – splashing each other, tackling each other, wrestling with each other. I watched amazed as Greg launched himself toward me, spearing along the bottom through the water to pass between my legs leaving a trail of phosphorescence; the lights marking his trail before fading into darkness again. Once my eyes had adjusted to it, the phosphorescence was everywhere – in every drop and splash – lighting up our play with a magic of its own.
But the magic lights could only offer a distraction to a point. As the thermal heat seeped from our bodies it was all too readily replaced by the heat of the physical passion that encased the bond between us and the temptation to play in a way that is reserved only for those much older became too great. The erection Greg had in bed had never really gone down; he had walked to the beach and entered the water in much the same state and my own arousal had not really been any less. Now our play turned to petting; my fingers around his shaft; his hands in all the places reserved only for his touch.
We found ourselves in a kneeling embrace; the water lapping at our crutches, Greg's rigid shaft separated our pubises but our bodies were otherwise merged, our arms wrapped around pulling us together as one while our tongues were exploring the deepest reaches of each other's mouths. I yearned to complete the merger; to have our bodies locked together by Greg's shaft buried deep within me. It wasn't a desperate need for an orgasm; although that's always nice. It was a need for unity with him; for him to fill my body with his presence and bind us as one.
Bringing my arms from around Greg's back, I showed Greg what I was doing as I removed the condom form its storage under my wristband, unwrapped it and rolled it over his shaft before lifting myself on to him. Our merger was complete.
"You really just like your mother and plan for everything don't you..." was all he could get out before I merged our faces again.
I knew that in this position I wasn't likely to achieve any orgasm just by the process of thrusting, but didn't really care, so it was beyond expectations when, while we were still passionately kissing, Greg slipped a hand down between our bodies and started stroking my clit with his fingers. All of a sudden what hadn't mattered became a basic need as he awakened once again that throbbing little nub that he had first brought to life and nurtured since that first day on the beach. It was as if suddenly for both of us, mere arousal and the need for physical binding turned to sexual longing. Physically I wasn't aware of being more aroused and nor did Greg seem to be an bigger; it's just that some switch seemed to have got turned on that sensitised everything to the max – like someone had thrown the light switch at a fun fair to instantly bring the thing to life.
I could tell it was the same for Greg too because what had been a gentle rocking back on forth to keep us at peak arousal quickly worked toward strong needy thrusts. I squeezed myself around him as we both moved toward our climaxes; me first, then him, leaving us kneeling there in the water pushing ourselves together to form a single muscular entity as our orgasms wash through us and I'd extracted every last drop of cum from his body.
As a final comic flourish, when we had both completely finished, we tipped over sideways still locked together, where we floated apart eventually holding hands as we floated on our backs side by side.
With both our bodies and our passions cooled, we exited the water, picked up our towels and walked still dripping wet back to the house. This time the towels were simply carried in our hands; not even held over our shoulder to provide a modicum of readily attainable modesty; our only concession to our nakedness being to carefully check for traffic before we fully emerged from the shadows of the path to cross the road to the house.
As we entered the front yard, Greg suggested we should hose ourselves off to stop the dried salt adding to the mugginess of the night. So that any family member looking out the window didn't have a view of us – and because we both knew it was free of the dreaded bindis - he stood me in the patch of lawn in front of my bedroom window while he collected the end of the yard hose from its corner and turned it on. So there for a moment I was left; standing stark naked and apart in full view of the world on a night that was light enough for anyone passing by to see. And yet I felt secure. I didn't feel the need to hunch or turn my back toward the street. Under Greg's influence it just seemed normal even for a girl who avoided full nakedness in ladies' change room. It was just as well not many people pass by at 2 in the morning.
As he came back with the hose and directed the water stream at me, I mouthed a silent cry in mock reaction to its coldness as I swung my shoulder side on and curled it over as an automatic protective reaction. There flashed in to my head a scene from an old family video where my oldest brother was hosing me as a naked three year old as I ran evasively around the yard squealing for him to stop one minute – dashing in with a forlorn hope of grabbing the hose off him in the next. There was still a little girl in me who would have been happy to re-enact that scene here and now with Greg except for the thought that it was 2 am on a still hot night where in all likelihood most of my family – and indeed the neighbourhood – were lying awake trying to find sleep in impossible conditions.
When he thoroughly soaked me, Greg came in, held me with one arm around my back and held the hose over his head to shower himself off too. Then we slowly each dried the other with a thoroughness and attention to detail that suggested more than an interest in removing dampness. Wrapping our towels around us for the dash through the house to my bedroom, we were soon back in bed.
After a good night kiss we both relaxed ourselves back into sleeping mode. When I woke in the early light it was to realise the swim worked; we had both dropped in to a deep sleep that lasted through to the morning.
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Foreword
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative. Others have caught me by surprise especially in their intensity. Generally, the intended meaning will be clear from the context if you don't cling too tightly to your usual usage.
Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
*****
Story
Karen's shared summer holiday with Greg continues...
All the exercise I was getting with Greg was doing wonders for my fitness. If I thought the girl looking back at me from the mirror on the first day had an athletic figure to start with, it was much more so know. Being naturally skinny, I neither wanted to nor could afford to lose weight. Indeed, the exercise let me indulge in the extra treats I tended to share with Greg without guilt. Rather, there was a firmness to my body now that wasn't really there before. My swimming and running were both getting more effortless and faster.
From the first week of our relationship Greg had been willing to play a tennis match against me every Monday morning to keep my hand and eye in.
I made a point of looking nice for the games. Generally I wore what had been one of my favourite beach outfits before the new bikinis. It started with my really nice blue triangle bikini. The top was the normal tie string with smallish triangles. The bottom was low waisted, but with a narrow side band rather than a tie side. Over that I wore a stretch cotton sleeveless sheath mini-dress. The dress had an attractive deep v front, a bit of flare in the skirt and was a matching blue to the bikini. It had originally been just a day dress, but had shrunk to the point of immodesty. Still, with swimwear underneath, it was fine to go down the beach and ideal to play tennis against my boyfriend in.
The Court was on a private property; albeit let out for public use by the owner. From the looks of it, it didn't see much action. It had a run-down tar surface, a sad net and an over grown carpark. It was accessed by a different road from the house and completely surrounded by dense foliage. There was the usual tennis hut between the carpark and the Court itself which contained a slat picnic table and chairs and a sink with a cold water tap in the corner.
To use it, you'd book the Court and then go and pay the owner at his house - or leave the money in a box, since he was rarely there - before you started. A booking whiteboard was located over the money box, so you could see if you were going to be squeezed for time at the end. Mind you, apart from ours, it was generally devoid of entries. Anyway, to start a game you had to drive up to the house, then back on to the road, along a bit and then up the not insubstantial length of the tennis court access road. So you had plenty of warning of someone coming. Greg swears that's not why he picked this Court.
Most days we booked the court for an hour, but in the heat of that summer played for just over half that, with only a set or two. Since I was a comp player and he, by his own admission, little more than a social player, I would have been disappointed if I wasn't able to get the better of him. That generally proved to be the case, with me winning most sets about 6:3
Anyway, after a few weeks, there we are setting up for a game, when Greg asks:
"What say we play strip tennis today?"
"What does that mean?"
"You lose an item of clothing for every game lost, shoes don't count. You win the match when you beat your naked opponent in a game"
"What if someone comes?"
"We can hear people coming a mile off. And we can go and get dressed behind the shed before they see us"
Sometimes I had to wonder about this guy. I figured that would give me a spur to play even better, so I could strip him naked and stay clothed myself. With the bikini and dress, I had three items of clothing. He had shorts a T Shirt and I assume underwear, which gave him three items too. I figured this would be a short match. I decided to up the stakes. "OK, but only if the winner also gets to have their way with the loser"
"What do you mean by that?"
"It's simple, they get to have selfish sex with the loser in whatever position takes your fancy, as long as you can do it on the tennis court and it doesn't hurt the other"
"What's selfish sex?"
I was tempted to tease him with a "you're a guy you should know", but that wasn't fair to Greg, even as a tease.
"It means you can give vent to your own fantasy without having to worry about pleasuring the other. You can leave them wanting so to speak!"
"What have you got in mind for me?"
"Are you assuming you're going to lose? Anyway, that's for me to know and you to suffer if you lose". The truth was, having spent most of my developing years on a tennis court, I'm sure I could give vent to several fantasies involving tennis nets and other things.
"You are strange. OK"
I'm strange; he's the one who suggested strip tennis.
I beat him in the first game, so he lost his T Shirt. But it wasn't a walkover. He wasn't particularly skilled, but he tended to have a combination of powerful back of court shots and lollypops that made it very difficult to be in the right place. Often his powerful shots would go out anyway, but when they landed, they were hard to get back. It was almost a case of, because he wasn't skilled he was difficult to predict. It was not helped by the rough surface of the court which made bounces go everywhere
I lost the second, so there went my dress. At least the bikini should distract him, since his bare chest was distracting me.
He was getting better at landing the powerful shots. I lost the third and my bikini top with it.
I knew all this sexuality was affecting my game; I could actually feel the crutch of my bikini pants becoming wet. So to try and put him off his game I ramped it up a bit, flaunting my bare breasts at him when I was close to the net and making a point of waving my bum in his direction when I recovered a ball. It must have worked, because he lost the next game with a series of double faults and with it his pants.
That left him wearing only a pair of boxer shorts; something I hadn't seen him in before. Now I was totally distracted. His semi-erect penis was sticking out the open fly of the shorts, waving about like a baseball bat in a tennis game. I lost the game and with it my bikini pants.
I'm not sure whether I was flushed by the prospect of losing or by the strange feeling of playing tennis complete naked and fairly aroused; after all a tennis court was like my second home and being on one naked is the sort of thing that normally only happens in nightmares inevitably involving large crowds and the absence of anywhere to hide. But a combination of that and the distraction of the randomly swinging penis meant I lost it entirely during the next and match game. That wasn't the outcome I'd anticipated. I wondered what he'd have in mind for me.
"What are you going to do with me?"
"What was it you said; something along the lines of 'that's for me to know and you to suffer"?
He stood by the end of the net, next to the door though the perimeter mesh fencing that led through to the shed. It's where we'd been hanging our clothing on the support post for the net.
"Come over here and stand in the open door" He had a grin a mile wide on his face.
"Put your hands up against the top of the door frame"
He picked up my bikini top and came and stood so close to me that the front of his body was in full contact with mine. Bending at the knees, he squatted down; sliding his body and lips the length of mine kissing me as he went. He stopped only when his face was at my crutch level and his hands were touching my feet. For a moment he kissed the skin of my mons sucking the flesh gently in to his mouth. Then - while keeping maximum body contact - he slowly rose up. He slid his hands up my inner thighs, brushing my crutch with them, then both sides of my stomach, each breast, through my arm pits and up to my hands. Then he used my bikini top string to tie my hands to the door bar.
As I stood there naked and tied up, he circled around behind me.
"Now then, what are we going to do?"
Wrapping his arms around each side, he cupped each breast in a hand; lightly working the nipples underneath to engorge them as he kissed my back between my shoulder blades. Working down he kissed along my spine until he planted a kiss over both the cheeks of my bum. Standing up again, he rested his chin on my shoulder. He motioned with his feet for me to open my legs. I complied. Releasing a breast long enough to take his erection in one hand, he slid it between my legs, bending his bum under so that the cock slid out the front where I could see the bell of the tip; a little bit of fluid already collecting on the end.
I hadn't yet told him about being on the pill as I still wanted to allow a bit more time before we stopped using condoms for any activity that risked pregnancy. So this was only the second time I'd had his bare cock against my clit and the first time it had been more than a momentary brush. The sexual tension of the tennis game had already rendered me wet and aroused. The foreplay had brought me to a near boil. That first direct contact brought forth a sharp pleasurable intake of breath. He slid it back and forward on my wet, hot swollen clit for a while, increasing the pressure and my arousal; just a couple more times and I would have exploded in climax.
Sensing that, he withdrew and moved around to my front. He kissed me on the cheek, down my neck and over my breasts. He moved over a nipple. He knew there was a particular motion which, although pleasurable, was also very ticklish. He did it. I squirmed around begging him to stop. He did, but then went back to arousing the nipple, taking it lightly between his teeth and pulling it out as it engorged to his action. His hand slipped between my legs and massaged my clit - his fingers extending out and rimming my open tunnel as he planted his face over the other nipple and used his tongue to engorge it too. Again my body was working towards its climax; a moan escaped me, my breathing grew faster.
My state of arousal betrayed by my body, he stopped again. He was teasing me outrageously; bringing me to the brink time after time but not letting me go over.
Taking a condom, he slipped it on and slid himself inside me. Once he had himself buried to his balls and he sensed my body had adjusted to him, he grabbed my bum cheeks and started thrusting hard. It was more animalistic than his usual action. It had a desperate urgency to it and the passion in it excited me. I'd never really understood the expression 'pounded' until this moment, but in Greg's usual considerate way that's what is was. The tempo and pressure increased until with a moan that his physical exertion had converted to a loud long grunt, he came; the usual powerful rhythmic thrusts accompanying his orgasm. For a moment he just held my body tightly; then was overcome by a post-orgasmic weakness. I even sensed his legs wobbled a bit as he withdrew.
Then looking me straight in the face with a broad grin and raised eyebrows, he took off the condom, tucked himself away and said:
"Thanks for that".
"You can't leave me like this" I pleaded. I was desperate; really desperate. I needed for the release only an orgasm could give.
"Don't worry I'll untie you eventually"
"That's not what I meant" I pleaded again.
"I thought that was the deal"
"Aw come on, have mercy. I'll be as grumpy as hell" I offered in a desperate deal clincher
"I don't know, a deal's a deal" but already he was sliding his hand down toward my groin, fingers extended. He gently massaged me, licking my nipple at the same time until my frustration burst out of me in a giant orgasm. Relatively immobile because I was still tied, my legs went all weak. I hung there limp until he untied me and then collapsed to my knees unable to stand again until my strength returned.
"Next time you have to wear speedos under your shorts. That was unfair. Far too distracting"
"And don't you think I noticed you flaunting your breasts"
"Yeah, but it didn't work"
"Don't underestimate the power of breasts"
"How come you beat me then? Are you a better player than you've let on before today?"
"Oh no, you're definitely a better player. You've creamed me every game before today and I definitely wasn't holding back. It's just that, well, every athlete has something that motivates him to a personal best. I think the thought of stripping you is my special motivation. You don't fancy standing on the beach next time I'm doing an iron man competition and taking off an item of clothing every time I'm leading a leg do you?"
"Only if you'll act as a naked ball-boy next time I'm playing in a tennis comp."
"I could be tempted by that deal. Will you go first?"
"What? And trust you to hold up your side of the bargain?"
"Yea"
"I think I'll pass on that. Tell you what though, I'll start with a pair of shorts and a T Shirt and progressively strip off to a bikini every time you're leading"
"Not even a naked breast?"
"No"
"Alright, I'll take the T Shirt and shorts, but I can't guarantee it'll have the same effect"
"Ok, and you'll still go as a naked ball boy?"
"There seems to be an imbalance of offers there"
"I thought you'd squib it"
"You ready for lunch?"...
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Story
Surprisingly, my memory of this episode is a little hazy.
So far as I recall Kate and I were lazing around in our bikinis at the holiday house, drinking a glass of wine while waiting for Greg to come home from work. My family were out, so we had the house to ourselves. With a little help from the Dutch courage I'd imbued, I told Kate I'd always wanted to watch and film Greg making love to another woman and I wanted that woman to be her. Confirming my long held suspicion that she'd been aching to bed him for much of the last four or five years, she just about jumped out of what little in the way of pants she was wearing in her agreement to participate.
So we agreed that when he got home, I'd arrange for Greg to strip, then I'd blindfold him and Kate would seduce him; my voice being there to convince Greg that it was me seducing him.
When Greg got home, I told him we were going down to the beach and to get dressed in his swimmers. Since I still had my bikini on, he had no reason to doubt me. Kate was out of sight. Watching him as he started to changed, when he reached the point where his work clothes were off I told him to stop as I had a better idea.
"Close your eyes"
"What are you up to?"
"That's for me to know and you to find out" Picking up and tying on the blindfold I'd already placed strategically within reach, I guided him out to the living room where there was more space and the camera had already been set up. Kate had now come out of hiding.
"Where have I heard that line before?"
As had been pre-arranged with Kate, I got him to lie down on the floor and then stepped back to the camera, allowing Kate to come forward. Kate knelt over him straddling his thighs. Greg felt her there and started to reach out for her. Grabbing his hands, she placed them firmly on the floor beside him; indicating by her actions that's where they should stay.
Greg was by this time already fully aroused; not just aroused, but the erect shaft was bobbing up and down in anticipation and letting out generous amounts of pre-cum. Kate leant over him and hooked the lower tie of her bikini top over his shaft, straddled the shaft with her breasts, pushed them more firmly against it with her hands and started pleasuring him by moving them up and down along it. While the breasts worked the top and sides of his shaft, the bikini string worked the lower portion.
Greg clearly enjoyed it. With moans and outbursts of "that's nice" he was content to lie back and take it in.
I could see Kate was using Greg's body to stimulate her nipples as they made themselves prominent within her bikini top. Kate periodically turned her body a little, brought the shaft within a triangle of her bikini top and moved it up and down across a breast.
I zoomed in on the area to watch Greg's shaft act as an enormous bulge pushing through the triangle before bursting out the side and then withdrawing within the top again – Kate pleasuring it between her engorged nipple and the material of the top. A line of dampness formed across the material marking where Greg had left a trail of slimy pre-cum as his shaft traversed the triangle. Eventually it was so wet with his body's output that as the shaft burst out from the material a bridge of the fluid was formed like mozzarella on a slice being pulled from a pizza; until the surface tension was overcome and the bridge broke.
The material of her bikini top started to be dislodged by the movement, her nipple appearing out the side. With each stroke his unyielding shaft could be seen crashing into the solid plinth of her nipple, the latter bending over to be buried in the generous flesh of her breast to make way for the former.
I could see Greg was starting to get to the point he might come. Through a series of hand singles, I made it clear to Kate I wanted to be the one who finally got Greg to deliver his seed.
Changing tack, Kate brought her crutch up over Greg's face. Lifting his hands up off their resting position, she placed them on the string ties of her bikini bottoms, indicating he should remove them. Slowly, savouring the moment, Greg complied; gently pulling the strings one at a time and letting the crutch of the bikini bottom now damp with Kate's juices fall across his face where he made a point of sniffing them before pulling them aside.
Putting a hand under his head, Kate lifted his face towards her crutch – not so high it would touch, but just so much that as she rocked her hips past him he would get a scent of her. With a second pass – moving from the top of his head downwards – she tilted her hips forward and lifted his head just a fraction higher to lightly glide the tip of his nose through the slot of her crutch and across her clit. Easing his head back to the ground to give her two hands to support herself, she lowered herself down to present her naked crutch to his mouth, inviting him to use his tongue on her. Greg was of course all too ready to do so and I could quickly see Kate was becoming very aroused; swaying back and forwards ever so gently, her face giving expression to silent moans that couldn't be vocalised least they gave Greg notice of a different player.
Predictably at one point Greg reached up to try and play with her breasts. Since there was no way Kate's breasts could be mistaken for mine – even with a blindfold and welder's gloves on - that would have given the game away. Kate firmly grabbed his hands and put them back on the ground.
Now I could see Kate was reaching the point of her own climax. Rather than go over, she pulled back from Greg's mouth and moved her body back down along his until she was straddling his shaft. Then she bent it up. With aroused excitement I watched as my boyfriend eagerly lifted his hips up to meet her and saw the length of his shaft disappear inside another woman. Then it partly withdrew and entered her again, and again, and again. The tempo of Greg's thrusts started to increase as Kate started to bring her body down to meet his, grinding her clit on his pubis.
Greg's shaft started to glisten as it was coated with Kate's juices. As they kept at it beads of her fluids ran down his shaft and enmeshed themselves in his pubic hair. Somewhere I lost my need to be the one to take delivery of his seed. I wanted to watch Kate be filled by his precious cum; to watch him coat the inside of her pussy with it; to watch her crutch pounded by the massive final thrusts that would accompany his orgasm, to be able to watch the thing over and over on the video I was recording.
Just watching proceedings to this point had already left me needy; my fingers already playing with the front of my own bikini now wet with my own juices.
Kate leant right back, so that she was almost lying on her back along Greg's legs. I immediately recognised it as the extreme G Spot position; one I'd been tempted to try but didn't think I was fit or flexible enough to pull off. Now I had a better view of Greg's shaft – the shaft I regarded as my personal shaft – entering another woman time after time, Greg playing with her clit with one of his hands. Kate motioned to me to come and stand over her face, then reaching up and untying my pants, she started licking me, slurping up the juices flowing from my body.
By this point in the summer Greg was good at this, Kate was better. It seemed like she knew exactly what a girl would want – hardly surprising really – and knew just how to deliver it. As I bent forward over her to give her a better angle, I lent down, removed her bikini top and started playing with her nipples. With my breasts now within reach of Greg's hands, I reached down and brought the spare one up to play with mine too. For some reason Greg didn't immediately realise the incongruity of the breasts being in the wrong place for the person on top of him. To an outsider, we must have looked something like a group playing a kinky game of sexual twister.
Kate came first. With a loud groan she started pounding against Greg. Just as I thought I saw her squirt over Greg's stomach, I was distracted by my own orgasm; one that caused a singular long loud moan to emanate from me.
Next thing I knew my eyes opened in a darkened room. Greg – as he often did as we slept together - had a hand over my breast; the nipple engorged in to his palm. I had one of my own hands down between my legs; the fingers on it now damp. OMG, I'd been dreaming.
Greg brought his face close to my ear. "What was that all about?"
I tried to act innocent "What"
"It sounded like you just came"
"How loud was I?"
"Very"
"I think I had the female equivalent of a wet dream. I'll tell you about it in the morning" Although, frankly I was hoping he'd forget all about it.
While intensely pleasurable, there were more than a few things about the dream that disturbed me. None of what I'd just dreamt was in what I would call my normal repertoire. Why was I dreaming about having sex with a girl, watching Greg with another girl; let alone a threesome? Even my bikini and swimmer fetish had made it in to the dream. And were my fingers innocent bystanders or active conspirators to what happened?
When I managed to get some time alone to Google it later in the week I found out that they're not uncommon fantasies even for purely straight girls who wouldn't have the slightest inclination to actually act on them. Still why had they all crept up on me unannounced in a single dream? And why me? The fact that many girls might have these fantasies doesn't mean that all – or even most – do. Why when I think of myself as more boring and repressed than the average girl would I have them? Why too had I had a wet dream when I was getting all the sex I wanted?
Needless to say, when Greg asked me about it again in the morning I fobbed him off with a "I was dreaming about sex with you" and dealt with any other question as briefly as possible.
I think my parents might have slept through it, but Brad and Steve both made it abundantly clear that they'd heard me. I decided it was better that they think I was actually having a midnight session with Greg then tell them the whole truth, so just accepted meekly whatever they dished out – as long as it wasn't in front of mum and dad.
But Greg didn't entirely escape the fall-out from the dream. Even though it was my dream; even though in my dream Greg had been an innocent caught in my trap; even though the mind picture of him making out with Kate in my presence continued to be a truly deeply erotic one my mind couldn't let go, I still for a while had to struggle with a thought that Greg had done something wrong; that I should be angry with him. Maybe the dream had been so real and so powerfully erotic that it had become seared in my brain. Naturally I tried my very best to suppress the feelings and I think I managed not to have them show to him, but it did show to me what a strange thing the human mind is.
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Story
Until now, the nights we'd shared in my bed had been somewhat celibate. While nakedness and cuddles were very much part of the routine, the walls of the house were paper thin, the bed squeaky and the opportunities for sex in other places almost endless; so why risk a grand display for the rest of my family. But in the back of my mind, I'd been hoping for an opportunity to get the house to ourselves for a bit.
One night when Greg was sleeping over, it looked as though that chance might come. Mum was spending the night with our friends in the hinterland; planning to hit the country markets early the next morning. At the same time a big southerly had brought through some heavy swell and my dad and brothers had been talking about how well the point break was working and of their intention to go for an early surf in the morning. I didn't make a big point of it with Greg, but before going to bed I made sure the condoms and a towel were handy.
I woke shortly after dawn the next morning. Greg, still asleep beside me, was displaying his usual morning glory. When I heard the rain brought in by the Southerly beating against my window, my first thought was "great; we've had a whole summer of endless blue skies and the one and only morning I really want good weather to get my family out of the house, it's raining". Maybe that's a bit self-centred given the same Southerly that had brought the surf up was the one now bringing the rain, but I was worried the surfers might squib it and stay in bed. Then I realised what had woken me had been the sound of my family getting ready to leave for surfing.
As I heard the door close, I snuck out of the bed as quietly as I could. I wanted to make sure they'd all gone. Grabbing a beach towel to hide my nakedness if I was confronted by a brother, I searched the house to make sure no-one was home. Satisfied with that, I had a quick morning pee and brush of my teeth. Then after securing the latch on the front door to slow down the entry of any returning family member, I went back to my room where my sleeping lover still lay; his body already prepared for action even if he didn't know it was imminent.
After fully closing the curtains I grabbed a condom and crept on to the bed; straddling Greg while trying not to make contact with him and wake him up. Then as gently as I could I rolled the condom over his member. All this sneaky preparation had left me aroused in anticipation, so as soon as it was on, I bent Greg's member skyward and lifted myself up over it. It was this movement that finally woke Greg.
It took only a second for Greg's brain to register what was happening and even as he said "good morning, what are you up too?", his hands moved on to my hips to guide and encourage me. I vaguely recall answering him with something along the lines of "I'm taking your temperature cause you look pretty hot to me", although I don't really remember because by then I was too busy burying his shaft in my body.
To try something new, I sat upright on Greg cowgirl style. I was really keen to see if I could get my G spot working; even if the limit of my knowledge on the issue was what I'd read in Cleo. Leaning back over Greg's knees certainly produced a lot of pressure on my front wall, but as I pushed myself down to also bring my clit against Greg's pubis, I knew I had him in too deep to hit the right spot. So I lifted my knees a little bringing my whole body up off Greg and making the penetration much more shallow. Very quickly I started to feel some of the sensations I'd read about. I was glad I'd taken the time to have a pee while I was up.
Carrying my whole weight on my knees and back thrust arms while moving up and down was incredibly physical. Initially the noise I was contributing to the orchestra led by the squeaking of the bed was more of a grunting than anything else. Then as the pleasurable stimulation kicked in the grunt softened to more of a loud rapid moan; even more so when Greg realised my clit was lacking stimulation and started massaging it with his thumb. As the pressure built I found myself working his cock harder and faster against the wall of my tunnel and the combined noises made by me and the bed built to a rising crescendo. With his spare hand Greg was trying to reach up to a nipple, but it kept moving in and out of his reach as my body moved up and down. Even so, the brushing contact with each bounce simply added to the pleasure party my body was having.
As my orgasm broke it was heralded by a loud squealing; almost a scream as I pounded myself up and down the full length of Greg's shaft grinding out the successive waves of my orgasm as my body contracted repeatedly, seemingly almost violently around Greg's member. The violence of my pounding and the strength of the contractions around his member meant Greg came just a second later; adding his moans to the noises I'd made. Thank goodness no-one else was home!
I was left panting by the effort of it all, so it took me a moment before I could recover enough breath to give Greg a good morning kiss. As he pulled me back in tightly against his body he asked "do you intend to wake me like this very often?'
"Only as often as I wake up to find you already aroused!"
"But that's every morning you wake up first!"
"Lucky you!"
"Well I think we'd better get some oil for this bed if you're going to do that"
We lay there until Greg stated to shrink back out of me at which point he did his usual trick of reaching over the back of my thigh to pin the condom to him and make sure it came out with him. Holding up the sperm filled tube after he'd rolled it off him, he asked "any suggestions on what I should do with this to stop one of your brothers finding it?"
"Why don't you rinse it out in the bathroom and bring it back in here. I keep a rubbish bag for ladies stuff; they're never going to look in there. Anyway I'll get rid of it as soon as we get up"
As soon as Greg had got up and disappeared from the bedroom I put my next plan in to action. Getting out of the bed, I reached down for both the extra large reading pillows that decorated the bed when we'd first moved in. Since I didn't often read in bed, they had spent most of their time since sitting in a corner. Tossing them one on top of the other in to the centre of the bed, I then covered them with a beach towel and climbed on top.
When Greg came back in to the room, he found me spreadeagled on the bed; the pillows under my bum, my waxed and hairless crutch arched skywards, my feet and hands pointing out to the four corners of the bed and grinning at him like a Cheshire cat. He did something like one of those cartoon double takes before his own grin spread from ear to ear and a new erection started its own arch towards his navel.
"What; you want more?"
"No this is how I always sleep when you're not here"
Climbing up on to the bed at its foot he crawled up between my legs until he was kneeling between my thighs. He could see that I already had a new condom in my hands ready to roll it on to him. Using my hands to tease up his erection to its full engorgement I sheathed it and guided it towards my tunnel; making it clear I was ready for him.
Now it was Greg's turn to get physical. Lifting himself up on his hands with straight arms, Greg started thrusting. At first slow deep thrusts, then encouraged by my hands on his bum, they became faster and more powerful.
I'd never had much success in getting my clit stimulated while Greg was just on top; even though he tried all sorts of manoeuvres to try and make it happen. With my crutch lifted and angled like it was it was a whole new dynamic. With my legs spread wide and slightly bent I could respond to Greg thrusts; pushing myself against him and finding the stimulation I craved. I felt the power of his body; its strength exciting me.
As Greg started thrusting, he started grunting with the exertion, the bed started squeaking in time and, this time, the bedhead started up a regular bang, bang against the wall behind it with every one of Greg's powerful thrusts. There was an excitement - a highly sexualised display of masculine need - in every grunt. They became faster and louder.
As my arousal drove toward another orgasm, I joined in the chorus with short sharp moans every time one of Greg's thrusts rubbed against my clit.
Greg went off like a bomb. A deep loud cry of uncontrolled pleasure heralded a series of thrusts harder, more filling and deeper than ever before. Realising my time was limited, I pushed back for the contact that would take me over the top too, released any tension that was holding me back and started thrusting hard. Greg quickly flipped us over so I was on top, knowing that would give me the best chance to finish myself with his rapidly softening erection. With his bum now elevated on the pillows I raised myself up on my arms, continued my rapid thrusting movements before grinding our pubises together as I felt myself about to go over the edge of my climax; screaming out my own orgasm as I got there.
I collapsed down on Greg; the last shuddering contractions of my orgasm still passing through my body. I was knackered. I was drained of every last bit of energy. I lay there draped over him like a puddle of jelly while his breathing lifted me slowly up and eased me back down again; his hand gently stroking my hair. He stretched his hand around the back of my thigh to capture the condom while he eased himself out of me.
Silently we just lay there. Five minutes; ten minutes; our brains and bodies resting without being asleep, all the while Greg stroking my hair.
Then I felt a movement on my thigh; a stirring in his loins and a reaction from mine. I wasn't finished with him yet. My energy recovered, I sat back up on his thighs and surveyed the scene below me. The still sheathed penis was no longer flaccid. It wasn't actually erect, but it had a life in it that a flaccid one doesn't. I unrolled the old condom - the contact provoking a further enlargement. Stepping off the bed, I left the room to perform the washing and disposal process I'd suggested for the first one.
As I returned to the room Greg was lying on his back, a hand behind his head, watching me as I walked back in the room. "What are you looking at?" I asked.
"The most beautiful girl in the world"
"Prove it" I said as I straddled him and lay along his body, my elbows either side of his shoulders as I supported my head upright looking in his eyes. Almost immediately I could feel the better part of an erection pushing up between us.
"That's only a half proof"
"You're a very demanding woman" Greg said as he dug his fingers into my flank, tickling me. I squirmed about on top of him, his arms around me held me to his body as the tickling and squirming continued. But I didn't miss the fact that as my squirming brushed our pubises together; his erection grew - harder - longer - it forced it way up between our bodies.
"Proof enough?" he eventually asked as he stopped tickling me.
"I'll tell you in ten minutes"
What Greg did next caught me by surprise. Flipping me over on my back, he stood on the floor, dragged my feet around and lifted them up in the air, pulling my crutch towards him; the feet coming to rest on his shoulders and my crutch pushed hard against his erection. Reaching awkwardly over for the condom just within reach in the packet on the corner of the bed, he curved his body back to give him the access he needed to fit it.
Then holding my legs in to his shoulders with one hand, he pulled his bum back, used the other hand to reach down and hold his shaft out perpendicular to his body and brought it back in to my crutch. Moving it around with his fingers while he felt out the right spot, he found the opening to my tunnel and tested my readiness for him with a couple of light shallow thrusts. Satisfied, with a single continuous slow thrust, he inserted himself as deeply as he could go.
In this position I was helpless to control things or even contribute to the action. Like a corpse that had been dragged to the spot, my arms were still over my head where I had lazily let them go as he moved me in to position. I relaxed and let Greg take control; trusting him implicitly. The hand not holding my feet to his shoulders was now around my thighs - a thumb already reaching out for my clit.
Greg tested my reaction to some thrusts; slow deliberate thrusts pushing deeply in to me. Looking for either positive or negative feedback, he increased the tempo, moving his thumb firmly over my clit and pleasuring it. The moans his thumb elicited encouraged him. Staring directly at me watching my face for any sign of discomfort or disapproval his thrusts became harder, faster and needier. The power of his body and my helplessness excited me more.
Then far too early, the surfers could be heard pulling up outside. Greg heard it too, both our eyes moving in the direction of the still closed curtain. I gripped Greg tightly within me.
"Finish as quickly as you can". Greg hesitated - uncertain as to whether to just pull out or go for it. Deciding to go for it he thrust solidly - powerfully - against the grip I had on him. He was suppressing the noises he'd usually make but the rising pitch of his soft grunt communicated he was nearly there.
His climax was accompanied by three long deep thrusts before I could feel his legs wobbling under him. Pulling my legs apart and moving them back down to the floor, Greg lay down on top of me; the last vestiges of his climax still shuddering its way through his body and up in to mine.
There's no dignified way to finish sex quickly. No last minute cuddles. No softly spoken words. Each party has to go about their business of getting dressed and cleaning up. Fortunately the surfers took a while getting their boards out and hosing off their gear. That gave me time to rearrange myself and release the catch on the door before they tried it. By the time they came in we were casually eating breakfast.
I dreaded my father asking "what have you two been up to while we were surfing".
It wouldn't have been a loaded question, just a natural communication; but I wasn't sure either would have been able to answer it with a straight face. Fortunately Greg got in first.
"I was just about to cook us some eggs for breakfast. Do you guys fancy some too? How do you like them?"
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Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
*
Story
With such a long summer holiday, Greg, as he so eloquently put it, said he needed to find ways to entertain me so that we just didn't lie up the back of the beach and screw each other silly all day. One of the things he introduced me to was sailing.
It was a sport Greg had been active in until the end of year 10, at which point the need to get a job and study harder for his HSC years had left him with the choice of giving up sailing or lifesavers. Greg had chosen to give up the former and his sister had eagerly taken over the boat. So the boat was still owned by the family and kept in the sailing club by the river.
The club was one of those old boatshed type clubs built by the members themselves out of concrete blocks and fibro in the 50's. The boat storage and change rooms were downstairs; while upstairs there was a big open hall and canteen with large glass windows looking out over the river. From the looks of it not much -- and especially the change rooms -- had been updated since the 50's either.
The type of boat was a 29er; a high performance skiff type boat intended for experienced older teenagers and 20 year olds. It was not really the sort of boat one generally learns to sail in; especially as it has both a spinnaker and trapeze. All Greg said in relation to that was that I was no ordinary student.
In actual fact Greg had got me sailing fairly easily. By the end of the first day I was trapezing confidently; for those of you who don't know trapezing is hanging out from the side of the boat suspended only by a wire or rope coming down from the masthead and attached to a hook on a special nappy like belt that you wear. I was also setting the spinnaker and controlling it from the trapeze.
On this Monday it was forecast to be over 35 degrees by midday; a typical Australian Christmas Eve. So rather than play tennis, we'd thought we'd have another sail. This was only my fourth time on the boat. Still, I more or less knew what was going on, where the wind was coming from, how the sails should be set and even what I was doing. However, I was about to discover a whole different side to sailing.
We'd been out for a while when Greg pointed to the South where a big black cloud was forming and seemingly racing toward us and suggested that we'd better head for the beach. We'd really only just started out for home when the first gusts from the storm front hit us. It was much stronger than anything we'd been sailing in before. Greg saw the gust racing across the water toward us and called for me to ease the jib so we wouldn't get blown over. I was still trying to flick it out of the cleat when the gust hit. Even though Greg fully dumped the main, the gust was strong enough to capsize us from the pressure on the jib alone.
Fortunately Greg had briefed me on what to do if we capsized while I was out on trapeze; so I threw myself out the back of the boat to land in the water behind the mainsail without damaging myself or the boat. By the time I'd recovered my composure, Greg was already on the centreboard having climbed straight over there as the boat capsized.
Greg called out for me to quickly come around and help him get it up. I couldn't help myself-
"I know you're keen on getting it up whenever you can, but shouldn't we get the boat back to the beach first."
Concentrating on the work of looking after the boat, it took a minute for my words to sink in. Then a smile broke across his face, followed by a giggle. I think he was just about to say something back when the combination of his loss of concentration and the rocking of a passing wave caused him to lose his balance and fall in the water.
As Greg explained later, one of the issues with the 29er is that after it capsizes it rapidly turns itself around so that the top of the mast is facing toward the wind. This means as you start to right the boat the wind gets under the sails and often blows it straight over again on the other side. This happened to us three times, even though Greg had me lie alongside the cockpit of the boat as it was on its side so that as the boat came up I was scooped up in to the cockpit and just maybe in a position to stop the roll. Trouble was, even in those instances where I was quick enough to act I wasn't heavy enough to make much difference.
For the fourth attempt Greg tried a different technique. He had me stand on the centreboard while he held on to the forestay a little less than two metres above the deck level. As I used my weight to right the boat far enough for the wind to get under the sail, Greg used the rising forestay to lift him on to the foredeck while his weight slowed the speed with which it righted. At the same time he dragged his foot in the water just enough to encourage the boat to spin around in to the wind as it came upright.
That left the boat facing in to the wind with Greg already aboard. While the cracking noise made by the madly flapping jib was deafening, and it was rocking madly from side to side, Greg was able to help me aboard and start sorting the boat out to get sailing again.
A strong outgoing tide had at least been pushing us back in the direction of the clubhouse while we were going through all this, but we still needed to get sailing or the tide would sweep up straight past the club and out to sea. With the increase in wind, my weight on the wire was more important than ever, so there was not able to be any slacking off on my part just because it had got a bit scary.
The wind against tide very quickly meant large waves were forming. As much as Greg tried to minimise the effect the boat tended to leap off the waves and into the air as we went through them. For me on trapeze, this was exciting and scary all at once. Even though the wind was vicious, now it had settled in Greg was able to keep the boat sailing in a fairly stable manner; sailing a little bit free of the wind to give him the best course back to the club and me a very fast ride even if I did get tea-bagged a couple of times.
And for those of you giggling at my use of the expression tea-bagged, get your mind out of the gutter. It describes when the boat heals to windward and the crew on trapeze is swept off the deck and left dangling in the water at the end of the trapeze wire from the masthead. That's a far more literal use of the expression than what your dirty little minds were thinking of.
When we'd left the beach it was 35 degrees and sunny. I'd dressed only in a very light pair of wetsuit pants I'd borrowed from Greg's sister; which was mainly to minimise sunburn and bruising to my legs. Up top I just had a rashie over my bikini. Apart from that I was wearing a lifevest and trapeze belt; but neither of those gave anything in the way of insulation from the cold which was now settling in to me.
Matters became worse as it started to rain so heavily I couldn't see the shore any more. I was already saturated. Now a combination of the cold rain, the cold air swept down by the storm cell and the wind chill factor meant I was soon shivering madly. I was of course saturated and the wind on my wet rashie was especially chilling, although in these conditions even the thin wetsuit pants didn't stop my legs from freezing.
As I stood out on the trapeze, I looked down the length of my body to watch my legs as they shivered enough to shake the whole boat. In the process I couldn't help but notice my nipples. Being a bit too big for me, the lifevest and trapeze belt tended to stand proud of my chest as they supported my weight on the wire, so I could quite clearly see the rashie absolutely plastered to my breasts in their soaking state.
The cold had raised the nipples to their full height. As they stuck out from the top of my breasts, they reminded me of vents of extinct volcanos from which most of the cones had been eroded away. To cap it off as I shivered both breast and nipple were vigorously wobbling like jelly shapes left on the dashboard of a car speeding along a rutted dirt road.
I was glad Greg couldn't see them since I neither wanted him distracted at the moment from his task of sailing the boat nor trying later to compete with the cold to make them even bigger. That momentary thought process brought back memories of the nipple orgasm Greg had given me. My groin warmed to the arousal that thought gave me and I held it savouring the pleasure of the experience and the diversion from all pervading sense of cold that just moments before had crowded my brain. No doubt that warmth was being drawn from deep within my body's core and even as I enjoyed it was being dissipated to the outside cold. As a strategy for long term survival it was probably a poor one. As a way of spending the next ten minutes getting back to the beach it made the most of my situation; maybe even helped me enjoy the excitement of the sailing experience over the misery of the cold.
As we roared in to the beach, Greg had me let the jib go and come in off the trapeze to bring the centreboard up. Greg then slid over the side to catch the boat. Once he had it steady he had me jump off so I could go up the beach for the trolley. As I jumped off I fell flat in the shallow water. Ironically it was much warmer fully submerged than it was standing up and it took a lot of will power from me to get up and get the trolley.
By the time I'd got back with the trolley Greg had already released the halyard on the jib and it was sliding to the deck captured by the hanks that held it to the forestay. At least that stopped the infernal cracking noise it made as it flapped. As soon as the boat was tied to the trolley and we'd got the boat a reasonable distance out of the water, Greg told me to go and get warm in the clubhouse while he dropped the sails. I meekly protested that he'd need my help but I think he recognised that in the state I was in I'd be of little use.
So I went and waited just inside the door of the clubhouse where neither the rain nor the wind blowing viciously through the door could directly get me, but where I could still see Greg through the driving rain as he secured the boat. Hunched over, my whole body was shaking madly.
I'd barely got under shelter when an enormous thunderclap shook the whole building and it started to hail; just small ones but coming down with an intensity that deafened me as the hit the tin roof of the clubhouse. Greg came in carrying the mainsail and jib bunched up as much as he was able in the wind and rain. As he dropped them on the floor just inside the door he took one look at me, pointed at the ladies room and told me to quickly get under a hot shower and that he was going back out to get our dry clothes from the car.
I went in to the ladies and started fumbling with my sailing gear to try and get it off. The zipper of the lifevest was easy enough to undo, but as my whole body shook I couldn't get my fingers to untie the rope that held my trapeze on. To compound matters, my brain wasn't functioning that well so I couldn't really concentrate as I worked on it. I heard the door of the clubhouse close with a bang as Greg pushed it against the wind and he came in to the room with my gear bag wrapped in his towel. He was still hunched over the lot having walked through the rain like that to try and keep it all dry.
He was blue and shaking almost as much as I was. He took one look at me, walked past me to the shower cubicle, turned on the water and adjusted the temperature and dragged me under it fully clothed. As he did so I notice him register the sight of my breasts plastered down within my top, the nipples out and the whole lot wobbling. But he was too concerned by my condition to even joke about it.
The showers were just a single bay with a line of closely spaced showerheads with individual taps, so Greg turned on the one next to it for himself and got under it; also still fully clothed.
As I pathetically hunched under the hot water and it penetrated in to my clothes, I stared at Greg with an intensity that only a zombie like state can induce. As soon as he was under the water, he stood upright and put his head under the stream, opening out the neckline of his sailing gear to let the water run down inside.
Then working from the top down he started to undress. Like for me, getting the life vest off was easy. It wasn't quite so easy for him to get out of his rashie; once they're wet you have to wrestle with them to extract your body from them. Next he bent down and took his booties off after which he actually sat on the floor of the shower cubicle while he pulled his legs out of his wetsuit pants. Finally he stood up, dropped his swimmers, wrung them out and hung them on the tap.
As he turned his back to me to hang them, I had time to think how rarely I got a really good look at his bare bum even as I admired the view. A cute tight little bum it was too. I liked it. Now naked, I watched as he let the water run over him; imparting its warmth to his body. It seemed special that he could stand so comfortably naked next to me; a couple of months ago I couldn't have conceived of being in this situation with a guy -- now it seemed entirely normal. Sure, we'd spent a lot of time naked together; either having sex or just lying in bed, but to just casually have him standing next to me like this as if it was the most normal thing in the world thrilled me more than I would have expected. I felt a surge of desire between my legs.
He'd been casting an eye toward me through his undressing process. As I continued to stand there just hunched over and letting the water run down my back, I could see the look of concern linger on his face.
"Are you going to get undressed?"
"Eventually, when I can move again."
While it suited me to sound pathetic, I was overstating my case. It was really just inertia locking me in place; I was enjoying the initial effect of the hot water and being able to stare vacantly at Greg's naked body without judgement being cast on me.
"Let me help you."
So stepping out of his life giving hot water stream he came over to me. In seconds he'd undone the knot on the trapeze belt that had defeated me and slid the belt down my legs; bending down and telling me to balance myself with a hand on his head while I lifted each foot out of it. Then standing up he stripped my rashie over my head; casting it down on to the floor of the shower. Following the same order as his own undressing he knelt down to take my booties off and while he was down there he rolled my wetsuit pants down my legs and pulled them over my feet; his head in each case being my balancing point.
Being undressed by him had only caused a surged in my desire. As I stood there with my hand on his head I eagerly anticipated him ripping my bikini off too, standing up in front of me, bringing his erection between my legs and taking me. I longed to be taken; for him to impose his manhood upon me.
When he had me stripped down to my bikini, instead he stood up behind me to coerce me in to a fully upright position with my head under the shower stream. With his hips against my bum he encouraged me with his hands around my underarms in to an upright position. As I straightened, I deliberately kept our bodies in contact; pushing the full length of my back in contact with his front, my head almost leaning back on his shoulders as his gentle hands rinsed the hot water through my hair and encouraged it to run down the full length of my body.
"You'll absorb more heat if you let the water run over your head and neck."
I was waiting, wanting to feel his manhood swelling against my spine or rising through an arc between my legs. I assumed his actions were foreplay and enjoyed them as such. Instead he'd remained almost flaccid. I was touched that he was so concerned about my well-being that it was suppressing what I thought would be an automatic reaction; but frustrated by the lack of action. While our bodies were in full contact I waited; expecting nature would take its course. Instead, when he thought he'd broken the spell that the cold had over me, he kissed me on the side of my neck and moved back under his own shower.
I admit my brain and body functions were taking some time to catch up with my libido in returning to normal. I followed Greg's lead in taking off my swimmers and hanging them on the tap before turning to face him, to stare at that beautiful body. Those broad shoulders, that body all tall, lean and muscly like a greyhound. Couldn't he tell how aroused I was? Wasn't the swelling of my breasts and the engorgement of my nipples under the hot water enough of a signal. Surely there must be some change visible in my loins to tell him that my groin was wet with something other than the water of the shower and my body had already fully anticipated the arrival of his manhood.
There we stood, each silently eyeing the other off, captured by our own thoughts. Mine were full of lust and desire; his of care and concern.
I pouted. I stood under the shower bolt upright, stomach sucked in breasts thrust forward. I turned gently from side to side, running the water over my breast as they swung to the momentum of my turns. My whole body was calling out "come on Greg, come and take me". I managed to induce some reaction but he was still essentially flaccid.
Damn his lifesaver background. Just because he'd recognised me as clinically hypothermic ten minutes ago, somehow I'd ceased to be a sexual object and had become a patient. Keep up with it Greg, can't you see I was ready to go back to being a sexual object?
Finally I conceded I wasn't going to get myself taken standing here. I'd have to make the first move. I stepped over to Greg and put my arms around him.
"Thank you for looking after me."
The words weren't merely an excuse for pressing myself against him. They were sincerely felt. Somehow in his presence I always felt safe; felt that he was always looking after me, protecting me, just there for me. Indeed it was probably those very feelings which were driving my physical need for him. Is there a name for the syndrome that causes a rescued woman to want to melt in to the arms of her rescuer?
If you're of a feminist bent, don't condemn me for these thoughts. I too am an independent woman; always have been. It's all Greg's fault. He seems to have woven this spell around me that's turned me in to some sort of old fashioned fairy tale princess; the type who gets rescued by and falls for their prince charming. I'm as appalled by as I'm sure you are, but can't control the feelings just the same.
He put his arms around my shoulders and drew me closer to him.
"I was the one who got us in to trouble in the first place."
"Not really. You'd checked the forecast. Sometimes these things just happen."
As I put my head on his chest he stepped back a little giving me a generous portion of the flow of water coming from his shower head. Once he was certain I was staying where I was Greg reached over to turn off the taps on my shower, then we both just stood there locked together letting the warming water cascade down our bodies.
At last I managed to induce a sexual response in him. I felt his growing cock arc up the inside of my thigh before its progress was stopped as it lodged itself firmly along the length of the valley of my crutch; throbbing as it tried to force itself higher. With my head on his chest I heard his heart beat louder and faster.



For a moment, just to feel his body respond to me was enough. I didn't feel I needed to rush things. I always enjoyed being in Greg's arms.
"It's teamwork that got us back to the beach. You were spectacular. I thought it was fantastic the way you handled the trapeze; especially as the boat started to fly off the waves. Mind you your body was shaking so much I could feel it through the whole boat. I didn't know whether to worry about you or laugh."
In his 'sell job' on me for sailing before we started, the fact that it teaches both teamwork and self-reliance were things he'd stressed. I'd put it all down to PR, but after this afternoon was willing to concede he might have a point. We had needed to work together to get back and we were the only ones able to get ourselves home today. Had we waited for help, even I could see we'd have been washed out to sea by now. In fact I was quite chuffed by Greg's compliment on my sailing ability. In such challenging conditions I thought I'd done pretty well given my lack of experience and to have Greg say so in such unqualified terms meant a lot.
My desire told me it was time for more. I pulled my head up from his chest and kissed him; starting to move myself back and forward along his shaft as I did. While I'd rubbed myself along him like this before, it was usually as a part of foreplay while we still had swimmers or undies on. Somewhat surprisingly, apart from the last tennis match where Greg had used it as a bit of foreplay and momentarily as we'd repositioned ourselves in bed, this was the first time I'd had this sort of bare contact with it while we were naked in a way I could control.
It was nice enough when Greg did it; but now it was nothing less than mind blowingly stimulating. What started out as just a bit of light sexual interaction soon found me sliding my hand down and grabbing Greg's cock so I could fully control the action. With my hand around its base I was able to adjust the amount of pressure I brought against my clit. I was also able to control whether I just slid the shaft back and forward through my labia and against my clit or flicked my clit using the bell shaped head on the end of his cock; alternating between the two approaches.
I started to get more excited and moved back and forward more quickly, to the point Greg was having trouble bracing himself against my pushing, so he positioned his back against the wall of the shower bay.
Maybe it was the adrenaline from the survival sailing still in my system, maybe it was the hot water under the shower or maybe it was nothing more complex than the fact I'd just had my wax job redone and so didn't have any friction from hair. Whatever it was this was incredibly, powerfully arousing; pleasuring me at a whole new level.
Recognising from my breathing and rising physical passion the speed with which I was bringing myself to a climax, Greg bent down and started licking my nipples; which simply further heightened my arousal. As I got more and more excited I started to move faster and more violently against Greg. Over my pounding heart beat I could hear the noise of Greg's back slapping against the shower wall in time to my movements.
There was a tug of war going on in my crutch between my pussy; which desperately, longingly wanted to be filled by Greg and my clit which wasn't going to give up the source of such pleasure. The clit won. My whole mind and focus became centred on that little swollen nub greedily demanding more and more of the stimulation it was getting; flooding my body with its addictive hormonal rewards. Everything down there seemed as though it was going to burst.
When the dam of my orgasm broke all I could do was scream out Greg's name.
"Oh Greg, Greg ooohh, arrrr..." as I held his shaft as hard up in to my crutch as I could and bent over with the power of the forces ripping through me.
Just as I thought the contractions might be easing, I was hit by another even more powerful wave of them..."oooohhhhh.".
By now it was only Greg's strong embrace that was supporting me in an upright position. When the second wave eased back, my pussy started screaming out "my turn, my turn". With the strength I could still muster, I positioned the head of Greg's shaft at the opening and lifted myself up before bringing myself back down on it, grinding out the following waves of my orgasm by pushing myself hard down on to him. To cut off the objection I could see forming in Greg's throat, I managed to blurt out-
"I'm on the pill."
As I finished I started to pound away on Greg with the last of the energy still in my legs trying to give him his orgasm, but he stilled me, turned me to have my back against the wall, lifted my legs up around his hips and found his own climax with slow deliberate thrusts until his orgasm took control and forced a more powerful response.
By the time my feet reached back to the ground, Greg's legs were already starting to wobble with his post climatic weakness. Then as we so often did we just stood there in each other's arms joined together until Greg shrunk back out of me. As I felt our combined juices poor out of me and slip down my thigh I looked down. Greg's cum was clearly distinguishable by its milky colour. I watched as the water took it and washed it down my leg toward the drain. As it disappeared forever, I momentarily imagined the sperm as thousands of potential little children running away.
Greg had set alight roaring fires of love and lust in my body. But they in turn had started a few spot fires of other hormonal forces. Until now they had just been smouldering almost unrecognised. Now it seemed like being flooded with his sperm for the first time had acted like a new breeze; bringing the flame to light. Still nothing dangerous or that I couldn't control, just completely unexpected.
After a while Greg broke our hold with a kiss so that he could get out of the shower "before he dissolved" as he put it. I wasn't yet ready to surrender the warmth it gave me so watched as he dried his nakedness and reached his clothes out from my gear bag. Normally when we went sailing we changed at the car and just slipped our clothes over our swimmers; which were usually dry by the time we'd finished unrigging and were getting dressed to go. So spare undies weren't part of our kit.
Greg just put his shorts on commando, his not yet fully flaccid cock bulging in an unfamiliar more defined manner under the soft material of his board shorts. He busied himself picking up the pieces of wet gear and hanging them on pegs around the room to at least drip out the surface water. "I'll make us a cup of tea. Come up when you're ready" With that he leant in, gave me another kiss and left me to my thoughts. I followed his progress with my ears as his feet moved up the old creaky boards of the clubhouse stairs where the riser cut across the corner of the ladies room; the noise rising even above the constant drum of the rain on the roof.
Left to my own thoughts, I marvelled at the force that had caused me to scream out Greg's name. I'd never done that before -- I normally just moaned or groaned. It wasn't put on; it was just something that had uncontrollably burst out in the moment of passion.
Eventually I built up the willpower to get out. After drying myself I slipped on my T shirt and skirt. Contemplating my undies options, the thought of putting on my wet bikini bottoms was very unappealing. While I knew I'd left another bikini in Greg's car, going out in the rain to fetch it was no more inviting. So it was with only a moment's thought that I went commando too. At least the skirt I had on extended a few inches below my crutch. Then pulling the brush from my bag I turned to brushing my hair; giving the matter no more thought.
Eventually I deemed myself presentable enough to front Greg for that much looked forward to cup of tea. As I came up the stairs Greg was sitting on one of the chairs we had positioned for our pre-sail lunch. They were just two of those plastic moulded arm-chairs which we positioned facing each other with just enough of a gap for our legs. This facilitated conversation, sharing food and general looking longingly in to each other's eyes. I plonked myself down on the other one; the tea was already beside it.
Greg's first question was predicitable
"When did you go on the pill?"
"A few weeks ago. I wanted to go through the better part of a cycle to satisfy myself I was safe. Sorry, I'd meant to mention it when we had sex this morning, but sort of got carried away in the routine. Is it more fun that way?"
"Let me say that sex with you is always fun, but it certainly has a nicer feel to it."
"Was that a southerly buster?"
"I don't think so. I think it was more likely an isolated storm cell; especially with the strong down drafts we were getting. Hopefully it will soon just move on and we might even get sunshine and the rest of a warm day behind it to finish unrigging in. In fact I noticed to the South as I was making the tea that there's already signs of blue sky."
"That'd be nice. I don't think I want to be either cold or wet again today. How strong do you think the wind was?"
"Well I've been out in 25 knots before and some of the gusts we got on the way back were much stronger than that. I can only guess we experienced something up to 30 knots at times. It was probably much stronger after we got back to the beach and the hail started. It's already eased off a lot though."
"It was freezing cold."
"That's because the rain brings cold air down with it from the upper atmosphere. The wind is actually that air rushing down with the rain and spreading out when it hits the ground. That's why the wind goes away with the cloud."
"Is the boat OK?"
"Yep, I had a quick look out the window at it and it all seems to be still there. I left it facing in to the wind, so the only real danger was likely to be a tree blowing down on it or a lightening hit. Either way, better the boat than us. I hope it didn't put you off sailing."
"You're kidding. I hated being that cold, but I've never done anything so exciting. I suspect you've only let me go out on light wind days so far; I want to try it in stronger winds -- even if I do want a chance to dress a bit more to the occasion."
At about this point I absent mindedly lifted my right leg up and rested my foot on the arm rest of Greg's chair. It was an instinctive seating posture I often used in this situation while we were having lunch. Indeed sometimes I put both feet on the arm rests. Not very lady like I know, but it was relaxed and comfortable and generally all I was presenting to Greg was the crutch of my bikini. If I was lucky I got a foot massage and had I subjected Greg to some sort of eye tracking test, I'm sure he would have paid more attention to my boobs than down there; especially if I was wearing a bikini top. As he'd said once before, he looks up hundreds of bikini crutches on a single afternoon at the beach.
Today of course was a bit different. I know. You're wondering how I could have forgotten I was commando. Well I did. If Lindsay and Brittney can do it so can I.
"Do you think the hail damaged anything?"
"I don't think it was heavy enough for that; at least I hope so anyway, not that the car hasn't seen hailstorms before."
It was about this time I noticed his gaze drift south and stay there. At first I had forgotten about the changed circumstances, and then as he was more focused than normal down there the penny dropped.
I blushed a little
"Sorry I forgot." as I dropped my foot to the floor and readjusted my skirt. Greg reached down and brought my foot back on the chair.
"Don't apologise or change position because of me. If you want to put your foot down you can, but not because you think I want you to. Anyway it's a novel perspective on you."
"That's one thing to call it. I don't suppose you get to have a perve down there very often do you?"
"I've never really got a look from that angle before; I've had to work it out by touch."
"Do you want to take a proper look?"
It seemed a little weird even as I said it, but I had appreciated the times I'd got to have a proper study of Greg's anatomy; especially as he'd slept beside me with his morning glory rampant. A couple of times I'd even got to have a good look as he'd first got aroused and I still often think of the time I'd caused him a wet dream and watched as he came. I'm not suggesting it made me an expert on the male anatomy and I still had a lot to learn about what they really liked, but it did help me understand things better.
How's a young guy meant to answer that question? With a meek "OK" Greg slid down between the seats and between my legs. I slid forward to bring my bum to the edge of the seat and brought my other leg up on to the chair as well. As I found it a bit strange looking at him looking down there, I leaned back on the chair and rested my head on the top of its back support looking at the ceiling. I felt him flip the front of my skirt back to give himself an unimpeded view.
I knew the effect was subtle but to let Greg see what happened as I became aroused, I closed my eyes, tried to relax and brought to mind the sort of thoughts that would normally achieve that.
I had only been partially successful when I felt Greg's fingers on my crutch, at first gently circling my lips and then spreading them gently apart. Almost immediately I didn't need to use my imagination; my body automatically responded strongly to his touch; that sense of swelling and dampness permeating my groin. As far as I could tell his thumbs were spreading my lips apart down near my pussy and his fingers were doing that near my clit. He started moving the fingers up and down a little a little; indirectly stimulating my clit with my own lips.
Without warning I felt his warm wet tongue against my clit. I let out a loud involuntary sigh of pleasure as my heart instantly leapt into a faster beat. He started alternating between flicking my clit with his tongue and using his tongue to massage it. The pleasure was so intense I felt I wanted to start squirming to his touch but froze my body in place least he interpreted that as a request to desist. I found it hard not to continuously moan and groan, the noise only interrupted by a need to draw breath.
As happened under the shower, I felt a desperately longing to be filled by Greg's manhood even as my brain became totally and absolutely focused on the arousal driven by the stimulation of my clit. Glancing downward from my head back position, my view of the top of Greg's head was broken by my swollen breasts; the nipples tenting up my t shirt asking to be invited to the pleasure party raging in my body. Boldly I slid a hand down the front of my t shirt and started playing with one of them.
I felt Greg's fingers slide into my pussy; pressing firmly on the front wall while moving in and out to a regular rhythm. His thumb rose up the length of my slot and over my clit giving his tongue a rest from its sterling work. His other hand slid up under the hem of my skirt, inside the front of my t shirt, cupped a breast and found its nipple before proceeding to multiply the stimulation he was inflicting on me.
As I was driven toward orgasm I had to fight the urge to reach down and pull Greg's head into my crutch; to have him swallow me whole or suffocate in the process. I just had this crazy insatiable longing to have more of him in intimate contact as if I wanted his whole body inside me.
The orgasm when it came was explosive; ripping instantly through my body; compelling me to clamp Greg's head between my thighs as I squirmed about on the chair and for the second time that day screamed out his name. It was only after two or three waves had passed that I was physically and mentally able to register the discomfort I must be inflicting on Greg and release his head from the iron grip of my thighs.
For maybe a minute after I couldn't move. I just had to lie there and recover my strength. Greg remained between my legs; his hands and fingers where they had been at the start of my orgasm but no longer moving to stimulate things. When at last I could move, I eased myself back upright in my chair and pulled Greg up to have him meet my lips with his. As I watched his body rise, I saw his erect cock pointing uncomfortably out the bottom of the legs of his shorts having grown in the wrong direction as he squatted on the floor between my legs. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it as I kissed him passionately.
I assumed Greg would want his turn and my hand was already moving up and down along his shaft as my body was preparing itself for his insertion. I was just starting to wonder whether we would be both stripping down to finish or having a quickie partially dressed when Greg gently took the hand around his shaft in his hand and unwrapped its grip.
"I don't need to go again today." he said as he kissed me gently
"You may not need to, but would you like to?"
"It's not that comfortable on a hard floor. I totally got my rocks off giving you oral like that and then watching you come. Unless you're desperate for more, I'm happy to take a rain check."
"As long as you haven't gone off me."
"I think you've had ample evidence of that not being the case. Catch me somewhere more comfortable and I'll prove it to you -- many times over if you'd like"
How about that! I didn't think guys ever said no to sex. In a way I understood and it let me finish on an absolute high, so I couldn't complain. I did wonder if I shouldn't give him an oral like he gave me. I hadn't really done that before and wasn't sure yet I fancied it; so I squibbed it.
The extra time had given the storm a chance to pass and, as Greg predicted, we were back to sunshine and the warm breeze we'd started our sail in. Greg asked if I'd mind helping him finish unrigging the boat and putting it away. On the way down I stopped at the car and put on the pants of my spare bikini.
Unrigging involved a lot of bending over the boat and I'd had my Lindsay and Brittney moment for the day thank you very much.
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Foreword
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative. Others have caught me by surprise especially in their intensity. Generally, the intended meaning will be clear from the context if you don't cling too tightly to your usual usage.
Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
Introduction
In the "First Summer" series (generally published under the "Erotic Couplings" heading, we have recently been introduced to Jenna, Greg's 18 year old sister.
She too has a story to tell.
Story
I'm not the first to observe that life can be like a pond. If you throw a rock in the middle, multiple waves radiate out having all sorts of interesting flow on effects.
And so it was the year Karen came into our lives and started dating my older brother. Of course dating is not really the word. It was more like one continuous fucking session.
I knew Greg was a virgin before she came along. I also knew, when he came home after lunch on the day he met her, that he'd got himself fucked that morning. At that time no girl had even been mentioned, but there was just something about him that said it had happened. The parentals were of course oblivious to it all -- they always are -- but little sisters don't miss a thing.
I watched as his best friend Kate -- usually so cool, calm and in control - went slightly crazy for a while adjusting to the idea of Greg having a girl-friend like this, let alone him having a sex life that made hers look monastic by comparison -- and that's saying something.
At first the effect on me hadn't been that great. At the start of summer us siblings had been a family of virgins; that's the way some families are; a bit slower about these things. Now one of us wasn't.
Big deal.
But that all started to change when Karen started staying over. They thought they were being quiet. Like sure. The noises they were making in the sand dunes were already legendary; largely thanks to Kate whose normal discretion was temporarily distorted by her craziness. But even in our own house, try as they might, they couldn't help themselves. In the room next door I might as well have been getting a blow by blow description with a video feed for all the difference it would have made. Especially with Karen. I could always tell exactly where she was in terms of her progression to orgasm, pick the exact moment she climaxed and tell you how many more she had. I could probably have guessed to the nearest millimetre how high she arched her back.
When they both emerged in the morning Karen would be her cutest bubbliest self in a tiny bikini which seemed to show a perpetual camel toe and bikini nips like you wouldn't believe. I don't know what her bikinis were made of but they seemed to be some super thin body moulding fabric designed to show the shape of everything they were meant to hide; and frankly, there wasn't much they were hiding. With Greg's speedos moulded around his cock, when they stood side by side at the breakfast counter and you saw his cock next to her camel toe you just couldn't help but think about sex; the sex they'd just had, the sex they were going to have later and the sex I was missing out on.
Even dad was having trouble keeping his dick under control in her presence. I'm sure he and mum were at it a lot more often since Greg had started bringing Karen home.
Me? I had no immediate outlet for the frustration that was building. And at 18 years old, I do mean none, because at the start of all this I hadn't even masturbated yet. So for the first few nights she stayed I just lay there listening to them, getting more and more aroused and not feeling there was any real release for what I was feeling. I grew up quickly during that initial month.
Eventually I had to masturbate; experiencing my first ever orgasm in the process. That first one was just from rubbing my clit but as I did it more often I started to explore my tunnel too. As I listened to Greg and Karen going at it next door I could eventually give myself full on, back arching, multiple orgasms; hoping I was being quieter about it than the others were and wondering if mum and dad had the slightest clue what a sexually charged house our home had become.
In other ways I was changing too; or at least changing the person I projected myself as. As much as I might seem to have scorned her bikini style, long before Christmas arrived, I found myself shopping for similar ones to Karen's; much, much briefer than what I used to wear with really tiny unpadded triangles for the top and I actually found myself testing the fabric to see how thin it felt. I never could seem to match Karen's (it was only months later I saw a couple of pair hanging on the line and discovered they both had the lining of the top cut out and one the lining of the pants too) but what hadn't been important suddenly became important. Same with my undies where I started dumping my thick cotton ones for tiny sheer microfiber ones. And I won't say I started to dress more slutty; just more sexily than I once might have.
In a way that I'm sure would have shocked all those who thought they knew the 'sweet innocent Jenna' they thought I was, I was now seriously considering how to get myself laid and starting to weigh up the possibilities as to who might get the job of doing it. I also put myself on the pill. Even if I used a condom I already had a class mate who (claimed) she got knocked up while using one. Better to be safe.
The next step in my path to sexual awakening came on Christmas Day where, after the adults had lapsed into a food coma inside, the kids started a game of jousting in the river; where a girl sits on a guy's shoulders and you try and push each other off. I suppose being matched with my cousin Phil wasn't the best start; he's not bad looking but I think he's a bit desperate sexually and there's something about him creeps me out.
Still as I sat on his shoulders rubbing my clit up and down on the back of his neck as I urged him forward, it did strike me it was probably as intimate as I'd actually been with a guy. A bit pathetic really!
Things got a bit crazier when my cousins Zoe and Jenny started undressing each other and then everyone else as they tried to pull them off. When they got to me, I was left hanging naked and completely exposed upside down over Phil's back as he pinned one of my legs to his chest while the other dangled wide apart in mid-air while he was fighting off those trying to dack him. After I finally was freed and speared head first into the water, the rest of them picked up Phil, stripped him and tossed him into the water on top of me, leaving our two naked bodies intertwined as we struggled to regain the surface.
Whether accidental or not Phil definitely got in a couple of gropes -- both breast and crutch with his hands -- and I felt his erection pass across my stomach, before we were finally back on our feet and separated. My arousal at that contact was only moderated by my mortification that I was the only girl showing more than the smallest landing strip of pubic hair. I'd actually worn an old bikini because I was so unshaved. I never let that happen again.
And so the focus on how to lose my virginity became more intense. Really if there was an issue at all, it was one of fear; the fear surely all girls must have of that first time. After all, I knew plenty of guys in town who'd be quite happy to add me to their long list of conquests. But most of them I wouldn't trust even if I made the "be gentle, I'm a virgin" declaration.
But there was one contender. Someone who'd been a friend all through school; Cory was good looking enough, a nice guy but painfully shy, I was pretty sure he was a virgin too and probably not gay. So far our relationship had been all conversation and company -- including beach time with a group of friends - but no touching. I'm pretty sure he was at least as attracted to me as I was to him, even if I wasn't sure I'd take him as long term boyfriend material.
The question was how to go about it. I was far too shy to just come and ask if he wanted a root.
So even though I was feeling a bit impatient, I knew I'd have to work up to it.
In this first Christmas period after leaving school, all my class mates were basically on one extended holiday; either starting their gap year or waiting for Uni to start at the end of February; so at least most of us were down the beach every day, and that included Cory. That meant there'd be frequent opportunities to work on it; it's not like I'd have once a week.
On the day after making my decision we were sitting on the beach when I suggested he come in for a swim with me. Then I led him out past the break area to where the waves were first forming. He was taller than me so, while I found I had to jump every wave to keep my head above water, he could sort of just stand there.
After just fooling about for a while, I started putting my hands on his shoulder to give me a little boost as I jumped each wave. He reciprocated by putting hands on my hips to help support me. Bit by bit I let my body drift closer with each wave. Then as a particularly big wave hit, I jumped a bit higher and threw myself at him, basically burying my breasts -- such as they were -- in his face as the wave passed over the top of his head and then sliding down the length of his body to regain my feet.
This time I spread my legs so that they sort of loosely wrapped around his thighs, basically causing my crutch to slide the length of his stomach until either my feet were on the ground or something first caught in my crutch to stop me lowering myself any further.
Since about the fourth bounce I'd known there was a full on erection waiting for me in his pants. There was that completely unmistakable bulge bisecting a line down his shorts that I'd brushed against with what I thought I could pass off as a careless sideways jump. As my thigh passed across, I'd felt it push outwards in response; as if it was a missile automatically seeking out a not yet fully identified target.
I knew he knew I'd felt it; all the more so as a few more careless jumps got the same reaction. As I slid down his body on this big jump, I knew something catching my crutch was more a matter of aim than luck.
As I came down I felt the tip of his erection spear into the valley of my crutch; just missing the opening to my tunnel. Dressed as he was in a pair of board shorts made of a heavy material and with cotton undies underneath, it wasn't exactly a pointed spear, even if I was wearing one of my new, brief and thin bikinis. With the next wave, I bounced lightly and this time brought myself down on target. With my body already aroused and receptive, I felt my bikini bottoms pushed into my tunnel until the material of our swimwear wouldn't let it go any further.
Conspiratorially, for the next five minutes I just kept bouncing like that and he just kept holding my hips as I did, each of us pretending nothing unusual was happening; occasionally conversationally exchanging a comment about the size of a wave or a plan our group was formulating for the next week or so. But something was happening. Sensuous pleasures engulfed me as my body responded to this attempt at penetration; my whole being became aroused. I could feel my nipples pushing out the material of my bikini top; but I was scared to look down at them in case that very action gave lie to the whole conspiracy.
The material of my bikini bottoms was massaging my whole valley as it stretched and released with every bounce; lightly stimulating my clit which was itself quickly making its warm demanding presence known even in the cool water.
I wasn't really sure how this would end. Was this a trial run or the start of something more intense? The answer was settled when he suddenly froze and then with just the slightest little grunt I felt his cock start to pulse into my crutch. He panicked and pulled away; as I looked down I could see his fluids oozing through his boardies into the ocean.
With the coyest, most unthreatening voice I could muster, I asked the obvious,
"Did you just go off?"
He blushed. "Yes, sorry"
I brushed his cheek lightly
"Don't be sorry, maybe next time you can help me go off too."
Cory was down the beach as I lobed up at around the same time the next day; surprisingly dressed in a brand new pair of fashion brand boardies, made of the latest thin stretchy quick drying material and this time very clearly with nothing underneath.
We both knew we were just going through the motions of hanging out with the group for a bit before I suggested we go for a swim again. We were still playing the 'just friends' game, so I wasn't even holding hands with him; just walking alongside. Still, knowing what was about to happen, Cory was displaying half an erection before we even made it to the water's edge. Looking down I could see these boardies were much more suited to our intentions; the loose stretchy material conforming closely to the shape of the top of his erection as it grew outwards.
Once we were out in the deep water there was a lot less pretence about getting down to it this time. Two bounces over waves while holding onto his shoulders and I had the tip of his erection spearing my crutch again. Another two and I had it lined up with the opening to my tunnel.
Up top our bodies were still apart; just the hands on his shoulders being the only visible point of contact. Below my hips angled into his. Now, with my legs floating wide apart around his hips, as every wave passed my bounce was just enough to lift myself to where I could still just feel the contact and then let me drive my body back down on his shaft until the swimwear barrier between us halted the penetration and I could feel his shaft bending under my weight.
Each time it went in just a little bit further as the swimwear barrier stretched or gave a little more. I could tell it was my bikini bottom that was putting up most resistance. I could feel the leg hems had folded themselves inside my lips and it was stretched tight though my crutch's valley; camel toeing itself against my clit and stimulating it with every bounce.
I wasn't kidding myself. This wasn't proper penetration. At his deepest he was only in maybe 30mm or so.
Still I was testing my body's reaction to this attempt at it; seeing if a sense of fear would cause me to lock up or something. Nothing could be further from what I was feeling. Nothing you can do with your own fingers remotely matches the feeling the first time a guy's cock is trying to enter you. My whole body once again lit up, wishing I could somehow accelerate this slow teasing game, make our swimmers disappear and receive his whole shaft into me.
I hadn't forgotten he'd gone off fairly quickly yesterday. I wanted to move things up a notch in case he did that again today. I'd already figured Cory was even more shy than me about these things. I'd die of old age if I just waited for him to make the next move.
Taking my left hand off his shoulder, I brought it down to where his right hand held my arse and covered it with my fingers. Feeling out his index finger, I lifted it clear of the other fingers as I pulled his hand off the cheek of my bum, guided it down between my legs and put his index finger in the indentation of my swimwear where it was now pushing against my clit.
I could only hope that even if he hadn't fingered a girl before he'd paid enough attention in sex education classes to know what I was asking him to do.
He had. Slowly he started moving his finger up and down with just enough pressure to make my clit light up. Ripples of sensuous pleasure spread through my body. It was beautiful but I quickly wanted more. Putting my mouth to his ear I whispered "put your hand down my pants."
Ooooh, that was much nicer still. He wasn't doing anything fancy, just stroking up and down, but it was gorgeous. My body was wet and slippery with my juices, just waiting for his touch. As he got enthusiastic and started jackhammering away from underneath as well I just forgot about timing bounces with the wave, closed my eyes, laid my head back skyward and soaked up the pleasure, feeling my body being pushed about by his thrusting, his cock slowly inching its way deeper as it stretched my bikini bottoms further and further, an orgasm building.
Suddenly with a groan and that now familiar pulsing of his cock I knew he was cumming.
"Keep going, keep going, don't stop" was all I could get out; not wanting him to take his cock away or stop his fingering.
And them KABOM; moving almost instantaneously from its source in my clit, through my pussy and from there throughout my body, my orgasm exploded, forcing me to throw my head back into the water and my hips hard against his stomach, jamming the hand down my pants in place. "Keep going, keep going" I called again as his thrusting and fingers came to a halt; the former losing its hardness and latter hard against my tingling clit. As his fingers started again the orgasm rolled on until my clit's exquisite sensitivity made me put a hand over his to call for a stop.
Even then it took me a moment before I could lift my head from the water and look him in the eye.
As our eyes met, I gave him a broad smile, which turned into a giggle as I realised we'd just make love -- well sort of made love - in public. As he smiled in response, I warily looked around to see what attention we'd created. None; separated as we were in the deeper water from the main body of swimmers, the world had moved on without us. My calling for more action had been quiet enough and his jackhammering subtle enough that we hadn't attracted attention.
But now I understood the forces that sometimes made people rip off each other's clothes and make crazy passionate love in ridiculously public places.
Before we went any further, there was some ground I wanted to cover with Cory and this was as good a time as I'd get for it. "Have you fingered a girl before?"
He didn't even look sheepish. I think he was quite pleased with what he'd done and rightfully so too. "No"
"Are you a virgin?"
This time he hesitated. "Yes"
"How would you like it if we both lost our virginity together?"
When I asked Cory if he'd like to lose his virginity with me, his jaw dropped; sort of hung there suspended and drooling while his brain processed the information it had just received as if it was having trouble finding the right neural pathway. After all it's not every virgin male who gets the problem of cracking his first chic solved so easily.
I could tell his brain had worked out the meaning of my words as a smile started to spread across his face. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but was probably just a moment, his brain managed to form the word "yes" and get it to come out of his mouth; quickly followed by "that would be nice".
The problem of where this should take place is one I'd already given thought to. Mum and dad, but especially mum, are a little staid in their attitude to sex. Greg finally got away with bringing Karen home for the night because he's nearly three years older than me, my parents could see the strength of their relationship and finally -- not to be underestimated -- he's their son. Yes, that's right, I could definitely tell there was an element of it being all right for your son to bang away at someone else's daughter, but it's different when it's your daughter receiving the banging from someone else's son.
I knew that's an adjustment process they'll eventually get over. I was less certain of whether they'll so easily get over my intention to have sex in the context of a more casual relationship.



Anyway, my house was definitely out. But nor was I sure I'd feel comfortable in Cory's parent's house either.
I knew Greg and Karen were at it in various hiding spots up and down the beach; but Greg knew them better than I did and I didn't really want them walking in on Cory and me.
However, I've got my own history in this town and that's given me some geographic knowledge too. There was a nice little spot behind the beach near where my horse was stabled. Mid-week there was usually no-one there and if someone did decide to come riding in that direction you'd hear them on their horse in good time.
So I suggested to Cory we go for a picnic there. And tomorrow seemed like a pretty good time to make it happen.
Do most people spend the night before they're about to lose their virginity thinking about it; or does it just happen when they least expect it? I suppose in the old days the bride would know the day before her wedding, but I suspect these days most people sort of just trip over their first sexual encounter.
But for me it was certainly a sleepless night; a mixture of fear and randy anticipation.
Cory picked me up at 10 the next morning and I navigated as we drove through the national park that the stables had got themselves stuck in the middle of. It was a slightly bizarre feeling to be sitting in the car idly chatting to the guy who was about to take my virginity. With a tingle in my crutch -- more of an arousal really -- I was looking at Cory in a completely different way from the times we'd spent as part of a group at school.
He was pretty good looking really. Tall and skinny, like me and the rest of my family. He had a straight back and I knew from the beach an OK body. A fairly hansom face and nice surf bleached hair completed the picture. He was wearing his new boardies again -- although I could see they'd been washed overnight -- and a white t shirt. The bulge in his boardies indicated he was as affected by the moment as I was.
Me? I was in my other new, brief, bikini with my favourite sun top; a lose flowing almost see through sundress, with a really deep v front and ultra mini hem length that just brushed my crutch when I was standing up straight and usually completely revealed it when I was sitting down.
Just once in the drive did the conversation veer from the sort of conversation you'd have with any other random friend you might be in the car with; when I raised the issue of condoms.
"I'm on the pill, so since we're both virgins, I'm happy not to use a condom if you are."
I think I keep catching Cory by surprise by coming out with the sort of statements nobody ever thought "sweet little Jenna" ever would. For the second times in as many days his jaw hung open while he processed my words.
"I can guarantee I've never done anything likely to cause a problem, so I'm happy if you are."
And with that we went back to the conversational equivalent of talking about the weather.
When we arrived at the deserted stables I directed Cory down a 100 metre long track that led to the beach. His small SUV was just good enough to navigate the sandy clay track with a reasonable prospect of reversing out again. From there the spot I had in mind was about 150 metres down the beach to the left of the track.
At least the day was nice; beautiful sunshine, and with this North Shore beach (as the stable people called it) protected from the southerly swell by a headland and facing north, flat water. So it was safe for swimming.
As we walked along the beach, Cory wore the backpack that contained the picnic hamper and carried the esky, while I carried the towels and picnic rug.
The spot I had in mind was as I'd remembered it; an area where a break in the wall of scrub that normally fronted the beach allowed easy access to a clear flat area of nice sand, intermittently shaded by a number of gums. It was a perfect picnic spot offering water views, comfortable sitting, shade and a good degree of privacy from anyone who wasn't standing directly in the line of the access.
When we arrived and I set about laying out the rug - trying to keep it as sand free as possible -- it occurred to me that this whole arrangement where we go somewhere specifically to have sex left something to be desired. Even as -- at my suggestion -- Cory opened the bottle of champagne we'd bought and poured us both a glass, he was showing a rampant erection in his pants. And while his arousal might have been obvious, mine was no less.
If I had always imagined my first time might have been due to an act of powerful seduction, where some romantic figure wove an erotic spell upon me converting my meek protests to a willing surrender, this wasn't it.
Now with the rug laid out and the drinks in our hands, the last vestiges of tangible tasks that allowed us to be distracted from what we came here to do were gone. Awkwardly we sat down facing each other kneeling on the rug; both of us patently wondering how we start this.
Showing less shyness than I would have given him credit for, Cory started the ball rolling by clinking my glass and offering a toast
"To us and the successful loss of our virginity."
He made it clear we should interlock arms as we drank the toast. I took a big swig out of my glass; watching as Cory did the same to his.
Our eyes met briefly as we finished that first gulp, before, without untangling our arms Cory indicated for us to have a second. But this time, as I raised my glass, Cory took the opportunity to slide his hands up the loose folds of my sundress, finding my right breast with his left hand and cupping the bikini top covering it; quickly locating the already raised nipple and surrounding it between two outstretched fingers.
As I drained the glass with my third gulp I felt Cory's hand slide across to and under the triangle covering the left breast; this time capturing the bare flesh of my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and tweaking it gently.
The rush to my brain of both alcohol from the glass rapidly drunk on an empty stomach and endorphins from the stimulation of my nipples broke any remaining barriers. As our glasses were cast aside with sufficient care to make sure we didn't end up on them, we embraced each other with a kiss.
Almost immediately I felt Cory's hands sliding my sundress up my body until we had to separate our lips to let me put my hands in the air to let him take it completely off. A moment later I had his t-shirt off too.
Now as we kissed his hand was back inside my bikini top, first teasing up one nipple before moving to the other. Then he broke away from my lips, bent down to my breasts, slid a triangle aside and took my breast into his mouth, stimulating the nipple with his tongue. As I put my hand over his head and arched my head back enjoying the bliss of it, I realised it was time for me to take a more positive action too.
I moved my other hand from behind his back to the top of his thigh and slid it up until I felt through his boardies the hard rigid base of his cock guarded by a tightly drawn ball sac. Continuing the movement, I surrounded the shaft with my fingers and followed it upwards; slightly alarmed at how thick and long I discovered it to be.
Cory sighed a long deep moan into my breast indicating the powerful rush of pleasure I'd unleashed with that single stroke.
His hand ferreted behind my back looking for the ends of the string ties on my top, found first the bottom one and then the top one, pulled them both and then came around and pulled the top off me; casting it careless aside.
Then the fingers of that same hand traced down my stomach, over my bikini bottoms into my crutch and felt out my clit, stroking it gently. Now it was my turn to moan.
My fingers had been stroking up and down his shaft; drawing his boardies completely around it as I circled it with my fingers. With the next stroke I lifted my hand up to the drawstring on his pants, pulled it, stretched the waist band out as far as I could and slid my hand inside his pants, pulling the waist band down at the front as I did to partly expose him. Recapturing the now naked flesh of his erection between my fingers I continued to trace my fingers up and down its length.
Warm and with the flesh of it drawn tight and completely and absolutely unyielding, I continued to find this strange male appendage full of surprises; all the more so when I discovered slippery fluid leaking from its top. Stroking my finger over the top, I felt out the shape of the bell at the tip and the ridge that sat immediately below it as I drew the fluid down the side of the shaft, changing the texture of my fingers as they stimulated its length.
Again Cory was moaning; so distracted that he couldn't even tongue my nipple.
Cory's hands were directing me from my kneeling position to the ground, guiding me to lie flat on my back. As I complied he started kissing down the length of my stomach; coming to a stop as he seemingly contemplated my bikini bottom and what lay beneath it; examining the bikini bridge formed where the low slung hem of the pants sat just above my mound. After a moment's hesitation as he stared at it, he kissed the bikini over my mound once, hesitated again and kissed it a second time; all the while with a fingers sliding up and down pushing in my bikini bottoms as he stimulated the clit underneath. Then as I lay with my head back on the rug I felt the knots on each side of the pants being pulled and the pants themselves being dragged from under me.
Maybe he was surprised to find me lacking pubic hair because he gave vent to a moment's fascination with the smooth flesh of the mound, gliding his hand across several times it before rolling the finger down and across my clit again as he kissed the mound one last time.
The task completed, he kissed back up my stomach, across each breast and settled down again by holding me in a passionate embrace and penetrating my mouth deeply with his tongue as his fingers intensified their efforts on my clit, sliding periodically back and forwards along my valley, testing my tunnel's readiness for him.
Momentarily overwhelmed by the forces unleashed by Cory's seductive undressing and fingering of me and aware that with his cock already exposed things could soon move out of my control, Kate's advice to me many years ago flashed into my head.
"A girl should always give up her virginity from on top.".
Yes, it was a typical Kate outburst, expressed in a sisterly way at some totally inappropriate time in response to some long forgotten conversation. But its meaning was simply to be in control; not risk some guy getting carried away and forcing himself into you before you were ready.
As Cory started to edge his body over me, I rolled him onto his back, ending up on top of him. Then I sat up on him straddling his thighs.
Maybe doing that wasn't such a good idea because as I got my first clear look at his erection I momentarily slightly panicked. To feel it was one thing. To see it another altogether. Surely it wasn't meant to be this big. Surely it was too long and thick to fit. As part of the generation who got at least half their sex education from Cleo magazine, I consoled myself with the thought I'd read those words many times before. It does fit; I simply now needed to prove it.
But first his pants needed to come off. I wanted him as naked as I was.
He lifted his hips to let me draw them down his legs and off his ankles before I straddled him again, sitting hard up against the base of his cock, my hand drawing his erection upright against my stomach.
It was time.
I lifted my hips up and edged forward so I was directly over his cock. Lowering myself just enough that he was located firmly at my opening, but still with a hand around his cock preventing a sudden unexpected upward thrust from him, I used my free hand to encourage him to start fingering me again.
Then I brought a little weight down upon him; burying him about as far as I thought we'd achieved with swimwear on, before I felt some initial resistance and discomfort. I was wet and lubricated enough. I was aroused enough. I was even keen enough. It's just my body was taking some time to adjust.
Taking it easy, I started to slide up and down on him using my hand as a stopper, each time going a little deeper until the resistance and discomfort came back again; each time letting the combined effect of his additional penetration and his stimulation of my clit let my body become more readily accepting of this new and unfamiliar intrusion.
I think I could have just dropped myself onto him. I was certainly enjoying what was happening and it was more discomfort than pain. I was just being greedy; wanting a maximum enjoyment to pain ratio as we progressed.
I soon had him about half way in.
I was just starting to rise up again when with that now familiar groan and a pulsing sensation transmitted through his erection I felt him climax, spraying my tunnel with his seed; his body involuntarily thrusting up into me as he did; a full sudden penetration stopped only by my hand.
I knew him being premature was a risk. To his credit, even as he lay back and let his body be washed out by his climax, he never stopped fingering me.
Some of the details are always missing from your sex education. I sort of knew guys lost their erection after they came; but didn't know how quickly or how much. I did know that when he came yesterday he was still able to hammer away at me with a reasonably rigid cock for a while after.
When I realised he wasn't going instantly floppy, but his shaft wasn't quite as thick as it had been, I reinforced it with my hand and did drop myself fully down on it; no longer feeling any great discomfort while still registering a fairly deep penetration.
Now scared to move in case he fell out, I just lifted his spare hand onto my breast to get him to stimulate my nipples while he continued to finger me. To a certain extent, while I had been really enjoying it all, managing the whole process and the discomfort had held back me relaxing into a mood where I was likely to climax. Now as I sat on him I just let him do all the work; closing my eyes, tilting my head back a little and forming in my mind the mental picture I'd always had of Kate as she pounded away at guys.
It took maybe another five minutes but with that state of relaxation came a sense of rapidly building excitement. I'm reserved by nature, but with Karen's example I found the confidence not to suppress the vocal indications of that. I was even vaguely aware I was rolling my head from side to side and running my hand through my hair as a natural outlet for what I was feeling inside.
That excitement must have been communicated to Cory because I was suddenly aware he was inflating inside me. He'd never really gone that soft or shrunken; now I felt it expand out again, gently filling my cavity and stretching me out as it did so. I felt its unyielding rigidity, its hardness, even the gentle curve of his shaft all return. The fear had gone. Now his swelling manhood excited me; the sense that I was really and truly completely penetrated by a man adding an emotional level to the physical sensations.
Gaining confidence I lifted myself along his shaft again, bringing it just to the point where I could feel its tip nearing my entrance and sunk myself back down onto it again; moving slowly, making sure I didn't distract Cory from his fingering. My body had lubricated it generously; letting it slide easily inside, my juices flowing out to smear Cory's fingers as he played with my clit.
Again and again I lifted and sunk, excited by the thought this was proper sex, excited even more by the feelings of it all; Cory's fingering of my clit, the sensation of this man inside my body filling and stimulating my tunnel.
The most intense and most beautiful orgasm I had ever experienced overtook me, made me double up over Cory's torso, and caused me to cry out a cry of pure bliss as I lost control of my body and any concept of my surroundings -- completely focused inside myself at the waves of pleasure and rippling contractions that pummelled Cory's shaft.
I pushed myself hard down on Cory, jamming his fingers between my clit and his pubis as I ground myself against them.
Finally regaining some sense of externality I lifted up and sunk down onto Cory again and again until, somewhat less quickly than he had before, Cory again froze before letting out that grunting moan as I felt his ejaculate pulse through his shaft the full length of which was immersed in my body. As his cum burst forth to spray against the top of my tunnel, Cory arched his hips up, seemingly seeking a deeper penetration where none was available and instead leaving me feeling I was for a moment hiding a bucking horse.
As his excitement finally settled down I laid myself out on top of him, letting his erection take its own time about exiting my body as it returned to its normal size.
So I thought, this is what sex is all about. I could get to like it.
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Foreword
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative. Others have caught me by surprise especially in their intensity. Generally, the intended meaning will be clear from the context if you don't cling too tightly to your usual usage.
Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
*****
Story
From fairly early in our relationship I had started thinking about how our families could all spend Christmas together.
Greg's family generally celebrated Christmas Day at their place where they were joined by Greg's mum's sister, her husband and three kids of around our age. Greg's mum was from the day I meet her warm, friendly and generous to me and both he and I were fairly sure his parents would be only too happy to invite my family to join them.
My main concern was that we might end up having to go up to the country hinterland to join the friends of my parents there. Fortunately they were going interstate to have Christmas with one of their own children; so there was no invitation to compete with that of Greg's parents and the day was arranged.
When the day came around it was interesting watching the families come together.
What struck me first of all was how similar all three mothers were. Greg's mum and her sister could have been twins, even though they were several years apart. The scary thing was my mother could equally have been twined with either of them; at least on a fraternal basis. Not only were they much the same height and shared the same youthful figure, their personalities were very similar too; friendly but a little reserved and completely lacking – like me – any wild streak. They even smiled the same way.
They say a man marries his mother. If I'm anything like mine then Greg and I might as well get married now.
The dads were both tall and skinny, but whereas mine is your typical passionate surfer and a passionate follower of footy and cricket both with a strange combination of a hippie background and the professional manner of the accountant he is, Greg is very much like his father; quiet and a little shy, but intelligent, sincere and friendly.
The third father was very different; both more solidly built and more confident vergin; on (if not actually going into) bombastic in his personality.
The kids in Greg's extended family shadowed their parents.
His 18 year old sister Jenna – just finished her HSC – was quiet and reserved by nature, pretty, slim figured and with small triangular shaped breasts. She was like a younger not fully ripened version of her mother.
The aunt's children were in a different league. In the case of the daughters you could see they were based on their father's genes. Quite attractive, they had their fathers more solid figure; more busty, curvy and overtly sexual than ran in my or Greg's immediate family. They were also more outgoing; not as bombastic as their father but I didn't doubt they'd been a handful as teenagers. Their younger brother had more of his mother in him and was superficially similar to Greg, but didn't seem as sweet or kind as Greg.
The families had agreed not to exchange presents, so each family had their own gift giving before they came to lunch. However, soon after we arrived Greg pulled me aside and gave me one he'd bought for me; a waterproof pocket digital camera with still picture and video mode together with a high capacity SD card. I loved it and as he'd pre-charged the battery immediately took it out to take photographs of the day.
Modesty prevents me telling you what I bought him but rest assured he loved that too.
Christmas lunch was had on long trestle tables set up on the back lawn facing the river; a glorious setting on a day when the weather was perfect for an outdoor lunch by the water. The food was plentiful and delicious and the hot weather encouraging somewhat of an overindulgence in drink for those who weren't the designated drivers.
After lunch everyone decided to go for a swim. The backyard of Greg's family's house ended in a sea wall that dropped down to a sandy beach on the river. A jetty extended from one corner out into the river, at the end of which was tied up an open inflatable outboard powered small boat. The beach itself shelved gradually into deeper water. With an incoming tide and no heavy rain for weeks to stir up silt, the river was crystal clear, the sandy bottom of the river being visible even in the deepest water at the end of the jetty.
The kids were all dressed in their swimmers in no time; indeed since most of the girls had come in bikinis under a skirt or dress and the boys with boardies as shorts, most were pre-dressed. The girls were all in string tie bikinis; although my pants, like those of Jenny's were low waisted pantie style without tie sides. There's something about this town that seems to encourage full breasted girl to choose undersized bikini tops; a trend followed by the Aunt's daughters.
All the guys except Greg had boardies on, whereas Greg wore one of my favourite of his many pairs of speedo like swimmers
As a pack the kids all ran down the end of the wharf and dived into the water; swimmingly around meaninglessly. The parents in their own time got changed and joined us in the water, where they splashed about for a bit before exiting to find somewhere nice inside the house to fall into their post Christmas lunch food coma.
That left four guys and four girls all around 20 so it wasn't surprising that the game quickly developed where the girls sit on the guys' shoulders and you joust with each other to tip the girls into the water.
I thought it would be amusing to have my new camera on my wrist running in video mode as we played the game. I found I could hold it between my thumb and forefinger to shoot without being too handicapped in my wrestles with the other girls; albeit while actually wrestling I mainly ended up with close up shots of bikini tops and shoulder skin.
For about five minutes we played the game conventionally. Then at a time I was locked in a struggle with Jenna and Phil I suddenly I heard Jenny let out a -
"Don't!"
Which was quickly followed by a squeal. Her sister had ripped her bikini top off and thrown it away. For a moment she wrestled on unperturbed before Zoe managed to topple her off Brad's shoulders and into the water. As I watched, Steve and Zoe then turned and started to make a bee line to where Jenna and I were still engaged in our match.
Ignored for a moment, Jenny came up behind Zoe and started pulling all the strings on her bikini, causing her previously tightly tied top to fly forward off her not insignificant breasts. Squealing and saying stop, Zoe was always one step behind trying to recapture each knot until Jenny managed to untie both pants knots too, leaving the pants in place only by virtue of being held on by Steve's shoulders.
Brad quickly picked up on what was going on to also pull Steve's board shorts down around his knees. Steve, suddenly rendered immobile by the entanglement around his knees toppled forward, throwing Zoe into the water, causing her pants to come away and float off with the tide.
From the first squeal Jenna and I had stopped actually trying to push each other off and the two of us with our partners just stood there balancing each other watching the scene unfold in front of us – my camera still running.
Zoe emerged naked from the forward dive she'd taken as Steve toppled face down, looked around and started moving in on Jenny while Steve was still lying in the water trying to pull his pants back up. By the time he'd finished, Zoe and Jenny were engaged in a spirited wrestle as Zoe kept making lunges for Jenny's bikini bottoms. Brad decided discretion was the better part of valour and kept out of the tussle between the sisters.
Steve had no such reservations, coming around behind Jenny and unchivalrously holding her with his arm wrapped around her naked breasts while Zoe slid her bikini bottoms off to the accompaniment of Jenny's squeals and none too persuasive cries of –
"Nooooo!"
As soon as Zoe had her pants off, Steve dropped Jenny and moved in on Brad looking to pay him back. The naked girls by now had lost any sense of team spirit and as Zoe and Steve wrestled with Brad and held him by the arms, Jenny actually applied herself enthusiastically and with little care (or maybe a great deal of care depending on how you look at it) as to where her hands went to the task of pulling his pants right off his legs. To compound his embarrassment, as Brad's body broke the surface with the force of Jenny's final pull it disclosed he'd grown a now fully exposed boner; Zoe had noticed it before it broke the surface and positioned herself to circle it with her fingers and hold it up with a squeal of –
"Hey everyone look at this."
Which produced merriment, jibes and clapping from the other three and a deeply blushed face on Brad.
Like a shark feeding frenzy the group then turned on the only one of the four still clothed and wrestled Steve's boardshorts off too; although by this stage I suspect Steve was enjoying himself in amongst the naked girls and being the least modest of our family offered only token resistance to the efforts of Jenny as she pulled his pants off his legs too while he was held by Brad and Zoe.
Jenna and I and our mounts had been happy enough to laugh along with the others at the game so far; although in the back of my mind I guessed we weren't going to remain spectators for long. I looked at Jenna.
"Are they going to come for us too?"
"I don't know about Brad and Steve, but I know Zoe and Jenny are going to come for Phil and me."
Already Greg and Phil were backing slowly off into the deeper water as the four others started wading menacingly towards us. Still mounted with girls on the boy's shoulders, we were sitting ducks. Greg called for me to hold my breath as he fell backward, allowing me to float off his shoulders and placing me furthest from the action about to occur; in water deep enough I couldn't touch the bottom. So while treading water I decided the best thing I could do was just keep filming.
Phil and Jenna were caught with her still mounted on his shoulder. Zoe and Jenny moved around behind them and started undoing all Jenna's bikini string ties, Jenna not having enough hands to resist them and always being one step behind in trying to recapture whichever knot had just been pulled. They pulled her top completely off before trying to upend her off Phil; but Phil had been holding her by the feet. When he started to defend himself against the actions of Brad and Steve in going for his pants, he did so with an elbow still hooked around one of her ankles.
So instead of a clean backward flip, Jenna was momentarily left upside down along Phil's back, head curled forward to keep her face above the water, exposed breasts wobbling up and down near the waterline, her pants resting limply on Phil's shoulders instead of around her crutch and one leg over his shoulder and one leg askew until her leg finally freed itself letting her spear vertically head first towards the bottom. When she put her arms down to break the fall it left her briefly in a handstand position with her crutch still clear of the water, before she final capsized and fully immersed herself. This inelegant slow motion dismount gave everyone a long clear look at Jenna's wiry, honey blond rug of pubic hair shaved neatly to the bikini line; in contrast to her cousins' landing strip and Brazilian. At least the hair hid some of the more intimate details of her anatomy, which even as it was could be view in some gynaecological detail.
Phil in turn had been caught by my brothers with Jenna still on his shoulders, so was easy prey for Brad and Steve and they pulled his boardies down his legs, losing them completely as the boys inverted him legs and lower torso in the air, head under water, after Jenna was off.
By now, amongst all the squeals, laughter and token resistance the whole thing had developed an inevitable "you're all losing your swimmers" atmosphere which made it hard to know what to do.
Greg was standing between me and the group. If he moved it left me as next in line, so he could do little but stand his ground. I knew I could have just swam out of reach and maybe even come back in further up the beach and exited the water; but it seemed something of a wet-blanket thing to do.
I thought it would be my brothers that made the first move on Greg, but it was actually his female cousins. Jenny held him from behind with an arm around his chest, while Zoe stood in front of him as she tried to undo his swimmers. Since both the girls were standing neck deep they weren't exactly in a position to exert much force against Greg. But I think like me he'd decided it was best just to let it happen and in any case it wasn't in his nature to put up forceful resistance against the girls, so Greg sort of passively accepted his fate.
Because they were only just tall enough to keep their heads out of the water, the girls of necessity had to stand very close to Greg; Jenny behind maintaining a token hold with what looked to me as though she had the full length of her body in contact with him. Zoe jiggling around in front was trying to get his swimmers down. I could see the largish breasts of both of them were dancing up and down on Greg's back and chest as the girls moved around a bit with the occasional wave or in the case of Zoe, just as she went about her task. And I was fairly sure there was a lot more contact that that happening under the water. I actually found it a bit confronting to see Greg sandwiched between two naked girls in this way even if they were his cousins.
Of course speedos are a lot harder to get off in that situation, since you need to undo and then actually loosen the waist tie before then can be persuaded to come down. Zoe seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time fumbling with his waist tie, the deep water forcing her to stand right up next to him jiggling about and holding her chin up under his just so her hands were able to reach to his waist. Finally I saw movements suggesting she was trying to ease his pants down his legs as far as she could without putting her face in the water. Then she inverted herself; her bare arse under Greg face, the back of her legs lying along the surface of the water, the whole lot moving about as she struggled with the pants. Coming up for air, she completed her tusk with a final duck dive, finally resurfacing with the pants held triumphantly aloft to loud applause from everyone else, before flicking the swimmers toward the shore. Once he was naked, the whole group grabbed Greg, lifted him horizontally over their head for a moment to make sure he was adequately exposed and cast him shoreward to remove the last barrier between me and the group.
As soon as Zoe disposed of Greg's swimmers and had a good perve at his body as the others lifted him up, she started swimming out to me. As he resurfaced, Greg looked at me for some signal as to what he should do. With a wave I indicated I too was willing to just go with it. When she reached me she grabbed a hand and started dragging me back to the waiting throng now standing in a line in chest deep water. Clearly I could have just swam away, but instead I used my free arm to do a one sided breast stroke assisting the process back to the shallower water.
Suddenly a multitude of hands were all over me. My bikini top quickly disappeared and I last glimpsed it arching towards the beach. Then I was lifted completely out of the water crowd surfing over the heads of Jenny, Zoe, Brad and Steve while Phil pulled my bikini pants down my legs, before I was toppled head first back into the water near where Greg still floated. Although more reserved than his sisters, I suspected the fact I was the only unrelated female in the group gave Phil special interest in being the one to claim my pants.
I'd kept the camera running throughout the whole exercise. Until Zoe had come for me I'd even managed to mostly point it in the right direction; although while treading water I often had it immersed. Once I was the victim I rather lost focus on where it was pointing even though just to keep it safe I'd continued to hold it between my thumb and forefinger; but I did sense someone turning my wrist with the object of ensuring I was filming a selfie of my own undressing somewhere in amongst the groping that had accompanied it. It was only that awareness that reminded me to turn the camera off as I came back to the surface afterwards
I wasn't really sure what was expected to follow this mass stripping. Nakedness – except with Greg – is not my thing. While I was still in deep water I wasn't too worried. Although it would have been unthinkable two months ago, I could now even tolerate the thought of my breasts being exposed to this group; brothers notwithstanding. But I was keen to get my bikini pants back on as soon as I could and with as little additional exposure as possible. In part watching the cousins' bikini parts drift rapidly away with the tide and in part my own discomfort with nakedness had caused me to be hyper-aware of where my bikini parts had ended up as they were displayed and thrown around by my strippers. I also had a fair idea where Greg's pants had landed.
I managed to whisper to Greg –
"Does this happen every year?".
"No, only when you and your brothers are here".
"What do we do now?"
"I don't know I've never been in this situation before; get dressed again I suppose"
And yet it just didn't seem that simple. My brothers and the female cousins seemed in no hurry to get dressed again; they didn't even seem too concerned by the fate of their swimmers. I'm quite happy to think independently and act on my own in a group situation if I think something is important. Two months ago my present nakedness would have been in that category. Now for all my discomfort, it no longer seemed important enough to once again be the wet blanket amongst other people's fun. Still I had a strong desire to at least get my bottoms back on.
As I was talking to Greg, I looked down through the water to see if he was aroused by the situation. I can't say I was unaffected by it; especially standing next to Greg as I was. When I saw he wasn't I think I may even have been a little disappointed. Until now I'd had absolutely nothing to compare Greg against. Seeing Brad aroused had given me the impression Greg fared more than flatteringly well by comparison. Of course maybe Brad's wasn't full on, but it looked it, especially in the way it reacted to Zoe's provocation.
Given how jealous I'd been about my brothers' active sex lives compared to my virginal status – even if it was self-imposed – I think I almost would have like to point it out to my brothers and say –
"Hey, mine's bigger than yours!"
Which really just shows again how possessive I felt about it.
As the youngest, Jenna - bless her heart - broke the 'what to do now' ice by diving down to collect her pants from where she'd seen them sink; her cute naked small pale skinned bum breaking the surface momentarily as she started the dive. Then she quickly tied them back on. Her top, having been padded, had stayed on the surface and was thus more vulnerable to the tidal flow. It had gone missing. Jenna's action let Greg breaststroke up to the shallow water where both our pants had landed near each other and retrieve them. He couldn't see my top; although I was aware it was safely lying in a lump on top of the sea wall
Ignoring the actions of Jenna, Greg and myself, my brothers and Greg's cousins undertook a token search for their swimwear, threw what bits they found onto the beach and simply went back to playing the jousting game the whole thing had started with; now naked. Although Jenna was a bit concerned about her missing top, Phil even persuaded her to join in too – while he joined the rest in not bothering to re-dress. As she prepared to mount Phil I noticed Jenna put a double knot in her bikini bottom ties.



By my count all the other girls were missing their tops and Zoe was missing her pants too. I mentioned this to Greg and he asked me whether I was alright to be left alone for a moment. When I agreed he slipped out to his inflatable tied up at the end of the jetty, started it up and motored slowly upriver along the bank; his actions seemingly unnoticed by the rest of the group now re-immersed in their game.
Five minutes later he motored quietly back and tied up at the end of the jetty. Without a top I didn't want to get out of the water and walk along the jetty so I swam out to the inflatable and after he'd turned off the motor pulled myself partly over the side to see what he was up to. There in the bottom of the boat were three bikini tops. With an incoming tide and a light breeze blowing toward the shore, the padded tops had simply drifted upriver until the wind caused them to be snagged on some shoreline feature; so they'd been easy to find.
By now the other six had tired of their game and were talking while sitting in a circle in the waist deep shallows just as naked as before. Confirming a suspicion that had already started to form in my mind as I'd watched them over lunch, Jenny was sitting on Brad's lap; snuggled up to his body with an arm around his shoulder. Zoe was also sitting across Steve's lap but the posture was more uncommitted. Each of them were leaning back on their own arms so the contact was limited to Zoe's bare bum on Steve's upper thighs; although with Zoe's naked crutch exposed to him. Phil and Jenna completed the circle sitting apart.
My dad was a bit older than mum and as a 17 year old had actually attended the Nimbin Festival in the early 70's. In the family album were numerous photos from that festival showing dozens of naked hippie looking teenagers drying out after having a swim in the local creek. The scene on the beach reminded me somewhat of that and I couldn't help but take a photo to complete the circle on the generations.
I was still a bit torn as to what to do. One option was clearly just for me and Greg to go and join the rest; me still topless. The other was for us to make a point of bringing back the lost bikini parts, maybe being the party pooper who breaks up the whole scene. Or I could ignore their clothing, but just put my own bikini top back on before joining them; leaving me the only fully dressed female. I was just about to ask Greg what he thought when he took a massive dive off the boat into the deep water upstream of the end of the jetty; re-emerging a few seconds later with Zoe's bikini bottoms which he tossed onto the pile of other bikini parts already there. "I saw them as I was heading out to the boat"
Greg sort of made the decision for me of what to do
"Will we go and join the others?"
"What will we do with those?" I asked pointing to the pile of clothing.
"Leave them. They're not in any hurry to get dressed and they're safe for now. I'll tell Jenna her top is there if she wants it. Do you want me to get your top from the sea wall?"
I thought for a second and took for me what was a very brave decision; especially given my brothers were there.
"No leave them; actually can you drop them down onto the beach with the rest of the clothing so I can get them quickly if I need to"
So I swam back to the beach and joined the circle while Greg walked along the jetty, tossed my top onto the pile already on the beach, came up to the circle and whispered something in Jenna's ear and came and sat next to me. As I'd walked up to the group there was one thing I'd been curious about and had made a point of observing before I sat down and the answer was lost in the reflection of the water. I could see Steve's manhood floating flaccid next to Zoe's thigh. Brad's was under Jenny thigh; a visible short length of rigid base indicating her weight was holding down his boner.
I have never in my life sat around in a group topless before this; the presence of my brothers making it even more fraught. But a bit like Greg had described dealing with his arousal on the first day we'd met, I was determined not to make my discomfort obvious by hunching over as if I could hide things. So instead I probably did the opposite – thrusting them out with my shoulders held back. If they were going to be on display I wanted them looking as good as possible; especially with Zoe and Jenny as competition. After a while I repositioned myself on Greg's lap, supporting myself with an arm around his shoulder.
As we talked it was interesting following everyone's eyes. All the guys seemed obsessed with looking at the boobs; rarely not being caught without their eyes focused on somebody's. Whenever talking to any of the girls – including me – Steve's eyes always drifted down to their breasts. Otherwise he seemed obsessed with Zoe's which were just under his line of vision; although I did notice her crutch attract his attention a bit too. Because Jenny's were too close to be viewed without looking directly downward, it seemed to be Jenna's and Zoe's that mainly captured Brad's attention. Phil seemed fascinated by mine, although Jenna's also came in for a good perve from him.
It was harder for me to monitor where Greg was looking. I caught him looking down at mine quite a lot and apart from that Jenny's seemed to attract his eye too.
The girls weren't immune to a bit of looking either even if their views were distorted by reflections from the water's surface. Zoe quite blatantly kept a close eye on Steve's member while I suspect Jenna was getting her first exposure to male nakedness and since Phil's was the most visible to her it seemed difficult for her to pull her eyes away from it.
From time to time a boat would motor past. I had my back to the river but occasionally you could hear the engine revs drop as the occupants took a second look at the group of topless women sitting in the water. Jenny and Zoe as the ones facing seaward weren't immune to waving at them and when they suddenly both stuck their breasts out I guessed they were even willing to pose for a photograph. I was just glad I was facing the other way; as I suspect was Jenna.
In time the group started to break up. Jenna slid into the water and swam out to the boat, lifted herself far enough over the side to collect her bikini top, put it on and disappeared up the stairs to the house; bringing the rest of the swimmers and adding them to the beach pile as she did.
Shortly afterwards Jenny gave Brad a kiss and launched herself off his lap in a seaward dive, leaving him the need to quickly follow if his boner wasn't going to be left exposed; the bare white cheeks of his bum gliding past me as he left. That gave me a chance to ask Greg to get me my top and I put it on before we also made a retreat to the house where we got a drink, found the parents ensconced in the air conditioning it offered and settled on more comfortable chairs in the back yard; joining Jenna and Phil who were now both there dressed in swimmers.
Before I sat down I had a quick look over the sea wall. Brad and Jenny had disappeared. At first I thought Steve and Zoe had too; but then I noticed them tucked right up against the sea wall immediately below, passionately kissing. Zoe had her legs spread wide and they each had their hands intimately in the other's crutches. Even with Zoe's hand wrapped around it I could see that Greg's family were much better hung then mine. For just a nano-second I was tempted to call out something along the lines of –
"You call that an erection."
But having amused myself with the thought, I retreated unnoticed back to join the others on the chairs.
I was sitting talking to them when my eye was caught by a very strange wave pattern radiating out in a circular pattern from under the far end of the jetty. As I watched the hidden centre of the circle seemed to move to the down-tide side of the jetty until the figures of Brad and Jenny suddenly came into view; his face over her breast, the rhythmic movement of his body and the matching response from hers leaving absolutely no doubt about what was happening below the surface. As I watched, Brad caught sight of me and the couple bounced back under the jetty again leaving me feeling a slightly mixed combination of bemused and grossed out at seeing my brother full on making out with someone like that.
Half an hour later and all the kids were dressed in their swimmers and back sitting on chairs on the lawn. Whether Steve and Brad knew what each had been up to, I don't know; a crumbling old stone jetty which went part of the way out under the new timber one might have blocked their respective views. Brad of course had seen me see him, but the rest were probably oblivious to the fact my two brothers had just been nailed by Greg's two cousins (and I'm pretty sure I've put that the right way round).
An hour and a few more drinks later and the day was over; Greg staying at his place as I went home and thus leaving us without sex for the first whole day since our second encounter; my brothers had done better than I had, but I was willing to concede this single day to them.
I was really keen to play back my film of the afternoon. I had a quick look on the camera itself, but the small screen reduces the impact of it somewhat, so we needed to get some private time at Greg's place to set it up on his computer or TV. When we did get to watch it, its effect was immediate. What I hadn't noticed and only became evident after we played back the film was that Brad had spent much of the first half of the game feeling up Jenny's crutch with the fingers of his hands as he pinned her thighs to his shoulders; which, with Jenny fondling his crutch as she pulled his pants probably explained the boner he showed when he was stripped. Once the undressing started there was something about the raging hormones on display that was an instant turn on for both of us.
By half way through both our crutches were exposed to the stimulation of the hand of the other. For some reason my arousal surged when I found that, in treading water, I'd been filming under the surface as Greg was undressed by Zoe, so I had detailed film of my boyfriend in very intimate sandwiched body contact with two busty women. I even saw Zoe take a moment to study Greg as she dived down to slip his swimmers down his legs.
Why it was so arousing to me (other than to anger) I'm not sure, but just bringing the picture to mind was for a long time after enough to get me quite randy; a bit like the effect of my dream about the threesome with Kate. I had suspected from the outset that Greg had been the object of some sexual curiosity from his cousins, and that just confirmed my suspicions.
Seeing Greg then picked up naked – everything on display – and thrown back into the water had an equally powerful effect. What I also hadn't realised until I watch the film was just how early in my own undressing someone had taken control of the direction in which the camera was pointed. I saw Zoe undo my bikini top strings and pull the top off, then for a moment the camera pointed skywards before it was redirected down the length of my body from over my shoulder; my breasts, stomach and crutch - all surrounded by a multitude of the fingers and hands holding me up - framing Phil as he pulled my pants down my legs; his eyes unfailingly focused on my crutch as he did. What was more interesting – because I hadn't realised I was doing it – was the way I was moving my hips up and down as my pants were pulled. I might just have been trying to get them off quickly and myself back in the water as soon as possible, but whatever it was, it set my breasts wobbling and looked like I was sexually thrusting in the process.
Even my landing back in the water was an interesting bit of filming as my naked body could be seen emerging underwater through the stream of bubbles generated by my entry.
The last two bits had been particularly provocative for Greg and I think he was just about ready to burst by the time they played through.
The moment the film was finished we attacked each other with a vengeance stripping off the last vestiges of the others clothing and enjoying wild passionate sex on the floor in front of the TV.
But the film had another effect. It made me feel good about my body. Greg might have found the last two scenes very arousing, but for good reason. I too thought the naked girl in them was pretty hot property.
As was now obvious, that was the start of a month long relationship between Brad and Jenny. Brad was a lot less shy than I had been and Jenny had her first night over within the week. He was a lot less shy after he went to bed too. Half an hour after we retired to my room Greg and I could hear Brad's bed start up a constant monotonous metallic squeak. A few minutes later we could hear Brad panting and groaning; the eventual moment of his orgasm coming through loud and clear. As I cuddled up to Greg beside me – getting more and more aroused by the sounds coming through – I wondered if there wasn't something slightly incestuous about my brother hammering my boyfriend's cousin.
Apart from a few feminine little groans, Jenny had been relatively quiet during all this, but shortly after Brad came we heard the unmistakable sounds of her rising excitement too. Whether she came or not was ambiguous as the noises sort of petered out without any definitive climax.
About 2 in the morning we were woken by them doing the same thing
And then as quickly as the relationship started, and after more than a few disturbed nights' sleep for the rest of the family, it petered out and Jenny disappeared from our family's view; for a few weeks at least.
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Foreword
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
Generally, the intended meaning will be clear from the context if you don't cling too tightly to your usual usage.
Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
Story
Being freed from the restrictions of using a condom certainly offered some interesting variations on our sexual routines.
The first time this became evident was when we were doing our morning swim one day. I was swimming along at my own pace when I felt something touch my feet. Like any Australian, for a nano-second the word shark leapt in to my brain. Then almost instantly I noticed it was a very gentle shark if that's what it was.
Recognising it was Greg grabbing my foot just triggered another auto response of any Australian girl with older brothers; lift your head out of the water because when you get suddenly dragged backwards you get water up your nose! Greg was gentler than that and simply slowed my forward progress as his upper body initially slid over the top of my legs.
Since we usually just left each other to swim in peace, it didn't immediately occur to me what he had in mind. When he had his outstretched hands around my waist, he lowered his feet to the ground and brought me upright too. With my legs by then either side of him, my crutch slid initially down his lower chest and stomach as I came upright. As it reached his groin his intentions became obvious. I could feel through my crutch that he was massively aroused. As I continued standing up, my crutch collected his erection and pushed it down between my legs. By the time my feet touched the bottom, my back was pressed against his front and his cock was throbbing against my clit trying to push itself back to a vertical position; the swimmer encased head of it projecting out from between my legs.
"What got you so suddenly excited?" I playfully asked as I put by arms behind me and grabbed his bum cheeks, rubbing myself seductively up and down along his body as I did; his shaft moving arousingly against my clit in the process. My whole groin was already warming to the feel of Greg's erection between my legs.
"Sorry, I couldn't resist watching your cute little bum as I was swimming behind you and it sort of got me all excited."
"And why is that anything to apologise about; don't you think I like swimming in your wake too? Do you often get excited following me when you're swimming?"
"I'm not admitting to anything, but if I was; maybe."
"And this is the first time you've done anything about it?"
"I usually think of it as resistance training."
"What, resistance to me or extra resistance through the water?"
"A bit of both."
"Well you're going to have to give up the resistance to me bit."
By now his hands had moved up under my bikini top and were teasing up my nipples, his mouth kissing my neck. My body wanted him. With one hand down between our bodies holding his shaft out horizontal, I slid off his shaft, turned in his arms to face him, exposed him and slid back over the top of his shaft by pushing his erection back horizontally between my legs. Then I kissed him. I liked being taken by Greg; having the sense that he wanted me sexually and was willing to act on that desire. He was usually more cautious in his approach; relying on well known routines or testing every step for my reaction before moving forward again. As I kissed him I continued to rub myself against his shaft.
Greg broke our kiss and my grip on him when he again put his hands on my hips and elevated my bum; bringing me to a position where I was floating on my back, his head between my legs and his hands supporting my bum. He started nuzzling my crutch causing a surge in my arousal.
I felt him transfer the support of my lower body on to his shoulders and his hands separated from my bum cheeks. Then I felt both strings ties on my bikini bottom being pulled and its material being removed from my crutch. I'd barely had time to hope that Greg kept the bikini safe to let me get back out of the water before the feeling of his tongue on my clit abruptly refocused my attention.
As I floated there letting the waves lap over my breasts to add further stimulation to my nipples and enjoying the pleasures Greg was bringing me, my mind wandered back to our first day and the fantasies I'd had while floating on my back having my hair rinsed. Now it was real, now the pleasure building between my legs was physical not mental. I knew I'd shortly have that shaft that had so fascinated me that first day inside me.
Just as my climax hit, I pushed myself down along Greg's body making it clear I wanted him inside me as soon as possible. Coming upright as I slid down, the tip of his shaft came up against my crutch. A slight wiggle on my part and I had him lined up and in, pushing my weight down on it to bury it deeply. I was just in time for the last of my contractions to bear on his shaft, some light thrusting by me drawing the orgasm out pleasurably.
Then gripping Greg between my legs I let him loose to find his own pleasure in my body, the sound of his orgasm clearly announcing the measure of his success.
The second time was shortly after that.
Neither Greg nor I were really serious surfers; but we'd both had some exposure to it.
With Greg's heavy involvement with lifesaving you'd think he would have got more involved, but it doesn't really work that way. Never the less he'd acquired a mini-mal some years ago that he used occasionally but never really mastered. My father had given me a short board for one Christmas and even though dad had given me lessons on it, like Greg, I'd used it a few times since but never really got the hang of the whole thing.
A heavy swell moving up from the South had got the point working well – much to the delight of dad and my brothers, but on this particular day also was generating a nice rolling break at the nursery area – just the sort Greg and I found attractive for a bit of practice.
So after our swim, instead of going for a run, we each retrieved our surfboards. Fortunately the storm down South which had generated the swell on this day had not made it this far North, so the weather continued hot and sunny and the water was crystal clear. When we reconvened on the beach ready for a surf, Greg was wearing his boardies (board shorts) and I just a bikini.
We paddled out and started our somewhat comic routine of trying to catch waves and then stand up. Fortunately we had the nursery area to ourselves so at least we didn't have to worry about running in to other people. We each managed one or two waves where we got a reasonable ride, but for the most part the routine was more a case of paddle on to the wave, try and stand up and then fall off before paddling back out again. Off in the distance I could see dad and my brothers among those riding the point and at one stage dad had even noticed me out and give me a big wave and hands above the head clapping; indicating in his own dad daggy way his approval of my being out and giving it a go.
After yet another inelegant fall, I paddled back out and glided into a position alongside Greg who was waiting for another suitable wave just beyond the break zone. Greg was facing seaward watching the wave, whereas I came to a stop facing shoreward; in the opposite direction. I may have been starting to get bored with the surfing, but whatever the cause, as I drifted to a stop alongside him seeing his gorgeous body perched upright on his board like that caused a sudden surge of desire in my loins. As I came within reach I put my hand on his thigh to anchor myself next to him. To engage him in conversation I think I might have asked him how many good waves he'd had or some other such trivial question; it didn't really matter I just wanted a reason to keep him next to me.
After a minute or two, without any warning, I slid my hand up the leg of his boardies and fondled his cock. I must have caught him by surprise, because he was entirely flaccid when my hand wrapped itself around him; nearly but not quite able to encase it lightly in my palm. Almost instantly that changed as it engorged; pushing apart my fingers and growing out from between my thumb and forefinger like some fast motion shot of a sapling bursting out of the ground and growing in to a tree before your eyes. I loved the feel of Greg growing in my hand and when I got to, I loved watching it just as much. And yet it was a rare treat. Usually by the time I got him undressed enough to get a hand down his pants or see what was happening he was already pretty big. The feeling of him growing like that aroused me strongly; my own body responding in synch with his preparing itself for his arrival.
I leant in to kiss him; or at least tried too – since my small board didn't quite float my weight and I couldn't get my mouth as high as Greg's. Greg bent down and our mouths meet and our tongues fondled each other before penetrating each other's mouth.
Greg had put a balancing hand on my thigh as he bent down. Now it slid up to my crutch moving gently against it and bringing out a throbbing intensity in my clit as our kiss intensified. Greg's board – being larger – was much more stable than mine, so Greg could afford to put his other hand gently around my neck holding us together while we kissed and fondled each other; whereas I need to use my other hand to hold on for grim death to my board to stop from rolling off.
After just a short while like this, Greg's fingers rolled over the top of my bikini bottom to gain direct access to my now very needy clit. Even in the salty cool ocean, the sensuous touch of his finger sent a shiver of pleasure through me as it slid along the length of my slot between the board and my crutch before exploring the all too ready opening to my tunnel while the back of his thumb gently massaged my clit. In and out he pushed the finger, each push going just a little bit deeper; pushing harder against the front wall while with each movement his thumb moved smoothly and now firmly against the throbbing nub. As my breathing quickened he removed his fingers to the place where his thumb had been, expertly caressing, rubbing and teasing the most immediate cause of my building climax. Almost involuntarily I started rocking my crutch in sync to Greg's fingers causing a slap, slap, slapping noise as the water washed between my stomach and my board as we both rose and fell with the passing below us of each unbroken wave.
With my father not really all that far away, I tried to suppress my usual vocalisation as I came; instead directing the pleasure back down through my crutch as my knees tightened against the side of my board and my hand held a death grip on Greg's cock. Feeling an irresistible need to bend over double with the pleasure of the contractions rampaging through my groin, I broke away from Greg's mouth and bent in towards my board. But all I succeeded in doing was losing my balance. So I ended up rolling off my board in to the water; my mind all the time totally focused on maintaining the momentum of my orgasmic waves. Since I remained firmly anchored to Greg by the hand I had up the leg of his boardies and around his shaft, I succeeded in pulling him off his board too.
Once he was in the water, Greg wrapped his arms under my armpits and held each side of my board with his hands; sandwiching me between him and my board. I felt his hand slide down between our bodies, releasing the press stud securing the waist of his boardies and stripping apart the Velcro closing the fly. The head of his naked shaft was pressed up against the crutch of my bikini; knocking on the door of my tunnel seeking entry with an urgency that communicated itself in every aspect of the contact between our bodies. His desperate need for me excited me; I wanted him in me. I wanted his body thrusting against me and I wanted it as urgently as he did.
With one hand I reached down and pulled aside the crutch of my bikini bottom and guided his shaft into my waiting pussy while I wrapped the other around the back of his head and pulled him in to a kiss. As he entered me, we each pushed our bodies to deepen the penetration; my hand now wrapped around his bum cheek to encourage him to satisfy himself; to take me with all the passion he was feeling.
Greg started thrusting; low slow and deep at first, then with increasing intensity until his eyes acquired that glazed over look that indicated he was about to come. His body tensed and the cool water was suddenly filled with the warmth of the seed pumping out of his body as he let forth a deep satisfying groan.
As my senses started to be able to focus on things other than my loins, I could feel that Greg's boardies were no longer anywhere on his legs and I thought they might have slipped off and floated away while we were concentrating on other things. Greg knew better. Although they had floated down his legs, they were captured by the leg rope still attaching his ankle to his board; so at least we didn't have to go duck diving for them to retrieve them from the bottom if Greg wasn't to do a nudie run up the beach.
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New Year's Eve has never been my favourite time of year. Always I'm confronted by the question of whether I should go out to a party and try and pretend I was having a good time while trying to look inconspicuous hanging around in the kitchen, trying to doge the drunks and creeps and somehow hoping someone reasonably sober and nice might come and talk to me or just accept reality and stay at home on a night when every self-respecting person my age was out. Usually I surrendered to the reality of my boringness and stayed at home.
This year was different. While we'd received a couple of party invitations from friends of Greg, he and I both had other plans for the night together, so could decline them with a sense of purpose rather than defeat.
Instead we just stayed at my family's holiday house watching TV and then wandered down the path to the beach a little before midnight to watch the fireworks that were being set off down the main end of the town beach. We'd been finding places to have sex on this beach for six weeks now so knew every likely nook and cranny. What we wanted for tonight was somewhere closer to the midnight fireworks which were happening down the main town end of the beach while still being far enough away that the crowds wouldn't have overrun it. We set off having a pretty good idea where that spot was.
As we walked I held the arm of Greg closest to me wrapped in both of mine; leaving its hand resting in contact with my crutch, our hips and thighs sliding sensuously past each other with each step. As we walked and chatted Greg -- as I'd intended him to - turned his hand fingers in and under the hem of my dress where he played provocatively with the material of my bikini bottom lighting up every point of sensitivity in the skin underneath.
While he had a head start from the effect of my bikini fetish, Greg seemed to have a natural instinct which told him how to have maximum effect on me while he did this. His fingers gently zig zagged down the front of my pubis, across my mons, rimmed the leg hem of my bikini bottoms, glided along the very edge of each labia and generally touched up everything that was possibly capable of reacting to his touch.
In his other hand he held one of my bags with a single towel for us to sit on, a radio to listen to the New year broadcast and a bottle of champagne with two glasses.
The spot we had in mind was as quiet as we'd thought it would be. Just far enough from the main part of the beach to be separate from the crowds, it was a sand hill where the seaward side was covered in that low dune scrub Councils seem to use to bind them together -- so a very unattractive place for the general public to find a grandstand seat, while the back of it was accessed from a valley between dunes and was just clear sand. From the top we'd have a perfect view of the fireworks and a comfortable seat.
By the time we'd arrived our passions were up. No sooner had Greg sat on the towel on the ground than I was sitting across his lap, our tongues jousting with each other, his hand up my dress and mine wrapped around his naked erect shaft -- the top button and Velcro zipper of his board shorts quickly surrendering to my frantic tugging.
The dress I had on was a favourite of both mine and Greg's. A Roxy beach dress, it had a halter neck with skimpy triangle tops and a comfortably loose lightweight stretch knit bodice that never the less followed the curves of my body. It presented a minimal obstruction to Greg's hands as they explored every inch of the flesh underneath. As his hand moved up to play with a breast, the bodice of the dress followed, encouraging him just to flip the whole thing over my head and leaving me naked except for my bikini bottoms; and they fairly quickly had a hand down the front of them alternatively slopping up the juices from my pussy and using them to make me all slimy and sensitive while playing with my clit. I was almost surprised I still had the presence of mind to pull his T shirt off his body; much as I preferred to have sex with Greg while he was naked, my passions were almost getting to the point where you start to lose focus on such details.
We'd already decided we wanted to see in the new year 'in colitis' so to speak; crazy I know -- the sort of thing only young lovers would even think to do. But it somehow seemed an appropriate metaphor for all we had and hoped to experience through these holidays. There was just one little thing bothering me as the radio Greg bought told us the time was approaching when we really should be stepping thing up a level to fulfil our intention.
"Who gets to watch the fireworks?"
"Both of us" was all it took for Greg to otherwise answer by his actions.
Lifting me up off his lap he sort of tossed me over into a hands and knees stance facing down towards the main part of the beach where the fireworks would be. Then, bringing himself up onto his knees between my legs, his hand were instantly back over my thigh and down the front of my pants again where he continued to extract a stream of pleasurable moans from me as he played with my clit even as he bent over and tenderly kissed the skin of my back.
OK, so that was the obvious answer to my question and it just showed how much we were still learning this game of sex that I hadn't thought of it, nor even done it doggy style before. Still I preferred having sex with Greg face to face; but for one night I figured I could compromise.
His erection was pushing into my bum crack, folding my bikini bottoms into it in the process. I put my hands between my legs, grabbed the base of his shaft and bent it down to come between my legs and along the valley of my slot; only Greg's fingers stopping it from pushing hard up against my clit. One at a time Greg pulled the side tie knots of my bikini bottoms until they fell off me and draped themselves across the length of Greg's shaft. Pulling them aside Greg bought his erection into direct contact with my clit; moving himself back and forwards to stimulate it.
The radio told us it was only a few minutes to midnight. I grabbed Greg's shaft and guided it into the entrance to my body; it was time to make sure we straddled the New Year with our love making. At first he was slow and deliberate; pushing himself deeply into me with every stroke. And then as the clock struck midnight and the first firework left a stream of light as it flew skywards, his pattern changed. As the firework exploded into my eyes, Greg slammed himself into me (or at least as much of a slam as Greg's concern about hurting me would allow him). His love making kept time to the fireworks and music from the radio -- which even in this small town ran a specially designed synchronised 'accompaniment' to the fireworks; all the while his fingers till playing with my clit.
It wasn't that long before what must have been a particularly large firework streaked upwards, cascades of light falling from it as it went, Greg's shaft starting to push into me, almost following its path and timing. It exploded, its light filling the sky and almost hurting my eyes, Greg accelerated his thrust and slammed me again as it did. Then as the noise of it hit us, I felt a feeling in my stomach - that funny rumbling feeling that a loud bass noise induces -- which instantly caused my climax to break upon me; a wow climax if ever there was one. I contracted hard on Greg, my arms folded under me and I went down face on the ground, bum still up as my body instinctively sought to draw every ounce of pleasure from it and the now hurried almost desperate thrusts Greg hit me with as he looked for his own climax.
As he draped himself over my back and nuzzled my ear, he whispered --
"Happy New Year beautiful, and may we enjoy many more like it together."
I fought back a tear as the full significance of his words hit me. It was a wish that had a future; a wish that reaffirmed the love he expressed for me was, in his mind, something more than a brief sex filled fling with an out of towner. I know, I knew Greg well enough to be confident of that already; but it's still nice to have it said in words.
Now I know why I prefer making love face to face. Awkwardly, in a single action I pulled him out of me by swaying forward, rose upright on my knees, turned around to face him, straddled the still impressive residue of his erection between my legs, put my arms around him and hugged him tightly and as I kissed him replied --
"I hope it's many, many more."
Then even as his cum oozed out of me I put a hand between my legs and reinserted him, contracting on him to see if I could induce it to a prolonged firmness.
Pulling his mouth away from my kiss, Greg blurted out --
"Karen, I think I can safely say this is the best New Year's Eve I've ever had, and it's not just because of the sex. It's the first one I can think of where I'm exactly where I want to be; not just at some boring party and not at home wishing I had somewhere better to go. I'm with the person I really want to be with."
Why does Greg get to say all the best lines first? He'd stolen the thought straight out of my brain. That's the trouble; we're too much alike. One part of me was ready to fall into a blubbering tearful mess, another was tempted to engage in the bantering with each other that we like to do with a reply something like --
"I donno. Maybe it might have been better to go to that party Kate was trying to drag us along to."
[# Australian slang for "I don't know"]
But there a time and place for banter and this wasn't it. All I could come back with was --
"You took the words out of my mouth. Thanks for sharing it with me and thanks for just being you."
And then I kissed him again.
It seemed too early and too much of a come down to just walk home again already. Greg asked me if I'd get the champagne and glasses from the bag while he enlarged a depression in the sand into a sort of lounge where we could sit with our backs and heads resting comfortably against the edge of it while spreading our legs out in front of us. There we sat naked on the towel, drinking our champagne and chatting, his arm around me as I snuggled into his chest.
It was probably about an hour later during a break in the conversation as we both just sat there contemplating the stars that I apparently fell asleep. All I remember is that I had my head against his chest enjoying the sensation of its rise and fall with his breathing when I remember feeling a little drowsy. As Greg described it I suddenly just slumped across the front of his chest. He eased me back into a more comfortable position leaning against him and for a while sat there with his arm around me waiting for me to wake up again; except that he too then fell asleep.
So there we lay; naked lovers sleeping wrapped together by Greg's arm on a public beach. About 2 am Greg woke up again and, realising the hour, thought we'd better get home. Extracting himself from under me, he got dressed and then bent over me whispering into my ear.
"Karen would you like me to carry you home?"
Words can have magical effects; especially when you're half awake. Those words carried me back to my early adolescence; words whispered by my father to his not quite fully adult daughter as he carried me almost sleeping from the car to my bed after a long late night's drive. They were words that brought back a sense of safety and security; of being in the embrace of a loving family; of the impending drawing to a close of my childhood. They were words associated with perhaps the last truly intimate -- in the most innocent meaning of that word -- contact between me and my father before my own physical and emotional development made such contact embarrassing and therefore unthinkable.
They even brought back a memory of the last time I'd slipped my hand into that of my father's as we walked through a strange crowded place; that feeling of comfort as he gently squeezed it and folded it in his grasp. I was 13 or 14 at the time, but that particular moment has never left me.
I opened my eyes to see the person who has taken over those feelings. I suppose there is a time after adolescence when you feel a bit on your own security wise. It's not that your family abandon you; more that you exercise your independence from them -- you develop a sense of security that doesn't rely on them; even if that's not entirely an accurate statement of reality.
And then someone like Greg comes along and all those feelings you've deprived yourself of for so long come flooding back; this time mixed up with a lust and sexual desire completely absent from those earlier times. No wonder this stage of life can be so confusing.
None of this emotion or memory Greg could have been aware of as I answered his question by wrapping my arm around his shoulder, pulling his face to mine and giving him a deep passionate kiss. It was tempting. The little girl still in me would have enjoyed reliving her younger years; the older girl rather fancied being carried naked swooned across her lover's arms. But it was several hundred metres. That's a long way to carry my 50 kilos. It wasn't fair to Greg.
"That's OK, I can walk."
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Greg suggested we should go out for a special dinner to celebrate it being two months from our first day; the second monthversary if you will.
Much as Greg admitted to caring about what I wore, he almost never tried to influence it. So it was unusual when he gave me strict instructions what I should wear for the night – my red Brazilian bikini under the low fronted cocktail dress I had worn the night we went out with my parents (which also happened to be red). I sarcastically asked whether he wanted to specify the shoes I should wear too, to which he simply replied that men don't notice anything below the ankles – so the choice of shoes was mine. But apart from that he wouldn't tell me where we were going or what he had in mind.
When he came to pick me up I flashed my bikini pants at him to show I was following instructions. However, he could see that I wasn't wearing the bikini top (because the tie string would be visible across my chest due to the deep plunge of the front; and in any case I rather enjoyed giving Greg a nipple peak while he was sitting next to me). So he asked if I had it with me. When I told him I didn't he sent me back inside to get it as I'd definitely be needing it. This was all very strange.
Instead of driving toward the main part of town where most of the food places were, we drove back to Greg's house. Now Greg's family have a rather nice house located on the riverfront. This is only a small town, so you don't need to be a multimillionaire to have one, but it's definitely one of the better parts of town. But there's no restaurants near-by and he still wasn't telling me what was happening.
He led me down the side passage to the backyard which fronted on to the river and where they had a ramshackle jetty out over the river. At the end of the jetty I noticed Greg had tied up the small outboard powered inflatable their family owned. It was one that they had acquired when the surf lifesavers had updated the ones they used in the surf and sold off their old ones – so it was nothing more than an open boat with a tiller steered motor. There were no seats – you sat on the sides.
At his invitation, I followed his lead in taking off my shoes and heading out along the jetty and stepping down in to the boat. I noticed it had been cleaned and tidied up from its usual well used state. And then he started to undress.
"Isn't it a bit early in the night for sex and won't the neighbours object?"
"I don't know it's ever too early for sex and I'm willing if you are, but I actually thought you might not want to get your good clothes wet as we go out by boat." Whereupon he handed me a plastic bag to match the one he was now putting his shirt, slacks and shoes into. So that's why he was so specific about the bikini! Of course I didn't have the top on. I'd become quite brazen in some ways since meeting Greg and for a moment I was tempted to just whip off the dress and then put the top on, notwithstanding that it was not yet dusk and we were in full public view from the river. But discretion became the better part of valour and I slipped the neck string of the bikini under the halter of my dress and tied it at the back before slipping the dress off.
As Greg cast off and headed up river, it occurred to me that this was a rather strange way of going out to what was supposed to be a fancy dinner – dressed in swimmers in an open boat.
Greg explained where we were heading. The river wasn't a major one, but had two towns on it. Greg's home town was near the entrance and there was another smaller one – which was little more than an old fishing village - upriver where it opened up in to a reasonably sized lake. I'd never really explored upstream before, and while the geography of the river and lake were apparent from the map I'd looked at when the family were planning the holiday, I hadn't really focused on whether the river continued upstream of the lake or it was just feed by a series of streams.
The upstream town had a fancy restaurant with its own jetty. We could have gone by car, but Greg thought the boat was a more novel way of going and in any case, because he was a provisional driver he wasn't allowed any drink if we went by car, but could have a couple of glasses of wine and still stay under the legal limit for operating a boat.
Being mid-January it was a beautiful warm late afternoon as we set out; with daylight saving meaning that sunset was not until nearly 8 pm, so it was a delightful trip up and it gave me a chance to check out the scenery of the river as we went. This was all familiar territory to Greg so as far as I could see he spent more time checking out my boobs as they bumped up and down with the waves – more so after one jumped out of my top.
Our arrival at the restaurant was somewhat amusing and Greg admitted afterwards it was part of what attracted him to the idea. The jetty came directly off an open deck covered in white linen encased tables which was part of the eating area. It was no doubt intended to let customers with fancy boats and clothes to match make a 'grande entrance'. Instead, up rock a couple of kids in a beat up old inflatable dressed in swimmers who then proceed to get dressed on the jetty in full view of those customers already there. Greg at least did make a point of mooring the inflatable around the side of the deck so as to leave room for the fancy boats at the main part of the jetty.
As I completed my dressing, I made a point of turning toward the eating area as I pulled the string on my bikini top to let me slide it out from under my dress. We certainly got the waiter's attention and we were quickly seated and our order taken.
Half way through the main course, I'd looked down from Greg to concentrate on carving myself off another morsel of steak when I felt something slide up between my thighs. Fortunately before I squealed out and clamped by knees together I realised it was Greg's stockinged foot. I looked up at him and he had this look of studied innocence.
While he engaged me on some trivial conversation he pushed his foot up between my legs and started stroking my pussy with his toes. He quickly managed to locate where my clit was; massaging it. At first it was such an enjoyable sensation and the whole idea was such a turn on, I actually spread my knees apart to give him better access. But it didn't take too long before I was starting to squirm a bit with the intensifying pleasure and it was certainly difficult to keep a straight face, maintain a normal conversation and politely eat my meal while I was on the verge of an orgasm.
When I realised I could well be heading toward a Meg Ryan type moment in the restaurant, I slid my hand under the table and while looking him directly in the eye and giving him a smile and a wink to let him know he hadn't done anything wrong and there was a good prospect of a follow-up later, removed his foot from its provocative location.
After the main course we scanned the dessert menu. It was quite funny the way we both looked up at the same time and said almost in unison "no chocolate". Since nothing really appealed, Greg said he had a better idea for dessert and in a leisurely fashion he called for the bill. I must admit, because Greg was limited in what he could drink, I ended up finishing the bottle of wine, so I was quite tipsy by the time we finished.
Getting undressed to go home again was just as much a spectacle as our arrival; probably more so since those who arrived after us were probably wondering why these kids on the jetty were starting to take off their clothes. I resisted the temptation of putting my bikini top on after taking the dress off, but now I was a little drunk it was even more tempting than it had been when getting ready at Greg's place if only for its shock value.
Greg's dessert plan soon became apparent when he pulled in to a beach at the outskirts of the town and raced across the road to a convenience store there to buy a couple of magnum ice creams. Instead of sitting on the side of the boat and going fast, Greg sat down inside the boat and drove slowly. Somehow he managed to handle the tiller and his ice-cream in one hand. I sat next to him, my bum a bit further out so that I could put my head on his shoulder in a way that let me enjoy having his other arm around me. I loved snuggling in to his strong body like that and being wrapped protectively in his arms. In that position we started to move slowly back down river; just enjoying each other's company, the ice creams and the romantic half-moon light.
Greg, as is his habit in this situation, mainly cupped my bikini clad breast in the hand around my shoulder; just occasionally pulling it away far enough to let him circle the nipple with his finger and tease it up. Every now and then his hand would take a trip down my stomach, his fingers meandering a gentle course down my body, circling my belly button before rimming the waist and leg hems of my bikini bottom and lightly stroking the material covering my crutch. In this he wasn't targeting anything in particular and I know his intention wasn't specifically to arouse me - just to lightly pleasure me and amuse himself - but it had that effect just the same.
What he didn't know – because I'd never told him – is that because of my bikini fetish, his playing with me in this way is actually massively arousing. There have been times when I've thought if he just did it a little bit more or a little bit firmer I might well come from that alone. And certainly the high state of arousal it leaves me in before he does finally strip me and we get down to business is what I think is the reason I do often seem to come so quickly when we're having sex.
What he also doesn't know is that my swimwear fetish has been transferred to him. I love to see him in his speedos, love to play with him while he's got them on and love just to wrap my hand around his erection while it's sheathed by their stretchy material. I know speedos are meant to be deeply daggy clothing items – as does Greg. His view is that as long as he's seriously exercising on the beach they're OK. As he says, Annette Kellerman, the famous Australian female swimmer, made the point a 100 years ago that you can't swim while dragging around metres of material, so he doesn't know why people are so keen to do it now. And since most of our beach activities involve a fair bit of such serious exercise, so far I've been lucky in what he's been wearing.
So here I was in my ideal world. Drifting along slowly by boat on a romantic night both dressed in swimwear, my boyfriend's fingers bringing me to the edge of orgasm without him even knowing it, my hand wrapped around his rock hard erection just as I like it and all of this while eating my ice cream.
But if you've ever eaten a magnum, you'll know they're diabolical things, in that random bits of chocolate tend to break off and be lost. Sometimes a whole slab of chocolate will be lost that way – often with a thick ice cream coating too. Which is exactly what happened to Greg.
I heard him let out a bit of a yelp as the cold ice cream first contacted his chest before I felt it slip between his chest and my back. I couldn't let a chance like that go to waste, so holding my ice cream in the air, I turned around and went ferreting for it with my mouth. Naturally that took a fair bit of working over his body trying to find it in the dim shadowy moonlight. I figured the best approach was to start by tasting him where I last knew it was – his upper chest – and follow the ice cream taste to where it ended up.
And wouldn't you know. Where it ended up was trapped between Greg's erection as it pushed his swimmers over its waist band and his stomach underneath. As I slid first my tongue and then my lips down the gap between the two it did nothing to lessen Greg's arousal. His shaft surged furiously; the material stretching outwards as the shaft elongated, the tip swelling and all the while threatening to open up a gap between his waist band and his stomach and have the chocolate piece slip down and be lost amongst the hairy contents of the front of his swimmers.
Still, after a lot of tongue work, I managed to end up holding the edge of the chocolate piece between my lips. Then rising up, I brought it up to Greg's mouth and fed it to him. Once I made sure it was firmly in his mouth, I followed it with my tongue, kissing him deeply and helping myself to a good lick of the chocolate piece while I was at it.
I was tempted to expose us both and just go for it then and there, but we were only half way through our ice creams and I was rather enjoying the romance of the trip, so I held off, repositioned myself on his shoulder and continued eating my ice cream – Greg's hand back stroking all my sensitive areas as I snuggled ever deeper in to his upper chest.
When we'd finished our ice cream Greg directed me to a carry bag he'd bought for our clothes and some towels, indicating that there was a bottle of celebratory champers and some glasses there and that maybe I'd like to open it and pour us both a glass. We toasted our relationship as I cozied back up to him
Greg had been counting his alcohol intake fairly carefully, but enough time had passed since dinner that he was now able to have another glass. Me - I was drunk before and uninhibited by the need to stay at a particular level, tended to sip just a bit too deeply. So I wasn't really sobering up with time. But I was also drunk with the romance of the night and the arousal that Greg's strong arm wrapped around me brought with it.
As we settled down again the nipple under Greg's hand once again engorged itself; pushing itself up between two of Greg's fingers in the process. He was moving those fingers every so lightly; while in Greg's mind he probably thought he had simply moved from play to foreplay I was wondering if I might actually have another nipple orgasm.
Before that happened Greg's hand started to move further down my body. For a while he circled my navel before he started stroking across my stomach just above the hem line of my bikini bottom. Knowing that things were starting to get serious I immersed myself in the pleasure, although I'm sure I don't need to tell you that sort of stimulation eventually leaves you wanting something even more direct. I sucked in my stomach; trying to leave the sort of gap between the bikini hem and my stomach that would entice his fingers inside the former.
It worked and his fingers penetrated inside the hem line; at first only just but gradually inching downward always stroking gently from side to side heading towards the base of my mons. As he did so, we sipped our champers and talked about the stars in the sky above us as I pressed myself ever closer in to him loving every minute of this special night.
I think I quivered slightly as Greg's fingers poised on the edge of my valley. I certainly let out a little moan as they first slid in to the valley and across my clit. There are days where you can be driven by an insatiable lust; desperate to pound away at your partner until you find a release from the desires that draw you to him. I'd been like that in the first week of our relationship when we'd got together after a four day break. But there are other times when it's not so much the destination as the trip itself that should be savoured; where you know an orgasm is at the end, but the feeling of being aroused by your partner almost to the point of bursting – by his very presence let alone what his body is doing to you - is something to be enjoyed for as long as possible. Tonight – especially with its romantic overlay – was one of those nights.
Once Greg's fingers had found my clit, they knew what to do. Two fingers slid back and forward along my valley; one each side of the engorgement that was bringing me so much pleasure. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter; moaning ever so softly as my body relaxed further into his strong embrace. Even when Greg's fingers slid further down and entered my tunnel – pushing hard against the front wall before drawing back a flood of lubricating wetness – the web of his hand and his thumb continued the pleasurable work. How far can a clit engorge; mine felt ready to burst out of its skin and split open like an overripe piece of fruit. My body started to demand Greg's manhood inside it. My breathing got faster, every second or third breath accompanied by a moan. The pleasure built.
The orgasm when it came was beautiful. It felt like an enormous bucket load of pure distilled pleasure had been infused directly in to my crutch before spreading instantly through my whole body. I regretted sound travels so well over water as I'm sure the moan I made was heard in New Zealand. Hopefully they thought it was a whale calling a mate!
Sitting as I was I couldn't arch my back or press myself in to Greg. With one hand holding his erection and the other my wine glass, I couldn't even clamp his hand in to my crutch. So I just closed my eyes and tried to sink further into Greg's chest as I let it wash through me. By keeping his hand pressing into my crutch and lightly tickling my clit, he managed to prolong the orgasm seemingly forever. As I came down from the peak of the high, I rolled over, straddled Greg's lap brought my face in to his, wrapped my arms around him and penetrated his mouth with my tongue; pushing his head back with the near violence of my attack.
Releasing his neck from my crushing arm embrace for a moment, one of my hands fumbled with his swimwear to expose his shaft and pull aside the crutch of my swimmers to let me bring myself down on top of him; pushing down as hard as I could to bury him deeply in my body. As his arms wrapped around me, I savoured his embrace and kissed him again.
I wasn't sure whether he'd be in a hurry or wanting to take things more slowly, so I waited for guidance from him rather than started jumping up and down on him.
He separated our faces so that he could look me in the eye.
"Karen I love you so much it hurts. It hurts when I'm away from you because I want to be with you. It hurts when I'm with you because there is no way words can describe how I feel about you. The last two months have been so fantastic. It meant so much to be able to take you somewhere special tonight to celebrate."
I tried to say something, but the words couldn't come out. I choked on my emotions. The choke became a tear, the tear a flood until the flood culminated in a giant heaving sob. Then it was just tears again.
Greg was distraught.
"Karen, are you alright?"
I steadied myself, looked at him and tried to answer, but just burst in to tears again; another heaving sob. I tried again and at least this time I was able to get out between sobs.
"It's wonderful...sob...Oh Greg, you make me so happy...sob...I love you so much sometimes I think my heart will burst..." before I dissolved in to tears again.
Greg pulled my head on to his shoulder and held me tight as the sobs racked my chest again and again, transmitting themselves all the way down to where our bodies were joined as one. For the next fifteen minutes I just sat there on his lap; my head on his shoulder, his manhood inside me as he navigated the boat slowly along. We still had our glasses in our hands and from time to time, I wrapped my arm around his neck as I brought my cup to my mouth. I could feel him doing the same.
At last I'd recovered my composure enough to face him. I looked him in the eye and then I kissed him; a deep passionate kiss that I hoped conveyed to him how lucky I felt to have found him. I pulled away, looked at him once more and couldn't resist the urge just to kiss him again.
Something inside me told me it was time to bring Greg to a climax. It wasn't my body demanding anything; and nor really was it his. It was the mood; that time in an emotional exchange when the physical takes over from the brain. I gripped him inside me and started to move up and down on him. As I raised myself up I brushed my breasts across his face. On each downward movement I tried to bury myself as deeply as possible. This was not a night for pounding; each movement was slow and deliberate. With each stroke I gripped him a little tighter until I thought he might be on the verge of coming and then I backed off. After a while I sensed it was time to finish him. Squeezing him again I increased the rate. He closed his eyes and I felt his breathing stop.



As he came his groan was as loud as I'd ever heard from him; a deep satisfying moan of pleasure as I felt him the base of his shaft pulse as it pumped out his sperm inside me. When he finished, I contracted tightly on to him hoping to keep him inside me for as long as possible, wrapped him in my arms and put my head on his shoulder again.
We sat like that for the rest of the trip. Greg didn't seem to soften at all and I loved it – every minute of it – being joined to him and cuddled in to him like that. As we approached the jetty it was time to separate; if only to let Greg tie the boat up. As I pulled off him his load of sperm and my juices deposited themselves straight in to his swimwear. Greg ignored that for a moment, his flaccid shaft hanging out the front of his now soggy swimmers as he attended to the boat and helped me onto the dock where I slipped my dress back over my bikini.
Then he dealt with his own clothing difficulty. Even though it was late, there was still a possibility someone would still be up, so as Greg got dressed he needed to go commando – rinsing his swimmers over the side before wrapping them in a towel.
I'd arranged to stay the night at Greg's place and by the time we got back it was definitely time for bed.
Greg's bed was only a king single size, so with the two of us in there it was nothing if not cosy and the shared body heat certainly justified the lack of either clothing or even a sheet. As we lay there arm in arm, Greg pulled me in and whispered "happy anniversary" and then gave me a big kiss. With the intimacy I could feel his erection growing; because of its starting position, it was actually growing up between my legs, sliding across my thighs as it moved in to an upright position - its progress eventually being halted as it came up hard against my crutch.
I whispered to him –
"Do you think you can fall asleep while you're inside me?"
It just seemed like a crazy romantic thing to do after such a special night. I was tipsy enough I was fairly sure I could, as long as I could resist going for another orgasm beforehand.
Greg didn't need a second invitation for that one so, with a "I'm willing to give it a try", I helped position him to slide his cock into my all to ready body.
Now anyone whose laid side by side with a lover knows that there's always one too many elbows. Greg conceded me the more comfortable position of having my arm under him between his pillow and his shoulder. That left his arm folded up under his shoulder; although the consolation for him was it made the most logical place to put his hand as being on my breast. I'm sure he could feel my nipple rise in to his palm as he did so.
As we settled down, he pulled me in one more time, kissed me lightly on the lips and whispered –
"Goodnight beautiful."
I tried not to have my voice reveal I was choking up with a tear as I whispered back.
"Goodnight lover."
With that I settled down and tried to surrender myself to my tiredness and the effect of the alcohol. It must have worked because the next thing I remember is waking up. I could just see the outline of Greg sound asleep in the pale moonlight streaming through the window. I could feel he was still hard inside me and his hand was still on my breast; but his upper body was curved back from mine a little so his arm was not being crushed under his own weight. I didn't have a clue what the time was; maybe we'd been asleep for hours, maybe in was only a fraction of an hour.
For a while I just laid there and stared at him as my eyes adjusted to the light and his features became clearer; this wonderful person who had made such a difference to my life. Being so close to Greg always stirred something in my heart; having him inside me stirred so much more than that. It had been such a wonderful night and what he had said had meant so much to me. I just wished I could be the one who initiates the exchange, instead of always being reduced to a "me too" response. The fact was I was actually scared of how strongly I felt about him. Almost from the beginning, Greg had reached right down in to the most primitive parts of my brain and turned on switches which I hadn't intended to be turned on yet – which I'm not even sure I knew I had.
Certainly the pure lust and sexuality he had stirred in me was part of that. It shows how much the world has changed when that's the only switch I could safely reveal to the world; because the other switches involved the two 'M' words – marriage and maternal.
Had you asked me six months ago what my life plan marriage wise was, I probably would have answered that I hoped I would meet someone when I was about 25 and be married by 30. Now at 20 I felt I had met someone I wanted to spend the rest of my life with; who I couldn't envisage being without. A part of me still insisted I was too young for such thoughts; that I still had so much growing to do. I knew I was still changing in my outlook on life and didn't see any reason Greg wouldn't be the same. The people we are today could be quite different from who we might be in five years' time. That part of me accepted this might just be a bad case of puppy love; an infatuation that would all too quickly burn itself out. But I also knew I wasn't really the infatuating type. My bedroom wall had never been covered in photos of the latest boy bands; I'd never wanted to go to a concert and scream at the very presence of some famous male; I never even had a crush on a guy in any real sense of the word.
A bit like Greg had described that magical night he had first declared his love for me, I'd always been just a little bit analytical about guys. Even while going out with them I'd been able to see their faults. I might have been able to put up with them, but that vision had been enough to be a protective barrier against infatuation. Greg had shattered all that. All I could see and all I could feel in his presence was an all-consuming love and desire.
While I was totally blind to any possibility that Greg wasn't the perfect man for me, I also felt that I'd missed out on some life experiences. That I couldn't really make that judgement until I'd had my heart broken to toughen it up and managed to break a heart or two to prove that I was able to make the hard decisions; to walk away from a wrong relationship rather than let it run on through sympathy for the other person.
Regardless, I knew marriage was a longer term game. It was a word that could not yet be thought let alone spoken. If we were to stay together, then maybe my life plan might now see it as something for our mid-twenties but that was so far away that it couldn't enter the present.
And then there was the other 'M' word. I'd had no interest in children; had never really thought I'd want one, let alone a whole family of them. I'd even told some friends I saw myself as a cat-lady in preference to being a mother. Now Greg had turned my maternal switch on with a vengeance. Nobody had told me that your feeling for a man could affect something like this. I was sure I'd never read about this connection in Cleo, but it was there. I still had a life plan and I knew I needed time to start a career, but suddenly I had a different perspective. Suddenly I'd started to think about a career built around being a mother, not motherhood built around a career.
Maybe time would recalibrate my attitude to things yet again. This thing with Greg had all happened so quickly. As I'd said to him, there was just so much for me to process; I was still working out in my own head what was happening to me. But it was all wonderful just the same.
As I just lay there looking at him the stirring in my heart and the love I felt for him was rapidly matched by the longing in my loin. I blame the alcohol, but eventually I couldn't resist moving my hand down the narrow gap between our bodies and playing with my clit. As I worked myself toward an orgasm it was really hard not to start working up and down on Greg's shaft; but I didn't want to wake him up so I tried to keep the rest of my body as still as I could while I let my fingers do all the work.
Even as I came I tried to make sure I internalised everything; although I couldn't stop my body from contracting against Greg's shaft. I thought it might even have induced another wet dream for him, but apparently not as he just lay there still asleep.
I must have fallen asleep again because the next thing I remember is waking up in the morning. Greg was asleep on his back beside me; his body again displaying its morning glory in all its splendour. Again I just found myself staring at him; scanning the length of his body, although for some reason this morning my eyes were lingering on his torso and the shaft that was bisecting the lower part of it. I was just staring at him; taking in the majesty of the male body. As my eyes eventually scanned up to his face, they met his eyes. He'd woken up and he'd been watching me stare at him.
I felt myself blush.
"Looking for something?" he asked with a teasing inflection. Normally I'd be able to come back at him with some witty ego deflating response, but the night of emotions had dulled my brain and made it more serious. I just started to stutter some silly explanation while blushing even more deeply when he turned in toward me and put a finger on my mouth to stop my blathering.
He spoke softly so he wouldn't be heard by the rest of the house.
"I was just teasing. The fact is I've spent many a morning after we've shared a bed just lying awake staring at this beautiful woman sleeping naked beside me. It's one of the greatest pleasures I can imagine.
I suppose you think it just arouses me and makes me want sex, but actually the beauty of the moment has very little to do with that. There's something about the female body – well actually your female body – that just sends this flood of hormones though me"
He hesitated. He was leaving himself open to all sorts of suggestions with that line, but something told me he was trying to convey a more powerful message, so I resisted the urge to tease him to see if he said more.
"I don't mean the sort of hormones that make me want sex – I can see by the smirk on your face that's what you're thinking.
It's a hormone that bonds me to you, that makes me love you even more, that makes me want to protect and look after you and give you whatever you want from me. I've had a lot of time to think about this. We guys get really bad press about being all visual and yes we are. But the power of a woman's breasts, of her legs, bum, stomach, back and every other bit of her body that uniquely declares to the world that she's a woman and not a man is not just to make us lust after you, it's to make us love you in this enduring way; or at least it is for me where you are concerned.
I admit that the same love can then make me lust after you and want to fuck you silly, but it's the love that drives that. Take the love away and the lust goes with it. Every time you wear something that displays your femineity – I hate using the word sexy in this context, but I suppose it also means that - I just want to be near you; to be constantly by your side, talking to you and wanting your attention. Whatever the hormone is, it's completely addictive. I just want more and the more I get, the more I want to be with you.
I know I'm sounding stupidly serious, but I've always wanted to try and convey to you how it works. I think humans are meant to be monogamous and that, at least where guys are concerned, it's this hormone that binds us to our girl. Your bodies have this power over us and with just a little bit of effort on your part to keep our addiction visually fed, you can get whatever you want.
I suppose if the underlying person turned out to be horrible then the power of the hormone would fade away. It's a bit like I explained to you before, how our eyes react to a person is governed by how we feel about the sort of person they are.
I'm sorry to bore you with my ravings and I know I'm not explaining this well. It's just always been something I've really wanted to explain. I don't know if it's just me or of all guys are like this; but I don't really think I'm that different from the average guy. I think most guys if they opened up would say the same."
He pulled me in to him and gave me a cuddle. Wow. I loved it when Greg opened up like this to me. I just wish I could do the same, but given the strength and nature of the feeling he aroused in me, if I really told him how I felt I was scared he'd just run away screaming.
I was happy to dress nicely just to turn Greg on. If it had the effect he was describing, I'd be willing to go everywhere naked – not that he was asking for that. Why don't they advertise this sort of stuff? I certainly understood about the effect of hormones and the way they drew you to someone and bonded you with them, so I could translate that to girl stuff. Greg's naked body had a slightly different impact on me. I certainly loved looking at it and in its presence I felt safe and protected, but I wasn't sure that was the cause of my hormonal rush. I was a bit lost for words, but there was something I could say in all honesty.
"Greg, you have no idea the power of the hormones you generate in me; I love it when you tell me how you feel like that. And by the way, I do love to stare at your body too."
We were both very aroused, but this wasn't an ideal time to get stuck in to it. We could hear the rest of the household starting to stir. After cuddling him for a while, I gave him a kiss, slapped his bum, turned to get out of bed and said –
"Come on lover, time to get up or I'll want to screw you and you know how noisy I can be."
I had taken to leaving a spare toothbrush at Greg's place, but this morning I hadn't brought any spare clothes. While the bikini gave me a partial solution, if I wasn't to do the walk of shame going out in my clothes from the night before, I'd need to borrow a T shirt from Greg. He did one better than that by lending me a long sleeve button up sun shirt; one of those beach cover ups made of a gauzy material. While it was a bit transparent – and I didn't doubt that's why Greg chose it – with a few buttons strategically undone it actually made a nice – albeit somewhat short - sundress.
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Foreword
This is a chapter in a series normally filed in Erotic Couplings.
This story is a little different.
Still, if you just want a quick read about sex, rather than how she ends up hogtied, it starts towards the end of page 2.
The story is set in Australia and uses the Australian idiom. And because it has been a contentious issues, Australians more commonly use 'crutch' than 'crotch', a usage supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
*****
Story
Towards the end of January I was down the beach one day while Greg was at work. While walking up to my usual spot, I'd was greeted by a guy called Nick. He was someone Greg had introduced me to as a person who was in his year at school. He was not particularly a friend of Greg's, but in a small town you tended not to ignore people you know and at least give them a bit of your time.
I could see why he and Greg wouldn't be close friends, and he was certainly not my style of guy. He was sort of your alpha male from the wrong end of town. Personally I found him a bit creepy, but I would have guessed there would have been a certain type of girl who would fall all over him. Indeed from what I saw, there was no shortage of those.
However, he did have a girlfriend called Merc who was quite protective of her turf. I hate to categorise people, but you'd probably also describe her as an alpha bogan female; so she was a good match for him. She had a fairly big bodied voluptuous figure, which included big breasts and that filled sort out beautiful face. She was no Kate. If Kate might best described as Barbie with a butt, Merc was more a Kardishian in a higher BMI phase. She was just lucky that for the time being the fat tended to settle where it looked best. As Greg had at one time rather bitcherly said, "She might be beautiful now, but it's not hard to imagine what another 10 years and two children is going to do to her."
Anyway, Nick engaged me in conversation for about 5 minutes, before I made my excuses and moved on. The next day I was back down the beach with Greg when Merc stormed up to me and planted her face in front of mine.
"I heard you were cracking on to my boyfriend yesterday!"
"No Merc, he said hello and I said hello back; that was about all there was to it; as you can see, I've got a boyfriend of my own."
"Don't give me that crap, we don't stand for you city girls thinking you can come and knock off our guys whenever you want. I challenge you to a bikini hogtie wrestling match."
Greg butted in.
"No Merc, she doesn't want to do that. She's not from this town and doesn't even know what that is."
"What's a bikini hogtie wrestling match?" I asked.
Greg looked at me.
"It's a form of wrestling competition that the more bogan elements of the local girls (at this point he gave Merc a stare) use to settle what you might call 'honour fights'. Two girls wrestle on the beach at dawn dressed only in string tie bikinis and with short bits of rope attached to their wrists. You have to tie the wrists of your opponents together with the bits of rope, then you strip off their bikini top to tie their feet together and complete the hog tie by tying the wrists to the feet with their pants. Then you leave them naked and tied like that on the beach to be discovered by a passer-by or until 9 am, whichever comes first."
"Does anyone get hurt?"
"Not that I'm aware of. There's no punching, hitting, scratching, hair pulling, kicking or any of that sort of thing. Nor can you just thrash about. The ideas not to cause any hurt, just use strength and skill to leave your opponent in an embarrassing position – only made worse because the opponent can leave a video of the match on YouTube."
He added for good measure –
"I'm no great fan of the activity – especially since it's often me who finds the girls in the course of my morning runs. You're not from the town, Merc has deliberately beat up an incident to create a challenge and I'm certainly not going to think any less of you for just walking away from the whole silliness."
I couldn't help asking.
"How many naked girls have you untied?"
"Over the years more than two dozen."
"Where do the fights take place?"
"Up the quite end of the beach, not far from the log bridge."
"Is Merc a fair fighter?"
"As far as I know she's fair, but she's also had more fights than anyone else and rarely loses. In fact, it wouldn't surprise me if the locals have put her up to it."
I could see Merc was beginning to smirk as she realised the point of my questioning.
"Does anyone get in to trouble for being left naked?"
"No, it's a quiet part of the beach and if I don't discover them, generally the seconds get to untie them at 9. Even if you do get discovered, you have to say you lost a bet and that's generally the end of the matter. I suspect the local police have an idea of what happens, so aren't likely to follow-up anyway. Why are you so curious?"
I ignored his question.
"Why can't the seconds untie you earlier?"
"It's part of the honour thing. Plus they have to either take a video of you being untied by a stranger or a time stamped photo of you and the morning sun together to show you weren't untied early. The second waits in the background to make sure you don't get in to any other trouble. You are allowed to break free of your bonds, but that generally means trashing your bikini, so then you're left walking home naked, since the second can't provide any other clothing; and that also has to be evidence by a video from the second."
It seemed the locals put digital camera technology to some interesting uses. My brothers and I had spent most of our childhoods wrestling; we still often did. I was used to wrestling bigger people and just sometimes I could get the better of even one of them, so there was something in me really tempted to go ahead with this.
Mind you Merc was definitely a bigger person. She was probably medium height 75 kgs to my lanky 50 and she looked as though she was sporty enough that her weight would give her a clear strength advantage over me. There was one very important question had entered my head, but I deferred it momentarily.
"Is your name included anywhere on the YouTube video?"
"No, they worked out that's a really bad idea least it affect your future, so again it one of the 'rules'. In fact they don't even put the name of the town there. Anyway, they're fairly jerky videos, so it's hard to see who it really is; although the locals all know. Why are you so curious?"
Merc was now grinning like a Cheshire cat. Now for the important question.
"Can you be my second?"
"Yes, but you're not really thinking of accepting are you? Why would you want to do that?"
"I don't really care about the honour thing and I well recognise it is just a beat-up from Merc anyway. But you know I'm competitive and it actually sounds a bit like fun; plus I think I've got a chance of wiping the grin from her face, and even if I don't, so what. Would you think less of me if I did accept?"
I could see Greg was having trouble answering the last question; torn between giving me a reason not to compete to protect me and denying me what he could see I was starting to contemplate. Merc's smile now went from ear to ear.
"As long as it's got nothing to do with honour and you're treating it like a sport, no. But that doesn't mean I'm encouraging you."
After some of the things we'd got up to over the holidays, Greg was going to have trouble objecting to it as a sport, wasn't he? I turned to Merc.
"Alright, you're on. Tomorrow at 6.30."
I knew that I hadn't been entirely frank with Greg in my reasons for accepting the challenge. Certainly as a pure sporting challenge it sounded interesting; but it was more than that. In a way I was deliberately going outside my comfort zone. I was the daughter of an accountant myself studying accounting – how more boring can you get than that. I wasn't exactly the sort of child who'd presented my parents with a difficult teenage phase. This was about as radical as I'd ever been. Plus I wanted to show the girls in Greg's home town that I wasn't above them. I know Greg didn't give a damn on that point, but somehow I did.
And in the end I knew I was also denying Merc the chance to scream at me that I was just a stuck up city kid – which I suspected was what she thought the final outcome of her initial confrontation would be; even if in the process I was giving her a chance to whop me in the challenge.
That night at Greg's place I looked at the videos. They were all there under the heading "Challenge Hogties"; the more recent ones on Dailymotion – since they probably would have breached YouTube's terms - the earlier ones on a MySpace page. Merc certainly featured in them and I spent some time studying her approach. I also couldn't help but notice that Kate featured in one from a few years ago where she lost to a somewhat bigger girl. I was fortified that the more recent videos didn't really show any nakedness, since the loser was generally lying on their face by the time she was being undressed and tied up – although Kate was a noticeable exception to that rule managing to offer some impressive breast displays as she struggled not to be tied up.
I also noticed how often it was that Greg appeared as the rescuer of these naked women; indeed he was the only stranger in this latter group of videos. If he didn't come along, there was just a timed 9 am screen shot. Perhaps it was a girl's eye that noticed these things, but it seemed to me that for the prettier girls he undid all the ropes, starting with their bikini strings, whereas for the 'less attractive' ones he just untied their hands and let them sort out the bikini mess around their legs. Most girls lay demurely on their stomach while Greg untied them; waiting until he'd moved on before they got up and redressed.
Kate being Kate actually rolled on her side and exposed herself while Greg untied her; having a good chat with him in the process. I'll swear that if it had been physically possible for her to have rolled over on her back and have had Greg untie her working between her legs, she would have done so. Needless to say she was one of the girls for whom Greg untied all of the strings.
While to give him his due he was careful where he put his hands while untying them, I couldn't help but be a little bit jealous (and notice that I wasn't entirely over my thing about Kate).
"Is that why you take so many morning runs?"
He rolled his eyes at me.
"No, I was running that way long before the fights were located there."
There had been a few fights this year already. One that Greg had untied had occurred before I'd arrived and the rest had been on days when Greg was working early; which is why I hadn't been exposed to this arrangement before.
As we worked back through the older videos I could see what Greg meant about the change of venues. It was once down the more public end of the beach and there were many where the loser was discovered by a stranger. But there were also a few where a stranger wandered in to the centre of the wrestle match itself – and mistaking it for a full on catfight – tried to break it up; which is probably why they changed the location.
As we went back to the very earliest ones I noticed that there weren't any strings tied to their wrists. Instead the bikini top was used to tie that off. Greg explained that the rumour was that the ropes on the wrist had been added because it wasn't really possible to tie the elastic strings on the bikini top tight enough to hold the loser without also cutting off the blood to her hands. The story going around was that the daughter of a doctor had been a loser and when her father saw the indentations on her wrist where the tie had been he went feral. I started to give the locals their due that as much as Greg had described it as a bogan thing, a bit of thought seemed to go in to the process.
I also noticed on the older videos both competitors had gone for the bikini ties fairly early, to try and render their opponent naked. A problem with this was that you then couldn't find the bikini parts to tie them up when you needed them. So with more recent fights, the tendency was to tie their hands together, then strip the bikini; although I'm sure the guys probably liked the old approach since that often left two naked women wrestling each other.
Dailymotion kept suggesting we look at other videos of bikini girls wrestling; which for some reason Greg thought was a good idea. There were all sorts – ranging from some play fights between friends at the beach to staged fights between models to soft porn versions where the women wore even less than a bikini or soon lost whatever they started with. One thing I did notice was that the hogtie requirement produced a different dynamic to what the Americans seem to call a domination fight.
In the latter the stronger girls seems to quite quickly physically constrain the weaker girl in an immobile hold although in the process producing what seemed to me a fairly boring contest unless there was a referee then requiring the girls to break and start again. On the other hand, the requirement in the hogtie challenge to flip the losing girl over and then tie her up produced a more free flowing match – allowing the losing girl to wiggle free - where often in evenly matched girls it seemed to be physical exhaustion that finally determined the outcome.  
The next morning I dressed in an older bikini and meet Greg at the beach entrance. The wrist ropes were attached with an electrical cable tie. It had to be put on tight enough to not slip off your wrist, but not so tight as to cut off the blood supply. Plus the cable tie end had to be taped down to stop it poking someone in the eye or being pulled up tight in the course of the wrestling.
Cable ties were also attached loosely to the ankle. The string of the bikini top would be tied through these so that you could be tied up securely without the elastic cutting off blood supply to your feet. Greg also doubled up the stopper knot on each end of the lower tie of my bikini top so that the string wasn't pulled through and separated from the triangle as Merc tried to pull it from under my body. While I admired his forethought, it didn't seem to show much confidence in my likelihood of winning.
We then approached Merc and her second. The seconds' jobs were to check the wrist ropes were properly attached and otherwise to regulation and the make sure each knot in the bikini was a simple bow that would release to a pull of the tie string. Then they both stood back and videoed the event; the winner posting it.
We faced each other waiting for the starting signal. I already had my game plan, based on what I learnt against my brothers. People starting to wrestle each other generally come toward their opponent with outstretched arms, looking to get a favourable hold. As Merc did that, I dodged to one side, grabbed one of her wrists and spun myself around to bring her wrist up behind her back in a control hold.
It caught her completely off guard. I used the hold to bend her over and force her to her knees. As she put her other hand down to balance herself, I grabbed the end of the rope on that wrist too, bringing it up behind her back also and forcing her down on to her face with me on top. All that was keeping her under control was the control hold I had on her wrist. I couldn't let any pressure off that until I had her wrists tied because I was fairly sure she was stronger than me and if it was just a case of trying to sit on her and hold her hands together while I tied them, she'd probably get away.
Even then I could feel her trying to use the full strength of her leg muscles to raise her bum off the ground and try to buck me off. The only real defence to I had to this was to move as much of my weight as far down her body as I could to apply it with more leverage against the strength of her legs while at the same time using my knees to try and pin her legs.
All of which meant one of my hands was fully engaged keeping pressure on that control hold. Which I have to tell you makes it very hard to tie a knot. Eventually I managed to tie a knot of sorts. It was somewhat toward the ends of the rope, which meant her hands were not terribly close together and there wasn't a lot of rope left to double up the knot.
Still I thought it would hold. To save time, I undid the side ties on her bikini bottoms as I sat there, before sliding up along her back to untie her bikini top to use as the foot tie. Untying the knots was easy; it was much harder to slip it out from under her body to use it. It was caught under her breasts. As I tried to pull it out, she drove her full weight down on her breasts – forcing them deeply into the sand and pinning the bikini top under them.
As a variation I tried sliding my hands underneath her breasts – in effect trying to bulldoze the top from under her; but from the angle I was approaching the matter I wasn't strong enough to force them through the sand and under the cups of her breasts to do that. Then I just took one side of the lower tie and pulled it with all my strength.
At first I felt it give some; managing to pull a long length of tie towards myself. But then it was stuck again; the elastic of the cord just stretching longer and longer without dislodging the top from under her. While struggling with this I had moved my position somewhat higher up her back.
I had felt her hands groping around my lower stomach and hadn't thought anything about it. Suddenly I felt her hands firmly grip the whole front part of my bikini bottoms – her thumbs invading over the top of it and some fingers invading around the leg hem well down into my crutch. With various of her digits in direct contact with my most intimate spots I was suddenly distracted from my previous task. Instinctively I sat upright; bringing my whole weight back down on her hands to stop any sense her fingers had free movement around that area. Her counter-reaction was to pull her hands free within the constraints that her bindings would allow; dragging my bikini bottoms with it, half pulling them down my upper thigh, half giving me a giant wedgie.
Had she done that to me three months ago I would have squealed and panicked like a stuck pig. At that time no one had ever touched me there nor had I been so exposed to others. Now while I was far from comfortable about it, in the particular circumstances it more seemed like the game of move and countermove that it was.
I remembered Merc successfully doing that in one of the videos to another girl who was getting the better of her. She seemed to have devised herself a loophole of sorts in the rules of the game; using a sexually invasive hold or a sense of threatened bodily exposure to induce an auto-reaction in her opposition to throw them off their game.
By sitting on her and forcing her arm back in to the painful control hold again I got her to release her grip on my bikini bottoms; which at least gave me some freedom of movement again to address the issue of accessing her bikini top.
All else having failed, I decided I needed to get off her and pull both ends from over her head to do it. As I moved in to position, only the end I'd been pulling was visible; the other had disappeared under her body. Merc had given me a good lesson in ignoring sensitivities about where I touched, so I stuck a hand down between her breasts and fished out the other end of it; finding as I pulled the top out that one of the triangles was no longer part of it. Since all I needed was the bottom tie string that was no concern of mine, but I wondered how she was going to get back to her car.
As soon as she knew I'd got the top she started to struggle to her feet. She mustn't have realised I'd already undone the side ties on her bikini bottoms. As she felt them fall away as she got up she also instinctively grabbed the back of them in the hands tied behind her back; achieving nothing modesty wise except having a flap of material dangling from the small of her back, but slowing her down in the process.



I moved around behind her, planted my foot just above her hands and pushed her back face down. But the first time I did that it was ineffective. Because of my timing and a poorly positioned foot, she managed to go down with her knees folded under her – making it easier for her to get back up and to resist my efforts to flatten her out. I stood back and waited until she was getting up again; this time waiting until her body formed a straight line between her knees and her head and she was just about to bring a foot up under her. This time I made sure she came down flat on her face.
As I sat down on her, she rolled over on her back so that I ended up sitting over her pubis. With her hands tied behind her back and now pinned under her, there didn't seem to be any reason I couldn't tie her feet together from this side, so I just turned around, moved my weight down to her knees and started to thread the bikini ties through the loops on her feet while struggling to hold her feet together closely enough to let me do the job. I managed to get the string through both loops, but foolishly instead of just tying a knot there, I thought it would be more secure if I passed the strings through the loops a second time.
All the while I could feel her squirming about. Eventually her knee lifted a little and before I could register what was happening she had a hand cupped around each of my breasts from behind and was able to pull me off balance and then throw me off and face down on the ground; deliberately ripping the triangles of my bikini top off my breasts in the process. Immediately the full length of her now naked body was lying along my back pinning me down.
She had got her hands free. Evidently her hands were far enough apart that her fingers were able to reach the knot and my rather inadequate knot wasn't hard for her to fumble around and undo even behind her back. I always knew I should have watched better as Greg had shown me the sailing knots.
My arms were still free, so I struggled to bring my right arm under me and give me some leverage to try and lift my body up and throw her off. She countered by bringing her left hand across both breasts to try and hold me. With her right hand she then fought me to try and pin my right arm in against my body.
The videos had told me Merc's classic winning hold was to get her victim in a bear hug from behind; both arms pinned against their body and her legs wrapped around theirs. Once she had them in this position she always seemed able to work around and get them tied up. I had resolved not to let myself get caught in this position and yet that was exactly what she was trying to achieve now. It was a test of strength; but in this case my leverage was better than hers and I was able to apply enough force to lift my chest up and at least force myself around face up; although I then had the strange experience of having her naked figure on top of me; her voluptuous breasts smothering my face. I wasn't used to such intimate contact with women and while not suggesting it was a sexual turn-on, it was certainly a novel experience in itself. As a nipple brushed across my mouth I even had to resist a temptation to stick my tongue out and lick it.
She was trying to wrestle me over face down again. I struggled against her and tried to squirm out from under her. At this stage my partial knot around her feet was constraining her. Instead of her legs being able to wrap up mine and bind me, I was able to use pressure against hers to help me squirm, gradually working down her body until eventually my face was in to her stomach – the grip her hands had on me becoming less and less effective. Just as I prepared for a final heave to get out from under her, she managed to pull her legs apart – my legs being no longer positioned to hold hers together and the unknotted bikini string sliding through the loops around her legs.
Now her legs were outside me, trying to bind me; wrapped around my waist. Still, her positioning was inefficient for holding me. I could still squirm and was still working out from under her body – sliding gradually out between her legs. Again I braced for a final heave, lifted some of her weight off me with my arms and arched my back, like I was doing the limbo down the length of her torso. With a quick flick my nose drew a line down the centre of her stomach and down her pubis; although I still had the presence of mind to turn my face slightly so it was my cheek and not my nose which made far more intimate contact with her crutch than I found desirable.
I was free and quickly on my feet. Before I could jump on her back she too was up and facing me. We started gradually circling each other; hands at the ready by our sides like a pair of Western gunslingers. Somewhere – maybe in a book, maybe in a movie – I'd learnt that fighters don't watch each other's faces – they watch their chests. It's there the first sign of an aggressive movement will be detected.
So I found myself looking directly at her naked breasts; the rest of her torso within the edges of the field of my tunnel vision. Until I'd met Greg I would have to admit that I wasn't good with communal nakedness; whether mine or someone else's – be that man or woman. A change room was something used infrequently and with a minimum of eye contact with anything other than the wall I was facing. Getting a wax job done or a medical check-up was an exercise in excruciating embarrassment. Even "AG" (after Greg) when my mutual nakedness with him felt as natural as life itself, third party nakedness had been limited to the Christmas day activities and the night we'd had to put a very drunk and sick Kate to bed. Still I was getting better about it.
Now for the second time in as many weeks here I was up very close and personal with a very naked woman. One part of my brain studied her body in detached analysis. Yes, she was full bodied and curvy, but Greg had infected my way of looking at other women. Without the support of even a string bikini top her large breasts already lacked any real perkiness. Their mass rested down on her upper chest. From magazines and other pictures I'd got the impression that as most breasts sagged they performed the wonderful engineering trick of still pointing their nipples outward. It wasn't working for Merc. Her large dark nipples and areola faced somewhat downwards; smearing themselves excessively and to my eyes unattractively across the face of the bulb of each breast.
Her stomach bowed noticeably outward with just the start of a roll of fat beginning to show running in an arch from the top of her hips at the side and down across the face of her pubis. She was fully shaved or waxed and even from this angle I could see she joined the rest of us in having anything but a 'designer vagina'; there being a noticeable degree of asymmetry. A quick glimpse down to her feet showed the bikini top tangled around one of them but otherwise no longer binding them.
Voluptuous, and I'm sure in the eyes of many guys sexy, with the support and camouflage that even just a bikini offered, without that her human imperfections were all too evident.
Studying her I recalled the dishelieved state of my own bikini. Once I'd realised Merc had a deliberate tactic of using modesty challenges and intimate contact as a game changer, I'd tried to resolve to ignore my clothing; even to pull the strings on my bikini and lose the pieces to make her job harder. I hadn't done that, but now I just instinctively readjusted the pieces to sit properly on me again. Almost immediately I was annoyed with myself for showing that weakness to her.
My problem was I had no plan B. Now the control hold had failed once I doubted she'd let me get another go at it. Beyond avoiding her bear hug, the only real plan I had was to try and exhaust her; to use my greater fitness to overcome her greater strength. As we continued to circle making false lunges at each other a mental picture came to mind of that scene from the movie Life Of Brian where a gladiator throws away his shield an sword and has his competitor chase him around and around the arena until the latter – burdened by his equipment – has a heart attack.
I doubted anything so obvious would be acceptable here and the game of faints and false lunges we were involved in didn't tire her enough for my purpose. Sometimes a feint would result in each of us grabbing the hands of the other, trying to use strength to collapse the others outstretched arms and get a body hold on them. Invariable as soon as one of us felt we were on the losing side of that tussle, we'd break the hold. On three occasions – twice for her and once for me – one of us did manage the start of a body hold on the other, but a quick squirm or body drop was enough to break contact and start the circling dance again.
They say no battle plan survives the first contact with the enemy. So it was here. She fainted at me again, but just when I though she was pulling back she lunged again, capturing me in a face to face bear hug. I dropped my legs, twisted my body and pushed my arms outward with all my might sliding under her hold. But I stumbled a bit as I got to my feet again, giving her time to get around behind me and capture me in a standing bear hug.
She was trying to bend me forward towards the ground. I in turn stiffened my body and thrust my feet forward resisting her attempt to put me down on my face. She tried various tricks to overcome my resistance – using her feet to sweep mine from under me, lifting me up to take my feet off the ground and pulling me suddenly backwards to take the pressure out of my resistance to her – but each time I was able to get back into a braced position before she could get me down. The one thing I did fear was that, having lifted me off the ground, she would actually throw me down; even worse if she came with me using my body as her protective air bag. But either she didn't think of it or thought it too likely to hurt me or her to do it.
By now she was starting to pant. For just a moment I thought my better fitness approach might even work. Then I felt her start to turn me around; each of us shuffling our feet so that instead of me facing the water I was facing up the beach where I saw Greg and her second come into my field of vision – each of them with their cameras pointed at us and running. Until that moment I'd been so focused on the match I'd even forgot about Greg being there.
I didn't give her turning of me any great credence as a tactic until one of her thumbs hooked itself over the lower tie of my bikini top and the other over the waist hem of my pants and both suddenly jerked downward; pulling my pants partially down and dislodging the top from my breasts. Instinct for a moment took over. With my hands pinned, I intuitively bent over forward - reacting as any girl would to regain some modesty after being exposed. It only took a nano-second for the thinking part of my brain to try and cancel my reaction, but it was all Merc needed. She had anticipated the instinctive reaction and took immediate advantage of it, using her weight to continue the momentum of my fold and pushing me to the ground.
I was furious with myself. It was the very thing I'd promised myself I wouldn't do; I may not have wanted to flaunt myself, but I just wasn't that concerned about a bit of exposure to throw the match for it. Now she had me in the very hold I knew was her winning one – a bear hug from behind with me flat on my face and her on top.
I used all my strength to break one arm free – trying to get it under me and flip myself over again. But this time the leverage advantage was hers. I'd only got the arm 90 degrees out from my body – a very inefficient position for your arms muscles – before her full strength was being applied to pulling it back within her grasp.
Now my resistance to her pulling my arm was nothing but a forlorn hope. In short order my hands were tied and I felt the strings of my bikini top being undone. I tried to use Merc's technique of forcing my breasts down against the sand to frustrate her getting the top, but my breasts unfortunately didn't present the same sort of barrier that hers had. She just used her hands to bulldoze under my breasts, sweeping the top out with them (and I'm fairly sure deliberately using her fingers spaced slightly apart to tease up my nipples in the process) so my legs were soon being tied together. By now I had surrendered to my fate and had decided not to struggle as she took off my pants and used them to hog tie me.
But Merc had other ideas. Getting off me, she rolled me over so I was face up. Then she picked up my feet and dragged me around so that my head was facing toward the water and my feet up the beach, following which she sat down on my thighs. At this stage I was left wondering what was going on. This was a different script from the one I had seen on the videos from previous fights.
Leaning over me she whispered, so as to be inaudible to the seconds.
"You're the first out of townie to be privileged enough to do this. I think we need to add something special for you."
Even as she was saying this, she started rimming the top of my bikini bottom, sliding he fingers just under the hem of it – much as Greg often does as foreplay. If I thought she was moving across to undo the strings, I was quickly disabused of the thought. Spreading he fingers apart, she then slid one down each side of the leg of the bikini bottom, making a point of massaging the lips of my labia as she moved them all the way down to the base of my crutch, to the point I thought she was going to finger my vagina.
My pubic area is incredible sensitive in an erogenous sort of way. Greg doesn't need much playing around in that area to get me worked up to a fairly high state of arousal; and given my bikini fetish, if he does it as part of undressing me from one I'm all but ready to come by the time he's stripped me. Until today he's the only one I'd allowed to really touch me there. I was surprised that, even though I've not got the slightest lesbian inclinations, Merc's touch was never the less quite arousing, even if unwelcome.
I started to squirm in fear of where this was going. Greg's view of all this had been blocked by Merc's body, but he'd already been attuned to the fact something was unusual. Immediately I could hear his voice.
"Merc, what's going on?"
Even as she replied "nothing", she started fingering my clit through the material of my bikini. While she had a good – I might even say very effective – touch for the process, I started squirming even harder. Greg's voice was louder and impatient.
"Merc whatever you're doing, stop it."
His feet could be heard making the first steps through the sand towards us.
"I'm just taking her pants off."
With that Merc raised her bum off my hips, giving Greg a view of her hands as she untied my bikini bottom and pulled it none too gently from between my legs. The fact the back of it was caught under my bum and she pulled it from the direction of my navel, gave me a front wedgie which was both uncomfortable and slightly arousing all at once. I lifted my bum cheeks to release it and the now stretched elastic caused it to fly through my crutch and into her hand.
For the first time it occurred to me I was now naked with my crutch towards the cameras. This wasn't the face down exposure that I had expected to be the limit of my on camera nudity and I kept my legs pinned as tightly together as I could. By now Merc had moved to my side but still had a knee gently across my stomach which was never the less enough to stop me rolling back over of my own accord. Already I suspected she had something more in mind than just rolling me back over to complete the tie.
Suddenly she started viciously tickling my flanks. I squealed and squirmed to her attack. With my legs and hands tied most of the thrashing about was confined to my hips and thighs and I admit I lost all ability to keep the legs together and protect such modesty as I had left. Instantly Greg's voice could be heard calling for her to stop and I glimpsed him heading down the sand towards us again.
Before Greg reached us, she stopped. In all probability it had probably continued only for an instant, but I was sure it was enough to give her second some fairly detailed video.
Standing up, she slid a foot under my flank and flipped me over; I being more than happy to assist the action. Without further fuss she brought my ankles up to the general location of my bum and used the strings of the bikini bottom to tie them to my wrists, completing the hogtie.
With a patronising pat on my bum she finished our tussle with a –
"Nice try girl. You did better than I thought you would."
At least I could watch with amusement as Merc attempted to collect up the parts of her bikini and get dressed. The pants were OK, but the pulled through triangle on the top gave her a few problems. She tried simply pinning the bottom part of the unthreaded triangle to her chest by tucking it under a very tightly tied lower tie. But with the size of her breasts, it tended to pop out with the slightest provocation. Still, with as much dignity as she could manage she and her second left me there with a simple –
"Enjoy the wait."
Greg came down and sat down beside me. I turned my head towards him and half turned my body on its side.
"I thought you had her there, you should have won, it was just a bit of bad luck. You know, this isn't an honour thing for you, especially in light of Merc's outrageous behaviour; you don't really need to wait. Would you like to be untied?"
"No I want to play by the rules."
He had a kindly hand on my naked bum and alternated between that and brushing the sand off my stomach and pubis as he noticed patches of it stuck to my skin. Greg's presence was enough to arouse me at the best of times but there was something about my vulnerable state and his touch that made it extreme.
"So now I know why you double knotted the end of my bikini top string. How did you know about them pulling through?"
"You're kidding. About half the girls I find have their tops pulled through. It makes it a lot harder to get home if there are people on the beach. I even brought some tape and a short bit of wire in case I had to fix yours – although I wasn't going to let Merc know that. You know I'm not really supposed to sit next to you; more keep an eye on you from a distance. Do you want to ignore about that rule."
That was a harder question, not because I was scared of being left alone, but because I really wanted him close to me.
"I suppose we'd better do it properly, why don't you go for your morning swim while you're waiting." I figured, at least that way I get to see him stripped down.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes." Although I wasn't.
With that he stripped down to his speedos, put his shorts and T Shirt further up the beach and went in to the water. I turned my head so I could watch him. I noticed that, even while swimming, he rarely took his eyes off me. He stopped frequently to look up and down the beach to make sure there was nothing that might threaten my safety.
After what seemed like a long while, he came back out of the water, dried himself and sat down next to me; his bum being next to my head.
"There's no-one in sight, so I don't suppose anything is compromised if I sit here for a while. If I see someone coming, I'll disappear, but at this time of the morning, that'd be usual.
I rolled over on my side facing him and as I did so, he gently stroked up the side of my flank, ending in him circling my nipple with his cool fingers, before cupping my breast in his hand and then stroking the side of my face. I could see I wasn't alone in being aroused by this unusual situation; his swimwear was heavily tented.



I squirmed as close to him as I could. Realising my intention, he ran his hand back down along my flank and across the base of my pubis; sliding lightly over the skin just above my clit. Then extending a finger he slid it down between my legs, sliding the length of my already wet slot and revealing to him just how open I had become. I couldn't resist a moan of delight when his finger first made contact with my swollen clit.
"Goodness, you are excited, aren't you?"
That was an understatement. Here I was naked on a public beach, hogtied and had been left for nearly two hours to contemplate what I could get up to with the love of my life. Even though we could see up and down the beach forever, the risk of discovery simply heightened the excitement.
"You can hardly talk" By now that giant tree trunk was trying to tear apart the front of his swimmers again.
Greg lay down along-side me, bringing his face up against a nipple while he stretched out his hand; two fingers exploring inside me, one of them stroking hard against the front wall of vagina, while his thumb massaged my throbbing clit. Trussed as I was I was only able to vent my growing arousal with increasingly heavy breathing and a continuous stream of moans of delight.
Leaving the stimulation of a nipple to his other hand, Greg worked himself down so he could bring his lips up between my legs. With the fingers of the first hand still deep inside me, he started flickering my clit with his tongue. It was more than my body could stand; all too soon that first sense of impending climax started in the base of my arse before exploding up though my pussy and then throughout my whole body, bursting out in a long singular cry which increased in pitch as the orgasm redoubled within me.
Greg had a hard time staying in contact with me as I initially threw my hips forward at him and then rolled over on my back; my trussing forcing me to thrust my hips in the air with my feet under my bum as I did so. Mind you, he didn't have much choice but to follow my movements; his hand and fingers crushingly captured by the orgasmic tightening of my whole pelvic and upper thigh area.
"In me, in me, in me," was all I could get out as I expressed a desperate desire to have Greg's shaft inside me.
Just to ride my climax and stay in contact, Greg had already had to rise up and bend over me. As the peak of the orgasm passed and I was able to unclamp my knees and spread them again, Greg didn't need a second invitation. Dropping the front of his swimmers he knelt between my legs just below my trussed feet. He leaned in to position himself and gain some initial penetration and then straightened his legs to rise up over my body, burying his shaft to the balls in the process.
That left him with his legs inside my knees, his palms on the ground somewhere near my shoulders his bum in the air. So we were both in a somewhat strange position, but he at least had some capacity for movement, which he proceeded to vigorously use. The angles of our bodies was perfect to get both his shaft working hard against the front wall of my tunnel – searching out my G spot - while letting his groin hit my clit on the completion of each inward stoke.
I was about to roll straight in to my second climax when I emitted a different sort of cry. The back of my hamstring started to cramp from my knees being wide apart while my feet were trussed under me. Greg deftly repositioned his feet outside mine so I could bring my knees together; barely missing a stroke in the process.
While that lost the G Spot stimulation, it didn't matter. The second climax hit me like an explosion between my legs. My knees and upper legs clamped tight; seeming willing all the pleasure of the climax to be captured in my groin as I again vocalised my pleasure loudly enough to risk attracting attention from a mile away. Meanwhile my cunt squeezed so tightly down on Greg's cock it was rendered immobile wringing his own climax out of him in the process and flooding me with his cum.
As our climaxes passed and the strength and immunity to pain that heavy arousal brings with it ebbed from us, we both became aware of how seriously uncomfortable our positions were. Yet Greg was still hard; still filling my body and joining us as one. I was reluctant to let that go. Somehow Greg managed to get one leg back across me so we could roll back on to our sides. And there we lay for something like five minutes; Greg still inside, his arm protectively over me, our lips together - just the slightest rocking back and forward being enough to sustain enough of an erection to keep us joined.
Eventually he softened and withdrew, his cum rolling across my thigh as he did so. Reluctantly I told him –
"We'd better finish this properly; you'd better go and make yourself invisible until 9 comes. It can't be long now." Actually if I had my druthers, we would have done it again, but that was being totally kinky.
It was only about 10 minutes later Greg came down and said –
"Time's up. Lie back face down so we don't expose anything".
Taking his mobile in his hands, he backed up the beach until he could frame both me and the sun in the one shot and took the photo. Then he untied me and waited until I put my bikini on and went for a rinsing swim.
"We probably want to cut those wrist and ankle ties off before you go home or you might attract unwanted questions for your parents"
"That's stating the obvious"
We needed to get the house to ourselves to be able to see what had been posted on-line or even just to watch the video Greg had filmed, so it was a full week before we managed to follow up on it.
Strangely, even though Greg sent her the required copy of the timed 9am shot, the video of our fight didn't at first appear on Dailymotion. Greg had kept his camera rolling and facing toward me even as he'd been moving in to reproach Merc for her misbehaviour, so there was some fairly explicit shots of me which I thought had been the whole point of Merc's actions. Mind you, since she'd lost her clothes early in the fight, there was no shortage of explicit shots of her too. Merc spends most of the fight exposed completely naked either full frontal or legs apart arse toward camera like you would imagine of some bad porn movie.
It was only then that Greg told me what he had done. Merc's second is an old hand at doing these videos and had taken to using a tripod. When Merc first faced me to the camera and dislodged my bikini, Greg simply moved his camera hand in front of the lens of her camera. Because the second was so engrossed in watching the fight directly, she didn't notice the fact her screen was blocked. Later in the fight when she was fooling about with me, he'd either done the same again or walked between the second's camera and us as he started towards us down the beach. So in all probability there was likely to be little exposure of me on the second's video – in contrast to Merc who would be revealing everything if she published the video.
Once again I was vindicated in that sense that I was safe when Greg was looking after me. Watching the video had been arousing enough by itself for me, knowing what Greg had done to protect me made him all but irresistible. He'd watch most of the video with a dirty great boner – which half the time had my hand wrapped around it anyway, so his mood was fairly clear too. I jumped him, stripped him of what little clothing he was wearing and had my way with him until he wasn't good for any more.
Merc's version did come out shortly after that. It was heavily edited. By the time they'd cut out all the really explicit exposure of Merc there was little of the actual fight left and virtually nothing showing an exposure of me. All you could really tell from the video was that Merc won.
We enjoy watching our version now and again; pity we didn't manage to film the climax too (so to speak).
Still, one part of what Merc said did keep playing through my mind. What the hell did she mean by-
"You're the first out of townie to be privileged enough to do this." It just didn't make any sense; or at least didn't until a week later.
So it was that a week later that we discovered another loser tied up on the beach during the course of our morning run. She was a sweet faced tiny slip of a girl who I originally thought can't have been much older than 13; although it turned out she was a recent HSC graduate of 18. Even if the other girl was her age, it would be difficult to imagine that the other girl wasn't much bigger. I bent down to untie her, while Greg proceeded to tease her second by waving to the spot where he knew she would be hiding while filming the event. As I untied her, I asked her if the other girl was much bigger. When she said yes, I asked her why she had agreed to the fight.
"Because it means I'm in."
"What do you mean by that?"
"It means I'm accepted as part of the in group; it's sort of an initiation thing."
"Are only girls who are being accepted challenged in this way?"
"Sure; I thought you would have known that after fighting with Merc last week."
Since Merc hadn't posted her version of the video on line at that stage, I had to ask.
"How do you know I fought Merc?"
"Everyone's been talking about it. Merc's second spilled the beans on how you nearly beat her."
A hundred other questions crossed my brain, but between not wanting to reveal any more of my ignorance about the customs of the town's girls and the fact I'd finished untying her, I didn't get a chance to ask her. I made sure her bikini ties were untangled and ready to be retied before placing the top and bottom within easy reach by her head, collected up Greg and got us both to move on – leaving the girl to get dressed in private.
How could I not feel chuffed? It seems I'd been initiated into some sort of informal alpha group of the town girls and accepted as an honorary townie in the process; and I didn't even know it.
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Foreword
In case you missed it, Chapter 18, about Karen losing a Bikini Hogtie wrestling match to another girl and what she and Greg got up to in her bound up state, appeared in the BDSM section.
*****
Story
Most Sundays that Greg did his Surf lifesaving duty he was on patrol - looking after swimmers in the water. In the background on these summer Sunday mornings, Nippers - the junior programme intended to get kids interested in becoming future members - was also running further up the beach.
Nippers had become something of a runaway success - as much a social venue for the parents as something to get the kids out of the house and doing exercise. It was usually run by the older members.
However, occasionally Greg would be asked to help out - being delegated one of the activities or age groups to look after with beach games. This morning Greg and Kate had been allocated the job of teaching the youngest recruits the game of flag racing. This is like a game of musical chairs, except here there is an ever diminishing number of flags that participants are aiming to grab to stay in the game.
From the outset I was impressed by how well Greg communicated with the youngsters. When addressing them as a group he projected a loud but friendly voice using simple but clear words that could be heard not just by the kids, but also by the parents in the outer ring. But when addressing an individual child, he bent down to look them in the eye and used a quieter confident but unchallenging voice. The kids certainly responded to him and did everything he asked of them.
He was also true to his beliefs in the way he encouraged along those kids who were not naturals at it rather than merely trying to develop champions out of these who were.
First up Kate demonstrated how you lie face down on the sand until the starting single, whereupon you leap up, turn around and run towards the flag finishing with a flying dive at it. Kate of course executed it to perfection. Then I heard him ask -
"OK, kids, who'd like to see an adult that has never done it before try that out?"
Not realising that I was for this purpose a full on adult, I got a bit of a shock when the kids exclamation of support resulted in him turning towards me and asking the masses -
"Will we ask Karen to have a go?"
Their loud response told me I was trapped; Greg would pay a price for this later! I don't think he was factoring in that my brief bikini was much less secure for this sort of thing than Kate's club one piece. Still having accepted the role I was determined to put on a good show. And so I would have had my dive not brought me up nearly a metre short of the flag, leaving me crawling over the sand until I could finally lay my hands on it. You don't slide very well in sand (or at least I don't). Then before I got up I had to go through a mental check list making sure all the parts of my bikini were in their correct place.
While doing that I heard Greg announce
"A big thankyou to Karen for showing us perfectly how to recover from a misjudged dive."
This was followed by a round of applause mixed with laughter from the kids. Just as I was getting up, Greg asked the crowd -
"Will we ask Kate and Karen to have a match against each other?"
Again I was trapped by the crowds support for the suggestion.
Even though Kate had all the advantages in the match, my competitive instincts came up and made sure I was going to try my hardest to beat her. And for one delusional minute I thought I might when running towards the flag, the tunnel vision focusing on it showed no sign of Kate either in front of me or just to my side. I dived for it, already counting a surprise victory when Kate's hand suddenly appeared over the top of my head and snatched the flag out from under me. We ended up in a pile, Kate on top of me clutching the flag of victory in her hand. She whispered -
"Sorry, I couldn't help myself."
This time I did have to make an adjustment or two to my bikini before I was decent enough to get up off the sand.
The rest of the morning passed in a busy blur. First Greg gave them a couple of turns with enough flags for everyone. Then he re-sorted them to make sure stronger players were alongside each other - giving the less strong ones a go at staying in the games for longer.
Eventually the Nippers programme was over for the morning and I had Greg to myself again; any thoughts of homicide for having roped me in having long since passed.
By now you know about how powerful the hormonal forces that Greg unleashed in me were. Latent maternal hormones that had been dormant in my body had been brought to the boil by my feelings for Greg. While still having a long term plan, thoughts of marriage and having children flooded unguarded section of my brain. They were thoughts I kept carefully suppressed least I scare Greg away with them. But seeing Greg doing such a great job of being a role model for and leader of the kids had brought them rushing back. As always I tried to ignore them - to bury them back inside me.
Nippers had started early, so we'd not yet been for our morning run. Predictably Greg wasn't going to let me get away without it so we set out along the beach; our pace somewhat slower as the day had started to heat up. By now my fitness was such that we could easily converse while running at a steady jog and so our time running passed in pleasurable conversation.
We'd been running for quite a while when the conversation turned to the morning's events. As I gave expression to my thoughts about how he'd handled the kids, I wasn't really being manipulative when I commented to him -
"Greg you're really great with the kids. I really admired how you dealt with them. They all look up to you. I can see you're going to make a great father one day."
"They're a good bunch of kids. Still I've seen some of them be a bit of a hand-full with their parents. I think as an outsider they give you a bit more respect. Anyhow, it's easier to be a good parent when you've got good kids. If you're the mother of my children then I don't doubt they'll be fantastic kids."
It took a second for the implications of what Greg had just said to sink in. Then it was like someone had found that pool of boiling hormones and thrown a hand grenade in spraying them everywhere from my crutch to my head. My brothers often spoke of something causing an 'instant hard-on'; an erection that goes from nothing to 110% in a nano-second and by implication it being one so powerful - so sexually frustrating - that it seemingly demands some sort of immediate attention. As a sister I had simply rolled my eyes at such talk and dismissed it as silly boys stuff. Now I had the female equivalent of that with a vengeance.
'Lady-boners' Kate calls them; usually as she leans in to me as we're sitting on the beach, points out some new to town tourist guy and asks -
"Does watching him give you a lady-boner too?"
Whether she was aware of it or not, the question was usually accompanied by her thrusting her breasts teasingly forward and spreading her legs just far enough apart to ensure the target had a clear view of the crutch of her bikini; a smile ready to spread across her face the moment the target's eyes were inevitably distracted by the sight she was presenting to him.
Her taste in guys is questionable at the best of time; handsome sure, but there's often something about them gives me the creeps. So I usually just give her some neutral response - 'he's OK' or something like that. Being near Greg on the other-hand is a constant source of lady-boners for me. Even just being in his presence is enough to cause a low-level state of arousal; a sense of sexual warmth in my groin that never leaves me. And as for when we unleash our passions on each other ...
But this was different. This was a lady-boner to end all lady-boners. It overwhelmed the suppressive rational side of my brain with confusing desperate neediness. I wanted Greg; I wanted him physically and I wanted him now; but we were in the middle of a public beach. Sure we were on a quiet deserted part of the beach a long way from anywhere or anyone else - but it was open beach just the same, not the bushes up the back where we usually let our passions lose.
You can't run as well with the swelling in your crutch competing for your body's blood supply. My pace slipped back a bit causing me to drop behind Greg. It didn't take long for Greg to notice. He was looking over his shoulder seeing if I was OK. I just wanted some time to try and run off my arousal or otherwise get it back under control; for the controlled side of my brain to fight against acting on my impulses. So I told him to keep going; falling in directly behind him to make it harder for him to look around at me - as that just tempted me further.
That was a mistake; a big mistake. Now my eyes had tunnel vision on his body; its athletic frame; its muscles working in unison as they propelled him along at an effortless pace; his tight little bottom barely covered by his swimmers as his glutes worked magically within them. With every impact with the sand a spray of sweat flew off from his body; flooding my senses with the pheromones his body was putting out; stirring me further. As I watched a bead of sweat collected in the small of his back and ran down the top of his bum crack which was just visible over to top of his swimmers. My eyes undressed him; watching the bead progressed as it slid down through that beautiful bottom. My mind conjured up an imagined naked front view of him; a giant unyielding erection beating time against his stomach with every step of his jog. The desire was tearing me apart.
Oblivious to this Greg suddenly slowed to a stop and started to turn to face me.
"I think that's far enough, maybe we should turn b..."
His words were cut short as I barrelled in to him my arms out before me completing his body's turn and pushing him stumbling backwards until he ended up falling on his back in the soft sand. Instantly I was over him, my sweaty damp thighs straddling his sweaty damp crutch. Before he even had time to realise what was happening my hand dropped to the drawstring of his swimmers, released it and then slid inside to wrap my fingers sensuously around the still flaccid package it contained. As I bent over to kiss him I felt the package surge with power; forcing my fingers apart and pushing against the length of my wrist as - like a new universe being born - it underwent it's process of cosmic expansion.
His scent invaded my body; raw, sweaty pheromones driving my passion harder; increasing the urgency of my need. Standing back over him I dragged his swimmers roughly - almost violently - down the length of his legs before tossing them carelessly aside. By the time I'd knelt back over him I'd already pulled both side ties of my bikini bottoms and tossed it in the same direction.
If Greg wanted a demonstration of what it meant if I ever got to tell him that I sometimes wanted to feel as though I'd been taken, he was getting more than a little of that now.
In a single motion as I lowered myself back down on him, I lifted his shaft upright and pushed myself down on to it; having it fill at last the emptiness only he could fill; pushing myself down; pushing him in as deeply as I could. Bending over and bringing my legs down alongside his as I lay on top of him, I pushed harder to bring my clit into contact with his pubis; moving straight in to a succession of intensely physical thrusts each ending with that same arousing contact.
Greg's brain eventually caught up with his crutch in registering what was going on and after untying my bikini top he now had his mouth wrapped around a breast; his tongue flicking the engorged nipple. If I registered that we were now making love exposed in the middle of the day on the open beach for all to see it probably just enhanced my arousal.
In only about 10 maybe 15 thrusts I came for the first time, moaning loudly and shivering with intense pleasure as my body contracted repeatedly on Greg's cock. But it wasn't my climax I was seeking. With barely a moment's hesitation I kept thrusting; tightening my grip around his shaft, trying to imitate from on top the sort of movements Greg usually did when seeking his own climax - all the time still stimulating my clit on his pubis. Greg's oohs and aahs started to tell me he wasn't far of going either encouraging me to greater effort.
As he came he thrust his hips in to me. I clamped myself to his shaft. I was sure I could feel the pulsing at the base of his shaft as his body pumped out its load in to me. In my mind I pictured his seed spraying over my cervix; flooding the top of my vagina. The ongoing stimulation from my thrusting, Greg's throwing his hips up at me, the feeling of his pulsing shaft and my imagination combined to push me in to my second climax.
As our passions subsided, as the moment of sexual frenzy passed, Greg finally had a chance to ask -
"What brought that on?"
What I had just done had been driven by lust. Not the sort of lust driven by a desire for sexual satisfaction. It was more primitive than that. It was a mating lust; a reproductive lust. I wanted Greg's seed inside me.
Even now I had myself pushed hard down on Greg, pushing his shaft deeply within me, my pelvic floor muscles firmly clamped around him. I wanted him to stay firm. I wanted him to plug his seed inside my vagina and dam it up against my cervix. I was on the pill, I knew I wasn't fertile but I still loved the thought of his seed invading my body, swimming up my cervix and into my womb. Frankly I wasn't sure what the pill did to that mechanism. It didn't really matter. In my mind it was happening. The more of his seed I could hold in my body and the longer I could hold it there, the more would invade me
By first merely mentioning the possibility that Greg might one day be the father of my children he had offered me the chance to unburden myself of the thoughts I had so carefully kept locked up since the day we meet. They were thoughts so dangerous, so threatening to my relationship that they had stopped me being fully honest with Greg about my feelings for him. Every time we had discussed our feelings for each other, Greg had been the one to raise it; Greg had led the way in pouring out the strength of his love. I had been reduced to a "me too" level of response not because they were any less but because I was scared of driving him off with the collateral emotions he had stirred up in me.
Now by overreacting I had challenged my ability to open up to him. I had done something so passionate that anything I said now would be tainted. Like on that glorious night we had gone to dinner by boat, tears started to well up. I was in danger of being reduced to heaving emotional sobs again. In the seconds I had to consider my answer I fought an internal battle between the forces that wanted finally to be able to talk honestly and those that still lived in fear.
This might be my only chance. Trying to level my voice and strip it of excess emotion; trying to pick words that were measured and unthreatening, I responded.
"You mentioned the possibility we one day might have children together. Greg I know we're young and I know we've really only just got to know each other, so don't think I wanting to rush anything. It's just that since I've known you I've gone from being someone who thought she didn't want children to being someone who wants a family one day. It excites me to think that one day you might be the father of those children."
Now I'd started I thought I'd better get it out; making sure I shaped the message as safely as possible as I went along.
"We've both got study to finish and careers to get started first and I know we're still in the first flush of our relationship and things can change with time, but I love you so much that I can't help but dream one day we'll get married and have kids. I've been frightened to mention those thoughts because I thought I'd scare you, so when you raised the possibility it sort of overwhelmed me."
By now the tears were streaming down my face; a face that was raised on both elbows and fully in Greg's vision. Lifting a hand, he gently smudged them away.
"Hey, have you forgotten I was the one who was scared of frightening you away? I think about what it would be like married to you all the time. I think about being able to live with you instead of just having to visit you. I've always wanted a family and I think about how fantastic any kids you produce would be. There's nothing to be scared of. You don't get rid of me that easily.
Look, like you I know we still have growing up to do. We also have to make sure we're suited to each other long term. All I know is that here and now I'd love to think that one day we'll get married. And sometimes I even think I'd like that to be sooner than I might have thought likely before I meet you. Karen, we're on the same page on this. I'd hate to think that you felt you have to bottle it all up. Just be natural with me; talk to me. I love you. I'm overjoyed you feel so strongly towards me too. Let's talk about these things and make all the plans in the world. If they happen that's great. If something happens in the future and changes how we feel about each other than all I can say is we'd have great memories of thinking about how things might have been."
I couldn't hold it in any longer. Emotions that had built up over the last months burst within me. A flood of tears and heaving sobs escaped uncontrollably from me as I let them all out; sobs that never the less went all the way down to where our bodies were still joined - his still rigid shaft clamped firmly within me. By now Greg had seen this before; he knew these were sobs of joy. As I put my head back down on his shoulder he wrapped a hand around my head and rocked me gently from side to side, the other hand on my naked bottom holding me tightly to him.
As the emotion drained from me the passion that had started this whole show re-emerged. I still held both his seed and his yet unyielding shaft in my body. I wanted to savour my fantasy - to see it through - to pretend that even now our bodies were struggling to create new life. I didn't really want to get pregnant and I knew I couldn't; but more than ever before it struck me with blinding clarity that what we were engaged in was above all an act of procreation. I became aware of just how aroused I was. My body felt like a ripe plumb ready to burst. I wanted Greg again. He was already filling me but I wanted him to come in me again.
At least having the presence of mind to first look up and down the beach to make sure that our risk of a public display wasn't becoming real, I rolled us over so that he was on top of me, his legs outside mine. I was emboldened like never before. I pulled his ear to my mouth and whispered -
"Make love to me. Fuck me. Give yourself the best orgasm you possibly can. Just go for it!"
Greg looked at me; a look that conveyed puzzlement, anticipation and concern all in one expression. The hand Greg originally had on the cheek of my bum moved in to the small of my back, pulling my body in to him as he started a slow powerful thrusting movement his chest brushing against my nipples. In my head, the seed he'd deposited earlier was now being agitated, pushed against my cervix, helped along its path.
His weight now was on his knees and the arm he had by my shoulder. The other arm was lifting my back, supporting me, pulling me in to him and bracing me as his thrusts continued. I felt his knees come up along-side my thighs giving him more support as he adopted a flattened kneeling position. With his free arm he had lifted himself up, the arm in the small of my back pulling me higher.



Normally Greg on top wasn't a great position for me; this was intended to be a mental fantasy for me, not an act of physical satisfaction. Normally I couldn't get contact between my clit and his pubis. Nor could I this time. But something else was happening. Something in the monumental swelling of my crutch was moving something which was causing my clit to be stimulated by the lips of my vulva. With every thrust my own arousal increased. Soon I wanted to start moaning; to vocalise my pleasure. But I didn't want Greg to mistake it for discomfort. Wrapping my hands around his back and pulling myself tighter up against him.
"Yes." I sighed "Oh yes". Clichéd but safe.
I turned my fingernails down and dug them in to the skin of his flesh. He was working hard now; his pace had quickened - pleasurable grunts beat time to his thrusts. As I looked up at him his gaze shifted to my breasts; breasts that felt plump and engorged in their arousal. As my body was pushed around by Greg's thrusts I tried to make them sway in time. I thought I felt his shaft grow even thicker within me. It felt so good.
"Yes, oh yes, more, harder."
It felt too good. He had to come soon.
His grunts grew louder; a mixture of pleasure and breathlessness. It felt so good down there, I thought he must be swelling; ready to explode. His face changed; a look of intense concentration. I knew the look. With a loud groan he came, the pulsing in the base of his shaft bringing a mental picture to my mind of my cervix once again being sprayed by his seed; of the whole space filling up; of - whatever the reality might be - his seed being forced in to my cervix by the final thrusting pumps of his orgasm.
It pushed me over too. I lifted my hips and pushed them hard against him, dragging my fingernails across his back as the contractions of my orgasm clamped his shaft inside me. Contraction after contraction flooded my body with pleasure draining it of energy. As they finished I went limp to Greg's hold, closed my eyes and concentrated again on that pool of seed inside me; still clamped, whatever else might be the state of my body, by firmly tensioned pelvic muscles.
I waited for Greg to lie down on top of me. I cajoled him to relax his weight on to me; reassured him he couldn't crush me. My vagina was now double loaded; Greg's shaft still firmly plugging it. I put my arms around him and pulled him tightly in to me; tighter than I'd ever held him before. Our bodies were burning hot, the running, the passionate sex and now the closeness of our contact causing both of us to be flushed and wet with sweat. Between our bodies a pool of sweat was forming in my navel; but Greg smelt wonderful; a masculine scent that filled my senses and bonded me to him.
Still it was hot. The sun was beating down on Greg's back and my face. As much as I might have just liked to hold him there forever, my cervix drowning in his sperm, it wasn't practical. Reluctantly as I felt him go soft within me, I gave him a final kiss and let him go.
We were a mess. Our sweaty backs were covered in sand; Greg's now also having a fair bit of blood trickling down from the scratch marks I'd inflicted on him. They were going to take a bit of explaining to his family even if they may have been a badge of success among a certain type of mate. Our swimmers were some distance from where we were laying and having been damp with sweat when roughly discarded, they also were now covered inside and out in clinging sand.
Collecting everything up, we slunk down to the water to wash off and get dressed again; Greg's juices finally running down my leg on the way.
As we frolicked in the water, cleaning up and getting dressed, for the first real time I got to talk to Greg about my dreams for life; maybe a life with him. Children and marriage could now be a part of that talk; always tentative, always in the future, but at least I could talk openly about it. What I found out was that Greg's dreams were pretty close to mine; number of desired children, when he'd like to get married even how he saw his career and future. What was best of all was that Greg wasn't scared to talk to me as if I was his future wife.
From that day on I always felt comfortable pondering a future with him in discussions with Greg. It just simply ceased to be an issue. And by having brought the issue out in the open, the whole obsession with Greg's seed and fertility faded somewhat into the background. In a way it was a pity; I don't know that I was ever as aroused or impulsive as I had been on the beach that day. Maybe one day the thoughts of being seeded by him would become real and I'd get to experience those passions all over again.
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The Sunday I unleashed my hormonal lust on Greg after nippers turned out to be quite an adventurous one.
As Greg, Kate and I had been packing up after Nippers a guy appeared and hovered around until Kate noticed him. She then introduced us to Henri – a guy on holiday she'd meet who she was planning to hang out with that day.
Physically he was a fine specimen. Square jawed and well built, he could have come straight from the front cover of a woman's 'bodice ripper' novel. He was Kate's typical male selection. But there was more to him than that.
In the nearly five years between when I'd turned 16 and I'd meet Greg I thought I'd developed a pretty good creep radar – identifying those guys whose interest in me was limited to the space between my legs. As I shook hands with Henri that radar was pinging like mad. Looking him in the eye as I momentarily held his hand, a mental picture formed of a bird of prey, its talons firmly pinning Kate's body to the ground in preparation for dissecting her, while already eyeing me off for the next meal. Superficially it might have been just a sinister edge I detected in his over friendliness and I might have set aside my judgement on that if his reaction to Greg when he was identified as my boyfriend hadn't been chillingly cool. But there was definitely also something in the way he looked at me.
We had a brief conversation talking about plans for the day, during which we revealed we usually had Sunday night dinners at one of the local pizza places.
We crossed paths with them a couple of times during the day. I couldn't help notice Kate had set out to impress this guy. While swimming at the beach she had changed from her lifesaver swimwear into her gorgeous sexy one piece and when we saw them in town later in the day she was wearing over that a flattering sheath mini-dress with a plunging neckline. She looked scalding hot. If I'd noticed one thing with Kate, how much effort she made to look good for a guy was a fairly good indicator of her intentions with him. Whatever might be my personal impression of Henri, unless he really blew it, I'd guessed this guy was in for a good night.
As it turned out, it was just as well we'd told Kate about our plans for the night. We were sitting at the pizza place at around 8 pm having just finished our meal when Kate staggered in looking for us; seriously drunk and highly agitated. Now Kate is not usually a heavy drinker. She does more than me, but I'd never before seen her anything like as she was then; drunk to the point of being on the edge of passing out. And that's the other thing. Her reaction to drink is normally just to get happy, relaxed and outgoing.
This was all different. She was volcanically angry – not with us but with something that had happened to her. Her voice was loud enough to attract the attention of everyone in the place and she was talking about the guy trying to drug and rape her; using a few ripe swear words in the process.
There was no doubt she needed our urgent help, so Greg helped her back out of the Restaurant towards his car while I settled the bill. I caught up with them as Greg was trying to support her with one arm while ferreting about for his car keys with the hand of the other. We got the back door of the car open and settled her on to the back seat facing us with her feet still on the pavement as we started to ask her what had happened.
It was difficult to get a clear answer. As she faded in and out of consciousness she just kept repeating that he'd tried to drug and rape her. When I tried asking directly whether he'd actually hurt her or interfered with her, she just kept repeating the same thing. And she was clearly very angry about what had happened. For us the question was whether we take her home, to the police or to the hospital. I figured without a clear statement of what had happened, the police were unlikely to be of much help and if we took her to the hospital, we'd wait for hours in the emergency department just to be told to take her home and put her to bed.
In the end a couple of things made us decide to take her home. Firstly she didn't look as though she'd been interfered with. There was no sign of bruising or other physical injury and her clothes were not dishevelled. I could see she had her one piece swimsuit still on underneath her dress, so if she'd been sexually assaulted I figured it's likely the assailant would have tried removing all her clothing. From where I was kneeling next to the car door as I spoke to her I could also get a good look at the crutch of her swimmers. Even in the approaching dusk, the pattern of the dried salt on them showed no particular dampness. I guessed I could conclude at the very least that it was unlikely she'd been subject to any incident of unprotected sex and probably no actual sex at all.
Secondly, her words were always that 'he tried'. Nothing she said indicated anything beyond trying to drug her had actually happened. That was not to say that he hadn't committed any number of potentially criminal acts, but absent physical evidence or even a witness able to give a lucid description of what happened, I guessed the police would cause more stress to Kate than they would to him.
So we decided to take her home; hoping her mother would be there to assist with any further decisions or action. Greg got a towel to put across her lap while I sat in the back seat with her as Greg drove the short distance. Once we'd settled her in to the car and got moving she fell almost instantly asleep.
We got her out of the car by supporting her one on either side; rousing her just enough that she was able to support her own weight on her legs. We'd only gone a few steps when that support disappeared – her legs collapsing under her. That caught us off guard and we were only able to slow the rate of decent as she went down inelegantly to the ground on her bum; her knees up and legs spread untidily apart.
Life got more complex when with an "I've got to pee" we heard the unmistakable hiss of a woman urinating accompanied by a relieving sigh from her. Almost instantly she then threw up down the front of her dress; it spilling all the way down from her upper chest to the top of her thighs. As we were caught off guard by this she fell over on her side as a second vomit spread under her face and through her hair. Greg immediately went in to first aid mode, checking her breathing and, since she was now in any case lying on her side, moving her arm and leg to hold her there while we worked out what to do.
Greg hated the thought of her lying in her own vomit, so his first action was to check out a nearby bit of grass for bindies and ask me to help move her over there where he repositioned her in the recovery position. It was at this stage I really hoped Kate's mother was home. She was soiled with her own urine and vomit and, while I was happy to help get things right, some decisions were going to have to be made and things were going to get personal in a way I wasn't entirely comfortable with. Still, there were no lights showing in the house, so as I went and knocked on the door I wasn't optimistic.
No answer. We were on our own.
She had swimmers on and it was a warm night, so getting her soiled dress off her seemed to be a no brainer. A lot of the vomit had run off while she was on her side, but it was still pretty disgusting. Greg held her in a sitting position while I lifted the dress over her head; trying to make sure nothing rubbed in her face and as little as possible dropped back over her as it came off.
After that the decisions got more complex. In the back of my mind I was still worried we might be mucking up any evidence if she did want to have the police go after the guy. I took the only approach I could think of and ask myself what would I want? On the limited evidence I had it was likely nothing actually happened beyond him getting her drunk and maybe drugged while on the other hand her physical state sort of demanded early action. I think I would want to be cleaned up.
Influencing that was the fact that, with the active sex life Greg and I had being enjoying, I'd always been a little paranoid about UTI's; taking whatever precautions I could to avoid them. I was no expert, but had I been Kate in her current state that would have been top of my list of concerns at this point.
At a second level there was the question of modesty; especially as I was sure I would require Greg's help with a lot of things. Again, if it was me, I would be mortified that I was in the state I was, but knowing afterwards that a good friend had seen me wholly or partially naked would be the least of my worries. And in that area I think Kate had a lesser sense of modesty than I had.
Finally I didn't want Kate's mum coming home half way through and misunderstanding the situation.
The vomit had gone down her cleavage, so there was still a considerable mess captured within her one piece. That would need to come off and she would really need a shower of some sort. While Greg watched over her I fiddled in her bag and found her house keys. At this stage I was uncertain as to whether to hose her off in the yard or use the bathroom. An outdoor hosing completely lacked dignity – especially as we had to strip her - and was a matter of last resort, but there are many bathrooms I wouldn't want to deal with a semi-conscious person in, so I needed to check hers out.
It was OK. The shower recess was spacious and easily accessed and the screen was made of solid looking shatter-proof glass. With Greg's help I thought we could keep her safe while using it, so that was the better option.
I've always had an issue with other people's vomit – I doubt I'm alone in that - so didn't savour what we needed to do. I could see that, even just moving her, things were going to get messy. Since I was still wearing a bikini underneath some reasonably good going out clothes, I stripped down to that – leaving my clothes on the living room lounge – and suggested Greg do the same to protect his good clothes.
I wanted Kate's mum to get a sense of the situation if she did come home, so suggested to Greg he put her dress – with the soiling prominently displayed - on the front porch. At the same time I suggested he get our towels from the car and put them in the bathroom as I suspected we'd be needing them.
Kate was now partially responsive; able to obey some commands and grunt an assent to courses of action explained to her. It meant that she could support some of her own weight and shuffle her feet as we lifted her up, one under each arm, and part guided, part dragged her through to the bathroom, trying not to leave any trail as we did.
Greg was inclined to put her under the shower still in her swimmers. I had two problems with that. Superficially there was stuff that had gone down the front of them, so it didn't really clean her up properly. I suppose we could have managed to clean that out and even rinse them well enough the urine ceased to be a problem. But we'd need to take them off to dry her and put her to bed, so it didn't achieve anything modesty wise. More importantly, if any evidence was going to be retained, it might be in the swimmers, so I wanted to defer a decision on getting them wet or otherwise more contaminated than they were. I thought her urine might even reveal whether she'd been drugged; although frankly I really knew nothing about the issue and even at the time thought I'd been watching too many CSI type programmes.
Mind you even that decision wasn't a no brainer. The swimmers were one of her favourites and ones she was very proud off – if only because they were a very expensive brand. Deep-veed at the front – where they plunged to about half the distance between the bottom of her breasts and her navel; at the back they were cut very low – showing little more than a low cut bikini bottom. That meant the sides also dropped almost vertically to where they met the line of the bottom section on her hips. The top part was supported by two thin cross over strings which also came down to the hips on the opposite side.
The result was very sexy; maybe even more sexy than most bikinis. I dare say she'd intentionally chosen them to wear when she thought she'd be spending the day at the beach with someone special. It showed plenty of cleavage and underboob, while still looking like something you could be seen in public in. In short, it was well designed and had a stunning pattern on the front.
I'd been keeping an eye out for something similar for myself. It shows their impact that when I'd asked Greg if he'd like me in a suit like that he replied, in typical Greg fashion, that I'd look "cock burstingly sexy" in them. That was probably as much a comment as to how they looked on Kate as to how he thought they'd look on me, but I was willing to take it as encouragement anyway. But I knew from my search that they weren't easily replaced.
I was concerned the acids in her body fluids might damage them if they were left unrinsed until the morning. Here again, if I'd been in Kate's position I might have preferred them to be rinsed; but it was still a decision I could defer or maybe even lay off to her mum if she came home.
If Kate had been traumatised by some inappropriate behaviour of the guy I didn't want to make things worse, so I explained to her that we needed to take her swimmers off to wash her and asked her if that was OK. She seemed to understand and nodded her assent. It was fortunate that she'd seemed to have lost some of the anger and agitation; leaving her just very drowsy.
We rolled the strings off each shoulder and Greg supported her while I pulled the swimmers down her legs. I'm going to plead guilty to the fact I had a good perve at her well waxed fanny while I was down there. Ever since I'd had my first wax job I'd been aware I didn't exactly have what you might call a designer vagina. The girl doing my wax job had always reassured me it was perfectly normal and of course there was no way I was going to have any silly operation to make it more perfect. But I'd never really seen anyone else's, so had nothing to compare mine against. At least now I could console myself with the fact that – as much as she might have a perfect body – her fanny was no less untidy than mine; and probably more so. If I got some satisfaction from a momentary thought that at least gave me one advantage over Kate it really is just an admission of how insecure her body otherwise could make me feel; so more an indictment of me than her.
Fortunately Kate was responsive enough that I could get her to raise her feet alternatively so I could get her swimmers out from under her. Then I placed them safely on the bathroom vanity unit.
Greg and I briefly discussed how to shower her. Greg was in favour of propping her in a sitting position in the corner and leaving me to the job. His judgement was obviously strongly influenced by both his embarrassment and arousal at having to deal with Kate in this naked state.
Funny isn't it? Every Sunday for years he's interacted with her – sometimes in a very tactile way, and in the course of working together on rescues and other lifesaver work, sometimes even in a very intimate way – while she was wearing nothing more than a patch of ultra-thin swimwear. Like every other male on the beach he'd also probably got innumerable close-up of her tits as she repeatedly had blow-outs from her always insecure swimwear tops in the surf. All this caused not the slightest reaction from him. Now I get his help to take off her swimmers because they are covered in vomit and urine and he grows an enormous boner! I even had a giggle to myself as I noticed him have to adjust it so that it pointed upwards rather than be captured by his swimmers and be held pointing outwards.
Still, I had concerns with Greg's approach to washing her, so he wasn't getting off that easily. I thought she could still slump over on her side and hit her head on the tiles if I was trying to wash and support her at the same time Plus, since the shower was in a fixed high position and the only adjustment I had was the angle at which it pointed, it would be much harder to wash her; especially as it would be nearly impossible for me not to get in the path of the water flow.
I asked Greg if he'd help me prop her standing against the wall while I washed her front. It made it easy to make sure she didn't slump to the front or sides; the only real risk being that her legs gave out and she went straight down. So while pinning her shoulder to the wall with one hand, I jammed my knee against the wall between her legs to make sure even that would result in a controlled drop and with the remaining hand went about directing the shower stream over her face and chest; soaping it up and rinsing it off; although getting me completely wet in the process.
Needless to say, this was intimate contact. No wonder Greg had become aroused. It's impossible when you're this intimate with someone not to notice their body – more so when it's Kate. Not for the first time I admired her figure. For their size her breasts had always seemed unnaturally perky – defying gravity. Now she was completely naked before me nothing detracted from that impression. Her nipples were perfectly proportioned to her breasts and rose quickly to the touch of my palm as I soaped them to wash away the smell of the vomit still lingering on her body. Finally, even in her slumped state, her stomach was as flat as a tack and simply drew attention down to her hairless crutch.
There was one other act of intimacy I felt needed to be done. Because of a concern about UTI's I steeled myself to wash the front of her crutch in the same way I would if it was my own body. I wasn't very comfortable about doing it and once again asked Kate if it was OK. Again she agreed, although things took a different turn when she slurred out in a drunken sultry voice as I was finishing the job –
"That was nice, do it again."
It reduced Greg and me to a fit of giggles which Kate then joined in with and totally broke the tension of the whole exercise.
Maybe revived a bit by the shower, Kate was starting to return more to the Kate we knew and loved. A very drunken, and as events were to show, uninhibited form of her and one that was still at imminent risk of passing out; but her good humour and easy nature – which in normal circumstances was simply reinforced by a bit of drink - was starting to reassert itself.
I told her I needed to turn her around to wash her back and her hair. She slurred out –
"That's OK, Greg can hold me."
Before either of us could react very much she'd turned towards him, put her arms around his shoulders, and slumped the length of her body against him. As he put supporting arms around her back, Greg gave me a quizzical look; seeking permission not to react too strongly to the intensely personal circumstance he found himself in. I just grinned and rolled my eyes telling him - while at the same time directing them both with my hands – that I thought it would be safer if he stood with his back resting on the wall space previously occupied by Kate.
That left me with two hands to attend to washing Kate's back and hair; even if I was dealing with an attractive naked woman in full frontal contact with my only partially dressed and by now very physically aroused boyfriend. Kate didn't make things any easier for Greg when she pulled her head away from his shoulders a bit, separated their bodies, looked down the length of the gap between them and blurted out –
"You are big aren't you? You must be pleased to see me."
She then slumped back in to full frontal contact and circled her crutch against his.
Greg was looking helplessly at me, blushing like you wouldn't believe; not wanting to do anything to upset her again but clearly not wanting to upset me either. I could only burst out laughing at her interesting use of the cliché and Greg's discomfort; which at least gave him some reassurance I wasn't going to kill him afterwards. Searching for some way to control her which retained the now good humour of the situation, he only got Kate to stop for a moment when he told her –



"I don't think Karen would be very pleased with me letting you do that."
She turned her head half in my direction, her bloodshot eyes twisting themselves in their sockets to try to bring me in to focus. Her slurred words are beyond my ability to replicate in type. The best I can do is –
"Sorrrie Karn. I'vve allwayss loved Grreg; I shoodder grabbed him when I coud've. Hees's a good boy. You should marry him," before looking back at Greg and blurting out-
"Karn's a nice girl, you should marry her too"
Given our conversation this morning Greg and I looked each other in the eye and both burst into laughter again; Kate joining in, even if she wasn't quite sure what she was laughing at
To keep his balance Greg had his back on the wall with his feet a short distance off; so he was angled towards Kate's crutch. Even though he had his legs outside Kate's for better balance, I could see Kate had actually tucked her bum in a bit and was pretty sure she had a fairly sensitive part of her body pushed up against Greg's erect shaft. Even before she started laughing I could detect just a bit of subtle movement from her indicating she was still pleasuring herself on him. As she laughed, she snuck in a lot more obvious movement; reminding me vividly of my first day with Greg. Indeed I was almost chuffed by it. I'd thought my sneaking a bit of pleasure from Greg in that way was just the actions of a shy innocent virgin and yet here was a sexual amazon like Kate doing exactly the same.
It was such a contrast with her earlier agitation it was difficult to know how to control it; and Greg was really having trouble knowing what to do with her now overt friskiness. He kept pleading with her that he'd be in trouble with me or shifting subtly to try and get his erection away from her direct contact. But even if she stopped for a bit she'd soon reposition herself and start dry humping him again; telling Greg that "Karn" was a nice girl and wouldn't mind.
I suppose I could have come to Greg's rescue with some firmer words or even by speeding along the washing process. His eyes were certainly asking me to do so. But I didn't. Indeed I think I may even have deliberately taken my time to finish washing her hair. After all, did I really need to put conditioner through it too? Did I really need to take so much time soaping her back? Probably not.
When I dropped the soap I had to bend down to pick it up and as I did so I got a clear look at the base of Greg's erect shaft between Kate's legs, his swimmers moulded closely around it and his balls on either side as Kate subtly moved the base of her mons up and down against it. There flashed into my mind the mental image from my dream of our threesome of Greg's shaft repeatedly penetrating Kate; an image which had continued to be strongly sexually arousing.
Kate eventually brought the whole thing to an end herself as, with a cute little "oooh", she subtly came and finally relaxed her body unmovingly back against Greg.
How did I feel seeing Greg so intimate with Kate? I don't really think jealously came in to it. By now I was comfortable and secure in my relationship with Greg. I trusted him completely and didn't feel threatened by any interaction he had with other girls; although that's not to say he was allowed to go around having girls dry hump him willy nilly. What was happening here was so far out of both our comfort zones that jealously wasn't really part of it and in any case was completely under my supervision. Still, he certainly wasn't allowed to come. For some reason that would have been a whole new level of challenge. But I knew he knew that.
Was I shocked to hear Kate express residual feeling for Greg? Not really; somehow I'd always known that and it was only because she was so drunk that she was willing to be open about them. In the morning she wouldn't even remember acknowledging it. But I also knew that as much as Greg was attached to Kate as a friend, he was painfully aware of her self-destructive tendencies where her love life was concerned and wanted no part of it. Plus, in any case, in a few weeks Greg was coming off to Uni with me and Kate was going elsewhere. I had the monopoly position.
Even so, why did I let it go on – even facilitate it? Of course there was a secret only I knew that also affected how I viewed what was happening. Even before I'd bent down to pick up the dropped soap, the dream I'd had about the threesome between Greg, Kate and myself had been influencing my behaviour. The truth was it had affected my choices as to how we dealt with Kate; Greg was always going to be an assistant as we cleaned her up. I was more than aroused by the sight of the interaction between he and Kate; it brought me to a state of randiness that made me feel on the edge of an orgasm. I felt it would only take the slightest touch, the slightest intimate contact to get me there and it was really hard – it took all the self-control I had - not to give myself that – either by a bit of self-pleasuring or by somehow joining the tangle of bodies in front of me.
There was also a sympathy thing on my part. Kate by now had become a really good friend; perhaps the closest female friend I'd ever had. There was a genuine empathy between us. I suspected Kate had big expectations of the night and she had been nothing if not disappointed. There may have been a sexual build up to the day in her mind that was unfulfilled; which she then took out on Greg. I was so joyously filled with love by my relationship with Greg that it actually pained me to have watched over the last few months how much Kate seemed to get it wrong with guys; picking the wrong ones and knocking back the ones I thought were better prospects for her. Maybe it was my way of sharing some of that feeling of love with Kate; silly as it seemed on reflection after the event.
Turning off the shower, I dried Kate's back as Greg continued to hold her. Then we turned her around, dried her front as best as we could while supporting her under her arms, then walked her out to a softer carpeted area before drying her properly while she sat on the ground.
We offered to dress her in some PJ's but she declined and simply had us help her stumble naked towards her bedroom and the bed within it. Finally getting her clean and in to bed, Greg settled her on her side in the recovery position and covered her with a sheet. After that we could get ourselves back in order; although the lack of any dry undies meant we both had to go commando again - all very well for Greg but you need to remember I had only been wearing a reasonably brief mini-skirt.
Greg was still quite concerned about her. As long as she stayed on her side she was reasonably safe. But if in her sleep she rolled on her back and vomited again, she could drown in her own fluids. Since we didn't really have anything better to do, we decided to leave her bedroom door open and watch some TV at her place hoping her mother would come home soon; resolving that if she wasn't home by around 10 pm we'd use Kate's speed dial to call her and see what was happening.
Of course TV these days is fairly boring, so with no other distractions and a lot of residual randiness from having dealt with Kate we naturally started pashing. Since I was sitting across Greg's lap in a mini-skirt with no undies on, his fingers inevitably and very pleasurably found my crutch. Over the next hour he slowly and gently fingered me to two quite lovely orgasms; mind you after the way the shower had left me the first came pretty quickly and half way through the second I had to turn around on his lap because the fingers of one hand were starting to cramp from over use. I suppose I should have reciprocated for Greg and could certainly feel his erection pushing against my hips. But given Kate's mum might turn up at any moment that was easier said than done. Taking your hand quickly away from a crutch is one thing; being caught shaft exposed or worse still with it inserted in some orifice is quite another – even before allowing for the messiness. Greg as always was quite patient and understanding about that and wasn't really looking for me to do any more for him.
Mind you, we also reflected on what we'd just seen and now Kate was asleep could openly share our respective views on what might have happened to her. Inevitably Greg also wanted to understand how I could stand there and watch Kate dry hump him without wanting to either kill him or tear Kate's eyes out. I wasn't going to give him the whole story, so passed it off as a combination of not wanting to upset Kate after she'd calmed down from her agitated state and a degree of sympathy for what she'd been through – while leaving no doubt it was only my presence and supervision that made the otherwise prohibited permissible on this one occasion.
Kate's mum turned up just before our 10 pm deadline. We explained what had happened to her, gave her my best estimation of what Kate might have or might not have suffered and why I thought that and drew her attention to Kate's clothing and my various concerns about it. After that Greg gave her instructions on how to keep Kate safe. Then we left.
As Greg dropped me home I wondered if I should offer Greg a quickie. After all, he'd spent the last two and a half hours with an unsatisfied boner during which he'd given two different girls three orgasms, so it seemed a little mean just giving him a peck on the cheek and wishing him goodnight even if he had experienced a fairly satisfying morning. As I leaned with my back to his car as he kissed me his arousal was still making itself felt where our bodies were in contact. Without undies there was only the action of a single zipper standing between Greg and me being able to satisfy him and my body was making it clear it was up for it. I took him by the hand, led him to the shadows of the path down to the beach, leaned back against the handrail, undid his zipper and encouraged him take me there and then.
Of course I didn't want to go back in to my family with Greg's cum running down my thighs and there's only so much a towel is guaranteed to get. Fortunately I had planned ahead a bit because frankly walking into the presence of my family going commando while dressed in a mini-skirt is asking for trouble at the best of times. You can't always be sure you'll get a chance to slip in to your room and finish dressing before someone finds a reason you really should sit down and talk to them. So I'd hung my bikini bottoms out to part dry when I'd first taken them off. They were more of a necessity now, even if their dampness caused an initial tendency to walk bow-legged.
Talking to a very hung over Kate the next day we got a bit more of the story. She and Henri had enjoyed a nice enough day at the beach before deciding to retire to a bar for a drink before dinner. Henri had bought them both some sort of fruit based cocktail drink. It was just the right sweetness and just the right fizziness and after a long hot day the first one had gone down without even touching the sides, so he bought them both a second. They'd finished that too and Henri had gone off for another when Kate felt her world start to spin.
Kate was no stranger to a drink and she knew the effect two ought to have even on an empty stomach. As she felt sick and fought off passing out she knew this wasn't it. Realising she'd been slipped something and with no-one to turn to, she exited the bar. Her last clear memory was the thought she needed to find us. That was an hour before she turned up at the pizza place and she didn't have a clue what she did in the interim; but she was fairly sure she'd slipped Henri's trap.
Her mother had given her a pretty good run-down on how we'd washed her and put her to bed; although there were some details we hadn't shared with her mother. She thanked me, but as we talked on she suddenly asked –
"Did I do something inappropriate to Greg while you were washing me?"
I hesitated.
"Why do you ask?"
"Just vague memories that keep coming in to my head."
"You were very drunk, don't worry about it."
I also enquired about her clothes and they had washed up OK.
The one thing Kate could do was try and make sure no one else in town fell for this visitor's trap. So she put the word out on the social network to stay clear of him. Kate may not have been any queen bee as far as other girls were concerned, but they did respect her. It had an interesting follow-up.
One of the locals approached her and disclosed three nights prior to Kate's she too had a run in with Henri; except this time she woke at first light the next morning in his bed, completely naked, her clothes ripped as if they had been removed in a frenzy and with no memory of the night before beyond a couple of pre-dinner drinks. In addition there was a suspiciously placed video camera facing the bed.
The soreness between her legs indicated that not only had she been used, but very likely abused and rope burns and bruising around her wrists and ankles provided fairly compelling evidence of her also at some stage being tied up. Collecting her clothes together as best she could, she snuck still naked out of his room while he slept; only stopping to put on the remnants of her clothes after she was in the corridor.
Like Kate, this girl was her own woman. She was quite happy to graze upon the endless stream of gorgeous male bodies that a surfing town like this attracted over any summer in order to satisfy her own sexual needs. So like with Kate, Henri hadn't needed to have resorted to trickery just to get sex – not to suggest that is ever acceptable.
Rather the point is that Henri obviously had much more deep seated issues. However willing a girl is, she still needs to be drugged, tied up and taken to satisfy whatever fetish might drive him. Kate and the other girl had a serious talk about what to do and whether they could stop him.
The problem was Kate, willing though she was, could not really present any compelling supporting evidence. So the other girl's story had to stand alone and she felt unwilling to expose herself to all the difficulties that reporting a case would bring given that she'd gone out on the date fully expecting it to finish in bed with him.
It wasn't so much that she knew what he did had been criminally wrong, but she also recognised that once she reported it to the police to have any effect it must result in him eventually being found 'beyond reasonable doubt' guilty of having done what she said. If he was stupid enough to have left video evidence lying around that might happen. If not she knew the defence lawyers would use her initial willingness to telling effect in Court. She wasn't willing to be traumatized by the whole thing where the outcome would depend on the chance video evidence existed.
In the end we all prepared, signed, dated and had witnessed by Kate's mum statements of what had occurred in the faint possibility that some other event might occur to back up our stories in the future.
It was only after all the stress of dealing with the more serious issues died down that I had a chance to recognise the strangeness of one other thing. Why had Kate – even in her drunken stupor – raised the issue of Greg and me getting married? I was all loved up with out of control hormones. It was only natural I might think about it. Kate was a free spirited 21 year old. The idea of marriage – for her or anyone else her age – I would have thought would have been anathema. It certainly would have been to me before I meet Greg. She had often commented to me how well Greg and I were suited to each other and how lucky we were and maybe it was her way of saying we shouldn't easily let that go. I never did work it out; but it did simply reinforce my belief that Kate might be hiding an underlying sadness - of something missing - that her happy exterior was masking.
And of course there was that one other thing that continued to bother me. I still found the fact that the mere thought of me watching Kate and Greg make out together was so arousing was deeply disturbing. The fact that I was actually willing to let decisions about how we dealt with Kate be influenced by those thoughts was even more disturbing. Yes I could justify them on logical grounds, but I wasn't entirely sure the logic was driving the decision instead of the temptation of the decision driving the logic. Greg was too precious to me for some silly erotic thought to be permitted to destabilise things and I was sure it wasn't something I really wanted to happen; whether or not I was watching.
I found it hard not to occasionally lapse into being aroused by the mental image at weak moments, but I resolved never again to let my actions be influenced by such temptations.
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Two nights later Greg was staying over.
My brothers had gone off camping at a distant surfing hotspot for a few nights. Officially they'd gone off with some locals they'd meet during the course of our holiday. This was entirely true; although only I knew they hadn't yet admitted to my parents the locals were female, there were only two tents and my brothers weren't planning on being in the same tent.
I'm not sure why they were being so coy. After all, they'd had girls sleep over at home in the past and my parents probably knew Greg and I were at it like rabbits. All I can guess is that Brad had only very recently split from Jenny, the girls weren't intended as much more than a fling and they thought my parents might be disapproving of that.
Greg and I had gone to bed early. We'd had an active day and were planning an early start in the morning. We hadn't been asleep long when something woke me. Greg was asleep on his back, I on my side with my arm over his naked chest.
As my eyes focused, I found myself staring out the broad glass panels of my bedroom window. It was a brilliantly clear night; the stars of the milky-way in the Eastern sky were densely packed pinpoints of light on an otherwise inky black background. The trees along the bush strip between our place and the beach stood as blacked out silhouettes.
As my eyes scanned down towards the bed, there lay beside me the most gorgeous silhouette of all; Greg. I looked across his body to the clock noting it was just after 11. As was my habit when I woke next to Greg, even in my sleepy state, I then looked down the length of his body bathed in the gentle glow of the starlight. A night erection, in all its rampant glory was tenting up the sheet covering our otherwise naked lower halves.
The noise that must have woken me continued to lift the fog of semi sleepiness. A soft sound of metal squeaking on metal penetrated my consciousness repeating itself in a slow regular pattern. Then the penny dropped. My parents were at it!
At home we lived in a double brick house with a parent's wing down one end. So us kids only ever heard them if we were up late and walked past their bedroom door at the wrong moment. Still there were other unmistakable signs they'd been at it - closed doors or certain handtowels hanging on the line the next day - so we had a fair idea they still had a pretty active sex life. I'm sure that sort of knowledge can traumatise children; although I reckon my parents are still pretty hot for their age in a fit, slim and active sort of way, so it wasn't really surprising.
Up here on holiday we had a house where the walls transmitted every noise and the beds were all rickety affairs which - as Greg and I had already discovered the morning we had the house to ourselves - squeaked and banged against the wall with the slightest provocation. I'm not sure when my parents had been getting any action until now, but I was fairly sure it wasn't at night when the whole family was in the house. Since my room was one that didn't directly abut theirs' and they assumed we'd be asleep, they probably thought they could get away with it tonight.
It's impossible to stop your ears from focusing ever more attention on the offending noise in these circumstances. As mine did just that, a human noise emerged over the top of the squeaking noise that had first woken me. A soft panting female moan reached my ear; the sound of a woman enjoying the early stage of sexual activity but exerting herself in the process - so almost certainly on top. It was mum.
She was moaning away in a manner I found all too familiar. I realised she sounded exactly like me and found it somewhat alarming these things were hereditary. From her vocalisations and the fact the bed wasn't making even more noise it was easy to guess she was in the same girl on top position Greg and I start with; far too much information for any child to have about her parents.
I knew my parents slept only in their undies; mum braless only in a pair of panties. So there were no passion killing nighties or old tee-shirts able to distract my mind from the scene in their bedroom. Instead there permeated in to my brain the picture of her slim figure working back and forward towards the bedhead; the orbs of her breasts swinging to their own rhythm.
The trouble was, the sound and thought of all this sex was starting to arouse me. Of course the fact I was lying naked next to Greg did nothing to reduce the effect. When a thought crept in to my head that at the very same moment my brothers were probably both pounding away at the girls they were with, I started to be consumed by an overwhelming desire to get my own share of all the action that seemed to be going on. The hand over Greg's chest started to move. At first my fingers started playing with the chest hairs they were draped over; all too soon I was caressing his chest, then his stomach and then sliding down under the sheet toward his groin.
This time I wasn't doing it in a way intended not to wake him. I wanted him awake and that is what I got. He wordlessly rolled over towards me and put an arm over my body, caressing my back as my hand continued south and wrapped itself around his engorged member.
The first stroke of his shaft caused him a sharp intake of breath. He wouldn't yet have focused on the reason for my sudden attack on him, so I brought my mouth to his ear and whispered -
"We have to be very quiet - no noise."
Then as we lay there side by side, I kissed my way down the front of his body until my cheek was pressed hard up against the head of his erection. Holding the base of the shaft in my hand, I moved my mouth down to that hand and started licking up the length of the shaft; big sloppy licks each of which overlapped the one that preceded it. Greg's erection was surging furiously; bulging at its head and telling me more infallibly than any words could that it liked what was happening.
As my tongue moved over the head of the shaft I opened my mouth wide and slid both my lips and the top of my tongue along it as I moved it inside my mouth. This was only my second time giving Greg 'head' and the first time I'd initiated it; I wasn't a great fan of it, but loved getting it in return. If I wanted a quiet orgasm, this was how I was going to get it. Greg understood my reservations and didn't put his hand on my head. Instead he had one hand on my back while the other threaded its way between our bodies to find a breast and start stimulating the nipple capping it.
Slowly Greg rotated on to his back, letting me kneel beside him, my knees alongside his chest, my body facing away from his head toward his groin. I felt the hand closest to me slip between my legs; the fingers teasing the opening of my pussy and covering themselves with my juices before expertly feeling out my clit; the far hand still reaching over and playing with one of my nipples.
I was no expert at this; I didn't really know what to do. Keeping my mouth as moist as possible I moved him back and forward along my lips and tongue; holding them with as much pressure as I could muster against him and pausing occasionally to suck his shaft. I listened as his breathing became heavier, felt it as the tip swelled inside my mouth; some unidentifiable sense conveying to me the thumping of his heartbeat. The fingers between my legs worked faster and with more pressure conveying as they did so his own sense of approaching orgasm while threatening to drive me prematurely toward mine.
He whispered -
"I'm about to come."
His body was already telling me that, and I'd already decided he was coming in my mouth. With a final warning he whispered in an almost desperate voice -
"I can't hold it any longer."
Moment later I felt his ejaculate flood my mouth, the shaft pumping out its salty fluid like a series of squirts out of a bubbler. I felt it as Greg deliberately relaxed his hips; stopping the powerful thrusts that normally accompanied his climax. With a soft almost inaudible moan, Greg's orgasm passed through his body.
I swallowed. From the outset that had been my intention. If I wasn't to make a mess in my bed or a lot of noise finding a towel it had been the only alternative.
As soon as his orgasm had finished, Greg rose steadily to a kneeling position and pushed me down on to my back. Then working himself into a position where he was kneeling between my legs, he bent his mouth in to my crutch. The first contact of his tongue was glorious; nearly enough to instantly finish the orgasm his fingers had already built. I fought it off; I wanted more, I wanted it for longer.
Now I was lying on my back my ears were once again tuned in to the noises around me even if every nerve of my body was focused on the intense wondrous sensations Greg was bringing to my clit. My mother's moans were again in my ear. The sound she was making was clearly telling me she wasn't far off her orgasm either; while reminding me to supress my own vocalisations.
Greg's tongue was beautiful. The fingers of one hand were still teasing my nipple while the fingers of the other were penetrating me, seeking out my G spot and trying to pressure up against it. Whether I tried relaxing or tensing, whether I tried focusing on it or thinking of something else, I couldn't fight back the orgasm and delay it for much longer. When I heard my mother let out a loud squeal signifying her orgasm, the momentary loss of concentration let my own dam burst too. Every muscle below my waist tensed as the pleasure ripped through my body and I soundlessly hissed out the moans that would normally spontaneously burst out from me. Reaching down, I pulled Greg up over my body and wrapped my arms around him; pushing my crutch as hard in to his as I could as I kissed him deeply.
"What brought that on?" Greg whispered in my ear.
"I'll tell you in the morning," was all I could reply as our bodies finally relaxed and I rolled him back on to his side on the bed; although I wasn't sure how much I could really admit to him if he hadn't focused in on the noises that had disturbed my sleep and libido.
As we lay arm in arm again, Greg drifted back off to sleep, leaving me to ponder the strangeness of what had just transpired. I know watching or listening to others get it off can be very arousing - after all that's what porn is all about isn't it.
But is it meant to work that way when the other parties are your parents? Isn't it just a bit creepy, or does it signify some coming of age when you're having sex while your parents are re-enacting the very act of procreation that created you in the first place?
If I was going to get back to sleep, I decided that it was best to put such thoughts to one side; and so, as I cuddled in closer to my now sleeping lover, I brought back to mind the beauty of the act we'd just preformed and the wonderful sensations he'd given me. While it aroused me, by filling my mind, it set aside any other thoughts and let me slip back into a restful sleep.
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Preamble
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
Generally, the intended meaning will be clear from the context if you don't cling too tightly to your usual usage.
Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
*****
Story
Looking back I've always wondered when one becomes truly sexualised. I don't mean puberty, or at least that's not how it worked for me. I mean wanting sex, really desiring sex; the feeling of a guy's finger on your clit and cock in your womanhood. That came much later for me. I suspect I was at least 18; maybe a smidgen later.
I'd gone out with Aron since I was 14. One of those all consuming - although never consummated - teenage passions.
Over the years I suppose you'd say our relationship had been comfortable. I was a good enough looker to increase his status at school and he was enough of a stud to seem like a keeper to my young self. At school, we were regarded at an 'it' couple. But as I got older I recognised that he didn't really rock my boat; a bit too jock in his attitude and a bit dim to boot. I didn't really love him as I felt I should nor did he set my loins on fire.
The issues that had started to develop with our relationship had been hidden for a while as I focused down on the final HSC year at school. I was nothing if not an intensive swat and determined to get into the best law school. Aron just had to wear me not having much time for him for the critical 18 months.
As the pressure valve of study was released by my finishing school, what I discovered within me was that newly sexualised self. A sense of desire and need far exceeding anything I'd felt before. And yet with that came a realisation that Aron wasn't the right man.
From the outset of our relationship it had been physical, in that innocent puppy love sort of way. We'd pashed like teenage lovers do. But he'd never got to touch me, at least not where it counts; if you know what I mean. Now I was older and free of study burdens, he wanted a pay-off for his waiting. He wanted a lot, lot more. We'd argued about it. But as I planned my exit from the relationship, it hadn't felt right; in fact it felt downright risky. The best he'd got was a feel of my nipples through my swimwear in the six months before we'd broken up.
So there I was in the strange situation of wanting sex and yet not wanting it with the man I was with; not least of all because I knew that would just make the end of our relationship all the harder. But it went beyond that; physically I just didn't fancy surrendering my body to him whatever needs I felt.
The breakup was difficult. We'd been together a long time and it was half way through my first year at Uni before I'd got the courage and determination to pull the trigger and announce it was off.
He hadn't taken it well. For six months he was still trying to get me back; constantly calling and visiting me to talk me into rekindling our relationship. I needed time out from stressful relationships. I wanted a relationship without commitments; to play the field; to find physical intimacy and sexual satisfaction in the context of a respectful, caring human relationship without all the burdens that went with it. I wanted much more than a lustful hook up but something less than another committed relationship. Maybe in retrospect, I wanted more than I was entitled to.
Uni had provided a seeming smorgasbord of males and once I was morally free of Aron I became more receptive to the invitations that came my way. The first one I'd accepted was from Tim. I'd shared a class with him and he was both attractive and nice. As I got to know him better I was starting to become quite physically drawn to him; even started to fantasise about us both together.
The first couple of dates were just conventional, get to know you, nights out together. Given I saw a fair bit of him at Uni, I'd spaced them out to make sure things didn't seem to be rushing to any commitment.
The fourth proper date was a toga dress ball at Uni. We were both wearing mini length shift style togas; mine with a barely there off the shoulder top worn braless. Late in the night as the band played slow tunes we were dancing arm in arm. We'd both had a few drinks; enough to reduce inhibitions without being too drunk. As we'd danced to the music I'd pushed my crutch into his and as I'd swayed against him I'd felt his partial boner slip under the hem of both our outfits so that it was rubbing on the crutch of my panties.
It was still all quite innocent. It was his undies rubbing on mine. But it was more than I'd ever allowed to Aron. And, I found it quite arousing. Far from pulling away from it, I was using it to pleasure myself. And his body must have noticed that, because the boner was getting bigger and harder.
Then he put his mouth to my ear and whispered "Am I allowed to fall in love with you?"
I don't know why he put it as a question, but the answer was definitely no. It put a dampener on the night as I had to pull away from him and explain that I'd just broken up from a relationship and I wanted to play the field rather than get involved with someone. What I didn't have the courage to tell him was that didn't mean that I wasn't interested in sex. He took it as a message to back off; our dancing wasn't as close and the goodnight kiss and cuddle in the car at the end of the night was no more than the usual formality.
As spring moved towards summer he'd redefined and accepted his role as friend, occasional date and pash provider. The barrier that had jumped up at his mention of love had subsided. But that left me unsatisfied. To put it crudely, I wanted him for his companionship and his body and I was only getting about one and a third of that. Of course, I should have just made clearer what I wanted, but I had my own inhibitions about that. And while the option was there to treat Tim as a false start and start all over with someone new, the fact was he was still the one I fancied most.
On the date which really started all this, all I had on was a thin, deep vee'd, halter necked mini sheath dress worn braless.
I'd noticed over dinner that he'd found the generous cleavage display somewhat distracting. I'd known the dress would have that effect when I'd chosen to wear it. While he'd kept his hands and eyes more under control than I could reasonably have expected, I could read in his gaze a raw physical lust for me that I'd never seen before. His eyes were as wide as dinner plates and pupils dilated and his conversation distracted as he struggled with controlling what I knew was his arousal.
Whatever he thought the rules were, I could sense that I'd managed to ignite a physical desire for me that was very likely manifesting itself in his pants. Aching to look under the table to see if my hunch was correct, my own body was responding to my perception of his arousal. He may not have been able to see the moistening of my crutch, but there was no doubt he could see the tightening of my nipples as they pushed out the thin material of my top.
In a different sort of relationship we might have been deeply into flirtatious conversation by now. Tim had a great sense of humour and a good line of banter and in most areas we could keep each other amused for ages. But the night of the toga party had crushed his sense of risk taking by Tim where our relationship was concerned; verbally or otherwise. And I was too shy or reserved to be the one to instigate it.
Even that night as he'd lent in to kiss me goodnight in the car, he hadn't gone the grope. It must have been so tempting for him. Just a little higher and his fingers would have found an easy path under the soft material of the top's triangle to a nipple already making its presence visibly obvious.
As his right hand moved across to my left flank as we started pashing in the front seat of his car, it - and the forearm that followed it - slid across the underside of my left breast. It was nothing more than that. No contact with a nipple; not even with bare flesh.
Instead his forearm had followed its usual path along the base of my breast as his hand circled my flank. But the bare skin of his forearm sensuously slipping past the sensitive, sparsely clothed flesh of my breast had electrified me. I knew his action had curled over the inner edge of my top just enough to risk a nipple exposure. I oh so wished he'd gone the grope and stimulated my nipple.
Most other times we'd finished the night with a kiss and a cuddle in his car before he walked me to the door of my parent's house. Nearly every time that same movement across my chest had held me closer to him as we kissed.
This time was different. This time it set off a fire in my body and brought on an instant lady boner so powerful that, as we sat there tongue wrestling, I was consumed by lust and a physical desire for him. I wanted him to go the grope on me. I wanted him to break out of the considerate, respectful mould that had typified our relationship - especially after that talk - and treat my breast, indeed my body, as the sexual object that, for the first time in my life, it really yearned to be.
In a way, I'd originally chosen Tim to be the one I unleashed my sexual needs on because of a sense of sexual attraction to him. His raising of love had caused me to pull back for a while. It was as if, now that he'd passed his probation period and accepted his reduced emotional status, my body was telling me it was time to get on with it.
I arched my body towards him, lifting my hips off the seat as I almost consumed his face with the passion of my kissing. As I turned towards him I rubbed my breast against the forearm in a way that rolled the triangle of the top off my nipple. Tim couldn't see it because we were kissing, but there was a naked nipple resting on the top of his arm; hard, enlarged and sensitive. And it was being moved by its owner back and forwards just enough drive her crazy with desire.
As I squirmed under the force of sexual pleasure and desire, I knew my mini skirt had ridden up high enough to expose the top of my panties. Tim had me bare breasted and nearly as bare pussied. Very likely leaving a puddle in the seat of his car, I was wishing to hell he'd stick his hand down somewhere. But he was completely oblivious to it.
Treating me as a mere sexual object wasn't like Tim; especially when he was being so careful to obey the friendship rule. I knew I'd have to plan his seduction.
My first serious attempt was the following Saturday, when following a long, hot and sticky shift at work, I'd invited him over for a late afternoon swim in our family's pool on a day I knew my parents would be out for a good few hours.
I'd organised it with Tim the night before and then spent a good few hours in bed fantasising about how I'd make it happen within the boundaries of what I was willing to instigate. Realistically I figured it would be easy enough to get him pashing me in the pool, but the real action would probably happen on the lounge in the pool house afterwards. That after we got out, I could instigate us drying each other off in increasingly intimate and arousing ways until; well, you know.
I planted a box of condoms there in preparation - while the pill might take care of the baby issue, there was also the question of VD's - figuring I'd work out later how to explain their convenient presence when the time came.
But other pool based fantasies had also kept me awake that night. The most powerful had me sitting sprawled naked and legs apart on the top step of the pool when Tim emerges from the water between my legs, water cascading off him in impossible quantities like the god Poseidon in an ancient Greek movie. The water pouring off his stomach is being diverted from a vertical drop by something that it hits in its fall that causes it to spray out almost horizontally but for the moment is hidden under the torrent. As the water clears, that something is revealed to be a giant rampant erection which Tim then proceeds to drop between my legs to penetrate me with before making passionate love to me.
I nearly climaxed just thinking about that.
When he arrived, the tiny bikini I greeted him at the door in already had him bulging out his pants in a partial erection before I finished giving him a hello peck on the cheek.
He followed me through the house and out into the back yard towards the pool house behind the pool. The view I gave him all the way of a wiggling bottom, bum crack emerging from my low slung bikini, did nothing to settle the erection.
As I officiously pointed out the table I was suggesting he put his gear on, I put my left hand in a friendly manner cupping his right shoulder blade while I pointed across his chest with my right arm; brushing my breast across his biceps and my right arm across the hairs of his chest as I did so and then innocently dropped my arm until it accidentally (or not) collided with the bulge of his erection.
The movement was enough to complete the process of both our arousals. As much as he tried to hide it, his quickly grew to be vertical; bisecting the centre seam of his pants, the thin material of which was moulded around it. Mine might only have manifested itself externally in some very obvious nips but the reality was it was no less than his. I'd invested a lot of fantasy into this hook-up and my body was already getting ahead of proceedings.
Moving back to the edge of the pool, Tim dunked a toe in, feeling the temperature. When he winced as he pulled it out I wasn't going to risk him declaring it too cold. Cruelly I gave him enough of a shove to put him off balance; making him straighten out and dive forwards into the water. Then I followed with a powerful horizontal dive; steering myself deep to traverse the bottom of the pool as I trailed in Tim's path.
The water pulled forcefully at my tightly tied bikini as I entered it; threatening to undress me. I felt the top triangles tugged downwards, the raised nipples dragging sensuously through the cool water barely still sheathed in their Lycra covering. At the same time a flow of it permeated the bikini bridge of my pants and down through my crutch, pleasuring me as my long blonde tresses brushed against my back. I was enjoying the caress of the water, of its play with my body as I glided inches from the tiles lining the floor of the pool.
Opening my eyes I saw Tim gliding ahead but not quite as deep as me; his erection pulled downwards by the friction of the water as his cute little bum was highlighted by the cut of his pants.
When the momentum of his dive wore off, Tim rose back to the surface, standing up where he stopped. Still stimulated by the water's embrace and caress of my body, I frog stroked past Tim's legs towards the far end of the pool. My heart was racing at the thought of the erotic play ahead. I'd already planned to take a breath and bounce off the far wall to swim back underwater towards Tim, letting me emerge upright into his arms.
What confronted me as my head emerged at the end of the pool made my blood run cold. Aron was standing there wanting to have yet another deep and meaningful. He'd seen my and a strange car out the front. The trouble was that Aron had a much better idea of my intentions than Tim did. Aron and I had spent many a hot day pashing in the pool. It was where he eventually got to feel up my nipples.
"The pashing pool" my friends called it; with good reason. The reason was simple. I liked my pashing to involve minimal clothes; on him or me. With Aron, letting him undress me from ordinary clothes, or undressing him, was fraught with issues of controlling the process and confusing messages when I was trying to manage his sexual expectations. Plus that left us in underwear; something I wasn't happy with.
The pool however involved swimwear; we both came pre stripped. Sure we could, and did, also do it on the sand at the beach. But that tended to leave the erection, which inevitably started pushing out his pants, obvious to all the world. In the pool, as long as he swam a few laps before exiting it, even mum and dad sitting there at the time didn't know about it (or so I naïvely thought at the time).
It's why the default starting point with Tim was in the pool on a day my parents were out.
The thing was the bikini I was wearing - bought for this occasion - was made of something less than a third of the material of anything Aron had seen me in before. It was ultra low riding - as in my bum crack and a bikini bridge across my mound were permanently exposed however high you hitched it - and had truly tiny triangles. Just to wear it I'd had to do a major job on my bikini line and then trim short whatever remained so it didn't bulge out the taught material.
It was intended to tease Tim to action. As he stood on the side of the pool, looking down at me in the water as we talked, I could see Aron completely focused on the giant nips pushing out the thin material in the cold water. Alarmingly, I could also see he'd grown a partial erection in his pants.
The trouble was Aron could clearly recognise that another guy was being set up to cut grass he had always regarded as his to cut - even if the other guy was oblivious to that fact; and as a result of my trimming, there wasn't much grass left to cut anyway. At the very least he was determined to drag out matters enough to frustrate my plan for the day.
Tim had at least wisely decided it was better to stand back and let me deal with the issue; awkwardly occupying himself with swimming laps and then standing off in the far corner. Aron was more needy and sulky than aggressive; but if Tim had intervened he could quickly have arced up into a rutting stag.
Eventually, to bring the thing to an end, I had to get out of the pool and walk Aron back to the gate as I talked him down; feeling vulnerable in my near naked state. This sight was never intended for him. Now I was out of the pool, he had the full view. There was a deep camel toe in my pants, nips pushing out my top and plunging views down my bum crack and the bridge across my mons that exposed parts of my body he'd never even glimpsed before.
As we walked, he kept stopping as he asked a question; bringing a pause in the walk and a face to face stance that let him check me out once again and feed more testosterone into the full boner pushing out his pants. I knew it was killing him. He always had thought my body, my virginity, would be eventually his for the taking. But it wasn't. It was mine for the giving, and he could clearly see that I was lining up to give it to someone else.
All I could really do was gently repeat the mantra I had gone over with him so often. "It was over. You have to let go."
By the time I got back to Tim the mood was gone. The day was rapidly cooling, I was feeling stressed, Tim was unlikely to feel comfortable making a move on me after seeing my previous boyfriend all but crying in front of me and my parents could be home any minute. We dried and I had to content myself with teasing him with that same view of my body that Aron had just torn himself apart with as we had a cup of tea in the dying sun of the pool house. Then I gave him a full frontal hug as I kissed him goodbye; subtly resisting his attempt to move what he thought was his own embarrassing boner away from contact with my stomach; foolishly thinking that might hide its existence.
The next attempt at seduction was a week later when I invited Tim over for a home cooked dinner on a night my parents would be out late.
If I don't go into the details of the delightful dinner conversation, that doesn't mean it didn't happen. It's a large part of why I was so drawn to Tim. But I know that's not what you're here to read about.



Dressed in a halter mini offering no less access than the one I started this story in, after dinner I'd manoeuvred him onto the couch where we lay down pashing; me on my back, him half over my left side with his left hand across my body stroking up and down my right hips and upper thigh. The trouble was he was still being too respectful. I expected him to nuzzle down into my breasts and expose a nipple with his lips while the hand on my thigh lifted my dress up. But he was doing neither. His lips remained firmly attached to mine and his hand was careful not to dislodge or move anything as it crossed the bottom hem of the dress.
After a while I decided to get up and top up our wine glasses. This time as I lay back down again I gently separated my legs; trying to move the right thigh out of his reach. It worked. As we re-engaged, Tim, without realising it, brought his hand down on my inner left thigh.
The hand moved slowly up until its progress was stopped by an unfamiliar barrier. I could sense a hesitation; like he was trying to work out what he'd come up against and after the penny had dropped, whether it was OK for it to be there.
If he had any doubt it was resolved by the fact the erogenous contact had excited me and I instinctively pushed myself harder against him as I kissed him more passionately. Encouraged, he slid his fingers up and down the line of my slot; stopping to feel out my anatomy through the flimsy material of my panties. Loitering over the core of my womanhood, he pushed his finger gently in, rimming the opening and no doubt feeling my arousal and how damp that made the material of my panties.
I shivered with the pleasure he gave me; mewing gently into his mouth as I kissed him more passionately.
After a short while he tentatively brought his fingers up to the hem of my low rider panties, slipping a finger under the hem, testing for any objection. Still getting none, he pushed his fingers in deeper, pulling the hem down to let his fingers make flesh on flesh contact the full length of the slot until he again come to the opening to my womanhood. Then slowly, hesitantly, he penetrated me with his finger; first one, then a second, slipping them in and out, each time drawing out copious lubricating fluids.
His right hand had been under my neck. Now I felt his fingers feeling for the string tie to the halter top, find it and pull the bow; releasing the knot. Then his lips parted from mine, bent down to bite the triangles of the top and peel them off my breast. I gasped as he started gently sucking a nipple; teasing it up before taking it fully into his mouth and swirling his tongue around it.
The nipple was exquisitely sensitively to his touch. This was way better than anything that Aron had done through the material of my bikini top. I was surprised by just how arousing it was. Realising from my groans and sighs of pleasure the extent of the liberties he had with my body, by now his fingers were rubbing firmly up and down against the front wall of my tunnel. My whole body was lighting up to his assault on its erogenous zones.
I'd never masturbated, never climaxed and had never before felt what this sort of sexual contact felt like. It was wonderful; almost made me regret not using Aron for sex even as I planned my breakup with him. But I also want more. Tim was focused on my tunnel. I desperately wanted him to rub my clit instead.
His mouth separated from my nipple and came up to my ear.
"Would you like me to make love to you?"
How Tim like; almost quaint in its expression. By now Aron would have been ripping my clothes off and pouncing on top of me; leaving it to me to hold him back if that's what I was going to do. It was why he hadn't really been allowed to get to second base; I couldn't trust him not to take it as a home run. It was what I liked about Tim.
But still, I can't say I wasn't nervous about going to the next step. I had no compunction against letting Tim know about my inexperience.
"The only problem is I'm still a virgin."
The next moment took me back a bit and certainly by surprise. In the most gentle, understanding voice, I heard...
"That's OK, so am I. We can leave it at that."
With that he dropped his head back to my breast and started playing with the other nipple; all the while his fingers working inside me.
"No, no, no, no!" I'm thinking, that's not what I meant.
I hadn't really planned for this moment. I suppose I just thought that any guy over the age of sixteen had somehow magically already lost his virginity; that they somehow knew what to do and would take control. It's not that I was disappointed he was a virgin - I was actually rather pleased and certainly solved any condom problem. It's just that I wasn't sure how to dig myself out of the hole I'd just found myself in (and if you like to play word games, fill the now throbbing hole this night was meant to be about).
Of course, I should have just said "But I'd like you to make love to me." But on the spur of the moment, confused by where we'd got to, I didn't. Stupidly, maybe I thought it sounded too slutty; that there was a moral distinction between mere almost reluctant consent on the one hand and encouragement or asking on the other; especially where I was trying to hold him at bay emotionally.
Oblivious to either the confusing thoughts running through my head or my clit's increasing demands for some direct contact, Tim was still just working away on me. My body was responding. Neither the heavy breathing nor the groans and rolling about were anything other than natural. It's just I knew I wasn't going to reach a climax or get myself actually fucked this way tonight.
As for Tim; I knew he had a raging erection in his pants. But that's the point, it was still in his pants. Not so much as a button on his shirt had been undone yet. It wasn't meanness or selfishness that stopped me from undressing him; just a slut fearing reticence to be too forward and a concern I'd distract him from pleasuring me. Was he supposed to undress himself or was I? And once again the need not to give any permission for emotional involvement held me back.
I wanted him naked, but wasn't, in my inexperience, sure how to get him there. I just hadn't released my passions enough to undertake that clothes ripping undressing of him you see women do on TV; usually with the guy pushed up against a doorpost. I just hadn't really thought through where this night was meant to go.
Time was marching on through a night not lacking in eroticism or new experiences but which looked like lacking that ultimate fulfilment for either of us. Eventually the point came when my parents were due home and time was up.
When I mentioned them, Tim took it as a hint it was time to go; helping me get up off the couch and straighten my clothing before I again gave him a full frontal hug; rubbing myself up and down on his erection for good measure.
Frustrated, third time lucky I figured as I'd invited Tim to join me for a weekend with friends at Gosford; camping for the night at Bouddi National Park. As far as Tim knew it was a group camping weekend; with the slight complication that one of the other friends had designs on me, so he had to play it cool.
Three cars were planned for the eight of us; with Tim and myself in Tim's car. But as the plan developed, one by one everyone else dropped out of staying the night; leaving just Tim and me. With the campsite pre-booked, I was more than happy to spend the night there.
On the Saturday we frolicked about Brisbane Waters in hired boats and then onto McMaster's Beach for a swim. Then as the day wore on, everyone else announced they needed to get home leaving just Tim and me heading over to the camping ground to set up camp.
If Tim thought it was all very strange, he played a straight bat; as if it was nothing more than a camping trip with eight friends had turned into one between two mere friends who just happened to be of opposite genders and would be sharing a tent. And in a way they were the rules I had originally given him. I just hadn't told him yet that the rules for the night had changed.
The camping ground was a fairly primitive one down at Little Beach; accessible only along a three quarter kilometre walking trail. A small grassed site, with long drop pit toilets in clean enough cubicles down the far end and a central gas BBQ shelter. Apart from that, you were on your own; with everything else, including drinking water, needing to be carried in.
We'd managed to secure the camping spot nearest the water, so set up our tent facing out to sea.
All the walking, carrying and setting up the tent had worked up something of a sweat, so in the absence of showers we stripped down to swimmers to go for a quick dip in lieu of any other method of bathing.
Perhaps Tim's first hint that this night would be about more than friendship came when I started frolicking with him in the water; initially pushing him over and splashing him, which let him respond in kind. That set up an escalating cascade of tactile physical play that quickly left Tim with a major boner in his pants, which I was even bold enough to grab hold of momentarily as I teased him about it before playfully pushing him back over in the water and falling on top of him.
As we exited the water, that left me in the brief bikini I'd worn that day in the pool and Tim in his boardies.
The day had been muggy and warm, so I figured if I just stayed in my bikini as we then went about cooking dinner on the central BBQ, Tim would too. In any case, since the bikini seemed to induce an something of an erection in him every time he was near me and I was wearing it, I doubted he want me to change regardless.
Mind you, while there were only a couple of other campers at the site, the bikini did also seem to attract the males of those groups to come and want to cook their dinners at the same time as us. The BBQ had been empty when we started and seemed to have every male in the camping ground around it when we finished. Maybe it was coincidence; but I doubt it, especially since they all seemed keen to strike up a conversation and I'm sure I saw something of a bulge in the pants of a couple of them.
The warmth of the BBQ made sure we were completely dry by the time we sat down on the grass out the front of the tent to eat our dinner; a vista of waves gently lapping up onto the beach in front of us. As we finished our meals, I tided up the plates and topped up our glasses of wine before repositioning myself between Tim's knees; my back resting against his front.
Really until this moment, Tim had been pretty well following the "friend" script he took as inherent in my invitation for the weekend. Sure, we'd frolicked and interacted in the water before dinner in a way that had left him with a major boner, but there's been no face to face cuddles or kisses.
But as I sat between his legs and rested back on his chest, I'd placed his free hand - the one not holding the wine glass - on my inner thigh. As we sat there chatting, his hand slowly slipped down my thigh, all the time giving me opportunity for an objection that never came. Eventually it rested firmly and arousingly against the crutch of my bikini. Mind you, I wasn't the only one aroused. His boner was sticking into my back.
Again after allowing time for objection, he turned his hand around and started stroking his fingers gently up and down along the line of my slot; at first doing little more than rimming its lips and then increasing the pressure so that he folded the material into the slot and was stroking along its floor.
As before he tested and rimmed the opening to my womanhood and found it already reactive to his touch. But this time he then traced up my slot and felt out my clit; sliding his finger across the top of the already engorged nub and then circling around it.
Satisfied he'd found the right spot, he softly rubbed it up and down. It wasn't just the feel of it that told him he'd found the right spot. As he first rubbed his finger across the top of it, I'd involuntarily laid my head back over his shoulder and mewl'd a soft moan of sexual satisfaction and pleasure. As he rubbed it up and down, that had grown louder as I squirmed about.
Alarmed by the strength of my reaction and concerned my physical response was indicating he was doing something wrong, he whispered into my ear -
"Should I stop?"
"God no...But I think we'd better go into the tent."
When he started fingering me, I'd thought, based on last time, that I'd experience a slow sexual interlude as we romantically sat watching out to sea. A hand down the front of my pants and another inside my bikini top would be the only evidence of what we were up to. If it was followed by proper sex in the tent all well and good; but what I had pictured would make a good start
But his discovery of my clit has changed all that. It was exquisitely sensitive to his touch; provoking a response bound to draw attention. After the first unexpected reaction from me, I'd tried to suppress it; to be a bit more subtle in this public setting. I wasn't even sure I could, but I immediately worked out that just trying was going to distract from the fun.
The tent wasn't going to reduce the noise. I'd worry about facing the rest of those in the camp site in the morning; secure in the knowledge they wouldn't be the first neighbours to complain about the noisy sex of others and that at least I hadn't seen any kids about. But in the tent we wouldn't get arrested for public exposure.
We somehow butt walked our way backwards into the tent with me still between his legs and without him even taking his hands out of my crutch. I quickly fumbled to get the tent zip done up at least enough to stop a gust of wind exposing us.
As he relocated that swollen little nub, I let out another slow mournful groan and lay back across his left leg; sprawling myself out, legs apart, on the mattress almost bucking about to his touch. To stop his leg from being crushed and knee broken, he more or less had to lay down alongside me and turn towards me to extract it from under me.
More confidently than last time, he lifted his fingers up and slipped them down inside my pants. The first flesh on flesh contact brought out a little squeal of delight. Keeping some part of his finger or hand in contact with my clit, he slid deeper, slipping a couple of fingers into my wet tunnel and drew back over my clit a flood of lubricating fluids.
Determined this time to reciprocate his pleasuring of me, my hand blindly fumbled about until I found the elongated bulge in his boardies and wrapped my fingers around it, the thin stretchy material letting me fully encircle it. His erection surged to my touch and I could hear a sharp intake of his breath signalling his own burst of pleasure.
His free hand picked apart the tie strings of my bikini top and then he contorted his arm to pull the tie sides on the pants as well; leaving the tiny pieces of material lying slack across me. Bending in, he pulled the top off my breasts with his lips before taking a nipple into his mouth and swirling it with his tongue. At that moment, what had been a slow gentle touching over of my clit became a firmer faster rubbing.
I arched up and squirmed from side to side with the intensity of the pleasure; all concern about neighbours forgotten as I moaned ever more loudly. As if almost to pin me down he put a leg across my stomach to support himself as he leaned across to sloppily tease up the far nipple. As he lifted the back of his hand, he flipped off the front of my bikini pants, leaving me completely naked and exposed under him.
I wanted him naked too. The hand encircling his cock found the drawstring of his boardies and pulled the knot, then opened up the front so I could peel it down off his erection. For the time being, pinned as I was under him, that would have to do; although as I re-embraced his erection, I sensed him lift his bum up and slip the boardies around his thighs with his spare hand.
Crossing over the arm he had buried in my crutch, I pulled his shaft across my stomach and started jerking him off.
It was almost as if he could sense the state of my growing arousal as he adjusted the pressure of the finger on my clit; increasing it progressively just enough that I could never escape the almost unbearable pleasure, my body rolling and moaning under him. Every so often he'd dip down to my tunnel to bring back another flood of lubrication, its slipperiness intensifying even further my building climax.
As my orgasm broke my whole body was infused with a burst of uncontained ecstasy. I almost threw him off me, as my hips arched into the air and swayed about; my hand clamping his into my crutch where he continued to stimulate my clit and prolong my climax until I couldn't take any more and crushed his fingers against me to bring their movement to a halt. At the same time I'd voiced my pleasure deafeningly; too high pitched for a groan, not sharp enough to be called a scream and unmistakably the sound of a sexual climax. All eyes would be on us around the campsite in the morning.
As the last waves of my climax finally subsided, I started jerking him off more vigorously until he too groaned loudly in my ear as I felt his cock pulse and ropes of cum land on my stomach and shoot over me to create a damp patch on the airbed next to me.
For a moment our passions were spent. I was on my back, legs still spread apart. As before, he was lying along me on his side, his knee over mine. His hand covered my crutch like some self-supporting thong, while mine encircled his cock. The rock hard flesh I'd been jerking off had gone a little softer, but its length and circumference had barely diminished; almost like it wanted more.
As his other hand stroked my hair I contemplated what should come next. Endorphins were flooding my body, stirring up foreign emotions. I felt incredibly close to him; didn't want him to move from my side or stop the gentle path of his fingers through my hair. But nor did I want him whispering words of enduring sweet love in my ear.
As he moved his head towards mine I panicked a bit. But all he did was kiss my cheek and then rest his head silently next to mine.
I was at a cross roads. Tim had me pidgin holed as a perpetual virgin. He wasn't going to make a move on me. This could be a night of endless fingering orgasms, but if I was going to get fucked, if I was going to discover what real sex was like, I needed to be the one to make sure it happened.
Maybe for five minutes we lay there unmoving. Then the fingers I had around his cock were forcefully pushed out as it fully re-engorged. I'd been distracted before but was somewhat amazed by how something which could be so floppy could turn into something as unyielding as hardwood.
The time had come. I built up my courage as I turned over to lie full frontally on top of him; smudging his cum across both our stomachs in the process. This time it was my turn to whisper in his ear.
"I'd like us to make love. I'm on the pill so since we're both virgins I'm happy to go without a condom if you are."
I pulled my head up to see how he was reacting. I couldn't read his face. I even had a moment's concern he might call me a slut or reject me; even just criticize my suggestion we didn't need protection. Instead he looked me in the eyes.
"That would be wonderful."
I'd had a long time to think this through since our last encounter. I had a plan. I figured I could lie on my back and let him take me or I could go on top and control things. I'd decided the latter was the way to go. I'd read enough to know a woman's more likely to achieve climax that way and it just seemed to give me more say about how I was penetrated for the first time.



I sat up straddling his stomach and then left a smear of lubricating juices down his front as I slipped down until his erection bisected the line of my slot; throbbing arousingly against my clit. The first thing I needed to do was get rid of those boardies still binding his thighs. Twisting back over my shoulder, I slipped them further down his legs until he lifted his knees up, letting me slide them right off.
Reluctantly, given the pleasure I'd extracted from some subtle movement on that throbbing cock, I then slid back onto his thighs.
For the first time I got to look at a naked male erection. I knew I wasn't the first virgin girl to think it looked enormous. It was probably just the standard size, but to my innocent, virginally fearful eyes it looked improbably big. I didn't see how I could fit it in and worried about its outsize length spearing through the top of my cervix. But I'd braced myself for that reaction.
The reality was it had a purpose and I had a matching part that met that purpose. Nature intended it to work.
I reached down and first put my hand over the top of his erection. A surge of power ran through it, pushing it upwards into my hand and lifting the erection up off his stomach; a dribble of clear fluid leaking from the top of it. I watched as the bell on the tip flared; widening and flattening its face. For a strange reason, it reminded me of a frill necked lizard extending its frills when challenged; but brought to mind a mental image of the flared, flattened tip being used to mash his seed into my cervix as he came.
All that reaction for a mere touch. How was it going to react to what I was about to do to it?
Holding his erection up vertically, I lifted my crutch up then slowly brought myself down onto it. My body wasn't resisting it. I was well lubricated and aroused despite my fears. But I did feel it stretching me as its unfamiliar circumference pushed itself in; separating the folds and opening me up. I was thankful I was on top and in control and so able to take it easy. I was no less thankful Tim wasn't trying to jerk it up from underneath. He waited patiently; letting me set the pace.
When I was fully penetrated, I lay back down on Tim, my legs outside his as I enjoyed him stroking my hair with one hand while he played with a nipple with the other. I was taking my time; wanting to make sure I fully adjusted to this unfamiliar presence.
Then I straightened out my arms and lifted my chest off his; starting to rub my clit up and down on his pubis while I moved him in and out of me from a full deep penetration to about a half one. Tim in turn lifted his head to suck a nipple while playing with the other one between his fingers.
The experience was intense. Perhaps a well lubricated finger on my clit in some ways felt better, but the whole body experience of physically immersing sex raised the pleasure to a new level. The indescribable ecstasy combined with the physical exertion meant I was grunting loud enough to wake the dead with the same ear piercing not quite scream, not quite groan at the climax. Tim had gone off with a grunt and a couple of banging thrusts into me a minute or two before I finished, leaving me working on a rapidly softening cock until it slipped out and I was rubbing my clit up and down on its slippery wet residue of an erection; him squirming under me because of how sensitive it had become post climax.
In those final moments when he'd filled me with his cum and then slipped back out of me, a combination of his cum and my juices had flooded onto his pubis and smeared itself through my crutch, leaving everything from our stomachs down to our thighs damp and sticky by the time I collapsed exhausted onto his chest. Somehow that just didn't matter. I lay there completely spent, letting him stroke my hair until we were both ready to drift off into a deep sleep; at which point he rolled me over onto his side.
Cuddled together, we slept with the benefit of nothing more than our shared body heat; naked and uncovered. It was fortunate it was a benign night; neither too hot for such close contact nor unbearably cold. To the extent we felt a chill during the night, we just pushed closer together and put an arm across the other.
I for one was reluctant to give up this first moment of physical intimacy with a man. Our sleeping bags hadn't been prepared, and in any case retreating into them would be an isolating act; it wouldn't be the same as a double bed. Even the tiny, sexy little nightie I'd brought along stayed in my bag.
It may not have been a sound sleep, but that seemed like a reasonable price to pay for the experience. And compounding that was the thought I'd have to put Tim on hold for a bit after this to keep him emotionally at arm's length. Tonight had to be a good one because the next would be some time coming.
Because that was the thing with the game I was playing. My physical needs had grown well beyond pashing or even having sex. I was craving physical intimacy and lots of it. But that was something impossible to get while holding the guy at arm's length emotionally.
Tim seemed to sleep with a permanent boner, pushing into my stomach or back, or into my bum crack, whenever he was sleeping facing me. Mind you I was rarely lacking a lady boner either; or at least as much as I could tell from my waking moments.
Mindful of the self-imposed drought that would follow this night, twice during the hours of darkness the sexual tease became too great. While we lay face to face, I slipped Tim's erection from its indentation in my stomach to between my legs and into my body; the full depth of his penetration being achieved by him slipping his hand around my bum cheek and pulling me into him. I'm not sure what I expected the first time I instigated that. In my sleepy state I don't really think it was full on, pussy pounding, sex. It may even have been to fall back asleep with him there.
But what Tim did was slip his hand down between our bodies and tickle up my clit. It was a completely different sensation from the sex we'd had earlier. The feeling of having both my womanhood filled by his manhood while at the same time getting my clit tickled up by the stroking of his fingers instead of rubbed down on his pubis was beautiful.
Then he compounded all that by contorting down and sucking my nipple. As we lay there side by side, he brought me to a slow gentle climax; mini thrusting me to keep his own erection at its peak.
I had tried hard not to make too much noise. Being pinned in place by his shaft discouraged me from bucking about too much and at least this time I knew what to expect in terms of the sensations. But there was only so much I could achieve. While for the most part I managed to tone it down to a constant moan, the ear shattering squeal I made on orgasm sort of undid any good I did on the path through. I still woke up the whole camp site.
As my contractions bound down on Tim's shaft, he increased the tempo and length of his thrusts until he found his own climax. Then we lay there pinned together by the residue of his erection until I soon fell back into a deep sleep.
What happened after that has always been for me one of the more erotic mysteries of the night. After he came, Tim certainly softened, but like before, there was enough length and rigidity that he wasn't in immediate danger of falling out.
As he'd come, he pushed himself hard into me and as he'd relaxed from that thrust after his orgasm, I put my hand over his hip and pushed our pelvises together firmly enough to indicate I was in no hurry for him to withdraw. I decidedly remember before falling asleep that he reinflated into a full rigid boner.
When I next drifted into wakefulness I was still pushed firmly against a sleeping Tim. There was a sticky, bent erection pushing into my lower hip; like it had grown there in our sleep and not had anywhere to go. There was also a sticky mess on my thigh. It took nothing more than a slight separation of our hips for the erection to spring back into the position where it was pushed into my stomach.
Reflecting on it during another drowsy moment of wakefulness later in the night, I decided that the only possible explanation was that being bathed in the pleasures of my vagina for sufficiently long had induced another discharge by him. After that he'd gone flaccid, fallen out and then grown another night erection.
If he'd just withdrawn, his erection would have gone back to bisecting my stomach and not ended up jammed where it was. If he'd thrust himself to a climax it would have woken me up.
I found it quite erotic to think our bodies had conspired to produce an orgasm like that and initially retained that as my narrative of what happened; not really wanting to discover otherwise.
The second time was more or less a repeat of the first, except this time, after he'd brought me to a climax, Tim finished by rolling me over on my back putting his legs outside mine and thrusting gently on top; all the time staring intently at my breasts in the moon light.
With all the night activity, we awoke relatively late for a camping trip. It was after 8 and the sun was already bright and high in the sky.
I woke first to find Tim on his back with a boner bisecting his stomach. Even though it was sticky from our night's activities, I couldn't help playing with it; picking it up and letting it flop hard back against his stomach. It only took two of those to wake him and attract his attention.
As he rolled over towards me for a good morning kiss, I put him back on his back and rolled on top of him, snuggling against his chest. I was playing an unfair game; acting like a lover but prohibiting any love. But, as I said, I had physical needs, not all of which revolved around having a shaft up my pussy. Intimacy was important too; and it was something I had been desperately missing since I'd broken up with Aron; and really even before that.
We stayed like that for about 10 minutes; drowsing in the early morning sunshine streaming through the light tent material. But then a mere snuggle turned to stroking, stroking turned to petting, that turned to pashing and the next thing we knew we were hot and ready for sex again.
Having discovered the joy of penetration combined with fingering, I sat up on him cowgirl style, again lifted my hips up and lowered myself onto him. I was lifting myself up and down by flexing my knees, but at first Tim didn't get it that I wanted him to finger me; probably taking a rocking movement at the end of every down thrust for my attempt at self-stimulation.
Brazenly, I took his hand and, isolating a finger, indicated what I wanted. Tim took the hint; although he quickly found his thumb offered a less contorted angle of approach to sliding a digit between his pubis and my crutch as it moved up and down on his shaft.
I decided that in this position, I'd found the best of both worlds. Without access to the flood of lubrication Tim had drawn out of my womanhood when he'd first fingered my clit, maybe the feeling there wasn't quite as uncontrollably intense. There was still room in my sex life for mere fingering.
But he found enough; especially when his thumb penetrated down to where his shaft was plunging in and out of my body to draw more back onto my clit. The feeling of him inside me on the other hand was more intense. I was able to bring a lot of pressure onto the front wall of my vagina; making me think I'd be able to discover my g spot, even if trying it first thing in the morning without peeing first was hardly ideal.
No longer constrained by a fear of waking people up, I felt strangely free to give vent to my pleasure; the physical effort required to bounce up and down on him simply exaggerating the noise.
As I leaned back my breasts were bouncing up and down just out of Tim's reach. Desperately wanting to add their powerful stimulation to what I was already feeling, I contorted my body; bending at the stomach to angle my pelvis back while bringing my breasts forward and lifted his spare hand up to the right one. Taking the hint, Tim tweaked the nipple.
For five, maybe ten minutes I built this growing tidal wave of an orgasm; all the while being unable to contain a rising crescendo of short high pitched groans. My knees were burning with the effort even as body felt on the edge of exploding.
I couldn't hold it back any longer. My hips started jerking back and forwards as my stomach and thighs clenched into a knotted ball. At first I let out a single throaty cry as my orgasm overwhelmed me.
The orgasm seemed to go on forever; for as long as I made fast short bounces on Tim's shaft; crushing his fingers under me each time but in the process pushing them against my clit in just the right way all the while doing whatever I was doing against my g spot or whatever else it was in there feeling so good as I pummelled Tim's shaft with my contractions.
Every bounce brought forward a cry of pleasure which is difficult to describe. Like "Ooh, arrrrr", with the "arrrr" delivered in a prolonged high tone, all delivered at a rapidly rising rate and volume like someone hyperventilating. I remember it so well because I was making such a spectacle of myself; something I knew at the time but was powerless to contain.
I'd thought I'd explode; felt completely out of control. My parts were becoming exquisitely sensitive, calling on me to stop stimulating them while not having the will power to do so. Finally it became too much, letting my body bring a trembling halt to the whole runaway process, leaving me collapsed over Tim, panting madly.
Gently, Tim bound me to him with one arm, while stroking my hair with the hand of the other, making sure my orgasm had run its full course and letting me recover. All the while, his erection was filling me; surging a bit, penetrating me as deeply as Tim could get it.
Once he was certain I was ready, Tim tipped me off him, so he could roll over on top of me while locking our bodies firmly together with the unyielding shaft inside me.
Then, with his legs outside mine, he lifted himself up on his arms and started thrusting. I don't know you could call it pounding - Tim was probably too gentle for that - but it was vigorous and had a sense of power about it. I could feel he was experimenting with different depths of withdrawal to see what felt better for him; fairly quickly settling for something down the shorter end. He seemed to like to keep himself deeply penetrated.
Now in the full light I got an even better view of his visual obsession with my breasts as he thrust. His eyes were so focused on them I could just stare up at his face, secure in the knowledge we weren't going to have any of those awkward prolonged eye to eye staring contests.
He was wearing this look of intense concentration; grunting noisily with his physical efforts. Only when I started inducing my breasts to wobble by magnifying the effect of his thrusting on my own body did I get a variation in his expression; a momentarily raised eyebrow and a faster rate of thrusting telling me he liked the effect.
At the end of each thrust he mushed his pubis against my mons; very effectively duplicating the movement I'd done on top the first time to stimulate my clit. My erogenous zones were already fully sensitised; what he was doing was working like a treat.
Soon thoughts that I'd just enjoy him finishing his own climax inside me turned to another building orgasm of my own; a rising series of deeply felt moans communicating that to Tim and joining his grunts in a synchronised chorus. Tim had shot his bolt early the first time we'd had sex. His endurance had grown a little longer each subsequent time. I was surprised he'd lasted this long; but now I was really wishing he could go the full distance with me.
Once he realised what he was achieving, he started doing a little double or triple mash at the end of each thrust to try and increase my own rate of stimulation.
I knew he was going to cum when his face turned from one of deep concentration to one of a man experiencing the most intense pleasure. His mouth formed a little 'O' as he stared up into space. His body froze as if trying to hold the moment of pleasure just a little longer. Then, as he let out a prolonged bellowing groan, he thrust hard into me and held it there as his cock pulsed and his ropes of cum flooded my cervix.
Once, twice, he thrust again and groaned yet more as if his body had discovered another squirt of cum to unload into me. Finally he collapsed down onto me. In the next few moments, several times, his whole body shook and he let out a little moan of pleasure; seemingly as he wrung out every last drop of his seed.
He rested for a minute, lying on top of me in a mutual silence. Then without saying anything he rolled me off him, withdrew and fingered me to complete my orgasm, sloppily alternating the stimulation of my nipples between his lips and slurping up his drool with his tongue.
No longer pinned by his shaft, my body was free to finish with that same bucking, hip arching, sway through the air, squeal out loud climax he'd given me at the start of the night.
Exhausted, we lay back in a silent pause until Tim started to giggle. It was contagious. Even as I rolled onto my side, dug him in the ribs and asked him what he was laughing at, I got the giggles too. I knew the answer to my question; that strange contrast between the dignified, insular at rest human and the wild, out of control, animal like coupling in which they engage.
I had just put on a performance no amount of coaching would let me duplicate even the vocal side of on stage. And yet, even as I did it, I was vaguely aware every person in the camp site could hear it.
Eventually we needed to get up and exit the tent. I can't say I was looking forward to it. There was no doubt we'd attracted attention and now we were going to have to show our faces and pay a price for that.
But I was dying for a pee and we both were covered from chest to knee in dried yucky sticky cum and other bodily juices. I'd never realised or thought about the fact that sex was so messy. We decided a quick dip in the ocean was the solution to both problems.
I was almost reluctant to put my lovely new bikini on. It just felt like I was too disgusting to taint it that way. But it was way too public out there for a skinny dip.
We stopped and looked at ourselves after we put our swimmers on. The dried fluids didn't just feel bad, they were visible; very visible; especially on my less clad body. Both Tim's and my pubic hairs were completely matted in the stuff and I could feel it right through my bum crack and front slot. Tim's boardies hid the worst of it on his body, but around my thighs and on my lower stomach were big globules of the stuff. It might have been good for a laugh in the privacy of the tent, but we didn't really want to engage anyone in conversation on the way to the water. So we decided to do the old exit and sprint; Tim first, me second.
I was in the water in record time; nearly overtook Tim in the process and tackled him into it when he hesitated getting wet as he hit the cold water. I wasn't taking any chances on getting caught. As soon as I was wet, I wiped my hands over all the yucky areas to get the gunk off.
Then I slipped my bikini pants down to my knees so I could have a good pee. It might have made it a little more obvious to an outside observer what I was doing, but I had grown rather fond of that bikini and its effect on men. Plus it let me make sure I cleared all the gunk from under them as well.
As I settled in the water after adjusting to the cold and both cleansing and relieving myself I came to realise that nearly every person in the campsite was focused on us; especially the men. As we started to exit from the water, someone up the back of the campsite started clapping. They were quickly joined by nearly everyone else. There was little we could do except blush and wave at them.



As we sat outside the tent having breakfast it seemed like a good percentage of the men in the campsite found an excuse to walk past and say hello; most coming up with some variation of the question of whether we'd had a good night. Normally that's an innocent enough question, but the raised eyebrows also made it obvious they already knew the answer.
While I could be bemused at the power I derived from the bulge that universally formed in their pants as they perved down at my bikini clad body as they talked to us, I had good reason for avoiding a prolonged conversation. I was just starting out on a law career. I didn't want to find in ten years' time that one of them was a client who recognised me.
It was really only on the walk out I realised I was suffering from various aches and abrasions from the overuse of parts that weren't used to it. A small price to pay.
Epilogue
Fifteen years, two children and a loving marriage later these events are still powerfully erotic memories retained in all their detail. When work worries keep me awake at night they are still capable of settling my mind and giving me a giant ladyboner. Somehow just about all subsequent sex fades into an amorphous mass of sexual memories, lacking details, even if they were just as intense. Not these. My husband has on several occasions been the beneficiary of their effect as I found a need for my arousal to be converted to action.
Perhaps only the time shortly after that Tim did get to do the Poseidon act on me as I sat naked and spreadeagled on the top step of the pool matches that. And while the water cascading off him as he emerged didn't manage to emulate what Hollywood special effects can achieve, the fact the emergence followed him licking me to a hip rolling orgasm more than made up for it. That and the second orgasm he gave me as he fucked me to his own climax on the step.
But Tim is not my husband; was never likely to be. Our relationship collapsed under its own contradictions after about a year. After a period when he'd felt his access to me had been rather severely rationed, supposedly because I was busy with my studies, he reacted rather too petulantly when I told him I'd be away for the whole of the holidays with another guy. I in turn responded by finishing the relationship.
Somewhat blindsided by the whole thing and feeling he'd not been rewarded for his patience and understanding, he too had trouble getting over it. For the second time I had to go through months of "You have to let it go" conversations; complicated by the fact I kept bumping into him at Uni.
And to be fair, he had been blindsided. I had been continuing to use him to meet my sexual desires. Of necessity, that had been sparsely because I'd wanted to keep him at bay emotionally. He knew I was dating other guys, but implicit in our continued non-use of protection was the fact he was the only one I was sleeping with; in effect my tier 1 male friend.
To simply be told that I was going on a lengthy holiday with another guy conveyed a whole lot of implications that I hadn't openly dealt with. Really, I should have just been fair and terminated our relationship when I realised there was another guy I might be more open to emotionally.
Still, time passes and wounds heal. By the time Uni was over, we were friends again in a passing acquaintance sort of way.
I bumped into him a few years ago and we'd shared a coffee. He'd apologised for his nuisance behaviour after our breakup, said he'd always been ashamed of it, and when I apologised too, said I had nothing to apologise for. That, he said, had been the deal he'd signed up for.
With the confidence of maturity and each with our own strong marriage, he admitted that he'd polished up his knowledge on female anatomy between the first and second times he'd undressed me; which explained his vastly different performance. I'd always wondered about that.
In a way I was dying to ask him about the mystery withdrawal after our first night encounter. But apart from such a question revealing to Tim the detail in which I'd remembered the night, there was another reason I hadn't. That little mystery had grown an erotic narrative of its own in my memories of the night.
Without any fixed reference facts, it could become whatever erotic story I wanted it to become; and there were no shortage of them.
Maybe contractions from my own night orgasm had pummelled Tim's erection into a release. Maybe I'd laid pinned to him in our mutual sleep by his great throbbing cock for hours before it had exploded into a discharge, following which the sticky soft flaccid flesh had stuck itself to my engorged clit, gently stimulating it with the rise and fall of our breathing. Or maybe even as I slept Tim had pounded me into multiple hip arching orgasms.
OK, the last one might be a bit improbable. Had I been drunk or drugged it would even have been illegal; but in this case I'd surrendered my pussy willingly to him while fully awake.
That's the nice things about mysteries; they're not bound by any rules of science or practicality.
The last thing I'd want to find out is that Tim had withdrawn a few moments after I'd drifted off to sleep because he had a cramp in his lower elbow. Mind you the possibility of a guy pulling a full erection out of the warm embrace of a donated vagina with no way back in for that reason is even less probable than me sleeping through the aforementioned pounding.
Sometimes knowledge is not always a good thing.
Would the memories have been even more powerful if I truly loved the person I was with? I don't know. Maybe; it probably does make a difference. But you still need the right sequence of events however much love is involved.
I was lucky to discover that I had wonderfully sensitive erogenous zones and a willingness to let myself go to enjoy them. I've never had any great problem climaxing if they guy even half did the right thing. But still, the way things happened that night made a big difference. After all, for many, if not most girls, their first time is anything but memorable in a good sort of way.
Even though completely out of character, the decision not to care about how much noise I made certainly helped; indeed, I discovered later in life it was crucial. It got rid of that internal conflict about really getting into it. When, with the arrival of children in our house, I needed to tone it down, it just wasn't the same.
But I have to give Tim credit for being a good first time partner even in his own inexperience. He knew how to finger me and was willing to do so without pushing for more. He also let me take complete control of my first penetration; which meant I never seized up through fear.
I never regretted it wasn't Aron. I'd had a long relationship with him, but it had grown stale. Plus I can't help suspecting he'd have been too focused on the home run to spend the time Tim spent on third base; or worse would have wanted to act on the hints I'd already had that too much porn had left him with obsessions about anal and oral. And maybe my husband too, even though we have a great sex life now, might in the early days not have spent enough time on the bases around the pitch before running for home.
It's better not to contemplate changing the past.
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In a quaint old fashioned way summer is the ball season in Greg's home town. I suppose you might say it starts uncontroversially with the graduation balls of the several schools in town for their HSC students. Nothing new in that I hear you say, the big city schools do that too.
The difference is that my experience of the big city events it that they are student only functions. Essentially the students get together for a graduation party. They may or may not include boyfriends/ girlfriends and if like me you went to an all-girls school, you might find them merged with that of the local boys' school, but in the end they are all about the students.
My one was merged with that of the local boys' school and partners weren't allowed. That sort of suited me since I didn't have a boyfriend at the time and it meant I'd at least be able to find dance partners amongst the boys there. I did the whole thing with a new dress and the shared hired limo, but like many of these things my feeling at the end of the night was closer to one of disappointment than excitement; being sober when everyone else is drunk out of their mind will do that to you.
In Greg's town – and I get the impression this is common in the country – the graduation balls are orientated to the students attending with their parents. So you sit in tables of 6, 9 or some other number divisible by three. There's a red carpet arrival for the students where their friends, relos, and the students from the lower grades and other schools all come to watch the students arrive and, in the case of the girls, admire their gowns.
Instead of just boring old limos, the students arrive in all sort of modes of transport, from on horseback and by carriage to – in the case of the daughter of a local well know fruit wholesaler family – on a pallet on a forklift. In short it's a big fun look at me night for the whole town community, not just the year 12 students of that school. I went with Greg to the red carpet entrance of Jenna's ball and found it all quite touching and exciting.
There was another aspect of these Graduation Balls that carried into the other balls held in the town. The night started with a parent/ student waltz, where daughters asked their fathers and sons their mothers for the initial waltz. A bit like for a bridal waltz, this was taken seriously enough that students were given instructions on how to waltz and they were offered to the parents too – although because of the history of the events and the popularity of the other balls, many parents would have already had the skill.
But the really big event was the Anniversary Ball, held on 26th January, Australia's National Holiday. It seems to have been something that's survived the years relatively unscathed; in that it's still attended by a large number of people across a wide age range – including younger people. Even the format is traditional, in that the music caters to the traditional old time ballroom dances; which means that learning to dance is a fairly common thing in the town.
And then a couple of weeks after that there's a "Farewell Fancy Dress Ball" targeted to the university students who are visiting for the holidays and heading back to the big cities to continue or start their studies
I did modern dancing as an activity. I was a reasonably competent dancer but had no training in the ballroom and Latin styles, so when Greg suggested we go to the Anniversary Day Ball I was quite happy to go with him and get some lessons. Greg had been though all this before but was happy to get an update. Still my dancing background made me a sufficiently fast learner that we could have a reasonable evening of it; especially if they played lots of waltzes and jives.
I thought about whether I should just get my father to pick up my graduation ballgown from home on one of his trips to the city to make sure work was under control. I might have thought I looked pretty good in it at the time, but frankly decided it was a bit staid for what I wanted now. Instead I ordered online one that had a halter style top, was nearly backless, deep-veed and close fitting at the front and had a light very floaty silky, satin skirt that complimented the dancing nicely while draping quite sexily over my butt and crutch. It was a very reasonable price (which for me means you read cheap!) and since Greg just about blew out the fly on his pants when I first tried it on for him it was money well spent.
And that's another strange effect Greg has had on me. I've always known the visual power of the female body. I have always been willing to dress attractively and accept the attention that brought. But I seem to have acquired an extra degree of tartiness (to put it at its most pejorative) since I meet Greg. Probably because on the one hand I like the impact of its effect on him while on the other he gives me the sense of security that lets me wear that stuff and he feels secure enough not to be threatened by any outside attention it beings.
I love dancing, so I was surprised just how much I'd been missing out on by not learning the older style dances earlier. I found jiving or rock and rolling was a fantastic way of cutting lose and really letting go on the dance floor. Between the lessons and the additional practice we did at home by the night of the ball we were letting rip at the fastest tempos we could find.
But what really rocked my socks compared to my past experiences were the really traditional ballroom styles; and especially the waltz. I wondered how this sort of dancing was possibly allowed back in the 19th century when I understood it first started and dancing it with Greg was always enough to get me heated up somewhat.
I don't suppose many young people have ever really danced like this; I certainly hadn't before. It's bad enough (or should I say fun enough) that you dance in fully body contact with your partner; my right nipple firmly pushed into his chest somewhere near his left one and stomachs touching. But more than that his right leg spent all of its time between mine; generally brushing on my crutch with every step. To compound matters, you dance with a rise and fall motion; so as you count 1,2,3 you actually dip down a little bit on the counts of 1 and 2 and then rise up on to your toes on the count of three.
I suppose as we were learning I couldn't help but notice this meant his thigh effectively gave me a clit massage with every step and a harder one with every third step; especially if my rise wasn't perfectly timed with his. At first it was only a fairly light contact because when you start out learning you tend to stand just a little apart so you don't stand on each other's toes if you mis-step. Then as you get more confident you come a little closer and the contact gets more constant. Still the lessons tend to be fairly stop start and often the clothes you're wearing to the practice classes don't convey all that well the sensation of the contact. Even so I spent most lessons going through different stages of arousal depending on how much time we spent practicing the waltz.
Then comes the night of the ball itself. We were at a table with Kate and Jenna and their dates for the night and a couple of mutual friends of Greg and Kate. Greg's parents were at another table as were his aunt and uncle.
I suppose I was already feeling pretty warm in the groin just from how hot Greg looked in his dinner suit and the romance of dancing in close contact with him as he swept me around the floor. Then came on a sequence of waltz numbers; slow at first and then gradually building to a faster tempo.
I was prepared for – even looking forward to – Greg's thigh brushing against my crutch and the arousal that would bring. What I wasn't really prepared for was the fact the combination of my silk G-string and satin dress – and I'm sure just the presence that Greg had in his dinner suit and even the softer feel of its material against my dress – would magnify the effect the way it did.
And so as we waltzed around the floor, rising and falling to the three beat of the music his thigh went brush, brush, brush/ brush, brush, brush/ brush, brush, brush/ brush, brush, brush – always with just that little bit more pressure on the rise on the third beat and that little bit more enjoyment it brought.
At first it just caused my clit to be massaged against the lips that enveloped them, but as it swelled and my G-string camel toed between those lips, the contact became more direct; more pleasurable. Still, at first I just thought of it as cheeky fun; the sort of 'playing' Greg and I had talked about that wasn't intended to lead anywhere. Why not enjoy the moment?
I was interested in whether it was having the same effect on Greg. Even though I wasn't rubbing him up and down as we danced, he was after all dancing in close contact with the hottest girl on the dance floor (at least in her own temporarily delusional mind; although I'm willing to attribute that as much to the dress as the girl who was wearing it; it had been attracting compliments – and a few side-long glances - all night). Surely it must have been having some effect. I pushed my mons closer in against his crutch.
I found Greg what I might call a little warm. Not mast high; just not exactly soft either. Better than nothing I suppose.
But by tucking myself in even closer the brush, brush, brush instead became brush, brush, rub; every step coming up just that bit more firmly against my clit and that rise on the third step now having, shall we say, a definite impact.
And so we continued dancing. Brush, brush, rub/ brush, brush, rub/ brush, brush, rub/ brush, brush, rub/ brush, brush, rub.
This wasn't building to a Meg Ryan moment. There was no groaning, no flicking my hands through my hair. To the outside would, even to Greg as he danced with me, I was probably looking fairly normal. The slightly heavier breathing might just be put down to the dancing. The broad smile and goggle eyes I was wearing as I stared relentlessly at him to the romance of the night and the heart wrenching love I felt for him.
But even just holding him in my vision like that had its own effect. There he was. My love; my first true love. Ennobled as he danced there looking absolutely gorgeous in his dinner suit, I watched as his eyes alternated between meeting mine and making sure we didn't collide with other dancers. God I loved him; loved him with a passion I didn't know was in me. And that just made me want him, like in rip off his clothes and throw him to the floor now want him.
I got naughtier. By bending my knees just a little and by being just a little bit late with my rise and fall I increased the stimulation. Brush, brush, rub became rub, rub, rub.
I had to be careful how much I did that. After all if by being just slightly out of step I threw off Greg's timing too then I'd bring the whole dance to a stop until we counted our way back into the rhythm of the music.
Had you somehow stopped me at that point and asked me what I was doing - whether I was trying to bring myself to orgasm – I think I still could have answered in reasonable honesty that, no, I was just enjoying myself a bit. I might have been slightly concerned a spot of dampness might be showing on my dress, but even that didn't seem too bad; to exaggerate slightly, there are times with Greg I can feel dripping wet before he even touches me. Tonight wasn't in that category. I'm not sure why – there are times the female body confuses even me. Maybe it was because I felt I was just enjoying myself; I didn't really intend for it to go too far and my body certainly knew it wasn't going to end up with us having sex on the dance floor.
And so it went on for just a little longer. Rub, rub, rub.
Until suddenly I was aware if I didn't stop it RIGHT NOW I was going to come. And by right now, I meant one, maybe two more rubs.
I didn't stop.
As my orgasm hit I tried to keep dancing as if nothing was happening, but I couldn't. Instead I locked my legs on Greg's thighs, bringing us to a halt, bearing down on his thigh to extract even more pleasure. At least I didn't cry out.
To an outsider we might have just looked as if we'd lost our step; although had my sudden clamping of his leg caused us to fall over with the abrupt halt to our forward progress, a few more eyebrows might have been raised.
The pressure on Greg's thigh meant there was no hope of hiding it from him. His mouth came next to my ear. "Did you just go off?"
"I'm not admitting to anything, but give me a sec to finish before we start dancing again"
As the waves of the contractions washed over me, three times I clamped my legs on Greg's thigh and released them. The pause in the middle of the dance floor was getting a bit too long to just be a couple who had fallen out of time with the music. As I finally recovered my composure, Greg counted us back into time and we danced off to the side to let us go and sit down for a while.
Fortunately the table was empty. "I thought you were rubbing yourself on my thigh"
"Was I that obvious?"
"Well I'm used to some contact while dancing a waltz; that just seemed a little harder"
I leaned in and kissed him. "Sorry"
"Why apologise. Don't you think I get off on having my girlfriend have an orgasm? Do you want to go out and try for another?"
"It's gone to rock and roll now, but I'm ready for another dance"
Greg stood up and offered me his hand. As I took it I looked down with as much subtly as I could muster to make sure the front of my dress wasn't showing any damp patch. Thank goodness for the dark colour of the dress and the dimness of the light.
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In early February the town holds a fancy dress ball targeted at those who have just left school and are leaving town to go to Uni and outside jobs and those who have already left but have returned for the Christmas holidays. It's sort of a farewell ball for all the town's kids who are about to leave for the big city; although the kids who went to school with them and are staying in town are just as welcome to attend.
Greg had told me about it when the date was announced early in January and asked me if I'd be willing to go with him. It sounded like a good night, so I'd readily agreed to attend. Plus I admit, even back when he'd first told me about it I was already fantasying about the role playing stuff I'd now only recently revealed to him - so embraced it as a chance to let some fantasies rip.
Almost immediately I had started to plan my outfit and think about what I'd like to see Greg in, since I had very specific requirements in mind. As crude as it sounds, they had to promote fantasy sex at the end of the night.
From time to time I've hinted at the personality traits that made accounting a natural profession for me. Being a bit boring was one of them. But over planning things was another. I don't mean things had to be perfect - probably quite the opposite - but I was always looking to see what collateral opportunities a situation might offer and plan a way to deliver that. And my sex life with Greg wasn't immune to that; indeed for the last few months it may well have been the main focus of it.
From the photos I saw, Greg's outfit in previous years had been a bit thrown together, so he didn't have any investment in something that needed another run. That gave us (or should I say me) a fairly free hand. I wanted an outfit for me that I thought would both look and feel sexy and would be a matching theme to Greg's; and I hoped we could find something for Greg that would hit my buttons too. I knew Greg well enough to be confident that if I was planning something sexy, he'd go along with whatever else I bolted on to that.
Some sort of heroes and villains theme seemed most likely to fit my fantasy, but the choices were a bit limited. There were plenty of sexy women's costumes, but a lot of the guy ones were fairly ordinary. I definitely had something more like a well fitted muscle suit in mind than the oversized stretch cotton suits that tended to be associated with the, say, 1960's versions of superman or batman.
Plus too many of them were wimpy about the crutch area - hiding it in excesses of material or a boxer shorts look, instead of retaining the fitted effect around that area. And just to really show my over-planning nature, I wanted him to have a suit that would let him access, shall we say, a certain part of his anatomy, without stripping himself right out of the suit. So a one piece lycra-suit just wasn't going to cut it. After all people, these things are meant to be worn to parties which invariably involve an excess of drink. Surely somebody has thought about access, even if not for the purpose I had in mind.
For a while, the whole heroes and villains thing looked like it wasn't going to work, so I considered other possibilities. I knew Greg would look fantastically hot in some sort of well cut military uniform and there were no shortage of incredibly sexy women's sailor's suits and other such stuff. But the well cut men's outfits were pricey and I wasn't really sure they fitted my fantasy.
The Greek/ Roman ancient warrior thing looked like the next best possibility and when I saw what looked like a really stunning women's "Sexy Spartan Warrior" outfit on special on-line, I quietly ordered that for me as a back-up.
But in the end the heroes and villains concept came together. Around the middle of January we found for Greg a really nicely made well fitted superhero style muscle suit in a wet-look material. Best of all, the main lycra part of the suit had a sort of a key hole cut in the crutch. The suit was then finished (and made tolerably modest) by a pair of speedo like high waisted briefs that went over it. While the briefs were made of a much heavier stretch material than your average pair of speedos, the overall look of the suit on Greg was pretty hot. I was getting aroused just watching him try it on.
You shouldn't think from my directing him towards a muscle suit that I think Greg would look better if he had more of a weight-lifter's body. Far from it; indeed I think over muscled bodies mainly look gross. But if you're going to convincingly play a super-hero, you have to look the part, and that is an aspect of it.
There was a range of female villain outfits I could choose from. It didn't really matter to me (or Greg) whether they were a recognisable villain or something made up to avoid paying royalties. What I chose from the same shop was an outfit called "The Hemlock Kiss"; a yellow very short legged, short armed tight fitting Lycra playsuit, which came with a thigh high pair of high heel skin tight zip up boots that buttoned to the bottom of the play suit like a pair of suspenders. It had a deeply plunging front; so that even with the front zipper fully up it plunged to below the bottom of my breasts.
The effect was exaggerated further in this case because the one that fitted my girth was too short in the body. So not only did it stretch down the neckline till my boobs were just about ready to pop out, it also induced a deep camel-toe crutch. The bottom was cut so it moulded closely to the cheeks of my bottom; sitting deeply within my bum crack and dictating a G-string as the only possible style of underwear. Because the material stretched easily it wasn't uncomfortable and didn't constrain my movement, but the fact it was too short was readily apparent to even an untrained eye.
The things us girls have to do to make ourselves look hot!
The suit itself was trimmed with a number of black wet look stretch vinyl patches. The material on these matched the boots and they imitated a vine pattern seemingly running up from the boots and over the shoulder. Finally there was a little logo on one of the breasts announcing who I was.
Apart from the boots, it was accessorised with a short red cape, a good quality wide belt and a nice enough garland headpiece. The model on the front of the pack had on a bright yellow lipstick, which complimented the outfit really nicely and I managed to find one to duplicate that for the night.
Since I saw Greg just about burst out of his pants when I tried it on and showed it to him in the shop, the decision was an easy one.
On the day I bought it I couldn't wait to get home to try it on again. It was maybe the only day during that whole Summer when I was almost pleased it was time for Greg to go so I could be by myself to put it on. I stood in the mirror to look at myself, already aroused just by the feel of it. Yes, I'll admit I was admiring how hot I thought I looked; but what I was really doing was anticipating what I was going to get up to with Greg at the end of the night of the ball.
By my old standards, this outfit was pretty radical. Every aspect of its design was intended to appeal to the male eye. It was almost certain a boob was going to come out at least once during the night. But neither of these things mattered to me as much as they might have two months ago. I knew from the photos Greg had shown me of previous years what I was wearing was only middle of the road for what was worn at these events. This was not a fancy dress where you came in a panda bear outfit!
Both the feel of the outfit on my body and what I could see in the mirror was arousing me. My finger explored along the line of the camel-toe bisecting my crutch. As it did so it scored a direct hit on my already engorged clit. Pantiless, the thin sensuous material of the costume seemingly multiplied my body's response; a thousand points of pure pleasure lit up. I did it a second time and the response intensified. A third, even better.
I was trying to tell myself to stop - arguing with myself.
'You'll get it all damp and have to wash it' - 'I should wash it anyway, anyhow look, it's already starting to be damp.'
'You had sex with Greg this morning, and will get it again tomorrow, this is too much' - 'But I need it and this is different.'
'Your family will hear you' - 'I'll be quiet.'
'Someone will come in' - 'I've put the latch on the door.'
'They'll knock' - 'Then I'll stop.'
'Ring Greg and have him come over for a walk on the beach to satisfy you' - 'This is different and anyhow, what'll he think of me.'
'But he said you never needed to go solo while he was around' - 'But he wouldn't understand this fantasy.'
'Maybe he'll bring his costume too' - 'Sure, how am I going to explain that to him.'
It was too late. My finger hadn't rested through the argument. A dark damp stain could be seen spreading through the crutch. My mind was playing out my fantasy and, for the first time ever, I watched my own body respond to the sexual pleasures flooding through it.
My nipples were starting to push up in to the material covering them; the thin gossamer material conforming to every curve of my breast. The nipple was teasingly close to the hem of the plunge of the neckline; I slid my other hand inside and played with it - raising it up to its fullest extent.
In my brain there was a double screen. Screen A showed what my eyes actually saw. Screen B was playing out flashes of scenes from my fantasy in brilliant visual and sensual detail. The thoughts came randomly; they were not in order, not even part of a single narrative, but each was massively arousing in its own right.
Greg and I are both in costume - in character, he the superhero. I created in my mind my own back story. I'm the Hemlock Kisser. Infected at puberty by some terrible virus, a man who merely looks into my eyes is irresistibly drawn to me. The slightest touch of my skin causes him to be uncontrollably aroused; primitive urges force him to seek to make love to me. And then mid-coitus the kiss of my lips brings instant death.
We are wrestling. I can feel my hero's hulking strength duelling with my feminine weakness and yet the match is evenly balanced. Our limbs, our torsos and other body parts are intertwined, pushing, thrusting and slipping and sliding past each other in the struggle. I am straddling his thigh; rubbing my clit on it. He has a giant erection which had grown up over the top of his pants. How can he be resisting me? I am trying to grab his shaft, knowing that once I have it in the palm of my hand, once I have even touched it, even he won't be able to resist me further.
In our struggle I strike my head on the floor; passing into unconsciousness, my hand succeeding in a last grasp for his shaft; my body limp on the floor except for the hand and arm now supported by the hold it has on his shaft.
His passion unleashed by my stimulation of his cock, he picks me up with two strong arms around my waist. I am upside down, the top half of my legs over his shoulders. His hands grab the shoulders of my costume and with one powerful shake his flips me completely out of my garment, casting my limp body sprawling down on to the soft sand in the process. He kneels down between my legs, he has peeled down the front of his pants and his enormous erection is visible through my blurred eyes. It's too big. It won't fit. His strong body leans over me as he penetrates me. It doesn't hurt. It goes in readily to a body already prepared for it. He thrusts hard, pushing my body around with the strength of his penetration. Receptors unknown to the science of anatomy are suddenly triggered. It's like my whole vagina has become a giant clit. It feels so good. Thrust, thrust, thrust.
I'm lying unconscious, sprawled on my back still dressed in my costume. He bends over me, his erection hanging temptingly over my body. He's too noble to let his passion get the better of him, but he knows the only way to chase the evil virus out of this beautiful woman and return her to a normal person is to bring her to orgasm; several consecutive orgasms. Three, maybe four should do it. His powerful hands cup my breasts and cause my nipples to engorge. A finger explores my crutch and finds it damp and aroused. Satisfied I am ready to begin the process, he pulls my costume off my shoulders and drags it off my body; it limply responding to each twist and turn as the garment is disengaged from me. His fingers start working on my cure. The first orgasm comes easily, but he realises fingers won't be enough to complete the job. Nobly, he dedicates his whole body to the task, driving me through successive orgasms.
My eyes focus momentarily on screen A. Two fingers of one hand are rubbing hard and fast between my legs. The other hand still covers a breast, the fingers constantly changing their approach to the stimulation of the nipple underneath. My face shows the combination of intense pleasure, concentration and exhaustion caused by my efforts.
Back on screen B I'm lying unconscious, sprawled untidily on my back still dressed in my costume. He kneels down between my legs, he has peeled down the front of his pants and his enormous erection is visible through my blurred eyes. With a single push a finger pierces the crutch of my costume, making a round hole in it. His strong body leans over me as he penetrates me through the costume. He slides in easily; a shadow being cast over me by his hulking presence. His cape drapes down from his back, covering both our bodies. Again, in defiance of conventional anatomy, my whole vagina lights up to his thrusting presence, massively stimulating me with every action and my body is pushed and pulled by the power of his movements.
On screen A I roll over in to my real orgasm while on Screen B my superhero Greg comes. I imagine I can feel the head of his shaft swell just before I feel his cum hosing the inside of me, filling me up as the base of his shaft pulsates. My orgasm clamps his shaft, contracting on it as wave after wave of pleasure engulfs me.
His cum keeps blasting; impossible volumes of it filling me, penetrating deep into my body, overflowing past the seal formed by my contractions on his shaft and filling the back of my costume.
When it is all over I am left bent over the dresser, the hand which had been stimulating my nipple now taking the weight of a body that has lost all strength. The fingers of the other have done all they could to prolong the orgasm and are now wet with my body's juices. My legs are wobbling. There is a dark wet stain running from the middle of my pubis all the way down between my thighs to the hem of each leg of the outfit. A breast is fully exposed; its nipple still enlarged.
Wow, that was a good one. Still, it's only the second time in my life I've masturbated. It's something I still feel an uneasy guilt about; more so given the mess I now have to clean up. I ease myself out of my costume, trying not to make it any messier than it already is. If my parents thought it's unusual that I need to hand wash my new outfit at such a late hour they don't say anything - they've probably long since given up trying to work out the strange ways of their children. My brothers are oblivious to the whole thing; fortunately for me since they'd certainly take the chance to tease me unmercifully if they suspected anything.
The rest of January passed into February and the night of the ball rolled around. I still wasn't sure where or how to play out my after ball fantasy. It wouldn't really work at either of our parent's houses; which just left the beach - although too much sand might have been a problem there. In the end Greg accidentally offered the solution. The hall the ball was in was on an offshoot of the river just back from the headland; so he suggested we go by inflatable boat again. Its large flat floor would make one suitable place as perhaps would a little beach which I knew dried at low tide and which we'd have to cross on each leg of the trip. The damp packed sand and still clear water of the river would make a great night time playground.
When the night came around I was quite excited as Greg picked me up and took me back to his place for the boat trip. He looked stunning in his costume and I could barely wait to get my hands on him at the end of the evening.
When we got there it quickly became evident that my outfit was indeed middle of the road as far as the girls were concerned. There were some girls who you thought just shouldn't have really bothered wearing anything over their underwear for all the good it did and very few where you wouldn't rate the outfit as fairly well into the 'sexy' range.
The guys were more of a mixed bag. Some, like Greg, looked pretty hot in their outfits; others hadn't really made much effort. Still, even among the guys, it wasn't the done thing to come along in the equivalent of a gorilla suit.
Kate followed her medical inclinations by wearing a sexy nurse's outfit. She, being taller and much bigger breasted than me, while just as slim waisted, had even more trouble with sizing than I'd had. Like mine it had a deeply plunging front that could barely contain her breasts; especially as the zipper kept slipping down. The hem of the dress itself barely fell below her crutch and as the dress kept riding up the white G-string panties she was wearing underneath and the bum cheeks they failed to cover were clearly visible for most of the night.
As the night progressed a wonderful sense of bonhomie settled over the room. Now I'm not big on what always comes across to me as that false sense of bonhomie that occurs at some events; usually characterised by too much drink and some sort of public celebration. A large New Year's Eve party would for me be a typical example. I know in part this comes from my own social instincts; which is to favour smaller more intimate events and eschews excessive displays of shallowly based affection. As I've said before I am after all studying to be an accountant! And in all of that Greg is the same. He was not Mr Popular amongst the guys at his school (and from what Kate tells me underestimated his popularity among the girls, even though he probably counted them among his better friends) and doesn't really have any close male mates from his class.
But this went beyond that. There was an atmosphere of community, of something long shared and not quickly set aside as they partied in the knowledge that most would soon be departing town for their big city studies and jobs. For some the annual Christmas sojourn home would continue. For others the pressure of work, study or life in general would bring a change - a commitment to the big city that would see their past left behind forever - limited in the future to hurried visits to family as time permitted.
A little later a new wave of substance flooded the room and mixed electrically with that bonhomie. Sexual hormones - powerful hormones put out by those in those wonderful years between 18 and 23 when sex first becomes real and members of the opposite one are no longer to be feared but embraced, in all the meanings of that word. The dancing became closer. Limbs where no longer waved frantically at dance partners standing a meter away, but wrapped around them. Legs were intertwined, stomachs pushed together, the two bodies moving less energetically now and to the same rhythm.
It wasn't limited to lover with lover, nor even just included those who for the night were to be hookee with hookee. Former lovers celebrated their past with one last close encounter. Those who'd kept hidden flames were allowed just for a moment to expose them to the oxygen of physical closeness and let them burn brighter. Mutual unspoken and unrequited loves that had never had the chance to cross the threshold were allowed to balance teasingly on the edge of something more before time moved on and pushed their owners in different directions. Suppressed lust was allowed to vent itself harmlessly in dance. But more than anything else, opposite gender friendships - friendships that had blossomed and been nurtured through those all-important growing years of high school - were allowed just for a moment to be expressed in physical closeness.



Greg had given me ahead of time a pretty good idea of what the night was like. He'd been given my permission to roam free, accepting those invitations to dance that came his way without worrying too much about me. We'd agreed how I should signal him if I felt neglected and he'd made it clear I wasn't going to be immune to being hit upon if only for a dance and that I was free to accept or refuse as I felt inclined and to come and seek his protection if that was needed.
I watched as Greg danced with others, trying to pick those who had carried a flame for him from those who were merely friends. I watched as he and Kate danced; Kate spending much of the time brushing the crutch of her panties seductively - and I dare say for her even arousingly - on his thigh. Secure in my relationship, I could watch all of this and be happy for Greg.
What's more I was touched by the mood; almost brought to tears by it. I was jealous that this was something denied to big city kids. Between the anonymity of large numbers and the relative lack of that sense of departure and being split apart that comes with always remaining where you grew up, this was a different world to mine. For all my dismissal of it as a bogan world before I got here, I had come to realise there was a lot more to it than that. Yes, even these guys and girls recognised you had to leave it to go very far in life (Greg's comments about his sister's future summed up the general expectation that if you didn't leave town you'd be married to a bogan and pregnant by the time you were 19 - at least getting married was part of it). But they knew they'd come from something precious.
I didn't escape numerous dance invitations and accepted many. Depending on how well I knew the guy and my general impression of him, I even allowed a degree of physical closeness and flirting in the dancing that was beyond what I would normally engage in. Given the nature of my outfit, a lot of guys asked me for a kiss; many offering puckered lips. I eventually offered a line that hemlock was far too dangerous, but I'd kiss them on the side of the cheek. I found a firm kiss would leave a notable yellow lipstick lip imprint and by the end of the night it was becoming a bit of a fad to get one from me - to the extent I had to reapply my lipstick several times. I actually had a ball, in a number (but except with Greg later, not all) of meanings of that word.
Greg was careful not to neglect me. Except for Kate, other girls got no more than a song or two before Greg circled back to me; offering me an excuse to break away from a less welcome dance partner or patiently allowing me to see out a tune or two with those I'd come to know and trust more. Kate, being - apart from me - his best friend in the world, and having become in such a short time, mine also, was permitted a bit more. But as always with Greg, he knew when enough was enough.
By about 11pm things were getting quite steamy. Some dancing couples were obviously barely able to control their amorous feelings. On the dance floor some erections were clearly visible within spandex costumes that hid nothing. There had been times when Greg's arousal had only been hidden by the closeness of our bodies and the thickness of the pants material, but was all too clearly felt pushing in to my pubis. I started to worry that the dampness in my crutch might start to make itself visible; but one look around the room told me no-one was noticing and no-one cared - too busy with their own arousal to worry about mine.
Had this been ancient Rome it would have been about now the general orgy would have started. Maybe I was even sorry it wasn't; had something suddenly broken out I think I might by then have been more than willing to let Greg take me on the floor there and then among a field of passionately engaged bodies.
The band stopped for a break and we went back to our table - joined by Kate and the bloke she'd obviously picked as her hookee for the night and a selection of other table mates still on their feet. By the time the band started up again 15 minutes later the mood had changed. Probably a number of the couples running hot with passion slipped away during the break, altering the balance of the numbers. But an excess of alcohol had started to really make itself felt. It wasn't a sense of menace - more just that feeling that people were starting to lose it. The romance - even the passion - was dissipated and had started to be overwhelmed by loud voices and clumsiness.
It was no longer either Greg's or my scene and a decision it was time to go was quickly made.
In a way it was a bit sad. In this way the country kids were no different from the city ones. I've seen similar situations back home too. It's just it was all going so nicely and then so suddenly the mood fell apart; I felt something had been lost.
With a round of man hugs or kisses on the cheek, Greg made his good-buys to those that mattered to him; Kate putting an arm around his neck and pinning him in full body contact while she planted a none too quick kiss square on his lips. As she kissed me goodnight too she gave me a knowing wink - as if to say she knew all about what-ever carnal activities we might now have in mind and encouraging me to get into it.
As we walked hand in hand back to the boat a sense of anticipation and the arousal that came with it grew in me. That's the trouble with too much planning - you're always thinking ahead too much and not spending enough time in the moment.
Greg probably suspected this was intended to be something of a role playing night, but we hadn't really discussed how it was going to play out. How does a pretend villainess challenge her gallant superhero and get herself an imaginary knockout when - even in play - her superhero partner is unlikely to do anything remotely likely to have that effect.
On the way back to Greg's place we had to cross the sandbank. I was well familiar with it since it was sometimes where we came by boat for a bit of a frolic in the shallow water and a picnic on the beach nearby. Visible from houses across the river during the day, it was completely private even in bright moonlight. As Greg stood up to tilt the motor up to let us travel through the shallow water, I resorted to the one thing every younger sister learns as a way to provoke their older brother. I tickled him right where I knew it worked best.
Distracted by me, he missed getting the motor up and the boat ran gently aground; jamming itself to a standstill on the sand. Greg squirmed, trying to escape my unmerciful tickling - just having time to turn the motor off before he collapsed in a heap under my onslaught.
He grabbed for my hands, trying to control them as I repeatedly broke free and went for his vulnerable ticklish flanks time after time. He tickled back, each time sending me in to a spasm of wiggling giggling female body parts as each of us tried to get the upper hand in the tickling. But he wasn't willing to use his full strength, so it was more often him in defensive mode.
With one hand stuck firmly in his flanks and sending him in to a spasm of laughter on the floor I stuck the other down the front of his pants and circled his by now erect shaft. "Careful Batman or you'll knock this villainess out and you'll be tempted to strip me and have your way with me"
Between gasps for breath he managed to get out a "probably" before launching a vicious attack upon my own flanks. Now he had me squirming; although I was greatly exaggerating the effect - throwing myself about, rubbing myself up and down on him, ignoring the breast that had popped out and generally being as flirtatious as I could until I pretended to hit my head on the side of the boat and went completely limp on my back on the floor of the boat, legs spread wide apart.
"Oh dear, this stunningly beautiful sexy villain has knocked herself out. What should I do?"
It was a rhetorical question. Already his fingers were stroking my nipples causing them to engorge - the still covered one pushing deeply into the lycra of my costume. Satisfied with the effect, his fingers travelled down to the camel-toe creasing the front of my outfit and slid firmly through the valley, scoring a direct hit on my by now throbbing clit. I suppressed a moan of pleasure and felt a wetness flooding through the thin material along the whole length of my crutch.
As the fingers of one hand continued to pleasure me, I felt the other fumble with the button on the suspender holding up the front of the boot of my left leg. When that was freed he undid the zipper on the side of the boot all the way down to my foot. Then the now free hand moved to the right leg and repeated the process.
Relenting from his all too pleasurable attack on my clit for a moment he used both hands to slide the boots down my leg and off my feet; having much 'accidental' contact with my crutch as he did so.
I sensed him kneeling over me studying my body and wondering what to do next. His fingers played with my stomach as he fumbled with the clasp of my belt and released it. Leaning over me he peeled my costume off both shoulders, his hands sliding down the line of the V-neck of my outfit to ensure my breasts were both exposed and pulling down the zipper as far as it would go. Then leaning in to me further he brought his lips over one breast, sucking it deeply in to his mouth and teasing the nipple with his tongue; fingers stimulating my clit at the same time.
Lifting his head off my breast while still playing with my clit, he used his free hand to roll me on my side. Then he used both hands to work my arm free of my garment, pulling it down as far on that side as he could. He obviously understood that the undressing process itself was part of my fantasy and wasn't rushing it.
Rolling my body on the other side, he released that arm also and pulled the costume down as far as my waist. Then he rolled me onto my back again. Every movement was made with as much tactile touching of my erogenous zones and of my body in general as possible; the back of a finger being slid along the line of the camel-toe of the garment, the back of a hand brushing a nipple, the palms of his hands sliding along my skin from one task to the next. It was beautiful. I just wanted it to go on; I was scared I might even come prematurely.
With me on my back he struggled briefly to pull my costume further down - out from under my bottom, but found the dead weight of my body pinning it and making it hard to move.
He sat over me and lifted me up by my arms in to a sitting position; then he worked his way around behind me and knelt in the space vacated by my upper body as he sat me up. As I slumped forward, he used his torso to stop me flopping back. Then he picked me up with an arm under each armpit and lifted me face down over the soft side of the inflatable boat. The large diameter of the side tubes of the boat meant my body formed a sort of pyramid; the apex at my lower chest where it rested on the boat, my upper chest and head flopped over the side facing toward the water - the arms themselves dangling down into the cool water. My stomach sloped down to my hips which themselves were supported by my legs in a kneeling position.
With my costume no longer caught under my body Greg was easily able to strip it down my legs; lifting my knees one at a time to pull it out from under them and eventually down my lower legs and off my feet, leaving me completely naked except for my now soaking wet g-string. His fingers explored my crutch, finding my vagina open and ready for him. With greater urgency now he repeated the process to pull my g-string off me too, before moving my knees apart to make room for him. With his crutch resting against my bum I could tell he was in a kneeling position behind me. I felt his hand fumble his erection out of the pants of his outfit and slide it under my crutch, the other hand coming around my hips to guide it in to my vagina. When he'd positioned it securely at the opening he pushed steadily forward; burying himself deeply inside me.
One hand came around and found my clit and started stimulating it while the other found a nipple and tweaked it between his fingers. Then he started thrusting; hard needy thrusts which rolled my body back and forwards over the side of the boat with each withdrawal and thrust. I just let my body go limp; leaving him in full control.
Inside me, I'm not sure whether it was my G-Spot he was hitting, but it just felt so good as he thrust hard against the front wall of my vagina. He was hitting all the right places. Slippery with my juices, my clit was rejoicing under the skilled movement of his fingers and with each deep thrust I could feel his balls come up against my clit as his fingers moved out to make way for it. "oh yes..." My body couldn't but help groan with the pleasure he was inducing. It was hard to keep playing the role of someone unconscious; are they meant to emit orgasmic moans?
He kept thrusting, kept fingering me, kept tweaking my nipple. Unrelenting pleasure washed through my body. With a low prolonged moan I came, unable to resist the need to tighten every muscle in my pelvis as waves of pleasurable contractions overwhelmed me. Greg held himself still, letting me use his body to extend my orgasm and squeeze every last ounce of pleasure out of it.
When I'd relaxed back into a floppy limp object he withdrew. For just a minute he wasn't in contact with me, his movements being communicated merely through the gentle rocking of the boat. Next his hands were around my lower chest where it rested on the side of the boat. He rolled me over on my back and I let my body form a single backward arch; my hair and arms both now draping in the water. He swivelled me around, positioning me to lie along the length of the boat's side, my legs spread wide apart as they straddled its tubular shape; the limbs of one side of me touching the floor of the boat, the other caressing the water.
Through slit eyes I looked up at Greg. Bulked out by the costume, he towered over me, the wet effect of his costume shining in the moonlight, the muscles picked out and exaggerated by its shadows. Somehow he'd lost the pants, so dominating my field of vision was his erection. Because it blocked any view of the keyhole through which it emerged, it seemingly grew out of his suit - its pale colour contrasting with the moon-touched dark grey of the suit itself. My perspective of it and the shadowy light multiplied it size. Like in the fantasies I'd had the day we first bought our costumes - and as I'd lay awake at night several times since - it looked enormous - far too big for even the bulked out body it was attached to.
I might be female, but I'm not immune to visual stimulation. I yearned for it. I yearned to have Greg over me, on me and in me again. I waited in anticipation as Greg balanced himself precariously on the side of the boat and positioned himself to enter me; wanting more. As he entered me I gripped his shaft enough but not too much. One of his hands was under the small of my back lifting my hips in to him, angling my pelvis upwards so again his shaft was again hitting the front wall of my vagina. The other was by my head. Like in my fantasy, the cape draped over us both forming a blanket covering our bodies. His thrusts were measured but strong. Through the blurred vision the slits of my eyes allowed I could see his concentration; looking to pleasure his own body in mine; unaware that in just taking his turn he was coming close to sending me through another round.
He wasn't in a hurry, thrust followed measured thrust and withdrawal, each one bringing as much pleasure to me as it obviously was to him; although in the process unbalancing me a little - each thrust pushing me off the apex of the side tubes just a little bit more and eventually nearly to the tipping point where both of us would end up in the water. Before I was ready I could see the look on his face change. He lowered his head and I noticed his gaze look down along the length of our co-joined bodies. The pace and the strength of his thrusts increased. A long loud groan emitted from him and he tightened his thighs and pushed himself hard in to me.
There was by now a pattern to Greg's best orgasms. The sound and final hard thrusts indicated the first stage of them. But for a really good one, there was a moment's rest and then there seemed to be another wave, another couple of thrusts and another final push. Then another moment's rest and a final shiver that went right through his body. If it was a really good one, he'd then stay fairly hard - maybe even be ready for another round without having to withdraw and start all over again.
Certainly the first stage gave every indication of being in the top category; but the final push that accompanied it had an unforseen side effect. It pushed us both past the tipping point. I suddenly knew we were going to slide off the boat into the water. Greg, lying on top of me with his legs between mine had no leverage to stop us, so once I was going, so was he.
I had just an instant to wrap my legs and arms around him and bind us together as we rolled over; flipping Greg on his back, me landing on top of him in the shallow water; deep enough to break the impact of any short fall, but barely deep enough to cover Greg let alone immerse me. Greg's orgasm didn't miss a beat; it may even have been enhanced by the cold water on his balls or the adrenalin rush of the topple.
With a moan of intense pleasure, the second wave overwhelmed him; hard thrusts and a final need to bury himself deeply being followed by a shiver of delight that shook his whole body, like the final drops of fluid were being wrung out of him. Which then left him still as hard as a rock under me.
That was just as well because he'd left me well on the way to my second orgasm. Giving him a second to recover and make sure he'd got the best of his own pleasure, I lifted myself up over his chest and started rocking towards it. As I looked down I had this view of my superhero lying under me, the water lapping over his chest of his suit the water's phosphorescence creating almost a halo around him.
If ever I wondered just how the whole guy visual thing worked, this is probably as close as I was going to get to really getting the whole sense of it. It might not have been exactly as Greg communicated it - concentrating on the female characteristics of the person they were with - it was more the way it played with my fantasies. Greg, the look of the muscle suit still on him - right down to him still wearing the boots - with its cape moving gently in the tide, the superhero image, the water playing around our bodies, even my own role as the evil villainess all came together in this amorphous fantasy fulfilment which quickly pushed me along to a powerful orgasm.
As I finished I lay back down on him; his arm - cool with its wetness - embracing me, the fingers playing gently with my hair. If Greg had subsided a bit after he'd came the first time, what I had just done on top of him had restored him to rock hard. I gripped his member firmly inside me and rolled him over on top of my, asking as I went ..."do you want to finish your second too?". And so, wordlessly as I lay on my back in the shallow water, my superhero lifted his body over me with arms outstretched and while the water dripped off his suit down on to my chest he thrust in to me until his groans of pleasure again communicated to me that I was being filled with his cum.
Now I was double shotted. I had two of Greg's ejaculations still captured inside me. Until I'd managed to spill my guts to Greg about what he'd done to my maternal instincts, that had been absolutely tops on my fantasy chart; but one that could only occasionally be achieved given the way males usually work. Our talk had helped me get some of that out of our system, but it was still something I wanted to savour for as long as possible. I tightened myself around him, trying to form a seal and keep it in; while trying to keep him up and firm.



Of course after two quick orgasms Greg wasn't going to stay firm for long. Before I was ready I felt him go soft and shrink back out of me until with a kiss he pulled himself entirely out and rose up over me, his sperm washing away with the tide. With an offered hand he helped me back to my feet and into the boat.
My outfit was still dry. Greg's was soaking wet. That could make for some interesting questions if anyone was still up when we got back to Greg's place.
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FOREWORD
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative. Others have caught me by surprise. Generally, the intended meaning will be clear from the context if you don't cling too tightly to your usual usage.
Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
STORY
Greg's cousins Zoe and Jenny had invited Greg and me, my brothers Steve, Brad and Greg's sister Jenna to an end of summer beach party at their family's lakeside retreat.
Neither Greg nor I are ones to go in for large drunken parties. If they are likely to get out of control or drugs are likely to be part of them then we are even less interested; my own attitude to drugs being set by seeing my mother's brother having trashed his life after he was rendered psychotic by his use of dope. As mum always said, maybe it only has that effect on people with a vulnerable gene, but there's a good chance I've got it.
As a couple we hadn't really been to a party; having declined the few invitations we'd received. Individually our attitudes were similar on the rare occasions we did go to one; get out when things turned drunk or out of control.
These struck me as fairly wild girls and I was justified in wondering what sort of party this was going to be. Their lake house was in the country some way out of town and the fact it was a sleepover – even if justified by the danger of driving back late at night – only compounded our reservations.
The only thing which moderated them was the notation on the invitation
"Invitees only. No exceptions. Please do not Facebook or publicise the party
No drugs or drug affected."
Of course saying these things and enforcing it are two different things; although the distance from town and the fact that, without an address being given, you had to follow Zoe in her car to find the place probably helped a bit.
Given their Christmas performance, I thought there was a good chance the beach part of the party was almost certainly going to end up with a lot of naked people. Once that would have been enough to stop me going. Now the thought tended to the positive side of the equation; I'd found the hormonal miasma that surrounded that Christmas both fun and exciting. Despite my previous discomfort with nakedness, I'd always been just a little bit jealous of friends who talked about parties where people got stripped and thrown in the pool; it sounded fun and exciting in a way that was previously beyond what I was brave enough to engage in. If that was the limit to the naughtiness then with Greg as my protector I found myself wanting to go.
But I still had to factor in the probability that at the least there'd be a lot of drink there.
After finding out that only a little over thirty people were invited, we finally decided to accept; and in doing that got ourselves involved in what would surely have to rate as the most bizarre, strange and sexually charged 24 hours of our lives..
The invitation suggested people bring sleeping gear and tents for their sleepover if they didn't want to sleep on the floor of the house. Both Greg and I wanted somewhere to escape to if things went bad, and at a drunken party tents are really vulnerable to being trashed – usually with you in them. So our game plan became to take Greg's parent's large SUV put the back seats down flat and lay out a blow-up mattress, park it a bit away from the crowd and use that as a place to sleep and as a lockable bolt-hole if things got a bit out of control.
Even on that basis Jenna didn't want to go. We let Steve and Brad make their own arrangements as they were as much a risk to us getting away with being boring as anyone else at the party. As someone else who had an invitation, we did however invite Kate to come with us, letting her know what our sleeping arrangements were going to be and finding out she planned to bring a tent.
Better still since Greg had been to family occasions there, he already knew where their lakeside retreat was and we didn't have to be part of Zoe's convoy.
Me being me, I did take some precautions based on my prior experience with these two girls. The bikini I wore was a nice one, but nevertheless expendable if it couldn't be found after the water games. I had been a bit creeped out by the way Phil had gawked at me while pantsing me on Christmas day so decided a string tie side was actually better than a full pantie. At least they came off with the minimum of fuss if it did come to that and could always be double knotted if they needed to be. Plus I packed a spare bikini in the back of the car so if the first ones weren't retrievable I'd have a backup, suggesting Greg do the same.
By the time we arrived, Zoe's convoy had proceeded us; giving us the parking position furthest from the house that best suited our sleeping intentions. Even as we got out of the car the property looked spectacular. Standing alone, invisible from any other properties that might have been nearby, it was surrounded by massive gum trees. The property itself – and a good curtilage around it - had been cleared; the trees replaced by a beautifully manicured lawn which stood in stark contrast to the rough scrub which verged the roadside.
In the front yard were a couple of tents already set up, so Kate went about setting up her little pup tent while we went through to the party
The house itself was nothing more than a tidy compact two bedroom cottage which looked very small on the large block it occupied. It was simply furnished; although I noted a bowl of condoms stood prominently on the coffee table in the lounge room with another empty glass bowl next to it.
Coming out of the back door you stepped onto a good sized timber deck and a step down from that was a nicely grassed backyard leading down to the lake. I was surprised to see a number of sun lounges widely spread around right out on the permitter of the property where they would be of little use to those joining in the main part of the party. Only much latter did the penny drop of why they were there.
The party was already starting to warm up a bit, with everyone just in swimmers drinking and talking in the backyard by the lake and the BBQ just getting fired up to cook the sausage sizzle that was going to be passing for our dinner.
Zoe pointed out the spot just inside the door where everyone else had stacked their clothes and towels when they stripped down to swimmers, so we followed suit and joined the party; even if I was a bit miffed that Greg had wimped it and gone for the board shorts fashion dictated instead of the unfashionable speedos my lust preferred him in.
The attendees seemed to divide evenly between boys and girls. For the most part they were good long term friends of Zoe, Jenny or in a small number of cases Phil; so everyone knew everyone else fairly well. Indeed I'd say Steve, Brad and myself were the only outsiders; in the sense of not being close friends of the group; although Greg and Kate went to a different school to Zoe so these kids were from a different circle to the one they normally circulated in. And my statement about Brad and Steve would have to be a qualified since I was fairly sure either Steve or Brad had at some stage during our holiday shared a bed with a reasonable number of the girls there.
It started sensibly enough with good conversation and only slightly more than moderate drinking as we collectively cooked and ate dinner. And then, predictably for something titled a "beach party" and held on a warm summer's night Zoe – being the organiser she was - ensured we all ended up in the lake; no exceptions allowed.
By then it was heading towards full dark on a night only softly lit by a quarter moon, so the only real light came from a pair of powerful spotlights mounted on the back of the house. While letting you see who you were talking to and where people were, they never the less created this eerie scene where every object or person was a combination of deep impenetrable shadows contrasting with brightly lit parts facing the light.
When the party first moved into the water it was almost elegantly civilised, with most people sitting or kneeling in conversational circles on the sandy bottom up to their chest in the water still sipping from their drinks. There were even plates of finger food still being passed around. But then predictably Zoe started to liven things up, moving around taking people's drinks from them and organising them into the game of jousting that we were mucking around with on Christmas Day.
Of course there was some commotion as both the guys and girls tried to pair themselves with someone they fancied. I was lucky I could just pair with Greg; even though I had a few optimistic guys try and hit on me to be their partner and one girl even had the impertinence to try and pair herself with Greg.
At first there was just a lot of very good natured pushing and pulling as we all tried to tip other teams into the water in a general melee. As probably the tallest and skinniest couple you'd think we'd be at a bit of a disadvantage – height without inertia is not a good thing in keeping your balance in this game. Still we managed to keep our own; pushing as many over as we got pushed over ourselves.
Of course I knew what was coming and I kept an eye on the interaction between Zoe and Jenny figuring that's where it all would start. So it caught me by surprise when, while wrestling with Kate sitting on the hunk she'd chosen for her partner I suddenly felt my bikini top strings being pulled. Automatically, as you do, I let out a squeal as I turned half around and found we were being set upon by Jenny sitting on Brad's neck. Brad already had Greg's shorts well down his thighs. I grabbed Jenny's bikini top string between the triangles and put the other arm around her back, looking for support as I also fumbled around for the knot.
By now she had both my pants knots untied too and Greg was immobile with his pants around his knees; unable even to turn to confront Brad. As Brad backed away, he pulled us off balance, pulling me tumbling back against Brad and Jenny; but because I had an arm around Jenny's shoulder and a hand clamped firmly on her bikini top string but my legs were still hooked over Greg's shoulders, I was for a moment suspended between the two. The mental picture flashed into my mind of Jenna at Christmas were she'd been suspended in a similar position with her pants untied, only her rug of pubic hair partly masking a prolonged detailed display of her gynaecological features. I was devoid of pubic hair and I could feel my pants weren't covering me, so just hoped the poor light would compensate. Brad continued to back off, eventually tipping Greg over too. As my full weight was applied to the arm around Jenny's shoulder and the hand around her bikini top string I eventually unbalanced Jenny and pulled her down with me.
Naturally with all the strings untied both parts of my bikini simply floated of as I fell. I was determined not to be the only naked person in this group, so as we landed together in the water I was already wrestling about with Jenny, succeeding in untying the rest of her bikini. Meanwhile Greg had completely lost his pants to Brad; who finished by tossing them over his shoulder in the dark somewhere towards the shore.
I figured Brad needed a quick payback, so ganged up on him with Greg to get Brad's pants off him; although I don't doubt he wished a woman other than his sister had claimed his pants. Jenny in the meantime had abandoned her partner to go after her sister Zoe. Zoe had heard the commotion made by me so knew she was coming, but a single person is more agile than a stacked couple and even with her partner helping defend her, Zoe's pants strings were soon untied and she found herself tipped off; whereupon Jenny completed the job. After that it was on for young and old. I was surprised how many, seeing what had happened simply joined in the process, immediately having a stripping wrestle with whoever they'd been engaged with. Others took a little longer to comprehend what was happening and like Greg and I at Christmas tended to stand back and watch, thinking it would all ignore them – which of course it didn't. But for the most part, the whole process spread out from Zoe and Jenny like a wave as those who had been stripped – not bothering to remount their partner - simply moved to the next couple and ganged up to strip them too.
As for me I initially did a quick look for my bikini hoping at least to chuck it somewhere I could find it, but having been separated from it as I fell and then wrestled with Brad I quickly found I had no hope of finding it in the dark. And as more swimwear was floating about or could be felt underfoot the chance of identifying yours even if you brushed past something became next to nothing. Besides which this time I wanted to join in the fun.
Because it was fun! It was fun tackling and stripping off both the girls and the guys. I was not by nature a tactile person. I didn't usually handle people; and especially in the extremely personal way you had to in order to get their swimmers off. This was all new to me.
Greg was my lover; stripping him one on one, was seriously sexual stuff, even if we were in a playful mood. That was different. OK so I'd had to strip Merc in the hogtie wrestle and Kate when she was sick, but that too wasn't the same – even though they had been strangely novel experiences at the time. That had also been serious; either competitively or in being concerned about Kate.
This was more voyeuristic, in its extreme maybe the sort of playfulness I wished I'd been brave enough to do before I met Greg. Mind you without him being there as my protector I'm still not sure I'd be a willing participant least things got out of control in a way I couldn't deal with. Whatever it was it was an enormous turn on. In the end I actually managed to be the one who pulled the pants on two guys and a girl – well above my entitlement and that wasn't counting Brad or Jenny. And the degree of body contact – and by that I mean every part of the body – that you tend to have between you and the person you are stripping was something I found an enormous turn-on. I even got to watch one of the guys I stripped crack a boner as I peeled his pants off his legs. If Christmas had been a hormonal miasma, this was a hormonal soup. By the time I was finished I was so randy that if I could have just slipped off with Greg for a quickie, I would have.
I didn't detect anyone – and I suppose I'm talking mainly about the girls here – who seriously objected to the stripping process. There were squeals and brief cries of "don't"; but – without for a minute detracting from the attitude that no means no - they were more the sound you instinctively make when someone pulls your bikini ties rather than indicative of a determination not to participate. Some may have stood back until they were engulfed by the process, but by the time it caught them they were ready for it.
But these were a less conservative type of young person compared to me. Three months ago I would have quickly got myself out of harm's way and probably screamed blue murder if I'd got caught up in something like this and in the process exempted myself from the fun and – I admit – hormonal excitement of participation. While Greg wasn't really all that different from me, with him and the experiences I'd had over the last few months it just all seemed natural.
In the end no-one escaped. We all ended up naked and with no hope of finding our swimwear in the dark. That would have to wait until morning. For a while the game of jousting restarted this time a naked version, then about half an hour later the first naked figures started emerging from the water – probably looking for another drink.
It didn't take long before a buzz came back to those in the water that attracted our attention. The clothes – clothes and towels – were all gone. In their place a note had been pinned on the door "Your clothes are safe. They will be returned in the morning". Great; a practical joker! Of course there was speculation and accusations about who it was and Zoe and Jenny had to be prime suspects. But everyone managed to deny it with a straight face. Most just got themselves a drink and didn't worry any more about it. Others went in search of the clothes; including a search of tents and car boots. But they weren't to be found.
So it turned out that those who just got on with drinking weren't any worse off than those who'd spent time searching. As one by one we collected back on the deck out back, it presented a strange sight. I suppose it's what a nudist colony is always like, but you just had all these naked young people standing around talking and drinking, trying to pretend it was natural and not look silly doing it. Plus it was lucky it was such a warm night so that even the lack of towels for drying was little more than a minor inconvenience.
That was helped a little by the light; or more specifically by the lack of it. Even up here on the deck those two spotlights and a bit of light spill out of the living room were the only sources of illumination. The parts of your body facing the light shone like beacons, the part facing away from it were in deep shadow and the features were barely discernable. So maybe it was not all that surprising that, without any fuss or apparent effort being made towards that end, nearly everyone in a conversation ended up facing away from the house; conversation circles being more in the shape of shallow arcs, with people bending their heads forward to talk to someone at the other end of the arc.
If you were in an arc closest to the house then the view that presented itself to you looking down towards the water was a sea of bare bottoms. Of course if you needed to go into the house for a drink or something else you exposed yourself to the full glare of the house lighting; so maybe it wasn't surprising that no-one was actually loitering in the house.
Still I did start to grow uncomfortable with the lack of any clothing. Even just pants would have been nice; after all my brothers were at this party too. At first I'd forgotten about my spare bikini in the car; but even when I remembered it, I was forced to confront the question of whether I wanted to be the only one with clothes. I was voluntarily part of this group, by the hand of fate (in the form of some joker) we were all naked; while I felt uncomfortable, should I turn myself into the only one who was not?
Surprisingly Kate was the one who answered the question for me; suddenly appearing in a G String and cami, probably originally intended as sleeping attire. I have to concede they didn't hide much; the G String speaks for itself and the cami was so brief, plunging and loose that you only had to stand next to her to see everything that was otherwise hidden by it. Still Kate always keeps me guessing. I would have thought she was one of the least inhibited girls I knew. Certain anyone sitting on the beach on a big surf day while she's out can be fairly certain of getting a glimpse of her boobs and that's never seemed to bother her in the slightest, so I might have guessed nakedness wasn't a big deal to her.
When Kate donning some extra clothes didn't seem to create any issue with the group it gave me the courage to give Greg a nudge and tell him I was going to get my spare bikini. He came along and put on his spares too; a pair of speedos covered by a brief loose very light pair of swim shorts. When we returned to the party it was at first as though nothing had changed. Once or twice we had to explain the lucky fact we'd had spares in the car, but that was all.



Being no longer confined to having my back to the house, I was standing talking to a group when I saw a girl called Alice come through the house in a bright red mini-dress. A draft of wind lifted her hem enough to show she didn't have panties on underneath, but it appeared there was another one who'd had something spare in their car. She glided past me out onto the deck, but it was just a moment later I heard someone cry out -
"Alice has a dress on." and then -
"Undress Alice", the latter being repeated in a rising chorus of both male and female voices.
I turned around to see Alice surrounded. I think I heard her say something like "Aw, guys" before surrendering to the inevitable, her hands above her head as the throng lifted her dress off, picked her up and carried her down to the water and threw her in.
Of course immediately you get that feeling in your stomach of knowing what's coming. Greg and I had been talking in a group but had turned around to see what was happening. At that point you're not even sure if you should turn back toward the group and make eye contact with them knowing full well that the only thought of any of them is going to be "well we have a couple more dressed people here too".
Looking down towards the water I could see Kate standing on the outer ring where she was clearly going to be passed by those coming back from having disposed of Alice. She nervously looked around, catching my eye and giving the rolled eye expression that asks: "Do we really have to go through this?"
The night was old enough that the drink was reducing inhibitions even if things were still well under control. The answer was yes. With a formulaic -
"Kate's Dressed."
"Undress Kate," she too meekly complied as they made her lift her arms to take her cami off. Then a string of guys picked her up and held her under their arms like you would a heavy package while another slid her panties off. I noted that as she was carried down to the water more than a few of the guys took their chance to have a grope of her breasts; nothing too confronting, just that momentary little play that guys seem compelled to want to do to breasts and girls normally stop them from doing (without good reason anyway). Given how often they got exposed while she was surfing, I would guess Kate's breasts had been a source of fascination for most of the young males of the town since she'd grown them some eight years ago; still that didn't make it a good thing for them to do. I didn't hear any actual protests from Kate; maybe even a bit of laughter – but we were too far away to really tell.
Then even before Kate hit the water a female voice called out "Greg's Dressed" Undress Greg". Instantly I was pushed aside as it seemed every girl at the party surrounded Greg. For a little while he disappeared from my view; hidden by both the throng of girls and the vagaries of the light. By the time I next got a reasonably clear look at him he was being held horizontal and on his back by strings of girls arranged along either side of him. His shorts were off, leaving just his speedos.
Probably at first the girls just thought they were undies, but then I heard someone holding him near his crutch call out -'
"Hey look, they're speedos."
Zoe playfully looked up at me and asked -
"Does he have it gift wrapped for you?"
Before I could even think of a sensible answer to that question, another girl chipped in with -
"I heard she'd broken it."
That one left me flabbergasted. This was all in light good humour, but I wasn't sure whether to encourage it by replying to the banter or ignore it. In any case I wasn't sure my mental acuity was good enough to keep up with it.
Even while I pondered that one, another girl had started to play with it and got a reaction.
"No look it's still working."
Almost in unison Greg gave a firm -
"Girls do you mind."
While I let out a -
"Hey, that's mine to play with."
But we sort of drowned each other out and our protests were lost in the general squeal of merriment and laughter the girls generated amongst themselves as he responded to the stimulation. Greg was limited in the squirming he could do. Too violently and he might get dropped in the deck. He was resisting with some movement of his hips but that didn't stop the girls from teasing him up to a fair size.
With a "let's have a proper look at it" one of the girls pulled the waist string and peeled his swimmers back down to his thighs. I'd been distracted by watching what was happening with Greg. Suddenly I realised I also was partly surrounded; a dense half circle of guys had formed behind me. One of them caught my eye.
"You're dressed too. It's time to undress Karen."
Instantly half a dozen pair of hands were on me. Two guys held each arm and another had his hands around my lower chest from behind. A guy came around in front of me, momentarily blocking my view of what was happening with Greg. Reaching around my back he undid the lower tie of my bikini top, then moved his hands up and untied the top knot before pulling the top away and holding it aloft to general acclimation from the guys around me.
As he held the top up I got a glimpse of Greg. His swimmers had disappeared and I saw a girl momentarily grope his naked erection. Then the guy was in front of me again. Simultaneously he grabbed a pant tie in each hand, pulling them to release the knot and pull my pants off in a single action. They too were held aloft to much merriment.
I got a look at Greg now held shoulder high by the girls as they started off toward the water just as one of the guys called out "too the water". In a way I was relieved as I found myself hoisted onto the shoulders of the guys. I admit being ritually undressed in that way had been a turn on. But standing naked in such close proximity to all the naked guys had also freaked me out just a little; even more so when the guy taking my bikini off started to become aroused. It only took one guy to do something silly to turn a slightly bizarre and even erotic scene into quite a threatening one. I had been fortified by the knowledge that it would only take one real cry of distress for Greg to break free of his bonds and come to my rescue, but I didn't want things to head in that direction. Up high all I had to deal with were hands and within reason they were less threatening.
There were a few contacts as I was lifted up which were a bit borderline but which I was willing to accept as incidental to the lift. No sooner was I up then someone decided it would be nice to start a game of 'let's grope Karen's breasts'. Having seen it happen to Kate I wasn't surprised. Some were more ticklish than arousing and by making me squirm and laugh sort of cancelled out any mild verbal protests I otherwise tried. Still, the first one or two had teased up my nipples. As I've admitted before my nipples are quite reactive to either cold or touch and the height of the engorged nipple seems quite significant relative to the size of the breast itself.
That meant every subsequent groper discovered already raised nipples which he found too much of a temptation not to spread his fingers apart and slide between them to keep the nipples teased up to their max. It must be ingrained into their DNA because even though it was dark and because I was being carried at shoulder height each couldn't see what the others were doing, every single one did much the same thing
The fact was I didn't really mind. I actually enjoyed it. I was actually aroused by it. In a way it was the sort of male attention I'd always wanted but never been brave enough to expose myself to; sexually playful without compromising my essentially monogamous nature. But once again it was only Greg's presence that gave me the sense of security to let it happen.
Just once when we were nearly down to the water some idiot had to go too far. I'd been keeping my thighs firmly pressed together while I was carried on their shoulders. Suddenly I felt a hand turned sideways slide up between my thighs looking for intimate contact. I lifted my head, looked down along my body and with a "not there" said in a way that brooked no argument got the hand immediately removed and avoided any other attempts.
I don't know how many of the guys groped my breasts on the way down and in any case couldn't see individual faces. But from the number of hands, I'd say most of them had a go, although I would hope I could exclude my brothers from that category.
When we got to the water they faced me around so I was broadside to the shore, then I was lifted up over their heads and thrown sideways into water deep enough to safely break my fall. I came back to the surface just in time to witness the girls prepare themselves to do the same to Greg; now watched by the guys who'd just thrown me. Indignantly I noticed one girl was 'carrying' Greg's erection as if it was something separate requiring additional support – her fingers wrapped around it and lifting the head of it clear of his body.
Something went wrong as they tried to throw him so that, instead of being thrown clear over the heads of the girls on the seaward side of his body, they went down in a heap under him; so that Greg landed on top of half a dozen of them, their bodies all in a tangled heap as they tried to bring their heads back above the water. That included the girl holding Greg's shaft and in the eerie light I'll swear the last sight I had of them before they all temporarily disappeared under the water with the momentum of the fall was the tip of Greg's erection held upright by a female hand around it.
The way they fell meant Greg landed on his back at about chest level across the bodies of the half dozen girls caught under him. That in turn meant the girls couldn't get up – indeed could barely keep their heads out of the water - until Greg was off them and he couldn't get up without being really careful not to knee them or otherwise handle them inappropriately. Since to do that he had to roll over on his stomach and manoeuvre himself across their bodies I didn't want to think about how much contact his shaft had with how many girls in the process. Plus I'm sure I saw one or two of them actually retard his progress as he tried to untangle himself and very possibly have a grope. He certainly took a while to get clear of them. I could see I wasn't the only girl somewhat turned on by what was happening; I just thought they should pick on someone else.
Kate and Alice, probably unsure how to exit the water with any dignity after being thrown in or whether the group dynamics were going to permit them to come straight out, had loitered there watching proceedings. Now the whole party exited the water amongst a lot of laughter and merriment. Greg had loitered a minute waiting for his boner to subside, but seemed to quickly get it back under control and join me as I waited by the water's edge for him. I couldn't help myself. I had to ask him. He confirmed his erection had been subject to quite a lot of handling as he slid across the top of the girls. Sometimes he'd had multiple hands on it and it was more than just a grab; a couple had given it a bit of a hand job or brought their own bodies up to play against it. I offered to scratch the eyes out of any girl who'd offended him but for some reason Greg declined the offer.
Five minutes later we were all standing around naked drinking and talking again as if nothing had happened; except for the fact just about everyone was now wet. I did cast my eye around to see if I could find the bikini I'd just lost, but it too had disappeared in the dark. It was only in that conversation that I discovered Alice, Kate and Greg and myself had clearly marked ourselves as newbies to these parties. Zoe had effectively started them when she'd got back from schoolies [*]. Something in schoolies had sparked her interest and the pattern of parties where everyone ended up naked had soon evolved.
[Author's note: Schoolies is a week of debauched partying organised for those just graduated from senior high school – 18 year olds. The US equivalent might be Spring Break]
Over the years a core group of those who knew what these parties were all about had developed. Every year there were a few newbies. If you couldn't handle the nakedness or if you misbehaved you didn't get to come back.
Misbehaviour seemed to have a flexible meaning which was subject to Zoe's control.
Although not written anywhere, the consensus of the group I was with was something along the lines of -
•For guys, while they were allowed to display erections, they had to behave in what they did with them. Girls' crutches couldn't be groped or invaded without a very unambiguous invitation. In certain circumstances – such as punishing getting re-dressed – girls breasts could be groped.
•A girl groping a guy on the other hand wasn't regarded as misbehaviour unless the guy made it very clear things were going too far; and even then lee way was allowed.
I wasn't entirely sure whether they were rules that favoured girls or the guys. Although in fact designed by a girl, I suppose it depended on your mood.
A certain amount of drink to loosen the mood was encouraged, but being out of control drunk was also misbehaviour. Still the fact Zoe insisted on everyone participating in activities tended to keep thing more under control that way too since there was less pure drinking time.
The ritual undressing of newbies thinking they could hide their nakedness was also a regular feature; which is why the call was so quickly taken up. And for some reason the clothes disappeared every year, although no one seemed really sure who did it. Zoe was obviously the main suspect, but no-one had actually worked out how she did it.
Knowing the nakedness was ritualised and subject to implicit rules and these parties were really just a fantasy created by Zoe for herself made me more aware of what was happening. I suddenly recognised Zoe's criteria for invitations depended on more than just a sparkling personality. Every single guy there was in the good looking category. In this surfing town good bodies are fairly common, but they all had good faces too. Any one of them could have been a model. As the skinniest and one of the tallest, Greg was more to my taste, but each and every one of them was pretty hot in one way or another.
And the girls were just as genetically blessed, so Zoe was selective about the female company she kept too. All of them looked stunning naked. It made me surprised that Kate was a newbie; although I could see that she and Zoe were different styles of people so maybe had only a limited personal connection.
It was like I suddenly realised I was on the set of the OC or invited to a party organised by the Plastics out of Mean Girls.
It also occurred to me the bowl of condoms on the coffee table was more than a mere precaution.
Zoe and Jenny were nothing if not proactive party hosts. They seemed determined to ensure the party consisted of more than people standing around drinking; something for which I actually applaud them since it certainly was slowing the rate at which people just got off their brain silly. It wasn't long after our dunking that the background music suddenly got changed to something more upbeat and the girls came out onto the deck, grabbed the hands of the nearest idle males, shepherded Greg and me and the only other pair there as a couple out onto the centre of the deck and basically made the eight of us start dancing; encouraging – indeed demanding - those nearby to join in.
Having got their two males going, they roped in two nearby females to dance with them and went after another two males. Of course not everyone immediately cooperated. Some resisted being physically pulled onto the dance floor, while a few others slunk back off again as soon as the girls' attention moved elsewhere. But on the whole they were successful.
Normally even if you can get something like this going at a party, you get a lot of girls dancing and many less guys. Of course this dancing had something more going for it. Given a choice of a whole lot of naked girls shaking their tits on the dance floor or the company of some half-drunk guy off to the side a strangely large proportion of the guys seemed content with the dance floor.
The hosts started their music choices with some good fast rock and roll beats; and by this stage enough girls had imbued enough to drink that there were in fact no shortage of them more than keen to adopt the typical hold your arms out wide and shake your tits from side to side dance moves that are somehow associated with drunk topless girls dancing. So at first the guys were treated to some good visuals and got to shake their own member in the general direction of a member of the opposite sex; some of them flaccid, other starting to show erections which shook from side to side more like a musical timer.
And nobody seemed bothered by the erections, their owners suffering neither teasing nor particular comment. I suspect the regulars at these parties knew all the guys would have one soon enough and the newbies were starting to learn what these parties were about and were learning to keep quiet and go with the flow.
If you're into dancing then you're likely to have your own favourite dance movies. If like me you're mainly into modern styles then it might be Fame, Footloose or any one of another half dozen more recent movies with feel good dance set pieces. For Ballroom and Latin dancers it's likely to be Strictly Ballroom. Where they both possibly cross over is with the movie Dirty Dancing. So it had been for Greg and myself when we'd explored our dancing interests while practicing for the Anniversary Ball; Greg with his Ballroom background and me with the modern dance.
With the movie Dirty Dancing the highlight is meant to be the set-piece dance with its classic lift at the end. But for us it was actually the Dirty Dancing scenes themselves where the resort workers are having a private party. Basically the whole concept might as well be called pretending to have – or was it actually having - sex on the dance floor. Pubis's are joined firmly, the girl's crutch sitting securely n the guy's crutch as hips sway together; the basic step being able to be adapted to any music with an appropriate tempo and mood. Meanwhile the girl puts herself on display; she can lift her leg and slide it along the guys flank, or any one of a number of moves that just looks like standing up foreplay. The piece de resistance is where the girl locks her mons against the guy and straddles his thigh while she arcs her back outward; putting her head back as far as she can – probably rubbing her clit on his thigh in the process. The guy then swings their merged bodies through a semi-circle, in effect displaying her to those around them.
Just for fun we used to practice dirty dancing moves at home while we were practicing other dances for the Anniversary Ball. If we did it in swimmers – as we usually did – you could be sure we'd both end up fully aroused and my boobs would pop out of my bikini top as I did the backward arc. Once things got a little steamy and Greg pulled the ties on my bikini and wriggled out of his own swimmers so we started doing it naked. From there it was only it took only a quick fiddle for us to be actually having sex while dancing – going through all our favourite steps while our bodies were physically locked together in the most intimate way; before we both lost control and Greg took me and filled me with his cum while he had me pressed against a wall.
As the party music slowed a little and became more suited to it, it was inevitable we'd start doing our dirty dancing moves. Greg may not have started off aroused but it was long before his erection was firmly pushing itself into the valley of my crutch. Then in a moment of drink induced boldness- or is that foolishness - and with the cover of the deep shadows I slid my body just far enough away from him to line him up, lifted myself onto my toes to get his penetration started and then came down on him to complete the process. So now we were on a public dance floor sexually joined while pretending we weren't and dancing our heart out with our favourite sexual dance. In the dark, with the crowd and given the generally sexually charged mood of the night it seemed like a good idea at the time. They always do, don't they?



Because we were completely focused on each other and just having a great time with the dance we weren't really watching what was going on around us. Things got a bit stickier when, as I arched my back and Greg spun me around, I suddenly realised I was looking up at a lot of faces completely focused on us. Our dancing had started to attract attention and other couples had stopped dancing and cleared a space to watch us. As they gave us space, light started to penetrate where previously there was none and suddenly I realised that only the closeness of our bodies was making ambiguous what was really going on. I was even more alarmed when I saw my brother Brad in the front row of the watchers.
What can you do? Hope your blushing is not too obvious? Stop or at least slow the dancing to take away the incentive to watch? Get in closer to others so you can lose yourself in the shadows again? Pull away just enough to let him slide out without coming away far enough to have his erection flip up between your bodies? We did all of that. I suppose I'll never know whether anyone did know what we were up to.
Greg got his erection back under control and we took a break to go and get a drink and get out of the public gaze for a minute. I couldn't help notice as we came back through the living room there were now several used condoms in the previously empty glass bowl; but it seems there was a protocol in its use. You didn't just put the full condom in there. You emptied it first. The empty used condoms were floating over a pool of cum. Yuck!
We took our drink outside and joined a group standing just off the deck having a break. Because we were out of the arc of the lights it took a while for my night vision to adjust and let me see who we were talking to, even if I recognised the voices. As it did I was distracted by some movement in the distance over near the property line. It took me a moment to work out what it was. Then I had an OMG moment. It was the silhouette of a guy on a sunlounge pounding vigorously away at a girl underneath him. So that's why they were out there!
Zoe started to slow the dance pace down a bit further announcing it's time for some "close dancing".
Most of the old hands at these parties knew what was required and complied. A couple of newbies, and perhaps a more nervous veteran or two didn't get close enough and had Zoe physically merged their bodies with her hands bringing the girl's body into full contact with his; from the breasts squashed against his chest to the waist firmly up against his – well – whatever else it was pushed against, it was up against his cock. Then she settled back to her own dancing; keeping an eye on everyone to make sure we were all still compliant.
Greg and I of course had no problems following the rules, although Greg became aroused again; but then as I looked around, from what I could glimpse between the bodies in the low light, so did every other male – not surprisingly.
After about 5 minutes, suddenly Zoe insists everyone changes partners. This caught me completely by surprise. Kate had been dancing close by for some time now; her partner Tim often brushing against my bottom as we danced in close proximity. Instantly Tim broke off from Kate, turned towards me, passed Kate's hand to Greg and grabbed mine with nothing more than a "why don't we swap", leaving the guy behind me tapping me on my shoulder no chance of being considered. He put an arm around my back and pulled me firmly against his body as he started to move in time to the music.
Tim reminded me of one of my Uni friends; Karl. He was typical of Kate's selection of guys. Straight off the front cover of a bodice ripper paperback, square jawed and a solid muscular body, although barely as tall as me – and thus much shorter than Greg. It was clear that he did some sort of body building and I could feel that the arm around me and the chest muscle my breast pushed against both had a hard solid feel to them. Indeed there was something about him that suggested steroid user.
There'd been a time when I was ovulating that I'd found myself slightly attracted to Karl's so called charms. Tim didn't have the benefit of my bodily cycles and in any case Greg's way of rationalising transitional beauty had infected me. It wasn't hard to see that Tim's solid body now would become a rather fat unattractive one in a decade or two.
As we danced I discovered he was the acting captain of the local grade football club, had a rebuilt hot rod of a car, was keen on body building, an ace carpenter and renowned as a lover. What did he learn about me? Nothing! Any question from me produced a stream of boastful information from him. If I tried to offer any insight into myself I got cut off as he picked up on some point to tell me more about Tim.
So here I am dancing with this guy, his erection drawing arcs on my stomach leaving what felt like a trail of pre-cum on it as it went, thinking "Kate, Kate, you should be doing so much better than this". She's smart – smarter than me – and stunningly beautiful and she keeps lumbering herself with these Neanderthal types. I found myself transfixed watching her and Greg dance together. Even in the poor light I could see there was no gap between their bodies. Her breasts were pushed firmly up against his chest and I could easily imagine his erection pushed into her stomach; no doubt also leaving a stain of pre-cum tainted by my own bodies fluids on her in the process. Between them an animated conversation was going on; laughter, a teasing banter, even once or twice the "serious" look Greg gets when he's dealing with a comment or reaction that requires more sincerity.
Unless you knew them well you could believe they were made for each other. You'd be wondering how I could possible tolerate seeing them together like that. But there was a single fatal flaw with Kate that would always keep Greg at arm's length from her and make me feel entirely secure with the friendship between them.
Somehow Kate had been damaged where romantic relationships were concerned; probably in the course of her parents' marriage breakdown. I had no doubt she desired them, even desperately wanted them. But she always sabotaged them; did something to put a distance between her and a potential romantic possibility that destroyed the relationship and drove the lover away. She could always find a physical lover – there'd been a long string of Tim types even in the short time I'd known her which no doubt ensured she wasn't sexually deprived. But that was as far as she'd get.
Many years ago Greg had felt the sting of that sabotage. The memory of it and the understanding he thereby gained of that flaw was a complete inoculation against any future romantic attachment to her, but they'd been great friends before that and Greg had the good common sense to rebuild that friendship afterwards.
Mind you "together like that" had acquired a whole new meaning in the last few months. I doubt Greg had done so much as put an arm around her before I'd known him. Yet this was the second time he'd had cause to embrace her naked body in the last few weeks. The first time he'd been intensely embarrassed by how it had aroused him, so I didn't doubt this would be enough to keep him up too – given the state I'd delivered him to her in. But now he looked entirely comfortable in her arms; there was not the slightest hint of reticence on his part being so close to her naked body.
"What school did you go to?"
While I'd been thinking about Kate and Greg, the Neanderthal had been prattling away about this car. I'd only half been attuned to it least he caught me out. Now I had to refocus my brain to address his question. I told him the name of it and that it was an all-girls school. I'd barely finished before I knew he was a school prefect and captain of the football team. Plus there was some conversation that I think was meant to infer I didn't know how deprived I'd been not being exposed at school to guys like him; and I suspect I'm using 'exposed' there within both meanings of that word. All of this I responded to with platitudes, just hoping I could soon get my Greg back.
What created an ambiguity in that desire was the fact it was an absolute turn on to me to see Greg up close and personal with another girl like that; all the more so when it was Kate. It was almost like watching girl porn.
"Am I nuts?" I hear you say. It worked only because I wasn't threatened by it and it somehow made me feel terribly privileged and lucky to have Greg when other girls seemed to want to handle him so closely. I know, it's a crazy sort of psychology and I can't explain it any better than that, but it was like the minute I got him back I wanted to jump him and take him then and there to prove my ownership of him. I even liked the idea of him smearing her – marking her if you will - with his pre-cum; as revolting as I might have found the Neanderthal's.
"Want a root?" [#]
[# Author's note; Australian slang for sex. Never tell an Australian you're rooting for your team!]
What the? Tim drew my attention back to him with a question that took my breath away. I would have liked to achieve more of a put down, but settled for –
"No thanks, I'm spoken for."
"That's Ok he doesn't have to know."
I'm sure he's now rubbing his cock up and down on my stomach as we dance – subtly, but enough. I think I can feel it throbbing. I just hope he doesn't come. I look for a put down answer short of being abusive.
"No, you're definitely not my type and that's not my style."
"Let me know if you change your mind."
By now I'm trying to get more separation between our bodies and are looking for a chance to ditch him altogether. I give him a short "I won't."
Zoe comes to the rescue just in time by calling for another change of partner, but has other ideas about me getting Greg back any time soon. Just before she called for a change, I glimpsed a girl talking to Zoe. Next thing I knew that particular girl is being subtly manoeuvred into Greg's arms with the change of partners. My first thought was that was just rude.
At least I managed to dump Tim. With Zoe's call for a change I get three taps on my shoulder. This time I have time to look around and see what I'm getting into. One criteria has become very important. They must be tall. Dancing with Tim has made me realise a short guy with a small erection puts its tip revolting low on your pubis. I want something that contacts my body at a safe height. What I'll do if he doesn't yet have an erection and grows one while I'm dancing with him I haven't yet worked out.
So I end up with a guy called, appropriately enough, Guy. He'd been in a group we'd been talking to before and seemed OK. He was a more run of the mill guy. Medium height and build, a handsome enough face without being anything special. He was also a more run of the mill guy in how he handled this up close and personal nakedness. Tim had simply assumed I'd want full body contact with him and short of struggling with him, gave me that. Like the rest of us, Tim was slightly embarrassed by it and was happy to maintain a lighter contact; just the unavoidable brushing of nipples on chest and dancing erection that seemed the minimum that would justify itself as close dancing in this condition. His conversation was also better.
Still, his parting words as Zoe called for another change of partner was still a suggestion we sneak off to one of the sun lounges.
Three more times a change of partner was called for. Three more times I found myself with multiple suitors for the next dance; although at least I started to learn to pay attention as to who was manoeuvring themselves alongside me before the change of partners was called for. And finally twice more I was sexually propositioned. Zoe's friends were nothing if not an optimistic lot.
Plus three more times I had to watch Greg with his body firmly up against a naked woman who wasn't me. Of the five of them, there was only one I found threatening.
It wasn't Kate with the closest thing to a Barbie Doll figure nature is capable of building and a face so pretty men have been known to melt in its presence. Nor was it any of another three girls with impressive breasts, hourglass figures and model looks. No it was a tall skinny blonde with modest breasts whose most eye catching feature was a smile that just captured and held your attention.
In part that was because I knew only she would pass Greg's three babies and ten year test; as in.. "what will they look like after....?" Normally it was only a test he used defensively; to explain to me why a well stacked girl wasn't that much of a distraction to me. But with this girl it just increased by insecurity.
The real trouble was that in many ways looked a bit like me and she seemed to be more than just taking the chance of having a dance with him. She seemed to be strongly flirting with him. There was something about the way I could see her looking at him; something about the way she used her right hand, which instead of being around his back was either drawing shapes on his upper chest as she talked to him or flicking her hair. Once I even saw her stroke his face.
I've learnt to deal with girls flirting with Greg. I've learnt to recognise the flirting isn't mutual, to see that Greg plays a dead bat in response to them, neither encouraging them nor being rude to them or doing anything to make them feel bad. I suspect sometimes he doesn't even recognise the extent to which he's being flirted with. And above all I now have the security of knowing that his mine; not just in some creepy stalker sense, but in the sense of he being the one who grants me that possession.
Still I was glad when his turn dancing with Jill – as I later learn her name to be – came to an end.
Finally at last Zoe stopped playing her little sex partner games and I got Greg back. I had many questions for him. I wanted a run down on every girl he danced with and how many times he'd been propositioned. Three times as it turned out, including by Jill; only Kate and one other girl hadn't come on to him. He swore that he could think of nothing except getting me back and he'd not really found any of the girls attractive; even if – like every other guy on the dance floor – he represented back to me with the boner I'd left him with. Mind you he'd been keeping an eye on me too. He knew every guy I danced with; and fair enough too.
I also wanted to know what he found out from Kate. Whatever they were talking about seemed interesting.
Greg had asked her why she'd been the first to get dressed again. Typically Kate had responded something like –
"So you think a tart like me doesn't need clothes."
It's hard to type that without it sounding almost abusive; something likely to be followed by a slap on the face and a walk away. But that's to misunderstand Kate. The answer she'd expect from Greg, and the one he gave her, was -
"I might not have put it that way, but something along those lines."
In that regard Kate is like Greg and myself; maybe it's why were all such good friends and a bit distant from others. There's a certain directness to our styles that, even though we don't intend it, others can find offensive or at least unsettling. Maybe were all just a little bit autistic or something like that.
Kate's answer by the way was that in her innocence it never occurred to her it wasn't acceptable to find other clothes even if she was comfortable with a degree of nakedness. She had them in her tent, she might as well put them on. Kate was not the type to go through the angst I went through of conforming to the group norm.
She also told Greg she was really pissed off with Tim. Unlike Kate, Tim was an old hand at these parties. He knew there's be a change of partners and he'd made sure they were always dancing right next to Greg and myself so he could get his hands on me at the first opportunity; being completely distracted and obsessed while he was dancing with Kate. Until the call for a change of partners was made, Kate didn't realise what he was up to – just that his focus was not on her. Kate said he'd be lucky if he still got a root from her tonight. She only had paired off with him at the party because they'd gone out together in the past, she knew him better than any of the other guys and she had the hots for his body; but his behaviour had rapidly cooled that. Indeed I noted that Kate didn't hook back up with Tim after the partners rotation finished. Good on her.
And so the night continued. From time to time the numbers hanging around the house seemed to diminish somewhat. I couldn't help myself; joining a conversation out of the direct light from the house, I gazed over towards the sun lounges. Sure enough they were justifying their presence out there; nearly always occupied by a pair of bodies giving each other a good workout. At one stage I had this strange vista of all three down one side of the house being occupied by a pair of bodies – one on top of the other – the top one pounding away. If only they'd managed to do it in time to the music from the house you could have called it art and got a grant for it. For those less exhibitionist about it, I noticed the bedroom doors regularly closed too.
Suddenly we realised it was about 2 am and well past our bedtime. Anyhow we were starting to get the hots for each other and we thought we had somewhere better than what were the now well used sun lounges to let our now boiling passions loose. We figured we were still being party poopers by retiring for the night, so decided to do so discretely – just telling Kate what we were doing.
She indicated she come with us as far as her tent as she was keen to call it quits too.
She was alone as she came with us. I thought she might have brought herself some company and couldn't help but ask whether she scored during the night. She had, not with Tim but with another guy she'd met called Wayne and while she thought the guy was OK – even quite nice - he didn't merit a shared bed for the night. That's Kate; her own woman.
As we got to Kate's tent we said our good nights. Kate has always been tactile with both Greg and me. Greetings and goodbyes always merit a hug. Without even thinking, she hugged me and gave me a peck on the cheek, just as she had every time we'd parted for the last 2 ½ months. But this time we were naked. It wasn't our bikini tops that clashed together or touched each other's chests. Instead like gears on two gear wheels, our breasts interlocked, each of us with a nipple touching the skin on the chest between the breasts of the other. There was nothing sexual about it, it's just it was a form of contact that was foreign to the world I'd started this holiday in.
Then I stood aside as she said her goodnights to Greg too; her nipples touching his chest, the tip of his erection lightly pushed against her stomach. As I said before, I knew this was no threat, nothing to be jealous of and with that knowledge it always seemed that the sight of Greg in intimate contact with another girl simply excited me – made me want him more urgently. I knew I had a cure for that erection that I'd be delivering in the next few minutes; that's all that really mattered.
As we held hands and walked off toward the car Greg called back over the noise spill from the party.
"You know where the car is if things get out of control."
We fussed about washing our teeth using the water and bowl we'd brought specifically for that purpose; Greg afterwards attending to closing some netting around a couple of the doors so we could crack the windows open for ventilation without letting mozzies in. That meant he ended up inside the back of the car where I could see him in the feint illumination of the cabin light. Me? I was loitering around the front of the car.



Greg may have thought he was just going to get away with some nice comfortable sex on the mattress; I had other ideas. I was feeling randy and tartish. I wanted something new. I wanted him to take me on the car bonnet. Not knowing my intentions, not being able to see me even with the light spilling from the car and not yet curious enough to come searching for me, I put on my best Dirty Dancing voice.
"Hey lover boy."
"Come here lover boy."
When Greg got out and came around the front of the car he found me with my chest spread over the bonnet and my bum twerking in time to the music carrying from the party. As he approached me I just turned my head towards him and gave him the best come and take me face I could muster while emphasising the movements of my hips even more. Even in the pale light emanating out of the car's cabin the message was unmistakable. Greg came and merged our hips, his shaft tucked neatly between the cheeks of my bum, and joined me in a dance of love as our hips swayed together to the music.
As the dance continued I reached between my legs, grabbed his shaft and guided it into my body; a body that had been wet and open and ready for him for much of the last few hours. Still we danced, joined together now – just the slightest difference between our tempos and sways moving his shaft inside me. Progressively passions were ignited, swaying became by degrees thrusting and we were pounding together to the beat of the music; his finger around my thigh and rubbing my clit in synchronised time.
And oh, it was working beautifully. Every thrust, every slip of his fingers past that oh so sensitive part of my body was driving me towards a climax. A good one it would have been too. But something inside was rebelling. I wanted more. I wanted it different. I wanted to face him; I always preferred to see him as we were making love.
Between groans of pleasure I managed to get out a –
"Wait, stop."
As soon as he did I turned in his arms, hoped softly onto the very front of the bonnet of the car, laid back over the bonnet, wrapped my legs around his waist as he stood close to the front of the car and pushed my crutch meaningfully against his.
As he repositioned himself inside me I arched my back downwards across the front of the bonnet to bring him deeply into me. His finger came back onto my clit. This was harder work for Greg; he was now supporting much of my weight, lifting my lower half up with every thrust. He was grunting and yet there was still a pleasurable overtone to his sounds. I could just make out the features of his face. While his mouth was a grimace of hard effort, his eyes were closed and his forehead had that wonderful look it gets when his deeply into sexual excitement.
For me it was pure unadulterated stimulation; the angle making his shaft push hard against the front of my tunnel, his fingers as always hitting just the spot on my clit. My groans became little squeals of delight, synchronised to his upward thrusts, matching perfectly the timing of his grunts until with little warning I found myself screaming out the unbelievable ecstasy of a mind blowing orgasm. But even as the contractions bore down on Greg's shaft I found myself crying out appallingly loudly –
"Keep going."
"Don't stop."
"More, more."
Normally after I've finished coming Greg repositions himself to maximise his own pleasure and that combined with a bit more grip from me usually gets him there quickly. This time I was being greedy. I wasn't ready for him to go yet. I wanted more; I needed more.
He followed my instructions; the volume and tempo of his grunts increasing with the extra effort and faster pace of his thrusting; his fingers still working my clit, every stroke pushing out once again a little involuntary squeal. This time the rising volume of the squeals gave him more warning of what my body was about to do. With a loud –
"Ahhh....ahhh.....ahhh." the second orgasm washed through me. Within me something changed. I didn't want his stimulation any more, I wanted to embrace him, kiss him, wrap myself around him, but lying out flat on the bonnet I couldn't get any of that, I just had to arch my back and drive myself down as hard as I could on him.
Once he was sure my orgasm had completely finished, Greg stopped thrusting and curled his body over mine, resting for a minute from his exertions even though his shaft was still throbbing in anticipation inside me.
For a moment we were both silent; the only sound being the muted music and hub bub of voices coming from the party. And then we heard a female voice – Kate's to be specific – simply say in a loud conversational tone.
"I heard that."
Another female voice from the tent area chimed in with –
"So did I."
Greg and I dissolved into laughter.
But laughter wasn't a cure for what Greg needed most now. As we recovered our breath, Greg started up a gentle plunging motion again. He stayed curled over my body, his mouth on one of my nipples. I gripped him more firmly inside me and put a hand around his head as he added to his enjoyment by amusing himself with my nipple. He tested one movement with a few pumps, then changed to another. Then his thrusts became firmer, more forceful, almost jabbing like.
Kate's call had been inhibiting. She's probably thought we were finished. He tried to stifle any noises, but the effort alone prevented complete silence. We'd forgotten how well sound travels at night in the country. As I gripped him even tighter his found his own climax, a long low groan of exhilaration escaping him as he shuddered out the last wave of his orgasm; squeezing every last drop of his fluid into me.
As we rested in silence again, Kate couldn't help herself.
"I heard that too."
I didn't care in the least. I didn't care who heard or knew. Like a dominant male ape in a tribe, I would have been quite happy for him to thump his chest and bellow out his delight at what he'd just shared with me; to announce to the world – or at least everyone at the party – that he'd just blown my mind away with pleasure as he flooded me with his seed; seed that was even now oozing out of my body, running across my thigh and dripping on the ground.
For a while we just rested. Then with several stolen kisses and cuddles we untangled ourselves and crawled into the car and onto the mattress. The cure for his erection had been very temporary. Even as we settled down it was back again. I rolled on top of him and asked –
"Would you like some copulins?"
 
I partly woke to a sliver of morning sun warming the bare flesh of the right cheek of my bottom. Without moving, in a half conscious state I did an audit of my surroundings. I was lying sprawled face down on a guy; my head rested on a pillow beside his, my legs resting on the mattress on the outside of his. He's penetrating me; a large rock hard shaft is buried deep inside me. There's no cover over us.
We're in a car on an inflatable mattress. The guy smells like Greg, he feels like Greg. The shoulder under my head looks like Greg's. I lift my head just enough to see his face. That beautiful face relaxed by sleep is Greg's; that's good.
My arms are spread wide out across the width of car. One hand rests on the carpet floor of the back of the vehicle. The other rests on....it takes a moment to sink in....a woman's breast; a woman's large breast; there's a nipple pushing up into my palm. My leg's outside Greg's but seems to lie between two legs. One is bony – covered in muscle and sinew just like Greg's. The other is soft and fleshy.
Still not fully functioning, my brain has trouble accepting the reality presented to it. Slowly it dawns on me; there another girl in the car. Ever so slowly – not wanting to wake Greg or whoever it is whose nipple I am feeling up – I lift my head up and look across.
It's Kate. She's lying on her back, off the mattress and on the floor of the car. She's naked; a blow up camping pillow under her head. Golden tresses cascading down from her forehead, in sleep her face is as glowingly beautiful as it is during the day. Her breasts rise up out of her chest like mountains, they don't sag to the side or down on her chests, they just sit there; perfect large orbs. As I cast my eyes down I see her stomach dipping before rising to meet her hips and the swelling at the base of her pubis; never has its proper name of Mons Venus seemed so apt. If she wasn't my best friend I have to hate her. A hand is resting in the valley between her upper leg and her mons; frighteningly close to her crutch. It's turned up, palm facing towards the roof of the car, the limp fingers curled inwards. It's a male hand. It's Greg's.
What's she doing here? My brain searches its hard drive for some bit of knowledge that would explain it. Greg and I went to bed about 2 am. We were what was for us very drunk. We went to sleep joined together just like we are now. Something woke me. It was a tap on the window. It was Kate's face pressed against the window; they'd trashed her tent. Could she sleep in the car? Barely awake, I reached over, unlocked the door, told her to lock it again afterwards and went back to sleep.
The knowledge that all was well in the world relaxes my brain. It wants to go back to sleep again. I cast my eye at my watch which I'd sent up on the centre console of the car to make it easy to see from our bed, it's only 6 o'clock and something. I give it permission to do so but think I should move the hand over her breast. I mentally survey the space between Kate and us. There is no space. Her body is tightly up against the combined being that Greg and I presently are. I could move it further down her body, but that would twist my arm undesirably and wake her up. The breast will have to do. My self-knowledge fades to sleep.
A voice wakes me. A soft seductive female voice whispers.
"....Karen let me in after they trashed my tent; would you like me to get up and out of the car?"
The whole right side of my body is now being cooked by the direct sunlight radiating through the windows. There's a hand on my bottom.
A male voice answers. It's gentle but strong and even though projected in the quietest possible way it resonates all the way down to my heart and fills it with love and lust...
"There's no hurry; we'd just wake Karen up. Is her hand bothering you?"
"No."
There's a moment's hesitation; the next word is left hanging, creating a pregnant silence.
"Greg." another hesitation..." I know I'm only telling you what you already know, but you look after that girl; she's been incredibly good for you."
The conversation sounds interesting. Everyone keeps telling me how good I am for Greg; even his mum has said that. One day I need to find out why. I decide I can lie still for a little bit longer.
"Don't I know it. I keep telling her how much I love her."
"Well I suspect the feeling is mutual; and I think she'd probably say you've been good for her too"
I make a mental note to reinforce that message one day soon.
"You know you two are the talk of the town. Everyone thinks you're screwing each other's arse off. You wouldn't believe how many people were talking about the scratches on your back last week. You be careful, every guy in town is incredibly jealous of your relationship with Karen; she's the girl every guy dreams of and the one every girl wants to be. You saw how all the guys were lining up to try and be her dance partner last night. Tim knew how Zoe made everyone change partners and was absolutely obsessed with being the first to get her; he wouldn't let us get more than a few feet from you while we were dancing – I could have killed him"
Now I'm positively blushing and wondering if this is some sort of set up; especially coming from Kate. I'm left feeling guilty about listening in but can't bring myself to give the game away yet. Still I'm surprised to hear our sexual relationship is something people would bother speculating about. It reminds me of the jibes last night about me breaking a certain part of his anatomy.
"Now you'll make me insecure"
"I doubt it. That's why she's been so good for you. You've just grown in confidence; not an arrogant confidence, just that of a male who's really secure with himself. That's very attractive to women you know. There are a lot of girls in town who'd like a piece of you too right now. You saw the way they all groped you and looked to dance with you too last night"
Now I'm the one feeling insecure; but not really. Greg's always been transparent with me and there's simply been no room in his life for any other girl.
There's another pregnant silence.
"Are you screwing her right now?"
Trust Kate to be so direct. No wonder she and Greg get along so well together. They both have a way of not mincing their words; never with any aggression, just in a surprising way.
"I'm not sure I'd call it that, but yes"
"Have you been in coitus with her all night?"
"When you put it that way, yes"
"How's that possible?"
"It was a very short night. I don't know; it's just something we started doing after we discovered copulins. I'm not really sure what happens when we're asleep, and usually it doesn't go all night just for an hour or two at the start. Too much drink and a very late start to the night seems to have changed the outcome"
I'm starting to think this conversation is getting awkward. I hoped she didn't want to have a long conversation about what copulins were.
There's another pregnant pause.
"Greg, I suppose one day soon we won't be coming back to the town for the holidays and won't see so much of each other. I want you to know how much I've valued your friendship over the years; how good you've been for me. You know you're probably my best friend in the world and Karen might well now be my second"
Kate's voice is breaking up. It's like she's suppressing a sob. Greg hesitates. I can see he's unsure what to say. There's a sight change in the resonance of his voice. I've heard it before when he's trying to stress the sincerity of what he's saying. When his hand disappears from my bum I know he's reinforcing his words with touch; something Greg does during serious moments, although the knowledge that the only position his hand can geometrically reach palm down is the top of her thigh or somewhere even more intimate is a bit disconcerting.
"That works both ways Kate. You know I don't have any mates who are as good a friend as you. Until I met Karen there wasn't a person I felt closer too or enjoyed the company of as much"
"You know you're the only guy who I felt really appreciated me for more than my body."
"Well all I can say is that the others don't know what they were missing out on; although I'm only seeking to flatter when I add that wasn't because I didn't admire your body."
"I know we're on different paths now and I wouldn't do anything to hurt Karen, so I'm talking in the past; but you could have had that body if you wanted it"
"I wasn't willing to risk the friendship. It meant too much to me"
I'm feeling incredibly guilty lying here listening in on this conversation. But I'm trapped. I wished they'd start talking about the weather or something so I can announce I've woken up. Mind you the whole thing is bizarre. I'm lying naked on top of my boyfriend with his cock up me while another woman lies naked next to him having a conversation with him about how they once could have had sex. How do we unwind this situation with the slightest dignity?
There's a break in the conversation, so I decide to stir. I cause a small movement in the hand I have on her breast while at the same time shuffling my body on Greg's chest a bit. I can't resist the urge to give his cock a squeeze at the same time and feel it surge automatically in reply.
They stop talking awaiting my entrance to the land of the awake. I lift my head up and am greeted by Greg's smiling face so close to mine that I can't resist the urge to kiss it. For a moment Kate is forgotten as our tongues explore each other's mouths and Greg brings his spare hand around to embrace the side of my head. Then Kate comes into view out of the corner of my eye, watching us with a bemused smile on her face. I break off the kiss.
"Hello".
"Hello. Do you remember letting me in last night?"
"Sort of"
In kissing Greg I'd forgotten about the hand on her breast, which I now notice. "Sorry." as I pull it away revealing her perfectly proportioned raised nipple underneath.
I come up onto my elbows over Greg's chest which lets me be an equal part of any conversation instead a disembowelled voice on the other side of Greg's head; something that requires me to squeeze an elbow between Greg's and Kate's chests.
But that does two things. Firstly it pushes my clit hard against Greg's pubis. Secondly the view that it frames is of Greg lying naked next to an equally naked Kate.
It's amazing that a single remembered dream can have such a powerful effect. The dream I had of the threesome with Kate has infected so many interactions we've had since then. So many times the core scene – the picture of Greg's shaft penetrating Kate – has flashed into my head because of some otherwise innocent event.
Maybe last night doesn't rate all that high on an innocent scale, but it was an obsessive thought every time I saw Greg and Kate together. Now it's completely distracting me. We're discussing Kate's hook up for last night, who Kate seems quite taken with. It was one of the guys I danced naked with – and who propositioned me. Greg and I spent a lot of time talking to him. I'm supposed to be able to participate in the discussion; but are having trouble following a sensible line of thought.
Instead I'm constantly distracted by the dream. Never before – not even when we had to put a drunken Kate to bed – has it been so close to being able to come true. Greg's massively aroused. I can feel him filling me. We're all naked and lying down. Kate's only just finished telling him how much she's physically desired him. All I have to do is roll off him and invite him to roll onto Kate.
Of course it's not what I really want. That would be too risky. He's too important to me for this particular fantasy to ever see the light of day. I'm even fairly certain the reality of seeing it happen would be more devastating to me than arousing. Like any normal woman in relation to her lover, I really want him completely to myself; and even that's before we get into practicalities like condoms.
But still here and now with the view that's in front of me as I look down, the thought has become an obsession. My clit is throbbing. As I talk, even as I breathe, I'm ever so subtly pleasuring myself on Greg's pubis; much more subtly than that first day when I rubbed myself on him as I laughed. Even I can barely notice myself doing it; but I am and my clit is enjoying it as a provocative complement to the thoughts I can't stop my brain from processing.
When it happens it does so without warning. No prelude of heavy breathing, no moaning, not even that last minute sense of "If I don't stop this now I'm going to come." It just happens.
An orgasm. Not a screamer; but pretty powerful just the same. I feel myself contracting strongly onto Greg's shaft. I'm incapable of continuing a conversation, even focusing on anything other than the pleasure in my body. All I can do is let out "Elbow cramp." as I bury my head on the shoulder of Greg away from Kate and tense myself around him.
He can't have failed to notice. It's not just my body contracting on his shaft; which I can feel surging powerfully in reply and threating to unleash its own load into the cavity it already fills. It's my legs on his. My hips being pushed hard against his and my arms against his elbows. I'm sure even Kate can feel the tension in the arm and leg resting against hers and I'm just hoping that without all the signals that must be flooding over Greg the cause of it might be ambiguous.



Caught between enjoying it and hiding it from Kate and Greg I rise onto my elbows again too quickly. I don't know whether it's a second orgasm or a second wave of the first. But as soon as I can see Greg and Kate lying naked together again, as soon as the action of rising up brings more pressure back to the contact between my clit and Greg's pubis another flood of pleasure and another round of contractions overcomes me and I'm back staring into the small of Greg's shoulder tensed again and trying to silence the moans wanting to escape from me. Again I can feel Greg surging in reply and the thought of the massive thrusts that would likely accompany his ejaculation simply prolongs my enjoyment.
This time I decide it's better to wait and just enjoy it as my body and mind finish their shared pleasure bath in their own time.
Finally I think I'm back under control. Finally I think whatever forces my mind unleashed on me have been purged for now.
Greg and Kate have been silent; waiting for the weird girl sharing the car with them to overcome her supposed cramp. I rise up again
"Sorry"
Greg can't help himself, even though he must suspect what just happened.
"Are you OK?"
"Yes, but I better get up and stretch out."
This is really strange. Three months ago I'd never experienced an orgasm in my life. Now under Greg's influence my brain seems as willing to unleash an orgasm on me without so much as Greg having a finger on my clit.
In the cramped confines of the car there's not a lot of room for anyone to sit up, let alone make a more positive move to get out. As the person on top I feel I'm sort of the lynch pin in untangling the mess. I come up into a sitting position over Greg; my head and chest curled forward where it's come up against the roof, his shaft now pushing hard against the front of my vagina as it was bent outward to accommodate my movement. I lift my hips up and he slips out of me, his erection crashing against his stomach with a dull fleshy thump; whereupon I lower myself back down on it so that my labia now straddle it. I can't help myself. I burst into laughter at the ridiculousness of the situation which breaks the ice and causes the others to do the same.
It was still very early, so it's not that we all decided to get up, it's just I suddenly felt we needed to sort out this anomalous situation we had in the car. Reaching over I manage to clasp the back door handle with enough strength to release the lock and then give the door a bit of a push. With an escape route I crawl across Greg and out the door; having no room to sit up and turn around, I inelegantly continue my crawl, coming out of the door hands first until I can bring my knees to the ground and stand up. Goodness only knows what sort of views I've just presented to Kate on the other side of the car; after all it's not as though I'm tight and dry down there – wet and open would be a better description.
That gives Greg room to lie on his side and bring his legs up to his stomach in a foetal position so he can turn his body around and feed them out the same door.
Kate finally released from the tight space she was in can do the same through the door on her side of the car.
As Greg stood up after getting out of the car, it was to display a full on boner. Whether it was because of all the nakedness and my contractions, because he hadn't really fully woken yet or he was under the effect of my copulins, it wasn't showing the slightest inclination to go down. While he and I are still alone on our side of the car I tease him about it, circling it with my finger and asking –
"Are you going to put that away?"
"I had it hidden away and you took it out; are you suggesting there's other places you'd like me to hide it; anyhow that's surely not the girl who just had two orgasms talking is it?"
It's too early in the morning for verbal games, even if that mental image of him hiding it in Kate does flash into my mind again. Anyhow there's hormones flowing through this weekend that are having a pretty strong effect on me too; it's just mine aren't as much on display. I blush at his recognition of what had happened, kiss him, take his hand and we walk to the front of the car to join Kate who's now waiting for us. I can see that Greg as much as I am is trying to stand tall and proud notwithstanding his nakedness and the mast that precedes him. I too try and tell myself that hunching hides nothing and just makes you look weird; and next to Kate that's the last thing I want to look. But deep down I know I'd really like to at least get a pair of pants on, it's just I have to find one first.
As we come around the front of the car so that our lower torsos are within Kate's view I can see she's trying really hard not to just stare at Greg's display. He's notices it too.
"Sorry, it's not cooperating in going down"
Kate smirks.
"I've seen them before; although that's an impressive one."
It's funny, but I think I'm nearly as chuffed by Kate's comment as Greg probably was. The sense of possessiveness I felt about Greg's member from the moment I first saw it has never really left me. Its relative size is not something we've ever talked about but neither Greg nor I really had any basis to compare Greg with other guys. It was when Zoe initiated the stripping game on Christmas day that I first got some inkling that Greg might be among the better hung guys; but that was a sample limited to my brothers. Last night sort of confirmed my suspicion, but the light was limited and their state of erection or otherwise not always clear. In saying I know that Kate has seen a fair sample of them, I'm not seeking to cast any dispersions on her, merely stating the truth.
Still a change of topic is appropriate, especially as Kate's eyes seemed transfixed by the sight.
"Anyone got a hangover?" I ask.
"I feel tired and a bit seedy, but no." was Greg's response.
Kate just came back with –
"No but I've got to pee and I think my body's telling me it desperately wants to go back to bed."
Come to think of it I need a good pee too and I'm pretty sure I'm soon going to pay for a lack of sleep.
Past the line of parked cars, the remains of the intended tent area is visible behind the yard fence. There's not a tent left standing; they're all collapsed; some ripped. On one of them there's an equally naked male lying face down; the tent now nothing more than a ground sheet.
"What happened?"
Kate responds.
"All I know is that sometime during the night there was suddenly a noisy crowd in among the tents. People were carrying on and occasionally there'd be a grunt or a squeal. I stuck my head out and could just make out people pulling out the tent pegs and falling on the tent as it collapsed. The grunts and squeals were the people inside the tent as they got landed on. When they came for my tent I told them to stop but they were too drunk to be reasoned with, so I found my way to your car"
As we walk past the cars there one other with a person in it. A female has laid the front passenger seat back and is sleeping on it; naked like everyone else so far and with her legs immodestly askew.
"Where do you think the clothes got to?"
"I don't know. Whoever hid them hid them well. It might be better to look around the waterfront to see if we can find any of our swimwear"
As we walked through the tent area we confirmed that all five tents are down. In one a lump suggests there might be somebody trying to sleep inside the remains, but apart from that and the previously mentioned male, it's deserted. We're nearly down to the house and Greg's is still walking his boner; but at last it's starting to look like it's going down.
The front door is open and we go inside. Kate makes a bee line for the bathroom while Greg and I enter the lounge area. If you read every beat up article in the press about what happens at schoolies and multiply it by 10, that's the sight that greeted us. There were passed out girls and boys scattered about like confetti each and every one as naked as the day they were born.
The largest collection was on the two couches. Two three person couches set up in an L shape had between them a dozen bodies squeezed onto them; a jumble of more of less alternative males and females. It seemed that people sitting down just slumped in the seat as they passed out; some falling over other's laps, others falling over the backs of those already asleep, most just with their head back on the couch. Several were snoring loudly.
From the placement of hands and other body parts you could come up with a reasonable guess of who might have hooked up with who before they passed out.
With their slumped posture causing the legs of just about everybody to be spread apart as much as their proximity to their neighbour would allow, it would have been an anthropologist's dream if you wanted to study the sexuality of young people. Amongst the girls there was a varied collection of Brazilians, landing strips and one rug all able to be studied in their imperfect gynaecological detail together with every shape and size of breasts; although I couldn't help but notice most of the breasts tended to the larger end of the spectrum and still displayed a youthful degree of perkiness notwithstanding their size..
The display put on by the guys is in a whole different league. Every one had a boner. Why that would be the case I don't know since I thought their night erections came and went, so statically you'd expect only a fraction to have one at any particular time. Maybe it's because of all the pheromones the girls must be putting out, the time of the morning or maybe it's just the fact so many of them have a girls hand or other body part arousingly placed.
I can't help but stare – in the same way I'm sure Greg is having a good perve at the girls. After all, until now I've only really ever had a good look at a single male appendage, let alone erection; Greg's. Sure I've had glimpses of others – especially last night, but a lack of light or partial covering never really gave me a proper look. Now in this room alone there's nine of them on display, not counting Greg. And before I've finished my search of the house I'll see another four.
What I'd really like is to have a feel. There's an enormous differences in the sizes. While they all look as though they're full on erections only a good feel would really confirm that. Still it lets me clearly see the difference between a circumcised member and one that wasn't and does confirm Greg's lacking nothing down there. I can't help but notice Tim's balls look shrunken compared to the other guys, sort of confirming in my own mind at least my suspicion he's abusing steroids for body building purposes. And whatever he's taken has done nothing for his penis size; since he's showing one of the smaller appendages on display. I'm glad Kate's dumped him.
The whole scene gives me the sort of sex education you can't get from mothers or books.
Two of the girls seem to have suffered particularly unfortunate crash positions. One – Jill - has slid forward on the couch; her back is flat along the seat cushion with her bum only barely still on the edge of the couch, her head is bent uncomfortably up the back of the seat, her knees are so wide apart it looks like she's been put in stirrups ready to give birth, her full Brazilian revealing everything; even a suggestion she might be in a state of night arousal herself. A guy has slumped sideways face down across her breasts; one of them looks as though it's poking him in the eye.
She was one of the girls Greg danced with last night and who had not just propositioned him but who I saw flirting with him. I had taken special note of Jill during the evening. With her pretty face and nice figure she was probably the one I was most jealous of Greg being with. The problem was she was in many ways the one who most looked like me. Tall, slim with modest perky breasts and a clear olive complexion and surf bleached hair, there was something particularly engaging about her smile; about the way her lips curled back to reveal two rows of perfectly formed teeth. Unlike Kate though, sleep does not become her; I'm almost pleased to see her face is contorted by her awkward sleeping posture.
The other girl has slumped sideways across a guy's lap; although the fact her hand is in the lap of the guy on the other side suggests she didn't slump in the way she might have preferred. Her predicament is complicated further by the fact that his morning glory is now pressed tightly into the side of her cheek; her head trapped between that and his stomach. Since the guy is Tim, he'll probably want to claim her as another success on his part if she doesn't wake up first.
I've been so engrossed by my own perving I'd forgotten about Greg, even though we're holding hands. I look up at him to see him checking Jill out. I elbow him in the ribs and make a mental note to kill him later; and maybe Jill too.
Of course the couches wouldn't fit everyone and there's a good sprinkling of sleeping bodies on the floor too. Some were demurely curled up or lying face down; others stretched out with everything on display. Some were on blow up mattresses, other directly on the hard floor. In a one case a pair who had hooked up were still in each other's arms in an out of the way place; evidence of their amorous activities still present.
The room was a mess with empty bottles and glasses, spilt food and with just a slight odour of vomit permeating the air.
But the grossest thing is the used condom jar. It's nearly half full with fluid; the used condoms floating on top.
The master bedroom door was a little ajar. I peeked inside looking to see any evidence of clothing. On the double bed Zoe is asleep on her back legs apart her crutch toward the door, a guy on either side each with an arm over her both displaying full erections. A bowl of condoms sits on the bedside table. I decide I just don't want to know whether it's just drink or something more that made the three of them end up like that.
The room's devoid of any other furniture or anywhere to hide clothing. As Kate's vacated the bathroom Greg and I take turns there while she silently surveys the scene in the lounge room. By the time Greg comes out Kate's wandered into the backyard; although I'm not sure how Greg managed his business given his member is still pointing firmly in the wrong direction for the task.
The door to the second bedroom is wide open and Greg and I peek in to see it's furnished with two single beds and a bedside table with another bowl of condoms. On one bed is Brad on his back with Jenny curled up half over him, her leg across his thighs. He too is showing a small boner. What's more disturbing is the dried out residue running across the back of Jenny's upper thigh and down to a stain on the sheet underneath them. My mum's only rule has always been to practice safe sex. She'd kill him if she knew; but I suppose it's no different to what must have been happening with her on Christmas day.
The other bed is empty and after checking underneath both of them we can see there's nowhere else in the room to hide the clothes.
I hear Kate calling me softly from the backyard. As I walk into the backyard her first words to me are –
"Got a camera?"
She points to two figures sprawled over a sunlounge. Even from the house I can see it's Steve and Alice. She's on her back, her right arm and leg dangling off the lounge and touching the ground. On her left Steve lies on his side facing towards us, a hand on a breast and a leg across her body.
A flash of colour near the lounge they are on attracts my eye. I recognise it's the colour of Alice's red dress and start to make out other patterns of material with it.
The three of us make a bee line for it and find a stash of some of the clothing taken off in the second round of stripping. Both parts of my second bikini are there as are Kate's undies; but her cami and Greg's shorts and speedos are still missing.
Kate shakes out her undies and puts them on; although you might question whether the transparent material of the G String makes the effort worthwhile.
Of course, being so close to Steve and Alice, I can't resist another look. Across her pubis is his cock, erect with a condom barely hanging on the end as it would be if he'd gone flaccid and come up again since it had been used. And the bulge at the end of the condom lying limply on Alice's pubis indicates it's definitely been used.
I decide my brothers are sluts. I mean that in the nicest possible gender neutral literal sense; after all my BFF standing next to me might well fall into the same definition as them. They're reasonably nice guys but they seem to be willing to lay anything with two legs and breasts. And as I think about it, that is a point of distinction from Kate. She's extremely selective, even if her selections are numerous and in my opinion unsuited to her. My brothers lack even that discretion.
If once I was jealous about their active sex lives when I was still innocent and deprived I'm not any more. I figure I'm in a much better place. Still the sight of Steve there is not one I want to loiter over. The three of us are on the hunt for other remainders of our clothing. Greg's boner is back to its full impressive majesty and I'm not entirely sure I'm happy about it being on display to Kate like this in broad sober daylight.
We look around the area for anything else but that seems to be it for this spot. I'm about to suggest a better search of the yard when Kate puts an arm around my shoulder.
"I've got to find somewhere to go and crash again. I can barely stay awake"
Without further ado she slinks back into the house as though a great weariness has come over her. I know my lack of sleep is soon going to catch up with me too, but for the moment the hormonal forces are keeping me awake.
Our night spent joined, his ever visible boner and all the nakedness and sexuality we've just viewed have left me with a yearning and a need to be filled that only Greg's going to be able to attend to. The orgasms I had in the car haven't started to satisfy my needs. I just need to find somewhere private and comfortable and in my mind the lake is quickly becoming that place. In any case the night in the car has been hot and sweaty and apart from BO I feel as though I reek of stale insect repellent and for all my criticism of my brothers there's a sticky residue on the back of my own thigh I'd like to wash off. If nothing else it will let me freshen up.
Since it might be the only dry clothing I'm left with, I resist the urge to put my bikini back on. Instead I leave the dress near Alice's lounge and take my bikini and we walk back to the central BBQ area of the backyard where I find somewhere safe and obvious to stash it.
Holding Greg's hand even tighter, I tell him I'll race him to the water. As we both tear off down the yard and run splashing through the shallows, I amuse myself with sidelong glances at his erection as it bounces in time with his stride against his stomach. Then with a last minute dive we immerse ourselves in the cool morning water.
Immediately we can see there's swimwear everywhere. As we look back we can see a lot has washed up in piles along the water edge under the small ledge we jumped down on the way to the water; but even as we walk about in the water you feel it under foot. One by one we dive down and pick them up; tossing them towards a pile back on the beach as we do. We work over to the approximate place where we thought we lost ours and sure enough between there and the shore we find Greg's boardies and both parts of my bikini amongst other stuff.
All the time we've been fishing for swimmers we've been very tactile with each other. As lovers do our bodies always were in some sort of contact; hips, legs, arms, breasts and bottoms were all brushing together, sometimes even a stolen kiss and grope between items. Greg has probably sensed my own arousal was no less than his very obvious one, so it didn't surprise me when, after finding his boardies he tossed them ashore; trying to land them separate from the other clothing. So as my bikini came to the surface I did the same; trying to land mine near his.



As I sent my bikini top through the air, Greg came up behind me and spooned me in his lap; his erection pushed firmly against my coccyx. That was all the invitation I needed. As we squatted down to chest level in the waist deep water, I spun in his lap until my legs were across his, put an arm around his shoulder and the other hand around his cock and penetrated his mouth with my tongue.
We unleashed our passions on each other; not yet penetratively, just with tactile groping, stroking and every other form of whole body stimulation you can think of. The across the lap posture was too restrictive; we both felt the need for more bodily interaction than that would allow. So like a mermaid and merman our bodies frolicked around each other; circling in intimate contact, cuddling, embracing, brushing, touching, grabbing and kissing. In the depth of water we were in, too much attention needed to be paid just to keeping our heads out of the water while we did this, so we started to drift towards the shallows. Not directly to the beach; I felt myself being directed by Greg off to the side to where an enormous tree had half its buttress roots immersed in the fresh water.
Our path there wasn't rushed. Still our bodies circled each other as they glided through the clear water, now sparkling in the low morning sun. My hand was wrapped around his rock hard shaft; his invading every space that mattered. Suddenly, with an urgency unusual to Greg, he rolled himself on top of me and sought penetration. With my hand already wrapped around his member I guided him to the spot, spreading my legs to give him easy access. There was a haste to his action as he started to push himself in; a haste quickly explained as, to an accompanying loud groan from him, I felt the warmth of his seed displacing the previous cool of the water.
With two hard thrusts he completed his penetration and enjoyed the remainder of his orgasm as his body completes its task of emptying the rest of his load into me. With a giggle he let out an –
"I'm sorry, I got a bit excited.", still gasping me as he continues to enjoy the joining of our bodies.
"I hope you're good for more than just that"
"I'm sure you can still inspire me to great heights"
"That's good; I'm not finished with you yet"
As he withdraws, I note with satisfaction that he's only gone a little bit softer. Past experience tells me I'll be able to rectify that fairly quickly.
Now more purposely we drift towards that tree
It was there we found a spot, using one of the buttresses as a lounge that was protected against a direct view from the house, where the real climax of our passions could be performed. As Greg sat astride the buttress root with his back against the trunk, I mounted him, sitting on his lap facing towards him, my knees up against the trunk alongside his back.
His erection was back and as I came down onto his lap I pushed it deep inside me. At first we just continued kissing. We'd both now had orgasms this morning. However randy we were, this session was more about prolonged fun than just getting something out of our system.
I rose steadily and deliberately up and down on Greg's lap, squeezing him inside me, stopping occasionally for some more kissing and cuddling and then starting again. Sometimes he buried his face against my breasts and stimulated my nipples with his tongue and fingers at other times he cradled my face between his hands and we shared a deep penetrating kiss while our tongues wrestled with each other.
Unhurriedly our love making continued. Slowly our passions inflamed Greg's fingers slid down into my crutch, making sure my clit was getting enough stimulation. Finally as I lifted myself up yet again I suddenly came, groaning loudly and pushing myself hard down on Greg, pressing my face to his. When I'd finished I squeezed him hard inside me and applied myself vigorously to bringing his climax to a head too, until at last Greg was thrusting his own hips up from their sitting position as he extracted his full share of pleasure from it.
Our lovemaking had been slow and intense and so, maybe for nearly an hour, we'd really only been focused on each other. As we finished I scanned along the beach and across the water for the first time and was a bit shocked to find we were not alone.
Two other couples had come down to the shore and were now engaged in love making; one directly in line with the back door and the other at the far end of the property boundary. I couldn't help but wonder if we'd been observed; although where we were it was quite possible we hadn't been until both Greg and I had had such noisy climaxes. Still as I stared the couples were certainly focused on each other as if we weren't there.
The nearest couple I could see were Jill – the girl who looked a bit like me and who had propositioned Greg as she danced with him – and Guy – one of my dance partners from last night. Their bodies were straddling the boundary between the shore and the water. She was on top, he under her, his bum just on the edge of the low water's edge dip with his feet in the water. She had mounted him in a reverse missionary position.
The wet hair and the water dripping off her body indicated they'd been for some sort of swim first; probably like Greg and me wanting to freshen up.
Her position was not very different from one I often use and I could see her pushing her clit down onto her partner's pubis, her breasts swaying back and forth with her movements. Because she did look so much like me – especially from this distance – it was almost like watching myself make love and it was really quite arousing just sitting there being a spectator to it; almost imagining it was me.
As she came she lay down along the length of his body, noticeable contracting herself around him, then when she was finished she rose up again and resumed thrusting – this time harder and faster than before until he also signalled his orgasm by his rising hips and by pulling her back onto him and kissing her.
The other couple were fully in the shallow water; this time him on top with his legs outside hers. His thrusts looked hard and needy and the moment of his climax could be heard even from where we were. Whether she made it was more ambiguous and eventually they just curled up together in the water before they both rose and went back inside.
Almost as that second couple left the water, Zoe and the two flunkies I'd seen on the bed with her that morning walk into view and into the water. Still cuddled up in Greg's arms in our post sexual bliss, I crane my neck to watch them and the various scenes unfolding around me.
The three of them played in the water for a while; Zoe obviously enjoying the close contact she enforced with the bodies of her companions. Eventually she found herself sandwiched between the two of them – each of them facing towards her. At this point she stood up in the thigh deep water, encouraging her partners to do the same while maintaining the sandwich in which she found herself.
It was about this time that Jill and her mate – still lying where they'd finished their activities – were approached by another couple walking hand in hand down from the house. I recognised him as the guy who been sleeping with Jill's breast in his eye and her hand in his lap, so very likely her hook up from last night. The new couple kneelt down beside them and exchanged words; followed very shortly after by an exchange of partners.
Jill's new partner lay down on the grass next to her and she transferred her body over onto the top of him, while her previous partner rolled a few metres away from us to where his new girl was waiting.
Jill is nothing if not consistent and after some kissing and other preliminaries which included a change of condoms, she's back in her reverse missionary position, body arched over her partner, breasts wobbling as she works her clit against him and his cock inside her; still distracting me because of that feeling I was watching myself making love.
The other couple also go through the motions of foreplay before they also get down to it, he on top in a sort of reverse cowgirl – with his knees up along- side her and his hand under the small of her back pulling her crutch up into his.
Even if I think it incongruous that they can make love oblivious to the other couple right next to them – even occasionally exchanging smiling glances with the other couple - at least both these couples look as they are actually making love, as though there is actually some sort of passion or connection between them rather than just using each other's bodies.
Which is a contrast to what I see as Zoe's activities unfold
For a while she's happy just to slide her body up and down between the two of them, one hand wrapped around each of their erections while they use theirs to stimulate all the obvious places and a few others a well. Then suddenly she holds her hand palm up towards the guy in front of her. He drops something into her hand out of his; that something quickly identifying itself as a condom as I watch her open the packet and slide it on his cock.
Turning 180 degrees to face the second guy, she pushes him away slightly while still holding his cock as she bends forward. Then reaching between her legs she guides the first guy's condom sheathed erection into her from behind. Then she bends down even further and takes the cock of the guy in front of her into her mouth. So before I really can catch up with what she's doing I recognise she's set herself up to be – what's it called – spit roasted.
I wish I could say what I then got to watch was an episode of romantic, erotic love making. To my eyes at last it was anything but. There was nothing gentle or loving about what the guy behind her was doing to her. When talking about Greg's love making I use the word 'pounded' sparingly; and even then it's just to create a sense of passionate physical love making.
This was a different sense of pounded. It was almost violent. Zoe's body just seemed to be a receptacle in which he was venting his physical needs. Some of his thrusts seemed so hard her body seemed to be lifted off the ground by them and she was certainly being pushed around so much that the guy with his cock in her mouth was in danger of having it bitten off. All the while he's grunting like a 600 pound gorilla – loud enough to attract attention from the house and from the two couples engaged in their own love making at the water's edge.
But the one getting head from her also seemed to be just using her for his own pleasure. He had his hand over her head pushing her down hard on to him. At the same time he too was thrusting into her mouth, only the hand she had wrapped around the base of his shaft stopping it from being rammed down her throat and it was almost as if he was trying to break that barrier.
Neither of them seemed to be doing anything towards her pleasure, unless she was somehow enjoying what was happening to her
To me this was everything thing sex was not about. Watching it was arousing, but I found myself appalled at the same time. Zoe had set herself up for this. It was almost as if it was what she wanted. I wondered if she knew in advance what unempathetic love makers these guys were. I would guess from the way they were all on the bed this morning that she'd rooted them last night so she must have, but why then submit herself to this?
Eventually the guy behind her came, using her body to extract every last ounce of pleasure for himself before just withdrawing as if he was finished with her. She obviously had different ideas, breaking contact with the guy in front to talk to the guy who'd just come while she pointed towards the house. Then instead of taking the other guy back into her mouth she took the condom he'd been carrying in his hand, sheathed him and had him penetrate her from the front; holding him around the shoulders while he too pounded her until fairly quickly his orgasm reduced him to a quivering mess.
By this time the first guy was back from the house absent the used condom. Like some sort of sexual relay the second guy was directed towards the house while Zoe put her hand behind the head of the first guy and bent him down as she pushed him into her crutch. So it seems she was to get a turn with this game she was playing.
Her hand held him hard to her crutch, leaving me wondering whether he got to breathe. When the second guy came back she orchestrated him to start sucking and playing with her tits while his legs straddle the squatting body of the guy under her crutch, increasing an arousal which she soon made clear by the noises she's making.
With what almost amounts to a loud scream, she came. Even from a distance, you can see her thighs and hand are crushing the head of the guy under her crutch, holding him there as she sways and maximises the enjoyment of her orgasmic contractions. Then her knees start to bend, actually forcing the head of the lower guy under the water. For a moment I worry he's at risk of drowning; until at last he breaks free and resurfaces.
Not yet satisfied, she reverses them, floating on the surface of the water while they service her again; although at least this time there seemed less risk of a fatality.
I suppose I'm not really in a position to pick and choose characteristics in my judgement of Zoe. I've enjoyed her party in a kinky strange way I would have never thought possible. Being able to pull such a bizarre party off and actually make it work is no small trick and for that I admire her. But her love making considerably lowers my judgement of her. It just seems to me so devoid of anything associated with love or even just with the passion for your partner that I would have thought a good hooking up would entail. Here the guys might just as well been with a blow up doll and Zoe with a dildo for all the mutuality of the love making that I saw. Still, maybe that's how they like it; who am I to judge really? But I know it's not what I'd like and I silently thank my luck in finding someone like Greg.
By now watching all this action has had much the same effect as I would imagine a good porn movie would – probably more so since this is live action. We've just finished our own session and yet I've already got the hots again and Greg as my fellow voyeur has a dirty great boner separating our stomachs as we sit facing each other.
As Zoe and her flunkies leave the water she walks past us; acknowledging us with a wave and a hello. I'm left guessing whether she had noticed us before; whether she knew we were a constant fixated audience to her last session. I doubt she cared, or wonder whether she might have even preferred an audience. As she continues up to the house, I bend my head around the tree to let my gaze follow her and see if anything else is happening out of my view and towards the house.
In the distance I can see Steve must be at it with the girl he shared the sun lounge with. I can't see him, but Alice is lying on her side facing away from us; the movement of her naked bum making it clear she's involved in some fairly passionate love making. I'm sort of glad I don't get to view my brother's part of the action.
But it's what's happening virtually right behind the tree we're resting against that really captures my attention. Kate's riding cowgirl style on the guy she hooked up with last night; her G string lying next to her. They must have only just started because her rise and fall is slow and deliberate. They're angled so that I'm looking from the side but also from behind. With her slow rise and fall I can see his shaft entering and withdrawing from her; she's using nearly the whole length of the shaft with every thrust.
Greg's facing the wrong way and can't see any of this, but notices I've suddenly become fixated on something. Contorting himself so he can peek around the tree he also becomes an observer as Kate's love making hots up. With Zoe's screaming and the gorilla's grunting now over we can hear Kate's soft gentle mooing vocalisation of her pleasure.
Of course what I'm watching is identical to the erotic scene from my dream about the threesome with her; the dream that has haunted me and aroused me since the day I had it. It might not be Greg under her, but I can't actually see that from where we are. All I can see is the shaft plunging in and out of her body as she rises up and down, her impressive breasts bouncing to the movement; an anonymous shaft that could just as easily be Greg's except for the fact I now have my hand wrapped around his as I continue to sit on his lap.
If I was hot and ready for more a few moments ago, the need is irresistible now. I bend Greg's shaft down under me and bring its tip against my clit, my hand still wrapped around his shaft in the gap between our bodies, moving it just enough to pleasurably stimulate me.
Like peeking Toms we're both transfixed in watching Kate. Her tempo increases; the bouncing breasts really starting to get some momentum behind them until the guy's face comes partially into view as he stills the one nearest to us with a hand and brings his face up to start licking her other nipple; and it's just as well he's working on the nipple on the other side or he'd be staring straight at us as we sit there perving at their love making.
It's not long before Kate comes; that cute little oohing sigh she used the night we put her to bed signalling a tensing of her whole body as she pushes herself hard down on him.
That's all we get to see. Combined with the effect of my hand around his shaft and the movement of its tip against my clit, the sight and sound of Kate's climax is too much for Greg. He suddenly turns back towards me and puts his arms around me as he comes. His warm seed being squirted directly against my clit in the cool water and the additional pressure against it as Greg's shaft first surges as it pushes out his load and then pushes hard against it as Greg responds to his orgasm does it for me too. We end up wrapped around each other bodies pushed together to get the most out of our respective climaxes.
Kate and her lover, Jill and her various partners, even Zoe and her flunkies are all forgotten about as we again focus on each other kissing and cuddling. That is until Kate's voice interrupts and I feel a female elbow resting on my knee as the hand it belongs to circles Greg's lower leg.
"I thought I recognised that calf"
Greg and I both turn towards the voice, to find Kate's face close to ours, her breasts hanging provocatively near to us and blocking the view of most of the rest of her body. Her free hand extends outwards to where it meets that of her lover, who's standing almost embarrassed behind her.
"Do you guys remember Wayne?"
'We danced last night". I decide it would be churlish to mention he propositioned me; although I've come to realise that is just the way these parties work.
"It turns out Wayne's an Engineering student at ANU, so we might get to see more of each other back at Uni" I can almost detect in Kate a deeper happiness with that outcome than her normally standoffish approach to most male partners would justify. I actually wonder if Kate isn't just a little bit smitten with this guy.
By now Wayne is spooning her back as we talk, his arms wrapped around her stomach. He's different from Kate's usual cave man style; almost Greg like in his appearance and more affectionate in his approach to her than I lot of the guys I see her interact with. Setting aside the proposition, I had actually found Wayne pleasant enough company as we'd danced and later in the evening as he'd been part of groups of people we'd been talking with. For once she's made a choice my first reaction is to approve of. We talk for about five minutes before Kate breaks off.



"We're just going for a swim to freshen up before breakfast.".
I watch as they walk out into deeper water where they dive in and start playing with each other.
Turning back towards Greg I can't help but ask –
"Do you think we've screwed around enough to get invited back next year?"
"Probably not. Should I go over and take Jill up on her invitation from last night; she looks as though she up for a bit of variety this morning?"
Jill and her last lover are still lying on the shoreline, he on his back, she up on an elbow facing towards us with her leg hooked over his thigh. She's drawing shapes on his chest with her finger as they talk; like I saw her doing to Greg last night.
"Definitely not."
His choice of Jill as the sample bites deep into me and threatens me in a way I know is silly and that I haven't felt since the day of my first reaction to Kate. Still why did he have to pick the only girl here who I actually felt threatened by where he was concerned. I dig Greg in the ribs as I answer him; hitting him hard enough I think it did really hurt him.
"Not unless you want me to hook up with Tim"
Greg's still talking lightly, not realising he's strayed into a minefield and thinks we're just joking around.
"Well I think Kate's finished with him, so he's probably available"
I try to suppress a rising tide of irritation. I know I'm being silly. Greg isn't taking any of this seriously; it's just his choice of Jill has gotten under my skin. I know he probably nominated her because she's lying just along the beach from us and has a demonstrated propensity for serial lovemaking and yet can't cast off the fear that he nominated her because he felt the very sense of attraction that I most feared.
I think I manage to hide my annoyance, but bring the conversation to an end.
"Maybe we're not really cut out for these parties"
"I'm starting to feel like a prune. How about we get out and see what happens for breakfast?"
Greg's right on that point. We've been in the water long enough now our skins are getting wrinkly.
As we exit the lake I squeegee the water from my skin with my hand. By now there's a few useful souls wandering about starting to prepare a bacon and egg breakfast and much more than half of those have retrieved their wet swimmers from the edge of the lake and donned them, so I feel relaxed about putting on my dry bikini while transferring the wet one to a safe place for later collection.
At first Greg thinks he's stuck with the wet boardies, but his dry stuff is quickly found lying on the grass alongside the deck on the opposite side of the property to that which been looking over this morning, so he also achieves a degree of decency.
By the time we return to it, the house looks entirely different. I suppose waking to find you've been lying exposed asleep on a couch with a boner or your legs spread wide while people walk around you is going to be a bit disconcerting, so it appears once there was some movement in the house, everyone else was up fairly quickly.
Someone had collected the swimmers we'd bundled along the shore and brought them up to the deck, so the number of semi dressed people exceed what we might have thought likely from the traffic along the water's edge. And in referring to semi dressed, I'm not just referencing the fact they are all in wet swimmers. A lot of the girls are still topless; my assumption after the Christmas day episode being that their padded tops have floated off with the offshore wind while their unpadded bottoms drifted with the wavelets to the shore or just sunk to the bottom. As a committed wearer of unpadded tops, it left me feeling unjustifiably smug; at least until I wrapped myself over my own knuckles for such hubris.
Soon those whose swim wear hasen't yet made it ashore can be seen wading in the shallows looking for them or any others still lurking there
Breakfast and the conversation that went with it is pleasant enough and towards the end of it word filters back that our clothing has found its way to just outside the front door. I was wondering how the perpetrator would manage to sneak them back in broad daylight and it seems he or she waited for the distraction of breakfast. Still, with Zoe and her sister both present over breakfast most of the time, the mystery of how they do it or where they hid the clothing remains.
With the return of the clothing the party starts to break up. Greg and I are among the earlier ones to leave. When we let her know we're ready to go, Kate apologises and wonders if we'd mind if she got a lift back with Wayne; I think I can see something developing with Wayne and I really feel happy for her.
Three days later I'm sitting in Greg's car, all my holiday clothing packed in my bag in his boot as we get ready to drive back to my place in Sydney for the start of the Uni term.
Last night we shared a dinner with Kate and both she and I dissolved into a flood of tears as we kissed each other goodbye. But her tears as she said goodbye to me were nothing compared to those she spilt over Greg's shoulder as she held him in a final embrace; heaving sobs wracking her body. I wondered if she'd ever bring herself to release him from her intimate hug and even when I got him back his face was wet with the tears she'd smeared over it as she'd repeatedly kissed his cheek.
We've said our goodbyes to Greg's parents and his sister Jenna too. I've shared a tear with his mother as we've promised each other to keep in contact.
Three months ago I'd driven into this town in the back of my parent's car. It was a scene straight out of the opening sequence of the movie Dirty Dancing; mum, dad, brothers and the innocent virginal youngest child and daughter dutifully off to share a holiday with her parents.
I'm no longer a virgin; anything but. The town kids are right. Greg and I have been screwing each other's arses off. But I still regard myself as being innocent in my own sort of way. But what is innocence? If it has anything to do with the number of times you've had sex, I fail. If it is judged by the places and circumstances in which you've had sex I fail that too. But if it's judged by the person or persons you've had sex with then I think I'm still innocent and are in no hurry to change that.
I've shared my body with one guy; a guy I love with all my life and who loves me and respects me in return. By my definition, that's still innocence.
Three months ago I thought I was driving into a town populated by bogans. In that town I found the love of my life and the best friend I've ever known. I found kids who had a good sense about what they needed to do to get ahead in life, but also valued where they'd come from; even if there was a good smattering of real bogans too. That just shows the danger of rushing to judgements or generalisations doesn't it?
While I'm looking forward to the future, I feel sad this rather special time is over.
I suppose Greg and I can share a pash on the Uni's library lawn at lunch time as I've seen so many other couples do. But how does that compare to being fucked by Greg while lying on a public beach naked and hogtied with the string-ties of my own bikini.
I suppose we'll get dressed up in togas and go to the Uni's Bacchius Ball. But how do I recreate the trip back from the fancy dress ball where I got myself stripped out of my costume and fucked in a river by my superhero boyfriend.
In a way, dear reader, I suppose the real message is that the sharing of this journey between you and me is also coming to an end. I doubt the immediate future will have as many interesting vignettes to share with you.
Thankyou to those who have shared the whole journey or just dropped in for some entertainment from time to time. I hope you've enjoyed it as much as I have.
Finis (for now)
AFTERWORD
While it was the finish of the holiday, there are some follow up stories to share with you.
I'll continue to tag them as part of the First Summer series so you recognise them.
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Foreword
This letter from Kate to Karen is a bit of a whimsical follow-up to The First Summer series.
If you are just here just for a quick read about sex and have not been reading that series, it's probably better to bypass this story. While it has some mildly erotic content, you'll find it disappointing.
It is really just a segway into additional stories with these characters.
Story/ Letter
Hi Karen
Thanks for the draft of your book covering your sexual adventures over the Summer holiday.
I note you've changed the names and been quite coy about the names of Greg and my home town. Still, don't you think some people might work it out; people like, say, your mum and dad?
I must say, you and Greg got up to quite a lot in three short months; not that you should think for a minute a fair percentage of the population didn't know what was going on. You are a bit noisy while lovemaking and those scratches on Greg's back in January were more like gouges. The blood was weeping through onto his shirt for days!
I read most of it with a lady boner. Twice I was reading it when Wayne came to the door and he didn't know what hit him when I dragged him into my bedroom, roughly ripped his clothes off and used him to vent my arousal.
Doesn't it worry you so many people are going to get their rocks off over the story of your sex life. Maybe in any published version you should include a fold out plastic coated picture of yourself in a bikini for the guys to jizz all over and a mini vibrator for the girls
It's always interesting reading what other people write about you. Of course I'm flattered by your description of me; indeed you're so flattering of my appearance I think you must have a crush on me (just kidding kiddo). I think you underestimate your own beauty; you're cute as a button - something I know Greg is fully appreciative of. And the only reason the guys were chatting me up over you is because I was putting out my come fuck me look while you were curled up in your "I'm spoken for and he'll rip your face off" pose (as if Greg would actually resort to violence). Plus I'll admit, guys being guys, the big boobs in the undersize bikini top may have had something to do with it too.
Obviously it's a bit more distressing that the effect of my parents' divorce on me is so transparent. It was ugly and my father was very bad; although my mother was not without fault herself. I worry I'm of the same genetic stock and I look at what they did and resolve to not let those same personality characteristics come out in me.
I think I'm of a naturally happy disposition, but I suppose I have to admit going through what I did has caused me to put up some defensive barriers where my love life's concerned. I always hated what I did to Greg on that date night so many years ago. Why I did it I don't know. I think I panicked; I'd allowed myself to go out with someone who I'd valued as a friend since primary school and who I might actually fall heavily for. Somehow I needed to get back to the position of safety I'd been in before accepting the date.
It's easy for someone in my position to be jealous of someone like Greg - and you too - who come from such "happy families" backgrounds; who have parents who aren't just still married but actually seem to like and want to spend time with each other. As much as I've always fancied Greg, I don't know that his background has given him the skills to deal with my sort of defensive barrier. I fully understand why Greg would recognise he and I might just have a falling out if our relationship went beyond friendship.
Speaking of Greg, it was nice to find my long term suspicion confirmed that he was still a virgin when he met you. He always had the easy ability to pick up girls, but from what I heard back from them, didn't really seem to know what to do with them after he got them alone at the end of an otherwise pleasant outing. A few girls had told me they'd been out with him several times and he hadn't so much as gone for a goodbye kiss.
I'd been tempted to offer him a friends with benefits experience to break the ice - so to speak - and maybe give him a few pointers. Overall I think it's wonderful - and very sweet - that you found each other in pristine condition and got your sex lives off too such a great start. After all newbies aren't exactly famous for making things work so well from the beginning.
It was distressing to me to read how badly I made you feel by flirting with Greg that day in the early days of your relationship. I'm going to come clean and admit it wasn't accidental. I foolishly felt my friendship with Greg was being threatened. There'd been no shortage of girlfriends of Greg I had to accept before; but you were different. From the outset I could see this was much more serious and being from out of town, you were someone I didn't know. In a silly way I suppose I was trying to show I had a claim on him too.
In an even more silly way I had tended to think of him as my life time backup. Like out of some movie, the romantic interest I could keep on hold in case nothing better came my way.
When I looked around and saw how badly you were hurting I felt incredibly bad; immediately regretting what I'd done. Thankyou for being so mature as to make sure we both got through it and became such good friends.
And you two are made for each other. I might have been drunk when I said you should marry each other; but it's still the truth. I've never seen a couple so right for each other. As my two best friends I want only for what is clearly best for you.
Now for some more serious admissions!
So, you have fantasies about a threesome including me. Well guess what, in a way, we've already had two of them; slightly strange ones I'll admit, but ones in which I've come even if you guys haven't.
The first in a way you know about - the night you had to strip and shower me to put me to bed. What maybe you don't know, because I haven't admitted it before, is that I remember it well. I don't know what drink or drug that bastard Henri slipped me, but you were right; by the time you had me in the shower it made me really uninhibited. But if it was just drink, it didn't stop me remembering the next morning everything from the time you took my swimmers off.
And I have to say being undressed by you two while you propped me in the shower was incredibly arousing; not helped much by the way you felt up my nipples and fingered me (all very innocently and with noble purpose of course) as you washed me down.
Still pushing myself against Greg and dry humping him was pretty outrageous. Because you were still washing my back it felt to me like a real three way; even if it was just in my own addled brain. I was really embarrassed about it the next day and greatly relieved when you were willing to brush it off.
It's a pity you didn't let yourself enjoy it more by joining in as I note you were tempted too.
The second time I've never admitted to you and accept neither you nor Greg know about it, even though you were part of it.
It was the night after Zoe's party when we were all sleeping naked together in the car.
One reason I left Wayne behind and retreated to my tent alone was a suspicion that things would go wrong and I'd have a chance to take up Greg's offer to join you in the car. It's silly isn't it; I gave up a chance to get myself screwed silly by a guy just for the slight chance of spending a mildly erotic night sleeping naked next to my two equally naked best friends. But by this time I was becoming painfully aware we were soon to be separated by the end of the holidays. It just felt right. Maybe all close friendships - even same sex ones - are based on a sort of unresolved sexual tension.
I could tell you were barely awake when you unlocked the door for me and you fell instantly back into a sound sleep as soon as you did. As I climbed in the car I found the space I needed to occupy was crossed by your arm. So I slid under your arm and tucked it across my chest under my breast.
Somehow that disturbed you enough that you shifted your arm so your hand ended up cupping my breast; not just cupping it but with your fingers placed such that my nipple rose up between two of them.
In repositioning yourself like that, you shuffled about on Greg enough that the hand he previously had on your bum, dropped down to his side - coming to rest on my mons. Yes, I know that when you saw it in the morning, it was on the top of my thigh; but that's not where it started out. To compound matters, the turn of the wrist coincided with the peak of the mons so that, even though his fingers were pointing upward (and the hand relaxed, as you so eloquently noted) the hand bent around down between my legs into my crutch - putting enough weight on the area to have quite an effect on me. Of course, as I became aroused and my clit engorged it just increased the arousing effect of his hand even more.
If you might have wondered why I was so tired the next morning it was because for a couple of hours I just lay there trying to get to sleep with this massive needy lady-boner feeling between my legs. Maybe I could have shifted both your hands a bit, but I was scared of waking you up and in any case was enjoying it enough that I really did just want to fall asleep like that.
But I couldn't.
So eventually I slipped my fingers around Greg's hand and pleasured myself by stimulating my clit between my fingers and the weight of Greg's hand resting above it.
And just to show you how soundly you sleep, I helped myself along by covering your hand on my breast with mine and moving it up and down for some nipple pleasure.
I couldn't help but curl my hips up as I came; which is what moved Greg's hand over to the top of my thigh.
Mind you, I forgotten until I was writing this that you came too that morning, so hey, that makes two of us in the three way. It just seems to be Greg who's oblivious to what's going on with the women in his life.
Seriously, if you want to try a three way for real, I'm up for it. My only rule is it mustn't affect our friendships; so you and Greg set the rules and make sure you're comfortable with them. No regrets!
And as for you and Greg getting your rocks off watching me have sex with Wayne on the morning after Zoe's party; hey, if you want I'll send you a video - as long of course as you reciprocate with one of your own.
I cried again when I read about our tearful farewell. I've never done that before; in fact I don't think I've cried like that since the time of my parent's divorce all those years ago.
Greg has been such a good friend for so long; and you coming into my life just sort of completed the circle. I just had this enormous sense of loss; a fear that it was all coming to an end so soon. As you noted in your book, that's how country towns work. The kids go away to Uni and one year they just stop coming back. I know we can keep up on social media and even make the effort to visit each other, but it's not the same as being able to catch up over coffee with you every day.
And I want you to know that in a way you helped me make my relationship with Greg more complete; even stronger. After all had it not being for you coming into our lives I doubt I would have got to dance naked with him, let alone use (or is that misuse) his body parts to give myself a couple of orgasms. I'm not telling you any secrets when I say there's always been a strong degree of unresolved (and unresolvable) sexual tension between us. Now it's even stronger. His relationship with you sort of took away the last barrier in our friendship; the fear it might get too serious.
You asked how my relationship with Wayne is going. Well it is still going. I like him, I enjoy his company and we have great sex.
What worries me is this. I can write perfectly comfortably that I really truly love both you and Greg. You know I speak directly and I can rely on you not to misunderstand what I mean by that. Maybe apart from my mum, you're the only people I've ever been able to say that about.
I'm not yet sure I can use that word about Wayne and even less sure I'll ever be able to. I know the defensive barriers are up. Wayne comes from a broken home too so is more tolerant of the barriers but still there are times I find myself longing for the simple unthreatening affairs I had with my cave man style (as you rather directly put it); those with beefy bodies, small brains and simple penis focused needs.
We really should all try and get together over Easter
Love
Kate
Afterword
I had a lot of requests to write a threesome with Karen, Greg and Kate. Obviously it's not entirely in character for these characters, but I have done so.
It will be published in the next few days in the Group Sex category, so look for it there. To make it easier to find, I'll retain the "First Summer" series moniker.
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FOREWORD
These stories are based in Australia and written in the idiom the characters would use.
Some issues in language variations I anticipated and built translations into my narrative. Generally, the intended meaning will be clear from the context if you don't cling too tightly to your usual usage.
Crutch/ Crotch has been a subject of much comment. Australians more commonly use 'crutch' and that meaning of the word is supported by the Macquarie Dictionary.
And 'fanny' has a different usage in Australia; which I'm sure you'll work out from the context.
A number of readers of my First Summer series wanted them to have the threesome Karen's been dreaming of. It's not entirely in the character so it's taken Karen a while to work up to it, but here it is.
I've referenced a few earlier chapters, but this story is self-contained.
I think the introduction has its own share of titillation, but if you don't like long explainers and backstories, and you're just in a hurry to get down to the full on sex, it starts about a third of the way through.
As regular readers of these stories will know, the characters are about 21 years old.
*
When Kate's note on her reaction to my book of stories about the summer holidays arrived I shot her back an email thanking her for trusting me by being so open with me.
But of course there'd been another sentence in her letter that had sparked an interest in me. So at the end of my email I'd added....
"Have you ever done a threesome in the past?
Love Karen"
The same day Kate had come back....
"On the threesome, in any proper sense (so other than those I talked about in my letter), nope.
Not interested normally.
I want a guy to be focused on me alone so not interested in joining another girl.
If I thought two guys would just worship me and pleasure me, then two together might be fun. But I doubt that's how it works. I think it's more like a team bonding thing for guys -- with the girl just an object the guys use, bond and high five over.
I saw what happened to Zoe and I'm not the slightest bit interested in that.
Why? Are you thinking about it?
Have you discussed it with Greg?
Remember nothing you might regret
Love Kate"
I knew I should leave the topic at that, but I couldn't. As soon as I saw her note I responded....
"Maybe
No, not yet.
Why might one with Greg and me be different?
Love Karen"
I hovered constantly over my email computer waiting for her reply. It didn't come in until the next morning
"Maybe you should raise it with Greg before going too far; he might just have a say in the matter!!!.
You are a deep and mysterious one aren't you? Who would have thought it of quiet conservative Karen?
The difference is the people involved. It's not just about the sex; it's about human interaction and being a little bit naughty in the process. After all when you're as close to each other as you, Greg and I are there's a natural sexual curiosity; even just a desire to be physically close.
I loved dancing naked with Greg not because it was a substitute for having sex with him but because of the intensity of the human experience and frankly it was the same when I hugged you and gave you a goodnight kiss. It doesn't mean I want to rub my clit against yours, just that such intimate contact is something special; something our bound up society normally denies us.
Maybe it's the unresolved sexual tension too; but it's a lot more than that.
Still all that is easy for me to say -- while I have two very valued friendships at stake I'm not going to be lying there wondering what this girl's doing to my boyfriend, so I'm definitely not trying to talk you into it -- just answering your questions.
But I do greatly value the friendships, so I have to stress, nothing that would affect that in any way
Love Kate"
Greg had also got to read the book.
Since he'd been there the book didn't contain too many surprises for him, even if he was a bit surprised by the detail I gone in to. He did wonder whether I really intended to try and publish it, but in a way I'd already anticipated Kate's comment about my parents recognising who the author was and that might be just a tad too much information for parents to know about their daughter.
It really was only ever intended as a diary; probably something even Kate and Greg shouldn't have got to read.
He expressed surprise that I'd described the attractiveness of women in such detail; especially Kate and Jill. He even teased me that maybe I had slightly bi inclinations. But as I explained to him, if you're writing for a male audience, you have to realise they're visual and you need to paint a picture they find compelling.
Anyhow I was able to challenge him as to whether he thought I'd exaggerated Kate's beauty (a trap for him if ever there was one; although one he handled well enough by telling me that while Kate was beautiful in a classical or male fantasy sort of way, my beauty to much more to his taste).
The only bit he'd really not known about was my continuing fascination with a threesome. In a way one of my motivations for giving him the book to read was the possibility he might have wanted to talk about it but it was something he ignored. That's probably because in writing about it I'd always dismissed it as a mere fantasy; never to be acted on.
Still after the multiple orgasms I'd had in the car on the morning of Zoe's party just contemplating the situation we were in you think he might have said something.
After Kate's letter had come in and my email exchanges with her I let him read the letter too; without adding the emails.
The sentence that caught Greg's attention was different from the one I'd really wanted to discuss with him.
For Greg the key sentence was Kate's revelation of why she had given him a bad time on their date night all those years ago. The expression "panic" was catheteric to him. Greg's not one to hold grudges but there had been a stone in the shoe of his friendship with Kate all these years; how she could have done that to a friend like him.
Going home after the ball that night Greg had tried to express his disappointment with Kate spending the whole night engrossed in conversation with the boyfriend of another friend of Greg's, but Kate had brushed the issue off. He was told she had just found him fascinating. Since Greg had always found this guy a boor and not a very attractive one at that, it didn't make sense to him.
So he'd buried the issue and just gone back to being friends with Kate; their friendship over time going from strength to strength. But still, that night had always rankled with him. He'd come to understand Kate's difficulties with relationships, but that approach to brushing him off was imponderable to him.
The word panic had explained it all. It said to him that Kate had valued their friendship enough even at that tender age to be concerned about compromising it. Greg could understand how a sense of panic could produce unintended hurt.
I'd always been just a little bit worried about digging too deeply into that night. As I'd said before, originally my greatest fear was that whatever happened was just a misunderstanding and the thing that had kept Greg and Kate apart as lovers would suddenly be brushed aside and I'd actually be in competition with her. As my relationship with Greg grew, that worry disappeared. I knew Greg was mine regardless of what was discovered about the history of that night.
Kate's letter produced the best of all outcomes; for me and Greg at least. Greg could understand her actions while even Kate was self-aware enough that she had recognised the danger of a deeper relationship with Greg and had reaffirmed by her own words Greg's concern about getting mixed up in her love life. For Kate it was a little sadder because it was a confirmation of the difficult road she had ahead of her in finding the love life she both craved and was scared of.
Still, there were a couple of other sentences in the letter that were important to a discussion I wanted to have with Greg and if I didn't take my chance now while the letter was in front of him, that chance might slip.
"How would you have reacted to Kate's friends with benefits offer if she'd made it?"
Greg's not stupid. He knows when I'm asking a loaded question. He may not have known where the question was going or even what the safe answer was, but he probably sensed it was better to answer it properly instead of just fobbing me off.
"That might have depended on how she asked it. You heard how I responded when she said I could have had her body if I wanted it."
"That you wouldn't have risked the friendship just to have sex with her... but wasn't that because you wouldn't have known whether you could keep the emotional side out of it? What if he'd said 'Greg you're a great friend and I hear you might not be very experienced with girls. Would you let me give you an introduction to how it's done and how to make a girl happy, just as a favour to you as my friend?'"
"Hey, I'm just a poor innocent sex focused guy. If she'd put it like that I'd almost certainly had gone along with it."
"Did you find it sexually frustrating being so close to such a gorgeous semi naked girl all the time and not feeling you could be physical with her?"
"Of course I did. I was still a virgin so I didn't have any other female outlet for my frustration"
"Did you think of Kate when you were wanking?"
"This is getting really awkward. I think I've just been backed into a corner where not only do I have to admit that I wanked myself before I met you but that I used another girl who's now each of our best friend as inspiration. But since you asked -- yes - in my mind I've made love to Kate more often than I could count. Why are you asking me this?"
"Since girls assume all guys wank when they're not getting sex that's no admission at all. Did you just think about her body or did you actually imagine having sex with her?"
Greg was starting to blush. "I got the best results when I thought about having sex with her."
"Did you enjoy dancing naked with her at Zoe's party?"
"Of course I did. That's not something you get to do with a girl who's not your girlfriend every day."
"More so with Kate than the other girls?"
"This seems like a really dangerous conversation for me to be in. After reading your book I should try and freak you out by saying it was actually Jill I really enjoyed dancing with. But to be honest it was special being so up close and personal with a friend like Kate and even being allowed to be aroused by it."
"Did you ever get aroused just being near Kate when you were at the beach?"
"I'm starting to feel like I'm a spy under interrogation. You're not going to tie me down and start beating me up like a scene out of James Bond are you? As you know, that's the trouble with being a guy. Sure, my penis wanted to react to her, but my brain kept saying everyone's going to laugh at you if you get a boner. That tends to be a bit inhibiting, although I could never entirely stop it. Why are you asking me this?"
"If I tie you down I won't be beating you up; I can think of much better things to do with you than that." I knew his question offered me my best chance of raising the topic I really wanted to talk to him about. I paused a moment before finishing; building courage ...
"I was wondering what you'd think about having a threesome with her"
For a minute I think Greg was stunned into silence.
He started speaking carefully and hesitantly.
"Do you want me to answer the question properly or are you just joking?"
"Yes I want a considered answer."
He hesitated again
"I'd noticed your fascination with that in the book; it was really hot to read. I think I have to start by saying I love our sex life, I don't fantasise about having sex with any other girls and you're the only one who really turns me on.
I once told you I couldn't imagine ever having a threesome because I'd be frightened I'd get wrong the responsibility of making them both feel involved and special and in any case I couldn't imagine a pair of girls just getting off over my body.
Now I have you, I'd add to that a mortifying fear that, even though you said you wanted it, you'd be angry and hurt with me later.
That said, given our mutual friendships, if there was any girl who I might be able to see a threesome working with, I suppose it's Kate.
So if you really, really wanted to, I'd be willing, but you need to be absolutely sure it's what you want for you. Don't do it for any other reason; least of all because you think you're doing a favour for Kate or me; I've certainly never fantasied about such a thing. And you would have to be in control. You have to set the rules and you have to tell me what to do as we go along.
But don't rush an answer to whether you want it. Think about it. You have to reassure me it's what you want, that you won't feel bad afterwards and it won't affect your comfort with either of our friendships with Kate. Even then there's a chance that in worrying about things having a negative outcome I'd be left in a state where I couldn't perform."
I love Greg for the fact that he could talk to me so openly; that he'd dealt with a really sensitive topic without fobbing me off and left me feeling I really knew where he stood on the question. I leaned in towards him, whispered to him that I loved him for being so open and understanding with me and gave him a deep kiss.
But he was right. This was a serious decision. I knew the safe approach was just to set aside my whole obsession with it and forget it. After all both Kate and Greg had left that path open to me; had almost encouraged that outcome.
I tried. I almost put it out of my mind; almost forgot the whole thing. Of course 'almost' where thoughts are concerned is not always enough. Sometimes when making love with Greg the mental picture would pop into my head; sometimes more randomly -- even in the middle of a lecture.
The deciding event was another orgasmic dream. I don't know why I'm vulnerable to them. As far as I know most girls never have one. Since the end of the holidays and the reduction in our sex life I'd had one based on a dream about more conventional sex after circumstances had left Greg and me sexless for a few days.
This one was different. Greg was in the bed with me in my family house; we'd snuck a quiet quickie before going to sleep so I wasn't entirely deprived.
The dream started out conventionally as I'm making out with Greg. Then without explanation the perspective changed. I dreamt I was standing off the bed at Greg's feet watching him thrusting away at a girl he was on top of, fascinated by being able to watch his fantastic arse in action like that. Between his widely spread legs I could see his balls and the base of his shaft thrusting in and out of the girl's vagina; long thrusts that nearly pulled all the way out of her and gave me a momentary view of her open tunnel. Her hands were around his back, stroking up and down.
I looked up at their heads and Kate beamed a smile back at me, pleasure written all over her face. Her looked changed; the smile suddenly replaced by a look of intense concentration before her eyes closed and she broke into this most beautiful O face as the sexy ohh's that I knew accompanied her orgasms rang through my ears. Greg's thrusting intensified. My dream wasn't conveying any sounds he was making but his actions indicated his own climax was near.
Suddenly I knew it had arrived; fast regular thrusts being replaced by massive spaced pounding movements. I looked down between his legs and cum was squirting out of Kate's body with every thrust by Greg; impossibly massive flooding quantities of cum being shot out like you'd expect from a high pressure hydraulic piston that suddenly broke a seal.
Next moment I'm awake, gasping out the contractions of a prolonged pleasurable orgasm.
I'd woken Greg too. He whispered --
"You didn't just have another wet dream did you?"
I couldn't answer for a minute as I recovered my composure.
"Yes."
"What were you dreaming about this time?"
"Same as last time."
He didn't know about the one I'd had when he wasn't there. All he knew about was the one during our holidays; the one the book had told him was a dream about a threesome with Kate.
He sniggered.
"You have got it bad haven't you?"
I rolled towards him and embraced him.
"What I've got bad is a need for you."
Since he was already displaying a night erection, that was all the foreplay we needed for another quickie; which at least put him back to sleep without too many more questions. I just hoped my family didn't hear me.
But he was right. I did have it bad.
Increasingly I stared asking myself the questions both Kate and Greg had raised. Did I really want this? How would I feel afterwards? Would I have any more reservations about the interaction of Greg and Kate as friends than I had now? Did I really want to see Greg making out with Kate? What made it such a sexual turn on for me?
In a different category were questions like, how would it work? How do you actually do a threesome; especially since seeing Greg penetrate Kate seemed to be such an important part of it for me?
I played with the first group of questions in my head as much as I could; imagining what it would be like afterwards. After the morning of Zoe's party I'd told myself I didn't want to share Greg; I wanted him all to myself. If that was true, how could I even contemplate a threesome?
Trouble is, I wasn't sure it was true. I'm not sure I believed it then and was even less sure now. Don't get me wrong, on a romantic love basis I wanted Greg to be interested in just me. I think that's always a girl's greatest concern; that as a woman a man's relationship focus is on her and her alone; that another woman's not going to steal him away. And even having acknowledged that, he certainly wasn't able to just go out and fool around. I couldn't contemplate an open relationship or Greg being unfaithful.
But at Zoe's party I had actually enjoyed watching him dance naked in Kate's arms even though I knew where their bodies joined his boner was pressing into her stomach and very likely weeping pre-cum over her and her raised nipples were jiggling about on his chest with the movement of the dance. Yes, it was a sexual turn on for me, but it was deeper than that. There was a pride in my relationship with him; it was my man dancing with this stunning beauty, entertaining her with his company and yet it was me he wanted to come back to. To that extent I actually felt comfortable sharing him.
Only Jill had been a threat because -- frankly -- she seemed too close to me in her appearance and some aspects of her personality; her sexual promiscuity notwithstanding. Jill threatened the very source of my comfort with other girls by seeming to be a potential substitute for me.
I liked the way Kate had described Greg and myself as both being "pristine" when we met; by which she meant we were both virgins. I was fairly sure Greg and I were going to be spending our lives together, so by the act I was contemplating I was changing Greg from being a man who had only ever known me as a lover to one who'd had at least one other sexual encounter. He'd no longer be pristine from my point of view. Was that good, bad or irrelevant?
Certainly the fact we'd not had to worry about STI's had been a boon. But actually I think the thought of Greg spending his whole life with me never having known another lover was actually more a negative than a positive. I wasn't entirely sure that was natural for a guy and I think I preferred that be something that be got out of the way now under my supervision rather than come back to haunt me later.



Nor was the emotional connection between each of Kate, Greg and myself a threat. Kate was another girl Greg loved, even if -- being a guy - he had never used the word. She certainly had expressed it towards him quite openly. It was a love that had existed for nearly a decade, so I was in a way already sharing him with another woman. But it was a love between friends with each of them having drawn a thick black line being a boundary across which their emotional attachment could not cross. Since I had been admitted into that circle of love after meeting Greg I'd come to know the pleasure of giving and receiving that sort of love too.
It was a type of love I didn't really know existed; couldn't even have imagined until I'd come to know it with Kate.
As I test I tried to deal with the issue that, if presently Greg had reason to visit Canberra without me, I'd be completely relaxed about him staying at Kate's place. Would that change? I played with that question again and again in my head; picturing her greeting him with her usual hug and kiss, mentally rehearsing all the intimacies that staying with someone of the opposite sex even in innocent circumstances can involve. I didn't think so.
There just seemed to be something natural about it all and even though it had to be a one off and clearly couldn't result in existing sexual limitations between Kate and Greg -- such as they were - being eroded, I just trusted them and couldn't picture that changing if the rules were clear enough.
Yes, my original dream had created a sort of annoyance at Greg (for something he had done in my dream no less) but our relationship -- or really my confidence within it - had strengthened since then as had my closeness to Kate. I couldn't find any residue of the insecurity that generated that annoyance still in me.
As to how you do it, that at least was something you could google; although the range of answers tends to leave you bewildered. More usefully I remembered that Cleo had done something on it a few years ago and searched through the back issues I had stored away until I found it.
But really the main point seemed to be that someone had to be in control; effectively instructing the other players. In a way both Greg and Kate had intuitively known that, even if they hadn't used those exact words. It was also clear that person had to be me. No one else would make Greg or Kate comfortable about the situation.
Mind you Cleo did also suggest a mere acquaintance was better than a stranger or a close friend. Once again I had to wonder if I was doing the right thing, but how could they understand the complexity of our mutual friendship and the history of our relationships.
Easter was coming, Kate's relationship with Wayne was long over and she and I were planning for her to stay at my house at a time the rest of my family would be away. It seemed like a time to make it happen.
I sat down and started to write out the rules I thought should apply.
•Clearly Greg had to wear a condom when he penetrated her
•I wasn't comfortable with Greg giving her oral. That seemed to be too intimate and too difficult to have a barrier in place for.
•If she wanted she could give him oral; but that was up to her.
•Greg and I don't do anal of any kind and I didn't want to go down that path
•Rightly or wrongly, I was comfortable about intimate kissing; sexual health issues notwithstanding. After all, her greeting kisses with Greg were already fairly intimate
•I'd feel comfortable sexually touching her anywhere and being touched by her, but not giving her oral or with any genital to genital contact. If she wanted to give me oral that again would be up to her but not expected
•If she was coming for a couple of days I think it was something we needed to get out of the way on the first day and then go back to a more normal relationship for the rest of the time. Once we got up the next morning it was over.
I stared at them and wondered if I'd covered everything and drawn the right lines. I knew that in theory the kissing exposed us to cold sores, hepatitis and glandular fever and yet it just seemed integral to any passion. After all I'd kissed a number of guys in my life without even thinking about it. You could say that just was part of the risk of being young these days and yet cold sores were permanent afflictions and hepatitis was no trivial matter. Plus I suspected there was some risk of some things like chlamydia being communicated back to Greg if she gave him oral but wasn't sure
I sent them to Kate with my concerns, asking for her comments. Her answer was classical direct Kate
"So you're still thinking of going ahead with it are you?
When you're dealing with a slut like me you can't be too careful about health issues. But I do have some good news for you. Because of my slutty behaviour I've always been really careful. Condoms for everything; including oral. Thank goodness for flavoured condoms!
The guys hated it -- especially for oral - it but if they wanted me that's the price they paid. Mind you I was never that keen on giving oral so it was always going to be their problem if they objected. I don't think there's anything I can pass back to Greg by giving him oral and might exempt him from the rule for oral if that's OK with you since I know his and your history, but still think a condom's wise for anything more intimate.
I've always been sensitive to any suspect symptoms and had them checked out -- nothing so far.
Never had any symptoms of herpes cold sores. I don't think hep is easily passed by kissing. Still, because of a few overseas trips I'm as inoculated for hep as you can be; although some types they don't have an inoculation for.
Wayne was my steady partner for most of the time since February and I'm embarrassed to say it's been a drought since I broke up with him. Doing med just hasn't left time for me to go out and get myself laid, plus I've been feeling too sorry for myself to want to do so.
On the glandular fever side all I can say is nothing so far and no opportunities since I broke up with Wayne to get it
As for the rules -- quite happy with them; I might even be looking forward to feeling you up a bit!
Never done anal and no desire to. I never really understood some guys' obsession with it; nature provided a perfectly good orifice for that sort of stuff. Always thought those wanting it might even be closet gays, but maybe just showing my narrow mindedness. Either way it just showed they'd been watching too much porn and they were quickly shown the door if they didn't drop the idea quick smart.
Don't forget nothing that will have any impact on our friendships. And you're in charge.
Can't wait to see you both at Easter whatever the outcome
Love Kate"
I showed them to Greg and he indicated he was willing to go along as long as I was entirely happy and kept things under a control I was relaxed about. He stressed that at the first sign I was becoming uncomfortable the whole thing should be brought to an end.
And so before I knew it all the arrangements for what was probably the most outrageous thing I would do in my whole life started to fall into place.
Easter couldn't come quickly enough for me; praying for good weather and the pool solar heating being able to keep the pool at a nice temperature for that time.
The night before Kate arrived I seduced Greg for a quickie; just to help him last as long as possible for our games.
Then once my family had left in the morning, we thought we'd better do some tidying up before Kate arrived; although I also made sure the spa heater was on and set for a moderate temperature.
Greg had sort of taken on the role of keeping the pool and its surrounds clean as something he did to thank my parents for being allowed to stay so often. Since the pool area was overshadowed by trees which not only dropped leaves everywhere, but also caused mould to grow on some of the deck area which needed to be pressure cleaned off, it was no small job. Just as a matter of habit it was something he tended to undress down to a pair of speedos to do.
Many a day I'd sat on the sun lounge watching him go about this task, having my own pool boy fantasy but prevented from acting on them by other members of my family being around the house.
On this particular morning he'd donned the pair of swimmers I'd given him with the lining cut out; probably because his girlfriend was in the habit of restacking his underwear draw so they were the ones on top. By this stage Greg understood me well enough to just go along with these not so subtle hints to satisfy my peculiarities.
As I did the washing up in the kitchen sink I'd been lusting after him, stopping my work and just growing more and more aroused as I watched out of the window; but there wasn't time to follow up.
Mind you, he'd had his own bit of a thrill too.
My choice of clothing for the day had been a nice Roxy beach halter dress. It was one of Greg's favourites; probably because the top part of it was nothing more than a couple of small triangles that sat over the breasts showing a lot of cleavage and breast flesh and were held up by plaited neck ties, while the rest of the dress had a loose fitted shape ending with a lower hem that was only a barely modest distance below my crutch.
The day was warm enough, the work dirty enough and the dress easy enough to hole if you snagged it that I'd slipped it off and had been going about my chores just in my G string. Actually it wasn't unusual for me to partially undress while I did house work, although when my family was about I usually changed into a bikini for the purpose. This morning with no-one else home I'd just got lazy about it.
Anyway, I'd been vacuuming with my MP3 player going and earphones on when I'd bent down to crawl under a chair to fish something out from under it. As I wormed my way back out I caught sight of a familiar pair of feet loitering in the doorway.
Sure enough I look up and there's Greg resting against the door jamb, arms folded and ¾ of a boner showing in his swimmers.
"How long have you been there?"
"About 10 minutes. By the way, nice dancing."
I blushed. I'd been dancing to the music as I'd been vacuuming, actually enjoying the feel of my breasts free and swaying to the rhythm of the music as I did so. That combined with the arse view he'd got as I bent down to crawl under the chair would certainly explain the boner.
"I suppose that's some sort of male fantasy; a housemaid prancing around in a G string?"
"Not really; most girls don't look as good as you in one."
"How many have you seen in a G string?"
"Quite a few at the beach."
"What makes some better than others?"
"I donno; they've got to have really good skin and an arse where their bum cheeks are more long and slim than short and wide"
"You mean not fat?"
"No; within reason it's not a difference between skinny and fat. It's actually a question of its shape; even skinny girl can have the wrong shape and fatter girls a good one; although orange peel's never nice."
I've always found Greg's razor honed comments about the female body fascinating; even if I do think he must have spent too much time studying them. They're never bitchy or intended to be offensive, just matter of fact and usually hit the spot in describing something you've not quite been able to put your finger on.
Truth is I'd very rarely found g stings attractive on girls when I'd seen them at the beach -- which in Australia isn't the norm. For that reason they weren't what I usually went for as undies unless I had clothing that demanded them or -- with the single example of today, I knew I was in completion with someone who would almost certainly be wearing one and from the glimpses I got, would look great in them.
Still I was quite chuffed he'd said I looked good in them. I don't know why I felt compelled to ask the next question.
"Does Kate look good in a G string?"
"I think it' time to change the topic, but yes"
"Good. Aren't you meant to be cleaning the pool? Are you finished?"
"Yes then no. I just came in for a drink."
I put on my imitation firm voice;
"Well I think you'd better get out there and finish your job and leave me to my vacuuming."
"And dancing?"
"If I want."
"Damm."
And with that he left me to my work; although truth be known I quite liked the idea of him surreptitiously admiring me like that.
Kate arrived an hour before we expected her, so as we heard her car pull into the drive we were still chooking about cleaning the house in our partially naked states. Because it was handy I had time to slip my dress back on, but Greg was caught in his speedos.
As I watched her get out of her car dressed in a tiny blue mini dress I felt a real joy to see her in person again. I had been missing my friendship with her.
Like a pair of school girls, we ran squealing towards each other and threw ourselves into a hug; one which was instinctively more a prolonged full body embrace than the sort of cursory hug you normally give friends. When she'd finished with me she moved onto Greg, giving him a hug and a kiss on the cheek; the hug being long enough and intimate enough that, given his state of undress, it could be seen to have a pronounced physical effect on him.
It was a long drive she'd just had. After showing Kate to her room and putting her bag there we led her out to the pool area for a late brunch. I'd already set out three closely spaced sun lounges there for this purpose; Greg lying back on the centre one while Kate and I sat facing inwards on the two outside ones so we could all be part of the conversation.
For an hour we enjoyed our refreshments and had a good catch up chat about what had been happening in our lives as the three of us sat side by side. We got the full story about her short relationship with Wayne and the way in the end Kate just hadn't felt comfortable letting it go further.
None of us had talked about how this would start. It's quite possible both Greg and Kate thought it might be an evening activity. I had other ideas
When the conversation at last faltered, I leaned over to Greg, wrapped my hand around his package and spoke into his ear just loudly enough for Kate to hear.
"Start feeling up Kate."; looking up and giving Kate a wink as I finished
One part of Greg reacted immediately. I had noticed it had been a little bit firmer than completely flaccid almost from the moment Kate had arrived. Under my palm his shaft instantly started to expand, quickly growing itself out to its full length, stretching the material of his swimmers as it appeared from under my palm; the unlined material showing every detail of its shape.
His other reaction was less certain. He hesitated a minute and then looked towards me as he lifted the arm closest to Kate over and he placed his hand on Kate's upper thigh, just a little under where the hem of her dress sat. I could see he was nervous about how to handle this, so I kissed him and told him to turn around and kiss Kate too.
Kate had realised the game had started, so as Greg turned towards her, she bent in and met his face with hers, bringing her further hand over to wrap around that portion of his shaft that stood proud of my hand while using her other hand to cup the side of his head. When their lips first met, they played with each other; multiple lips kisses, even a bit of lip biting. Then their tongues were visible, tasting the other, flicking between the other's lips. Finally their faces joined and they engaged in a lengthy French kiss, as Kate eased his head back onto the lounge.
So now Greg was lying back on the lounge, a girl leaning over from either side of him, taking turns whereby one penetrated his mouth with their tongue while the other nuzzled and kissed the side of his face, while together their hands encased the full length of his extraordinarily hard shaft; a shaft that had started to pulse with excitement.
Kate and I started to pleasure his shaft in time, our two hands acting as a single tube as we moved gently up and down his erection still encased in his swimmers.
As Kate had moved herself towards him, Greg's hand had slid naturally deeper under her dress coming up against her crutch. I watched as his fingers curled inwards, and started to glide softly around the outside of her crutch, playing with her. At the same time his other hand moved into my crutch, doing the same thing.
By now Kate and I were mirroring each other; our shoulders touching one either side of Greg, a knee up on his lounge and our other foot on the ground, one hand around his shaft and our other supporting ourselves as we kissed him and fondled his neck, smothering his head in the process. Unable to do anything other than duplicate the movements of his hands, he fondled our crutches, firstly outside our undies but then moving his hand down the front of them and alternately playing with our clits or exploring our tunnels. I don't know about Kate but my crutch was already completely responsive to his touch; wet, engorged and open.
As needy and randy as I was feeling, I didn't want things to move along too quickly. This is something I wanted to savour.
It was uncomfortable positioned as we were. As much as I might have liked to continue by the pool, I decided a large bed would be a better venue. Keeping hold of Greg's shaft, I stood up, using my other hand to remove his hand from my crutch and start to pull him into an upright position. Kate sensed what was happening and duplicated my action.
And so Greg ended up being led into the bedroom by two girls each with a hand wrapped around his penis.
When we got there I released my grip on Greg and told him to take Kate's dress off.
As Greg lifted Kate's dress over her head my first reaction was 'OMG, I'm out of my league here'. To steal one of Greg's sayings, Kate looked cock burstingly stunning in her undies. OK, her body was a pretty good starting point, but what the undies did with her body took it to a whole different level.
Top and bottom were matched in a hot pink colour and made of body contoured silk or satin without any lace. The bottom was a g string nicely proportioned to her body. But it was the bra and its contents that took your breath away.
What had merely been suggested under her dress was now revealed as fact. Somehow with a minimal amount of material they'd managed to construct a bra that not only supported her ample breasts, but cocked them out perpendicular to her body and made them look even more enormous in the process. To cap it all, the top surface of the bra was heavily cut away so that you could almost see her nipples just starting to emerge over the top.
They might not have been very comfortable for all day wear, but I found myself adding something similar to my future purchase list; even if I was never going to be able to fill them out as well. There flashed into my brain that old saying; "never bring a knife to a gun fight". This wasn't a fight, but I certainly felt outgunned.
Unwilling to leave her advantaged like that and to start really breaking down the barriers I told Greg to slowly, sensuously finish undressing her; pleasuring her as he did. He complied. After he first held a hand under her right breast and kissed the top surfaces of both of them, they embraced each other in a full body contact hug and French kissed. With his arms and around her, Greg's hands fiddled with the back clasp to undo her bra, then after sliding it off her he bent down and kissed all around her breasts while a hand slid between her legs; feeling up her crutch.
At first Greg circled her nipples with his lips, not making immediate contact with them; but after teasing her for a little, he planted a kiss directly on one, then took it between his lips and played his tongue over it. Kate had her hands on his head and as the first wave of pleasure from him teasing up her nipples washed over her, she looked upwards and let out a gentle moan.



Encouraged, he pushed his fingers down the waist band of her panties and from around the side of his body I watched as they explored her crutch, first obviously touching up her labia before playing against her clit and then I could see at least one finger penetrate into her body.
All this time I had been bent down against his back, kissing everywhere from his shoulder blades to the cheeks of his butt while an arm circled his body from each side and my hands circled his shaft.
Having teased her up and given her an initial taste of pleasure, Greg completed her undressing by using the hand in her panties to pull it down her legs and as she lifted each foot to his signal, entirely off her body; giving her a final little kiss on her mons as he completed the job.
Kate now stood naked.
I whispered in Greg's ear it was my turn, so he turned around and repeated the sequence on me; spending longer kissing me and holding me more tightly than Kate, but being able to skip the removal of the bra since I wasn't wearing one.
I did however notice Greg was consistently using a different hand for each of our crutches.
Kate mustn't have noticed I'd been feeling Greg up while he'd undressed her because, while she duplicated my other movements when the positions were reversed, his shaft was pushed firmly against my stomach as we embraced.
When I too was naked I told Greg, in a voice loud enough for Kate to hear, that she was now going to undress him; so as Greg and I continued to kiss and peck at each other's faces, Kate knelt down between his legs.
While still nuzzling Greg's face I made a point of giving myself a view as Kate's fingers slid down between Greg's swimmer encased erection and his stomach, looking to work their way under the waist band and find the draw string holding it tight. Succeeding, she lifted the waist band up over the top of his shaft and exposed him; giving the knob a kiss.
Then she kissed down the length of his shaft as her hands reached down to drop his swimmers off his feet. With all the time they'd spent at the beach together it occurred to me she had probably been wanting to do that for many years.
As she stood back up I smiled at Kate and asked her --
"Will we throw him on the bed and take him?"
And so Greg was pushed onto the bed and two women leapt onto him.
I'm not going to pretend I'm an imaginative lover at the best of times. I just tend to do what comes impulsively or down the path Greg leads me; depending on who's taking the lead. Touch, strip, pash and fuck - or sometimes pash then strip if my swimwear fetish is running rampant - tend to be the inevitable course.
I wanted to draw out this whole experience, so I suppose you'd call what we did next some prolonged heavy three way pashing; three way only in the sense we both took turns kissing Greg as we lay on him -- each of us half on one side of him and half on the bed, straddling his thigh and in my case -- and probably Kate's -- my clit rubbing against it.
Of course hands and arms were everywhere and there were certainly times the back of my hand brushed against Kate's nipples and eventually passed along the fold of her crutch; as did hers while we both took turns at playing with Greg's erection.
Gradually I became less inhibited about touching Kate until we were each playfully if intimately stimulating the other along with Greg.
I was just becoming more and more aroused. If I didn't move things along soon I was going to end up climaxing against Greg's thigh or Kate's hand.
And so --
"Now master Greg for the finale; you're not to come until Kate's had her turn too."
Then I mounted him cowgirl style; Kate making just enough room for the leg on her side to slip between Greg's and her body while still bringing her crutch back onto his thigh and her head over his chest.
In a fairly conventional way, as Kate nuzzled his chest and the side of his face, and Greg played with my nipples with his hands, I found my orgasm; at least conventional if you could call tweaking Kate's nipples as I bounced up and down on Greg conventional. A pretty good one it was too; not the best I've ever had, but well up there.
Then it was Kate's turn; starting as she sheathed his boner -- now slimy with my juices - in a condom.
She too mounted him cowgirl style, going at it more vigorously than I had; her breasts breaking into the bounce that was familiar to us after watching her go at it with Wayne the morning of Zoe's party. Greg might as well have been in heaven; immediately attracted by her breasts, he steadied one with his hand, held it to his lips and licked the nipple for a while before taking it further into his mouth. His other hand was already engaged on me, so the second breast continued its potentially injury inducing bounce.
All the while her face displayed this sense of beautiful calm and she emitted this delightful cooing "ohhing" sound that we already knew typified Kate's love making
Me? I lay at an angle to Greg. I nuzzled his face and played with his hair while I watched proceedings. After all this is what my whole fantasy had been about; watching Greg penetrate another woman.
Once we'd settled into our positions, Greg had threaded one hand down my body and between my legs. His fingers were now covered in my juices as he alternatively played with my clit or gave me multiple finger penetrations, pulling out new floods of wetness.
I'd had two night orgasms just dreaming about this stuff, so watching Greg's shaft thrusting in and out of Kate was acting as an enormously powerful adjunct to the effect of Greg's fingers. I was already breathing heavily; barely able to concentrate on a task as simple as nuzzling his face.
I didn't find it challenging or feel any jealously. There was something enormously -- what's the word -- binding about it as we shared this with a special friend like Kate. But above all it was hot. Whatever Greg's fingers were doing to me, watching was doing just as much. I knew this was going to finish in a second orgasm.
How long does a good orgasm last? Time wise, probably not as long as you think. I timed imitation ones afterwards and figured an OK one lasts less than 5 seconds, a good one would have trouble making 10. Maybe one or two I've had might have gone a little beyond that. And maybe there might be a few after shudders of pleasure which can seem to extend the time, but in terms of the scream inducing initial waves, that's about all. Yes, if you can manage multiple orgasms -- and I have on a number of occasions -- you can go on for longer; but I'm talking here about a single event.
Which is a long way of introducing the spectacular orgasm which broke upon Kate.
At first her cooing oohs morphed into a beautiful 'O' face; much as you'd expect from Kate. Then suddenly she was overwhelmed by pleasure. As her orgasm started up she collapsed her hips fully down on Greg and broke out into a stream of sound that was a cross between someone hyperventilating and a machine gun like series of short sharp ooh's, occasionally turning into aah's. She seemed beside herself; unable to work out what to do with her hands; alternating between brushing them across her breasts, touching her clit and putting them back on Greg. All the while she bounced almost imperceptibly on Greg; not to give him pleasure but perhaps drawing out her own.
That first phase lasted maybe 25 seconds during which she was unable to focus on anything other than her orgasm; unable even to communicate. Eventually without really recovering she lifted her hips off Greg a little, propping herself on her lower legs and panted out a broken "you go", signalling to Greg he should seek his own pleasure but she didn't have the strength to provide it.
Greg started lifting his hips up towards her, thrusting from below.
Again I was watching his shaft move in and out of her; just barely staying inside her as he lowered himself on to the bed before pushing powerfully back into her. I could see him trying to make sure his pubis brushed firmly against her clit with every thrust.
That sight -- being so aligned with my fantasy -- together with his fingering my clit was more than I could stand. I went too; curling up in a ball of pleasure next to Greg, but with my head still on his chest, my face towards Kate.
The effect of Greg thrusting up into Kate was even more pronounced on her; simply starting up again the seeming endless orgasm she was experiencing. Because the intensity of her orgasm might have been mistaken for discomfort she did at least manage to stutter out a barely understandable "keep going" which told Greg he was doing the right thing.
With the women around him in the throes of orgasm Greg wasn't likely to last long and he didn't..
I felt Greg's body stiffen under me and his head dropped back onto the pillow.
Kate must have felt it too because I saw her manage to lift herself up a smidgen higher to give Greg more freedom of movement. As Greg came I watched as Greg rammed his hips up against Kate's, watched as he drove his shaft into her; seeing it disappear inside her body; imagining his ejaculate gushing out trying to fill her cavity.
Momentarily poised with his hips lifted off the ground, he twisted them within the limit of the movement permitted by Kate's thighs, literally screwing himself into her while rubbing his pubis firmly against her clit as he did.
Then three times in quick succession he dropped his hips and rammed himself back into her again all the while groaning loudly.
Kate screamed; a scream of an ultimate final pleasure. Then she folded up and collapsed over us; her head resting on my shoulder steaming it up with her heavy hot breathing while a breast drooped across my face.
For a moment no one could move; if only because Kate had us all pinned down. She tried to get up once, but just couldn't. After another moment she tried again; lifting her hips up to let Greg fall out of her. But as she went to actually get right off Greg all she could do was fall onto her side on the bed; part panting out a recovery from whatever she'd just been through, part dissolving into a fit of giggles; either way still unable to talk.
Finally she could get out a full sentence... "Oh wow, that was fantastic but another one like that and I'll be dead!"
Now we all descended into giggles.
I already had my head on Greg's chest. Somehow Greg coaxed Kate to move enough to also bring her head up to cuddle up to his chest and so for a while the three of us just lay there; each of the girls with one of Greg's arms around them.
Kate's face was only inches from mine and we looked at each other. She beamed a smile at me which I instinctively returned. I felt closer to her than ever. I felt no jealously, no regrets; only a love for the two people cuddled up with me like this -- for Greg the love between lovers, for Kate that between two close friends. I don't think any of us were in a hurry to move.
What finally made me break the circle was the first sign of life starting to return to Greg's cock. It had been lying there looking ridiculous as cocks do when they've shrunk within a now used condom with the puddle of cum evident inside. Then it started to grow again. I can't say I blamed him; I too was finding this all quite arousing. But if we were going to continue this, I didn't want it to be here. I wanted to reset the scene.
I got up and pulled Greg by the hand to encourage him to get up too. "I don't know about you guys but that got me all hot; let's go out and have a drink by the pool and maybe a swim. Get ready and I'll bring some drinks out to us."
Without further ado, without waiting for Kate to ask whether we needed swimmers, I pulled a bikini out of my drawer and started donning it before heading off to round up some drinks. Greg meanwhile slid into the bathroom to deal with his situation before coming back out to put on the pair of swimmers Kate had pulled off him.
Kate took the hint and went into her room to put on a bikini too.
I suppose we could have gone without. About half the pool was private, the other half exposed to the neighbours; although you couldn't get to the pool without being seen, even if just a towel wrap could deal with that. But then if you've been reading my stories, I only have to say "swimwear fetish" and you'll know what was happening here.
And so we reconvened back on the poolside sun lounges which were at least down the private and sunnier end.
Kids can be very naïve where their parent's sex lives are concerned. In previous stories I've revealed the fact my parents still have an active sex life and that I'm pretty sure I've inherited my bikini fetish from my mother. While I think my relatively conservative approach to sex comes from my mother, I'm increasingly beginning to think my father's hippie background has left some genetic imprint on my attitude to sex too; witness this weekend.
Which is a long way of saying the penny had only recently dropped for me on the real purpose of some unusual features of the design of our backyard pool; one my parents had built many years ago.
The spa is the best example. In total it measures somewhat over 2 x 3 metres. Two sides of it are conventional in having a seat that is set at a height that leaves the participant neck deep in the water. A third side has this very wide seat that only has about 100 mm of water over it. The final side always struck me as strange. It had a seat that divided the deeper water into a figure eight shape; so there was another pool of deep water beyond it that was about a body's width wide. The seat itself was just deep enough that when you lay on it the water nearly covered your body; in my case leaving my breasts sticking out. One end rolled up, giving a sort of head rest effect, so that all but the back of your head was out of the water.
I thought both these unusual seats must have been designed to let you sit up out of the hot water to cool off; although both seemed poorly designed for the purpose.
As a teenager I discovered the dividing seat made an interesting sun lounge; letting you lie back and relax with the water lapping over your body. I thought this must have been its purpose; although thought it too narrow to be ideal - being a little narrower than my body. While I could balance on it quite comfortably, there was no-where for my arms to go to achieve full relaxation; you either had to let them float in the water out to the side or tuck them under your back to keep them under control.
It was only when I brought Greg home and started sharing the pool with him on the Wednesday mornings we had the house to ourselves the penny dropped on what the design was really all about. The two unusual seats were designed to have sex on while keeping out of the hot water all the, shall we call them orifices, that maybe it was better to keep the hot water out of in the interests of good health.
The narrow dividing seat was perfect for the girl to be on top cowgirl style, the deeper water beyond accommodating her leg on that side. The shallower wider seat was more for conventional missionary or side by side sex.
Even in the main pool there had always been a strange feature at the top of the steps; a long wide shelf just deep enough to lie on and have your body covered in water. Again, with a little less concern about water penetration in the cooler water of the main pool this also had turned out to be a great sex bed.
Whoever thinks their parents are so into sex they build these features into a pool they have made. It made me wonder later what they told the builders.
During winter my parents often had dinner parties which ended up with everyone sitting around the spa. I must admit as I very occasionally got a glimpse of them heading out to or coming back from the spa wrapped in a towel, I was always surprised none of the women had neck straps on their swimwear; even mum who otherwise only wears triangle bikinis. In my naivety, it never occurred to me they were all actually starkers under the towels; not that I'm suggesting they were then having some sort of orgy out there -- I know mum wouldn't go for that.
And I later came to recognise I was much more naive than my brothers in working out what was going on. Mind you since they're more like my dad that's not really surprising.
This was probably highlighted by one incident when my older brother Steve asked if I'd like to join a mixed group of friends he had over one night for a sit in the spa. There we a pair of girls and three guys, counting Steve. I declined because, frankly, one of his friends creeped me out a bit.
Again as they both left to go out and came back in I noticed both the girls had no neck straps on their bikinis; I probably even noticed their breasts sagging and being more shapely under the wet towel. But it wasn't until all the kids ended up sitting naked by the water's edge last Christmas I realised they too had been bathing naked and the implicit invitation from my brother had been to join them in doing the same; leaving me wondering if he was just being friendly or pimping me for one of his friends.
As my relationship with Greg led me down all these paths I suddenly retrospectively realised there was a whole world of sexuality -- not just of having sex -- that had been going on around me without me even recognising it for what it was.
I was the first one out at the pool area. I pushed the lounges back close together before the others came out to the pool; Greg having to climb over my lounge to get to his allotted centre one. Greg and I often sat out here when we were home alone.
During the Christmas holiday we'd discovered we both quite liked being touched up to a state of very heavy sustained arousal, without that necessarily having to lead to full on sex or a climax. In short neither of us objected to what others might regard as some pretty serious sexual teasing.
This often started as we applied sun screen to each other; brushing the back of our hands against all the places likely to promote arousal in the process. Then as we sat there talking we'd often just sit with a hand in the other's crutch; fingers playing with all the sensitive bits. Usually that would develop into more targeted stimulation, sometimes he'd slide his under the bikini for direct contact. Sometimes if we had the house to ourselves, that would be a prelude to something more; but often not. Greg understood my bikini fetish and how absolutely mind-blowingly enjoyable I found even just that degree of petting.
I'd give Greg a similar treatment in return, our arms crossing as we each lay back on the lounges feeling up the other.
As we settled on the sun lounges this time I handed Greg the sunscreen and with a wink asked him to cream me. Kate just lay there and watched as his hands were all over me; a cross between being touched up and massaged as he applied the cream. Then I asked Kate if she'd like Greg to do it for her too. She was hardly going to say no.
Following my lead, Kate started by lying on her stomach while Greg initially straddled her butt to do her back, pleasuring her skin as he rubbed it in; making a point of having his hands slide just a little under each of the hems of her bikini bottoms as he took the cream right up to the edge, brushing her crutch with the back of his hand as he creamed between her thighs and lifting each strap of her bikini top as he did under those too. Then he asked her to flip over.
Kate closed her eyes and enjoyed it as Greg sat on her crutch to cream up her top surface; starting with her face as he lightly touched over all its skin rubbing a thin covering of cream into an invisible film. Then he worked down her body, once again teasingly sliding fingers under the bikini top triangles, brushing up her nipples as the back of his hand moved across the material of her top while he thoroughly worked around all the exposed breast surface; a much more involved process for Kate than it was for me.



Kate cooed softly as Greg continued down her stomach and moaned a little sigh of pleasure as he worked around her bikini bottoms and crutch area before finishing off along her legs.
I think it was safe to assume it had the same effect on Kate as it has on me.
Kate and I then shared the pleasure of creaming Greg the same way; each of us working the half of his body closest to us. Greg had grown a full boner by the time he'd finished creaming Kate, so all we could do was compound an already pronounced state of arousal by our actions.
Then we each lay back on the lounges as we talked
As we lay there this time I pulled Greg's hand across and placed it on my crutch - an invitation for him to start playing with me -- and then put my hand back over his crutch, covering his boner with the surface of my palm. With Kate's face turned towards us for the conversation, she could hardly have failed to notice the movement.
After about a minute I suggested to Greg he ask Kate if she'd "like a hand too; maybe an exchange of hands", amusing myself with the range of meanings of that phase.
She pulled her sun glasses away from her eyes, looked us straight in the eyes and replied with a "yes please" before replacing the glasses and relaxing her head back on the lounge. After Greg had put his hand over her crutch, Kate put her hand atop mine on Greg's boner.
For Greg and I this also was a well-practiced routine. We could sit for nearly an hour like this having quite a pleasant conversation, even a drink, as we kept each other in a constant massively aroused state. With the lining completely cut out of the bikini I had on -- specifically for this purpose - the effect of his fingers had a magnified effect.
We'd talked often enough about what the other liked that by now we could optimise the effect of the other; bringing them to something near orgasm before backing off and letting them settle before taking them through another cycle.
Greg would start just by brushing lightly over my mons, then his fingers would explore the length of my labia; feeling it fill out to his touch, running his finger up and down along its length for a while. Then when he knew he had my attention, his fingers would push in deeper, letting the crutch of the bikini moisten with my body's wetness, testing out the opening to my vagina and rimming around it. Then and only then would he slide his fingers over my clit, first teasing it with gentle movements, then pushing more firmly against it as he moved across its surface.
After a cycle or two of that, using his fingers to tease up my nipples under the bikini top in between his fingers might then slide down the front of my bikini bottom, find my clit and give it more direct stimulation; taking a break now and then to penetrate into me and wet his fingers for more clit stimulation.
All this time my fingers would be playing against his boner, drawing shapes on the swimmers encasing them, rimming around under his balls, circling the head and stroking up and down; teasing out a flood of pre-cum.
While this often didn't go further than the teasing, one benefit of it was that if we did finish with sex we usually found the resultant orgasms incredibly magnified by the prolonged period of intense foreplay.
With two girls to keep involved, Greg could do little other than duplicate the movements he made on me on Kate as well.
Most of the time we talked; mainly catching up on how Kate was finding her change to studying Medicine; especially the pressures of it after the more relaxed timetable involved in her previous Law studies. Sometimes the conversation would lapse and there'd be a momentary silence as we just contemplated our arousals.
I quite enjoyed seeing Greg feel up Kate. It seemed to be part of my fantasy too. Knowing his hands and fingers were doing to her exactly what they were doing to me I could interpret all the details of what was happening with the bulge of Greg's hands down the front of her bikini pants; could mentally picture every intimate detail.
I doubt Kate had ever experienced this type of engagement before. I suspect most of her sexual encounters were more of the wam, bam, thankyou mam type with men even Kate described as having penis focused needs. Every now and then I'd hear a little coo or whimper of pleasure emanate from her.
You lose track of time in these circumstances. The conversation had been flowing and easy and I suspect it must have been maybe 40 minutes. Some aspect of the conversation had turned on a comparison with a subject Greg and I were doing, so Greg had turned to face me as we mulled the question over; although my vision was still reasonably focused on his hand down her pants, rubbing her clit like he was mine.
That sort of disguised the fact Kate had suddenly fallen silent; probably also made us miss a change in her breathing. Kate let out another of her cute little 'ooh's'. A moment later she clamped her hand over her crutch and Greg's hand within it, lifted her hips and swayed them from side to side and let out a prolonged ooooh as she experienced an extended orgasm.
All Greg could do was let his hand ride the bucking bronc and wait until it was over; signalled in this case by Kate cradling the side of Greg face with her spare hand and pulling his towards her for a kiss -- never for a moment releasing the clamping grip she had over his hand in her crutch. "That was beautiful...sorry, I didn't mean to go".
I giggled. "I didn't think girls had to apologise for going early; although I hope you're not finished"
I took Greg's hand out of my pants, kissed the back of his palm, got up out of the chair and leaned over Kate. Picking up Kate's hand -- and thereby releasing Greg's -- I pulled it. "Come on, were all going in the pool".
Kate didn't resist as I pushed towards the pool and shoved her in, making sure Greg was following before I jumped in after her.
Once Greg had joined us I pushed him up into a corner of the pool and started pashing him, dragging Kate by the hand into the huddle and making sure she got equal attention from Greg. Since we were semi suspended by the floatation of the water, hands and arms were everywhere as we rubbed our bodies up and down against each other. There was however one thing I started by monopolising; Greg's swimmer sheathed shaft was between my legs.
In a way both Greg's hands were occupied just tying the group together and stopping us floating away, so he didn't have a lot of spare hand power for more intimate contact.
I'd grown curious as I'd contemplated this weekend what it was like to feel up another girl, so I figured I might as well get that out of my system now. In our first encounter this afternoon my contact had been pretty light and intermittent; now I stuck my hand down Kate's pants and as we both cuddled up and took turns kissing Greg from either side, started giving her the sort of attention I liked to get from Greg.
I wasn't sure whether her just finished climax had left her wanting a rest or aroused and ready to keep going for more. Her reaction said more; she cooed and pushed herself closer to me. My hand explored; feeling her engorged clit with the hood retracted, pushing a finger inside her and feeling what that was like.
I wasn't sure what she liked, but figured as long as she was already fully aroused and ready for it, the clit was a safer option; starting gently at first allowing for the dilution of her body's lubrication by the pool water. Something in her movements told me I was hitting the spot; although I started to sympathise more with Greg about the difficulty of reading a girl's reaction to these things.
Kate pushed herself closer and suddenly I felt her fingers reaching down into my pants; pushing aside Greg's shaft as the fingers sought out intimate contact. If Greg didn't realise what the two girls in his life were up to before he can hardly have missed it when he felt Kate's hand down my pants. I saw him look down through the water checking out what was going on; his arms bundling us all more tightly together.
Her fingers explored the length of my crutch; penetrating deeply into me before also settling on my clit. I hadn't just climaxed -- I was already massively aroused. In playing with my crutch Greg had been going for long play, not the end game, backing off and taking it easy or detours elsewhere if he thought I was getting too excited. Kate was showing no such subtlety; she started working towards the end result and knew how to go about it. I loved what she was doing but was scared if I went too early it might disrupt my intended end plan for this encounter.
I was torn between just letting it happen and trying to slow it down; I was supressing my usual vocalisation of this intensity of feeling, trying not to encourage Kate to try even harder. She didn't need any encouragement; her fingers were moving rapidly against my clit, just about ripping my pants off as they moved inside it.
Greg's technique on me was much more slow and deliberate. He'd never had any trouble getting me to come with that. I'd never masturbated until I'd met Greg and not had much reason to since, so didn't really know the range of things that worked. I'd say that Kate's had a lot more practice than me. There was a certain insistence to what she was doing; seemingly telling me I was going to come under her fingers. It was my turn kissing Greg and as I let the water suspend my weight while I pressed my body against Greg and had my tongue in his mouth I fought back against this rising tide of an impending climax.
Suddenly I felt Kate's head push itself down between Greg's and my chests, her teeth pull away one of the triangles of my bikini top and her mouth over my nipple. As her tongue and lips teased and stimulated my nipple the tide rose faster.
Like the effect of a Dutch dike bursting, the tide reached a critical point and a climax flooded through my body as I breathed a series of "ahh's" into Greg mouth as I continued to kiss him. Kate simply held her hand firmly against my crutch as the whole lower half of my body tensed and I instinctively pushed it against whatever human contact I could find.
All this time my hand had still been down Kate's pants too but I'd long since lost any focus I what I was doing down there. I continued to play with her in a way and could feel she was still incredibly aroused, but I was not playing with the determination she'd used on me.
Rather than keep going and finish Kate off I thought it was time to take this to the next level. Once my climax had finished, I broke away from Greg and lifted Kate up through the causeway between the main pool and the spa; using the hand down her pants as part of the lifting technique. Then I directed Greg through there too before joining them in the spa myself.
As soon as I was in I laid Greg out on the dividing seat. With three of us in the spa the water level had risen a bit and the only parts of his main torso that broke the surface were his pecs and his boner. The latter, having been sitting between my legs for the last five minutes was now captured by his swimmers and held perpendicular to his body; standing vertically out of the water like a mast on a swamped boat.
The top third of it was simply sheathed by the swimmers as the material stretched to try and accommodate their contents. Because the material was unlined and now clinging wet, every detail of his anatomy could be discerned under its covering. Even though it was soaking wet, you could clearly see pre-cum was oozing out of the tip and through the material in anticipation of what he knew was to come.
Below that the material lay tightly against his shaft between the tip and the waist band; following the curve of his shaft. But the rest of it spread out in a sort of cone shape as material was drawn in form other parts of the garment by the unnatural distortion caused by his boner. Every few seconds some sort of pulse would pass through his shaft, trying to restore it to the more natural position parallel to his body. As this happened, his balls would push more deeply into the side of the cone, but the material would not release its grip and his shaft would be pulled back upright.
I loved this view of Greg. It reminded me so much of our first day together and the fantasies I had while he floated in the water as I supported him. When he and I were alone, it was always tempting just to leave him like that for a while and play with him and keep him teased up while I squatted down in the water alongside him and just stared at him and relived those fantasies.
But today we had company.
With the sort of hand signal a waiter might use to offer you a dessert, Kate offered me first play. I signalled in response, giving her first go instead.
Kate straddled Greg's legs; one of her feet being either side of the spa seat Greg was lying along. She didn't share my swimwear obsession. Without further ado she fished the waist tie of Greg's swimmers out from under his waist band, pulled the string lose and lifted the waistband over his shaft; freeing it from it bindings and letting it flop back firmly against his body. Then she pulled his pants the length of his legs and right off him
Kate had remembered the dream I'd recorded in the book. Flipping the lower tie of her bikini top under the head of his shaft, she brought her breasts down to straddle it, then pushing her breasts together with her hands she started to titty fuck him. Her breast were large enough to engulf his erection, curving around so that breast flesh was in contact with the full 360 degree circuit of his shaft.
This was going to be a one off experience for Greg. There was no way my breasts would do that.
I positioned myself in the water alongside him to kiss Greg's face and chest from over his head, letting me look down the length of his body to watch what was happening. From here I was treated to the sight of Greg's manhood disappearing into the folds of Kate's breasts only to then thrust out again as she competed each stroke. Kate was clearly pleasuring her nipples against his chest as their engorged outline could been seen pushing into the material of her bikini top.
I could hear little moans of pleasure from Greg as he too not only took in the visual pleasure but all too clearly felt it effect.
Taking a sequence straight out of what I'd written about my dream, Kate slipped Greg's shaft inside a triangle of her bikini top, twisted her body slightly and started pleasuring her nipple against his shaft; trying to get the shaft to burst out of the side of the top and slip back into it with each stroke -- just like in the dream.
It only worked for a couple of strokes before the wet material of the top was simply ripped away from the action and curled into a twisted string leaving just the bare breast doing all the work, but I'm not sure Greg cared much as he continued to emit small vocal indications of the pleasure Kate was giving him.
Normally in the middle of sex Greg makes sure I'm getting some sort of stimulation even if whatever we're doing isn't principally focused on me. That's most often a finger playing with my clit. Here he hadn't forgotten me, but maybe thought that my clit might have been rubbed out, given he must have been able to feel Kate's finger on his shaft as she worked me to my climax.
Instead he started playing with my nipple; sliding a finger inside my bikini top to do so.
I looked up to see Kate grinning at me like a Cheshire Cat. All I could do was grin back.
Kate reached behind her back and undid the knots holding her bikini top in place, letting the top fall across Greg's pubis. Then backing up she took Greg's shaft in her hand and started licking it, attacking it like an ice-cream cone, approaching it from every direction and occasionally taking a giant lick along its full length and over its top, poising at the bell to lick up the pre-cum and flutter her tongue along the edge of the bell. All the while she looked up towards the faces of Greg and me, just smiling while all we could do was smile back and in Greg's case let out little pleasurable groans from time to time.
I knew Greg was in danger of coming.
I'd already left some condoms by the edge of the spa in anticipation of this moment. I handed Kate one.
Kate sheathed Greg in it, then slid her hips up to over Greg's chest and within easy reach of Greg's hands; her crutch distractingly filling Greg's field of vision. In the most feminine, seductive voice I've ever heard from a woman who naturally sounds feminine and seductive she asked.. "do you want to take my pants big boy?"
Leaving my nipple to itself for a moment, Greg reached up and on each side one of his hands pulled the bow holding up her bikini bottom; ensuring the strings were fully released so that the pants simply fell off her and across his chest. Kate left them there; with her bikini top still draped across his pubis, as Kate slid back down to the business end of his body she left a trail of her clothing down the length of his torso.
Kate inserted Greg into her. This time she put her hands on Greg's thighs behind her; angling her body backward as she started bouncing up and down on Greg. Her breasts, pointed skyward, started their trademark bounce. With the free hand not engaged with my nipple he tried to reach for them but found them just out of a reach that would afford a constant controlling contact that would let him play with one.
With a boldness that surprised me I brought my face towards Kate's chest and steadied a breast before taking its nipple in my mouth. I teased the nipple up between my lips as a prelude to sucking it deeper into my mouth and playing with it with my tongue. Then once I had that one under control, I reached across with my spare hand to play with the other nipple between my fingers; although I always kept within my vision the sight of the base of Greg' shaft emerging from and disappearing back into Kate's body as she rose up and down on him. After all, for me that seemed to be the whole obsession about a threesome.
Kate brought one of her supporting hands onto the top of my head; holding me against her.
It was a strange sensation. I suppose girls can and do play with their own nipples between their fingers, but they hardly can play their lips or tongue over their own. I started to see why guys liked doing it so much; just to experience that sensation of another person's body reacting to you like that.
As I'd moved towards Kate's breasts I'd moved mine out of Greg's easy reach. Probably deciding I'd sufficiently recovered, Greg started fingering my crutch from behind, his fingers slipping under the leg hem of my bikini pants to penetrate into me and feel up my clit again.
Like in my dream an outside observer might have thought we were playing some strange game of sexual twister; with Kate providing a sort of musical accompaniment with her delightful little coo's of pleasure.
This time Greg came first; not surprising given the extended playing and teasing he'd just been through. Kate knew her time was limited, so put more effort into finding her climax. As she bounced more determinably up and down on Greg, grinding herself against his pubis on every downstroke, I thought I might have had trouble staying in contact with her nipples. But the size of her breasts acted like a sort of shock absorber for me; letting them move about instead of me while her hand continued to fix me to her chest.
She got there. Not the machine gun orgasm of our earlier encounter; this one marked by that sweet feminine "ooh" that Greg and I had heard on both the previous times we'd witnessed her orgasms. This one was a bit louder and a bit more intense than we'd heard before and I took that as an indication she'd had a pretty good one.



I felt Kate start to collapse forward over Greg. As I pulled my head away she lay flat along his body, nuzzling the side of his face and occasionally lifting her head to peck at his cheek. For a minute I was forgotten; Kate had Greg to herself. That was OK. In those moments after a big climax I knew all too well you do just want to curl up in contact with your lover; it's a natural automatic reaction. I kneelt beside them stroking Kate's hair.
Eventually she broke the spell. She reached out to my face, pulled it towards hers and kissed me; more than a peck on the lips, our lips teased each other and eventually her tongue penetrated my mouth. It wasn't prolonged; just a momentary flutter. Then she broke off, kissed Greg on the cheek again and slid forward to pull Greg out of her.
Greg had gone completely flaccid. As he came out of her it rolled the condom off him too and it floated away, his seed escaping into the water.
Kate dismounted from Greg, leaving his spent body prone along the seat like that of a fallen ancient warrior, the parts of her bikini still draped across him like an offering to the god I thought of him as.
Greg hadn't forgotten me. As he lay there he reached out for my hand. Then, after a moment's recovery he floated himself off the seat and pushed me over it, lying me down in the position he was previously in. Putting a leg across the seat into the deep water on the other side, he straddled me; supporting his weight with his arms as his powerful body filled my vision and towered over me. He bent his head down and kissed me before backing off in the direction of my crutch.
Manoeuvring himself so that he was left sitting straddling the seat under my legs, Greg bent forward, lifted my hips out of the water towards his face, undid the side ties from my bikini bottoms to pull it off me and started licking me. I was already aroused, so his target was well marked. Alternatively licking, flicking and just lightly taking me between his lips and sucking, he soon had me trying to restrain my desire to buck my hips to the pleasure and make the sort of noises my love making is famous for; aware of the closeness of neighbours.
For a moment I'd forgotten all about Kate; but then she reached over me, ferreted out the ties of my bikini top and pulled them undone with her teeth until she was able to pull the top off my body with her lips. Even through the pleasure Greg was giving me I had time to think..."that's interesting, I've never been undressed by a girl before".
Then her lips were on my nipple, the other one being played with by her fingers.
OMG. Normally when Greg gives me oral he tries to play with a nipple with his fingers. But it's at the limit of his reach and he's distracted by other things. It's nice, but not really drawing full use out of my nipples' potential for delivering extra pleasure, given I can have an orgasm on nipple stimulation alone. Now I had Kate giving them the most intense workout while Greg worked down there.
Any restraint I was able to exercise simply got blown away. With my cries of "oh yes", Greg suddenly found himself trying to stay in contact while my hips rocked and swayed to the rhythm of my building excitement while Kate had my chest pinned to the seat with her head; one nipple sucked deeply into her mouth, the other being twirled about between her fingers.
With my hands having started on Kate's back, as I came I tried to reach down to pull Greg's head firmly against my crutch; managing to grab nothing more than a clump of hair to do the job. I arched my back high out of the water, demanding his head follow. Somewhere in all that my foot came into contact with his shaft and felt it had recovered into a massive boner. Between groans my ability to actually talk was limited. "In me, fuck me" was all I could get out. It was enough.
Sliding himself forward, Greg brought his shaft against my crutch, bent it down with his hand and brought the head to the opening of my body. With him sitting straddling the seat with his thighs now under my bottom and me lying on my back with my back arched upwards, as he slowly inserted himself the head of his shaft slid firmly along the front wall of my vagina.
As I've said before, I'm no expert on whether a G spot exists or whether I have one, but I've always found a sex position that puts the pressure there works a treat. With the back of my thighs pressed into Greg's chest, my lower legs wrapped around him, Kate still working over my nipples, Greg's finger working my clit and his shaft thrusting hard and fast in and out of me like a piston with all that pressure on that front wall, I found myself experiencing what I can only describe as a continual sequence of orgasms; not massive ones, not screamers, just intensely pleasurable. It seemed as soon as one finished another would start up.
I lost count. I don't know how Greg or Kate interpreted the endless groans but each one represented nothing less than what seemed like an individual orgasm. I've had multiple orgasms plenty of times before -- even closely spaced ones -- but nothing like this. This was unique and I felt terribly selfish just lying back and enjoying it, being unable to do anything to share the pleasure with the others; even if Greg was in the process of finding his own release.
Having only just recovered from his last orgasm, Greg wasn't in a hurry. While I continued to enjoy it all there just came a time I thought it was getting to be too much. I squeezed Greg as tight as I could inside me, trying to accelerate his finish. Sensing maybe I was ready for him to come, he slowed the clit fingering, leaned forward -- at least taking some of the pressure off and slowing the progress of my orgasms -- and thrust faster until with a loud groan he emptied his load into me.
Now it was Kate's turn to pull her head away and let Greg lie on top of me in a lover's embrace; one I was certainly in the mood for.
If the moment when sex ends and it's time for lovers to separate and get up is awkward at the best of times, it's more so when there's three of you. Eventually Greg decided it was time to get off me and I was willing to let him go. We separated ourselves and the three of us ended up sitting naked in the spa; somehow as if nothing else had happened.
What do you say now? If the games are over, how do you break up the party?
Greg managed to break the ice. Sitting between Kate and myself with an arm around both our shoulders he raised the topic of Kate's "machine gun orgasm" asking if she often has those. That led to Kate admitting it was her first. What's more she revealed she wasn't entirely kidding when she'd said that while it was mind blowing a second one might be fatal. As she started to put her bikini on in her room she'd once again found herself unable to do anything except collapse on the floor and wait a while until her strength returned. After a combination of some amusement at Kate expense and jealously at her experience she moved to the topic to my multiple orgasms. Here I also had to admit that I'd never experienced anything like that almost continuous sequence of orgasms I'd just had.
All of which really turned the joke onto Greg as the guy; limited as he was to single short orgasms with a long -- by girl standards anyway -- recovery period.
I was starting to feel the responsibility as the one who had to be the director of this threesome; the one who was setting the rules. Even as we continued to sit there and talk my mind was thinking forward trying to work out what I really wanted from this as well as think about the others. For me I thought the actual sex might be finished for the time being, but I was no-where near finished with the sense of intimacy and sharing.
It's difficult to convey the passing of time in narrating this story, but we'd actually spent most of the afternoon in our love making sessions and it was getting on to what the boys might call "beer o'clock". We were still in the spa, Greg still with an arm around each of our shoulders. Readers will know in this situation Greg tends to reach down, cover my breast with the palm of his hand and touch up my nipple between his fingers -- not to start things up again, just as a sort of guy thing; although I've always found it far more arousing than I suspect he knows. That's what he was doing to both Kate and me now. While I might love it, I didn't assume all girls would appreciate it. Still I didn't see Kate doing anything other than relax back and facilitate it.
As I looked down though the water he had another boner looking straight back up at me; something I'm sure was equally visible to Kate. Mind you given each of the girls had a hand placed intimately high on his thigh that wasn't surprising. We were all turning wrinkly from the water; it was time to get out.
I suggested it was time for pre-dinner drinks and got no objection to the idea; but here Kate got to join in another little routine that Greg and I had developed over time. We dry each other instead of ourselves. With the three of us, this converted into one of us standing still while the other two dried them; one in front and the other behind. I was generous enough to let Greg dry Kate's front and vice versa; an intimate process at the best of times especially given Greg's aroused state. Since Kate had already seen and helped me get dry at least she knew what to expect and seemed to enjoy it.
By this time of year the days are usually warm enough but the evenings tend towards the cool. Anticipating this I'd turned the house reverse cycle air conditioning on to produce a mildly warm lounge room, because I'd never really intended we'd get dressed again after we came out of the pool.
Zoe's party had left me quite fascinated by, even attracted to, communal nudity; at least in circumstances I had some control over. That didn't by the way include nudist colonies with a majority of late middle aged males with beer guts; but I'd found the collection of gorgeous naked bodies of guys and girls my own age had produced a somewhat addictive hormonal surge at the party.
So as we came inside I simply unwrapped them from their damp towels as soon as they were in the door and out of the view of the neighbours; encouraging them to turn left towards the lounge room instead of just letting them go towards the bedroom and the source of clothing. There they found dry towels to spread over our lounge chairs; suggesting Kate and Greg grab a seat while I served drinks.
And so until dinner we sat and talked on the lounge chairs -- Kate and me on the double and Greg directly facing us on the single -- with Greg having a view straight up both our naked fannies. I can't say either Kate or myself made any special effort to keep our legs together either; quite the opposite. Indeed there's something about being with Kate that brings out in me a confident, playful flirtativeness in me; an aspect of myself I quite like but I don't have the confidence to really do without her. With Greg in a state of seemingly continuous arousal, we in turn had a delightful view of Greg's impressive boner as it reached up towards his navel and he teased us physically and vocally with its potential.
Drinkies moved on to dinner and dinner on to late evening entertainment; all still naked. Greg's boner went up and down -- but mainly up. Given that before I met Greg I would even have avoided being naked in a ladies' change room, I was surprised how comfortable I had become with this sort of semi-communal nakedness.
I'd never had forgotten the analogy to a game of sexual Twister that came out of my first dream of a threesome. My parents had a game of Twister stashed away in a top cupboard that had been pulled out on rare occasions for a family game. Well after dinner had settled and we'd enjoyed another glass of red wine, I pulled the game out and made Greg and Kate join in.
An interesting couple of games it was too. I'm sure were not the first to try it, but doing it naked raises it to a whole new level; although I didn't really focus until this night on how often Twister leaves you staring into someone else's butt. Greg and Kate both have very cute butts, but that degree of intimacy with each of theirs was at the very least good for a few more giggles.
As bed time rolled around I let Kate participate in another sharing ritual Greg and I had developed; showering together. So the three of us showered together; soaping each other and generally fooling around under the stream of water before repeating the drying each other process we'd gone through after the swim. As Greg would say, one of the disadvantages of being a guy is that your arousal is there for all to see. His certainly was throughout this process as it had been for most of the night. Mine might have been less visible but it was no less. As for Kate; well that's the girl's advantage -- short of a very intimate inspection you can't be absolutely sure. All I can say is that she was a willing, even keen, participant in all the activities; relaxed and sexually playful with the intimacy.
And so to bed.
When we'd got out of the pool I had sort of thought that might have been the end of the full on sex. I'd always intended the threesome would go on to the time we got up in the morning, but that the rest of it would just be the sort of playful intimacy of which the evening had been an example; including a shared bed. After all, at least during the holidays, the bed - always located as it was in one of our parent's houses -- was about the last place we had sex. Back into our university routines and with less alternative venues it had become a more common place to get down to it, but still it was far from the case that 'sleeping together' meant having sex if alternatives could be found.
On this night, by the time I'd climbed into bed I'd pretty well changed my mind. Hours of constant arousal had done their work.
One of the strange thinks about the design of the human body is that the most intimate -- maybe even the most passionate -- and certainly the most common sex position is also one that doesn't work that well for the girl. I have always found the guy lying on top position the sexiest. Even though I think of myself as independent minded that sense of having his strength on display as he surrounds you with his limbs and supports his weight over you, of him ramming himself into you with enough force to impart the passion of the action of his love making while still being concerned for your comfort and pleasure, of being protected, taken and dominated all at once, is an incredible turn on. Of course those three words -- protected, taken and dominated -- can only go together because of the complete lack of any physical threat or possibility of harm.
Nor does it mean I always want to be subservient; it's just sometimes what I yearn for. Inconsistent maybe, but that's a woman's prerogative -- as long as I give Greg enough clues as to what it is I want.
But as we all know guy on top is not a position guaranteed to get a girl's clit going and Greg's happy to acknowledge it's the position he's likely to last the shortest time in.
By putting a pillow under my bum to get a better angle and because Greg had tried to get the same contact with his thrusting as he felt me seeking when I was on top, over time we managed to get a better hit rate, but Greg didn't have the instant feedback I did when I was on top. It didn't always work.
Still that's what I was in the mood for and more importantly, in my strangeness, what I wanted to watch Greg give to Kate tonight. Greg always tended to default to what he thought worked best for me; but often finishing on top after I'd gone and rolled him there. To instigate him on top from the start I generally put a pillow under my bum, usually one of a pair of large reading pillows which I kept for that purpose by the bed, which gave him the hint of what I wanted.
Greg was last processing himself through the bathroom, so I certainly had a chance to set up what I wanted; but what about Kate? Six months ago I was a virgin, even if I had just about screwed Greg's cock off since then. Kate had been active since she was 16. Who was I to tell her "this is the position you'll do it in" even if I was in control of who got the attention? Maybe she didn't even need a pillow for this.
I decided to exercise an unusual degree of boldness for me and take control anyway. Kate had gone first through the bathroom and was lying naked on the bed as I approached it. I picked up both pillows, tossed one into the empty space I'd be occupying and with a wink at Kate, lifted her hips and slipped the other one under them.
Then I lay down next to her arching my hips over the pillow I left for me. For just a moment I felt the insecurity that Kate could induce in any other woman near her. She had always reminded me somewhat of the model Kate Upton; except our Kate was probably slimmer, taller and more athletic than the model one. So here I was lying naked next to a girl whose bikini body would leave the model feeling short, fat and frumpy. It would only be human nature that any other guy but Greg coming into the room and presented with the obvious invitation we were offering would basically ignore me and go for Kate. My only tiny recompense was that lying on her back like this I could see Kate's D cups weren't entirely immune to the effect of gravity. Standing they were still unnaturally perky; defying gravity. On her back, they leaned off to the side; the narrow pass of cleavage she usually displayed becoming something of a broader valley. The knowledge that my B cups still pointed vertically was a very small sort of victory, but you find consolation where you can
So when Greg came into the room he discovered two girls lying side by side on their back looking conspiratorially at each other, their hands joined, each with their legs apart and hips arched skywards by the pillows seemingly -- if not actually -- just inviting him to mount them. At least that took away any 'will we or wont' we' doubts about our activities as we got into bed!
To the extent his arousal might have started drooping a bit while in the bathroom, as he took in the scene I'd set out for him it visibly sprung straight back into its ram rod position. As he knelt in the space between us, he put a hand on each of our stomachs looked at me and asked --
"OK, I get the hint, but how do I look after both of you?"
"I'd like you to just get me started and then pay all your attention to Kate until both you and she are finished."
I wasn't sure I was being all that clear in what I said, but Greg interpreted the first part well enough as being that he was to penetrate me first and Kate seemed to understand that she should just lie there and wait a moment.
Really this was all about me being able to watch Greg hammer Kate. I can have him on top of or inside me any day I want; but this would be the last time in my life I'd get to watch him make love to another woman; indeed if I had my way the last time he'd ever do it. So I wanted Kate to get his undivided attention. But before he started that I want him to take me from merely being aroused to having my body fully respond to him being inside of me. I'm not really sure how to describe it, but for him to take me to that higher state of arousal and bodily response that come with first penetration and thrusting; open and dripping wet.
As Greg first mounted me he tried to keep Kate as part of the threesome by angling his body across so that he could alternatively kiss both her and me while also playing with her nipple. That was OK while he let me insert him into my body, but when it came time to get down to action, he soon found that he couldn't support his weight with his hands and arms being occupied like that. So he defaulted to lying normally along me, ignoring Kate knowing her turn would be coming soon.



After about a minute I whispered to Greg "OK, now go over to Kate and ignore me".
Greg pulled himself out. As his boner released itself and he suspended his weight over me, I reached down and wrapped a hand around it to cover it with the condom that I'd grabbed off the table next to me as he'd positioned himself for withdrawal. Its flesh was firm and unyielding to the touch; its surface slimy with my juices. I'm sure I could feel it throbbing; maybe annoyed that its pleasure had been disturbed or eagerly anticipating the more novel experience of Kate's body.
Once I'd finished sheathing it I kissed Greg, whispering into his ear a rather corny --
"Go get her sport."
Greg angled his head and shoulders over across Kate before letting his body follow; being careful not to knee either of us in the process. Almost immediately Kate was guiding him into her; indicating the time for mere foreplay was past.
Once they were settled down and Greg has started to work on her I eased myself off the bed. I knew this was a critical moment. I wanted to be able to stand off and get a good view without attracting attention; relying on the knowledge that both Greg and Kate had of my little obsession to let them feel comfortable with ignoring me. But then again I needed to make sure I didn't distract them by being seen just staring at them.
In the end I stood just a little below the level of Greg's bum on the side opposite where Kate's head was; so she couldn't see me.
From there not only did I get a great view of Greg bum rising and falling as he did his work, but I also got a fairly intimate vista down between Greg's legs as they straddled outside Kate's legs; which were themselves spread well apart.
Kate had her hands on Greg's bum cheeks. I could see she was encouraging him to thrust harder; her fingers burying themselves deeply into the flesh of his bottom at the start of every inward thrust; her elbows bending as she literally pulled him into her. In a way Greg is too gentle. Scared of hurting me, it took a long time and a lot of direct encouragement to get Greg to thrust as hard as I was often looking for. It seemed Kate wanted even more.
Always responsive to these signals I could see Greg reacting; positioning himself to get the leverage he needed to deliver what she wanted.
In a way, the view I had of the scene laid out in front of me was a porn director's wet dream. Two bodies merged, caught in the passion of real sex; sex driven by genuine hormonal and emotional urges, not just banging for the bucks under the cameraman's direction. Just twice Greg and I had watched porn together. Like him I'd found the lack of any real emotional connection between the players almost wiped out any sexual response I felt to what I was watching. The action was contrived, formulaic and the girl always just seemed to have a put upon expression.
Here the real passion was palpable. Kate was cooing away with that beautiful seductive sex voice she has; Greg grunting pleasurably with the effort he was putting in. Their bodies were working in harmony. Above all I got to study Greg's beautiful body at work; his muscles pumped by the need to suspend his weight over Kate and deliver her the action she was asking for, the sinews highlighted on his slim lanky frame. For me Greg has always been my Greek god; sculptured in their classical period, a god not of bulk and brute force, but one of agile finely designed strength.
And there between their legs was Greg' shaft pumping in and out of Kate's opening. That aspect of the magic of sex has never left me. The concept of Greg having a part of his body deeply inside mine - of the two of us being physically one - has always made sex for me much more than rubbing clit and cock for climaxes. I know it sounds all wrong but seeing Greg buried in Kate was no less exciting; knowing that as he paused at the end of each thrust the tip of his shaft lay inside her somewhere close to under her navel was blowing my mind.
That was why Kate was only ever going to be the person with whom a threesome was going to work. The bond - yes I can call it love, if only at the deepest plutonic level -- between the three of us, the unresolved sexual tension that has existed between Kate and Greg since the first stirrings of sexual feeling in their loins in their prepubescent years and even the trust I have in her, all made the experience of watching their love making be the fantasy that had been invading my dreams for so long.
Kate's voice was telling me she was building to a climax. Her movements changed. Instead of encouraging Greg to continuous hard thrusting, every few thrusts she'd hold him firmly into her while I could see her hips move up and down; working her clit against his pubis; the base of Greg's shaft twisting with the movement she was forcing as his boner was captured in her body.
Then Kate's cooing stop; I'm sure even her breathing stopped before the prolonged sweetly feminine 'oooh' that we knew signalled her climax burst forth. Suddenly she was pushing Greg to thrust again; even harder and faster than before, lifting her hips off the pillow to push them ever more firmly against his and swaying from side to side until the effort of it all seemingly exhausted her.
Finally spent, her hands communicated to Greg he should go for his own completion.
I could see Greg go through the all too familiar process of increasing his excitement and building his climax. With his body just slightly elevated off Kate's I saw him continue to thrust as he looked down the length of the gap between them; raising his arousal to a state fit to burst by taking in, as he's described it to me in the past, the vista that so perfectly reminds him that he's making love to a beautiful woman -- usually a reference to me, but I didn't doubt Kate's body would be more than a good substitute. Indeed, with just the slightest hint of jealously I even wondered if those wondrous breasts might offer an even greater stimulation.
Then after a short while he suddenly stopped thrusting; enjoying -- again as he's described it to me in the past when I asked about why he paused -- the sensation of pure pleasure that floods into the full length of his shaft in the moments just before his climax. I am a nosy parker aren't I? But Greg has never failed to satisfy my curiosity when I've asked these quite personal questions. What I hadn't fully taken in before was the vocal expression of that pleasure. A soft sound of great enjoyment that is usually lost on me as it blends with the more guttural grunts of his thrusting effort and as I'm distracted by my own post orgasmic sensations.
His actual climax was marked -- as always -- by a series of hard deeply penetrating thrusts; three this time. As Greg tells it they come from an almost irresistible urge to do so -- as if his body is demanding that he spray its seed directly into the girl's cervix.
And then he collapsed his weight down on Kate's body; his head on the pillow next to hers; after shudders and thrusts of pleasure wracking his body from time to time as it seems his shaft tried to wring every last drop of his fluid from its length.
I watched as the energy drained out of him; as he just lay there merged with Kate.
But I had news for Greg. I wasn't through with him. I don't suppose I'd ever thought through how I'd finish myself in this experience. Watching had absolutely got my rocks off and was exactly the experience I thought it would be; but now I wanted a climax. Maybe I thought just watching would do that; I'm certainly capable of mental orgasms and just seeing a naked Kate lying next the two of us in the back of the car the morning after Zoe's party was enough to induce one. But that was after a particularly sexually charged night. Maybe I should have worked my fingers harder, but that just seemed cheap.
No, I wanted Greg to give it to me. And not oral either; I wanted him to pound me to one.
On a very few occasions Greg's been able to sustain a single erection through two orgasms. But it has to be some pretty special and exciting sex and usually doesn't involve a withdrawal let alone a change of partner in between. Usually he comes out fairly firm and can be teased up for more fairly quickly. But he's just a guy, so sometimes he just goes flaccid and takes a while to recover. I hoped today wasn't going to be in the last category.
Reaching down between his legs, I slid my finger along the underside of the small length of shaft emerging from Kate. It was still hard to the touch and responded to it with another shudder of pleasure. Massaging it gently I said loudly enough to ensure Greg could hear --
"Stay with me big guy, you're not finished yet."
Something had left me in a particularly corny mood tonight.
Eagerly anticipating what I hoped would come, I went and laid myself back out across my pillow next to the still merged bodies of Greg and Kate. Greg leant across and kissed me as a prelude to extracting himself from Kate and moving over to me after Kate had helped him roll the condom off. Tonight I was lucky. Greg still had more than enough enthusiasm -- if I can call it that -- to perform for me and give himself another orgasm too.
Eventually we needed to surrender our passions to sleep; even if it was a naked aroused sleep in the bed together without a cover.
In the first light of the morning I woke to find myself cuddled up to one side of Greg with Kate cuddled into the other. Both she and Greg were still asleep; Greg on his back with an impressive morning glory rampant.
I looked across at Kate as beautiful in her sleep as she was during the day.
I have always found it impossible not to speculate on what it is in her past that has so damaged Kate that she can't form a stable romantic relationship; indeed until recently positively avoided the risk of them. She's been willing to openly acknowledge she is damaged and that her parents' divorce had something to do with it, but she's avoided any more specifics.
I know I'm too young and inexperienced in these things to form reliable judgements, but I've come to doubt that Greg's possibility of inappropriate sexual behaviour by her father is the cause. Rather it seems to stem from a very deep fear of rejection or loss; although I suppose a sense of betrayal that would come from such inappropriate behaviour is also a possibility.
She seems able to be extraordinarily close to -- even acknowledge a deep plutonic love for - both Greg and myself as friends, but runs away from romantic love. As far as I can tell the difference seems to be that friends shouldn't do things to positively hurt you, but their life can just move in a different direction to yours and so you always need to allow for the possibility that they by default abandon you; just move out of your life. You might have a sense of loss, but you shouldn't reasonably have a sense of hurt -- not that human emotions are always reasonable.
So I'd come to wonder if she wasn't actually very close to her father and he just abandoned his family in a way that was a shock to a young Kate. Or maybe whether some domestic violence complicated Kate's attachment to her father. I don't suppose I'll ever know.
But for her sake my deepest hope is that she can overcome her issues and find the romantic love I can see she really yearns for. Maybe the relationship with Wayne was a sort of practice for the next step; a bit hard on Wayne but something that offers Kate hope for the future.
Greg was the next to open his eyes and we spoke in soft whispers waiting for Kate to join us in the land of the awake. It was probably another fifteen minutes before her eyes open too. Looking across Greg's body her first sight was of two friendly sets of eyes looking back at her.
Our 24 hours was up and my mind was starting to wonder how to declare things at an end and for life to return to normal. I needn't have worried. Kate took the lead for me.
"I saw some bacon and eggs in the fridge. Are they for us? How would you like me to make us all a big breakfast?"
Neither Greg nor I could refuse an offer like that, a thought we made clear to Kate.
But instead of rolling out her side of the bed, Kate rolled herself over onto Greg; lying flat along his body. Lifting herself up on her elbows she looked him in the face.
"Thankyou for a wonderful 24 hours. I'll never forget it."
The she put her head down alongside his, wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a cuddle. Considering they were both naked, considering Greg was already fully aroused before Kate mounted him, you might say the cuddle lasted longer than was appropriate in normal circumstances but not so long as to be indecent or suggestive of an intention on her part to start something sexual.
Then Kate slid over onto me, lying flat along my body too. The first thing I noticed was the dampness below my navel, indicating Greg had leaked pre-cum onto her stomach which she now transferred onto me.
Lifting herself onto her elbows again she now looked me in the face.
"Even more than Greg, I want to thank you too. I hope you got what you wanted out of it, but it was a very special experience for me."
Then as with Greg, she put an arm around my neck, her head down alongside mine and just cuddled me.
This was an extraordinarily strange experience for me. As regular readers will know, before I met Greg my shyness meant my life had since early childhood been devoid of intense physical intimacy. Greg and I had of course shared no shortage of all sorts of uninhibited intimacy since then. But until recently even getting fully naked in a girls change room was something I'd avoided, let alone a naked physical embrace. Since Christmas, and even more so after Zoe's naked party, that inhibition had been slowly breaking down -- even reversing. But there are degrees of everything and except for a brief mutually naked hug from Kate at the end of Zoe's party, I'd never had this sort of contact. Now I had a naked girl lying on top of me.
It wasn't any longer the case that I wanted to squirm away or break the contact. It was just that I was intensely aware of certain points of contact between us. Rather than lying nipple to nipple, Kate had her breast between mine like the interlocking gears on a flywheel. I could sense exactly where each now firm button of her nipples made contact with the side of my breast and where mine touched her. I knew exactly the areas where our breasts and stomachs made contact and, since she was a little taller than me, exactly where the turn of my mons rested against her pubis.
But it wasn't sexual. This was just Kate at her most tactile. Greg and I came from close happy families. We were both secure in that environment, and yet neither of us had a need for tactile engagement with others. In reality we were just too shy, but far from deprived because of it. In a way Kate was a girl on her own; no siblings, no father and a mother who, although Kate loved and was close enough to her, had her own problems. With a limited range of close friends like Greg and myself this sort of tactile engagement was far more important to Kate.
Kate was communicating how much we meant to her. Without any risk of it being mistaken for a sexual advance, she could loiter on me longer than she did Greg. I probably got the cuddle she would have liked to give Greg too had she felt she could have. Strangely I felt that communication. I felt her appreciation of our friendship and her need for us. I felt how much she missed us when we were in different cities. I wished Greg could have had longer to have felt these things too; although recognising he may not have been as open to the message. I tried to pass that message back to her.
Greg asked me latter was it awkward; indicating he couldn't imagine that sort of contact with a guy in any circumstances. Maybe that's a difference between guys and girls; although the lack of external genitalia makes it easier. I don't think straight girls are as worried about homosexual ambiguity. But I could tell him honestly it wasn't awkward. For a moment I didn't know where to put my hands; just freezing them by my side obviously being unfriendly. But once I worked out just to respond by putting them around the small of her back it all seemed natural.
And then with a-
"I'll go get breakfast," she was off me and disappearing out the bedroom door, wiggling her naked butt in the sexiest manner knowing full well we'd be watching her.
In a way the rest of the weekend was like nothing had happened. Kate played the part to perfection. What had been had been, but didn't affect the future. She was back to our best friend. The flirtatious, tactile friend she'd always been, but nothing more.
Like all too many Australian kids, Kate had taken herself overseas after school, but had never actually been to either Sydney or Melbourne -- the largest Australian cities. She we got to play tourist for the rest of the weekend; a weekend full of laughter and fun that will be remembered for itself even without the first day.
So when it came time for her to go I think we were both ready for a tear. But it was a nice cry; a reaffirming cry and one moderated by plans that were already being hatched to catch up over the June long weekend.
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The shared Easter with Kate had been special, even setting aside the threesome we'd finally allowed ourselves.
As the June long weekend approached I felt the need both to get away somewhere with Greg and to catch up with Kate again.
Going to Uni every day together with Greg meant we certainly weren't lacking in each other's company. But our sex life was considerably inhibited compared to the summer we'd shared in his home town. Without the great outdoors as a place to unleash our passions, we were constrained by the limitations of doing it at my family's house or Greg's shared unit. At the very least it meant we had to curtail the noise we made and limited the variety. But it also limited the amount of sex we seemed to be able to get in.
During the holiday I'd worked out later we averaged well over than twice a day; not bad for beginners over a three month period I thought. Now we were struggling to make it four or five times a week, and that included what we came to call our 'wicked Wednesdays' where thanks to a bit of good programming of our Uni classes on our part and the rest of my family being at work, we finally got my family's house to ourselves for most of the day.
The drop off in the sex certainly wasn't due to any lesser desire on my or Greg's part. If these things have a honeymoon period where you go at it hammer and tongs before dropping back to something more sustainable it wasn't over yet. I wanted more. Much more than I was getting and much more uninhibited sex too. Plus I just wanted more of that feeling of being exposed to a naked Greg in broad daylight and exposing myself to him in return; and the intimacy that goes with that.
Now winter was coming on I even missed the opportunity to lie awake and just look at his naked body lying asleep beside me -- something I knew he did too. Doonas might be warm, but they're not transparent.
But because of a lack of somewhere private and opportunity I was missing all of this. I thought a weekend away might offer a break from that.
I wanted to include Kate because I knew she was missing us as much as we were missing her. I certainly pined for the intimate morning teas we had shared together; somewhere I could download all my innermost thoughts on someone I loved and trusted; which was strange given I'd never had that sort of friend in my life before meeting Kate. Since she'd broken up with Wayne it was obvious from her emails that she also was missing us -- Greg no less than me. She had plenty of Uni friends to hang out with but it was obvious it just wasn't the same
I'm a summer person; I much prefer to be warm than cold and I enjoy the beach and all the exposed flesh that goes with it. With just three days to get away and a restricted budget that goes with being a Uni student it had to be somewhere we could fly directly to from both cities on cheap flights.
From my city the choice was unlimited. But from Canberra where Kate was it was a different matter. In terms of purely holiday destinations it was Coolangatta airport or no-where. As somewhere to stay, that sort of left us with anywhere from Byron Bay in the South to the Gold Coast in the North as places accessible from the airport.
I did a bit of research and pushed for Byron for a number of reasons. First of all it seemed like more of an international backpacker destination, rather than the family holiday location more typified by the Gold Coast strip. So maybe more entertainment for our age group and better pickings for Kate; since I wanted to allow for the possibility she'd be looking for a bit of sexual entertainment too. Secondly, from what I could read, the large headland to the South protected the beach from the southerly winds and created a warmer micro-climate for this time of year. After all it would be winter up there too; just a warmer winter than we were getting.
With a bit of deft reorganisation of our Uni programme we managed to get most of Friday and Tuesday morning off, opening up the prospect of extending the holiday mood a bit. I found we could fly into Ballina, which was a shorter transfer and the flight got us there late morning, so booked us on that for the flight up, but leaving to go home from Coolangatta at about the same time as Kate's flight early Tuesday. Kate was due to fly in mid-afternoon Friday.
We wanted more privacy than a straight backpackers offered so found ourselves a hotel/motel not too far from the beach at a reasonable price. Fortunately, being winter and therefore off season, there didn't seem to be too much of a long weekend premium.
Winter is a relative term. At this time in Byron a nice winter's day could get up to 25 degrees Celsius and the ocean water hadn't yet started to cool too much, still being well over 20. Not bad really and that is the sort of day we flew in to.
After we checked in we had a choice. Sex or beach? It was of course tempting just to strip each other and go at it. But there were conflicting factors. The peak warmth of the day is relatively short and it was lunch time. By the time we'd had a good roll about and something to eat after, we might miss out on the chance for a swim before meeting up with Kate.
So instead we changed into swimmers and prepared for the beach. If you read my First Summer series, then you'll know that for Greg and me part of that preparation includes creaming each other with sunscreen and that we do it in such a way that, to say we leave each other somewhat aroused is a massive understatement.
So it was this time. By the time I'd finished with Greg he had a rock hard boner that had burst out of the waist band of his speedos and was trying to stretch itself up towards his navel while I was left with a less visible but no less demanding swollen clit. I couldn't help myself. I wrapped my hand around his shaft, pushed myself against him and my clit against his thigh and buried my tongue in his mouth. It felt good. It felt free again; maybe in a way it hadn't since our summer holiday had finished.
I savoured the closeness of his body and the raw sexuality of the moment. It was tempting to change our plans. When we teased up each other this way it always was. But we didn't. After a moment we managed to peel ourselves physically apart and continued down to the beach, stopping for a quick bite along the way.
For a few hours we swam and enjoyed the warmth of the sun on our bodies; missing the ability to sneak into the bushes and screw each other silly that we had on the more private beaches of Greg's home town but still frolicking in the water as much as the laws of public decency would allow. Just having him there beside me nearly naked was fun enough, the shape of his cock clearly visible under his swimmers, my wet bikini moulding itself around my breasts and the enlarged nipples sitting atop them and camel-toeing deeply into my crutch: a sort of sexual energy transmitting freely between our bodies promising things to come and keeping us both at a constant low level of arousal.
As the afternoon wore on the time of the arrival of Kate's bus approached and we put on our beach cover-ups to go and meet her.
As she got off the bus it was immediately apparent that Kate was still Kate. Dressed in a bright yellow pair of hot pants that barely covered what they needed to cover and were so tight they might as well have been spray painted on, topped with a deeply plunging close fitting tee shirt which struggled to contain her breasts, you could sense the eyes of every male within a 200 metre radius immediately focus in on her.
She beamed a gorgeous smile as she ran towards us squealing in delight, wrapping me in her arms, pressing her full body against mine and kissing me on the cheek before doing the same to Greg, except this time planting her kiss on his lips.
As we walked up to the motel with her, every male who passed could be seen to track her with his eyes, just about twisting their neck off their head as they turned to keep looking as they went past. I even saw one walk into a lamp post and another trip over a seat. Kate might have looked nonchalant about the attention she was attracting, but I knew she was just as much checking out the talent in return. She smiled at one or two who took her fancy, but there was a natural tendency for males to dissolve into jelly when Kate did that to them and neither of them was quick enough to take up on the opportunity the smile implicitly offered. Since she'd broken up with Wayne she gone back to finding her sexual satisfaction in the way she knew best; even if at the same time she was looking for a better quality replacement.
Our room was on the corner of the building, down the end of the corridor and Kate's was next door. While she checked in and unpacked Greg and I retired to our room to have a post swim shower and get changed for the evening.
One of the things I'd most missed about the last few months was just the chance to check out Greg while he was naked, so I offered him first shower while, after stripping back down to my bikini, I found excuses to loiter in the bathroom. At first I just unpacked our bathroom stuff from our bag, but when that quickly ran out, I stood holding the glass door of the shower screen open finding something to talk to him about as he went about his shower. I actually don't recall what the conversation was about. It had to be a sensible enough conversation that it gave me an excuse to be there, but not something so significant as to stop him from going through the motions of showering; especially those where he turned to face the flow of water and gave me a chance to check out his naked butt -- a favourite perspective of mine since he had such a great one.
Poor Greg. He was happy to admit he found me cock burstingly sexy and loved having as much sex with me as he could get but was always concerned to make sure I didn't think it was just all about sex. So at times like this he tended to take me at face value and just think I wanted to talk when in actual fact my crutch was throbbing with desire and I was standing there waiting to be taken. Once when he turned away I repositioned the top triangles so the nipples were barely covered by them, trying to tease him with them.
I'll somehow have to improve on my come fuck me look because for a while he stayed flaccid going about washing himself down as we chatted. Then maybe my conversation faltered and my intention became more transparent. Suddenly he started to grow. When he saw me transfixed on that it positively exploded; rising to its full hardness and height in an instant.
He hooked his finger under the tie of my bikini top between my breasts and pulled me into him under the shower and kissed me. Turning me against the wall he quickly undid every tie of the bikini and let the parts be washed off my body by the flow of the water. A moment later and his cock was throbbing against my clit between my legs; not indicating a lack of foreplay on his part since I'd put it there -- more the fact I'd gone through my own arousal process while I'd been watching him.
In an act of lovemaking that let us get back to the passionate noisy sex of our holiday he brought me to a screaming climax by rubbing his shaft against my clit before penetrating me and just about lifting me off the ground with the enthusiasm of his thrusting as he found his own orgasm. It was a fantastic start to the holiday weekend.
Then he helped me finish my own shower, standing there washing my back and hair.
You tend to assume motels have fairly noise proof walls. Not so. As we finished getting dressed I could hear Kate chooking about her room; unpacking and getting dressed. So she'd heard everything. Yet somehow that didn't matter. She knew what we were like.
We met up with Kate in the reception as we'd arranged, a wink from her confirming our activities had been well and truly overheard. Predictably she was dressed to kill; a plunging neckline sheath mini dress, boobs thrust out with the hem of the push up bra just visible along the line of her cleavage. Mind you I wasn't exactly demurely dressed myself and I suppose you could describe my own dress using the same words; even if my target was more to please Greg than attract general attention
Kate had been in charge of choosing our venue for the evening; firstly because she showed more imagination about it than Greg and me and secondly because, since I allowed she might be on the hunt, she had a bigger stake in the decision.
We started at the Byron Hotel on the beachfront, enjoying the view and the ambience of an outside seat, taking the chance to catch up with all the gossip that hadn't been included in the email traffic between us.
We were regularly interrupted by hopeful males who had noted the disparity in the gender balance in our group and tried to round out the numbers; no doubt hoping Kate was the odd one out, but careful to not offend either way. I'm sure I was back to being the consolation prize. Kate always took control of these situations, sizing the guy up, working out whether she had any interest in him, engaging him in a slightly longer conversation if she felt a spark of attraction to see what he was like and then either politely declining any further offers of drink or attention or on the one occasion she thought he was worth a try, letting him know he could buy the table a drink and join us while we consumed it.
It was like a job interview; one he too failed and so was gently thanked for the drink and sent packing back to his mates.
I have to say I admired the confidence and grace with which she handled the situation. On the one hand she knew the value of what was on offer. On the other she knew how difficult a role the guy had to play and never put him down or treated him in a way that would have offended an average person; even if they might have been disappointed by the outcome. Only one overly persistent pest was given a firmer treatment. All the while she made us feel as though we were the only company she really cared about.
From there we moved on to the dinner location she'd picked.
As we walked in the door a sign flashed past my line of vision. Something about "defend the flag competitions". My brain momentarily wondered what that might be before forgetting it as we walked in and I noticed the unusual layout. It seemed more like a theatre restaurant, the dining area being a series of tiered raised floors. It was all bustle and busy and we were quickly shown to the table Kate had booked; a four seater.
I quite deliberately, but in as subtle manner as I could, arranged our seating so it was obvious Kate was the single person; not so as to avoid any embarrassment on my part, rather so that Kate had the best chance of finding company that suited her if that what she wanted. So Kate sat on one side of the table, Greg and myself on the other with me directly facing Kate. It also helped Greg not get too distracted by the view of her cleavage which even I found difficult not to stare at. Mind you facilitating his lack of distraction was intended for my benefit -- he might have preferred to have to deal with it!
Here again we were constantly interrupted by random males now more certain of who the target was. Until dinner arrived Kate dealt with them in the same way; only another one scoring the prize of being permitted to buy the table a drink but also failing the subsequent interview.
We were half way through dinner and a pleasant conversation when some activity started in what I might have referred to as the theatre pit. There was a smallish inflatable pool set up and an announcer started asking for contestants.
At first I just tuned out being more interested in catching up with Kate.
But as things started to move forward in the pit, the activity became harder to ignore. Two girls came out dressed in a one piece swimming costume in national flag patterns -- one Australian and one Kiwi. The costumes themselves were pretty brief; high cut legs, a plunging v neckline and equally low cut back. The front piece was held up by the slimmest of cross over straps which rejoined the sides of the costume near the hips. The sides of the front also plunged vertically down to the hips showing a lot of underboob at the side with everything coming together at a very narrow little seam on each hip.
Actually in shape they looked a lot like Kate's sexy one piece, even if obviously very flimsily made.
Then the girls oiled themselves up and started to wrestle in the inflatable pool.
If I thought it was nothing more than some sort of oil wrestling match to entertain the guys I was quickly disabused as they fairly determinably tried to rip each other's costumes off. So now at least the 'defend the flag' started to make some sense.
Kate nudged me across the table "hey kiddo, you're an expert at strip wrestling, you should challenge" in obvious reference to the bikini hogtie wrestling match I'd lost against Merc.
I politely declined although only then noticed a laminated folded notice on the table indicating what it was all about. Apart from the obvious fact whoever stripped the costume off the other won, it also told me they were wearing g strings swimmer bottoms underneath to preserve some modesty and the wrestling was organised in weight divisions. Plus there was a mixed division where two girls took on a guy, although within certain weight restrictions. Unfortunately there didn't seem to be a purely male division, although I could see that might bring a different sort of clientele.
Swimwear in your own national flag was provided, as was the g string and a wrap dress if you didn't want to put on your good clothes afterwards; although showers were available.
By the time I'd finished reading the notice and looked up again, both girls had their breasts exposed; fairly predictably give the nature of their costume. They were sitting squat on their knees, each trying to work the bottoms off the other without leaving themselves vulnerable, but neither getting anywhere, given they had their legs apart.
Then the Kiwi did a surprise launch at the Aussie, lying her flat on the bottom of the oily pool and managing to pull her swimmers most of the way down her legs with one hand while holding onto her own swimmers with the other. With her legs now tangled the Aussie lost the initiative and as the Kiwi repositioned herself to finish the job was unable to keep challenging her modesty, leaving the Kiwi two hands to get them right off and throw them out of the pool; winning the game. It was all over in less than 10 minutes; although there was something about them made me think that rather than random volunteer customers they might have been ringers to get the whole thing started.
A few girls challenged the Kiwi, but she declined, leaving the field for a new pair; or in this case trio, since it was a mixed match. Italian girls against what I took to be a Danish guy.
Here the dynamics were interesting. It was strength against a greater number of hands. The girls were all over the guy, leaving him little chance and managed to win in short order.
They in turn were challenged by an English guy. He simply tried to use pure strength to rip the costumes off the girls even though they remained in the defensive squat position. Initially one had a front seam of her swimmers split from her nipple to her crutch where the colours joined, then both had the straps down the back torn from their mountings leaving their breasts exposed as the front piece flopped down and then finally one had the side seam ripped apart, leaving her only one leg in the swimmers and making it easy for him to side them off her leg.
All the while they're were trying to fight back in the same manner, pulling his swimmers well away from his body and giving him a giant wedgie while trying to tear them, but not succeeding. It seemed the male swimmers had a stronger side seam than the female ones



The rules allowed both girls to stay in the competition until both their swimmers were off. They battled on until the second girl's swimmers were also destroyed and thrown out of the ring, leaving him the winner.
We sort of half watched a few more matches as we talked and ate; the matches providing a distraction for the guys so there were less of them trying to hit on Kate. On the whole they were good natured competitions; the contestants laughing even as they struggled to win.
Some of the girls were a bit cheeky with the guys, sitting over his hips and rubbing their crutch up and down on his cock and generally doing other things to visibly arouse them; although just all the highly intimate contact involved in trying to wrestle the swimmers off two strange girls in an oil pool must have been arousing enough. For the guys it must have been a battle between the body's natural tendency to respond to that stimulation and their brain's inhibiting fear of ridicule if it did. All I can say is the body often won. On the other hand the girls could enjoy themselves as much as they wanted winning applause and encouragement for overtly sexual moves without any arousal being obvious.
Most matches ended with the girls breasts exposed whether they won or lost and the constant flash of cameras was a reminder there was no guarantee that what happened here stayed here.
Perhaps the most amusing sight was that of losing guys left in their tiny oil soaked g strings simply moulded around their cock; it's not a sight I'd seen before -- even more so given a degree of arousal was often obvious. I wondered if Greg might allow them as a sex toy.
None of this was something I'd normally be exposed to or a participant in; my hogtie wrestling episode notwithstanding. Trust Kate to lead us down such a corrupting, if unusual and amusing path! Still I did wonder if she'd factored in the guys being distracted from her by the activities.
One match did however change the mood of the night -- and for us the whole outcome
There was a mixed match between a pair of French girls and a German guy.
The girls were nothing special. A medium height somewhat overweight one and a quite petite one who still seemed to show the effect of too many croissants. They were obviously friends. The guy also was fairly ordinary; more than a bit pudgy for his age -- certainly not a looker.
We hadn't really being paying much attention to it until something caught my eye. The guy had the larger girl pinned under him; sitting across the top of her shoulders, her chin and her enormous breasts between them stopping her from sliding either forward or back to slip out from under him. The petite girl was behind him, pushing his shoulders to try and knock him off; the top part of her swimmers already down to her waist.
Suddenly he grabbed both her hands and dragged her forward over his shoulder. As she overbalanced and gravity took over from his pull in bringing her forward, he hooked his fingers under her swimmers so that as she fell and flipped over onto her back they were dragged off her body. It would have been a very neat and clever manoeuvre except for the fact I saw him quite deliberately hook his fingers under her g string too, so that they came off with the other swimmers.
It left the girl completely naked, face up, her bum over the edge of the pool, legs apart and her fanny open to the audience. Immediately camera flashes came to life to record her indignity; compounded as he lent forward, pulled one knee even further to the side to expose her more and did a victory pose over her for another round of shots.
(Fanny has a different meaning in Australia to that in the US. It equates more with the slang "pussy")
With her back arched awkwardly, she struggled to regain her balance and extract herself from the position she was in, something he hindered as much as he could while he threw both her swimmers and g string deeply into the audience.
Now exposed to a much greater extent than she'd expected, even when she did regain her balance she became totally focused on recovering her g string, begging the audience to return it; something the yobbos were in no hurry to do.
That left her partner wrestling alone with the guy; although wrestling's a generous word -- it was too lop sided.
The larger girl had started with a good hold on the guys swimmers. No longer having to worry about the smaller girl, he used his greater strength to pull her hands away from it which permitted him to stand over her, his pants now out of her reach. Then he bent down, lifted her feet and dragged them around to face the audience. In a single action he hooked his fingers under both the g string and her swimmers and flipped off her bottom, lifting her legs skyward as he slid them down her legs -- and threw them into the audience. In a final insulting action he dragged the girl's legs over the side of the pool so she too was left arched backwards with her bum on the side wall and her fanny exposed.
Then he put his foot up on her stomach and did a victory pose; once again inhibiting her attempts to recover some dignity.
The yobbos went wild with excitement and camera flashes. But a good part of the more sensible section of the audience was appalled and started booing. What had been a good humoured competition had taken on another side.
When Kate got to her feet I thought she was just trying to get a better look. Then I heard the fateful words. "We want to challenge him". I think the MC, Greg and I all had the same question in mind, but he put it into words.
"Who is we?"
Without even looking around, Kate pointed behind her -- straight at me.
There were a few different reactions to Kate's challenge around the room. The German took one look at Kate (and yes OK, a look at me too) and readily accepted, just about growing a boner in anticipation. Kate was well out of any league this guy had got to play in before. Kate would say I'm in the same league as her; I'll reserve on that, but acknowledge I was probably well outside his usual league as well. I doubt he'd even got to touch girls like us before.
The yobbos were equally enthusiastic; probably looking forward to an equally intimate view of the fannies of both of us to that they'd just been given of the French girls and already blowing loads into their pants in anticipation. After all, neither Kate nor I looked like big girls. I was no more than 50 kg, Kate maybe in the low 60's -- and it's only a slight exaggeration to say most of the difference is in her breasts. The larger French girl was much bigger and he'd just demolished her.
I was like "no way!" But I knew I was stuck and would now have to go along with Kate's challenge. Kate was an interventionist; something she shared with Greg. If they saw something wrong, they set out to fix it, even if others might take a "it's not my problem" approach. They'd prefer to risk looking silly by overreacting than leave a situation where someone was in distress.
That's part of why they'd both originally joined the lifesavers in the first place.
Me; I was a bit too shy to throw myself into situations the same way; more worried I be misreading things and interfering where I shouldn't.
Kate saw the guy as needing putting in his place and was setting out to do it; even if she risked a similar humiliation (for her and me -- thanks Kate).
But what neither he nor the yobbos were to know was that Kate certainly wasn't the weak pretty girl female she appeared to be. She was a serious athlete. Her iron man training -- involving as it does multiple disciplines -- might not have left her beefed up and muscular looking, but like a long distance runner, the strength was there just the same. And with all the cross training I'd done with Greg I was nearly in the same boat.
Trying to avoid long delays in proceedings we were hustled into the change rooms and given our swimwear. The G string was strongly enough made, even if very minimalist and I made sure I picked the smallest size I could get on to make them harder to get off. The flag costume was as flimsy as it looked from a distance, even if tight fitting and very sexy. Completely unlined it was lucky I didn't have any inhibitions about nips showing through, though I wasn't looking forward to the virtual certainty of having my breasts exposed to the audience and their cameras.
Still, I liked the look and feel of it on my body and, given my swimwear fetish, was sure I could have some fun with Greg with it. I hoped it survived the match unscathed.
I wondered if Kate should have picked a bigger size. The ones she had just barely covered her nipples. They weren't going to stay hidden for long, even if he didn't manage to pull off a shoulder strap.
We had a brief discussion about the tactic Kate had in mind, trusting to fate to set it up for us. As we emerged the German just about burst out of his pants; he was clearly anxious to start and probably in no hurry to finish the match. That might work in our favour.
For a while the match followed a familiar pattern. Lots of sliding and rolling around in a puddle of oil, lots of pulling at swimwear. In the course of it all I let one of the side straps be pulled off my shoulder rather than risk it being torn, thus exposing one breast, although I did get a chance shortly after to slip it back on. He seemed particularly keen on getting the top part of Kate's swimmers down, so she was soon exposed to the waist, delighting the audience with the view but Kate not being the least concerned about it.
Eventually Kate set up the situation she wanted; she was pinned under his legs like the French girl -- except this time he was sitting further back, below her breasts. I made sure not to tackle him from behind and suffer the same fate as the smaller French girl; instead wrestling with his arms from in front of me.
He had hooked his fingers under the back of my swimwear -- both the outer one and the G string. I could see he wanted to put me over the shoulder like the other girl and just demolish the top straps and rip everything off in one movement -- except this time front to back.
He expected me to pull back against this movement -- which is what I did -- causing him to tense himself backwards. But then, as arranged with Kate, I suddenly threw myself forward towards him, aiming my body for his head. Caught off guard and already pulling backwards, he flopped down on his back between Kate's legs, his knees rising and legs pivoting around the folded up balls of his toes since he wasn't flexible enough to keep his knees folded under him.
I deliberately smothered him with my breasts, burying his nose in my cleavage, hoping the cheap thrill might just slightly delay the speed with which he recovered from the shock of being pushed down on his back.
Then Kate sprang into action. Using her core body strength, she rose up from under him, effectively rolling his lower body and legs over his head as she extradited herself. With her fingers already firmly gripping the back waist hem of both his pairs of swimmers, as his bum lifted to the roll she'd induced, she was able to rip them down his legs initially without any real resistance.
At the end he did realise what was about to happen and tried to resist. His hands were basically entangled in my swimwear from when he'd being trying to slip them off; so suddenly there was a lot of movement dislodging the top part of it and whether deliberately or not, fondling my breasts at the same time. I just tried to bundle his arms up and resist their movement while at the same time repositioning one of my now exposed nipples into his eye socket to again try to pacify him with a cheap thrill.
At the same time he started to thrash his feet about to stop Kate from completely removing his pants. But by now they were down to his ankle. The pants themselves inhibited his movements and it wasn't too hard for Kate to finally slip them over his feet and toss them to the audience.
With a final flourish Kate grabbed his feet and dragged them over the side of the pool, effectively dragging me across the pool at the same time. Now he was the one fully exposed, with his back arched over the side and his penis uppermost.
While I couldn't see it, Kate tells me he was already partly aroused when she stripped him. Sitting over his stomach she played with him a bit to induce a more obvious erection, then facing the audience, she held up two fingers spaced only a small distance apart and shook her head, indicating she wasn't very impressed with the size of what she saw.
The audience dissolved into laughter.
Then she just stood up, helped me off him as I readjusted my swimmers to a more modest position, shook his hand and thanked him for the match and we both exited the ring. You could sense a lighter mood had been restored; those upset by what had happened to the girls feeling justice had been done, the yobbos having had some amusement, even if not at Kate's and my expense as they'd expected.
Many guys stepped forward wanting a match with us. Kate put an arm around me and pointing to Greg said "that's the only guy were willing to match"
Greg was caught completely off guard and came out with something like "we can do that when we get home", causing another round of laughter with those who thought Greg was playing a pun and had an unusual domestic situation that would offer him some interesting threeway tangles later in the night. It certainly raised his status among parts of the audience and even induced a couple of girls to try and hit on him while we were getting dressed again.
Me? I parked the thought away as something I might actually take him up on one day. I'd enjoyed the match and had found it all massively arousing even against the jerk and could see it might make an interesting bit of sexual play with him. I might even include Kate in the more innocent part of it; if you can call rolling around trying to strip each other naked innocent.
Still, at the end we were a pair of girls now thoroughly soaked in some sort of vegetable oil. Both our swimmers had survived undamaged, but they too were soaked through. On the swimmer front, I was the one with a bit of a fetish about them; I doubt Kate was all that worried about hers. When I got under the shower I made a point of the fact I initially got under with the swimmers on and gave them a good soaping and a rinse to try and get the oil out before completing the task of washing myself; hinting they might be handy if we do have a game with Greg.
Fifteen minutes later we were restored to some semblance of order and rejoined Greg, wet swimmers in a plastic bag and a free thankyou bottle of champers waiting on the table from the management. The French girls came up and thanked us too. Even the German guy came up and congratulated us; which lifted my opinion of him off the rock bottom place it had been.
But now of course we'd attracted the attention of the whole place. We'd been sitting out of the way somewhat so had been overlooked by a good percentage of the more amorous males in the audience. Now, even if they did have some doubts about Greg's domestic arrangements they were set aside as it seemed every guy in the room tried to hit on us as if Greg wasn't there.
I wasn't used to this sort of attention, but Kate just went about dealing with it as she always does; maybe applying a somewhat more judgemental filter to narrow down the field more quickly.
In the end there was a winner -- if you want to call him that (although there's no doubt he felt like one latter in the night) -- and a surprising one at that. Until sometime towards the end of the Christmas holiday, Kate's typical partner had been what I referred to as the Neanderthal type. A solid body builder's figure and square jawed; your classical model from the front cover of a bodice ripper novel. I would add small brained, and to that even Kate -- after she came to realise the error of her ways -- added "limited penis focused needs". It was Kate's way of avoiding romantic attachments -- attachments she desperately wanted but that the damage caused to her by the ugliness of her parent's marriage had created a barrier against.
Then -- she will admit -- inspired by the love Greg and I had found, she changed her ways and her tastes. If I wanted to be blunt about what she now looked for in a guy I'd have to sum it up as Greg. Tall, slim, muscular, intelligent and sensitive. After all, deep down that's probably why they'd been such close friends for so many years.
Getting all of that isn't easy. Tonight she settled for four out of five. He was someone who approached us shyly towards the end of the night; I suspect egged on by a group of mates he'd been sitting with. Even though he struck me as something of your video playing nerd, he passed Kate's first evaluation and was permitted to buy us a drink.
And then for the next ten minutes he charmed the pants off all of us; not in a smarmy sort of way, just by being genuinely interested in us -- even if especially Kate -- and keeping us laughing with a great sense of humour.
Steve -- that was his name - was impressed by the fact Kate was studying medicine, fascinated by her dedication to lifesaving and teased out a lot of the stories of our Christmas holidays in a way that added to the humorous mood he'd created. He was willing to give insights into himself -- he was an architect student from Brisbane and yes he was a grade A computer nerd -- without making himself the focus. I liked him, and I could see Kate did too. He was encouraged to join our group. I could see his mates would have liked to have joined us too; but this was first and foremost a catch-up between Kate, Greg and myself. He understood they needed to be cast adrift and he did so with good humour to them too.
Let's cut a long story short. At the end of the night he was invited back to Kate's room.
Greg and I had retired to our room and then to bed and started getting amorous when the noise of Kate's activities started coming through the wall between our rooms.
After deep scientific analysis, based on the evidence of overhearing three other people, I have come to the view that everyone has their own distinctive 'sex voice'; the noise they make when they have sex. It might be quieter or louder as the circumstances require, but the nature of it is the same unless you make a strong attempt to focus on it enough to change.
Mine I think is a bit like a grunt; not a nasty guttural noise -- much more feminine than that (in my opinion anyway), but a grunt just the same. But if I think the noise might be mistaken by Greg for an indication of discomfort or pain, I can change it to a more clichéd "yes, yes, yes" or "more, more, more" or any one of a number of instructions ("harder!"). Plus I'm a bit of a screamer; my natural sex voice is loud.
Greg's is a cross between a grunt and a groan; although with a deeper male voice. He also can be pretty loud.
My mother I know sounds like me; and on the basis of that irrefutable scientific evidence, I also hold that your sex voice is genetically inherited.
We've heard Kate three times. Once when we put her to bed after she passed out and she got all frisky on Greg, once at Zoe's sex party and once during our threesome. Her sex voice is the cutest, most femininely sexy and barely audible "ohh". It's much more delightful on the ear than it appears in print, but it's an 'ohhing' sound just the same. There's so much to be jealous about with Kate; I think I'm jealous of her sex voice too.
Not tonight. What was coming through the wall sounded more like me. From the sound of her she was obviously doing the work; on top. Both times I'd seen Kate in action she straddled the guy cow girl style so it wasn't hard to picture her in that position now. Nor was it hard to picture her breasts bouncing up and down like I'd seen them do; at least until Steve got hold of them and all but tried to swallow one of them while playing with the other -- the natural guy reaction.



It was easy to guess she was giving Greg and me a taste of what we'd served up to her while we were in the shower. Steve didn't know it, but half the performance was for us.
If we were starting to run hot before Kate started up, then we really started to boil now. Hearing other people have sex can do that too you; especially if it's someone you know as well as Kate and can form such a mental picture of them doing it. So fairly soon we too were going at it; me on top and making all the noise I usually make; maybe even a bit more for good measure. Greg was more than willing to contribute to the party; and since we both knew full well what was happening it was hard sometimes not to just dissolve into laughter at it all. Goodness only knows what Steve thought of all this; although I could clearly enough hear his grunts too.
I had a sneaking suspicion that Steve may not have been all that experienced sexually. A bit like Greg; a really nice guy but not pushy enough to rack up a tally of girls he's actually bedded. Good on him for that, but I figured there was a good chance he was going to go early especially if Kate was pulsing her pussy around him as Greg told me she did with him during our threesome. So it was. Far too early the sound of him climaxing could be heard. That didn't stop Kate. Instead you could hear her become more vigorous, looking for her own orgasm while she still had something to work with.
She found it too; doing a full Meg Ryan performance through the wall.
Shortly after I screamed out mine before rolling Greg over on top of me to let him finish too. And then there was just a quietly panting silence as the four of us cuddled against our respective partners and went to sleep.
At two in the morning Kate and Steve started at it again. This time it was just Kate's normal sex voice; although a bit louder than I'd heard before.
Of course it woke both Greg and me up and made us a bit randy. But instead of starting up ourselves, Greg just penetrated me for a bit of couplin harvesting tantric sex; trying to fall back to sleep in that position while resisting the temptation to start thrusting and turn it into climatic sex. Each of Greg and I gave a single loud cough, just to let Kate know we were there; not to quieten her, just to make a " I know what you're up to" statement. But we weren't really going to get back to sleep -- coupled or not -- until they'd finished.
Predictably Steve went early again. For a short while you could tell Kate was going at it harder, but then there was a momentary break in proceedings before you could hear a quieter, less energetic Kate rising to her own climax. I figured Steve must have gone sufficiently flaccid that he'd rolled Kate over on her back and fingered or licked her to her orgasm.
We'd found that if you just turned off the air conditioning, the room maintained a nice summer like temperature which let you sleep with just a sheet over you or maybe nothing at all. I'd been looking forward to waking a little early and just being able to stare at a naked sleeping Greg; a favourite pastime the cooling temperatures at home had been depriving me of.
Greg beat me to it. As I drifted back to wakefulness in the morning light I found myself on my back, no longer coupled to Greg and no sheet covering me. I turned my head and there was Greg lying on his side, propped up on his elbow staring at me with a grin on his face and an erection bisecting his stomach.
I rolled over and cuddled him and gave him a kiss, the mint taste of his breath indicating he'd already attended to certain morning functions. There's just something about crispy hotel sheets that promotes sex in the morning. Then again there something about wanting to pee and morning breath that discourages it. Much as I might have liked to just start up from my semi-wakefulness, I decided it was better to get up and attend to the latter.
I climbed back on the bed and over my man now reclining on his back; straddling his body with his erection pushing into my stomach as I kissed him. We weren't in a hurry. Being naked and warm and frolicking about on a bed with Greg was a treat in itself.
So we rolled about and kissed and cuddled for a while before getting down to the more serious part of it, me finishing as usual with a fairly noisy orgasm.
As we're lying there -- me draped over Greg in our post orgasmic bliss -- Kate couldn't help herself and gave a single loud cough of her own.
It was fortunate that I'd arranged for Kate to have a room next to ours. Had anyone else been in that room it would have been just as inhibiting as being back at home in my family's house -- probably more so. Maybe because we knew Kate so well, she knew what our sex life was like and so we had nothing to hide from her and she was indulging in her own liaison it all just didn't seem to matter. If it had any effect it spurred our own arousal to hear Kate indulging, so the effect might even have been positive.
I did wonder how it might have been if instead we knew Kate was lying next door alone; even wondered if I might have been tempted to then invite her in to share a bit; but tried -- not entirely successfully - to dismiss that thought quickly from my mind. Once had been an incredible intimate experience I never thought I would have indulged in, but once ought to be enough.
We got down to breakfast first and so were sitting there as Kate and Steve approached us hand in hand. When Kate saw us she smiled at us like a Cheshire cat and as she approached the table asked
"Morning. Did you sleep well last night?"
I replied with a perfectly straight face "Yep; went out like a light the minute we hit the bed. What about you, was your sleep undisturbed?"
"Yer, don't remember a thing until I woke up this morning. Did you get to sleep in?"
"Sure did. It was lovely; I could barely get my eyes to open to come down to breakfast"
"Great. Hope we can have as good a night tonight"
Steve had stood there bemused as we went through this routine of patent lies until we all couldn't keep a straight face any more and dissolved into laughter, the people around us no doubt wondering what was so funny about the soundness of our sleeping.
As we had breakfast we talked about the day ahead; planning to spend a good part of it at the beach while allowing Kate and me some time to look around the shops too.
Steve's part in all of this had been ambiguous, until Kate turned to him.
"Do you want to go back to your own hotel and get some beach gear? We'll meet you back here if you're quick enough. And while there's not the slightest promise in my next statement, I'm not going to think any less of you if you happen to bring a backpack with a change of clothes for going out tonight and a toothbrush"
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It was a freezing July Canberra morning when the arrival of the text announced itself with a 'bing' on my phone. I casually looked down to see who it was from to have my stomach invert itself. There was that name on my screen - "Chris D".
With a shaking hand I opened it.
"Hi Kate. Up for a conference on the weekend of the 17th. Fancy getting together?"
I could barely get my fingers to type properly as I pecked out a reply.
"Free all weekend. Love to."
Chris! During this first year of my medical course I'd imposed on myself a bit of a man drought since returning to Canberra and breaking up with Wayne.
Apart from Greg, Chris had been the principle object of my fantasies since we'd spent a week making passionate love in my home town last Christmas before he'd gone home to Sydney. I'd resisted gently his suggestion we keep in regular contact. That wasn't my style. But I'd left open the possibility of 'dropping in' if we were ever in each other's town.
Chris had performed a different fantasy role from Greg. Those about Greg were more ethereal; they needed to stay within the boundaries of our long term friendship and Karen's ownership of him. Those about Chris were more immediate, physical, passionate and consuming.
He'd been a virgin when we'd met and was anything but by the time he'd headed for home. While he'd been there my crutch had suffered a constant needy ache for him; there was just something about him that caused us to be mutually attracted to each other. By the time he left, the ache in my crutch had been more medical; one of excess and over-indulgence.
Two weeks after the text exchange and his follow-up call, dressed in one of the sexiest most revealing outfits in my wardrobe, I found myself walking through the hotel reception to his room; a sense of sexual excitement permeating my whole body. He'd suggested picking me up from home or meeting at the restaurant. I was the one who'd insisted on coming to his room.
Abandoning all pretext of dignity I was ten minutes early. At least that was better than the hour early I'd been in arriving for the threesome weekend with Karen and Greg.
It was an Adonis who opened the door to my knock. Caught shirtless by my early arrival, he had thrown it on as he walked to the door, but not yet buttoned it up. Now his muscular chest was there on display, his smooth skin extending from the turn of his squared jaw down to where a line of fine hair rose above his low slung pants to teasingly point towards the manhood that sat below it.
As much as I wanted to look down to see whether his pants were yet bulging in anticipation, I moved my gaze up to look into those gorgeous piercing blue eyes; the eyes that had locked on mine from across a party those eight long months ago and led to some of the best sex I'd ever had. His hand reached out to gently caress my waist as he bent down to kiss me on the cheek.
His automatic greeting caught me off guard, in the process denying me the chance to respond properly with a sloppy greeting kiss on his check, so I raised my hand to the side of his head to pull it back towards me. As my lips felt the skin on his face the fire that had been smouldering inside me for the last hour ignited. It wasn't enough.
I pulled his face back towards me again and planted a kiss on his lips; once, twice a third time. It was no good. The hunger I had wasn't for food. With a fourth kiss I penetrated his mouth with my tongue, lingered there while the hand he had on my waist slid around my back and brought our bodies together.
I didn't need to look down to know he was aroused. His erection was pushing hard into my stomach; throbbing with its own desire.
Still in the hotel corridor, my hand slipped between our bodies and started undoing his belt. He dragged me into the room to let the door close behind him as his hand slipped under the hem of my dress and started lifting it off my body. Like some cliché out of a B grade movie I had him pinned against the wall of the entrance foyer as I slipped his shirt off his shoulders and managed to get his pants to drop to the floor at about the same time as my dress came up over my head.
Turning away from the wall he started walking our now underwear clad bodies backwards towards the bed, carrying me with my feet off the ground, my crutch pushed hard against the unyielding firmness of his erection. With my arms around his shoulders, I wrapped my legs around his thighs, turned my crutch inwards and rubbed myself up and down on him; passionately kissing him all the way.
As we reached the bed he turned around and threw me into the middle of it, bending over me to strip me of my panties even as my toes struggled to grab the hem of his undies and drag them down his thighs to reveal the tall thick hard shaft they'd hidden from my view.
In moments he was on top of me, our bodies intertwined, his naked warm shaft pressed against the naked moist skin of my clit as we rolled around on the bed kissing. Somewhere, somehow, he'd unclasped my bra and I felt it pulled from my body to let my hard nipples find their own excitement against the soft skin of his chest.
A condom was pushed into my hand; one I eagerly sheathed him in. Then he was inside me; my body embracing a part of his in the most intimate way possible. Like a lull before a giant storm, for just a fleeting moment our most immediate passions found their satisfaction; letting our tangled bodies enjoy that first moment of bonding with a blinding clarity. We lay there in a complicated embrace, kissing deeply, fondling each other and rolling about as the eight months of time that had separated us disappeared.
And then, as he rolled me over on top of him it was like a monster fire of passion was unleashed upon us. I pounded myself on him until my sexual frustration burst out of me in a giant orgasm, rolled him back over on top and enjoyed the powerful grunting play of his manhood inside me until he too burst the dam holding back his cum and filled the condom with it.
Only then, as he eased his body back down to cover mine could we actually exchange words. "So how have you been the last eight months?"
After that initial release of our sexual desires we got dressed again for the dinner I had supposedly come here for.
Given he was here for a conference, Chris had asked to what extent I wanted to be insulated from the whole conference scene. While he wanted to take me to a nice dinner removed from the conference one, the practical question was whether I wanted to drop in on the pre-dinner cocktails first.
For me that was easy. I wanted to see more of the people he worked with. And so we wandered down to the conference ballroom and quickly found a circle of people mainly composed of Chris's work associates. What immediately struck me was he seemed to be ten years younger than any of the others. The other thing I soon found out was that there was only one other partner in the group; a tall attractive woman in her thirties there with a husband of about the same age.
At least what the woman was wearing gave me comfort that I was only a little out of line in my own choice. Hers was a strappy mini cocktail dress, the v neck low enough that the edge of what had to have been a push up bra was visible along the neck hem of her dress and offered a truly impressive cleavage display.
Mine was just a little more mini relative to my height with the neck line plunging low enough to convince most of the guys trying to peek through the space of my under-boob that I wasn't wearing any bra at all; although for maximum breast projection, I had my own trick garment in that area. The total effect was maybe more what you'd wear on the red carpet to make sure you got top billing in the next day's news item than strictly corporate; still it was close enough.
And so I played my role as a good corporate WAG; charming, even flirting with the guys, engaging and bonding with the women and enhancing Chris's reputation by cynically but subtly making sure every other guy in the circle was just a bit jealous of him. Of course the line you need to walk is a fine one. Not all his work colleges were men and you need to make sure the women are on your side too; and of course make sure the other WAG doesn't start bad mouthing you to her husband the minute you've left.
But just having stood there for nearly an hour with my body in close contact with Chris's had already left me thinking about our post dinner activities. It had been a long time since I'd seen him last but the effect - let's be more honest and call it arousal - his mere physical presence had on me hadn't diminished in the slightest. At least mine was invisible. His I could feel as we brushed against each other and there was nothing half-mast about it.
Dinner, delightful though the food might have been, was simply one long piece of verbal and flirty foreplay. At least I got his story of why he got a ticket to the event even though he was nothing more than a part timer Uni student kept on from the summer clerkship programme; the managing director had needed to withdraw and gave Chris his ticket. It also explained his deluxe room.
But the food, even the wine, was a mere distraction. The sound of his voice, the easy reassuring humour of our conversation, the piercing intelligence of his eyes, the sculptured perfection of his body, the very aura of his presence; all reminded me of why Chris had imprinted himself so deeply into my sexual being during our week long fling. As I sat there absorbing the pleasure of his mere company every part of my sexual anatomy responded in its own demanding way; a clit swollen and throbbing for attention and a vagina that felt like it had opened into a cavernous lady boner that no amount of cock could fill.
In the elegance of this restaurant there was only so much I could do to give vent to my feelings. Above the table we were all very proper, each of us dedicating one hand to eating while - when knives could be dispensed with - the other reached across the table for the electric pleasure that even interlocked fingers offered. Below it we tried the usual games. For a short while I managed to raise a bare foot into Chris's crutch and wrap my toes around the circumference of the erection in his pants; sliding my foot up and down its length to feel it surging in response.
But the table was small; the white cloth covering it barely rolled over the edge on the two sides on which we were sitting. With the rest of his family facing away from us, the middle aged father sitting with his family at the table behind Chris had barely been able to pull his eyes away from my cleavage for the whole time we'd been sitting there. As I spread my legs apart to move my knee out to let me get that foot between Chris's thighs the way the father's eyes nearly left their sockets made it clear he was getting a grandstand view straight up my crutch.
My dress was so short and had ridden up so much as I sat down, I could see my panties just looking down between the table and my stomach. With their thin material now dampened by my anticipation of our post dinner activities I had to wonder just how much he could see. Had the whole thing not been so uncomfortable I might have repositioned my napkin and just worried about Chris. But the truth was I quickly got a cramp; so Chris's cock would have to wait until we finished.
As for Chris he tried to reciprocate, but his legs were even longer. At his first and only attempt he nearly knocked the table over.
On the way back to the room we had a quick pash in the lift, the security camera and shortness of the ride merely allowing me a chance to push the top of his trousered erection up under the hem of my dress and against the panty covering of my clit as we kissed.
Chris's fumble with the security card which opened the door was the only additional delay between the lift opening and us rolling stripped to our undies with our bodies intertwined on the bed. One thing I've always liked about Chris is the way he delays the "I really want to stick my dick in you" moment most guys get to once they've got you like this. He willing to satisfy my need to savour a physical and emotional intimacy short of penetration.
But tonight that wasn't enough. I was the one who needed penetration; who needed the feel of his impressive cock swallowed up inside me, the feel of my body embracing it and drowning it in my juices. With just enough willpower to comply with my own condom rules I peeled down the front of his undies to expose him, sheathed him, pulled the crutch of my own panties aside and anxiously immersed him within me.
Only then, with our bodies locked physically together, could I slow myself down and fully enjoy that mere sense of intimacy as we continued to pash as we rolled around on the bed. Only then could I slow myself down enough to just bathe in his physical presence.
For maybe ten minutes that was enough.
What moved us to the next level was me starting to pulse my pussy against Chris's cock; tensing the muscles of my vagina against it like I was trying to suck it in deeper. That stirred up Chris to start pleasuring his cock inside me; gentle slow thrusting movements accompanied by soft little groans signifying the deepest pleasure. The fires of passions became lit inside us both again; but Chris wasn't satisfied with how things were. For him we were still over-dressed for what he was about to unleash on me.
Withdrawing, he stripped me of my undies and dropped his to the floor. Then he took one of the hotel pillows and placed it under my bum as I lay on my back sprawled across the bed. In an instant he was back on top of me, inside me; arching over me as he looked down on my body and thrust his manhood within me.
The third time we had made love - the third time Chris had ever made love to anyone those long eight months ago - he'd experimented with a thrusting movement which tried to stimulate my clit with every thrust. He'd nearly succeeded then. Now he'd perfected the trick.
As the flames of ardour roared furiously in the circle of our bound together bodies, Chris pounded me to an orgasm; a back arching, call his name out, scratch his back orgasm that had been building inside me all night. Unwilling to stop there, he kept pounding; bending his body into an s-shape as he lent down to suck my nipples, taking me all to willingly to a second orgasm moments before his own climax broke in a rising crescendo of grunts and groans.
Exhausted, he collapsed on top of me and let his body relax into my embrace as we kissed; still puffing from our exertions.
Yet for all their intensity, those two orgasms hadn't yet filled my quota of need. Even as we lay there together those sparks of physical need that any contact with his person had always triggered in me were firing again. With the old full condom barely removed a fresh hard erection was already pushing into my stomach signalling Chris's readiness to respond.
But this time we could be less intense; more loving and intimate than urgent and needy. This time I went on top; playing with his chest as I rode him cowgirl style, whipping him gently with my hand to encourage him to buck under me, lifting his head to my breast to have him stimulate my nipples as I enjoyed the sense of his capture in my bosom. This time took longer. This time we were more than just bodies fulfilling a physical need. This time we were two individuals spiritually and physically bound together. This time it was the journey, not the climax itself that counted, even if the climax was pretty good.
After this time we were spent; falling asleep still bound together.
We spent most of the night cuddled spooned together.
Like I understand is the case for many girls, I like spooning. Supposedly guys don't; I'm not sure why, although maybe it's just they don't like being aroused by the contact without an outlet for it.
During our week together so many months ago, Chris had proved to be a willing spooner.
Of course all night spooning has its limitations. First there's the need to constantly change positions in tandem as the person behind has their lower arm go dead where it's tucked under them.
More prosaically, if the guy is behind - which his greater height makes for a better fit - there's that little problem of where his night erection goes if you're both naked. If he angles back so it doesn't touch you, the total body contact can be pretty disappointing. If he doesn't then it either settles into your bum crack - the default position if you are both really asleep - or pushes into the cheek of your bum.
Some girls don't like the former that much. Me? As long as the guy can control his ardour I don't mind; maybe apart from the greater than normal need not to break wind.
Chris's cock had one other place it often seemed to end up in as we spooned; especially if he wasn't aroused at our moment of first cuddling. As it grew, it would grow between my legs and come to rest buried in the fold of my front bottom; the shaft of his engorged throbbing cock pushing firmly against my engorged throbbing clit, pulsing occasionally even when he was asleep, while the head of the former stuck out from between my thighs like I'd grown a cock of my own.
After an evening of physical passion when our immediate ardour had been expended it was something I quite enjoyed; bringing about a night of erotic dreams and an episode of half-awake sex when neither of us could contain our arousals any longer.
The boss who'd passed his conference ticket onto Chris had intended to bring his wife, so I had a pre-paid breakfast if I wanted it and if Chris wanted me there. The offer of a nice hotel breakfast made the former a no-brainer. In connection with the latter, I wasn't so sure about whether I might just be an embarrassment to Chris. After all, it sort of made clear to his workmates that he'd had company for the night.
That wasn't an issue for him, and certainly wasn't for me; so a hotel breakfast it was.
Given the stature of the profession organising the conference, I wasn't sure what the protocol for conference partners in relation to dressing for breakfast was. I think I could fairly safely assume these days - even for them - that it didn't need to be some Stepford Wives demure 1950's style dress; but what?
I intended to take the opportunity to use the nice warm hotel gym and pool to, for a change, get some exercise out of the freezing mid-winter Canberra weather. So I wondered if I could get away with my spray on tight leggings and matching plunge neck cropped sports top. I put it on and asked Chris, who promptly grew a boner the minute he saw me. Maybe not.
The default - and only alternative - were a pair of nearly as tight fitted jeans and a plunge neck t-shirt, worn without the jumper and overcoat intended to get me back to my car afterwards without freezing. Even that created enough of a scene as we joined Chris's work colleges at a communal table. Still, it wasn't out of place compared to other WAG's; it was really all very casual and even a bit exercisey. One mum with her kids even had swimmers on under a beach wrap; intending to take the kids to the heated hotel pool after breakfast; giving me notice that maybe it was best if I went to the gym first and pool after if I wanted to avoid that crowd.
After breakfast I left Chris to his conference, organising to catch up with him in his room after the conference sessions finished at 5 and from there get ready for the conference dinner dance later in the evening.
Shortly after five that afternoon I turned back up at his room. When there was no answer to the knock at the door I let myself in using the spare room key he'd given me for that purpose. As I laid my stuff out on the bed I heard Chris call from the bathroom.



"I'm in the spa. If you'd like, get undressed and join me."
Stripping down to my undies I walked into the bathroom to find Chris laid out in the spa. I wasn't kidding when I said at the start of this story that Chris's boss had booked a deluxe suite for himself that Chris was now the beneficiary of. The spa was big enough to hold a party in and Chris had more than enough room to stretch his significant height fully out and still be up to his neck in the water. Putting a hand on his chest to support myself, I bent over to give him a greeting kiss and watched down through the clear water as he predictably grew a boner.
Releasing my bra clip behind my back while I was still bent over, I let my breasts fall out under his nose and slid a nipple across his cheek before offering it to him to lick and suck for a moment. Then I finished undressing and got into the spa; sitting on top of him, his erection pushing against my coccyx and lower spine while I laid my head back over his shoulder, his arm around my chest as he turned the spa bubbles on.
"How was the conference?"
"Ok I suppose. Some of it was a bit over my head and other bits a bit boring. Still, you learn a lot and it's good to get to know your workmates a bit better."
"Did you get any good gossip?"
"A few snippets which won't make much sense to you because you haven't met the people concerned; but I suspect the best gossip comes when they all get drunk in the evening. Actually if the truth be known, most of the gossip I was involved in today was people fascinated by you.
I think you left most of the guys you met at the cocktail party last night drooling into their drinks and weeping pre-cum into their pants and the older women wanting to play matchmaker and make sure I didn't let you go.
Since I'd never mentioned you before and they hadn't seen you at the socials we held in Sydney, they all wanted to know who you were."
"Did I embarrass you with what I was wearing?"
"Hardly. I loved it; as I suspect did every other male in the room. Anyhow you wowed both the men and the women with your charm. They all thought you were an absolute darling."
"Flattery like that will get you anywhere. The dress I've got for tonight is even more out-there; but if you don't like it I've got a backup. What did you tell them about who I was?"
"I wasn't sure you'd like me to call you a girlfriend, so I just told them you were a really good and special friend who lives in Canberra and I hadn't seen for a while; although I will admit there were a couple of guys who were complete strangers came up to me at lunch and wanted to talk about you and I did use the 'g' word with them just so they didn't bug you and I could keep you to myself tonight.
I suppose these days even the older ones wouldn't find my describing you as a special friend and you being at breakfast the next morning all that strange a combination."
Ah, sweet Chris; stepping delicately through the minefield of my relationship aversion problems. At the end of our week of mad passionate sex last summer, which had started with me taking his virginity, he'd made it clear he was more than happy to commute from Sydney to see me so we could continue a relationship. I'd poured cold water on the idea. As much as Chis and I had a special chemistry from the moment we'd laid eyes on each other, I wasn't at that time willing to risk making things complex.
Chris had taken it in his stride; even encouraging me to talk out my issues and the reasons for them. We'd parted with a resigned sense of sad mutual loss and lingering affection that was worthy of the ending of the movie Casablanca or a weepy movie; me seeing him off at the airport, shedding a sob and tear as I sat in my car afterwards and all.
Of course, that was before Karen and Greg and their relationship had really challenged me to think about what I wanted out of life.
I'd thought of Chris from time to time over the months and wondered if I'd made the right decision; wondered whether some girl has captured his heart and taken yet another nice guy permanently out of circulation. Even now I was curious about the path of his love life over the past months.
Still, my medicine course left little time for play. I recognised a geographically impossible relationship would put more stress on me than I thought my studies could cope with and would seriously complicate what would in any case be a fraught attempt at maintaining a relationship. If Chris lived in Canberra things might be different and worth a try. But he didn't. Already, in the last 24 hours, I'd braced myself for another sad goodbye.
But that was tomorrow. Tonight should be fun and unburdened by such thoughts.
I spun around to face him, grabbing his erection under my own body with both my hands to anchor myself as I floated over him.
"I don't mind what you call me. I know you understand what is and isn't possible and that I think you're a really nice and attractive guy just the same. That we can enjoy the time we share together is all that really matters.
Still if you call me a girlfriend how are you going to explain all the other attractive chicks you go out with in Sydney?"
I pushed myself against him and kissed him, lifting the tip of his erection up hard against my stomach.
If you think my last sentence was dangling a line looking for some evidence of his love life, you're not wrong. But with his male brain now dominated by the feel of my hands around his cock, he missed he hint, simply responding to my kiss by placing his hand behind my head and pulling my mouth more firmly against his.
As a stream of bubbles from the spa ran through my crutch and tickled up my clit, I let myself sink into full contact with the length of Chris's body; first of all bringing my nipples and breasts down onto his chest and then sinking my hips to bring them down until our bodies were separated only by the thickness of his erection with my hands around it.
We embraced and kissed; rolling around in the spa like hyper-active lovers on the crisp sheets of a newly made hotel bed - him on top, me on top and back again, our legs intertwined, his thigh moving against my clit and his cock rubbing softly up and down on the lower parts of my stomach. The firm unyielding shaft of his erection was constantly surging deeply into my flesh with its excitement and anticipation; auto-seeking an opening which while there and ready wasn't yet part of the play. There was plenty of time for sex; but before that we wanted some pure unadulterated passion.
I'm not a great one for giving head - or receiving it for that matter. I prefer the heat of two bodies firmly bound together while I'm having sex. Still, today I was feeling playful. In the liquid warmth of the spa and in the knowledge Chris understood the difference between foreplay and the final act, I broke away and floated back down his body until my head was over his cock.
Lifting it upright until the tip just broke the surface, I wrapped my lips around it, held my breath and slid them down the length of the shaft as far as was comfortable for me. There was something about the combination of my mouth and the hot water that amped up the sensation for Chris. Dropping his head back he let out a long deep groan of incredible pleasure.
Like a scene from an exorcism, for the next couple of minutes as my lips pleasured him under the water, I watched as his head turned slowly from side to side against the side of the spa as he continued to groan. It was as if I was inflicting on him an ecstasy too great to bear; tortured by pleasure almost.
Finally he could take no more. His actions made it all too clear the "I really need to stick my dick in you" moment had arrived. He held my arm and pulled me up towards him until our lips were melded again, my body high enough on his that the tip of his cock was between my legs; instinctively surging to lift itself as it searched out the opening to my body.
"Shit" I thought. I hadn't brought a condom into the bathroom. It was going to be a real mood spoiler to get out and go dripping through the bedroom to get one. But I didn't know what he'd been up to for the last many months. It wasn't an option not to.
"On the corner of the tub."
It was all Chris could get out as his passions started to overwhelm him and demand release. I looked over and there sat a number of still sealed packets. Thank god. Chris knew the rules and between us there was never any coyness about revealing our lustful intentions.
In a moment he was sheathed and letting out the most deeply intense, satisfying sigh as my body readily swallowed the full length of his anxious manhood into its warm embrace.
For a moment I'd thought he'd just go off prematurely; so great had been his pre-penetration state of arousal. Instead, there was a brief interlude as we both enjoyed that profound sense of intimacy that comes with having a part of someone else's anatomy so deeply inside yours and conversely for the guy as having that most sensitive part of your body entombed so completely inside the girl's. Pushing hard against each other we just kissed and stroked each other's faces and rolled around in the water with our legs intertwined while our bodies were caressed by the jets of water and air streaming through the spa.
When the moment came for the serious stuff to start, I was on top in a reverse missionary; my legs outside Chris's. Trouble was as I started to move my body up and down over his, the water in the tub started to surge back and forwards in rhythm with me, picking up momentum with every thrust until it was starting to slosh over the side and leaving us both giggling at what we were doing.
Still, rather than attract the attention of building maintenance by causing a leak in the ceiling below us, I switched to my more normal cowgirl upright stance where my lifting and dropping and grinding movements caused less water problems and Chris could curl his body up to suck one nipple while playing with the other between his fingers.
With the head start he'd had, it wasn't long before it was becoming clear Chris didn't have long to go. I could see he was trying to hold back, but both the noises he was making and his body's movements made obvious his moment of release was close. I started to ramp up my movements, trying to make sure I found my climax too, but all that did was set Chris off; leaving him groaning his orgasm into my nipple and jerking up into my hips as I kept pounding away at him.
Now it was a race; my orgasm against his loss of hardness. I banged up and down on him, grinding my clit against his pubis.
I think Chris had reached that moment of exquisite sensitivity post orgasm, because he was making these little squeally groaning noises; whether they were of pleasure or torture or a bit of both, I don't know and I doubt he did at the time. But that wasn't going to stop me. I was running hot and focused on getting there.
As I came I threw my head back and involuntarily let out a stream of "Oh, Oh, Oh, yes, oh...", the first few probably loud enough to be heard three rooms away not to mention in the corridor outside. That's hotels for you - even the fanciest. Just when all the delegates were in their rooms getting ready for the evening too. We might have to check the corridor was clear before we left this evening, just so no-one knows who was making all the noise
I lay back down on top of Chris as my body released what was left of his erection; but I was still feeling quite frisky. As I smothered him in kisses, he put his arms around me, sliding his thigh up between my legs only to have me start gently rubbing my clit up and down on it.
Guys can get bad press for their post sex performances. Supposedly all they want to do is roll over and go to sleep; which for a while anyway, is all their now flaccid cocks are good for. Girls often want something more. The trouble for guys is that something can range from a peck of a kiss, to a cuddle all the way up to another five orgasms. And there's no sign on the girl's forehead telling the guy what it is for today. And god help you if you guess wrong too!
Chris had always been a wonderful post sex satisfier and I had no hesitation in making my intentions clear. Taking the hint he slipped his hand down between my thighs, rolled half over me and started fingering me while alternating between kissing me and sucking a nipple or generally playing with a breast. Fingering was a speciality Chris came with when I first met his virginal self. From the first time he did it for me he inevitably seemed to induce a back arching, cry out loud end result.
With the currents of warm water swirling between my legs and magnifying the effects of his fingers, today was no exception; inducing an arch of my back that brought my whole body clear of the water as I again left anyone within three doors of us in the hotel in no doubt that more than a little hanky panky was going on.
But after some ten minutes of that sort of fingering and sex play, Chris's erection was back. Like most guys, Chis always really liked a him on top, massive thrusting, sexual climax. Of course, that's not always what is going to satisfy a girl and Chris was ever one to put that first. So when our sexual games had put me ahead on the orgasm count I was always happy to give him a free pass to a climb aboard and just go for it turn.
After a renewal of his condom, that's what he got now. When his thrusting also started to cause the water to slosh over the edge we finished with me arching my back to bring my body nearly up to the surface of the water while Chris continued to work away on top of me; making sure that by the time he filled his condom, we were both completely knackered.
Still, then we got to use the spa for what they're intended for - relaxing. We had a big night ahead. We needed to recover our energy.
An hour later, as we prepared for the evening ahead, I went into the bathroom to put on my evening dress.
I needed to secure my breasts into place with Hollywood tape and that was the best place to see what I was doing and make sure it was neat.
I hoped the dress was OK with Chris. Corporate evenings are delicate affairs. You have to be careful to tone it right. Like the cocktail dress I'd worn last night, this one was more "red carpet, guarantee your photo in the paper the next day" in its showiness rather than a classical corporate dinner dance evening dress. Indeed, since it was a major label I'd only been able to afford because I'd bought it cheaply in a second hand fashion shop, for all I knew it had been worn by some young starlet at the Logies or some other awards night.
And you needed to be young to get away with this dress. A halter top, it plunged deeply at the front to well under the bottom of the breasts, while also dropping near vertically at the sides showing not just under-boob but, when your breasts were perky D-cups like mine, a tunnel right through below the breast line. At about the level of the bottom of the central plunge line, there was a back-tie drawing the thin clinging material into the lower chest under the breasts, accentuating their size while being completely unforgiving of anything other than a washboard flat stomach. From there it dropped to the floor, flaring just a little so that the split which ran down each leg from the hips tended to hang together rather than the seams separating into a wide gap. Still, the static in the material tended to draw a fold of loose material between your legs, highlighting your crutch.
There was no chance of wearing a bra. Some degree of stretch in the material and its diaphanous clingy unlined nature meant that your breasts were embraced at the sides somewhat. That combined with the judicious use of Hollywood tape gave you some chance of not having them fling out the sides of the dress as you danced. But that's where perkiness was critical. Retaining saggy ones while dancing would be as hopeless as trying to hide the working pendulum on a grandfather clock by sticking a thin line of tape down the centre of the glass which covered it.
Of course, the words diaphanous, clingy and unlined when used in connection with a top also mean nippily. The warmth of the hotel might help, but mine reacted quickly to any arousal. They were going to attract attention and very likely comment.
At the back it plunged low enough to show the top of my bum crack; the thin line of the back tie being the only break to the expanse of exposed back flesh. A very low slung thong I'd bought in a blue satin material matching the dress was the only underwear you could get away with; but going commando was impossible given the side splits and likelihood of crutch peeks from that direction.
There is no doubt it was over the top. But Chris was young, good looking himself and a mere summer clerk in the organisation. I figured having a stunning girl in a drop dead gorgeous sexy gown was likely to do more good than harm to his credibility even if the room was going to be filled with much older people. I'd packed a more conservative but still revealing backup if he didn't like it.
I walked back out to the bedroom to show it to him and was stunned by the Adonis in a dinner suit who stood there waiting for me.
Circling once slowly and then again fast enough to let the flaps which the side splits left draping from above my crutch fly up as they might if I was dancing, I asked... "Is the dress too much?"
In a way watching his cock tent out his pants even as I asked should have answered the question. But Chris's brain gave a different answer to his cock.
"It's gorgeous. You'll be the talk of the ball."
"Yea, but is the talk going to damage your reputation?"
"I don't think so, but I'll happily take that risk."
"I've got another dress if you're not sure."
"I'm sure."
But actually, if arousal was a test of suitability, Chris was going to have to lose the dinner suit too. Sad to say, but I'd never dated a guy in a nice proper dinner suit. Even the school formal (prom for some of you) was more business suit than dinner suit; assuming you don't count the purple ones and others in ridiculous colours and cheap materials. God he looked nice in it.
I walked up to him and, sliding it inside the coat, traced my finger down from his collar bone and across the chest; enjoying the feel of the smooth silk of the shirt as it clung to his muscular bod as concurrently I felt my crutch moisten in desire and watched his cock almost burst the fly of his pants.
With a finger flirtatiously on his shoulder I pivoted around his body, admiring the suit close up from all angles; and especially the way it conformed around his tight little butt. Just as I lifted my hand off his shoulder to let me complete the circle around him, I was struck by an impulse. Sitting on the bedside table was a packet of condoms. I grabbed two that had spilled out and as I came around the front again slipped them deeply into his side pocket; letting the back of my hand stroke the full length of his rigid cock as I pulled it out of his pocket. Why we might need them when the function was in this hotel, I didn't know. But better to be sure than sorry.
Hand in hand we talked animatedly as we took the ten minute walk across the full length of the sprawling hotel to the ball room in amongst the conference suite Chris had spent the day in.
Predictably, the dress did attract attention. During the pre-dinner cocktails it was amazing just how many guys decided a selfie including me and Chris - with me placed prominently in the shot - was a really good idea. In a rare quite moment Chris said he'd never had so many people pointedly join the circle we were talking in to engage him in conversation, even if they did then turn the conversation to draw me in.



The women were more upfront; just walking into the circle and asking Chris to introduce us.
Chris added he'd love to have me as his wing-girl during the conference sessions tomorrow to help him with networking. I declined, but not because I didn't enjoy his company or wouldn't have liked to help him.
This was not a night for me to play the bimbo - even playfully as I sometimes like to do. I suspect a lot of them started out thinking the body (and dress) was all there was to me, asking me what I did and visibly arching backwards when I answered I was studying medicine. So I was quite pleased when the conversation could warm to more meaningful topics. I even knew more than they expected about their profession.
Sitting to dinner slowed things a little, although every time Chris got up to talk to someone or attend to nature, his seat was instantly filled by some hopeful; one often hard to dislodge when Chris came back. Several times I needed to chase them off with a pointed (if still charmingly delivered- of course)..
"I think Chris might like his seat back now.."
While the distraction of sitting at dinner had suppressed the constant feeling of arousal that I'd had been with me since I first saw Chris in the dinner suit, it returned with a vengeance when the music started and we got up to dance. I'm told I do a pretty good line in seductive dancing; flaunting my breasts and butt in rhythm to the music and generally gyrating under the eye or in the arms of my dance partner. And when like tonight I'm wearing a dress capable of being thrown into a teasing pantie view flick, I'm not scared to use it.
But I'd forgotten just how well Chris danced too; almost giving me back some of my own prick teasing medicine. I'm used to being able to judge by a quick look at their crutch just how powerful effect my dancing is having on a guy as they struggle with suppressing a public erection even as they enjoy watching me or being in my arms, secure in the knowledge whatever effect I'm feeling is well hidden from view. But here tonight, that security about my arousal being invisible was slipping away.
Even with his coat now hung over the back of his chair, just the way that shirt draped over his body and his butt and crutch moved in those pants was giving me a major case of the hots. To a point that's good. It's the way a date should be.
But I'd gone way beyond that; way beyond a subtle dampness in my panties to the feeling of a wet, stickiness permeating my inner thighs as my crutch throbbed with desire. My breasts felt swollen, straining against my dress, stretching the material to an unnatural taughtness. As looking down I could see my nipples rising; miniature erections of my own, in this warm room all too clearly proclaiming my desire and their reaction to rubbing against his shirt.
When we danced arm in arm I had to fight back a need to forget the music, forget the expected decorum of even a lovers dance as I wanted to just drop my crutch heavily down onto the thigh brushing lightly between my legs and majorly pash him; all the more so as I felt his own arousal pushing into my stomach; its firmness surging every time the movement of our bodies caused it to glide across the fabric of my dress and the yearning flesh underneath.
Karen got away with an orgasm on the dance floor. Could I? Could I just encourage his thigh to be brought higher and press harder into me and rub myself up and down on it until I was released from this irresistible desire? I was tempted; tempted to a point I found hard to fight against. But Karen had been waltzing with Greg, the dance's natural rise and fall movement and requisite placement of Greg's leg deeply between her thighs offering more camouflage for what she was doing. Plus she was in a less judgmental environment than this corporate event.
This would be far more obvious.
Still?
But what about Chris? He was getting very handisy himself; starting to cross the line from dance appropriate contact to little more than a sexual grope.
No; we need to fuck.
Sure we could go back to the room, but the night was still young and there several hours of mutually seductive dancing we wanted to share. Anyway that's not what I needed. I wanted a skirt lifting, fly open, shirt pulled out, quick and dirty fuck against a wall so I could drag him back onto the dance floor and seduce him all over again. But here, in a hotel with security cameras watching every nook and cranny, in the middle of a corporate function, where can you do that? This isn't like the school graduation ball where you might be able to sneak around the back of the tuckshop block for a quickie (hey, don't judge - I didn't, but I know others who did). Hell even the toilets are going to be too crowded to contemplate.
One thought occurred to me arising from an innocent observation I'd made as we walked down the hall towards the ballroom and lingered outside over pre-dinner cocktails. I put my mouth to Chris's ear so he could hear me over the music without me shouting it to the world. "Do you want to find a dark corner?"
He nodded; all the invitation I needed to drag him by the hand off the dance floor and out of the Ballroom. To the left was the corridor which led to the rest rooms, reception and ultimately back to our room. To the right was the corridor to the conference breakout rooms; a dead end corridor with the lights now turned off.
I pulled Chris to the right; slowing down and walking arm in arm less purposefully, hoping to convince any watching security guard in the CCTV room that our intentions were a little less desperately carnal than they were. We ambled down the corridor as it got darker and darker - leaving ever further behind us the light spilling from the ballroom area - passing a number of sponsor's stands as we looked for a nook or cranny to make out in.
Chris spotted it first. A sponsor's desk set up against a small protrusion out from the wall framing the secured entrance to one of the breakout rooms. The desk was bare, the promotional material having been removed for the night except for a two metre high banner set up on a tripod behind the desk. Between the banner and the wall behind, there was a space.
With a quick glance behind us to ensure there were no first party observers, we slipped behind the banner; trying to look as innocent as our frisky, lustful selves were capable of.
In an instant Chris had me pinned against the wall. As our tongues wrestled, Chris's hands fumbled to gather up the full length of the material of the front flap of my ball gown, while I fiddled clumsily with the fly of his pants. When I'd got his fly opened it was clear there was no way I was going to be able to extract out of it the giant rigid cock my hand zeroed in on; necessitating another clumsy fiddle - this time with the button holding up his pants. When you're in a slightly tipsy, randy hurry these things are worse than bra hooks!
With my folds of skirt now held up by the pressing together of our stomachs and Chris's pants starting to slip down his legs, the attention of both our hands turned from outer wear to undies. In a single movement I found the top of Chris's erection, wrapped my fingers around it and slid them down its full length; in the process pushing the waistband of Chris's undies to under his balls. At the same time I found myself desperately groping with the reversed fingers of my other hand to extract a condom from the pocket of a pair of pants now hanging off his upper thighs.
In the mean-time a couple of Chris's fingers had done an initial exploration of my crease; running across the now slippery wet material of my thong and pushing it against the throbbing clit underneath and in the process drawing out a groan of pleasure so deep and long he might have thought I was cumming on the spot.
Encouraged, Chris drew aside the narrow strip of the thong and started sliding his fingers back and forward. With one hand around Chris's cock, I had to pull my tongue out of his mouth long enough to use my teeth to help the other open the condom packet; leaving me then trying to pull the condom out of its wrapper and sheath it over his cock single handed. That is actually a well-practiced routine, but today I was severely distracted by Chris's fingering of me. As I tried to concentrate on the task he was reducing me to a continuous stream of suppressed moans and "ohhs" until I had to give up and simply surrender myself to the effect he was having on me.
I held his cock in the fingers of one hand, wrapped the other around his butt and drew him into my thigh while I spread my legs, sunk down onto his hand and let him work his magic. Now sloppy fingers slid up and down against my clit, penetrated into my core to extract another flood of juices and returned to pleasuring my clit again. With his other hand Chris had ripped the Hollywood tape from my skin to push my gown aside and expose a breast. Then he lifted up its flesh with his spare hand and sucked into his mouth the nipple, areola and a fair bit of the breast itself, swirling the nipple around his mouth with his tongue while his lips caressed the surrounding skin.
Chris's cock seemed to throb in my hand each time I slid my fingers over the top to gather up the copious pre-cum oozing from its head and combine that with the sweat of my palms to lubricate the action of my hand as I brought it up from in contact with his balls to over the tip and back again. Yes it was saying to me in that way a guy's cock communicates its needs that it wanted to be inside me; that it wanted to spray Chris's seed against my cervix and pump it into the very depths of my body.
But it had to wait. Already deep down in my crutch an orgasm was forming like the first spawning of a tornado; building, building. It unleashed itself. Ripping through my body, causing me to lose control and emit a barely muffled prolonged moan of pleasure as my core clamped itself on Chris's fingers. Once, twice, I released my bodies grip on them only to spasm back against them again, all the while holding Chris's head against my breast in a suffocating hold.
Now with an urgency born of need, I sheathed Chris in the condom and brought his cock towards my opening, moaning again as I slid its length through my crease as I guided it towards its long awaited destination where he would satisfy my need to have him fill my body. Arching my hips out from the wall I encouraged Chris to drive it home, pushing against him until I could feel his balls between my thighs and the base of his cock pressed into my crease where it touched up my still wanting clit.
Chris had been patient; giving me my release first. Now it was his turn to unleash his passion. Encouraged by me, he pounded my body against the wall, my arched out hips bringing him up against my clit with every thrust. Knowing that Chris gave a little grinding movement at the end of every thrust, changing a mere blow to my clit into an incredibly stimulating rub.
Exerting himself, Chris started grunting loud enough that I felt the need to put my hand across his mouth least we attracted attention; an action that brought us both to laughter even in the middle of our carnal lust. Chris was never going to last long; there'd been too much of a buildup for this to be some sort of long slow fuck.
As he came he drove himself fully in. Even through the condom I could feel his cock pulsing as he emptied his seed into me. He'd brought me so close to a second orgasm I couldn't stop. As his body went through the spasms of his climax, I pulled his crutch hard against mine and ground it around in small circles; bearing down against him looking for that final little bit that would push me over the edge.
Even when Chris got to that moment of exquisite sensitivity guys get post climax where any further stimulation walks such a fine line between pleasure and pain that they try and withdraw I couldn't let him go, still grinding against him as I pulsed my core down on the remains of his slowly softening erection.
And then OMG, there it was, a beautiful body filling orgasm that left me sunk down in is arms.
Of course, when the lust has been satisfied and the body drained of its carnal needs, there comes that moment when you realise you're now just a pair of slightly naughty dishevelled young adults; when you need to tidy yourself up and get back to the party, hoping to hell no-one noticed you.
As we separated Chris's now flaccid condom covered cock flopped down against his pants; the ball of cum at the end of it hanging like a tennis ball in a stocking. He decided the easiest way of dealing with it was to tuck it in like it was and make a visit to the loo on the way back. Me? As my dress draped back down as our bodies came apart I did a quick check down to make sure there was no external signs of dampness. Short of a fresh thong there was little I could do about my soaking undies other than slide them back into place and hope they'd dry now that my body wasn't flooding them with juices; even if they might be a bit stiff.
I pulled my top back over my exposed breast so I could try and stick it down in place again. Hollywood tape is not terribly forgiving of the sort of bodice ripping stuff we'd just got up to. Yes it stuck, but it was hard to get it to sit quite as neatly. And as to the question of whether it would hold my tits in next time I swung them around on the dance floor - we'd find out soon enough.
Then it was back to the dance floor to stir each other up all over again.
I woke up next morning with Chris spooned into my back and his arm across my waist as he continued to sleep. Surprisingly, even though his hips were pushed against mine I couldn't feel any erection between us. Mind you, the wild sex we'd had an hour ago as the first dawn stirred us both to semi-wakefulness might have had something to do with that.
It was time for me to get up. Normally I'm an evening shower person. But since my last shower before the ball last night I'd enjoyed a night of intense dancing and four even more intense fucks - the one against the wall at the far end of the hotel in the middle of the ball, another when we'd returned to our room, one in the middle of the night and the aforementioned morning one. I sort of had a sense a morning shower might be a good start to the day today.
After breakfast today I was going to take advantage of the hotel's heated hotel pool and gym to let me do some more training out of the freezing Canberra winter weather, so when I got out of the shower I put on the bikini I intended to wear in the pool. It wasn't really what you would call training swimwear - but then most of mine wasn't. Still, maybe this one was more egregious than most of mine.
Normally I just go for string tie triangle bikinis. These pants were different in that they were very low slung tight fitting hipsters with thin strappy fixed sides. Their other departure from my normal style was that they had a vertical centre seam; running from the front, down through the crutch and up the back with the lightly constructed material gathered in so that they moulded down into both my front and back crease. That's not normally an advantage comfort wise with swimwear. But I'd bought these to wear under my legging/ compression pants when I was both running and swimming. Since my compression pants leave absolutely nothing to the imagination in the way they mould around my bum and front, if I'm going to wear anything underneath, these swimmers leave much less of a VPL than just about anything else.
The top was a matching string tie one. Regular readers will know I'm renowned for wearing rather brief - barely adequate - ones. "Small coverage" I think is what the manufactures describe them as; and that assumes you don't buy a size smaller than you're meant to. This top was in something of another league again. If I tied the under-breast string tightly into the base of my breast then the triangle would only just make it over the turn of the breast; leaving my nipple sitting right in the peak of the triangle and with some areola peeking out from the side. So you sort of had to tie it to sit in the centre of the breast; not quite firmly pinned down to any point.
Really it was straight off the cover of something like Zoo magazine and normally this was too much - or maybe more to the point, too little - even for me and not really suitable for swimming in anything other than still water. But Chris had been majorly turned on by it when I'd worn it once last summer and, given I was just doing pool laps, it was actually quite comfortable while I was swimming and I wanted to give him another thrill, I'd decided to give it a run this morning; especially as he was heading home tonight and this might be our last few moments together.
So just dressed in the bikini, I walked back out into the bedroom to find Chris now awake, lying naked and uncovered on the bed on his back and watching me.
Chris opened with a simple "Good morning."
I lay on top of him; straddling his legs with mine to have his cock immediately grow up between my legs and start pushing into my crutch.
"Shouldn't you be up by now?"
"I would have thought it's pretty obvious to you that I am"
"So you can only think about sex?"
"Let's see now. I've got a stunningly gorgeous, completely delightful, barely dressed woman lying on top of me with my cock between her legs. I think most guys in that situation would have their brains distracted by sexual topics."
"So you'd like me to get off you so your brain can work properly would you?"
"I'm not in any hurry if you're not."
By now his arms were around me. While we were both clearly aroused there wasn't really any sense this was going to turn into sex. We were reasonably fucked out at the moment; sexually satisfied if you want to put it more discreetly. It was more a moment of intimacy; maybe a final one.
There was a moment of hesitation in our banter.
Chris opened up again in a more serious voice.
"Kate, I've loved spending time with you this weekend. You know the offer I made to you last summer is still open."
It was tempting to play dumb; pretend I didn't know what he was talking about. Not because I wanted to tease him. Because I didn't want to admit to myself that the thought of that offer had been on my mind since I thrown my body at him about 36 hours ago. Actually if I was honest it was since I'd got his text announcing his intended presence in town a few weeks ago. It was the offer of a long distance relationship; of something more committed; even of acknowledging the budding love that added so much spice to our time together.
Part of me just wanted to say "yes, yes, let's just give it a chance and go along for the ride". But it wasn't that easy. My past, specifically my parent's divorce and its messy aftermath, gave me a phobia about committed relationships; a deep down unassailable fear of getting hurt if I opened my heart to love. Without intending to, I always sabotaged any path to real love if I let things drift in that direction, which then just resulted in a whole new world of hurt for both me and the innocent person unfortunate enough to be on the other side of the equation. And yet the happiness Greg and Karen found in each other gave me an incredible yearning to share that same sort of love.
Chris knew my problems; I'd opened my soul to him at the end of our time together at Christmas. He was understanding and willing to risk it, but I couldn't.
Now things were even more complex. I was in the middle of first year med and was feeling the pressure to focus on my study. In the best of circumstances a long distance relationship is difficult; with the complexity of my study pressure and relationship issues I still reluctantly had to come to the conclusion it was impossible. If only I could somehow put Chris on hold; some sort of suspended animation until I got my act together where I could drag him out for the odd weekend like this while still being certain another girl wasn't going to steal his heart out from under me before I was ready for him.



But life's not that simple. Without admitting it, that's what I'd been doing with Greg for many years and now he was gone and taken by someone else. Chris was too nice to last long. I was surprised he'd lasted this long; even jealous to think of the girls who might have had their claws in him since last Christmas - just dying to know about them. I'd be lucky if this wasn't the last I saw of him.
"Oh Chris. It's so tempting, you're such a lovely guy and I'm so attracted to you, but I can't. With the pressure I'm under at Uni I just couldn't even start to make it work. It kills me to think that after I say goodbye to you today you might start seeing someone else and I'll never see you again, but it would kill me more to start something and have it all fall apart."
Chris detected a slight loss of emotional control on my part as I spoke. If not an actually tearing up, something close to it. He stroked the hair off my forehead.
"That's OK. I understand. I just wanted you to know."
And then he kissed me; a kiss full of beautiful intimacy, pleasure and kindness without expectation of sexual progression. Then rolling me off him onto the bed, he announced.
"Well, if we're going to have time for breakfast, I'd really had better get up."
Before getting up to complete getting dressed I watched Chris's naked butt walk away from me as he went into the bathroom for his own shower. After seeing how casually the WAGS and HAGS (husbands and guyfriends; I know it should really be HABS, but that doesn't have the same ring, does it?) dressed at breakfast yesterday, and now understanding that the post-breakfast free yoga class meant there was likely to be a repeat today, I'd lost my rare inhibition about wearing the gym wear to breakfast. So I put on the ¾ length body-con leggings and sports crop top I usually wear in the gym over the bikini.
Yes, as is my tendency, they were a bit showy (to put it politely; I'm sure other words have been used, but I don't care). The leggings were a pair of low waisted, tight fitting Skins ones which folded deeply into my creases and made of multiple panels of a lightweight, really stretchy almost sharkskin surfaced material. I don't usually think of myself as someone who spends all day looking at herself in the mirror; but I've always liked admiring the way the pants highlight and define the individual muscles of my legs and butt.
The crop top came down to the bottom of my rib cage and moulded closely to my breasts but had a much deeper v'd neckline than is common for women's sports tops. In providing support they were comfortable enough while not being too bad for gym use, even if they did create the optical illusion that my breasts were likely to pop out the top as they carried their momentum up as my body came down. For really serious long distance running on other days, I had a second more supportive top.
Chris's cock had nearly blown a fuse when he saw me in them yesterday and it was no different when he came out of the bathroom today.
He couldn't help himself; wrapping his arms around me and bending me back while having a grope and a kiss.
"Is this OK for breakfast?"
Now don't get me wrong. I don't normally look for other people's approval for what I wear. But this was Chris's corporate event and his career that might be affected. And what I was wearing wouldn't get you into the Qantas flight lounge under their new rules, even if I could get into the yoga class.
"As long as you don't mind every guy in the breakfast room growing a boner... Just kidding!! It's much the same as a lot of the other girlfriends were wearing yesterday; it just looks a lot hotter on you."
"So you're sure?"
"What, that it looks hotter on you or that it's OK? The answer to both questions is yes. I won't take you to breakfast in anything else."
Although his last statement was obviously intended to just give me confidence and settle the matter, I couldn't help but tease him.
"So you'll only take me to breakfast if I'm looking really hot?"
"Kate, you'd be hot if you were wearing a gorilla suit onesie. So that's an oxymoron. You are in a difficult mood aren't you? Are you ready to go?"
At breakfast we were more or less compelled to join a community table. It was all very sociable and there was no shortage of guys desperately trying to get a chance to talk to me, but in a way I really just wanted what might be my final moments with Chris to be more intimate. Next to our table was a couple lingering over the remnants of their breakfast, each reading a paper but using that to discuss various news issues of the day. It had a lovely comfortably domestic feel to it that I found myself somewhat jealous of.
All too soon it was over. Chris's day today was on a straight line to take him home and away from me. A day crowded with conference sessions and then a dash to the airport for the flight home. My original assumption had been that the end of breakfast would be the end of our weekend together; and maybe the last time I would ever see him.
As I walked with him back to the room so he could get his conference folder I had one last thought.
"Chris, what time do you need to check out?"
"The boss booked himself a late check out - noon - why?"
"What time is the conference morning tea?"
"11. Why?'
"Well, what say I meet you in the room at morning tea? I might even be still in my gym gear. You can sort of treat me as a gift wrapped farewell present if you think my post gym BO won't be offensive to you."
There are some guys who just want you naked and penetrated as quickly as possible. Actually come to think of it I'm a bit in the category of get them naked quickly myself; even if the penetration can wait a bit for a good measure of foreplay.
There are others who approach sex a little more holistically; a series of stages, each to be enjoyed in its own right. For them the concept of a girl offering herself gift wrapped is pretty exciting. Each might have their own idea of what an ideal gift wrapping is - inevitably something sexy - but the thought of playing with the wrapped gift - fondling it, exploring it, slowly peeling away the layers of the wrap - can be as mind blowingly exciting as the final act. That's not simply to objectify the girl offering herself in this way - who after all in this case is me. It's all part of an integrated love making sequence involving both parties.
Chris was definitely in the latter category and it had been clear since I'd first put it on that the gym gear was one of his gift wrapped fantasies. Of course the BO issue was not irrelevant. It was helped by the sleeveless crop top, but not much could be done about the bottoms. And Chris's fantasies or not, it was rare that I got to use a gym like the hotel's one, so I definitely wanted to squeeze in a really good workout between now and 11.
I'd already decided I'd go for a swim first so that he'd find me commando in the gym gear and the sweat on my clothing would be fresh; rather than have time to go rancid (sorry to be gross, but you have to think about these things). As I'd planned it, I thought I could still have a quick shower after I'd finished to at least make my body fresh again. It seemed Chris had other ideas.
"Oh Kate. Quite apart from having one last chance to spend time with you, that would be mind- blowing.
I have fond memories from last Christmas of your sweat smelling like the sweetest perfume. Don't even have a shower; I'm going to spend all morning completely distracted by the thought of taking you soaked in still dripping gym sweat."
That was easy for him to say, but left me with the question of whether I had the confidence to take him at his word.
The morning passed quickly enough, apart from the hazards of a few of over optimistic HAGS and the odd conference delegate skipping sessions who, I suspect having made certain deductions from what I was wearing at breakfast, decided they might be in with a chance if they too got a sudden urge to swim and exercise. When you dress like I had it is just par for the course. It doesn't mean they're not nice or interesting people and don't deserve to be dealt with politely - although it would be a lot better if they didn't actually drool in your presence - but they were a distraction from my intention to train hard. In any case, I had other carnal distractions that morning.
As it turned out, I lost track of time and suddenly realised I was running late in getting back to the room; necessitating an undignified sprint down the length of the hotel corridor to get back to the room. If Chris had a fantasy of a girl dripping in sweat he wasn't going to be disappointed.
I opened the door to find Chris on the bed; naked and rampant with an erection.
He got his comment in first.
"I'm lucky you're not the cleaner aren't I?"
"That depends. You never know your luck with these things; she might be a bit of alright. Still, I seem to detect a degree of enthusiasm for my arrival."
"Well I know you prefer me naked so I thought I'd save the time and the thought of you dripping with sweat has been a distraction all morning. Getting undressed ready for you was a turn-on in itself."
As the door closed behind me, I held my arms out wide; presenting myself.
"Is this dripping with sweat enough for you or should I do another lap of the hotel corridors?"
As I could feel the sweat beading down my back it should have been enough.
By the time the latch locked he was already half way across the room towards me. As he reached me he dipped enough to let his erection slide between my legs, pressing firmly up against my crutch as he swooped me up in his arms and swung me around.
"God you smell beautiful and you're so slippery with sexy sweat I can barely hold you. Just as I've been fantasying about you all morning."
After the initial lift he'd let me slip down in his arms until the base of his cock was pushing deeply into my front crease, sitting against my clit while the power of his erection surged as it strongly resisted the four o'clock position it had been forced into.
We kissed as he let my feet touch the floor again and fondled a breast with a now freed hand. I in turn let one hand slide down his back to fondle his butt while the other slipped behind my back and tickled up the bell of his shaft where it struck out between my legs; producing a flood of pre-cum. In response Chris started rocking gently back and forth; arousing me with the movement of his shaft against my clit.
Bit by bit he started edging me towards the bed as we stirred up each other's passions in that way. A moment after I felt the edge of the bed against the back of my knees Chris held me tighter against him with his arms and induced the singular entity formed by our bound together bodies to flop over onto the bed; swinging our legs around so we were laid fully out on it.
Chris has always been a 'girl first' sort of guy; something that makes presenting myself gift wrapped as good for me as it seems to be for him. After a bit of fondling and stroking he sensed me starting to move myself against the cock between my legs; admittedly as I was looking to ramp up my own stimulation. Taking the hint he slid a hand down the front of my pants and played with my clit while the other pulled aside the v of my sports top; since he knew I liked it, taking as much of the breast into his mouth as he could fit, caressing the flesh with his lips while he swirled my raised nipple around with his tongue.
When the hand down my pants found me commando, he tried pulling his hand out to stimulate me though the thin material of the leggings; encouraged to continue that by the little gasp of extra pleasure I let out when he first did it. As often happens when Chris starts fingering me like this, for a while it became mostly about pleasuring me. Yes I had a hand wrapped around his cock, but was too distracted to do much more than a bit a half-hearted hand movement.
It was like he couldn't make up his mind of whether he wanted to finger me through or inside my pants; alternating while never peeling the pants off me, in the process reducing the crutch of them to a sloppy mess and all the while stimulating my nipples. All too soon he had me lifting my tightly clenched hips in an arc through the air as I sighed out a beautiful organism.
After making sure he'd extracted everything I could from the organism, Chris slipped off the bed and turned me around until my legs were over the edge; then he turned me over leaving me kneeling bent over the bed. While Chris was, like me, normally a face to face person in his lovemaking positions I figured he'd acquired a taste for doggie style (he, also like me, had no interest in anal play; so I didn't have to feel insecure in that regard). So I was sort of ready for him to just peel my pants down and take me from behind.
But it turned out he wasn't finished playing with the gift wrapping yet.
He bent over me, kissing me down my back until he was kissing my butt cheeks and then down the back of my leg. Maybe as fascinated by the way the pants highlighted the individual muscles of the leg as I was, his finger then lightly followed the crease between the (to put it as least technically as I can) posterior and lateral thigh muscles; tracing up this crease on the outside back of my thighs until it led to the hollow on the outside of my bum cheeks. Then he buried his face in the hollow, kissing it; repeating the whole process on each side.
I'm not a "get on with it" sort of girl. I love this sort of stuff.
Satisfied with that, he bent down between my legs, turned his head to the side and kissed up along the line of the crease between my adductor longus and gracillis muscles (which basically is on the front inside of my thighs) until he reached - well, where do you think that ends. He was seemingly unfazed by the fact the crutch of my pants was now soaked in alternate layers of exercise sweat and orgasm juices whereas I was surprised he wanted to go anywhere near it. But instead, somehow turning himself upside down and supporting the weight of his upper body with arms wrapped around my back, he stuck his head in the gap between my upper thigh and the side of the bed and buried his face there; quickly isolating my clit through the material with his lips and tongue and playing with it.
With everything of his beyond my reach, there was little I could do except lay there with my upper body sprawled out across the bed and let out little whimpers and moans of pleasure as he started stimulating me towards another orgasm. As my body responded by letting out a renewed flood of juices, he sensed that starting to permeate through the pants, and made little slurping noises as if he was really getting off on the whole experience.
I could tell Chris was getting more excited. No not just the noises he was making; his body was moving too. While I couldn't see it, it was almost like he was thrusting at the air in excitement as he lay there under me. Then, even as he kept sucking at my clit, he started fumbling with the waistband of my pants; starting to pull them down.
With a climax approaching I was momentarily disappointed when his head suddenly disappeared from between my legs and I sensed him quickly kneeling behind me as he stripped my pants down to my upper thighs. The feint sound of a condom packet being opened was quickly followed by the feel of the tip of his cock between my thighs, searching out the opening to my tunnel. It was there; open and ready for him, my juices beckoning him in.
As he located it and pushed himself slowly in, his hand came around the front of my thigh and he started fingering my clit again. Slowly now he thrust in time with his finger movements; the hard tip of his cock rubbing firmly on the front wall of my tunnel. I gripped his shaft, but his movements didn't seem to be focusing on his pleasure very much; more on mine.
He slipped his spare hand under my chest, ferreted out the lower hem of my crop top and slid his hand inside to find a breast and the enlarged hard button of a nipple crowning it; adding to my growing excitement. I'd been close to an orgasm before he'd repositioned himself. With the total assault on my erogenous zones he was now inflicting on me he soon pushed me there; waves of contractions pummelling his cock as I buried my head in the bed covers and moaned to the pleasures washing my body. Unhurried he bent his face down into my back and kissed it as his hand, fingers and cock kept up their work of prolonging my orgasm until, with a slight movement of my hips, I conveyed to him that the optimum moment for him to stop had arrived.
As I said, Chris and I were never big fans of doggie style; we were much more face to face people. Still he was penetrated and his cock was throbbing in anxious need and anticipation. I just assumed he'd finish as he was. Instead he withdrew and started pulling my pants completely off before asking me to kneel off the bed so he could easily strip my top off too. Then he induced me to stand and cuddle face to face so he could fall onto the bed leaving me lying on the bed under him.
After he repenetrated me I had assumed he would just go for it. After all, his morning tea break was short and he'd now spent quite a while pleasuring me. He must have been ready for a good release.
But instead he just put his head down alongside mine; supporting his weight on his elbows and forearms while nuzzling the side of my face with his and stroking my cheek and hair with the fingers of the hand on the opposite side.
I once explained to Karen that I'd enjoyed hugging both her and Greg while we were all naked because it represented a form of intimacy that our bound up society rarely let us experience. Not a sexual intimacy - or mostly not anyway - just a sharing of contact between two humans. She in turn had taken it as a form of communication; saying through the contact between our bodies how important and close our friendship was and in that she was right.
I realised that is what Chris was now looking for too. His climax would represent the end of this weekend together; maybe even the end of any relationship between us. He'd get up, get dressed and go back to his conference; I'd go home and continue the paper I had to hand in Tuesday. He'd go back to Sydney and get snatched up by some other girl, I'd probably continue with the semi-monastic life the intensity of my study had made me choose.
I was in no hurry to let him go and even as his erection throbbed deep inside my body trying to stretch itself up to my cervix and the hard buttons of my nipples pushed into the flesh of his chest I was touched that the urgency of his sexual needs had been suppressed in favour of this intensely intimate moment.
I had a hand on his butt and another running my fingers through his hair when he turned his lips to my ear and whispered.
"I've had a fantastic weekend Kate. I'm going to miss you back in Sydney."
Oh god he was making this hard for me, and yet I wanted him to. This was more for me than just a fling with yet another himbo and I wanted to hear that I was more than just a vagina and a pair of tits to him too. It was something I knew, but I did actually want to hear it, even if it made me maudlin and tested the strength of my decision not to have a long distance relationship.
From the moment we'd met there'd always been that extra connection between us; a chemistry if you like. Even though we'd spent little more than 10 days in each other's company - a little more than a week last Christmas and these few days - he'd awoken emotions I normally crushed from my repertoire. Something I might even call the first arousal of a feeling of love. But I couldn't afford to let it go further. That would be a soul crushing disaster - for him and me.



"I'm going to miss you too Chris. More than you could know."
As his nose nuzzled the side of my face it intercepted a tear running down my cheek; smearing it. Damn. Now he knew. I didn't want sympathy, but I wasn't going to be denied this moment to wallow in romantic self-pity either. He didn't say anything, simply bringing his face down next to mine so that our cheeks were together; whereupon my body betrayed me further by sending out more tears that ran down to where our flesh joined to be dammed there; collecting as a persistent damp reminder of how tempting his offer was.
After a moment he brought his lips to mine and kissed me. It started as a peck but soon became a full on pash; tongues wrestling, arms wrapped tightly around each other. He rolled me over on top and then back over underneath again, our lips never separating; all the while his rigid cock pushed deeply inside me. I could sense it throbbing more urgently now, its needs were becoming more demanding with the passions of our kissing. Even as our bodies were locked tightly together by the strength of our embrace it was demanding little mini thrusts; demands that Chris couldn't resist.
Alive now to the prospect of a release, awoken by the passion of the moment, his cock demanded more. His thrusting became more obvious; more sexual.
Stretching his arms, he lifted his head and chest off mine; our eyes locked in a mutual loving stare as the intensity of his lovemaking increased. As his excitement rose further his eyes drifted down to my chest where I was making sure my boobs wobbled up and down gently in response to the effect of his thrusting on my body. His breathing grew heavier and louder; becoming a sort of drawn out low moan.
He was completely into it now. Full on, physically consuming sex. Hard full depth thrusts.
I watched as his eyes rolled back in his head; his breathing momentarily seeming to stop as his body stilled itself with the full length of his erection pushed inside me. And then he exploded into his climax. With a loud drawn out grunt his cock pulsed out its seed while his body took over and delivered two giant final thrusts before he stilled himself again. Then he collapsed down on top of me; the after-shudders of his climax washing through him periodically as his cock retained its firmness.
For a while we were just lying in each other's embrace again until the loss of his erection necessitated him rolling off me and withdrawing. I knew he would feel guilty about just getting dressed and going back to the conference when the moment somehow called for a long drawn out goodbye.
I tossed him an out. "Aren't you running late for the next session?"
"Yes, but it can wait. You're more important."
"Maybe, but I don't want you getting into trouble."
"I'll tell you what. If you want to get dressed too, I'll walk you to your car."
And so it was that, with a final all too short hug and kiss at the car, Chris walked back into the conference and out of my life again.
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It had been two weeks since the last trip on the yacht; the one where we had finally found the privacy to consummate our relationship.
Each of us living at home might make good economics in an expensive Sydney real estate market, but it makes for a lousy sex life. It's not so much that our parents expect us to be monastic; it's just the awkwardness of getting down and doing it at the start of a new relationship in a house filled with your parents and siblings. And that's before you worry about the sound transmitting walls.
But for me the situation had been compounded by my growing fondness - I might even be brave enough to call it attachment - to Sam. There's a big difference between that general, vague sort of randienss and sexual deprivation you feel when you're not in a relationship on the one hand and the barely controllable desire to rip off your clothes and surrender your body to a guy you've really got the hots for on the other.
If the tendency of his cock to turn into an embarrassingly visible boner in his pants in my mere presence was any guide, Sam was feeling the same way; even if I allow for the fact that being a guy, it might just as easily been the view down my cleavage that I was all too willing to present to him that was having that effect. And while girls might be a little more lucky in that their state of arousal is not as bleeding obvious, there were times I was aware that my nipples were betraying me; visibly reacting to Sam's presence on a day when cold wasn't an excuse.
Sure, twice since then at the end of a date night he'd fingered me and I'd hand jobbed him to mutual orgasms as we'd pashed in his car before I went inside. But it's not the same is it? And that's before you think about the mess it makes of our clothes. Greeting your parents with soaking wet undies under your short skirt, hoping there's not a revealing damp patch on the back of it while trying not to walk bow legged is never the best form of entrance.
So it was good to get access to dad's yacht again for another mid-week day on the harbour.
As I climbed between the boarding platform and the yacht I knew he was getting a panoramic view of my bikini clad butt. The mini sundress I was wearing rode up as I stretched my legs wide apart to straddle the distance between the jetty and yacht and get over the life lines. I also knew that from where he was standing on the lower level of the dock itself, there was no chance he was looking anywhere else. He wasn't meant to be.
I turned around to take the bag he was holding from him and drop it on the cabin top behind me; leaving him two hands to climb aboard too. Already the start of an erection was showing in the thin stretchy material of his boardies [#board shorts].
After last time, the getting ready routine was a familiar one to him. We moved back to the cockpit, opened up the companionway and climbed down the stairs into the cabin. There the food was taken out of the bag and put into the fridge before storing the bag in the front cabin. As I did last time, I stripped off my dress and left it there too; leaving me in just a very small bikini. More familiar with the routine this time and comfortable with our relationship, Sam followed suit and dumped his t shirt.
Then it was a case of opening up the boat; pulling back blinds and opening the overhead hatches to air the boat out. Sam had seen it before and eagerly helped; although we still found plenty of opportunities to brush provocatively past each other as we moved from spot to spot in the narrow confines of the cabin. And there was no doubt his erection grew within his pants with each contact. Captured by the material of the boardies, it was pointing outward; almost presenting a barrier to my passing. The last time it actually bent sideways and then flicked across my lower stomach before I could get past. Sam just grinned - no longer embarrassed by it - and I grinned back.
Then, as Sam now well knew, there were just two more actions before going topside and preparing it for a sail too. Firstly I lifted up the companionway stairs to gain access to the engine bay to turn on the raw water sea cock and check the engine oil. The engine access is pretty good in this boat and, with or without Sam there, I find the easiest way to do what I need to do is bend at the hips and stick my head and arms in. That of course leaves my butt hanging out and pointing upwards.
I've never doubted that dad's usual crew enjoy the view when I'm the one who does it on race days; even if I'm usually wearing a less than flattering pair of sailing shorts. In the bikini I was wearing today, Sam was getting a lot more than that. I knew from the selfie I'd taken between my legs before the last day that a cute olive skinned butt (if I do say so myself) framed a tiny bikini that was now folded deeply into my bum crack. The leg seams curved sensuously around the mound of my front bottom while the soft thin material moulded itself tightly to the flesh underneath; a pinch of it captured between the lips of my vulva to create a noticeable camel toe.
This was no straight leg seamed, stiff planked pants view of a bikini butt. With the deep camel toe in the orange/ reddish material of the pants, my lady parts had reminded me of two quarters of an apple arranged neatly on an olive skinned plate and just waiting for the eating. They also reminded me of a baboon on heat; a not entirely inappropriate comparison.
That job done, it was just a case of bending under the navigation table to turn on the engine battery; an equally provocative action - maybe more so since two thirds of my body wasn't covered by the companionway stairs as it is when I've got my head stuck in the engine compartment. What should be a simple action is complicated by a need to push the key in as you turn it in just the right way, which you never seem to get right the first time.
I was just about to extract my head when I felt Sam's hands on my hips and almost immediately his shaft come up between my legs; the fairly rigid member slipping quickly into the camel toe in my pants and coming to rest against my already awoken clit. Then I felt his lips kissing the middle of my back.
If I was surprised, it was more that he'd had time to position himself so carefully in what is normally a fairly quick movement by me. On the last trip I'd set out to tease him with all of this; filling his balls with cum and body with testosterone in preparation what was to come later in the day. But that was to be our first time. Now we were both frustrated and randy lovers. There was no doubt that - whatever else it was about - today was about sex. Preferably plenty of it. Now or later or both mattered much less; although preferably both.
I carefully extracted my head from under the table, turning slightly to support my weight against the closed door to the bathroom. I looked down to see the tip of his shaft protruding from between my legs still covered in the material of his boardies.
"In a hurry are you?"
"Well it was a rather tempting perspective."
"Really? I didn't think you'd noticed."
By now his hands had slid up my flanks and his fingers had curled around and found themselves inside the small triangles of my bikini top where they were teasing up my nipples into what felt like large volcanic cones. And I was rocking back and forwards on his cock. Very, very slightly; but it was enough to tell him that he was doing nothing wrong and get me quite aroused all at the same time.
With the blood rushing to my head because of my bent over position, my hands walked up the bathroom door until I achieved a somewhat more upright posture; my upper body angled at more like 45 degrees than the downward dog position I'd been in before.
That meant I could take one hand off the door and use my fingers to push his cock even more firmly against my clit as he too started now rocking back and forward, sliding it in and out between my legs.
His lips kissed up the length of my back until I could feel them find the lower tie of my bikini top and pull the knot before doing the same to the neck tie; letting the top fall off my body and onto the floor at my feet.
We were still getting our sexual routines together. I wasn't entirely sure where this was heading. With him hitting all my erogenous zones at once I was getting really hot; maybe recklessly so and already moaning vocally enough to let him know it. Still, we'd talked enough to know we both had strict condom rules and there wasn't one in reach.
One at a time, he took a hand off a nipple and used it to release each side tie of my bikini pants until it was merely draped across the shaft between my legs before he slid it out from between our bodies. Now it was just his pants that separated us.
He bent down to my ear.
"Do you want to move to a bed or do you want me to do you here?"
What he was doing was pretty good, even with his boardies still in place. I was in the moment and running hot. It may not have been fantasy sex, more in the category of a light touch quick and dirty fuck against a wall. But there was plenty of time for the fantasy stuff before the day was through. Through a moan, all I could get out was -
"Too late. Keep going."
Progressively I'd been moving upright until I was almost vertical; the full length of his body pressed against mine which was now hard against the door. Now he was doing all the work; thrusting upwards, almost lifting me off the ground with every movement. I knew from when I put a hand around behind me to stroke him that his pants were half way down his bum crack as they tried to accommodate the massive erection curved around my crotch.
My fingers still held the tip of it hard against my clit. They were wet with the pre-cum oozing through his pants and the spray of my own body's fluids. With no fly, there was no way to quickly get his cock out. But the material was thin, soft, sensuous and stretchy. I wasn't sure what it was doing for him, but for me there was no need to.
The hand not holding his cock was now pressed as flat against the door as I was. I turned my head to the side to stop my nose being mushed against the timber, only to realise with some horror that I was looking out the open window straight across the empty marina berth next to us into the cockpit of a yacht with half a dozen people having a late breakfast. Momentarily I regretted that the opening up process I'd done as we came aboard might have been a bit too through. And then I just got off even more on the naughtiness of it.
People having breakfast or not, as my orgasm burst I couldn't hold back a little squeal as my knees sank and I seemingly tried to arch my hips forward through the door itself with the ecstasy of it. It was like I was left suspended on Sam's cock as a moment of weakness left me unable to support my own weight.
When I had the will power to communicate again I asked Sam -
"Will I go and get a condom so you can nail me to the door?"
"No, I think I'd prefer to pound you to jelly on the bunk."
"Oh joy. And have me on your bread for lunch afterwards?"
"I'll be having you afterwards. If you're into kinky stuff with bread that's OK by me."
"Promises, promises."
Even as we'd been speaking, I pulled him out from between my legs and was now walking backwards to the front cabin, dragging him with me by a hand wrapped firmly around his cock. As the back of my knees contacted the edge of the bunk, I sat on it, undid the drawstring and finally exposed Sam's erection; letting his pants drop to the floor.
For whatever reason, he was circumcised. Bulging veins ran along the full length of his rampant manhood which looked all the larger for the lack of any foreskin. It anxiously surged and swelled every time I touched it, the bell at the top flaring as another flood of pre-cum emerged from the tip. It needed urgent relief; a relief only I could give it.
As I fumbled in my bag for a condom with one hand, I lifted it upright with the other, bent down and licked along its full length from the base to the tip. Then I rolled the condom on him before lying back and spreadeagling myself on the bed; a gift ready to be taken.
Sam came over the top of me. With his legs outside mine and his haunches drawn up under him to take the weight of his hips, he lay on top of me and kissed me as I slid a hand between our bodies to guide him into my womanhood. Pivoting on his haunches like he was, he could get really deep penetration; slipping in until he could go no further, then lying back down on me and just kissing for a little while. That's what I liked about Sam. His clear need for relief didn't stop him from making it something mutually pleasurable.
Still, as we kissed he started thrusting; slowly and gently at first. Then as he lifted himself up on his outstretched arms, more powerfully. Sam was only kidding when he said I'd be pounded to jelly, but that doesn't mean he wasn't getting into it rather keenly. Noisily too. The effort was reflected in his grunting and made me think again of the people in the cockpit of their boat nearby.
With his weight supported by his haunches, I could tilt my hips to give me better contact; letting my vulva and the clit within it be mushed against his pelvis at the end of every deep thrust. I was just starting to get really warmed up again when Sam stopped, held for a moment, then thrust deeply into me and groaned loudly as he dumped his load before collapsing on top of me. Little after-shudders wracked his body as his orgasm continued; seemingly trying to wring every drop of cum from his balls.
As we kissed afterwards a combination of that awkward sensation that comes after sex and the heat of our bodies cooking each other on what was already a warm day finally overcame us. Sam had already pulled out of me and the full condom was resting on my stomach still attached to the end of his flaccid cock.
I was the one who broke the moment.
"Are you ready to go sailing?"
He didn't so much answer me as give me a final kiss before climbing out of the bunk; offering me a hand to get upright myself. While Sam dealt with the thing swinging from the end of his manhood and put his pants back on, I collected the parts of my bikini and tied it all back together again.
We did some work getting the deck ready; taking off sail covers and that sort of thing before realising it was a hot sun and if we weren't going to put some better covering clothes on then we'd better get a good lathering of sun screen. Now normally I wouldn't go anywhere near a boat without a long sleeve top and at least knee length pants. But with Sam things were a little different. Yes, I wanted to protect my skin. But I also wanted to show off my bikini bod and see as much as I could of his (no, not his bikini bod; just his bod!).
So we went back below to where dad kept several large bottles of the liquid stuff; taking our chance to wave off the group of people in the pen near us as they slipped their mooring and reversed out. As they waved to us as they left, I for one was well aware that Sam wasn't the only one who'd been perving at my bikini bod; although I knew if I was going to run around the yacht club dressed like I was I could only expect every male eye within a hundred metres to be on me. That conclusion is a bit like saying one and one equals two.
Once below, I grabbed the sun screen and offered to do Sam's back. It was going to take a couple of hours to get up to Quarantine Beach and the screening up was something that needed to be done properly. As we chatted away, I worked down his back as far as the waistband of his pants and then down his legs; slipping my hands teasingly up inside the legs of his boardies to make sure he didn't get burnt if they rode up. Then I went back to make sure the area under the waistband was done properly. Most Aussie kids know the pain of a bright red band of burnt skin where your swimmers have slipped down a bit after you've put the sun screen on.
As I tried to work the waistband down a bit I found that it was tied as tight as a drum. So I slipped a hand around to the front of his pants and pulled the bow on the drawstring. Then from behind I pulled the waistband out; making it quite lose and easy for me to slip his pants down a few inches to cream him up there.
Sam interspersed a few teasing comments into our conversation as I invaded the area covered by his pants and pulled the drawstring, but apart from that, the flow of our conversation largely ignored my physical contact with him. For most Aussies, this process is something that partners take over from parents (maybe with a few years gap), so it's a familiar routine.
As I'd finished on his back, I put a hand on each hip to turn him around and stood back up. Instead of letting him do his own front, I just started doing it for him, starting with his face. Standing in full frontal contact as I carefully applied the stuff to his face, my hips were thrust forward enough to be pressed firmly against his pants and their contents. Those contents quickly reacted; especially as even the movement involved in spreading the cream over his face produced a gentle interaction between the lower portions of our bodies.
Even though I had to open up a space between us so that I could work down his stomach, by the time I'd got as far as his lower stomach there was a one-eyed trouser snake peeking meaningfully out the top of the now loose and hanging down waistband of his pants. I nonchalantly gripped both the waistband and the tip of the erection in the fingers of one hand and pulled them out from his stomach to let me cream underneath.
As I smoothed the cream out across his stomach, the tip of his erection swelled to hardness under my fingers and I could feel a trail of dampness form under my thumb where it rested on the edge of his bell.
"Is it telling me it wants some more?"
"It's been telling me it wants more ever since you pulled the drawstring on my pants."
"So you let your cock do your thinking for you do you?"
"Don't you girls assume it does all the thinking for us guys? Anyway, sometimes it comes up with some pretty good ideas."
As I released my finger grip on his pants and erection, the latter sprung back against his stomach, while the former, now being entirely loose, dropped to the floor. I stood up and put my arms around Sam, kissing him as I pushed my body against him.
"Well, we'd better give it what it wants then hadn't we?"
Without breaking our full body contact, without even stopping our passionate kissing, I backed towards the bunk in the forward cabin until once again I felt the edge of it behind my knees. Normally I prefer to be on top; it works better from me.
But there was something about Sam's technique last time that had really started to get me going. I was willing to offer him the chance to give me another pounding - although that's not really what it is - to see if we could bring it to a conclusion this time. So once again I sheathed him and lay back flat. Sam came over me; wasting no time in pulling the strings of my bikini to render me naked and chucking the pieces out onto the floor of the main cabin. Then he let me help guide him into me.
At this early stage of our relationship it was frankly just nice to get some sex and feel the heat of some full body contact. We both seemed more interested in just doing it conventionally rather than contorting ourselves into a thousand different positions. So Sam was just as willing to squat on his haunches again and after a period of kissing and playing, commence with a gentle slow thrusting; sometimes bending in to suck my nipple into his mouth and swirl it around with his tongue.



With Sam's haunches taking the weight of his hips, it gave me the freedom to twist mine to get the mushing effect on my vulva and clit when Sam completed one of his full penetration thrusts and it was quickly working a treat. Sam must have been able to feel what I was doing because as I started to vocalise my pleasure he responded by doing a sort of double mash with each thrust; a sort of little mini withdrawal and repenetration to give something of a double bang ending to every thrust.
He was getting into it too; grunting and banging away with an increasing tempo and loudly enough that I was glad the boat next door had gone. I was just hoping that having emptied his balls not that long ago, he'd last long enough to let me get there before him.
I did too. With a gasp I felt the orgasm explode inside me; causing me to involuntarily raise my hips; pushing them hard against Sam and lifting him momentarily off the bunk as I swung an arc through the air.
The hands I had on Sam's butt were telling him to keep going through all of this; prolonging my orgasm beautifully as my contractions pummelled Sam's shaft. But eventually it had to end, leaving Sam still having a lot of fun on top of me.
It was then I noticed something that in the heat of my own arousal I hadn't before. Sam's vigorous thrusting had set up a gentle rocking motion in the boat.
Rushcutters Bay, where the boat is moored on the yacht club marina, is a complete millpond in a light Easterly like we had this morning. The high hills of Darling Point obliterate any wind or waves that might be out on the main harbour leaving all the boats riding absolutely dead still in their pens. Once before I'd been sitting in the yacht club bar sharing post-race drinks with the crew on a day like today when someone had pointed out a single boat half way down the jetty whose mast was proscribing little fore and aft arcs amongst a sea of otherwise unmoving spars. It went on long enough that a fascination with it spread around the whole bar; every eye seemingly on this mast with a mind of its own. Of course there was some fairly ribald speculation as to the cause of it.
That speculation was confirmed when a little while after it stopped, a slender woman with the most enormous boobs I've ever seen and dressed in a tiny spaghetti stringed, plunging neck bodycon mini climbed off the boat. I don't know what bra size she was. Much larger than my own c cups I lose track of these things. But they had to be something in the double digits half way up the alphabet. They had to be false. Apart from mismatching her body, her boobs were almost bursting out of her dress and she clearly wasn't wearing a bra; yet they were completely perky.
Following her off the boat was a guy about 10 years older, dressed in the hastily reassembled parts of a business suit. Unlike her, he was heavy set; probably 110 kilos (about 230 pounds).
As she and her partner were walking down the jetty, the guys in our group quickly reached the consensus that her boobs were what you might call business assets. Why else would you do that to yourself? Even the guys thought it looked gross; if somewhat fascinating in a 'can't take your eyes off them way'.
They certainly didn't look like a well matched couple physically and her dress looked classy in a manner out of place in a yacht club, even though he was wearing a suit. Either a sugar baby or a high class pro was the group consensus, with the yacht being used for an illicit assignation. I couldn't really disagree especially when, as they walked past us, I saw he was wearing a ring and she wasn't.
As they walked past the bar to exit the club premises, there was even a round of clapping broke out in one corner of the club, although whether the guy knew it was directed at him we'll never know.
And then, after they left, the real yacht club snobbery was revealed, with the group next to us concluding she was out of his league; because his yacht was only a 33 footer. They were almost surprised she'd consented to get aboard, let alone get herself laid there.
And now, with that history behind me, here I am getting pounded while feeling my own boat rock under me. OK, this is an early mid-week morning, not a post-race Saturday afternoon. The bar is all but empty. And I'm not a pro, or married to someone else and I don't care about the size of the yacht. And Sam's not as heavy as the other guy and our boat is a bit bigger, so probably isn't moving nearly as much. But still?
As he keeps enjoying himself enthusiastically in my body, it's obvious Sam's recently emptied balls were giving him a stamina he didn't have the first time. I squeezed hard on his cock, clearly upping the pleasure quotient as, through his grunting, he moaned audibly in response. Then at last there's that little pause he does as he reaches the moment before climax before pushing deeply into me to empty his load.
At last as he settled down on top of me, the rocking of the boat subsided to stillness.
By now we're covered in sweat; the body heat between us almost overwhelming the sexual pleasure of the naked contact. Sam withdrew and sat up on the bunk.
"OK." I say. "Let's go sailing. Do you think you can put sun screen on me without that monster of yours demanding more?"
"Let's see, you're asking me if I can rub my hands all over a gorgeous naked woman who I'm incredibly fond of and not have my cock even suggest that maybe I should take advantage of the situation? I'll tell you what, I can't guarantee it'll behave, but I'll let you tell it that it has to be patient."
With a "Deal", I collected the sunscreen while he dealt with the full condom drooping off the end of his cock and then stood in front of him. He did my back first and by the time I turned around to let him do the front, the thing was rampant again; not helped by his obvious enjoyment at giving my boobs - nearly up to the nipples - a good coating of the stuff. I had to remind him I would be wearing a bikini top; something at which he feigned disappointment.
As I looked down I could see pre-cum yet again glistening on the tip of his erection. It was time it was given a stern talking to. Interrupting Sam's creaming of me, I bent down, garbed his erection like a microphone and spoke into its tip.
"You have to be patient. OK?"
Then I looked back up at Sam.
"Do you think it heard me?"
"It heard you; but a bit like a child told it can't have what it wants, I think its feeling a bit petulant."
"If it's sulking, it doesn't seem to have lost any of its enthusiasm. Will it recover?"
"I don't think it has a very long memory. It sort of lives in the moment."
"Good. Why don't you finish creaming me so we can go sailing."
So, counting putting it on at home, for the third time that day I was soon retying my bikini strings; and it wasn't even 10 in the morning yet. I decided I really needed to invent some sort of quick release for these things.
Ten minutes later we were reversing out of the pen to motor down the still but crowded waters of the Bay and out into the main harbour where we could set sail. For the most part I took the helm, letting Sam do the hard work on the winches; although because I was long tacking the boat, he wasn't really working that hard. Indeed he seemed to have plenty of time to come around behind the helm and snuggle into my back; slipping one hand down between my legs where his fingers rather pleasantly tickled up the flesh under my bikini's crotch and keeping me at a high level of arousal without trying to finish the job. His own boner was pushed hard against my bum cheek.
By the time we'd anchored in Quarantine Bay the sun was a ball of intense fire in a clear sky of the most intensely blue hue. We'd been hot and sweaty from our activities before we'd even set off. With a couple of hours of cooking while we were sailing, first priority was a swim. So I let down the swim platform, dropped the ladder into the water and we both dove in; me off the platform, Sam off the seat on the pulpit at the front of the boat.
We met amidships and frolicked in the water for about twenty minutes; including a swim to the beach and back. The play was often sexual and there was no doubt he was fully aroused. But there were a couple of things stopping me from letting it turn into a fuck in the water, even though we'd got up to some pretty nice oral stuff last time.
Not least of those was a thing about the bull sharks. Apart from the usual rules about birds and baitfish, my general policy for swimming in the harbour is to do it in clear water over a sand bottom and don't be in long enough for one to zero in on you. Dangling off the back of the boat, jiggling around like a worm on a hook while you pound each other might be a lot of fun but still not a good idea. And that's before you think about the beachside eatery that was just opening for the day and the usual thing about condoms
At first when we got out, we each dried ourselves while standing in the cockpit. We'd got the worst of the water off and I was ready to sit with a towel wrapped around me on the cockpit seat when Sam stood close to me and gently wiped off some water running down my face out of my hair. It maybe took 30 seconds as a finger wrapped in an edge of his towel stroked across each of the three streaks of water. But by the time he'd finished there was a boner sticking into my stomach.
I let my towel drop to the floor of the cockpit as I wrapped one hand around his boardie sheathed boner and the other behind his back to pull him against me as I lifted my face towards his to kiss him. Sam responded, wrapping me up in his arms, holding me tightly and fondling my whole body as we kissed passionately. Almost immediately I noticed that as his hands moved around my back as he fondled me, all the ties of my bikini we being pulled.
When the second bow of my bikini pants disappeared and the pants themselves dropped onto the cockpit floor, I managed to free my tongue from the embrace of Sam's mouth long enough to ask him -
"I thought it was being patient?"
"Not any longer. For the last two hours it's being dying to stroke your pussy again. It's telling me that time's up."
It wasn't just time that was up! I undid the waistband on Sam's boardies and freed the raging monster from its prison and let it arc vertically up towards Sam's navel; wrapping my fingers back around the now naked firm flesh of his erection, feeling it surge impatiently to my touch. We were both now completely naked on deck. We were at that time the only boat moored in Quarantine Bay itself and my modestly from the beach was partly protected by the spray dodger at my back and Sam's body now pressed firmly against my front. But Sam's bare arse was fully exposed to the passengers and crew of any passing Manly Ferry. This was not a good place for stand up sex; his jerking naked butt would advertise pretty clearly what was going on.
I pulled my stomach away from its contact with Sam's enough to let me fold myself under the dodger and reverse down the companionway steps; once again dragging Sam by his cock to follow me.
This time as the back of my knees came into contact with the bunk, I turned us around and threw Sam face up onto the bunk, then positioned myself upright on my knees straddling his lower thigh. Sam folded his hands behind his head as he scanned the naked female body presented to him. I could see his eyes move slowly from the slightly upskirt view he had of my pussy, up my stomach until they came to rest on my breasts; flicking occasionally up to my eyes.
In the spectrum of levels of confidence in your body image, I suppose I sit about half way. At one level I know what I've been given and looked after is pretty OK. At least in a Victoria's Secret model sort of way, as opposed to a Kardishian body. I also knew that on this day I wasn't going through any cyclic bloating or yet carrying a post lunch food baby.
The stomach he'd scanned across was actually slightly hollow without me even having to suck it in; something I could see he'd lingered on and even lusted over.
I also knew that by the time a guy's sporting an erection like the one bisecting Sam's lower stomach and reaching towards his navel, the blood filling it is being drained from his brain. He's looking at the big picture, not focusing on minor imperfections. Still like most girls, I knew where each of those imperfections were.
One part of my brain is having to fight off those insecurities while the other focuses on the moment and my desire to explode Sam's cock with the view I'm presenting to him.
"Like what you see?"
"Love it. I could even be tempted to skip the sex and just have you kneel over me like that for half an hour for my viewing pleasure. Perhaps accompanied by a bit of inappropriate touching."
"And what about that impatient erection of yours?"
"It definitely wants pussy now."
"Thought so."
I sheathed Sam and lowered myself down onto the monster; settling it deep inside me before lying down completely over the top of Sam. More romantically this time, and for a lot longer, we kissed, cuddled and even talked a bit before I started moving up and down. His erection might have been in hurry to stroke pussy, but that didn't stop Sam being more than willing to focus on the girl once the erection was in her pussy's warm embrace.
When I did start moving, each time I pushed my clit hard down against his pubis; mushing it a little.
Progressively I became more vigorous, soon lifting myself up over Sam on my outstretched arms. That gave him a better opportunity to play with my nipples; sucking one while twirling the other softly between his fingers and quickly raising both into large and very sensitive volcanic cones.
When my first orgasm broke and pummelled Sam's cock with my contractions, I thought I'd just squeeze him a bit tighter and keep going; doing the work to give him his. But before long it was me moving to another climax; maybe even this time more powerful than the last. And while Sam was clearly enjoying himself and his erection had lost none of its enthusiasm, I didn't really get the impression I'd brought him to anything close to a synchronised orgasm.
My arms and thighs were giving out. I flipped him over to let him do some more pounding; something that got him there much more quickly. He seemed to like pounding; or at least what we had both now come to joking call pounding.
Staring at my body before we started seemed to have stirred up something in him. After we'd finished, he lay beside me, his head raised on one arm. With the hand of the other he stroked the flesh of my torso; circling out from my stomach but covering everything from my mons to my breasts. It wasn't sexual; more sensuous even as he leaned in from time to time to kiss my navel and the exquisitely sensitive skin in the hollow of my stomach.
I was enjoying it; lying back relaxed on the pillow, often with my eyes closed. It was a nice finish; a good comedown from what had been some pretty stirring sex. But guys in their prime being that, it wasn't long before that erection was back; suspended over my thigh with the used full condom drooping off the end like a wind sock on a calm day. Sam was ignoring it; his touching still directed to relaxing me, not testing my willingness for another round.
Then suddenly without any warning, but I guessed as a way of cooling his own growing ardour, he slapped my thigh and with a "I'm going for a swim", stood up, bolted out of the forward cabin, across the main one, up the companionway stairs and through the cockpit before I heard the muted splash of a body diving head first into the water.
For just a brief moment as he'd left I'd got an amusing glimpse of his erection bouncing against his stomach as he ran, the weight of the condom's contents exaggerating its movements. He'd clearly gone over the side naked. There hadn't been time for him to put on swimmers or even slip off the condom.
In a way a swim was a good idea. I was bathed in my own sweat mixed with Sam's. But I had reservations about diving naked into Quarantine Bay even on a quiet day. It might be alright for Sam. But while there might be thousands of yachts on Sydney Harbour, in a way the yachting community was a small one; in that everyone knows everyone (or someone who knows everyone) sort of way. I was too closely associated with this boat. Even if someone didn't get a clear look at me, if they saw a honey blonde, tall, lanky, naked girl in her 20's, they'd likely know who it was.
I could hear Sam swimming around as I eased myself off the bunk. I was half way across the main cabin before I heard him softly call.
"Emily." And again "Emily."
I responded. "Coming", while working out what, if anything, to put on.
Reaching out into the cockpit, I put my hands on my bikini pieces where they'd fallen in a heap onto the floor just outside the companionway. They were wet and cold; not very enticing. Thinking I could at least see what he wanted in my present state, I stuck my head out the companionway to immediately notice that the yacht that had previously been penned near us in Rushcutters Bay was now anchored about 100 metres off our stern quarter; the crew sitting in the cockpit having lunch.
So, that was Sam's problem. To get out of the water he'd be presenting a bare arsed view to our neighbours; probably with a bit of dangle between the legs thrown in. Amused, I retreated back to put on my sun dress; of necessity going commando under the very brief mini length of it. As I emerged into the cockpit, I picked up the pieces of my bikini and tied them to a sunny section of lifeline to let them dry. Then I collected Sam's boardies and stepped out onto the swim platform.
He was holding onto the ladder in the water looking straight up at me as I stood legs astride over him; giving him a somewhat intimate view. He could see the boardies in my hands.
"What's your problem?"
His reply was softly spoken. "I didn't know if it was prudent for me to leave the water as I was."
I looked over toward the other yacht. "You're probably right. I'm sure they'll be gone in a few hours."
"Thanks. That's encouraging. What about lunch?"
"I'll pass it down to you."
"Couldn't you just give me those?" Sam was pointing up at the boardies in my hand.
"Oh. I hadn't thought of that."
With a grin, I chucked them over the back, about 2 metres from where he was, making him swim for them as they rapidly started to sink. Returning to the ladder, he clung on with one hand while fumbling the boardies inelegantly over his feet and up his legs with the other before finally climbing the ladder - still showing a fair bit of bum crack.
As we sat having lunch, Sam got a full commando upskirt of me; which given the shortness of the dress, didn't even put anything in shadow. That monster was soon back inhabiting his pants.
Look, I'd like to tell you that after lunch and through the afternoon we indulged in sex in numerous imaginative erotic positions; to describe to you all the intimate details for your own sexual education. But the fact is, both times we did it - once before we left Quarantine Bay and again back on the marina - we did it girl on top, just like last time. I could pretty well copy and paste my last description here if that added to your reading enjoyment, but that seems a bit silly (go back and read it again if you really need to).
Was that a bit excessive? Probably. But you're only young and randy once in life aren't you. Certainly my girl parts and my thigh muscles were a bit the worse for wear the next day. But that didn't stop me from booking the yacht with dad for the following week.
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I blame Cassandra. Whether it will be good blame or bad blame in the end, it's too early to know. We had a nice set up; three girls in a share flat for the Uni term. It was relaxed, we got on well and after our evening showers we could uninhibitably run around in our undies or PJ's.
Then mid-term she had to suspend her studies and go home, so we needed a new tenant happy with a very short lease. That was going to limit our choices. Which stopped us being too particular about getting another girl.
So we end up with this Chris Hemsworth lookalike; which was some upside. So also was the fact that he was into water sports and exercise, just like me; even if we were stuck in Canberra, 100's of kms from the nearest beach. So we took him on and told him he'd have to deal with a pair of girls running around in undies after dinner; and he was welcome to do the same.
The fact is, I wasn't all that reluctant to go with him as our choice, even though he was a guy. He wasn't just attractive, he'd struck me as really nice too; an intelligent, gentle sort of manner that I thought would make him easy to live with. And it gave me someone to exercise with; even if I did come to have suspicions as to why he so often wanted to run Indian file style with me always in the lead. It's all very well to think of other path users, but it is Canberra. They have paths that are more like boulevards.
As the weeks had gone on, I'd found myself increasingly drawn to him. Now regular readers know I have a severe commitment aversion derived from my parents' divorce when I was a little girl. Back home, the best bed partner was a visiting surfer; great bodies and a knowledge they'd be gone in a few weeks – so no emotional complications.
And yet, inspired by the love that my best friends Karen and Greg had found together I became inspired to overcome that and experience love. Recently it nearly broke my heart to turn down an offer of a long distance relationship with Chris even though I was incredibly drawn to him. But with the pressure of my medical degree, it was just too much to deal with.
And now I was becoming quite attached to a guy already under my own roof; always testing out whether he might feel the same. Because hooking up with a flatmate is always fraught. If it doesn't work out you've bought into a lot of shit. But that was helped in this case be the shortness of the lease.
In my mind, I'd decided I was willing to give it a go if it happened. I forcefully suppressed the feeling I always get to just run away or close down the shutters. I knew it wouldn't be easy, but in the end I'd decided that in two and a half months the term would be over, the lease would be at an end and unless we positively decided to keep things going, we'd be going our separate ways. It was a way of putting him in the same box as the visiting surfers. It was a mental approach that stopped me building a wall like I usually do if threatened by commitment.
With me able to just think of it as sex on tap with a guy conveniently living with me, I also figured I could stop it interfering with my studies too much. It took on trust not pissing each other off too much before term ended, but I thought we could hold it together for that long.
Of course, that assumed we got it together in the first place.
When it did happen, it was almost by accident. Em was out for the night and as I walked to the shower I noticed that Luke was sprawled across the left hand side of the two person settee watching the movie "Letters from Juliet." In typical male fashion, he was legs apart, leaning to the right with his arm along the back of the right hand side of the settee. In other words, taking up the whole couch. Post shower, he was in nothing more than a t shirt and boxer shorts, a sliver of his hairy ball sack visible up the legs of the shorts.
The movie was of course a romance. One I'd wanted to see, but one I was surprised Luke would sit through. Then after standing watching a few scenes on my way through, I noticed that in just about every one Amanda Seyfried appeared in a low cut braless outfit that offered a generous cleavage display and a few high beam nips to boot. Maybe that was it.
As I came to write what happened next, it occurred to me that, as a female writer, indeed as a female, there were aspects that I couldn't write; didn't have the knowledge to write. This was all the more important because much of my readership is male.
In her stories Karen has dealt with this by narrating what Greg has told her, often as a retrospective. And yet there was something about what happened that night which I didn't think that approach would deal with adequately. I really wanted to capture step by step what the sordid, sex obsessed male brain thinks about as its owner first nails a girl and what his body feels.
The only place I was going to get that information was from Luke.
And so, after a few weeks, when our relationship had grown more comfortable, I cross examined Luke on the issue; pushing him for the little – let us say, less than politically correct – details that define the male experience. With a hand gently squeezing his balls – and the threat of more pressure if he didn't comply – I got my information. Even stuff a guy might be embarrassed to admit to – helped by a promise nothing would be held against him (my own body excepted). I'm happy to say that due to the owner's co-operation, no sexual organs were damaged in the compilation of this story.
There were a couple of paragraphs that my own modesty inclined me to omit. But Luke said they were critical to what I was after, so I've left them in. Sorry if they are a bit over the top.
*****
As Kate came out of the bathroom, she crossed the short space to where I was sitting and stood standing over me, just out of my line of vision to the TV.
From the moment I first met her – experienced her is probably a better word – Kate had struck me as an interesting one. On the spectrum of girls who hide their sexuality and feminine form on the one hand and display it out there for all the world to see, Kate was definitely right down the latter end of the spectrum. Her clothes were always just that bit too tight, bit too revealing, even a bit too bright for what the situation called for. Not tartish, just out there.
Friendly and tactile by nature, it is easy to be drawn to her.
And yet she seemed completely oblivious of the effect she had on every male who came within 100 metres of her orbit.
Tonight my eyes had been tracking her since she opened the bathroom door. How could they not, presented as she was? The camisole top was a loose fitting silken like creation. The triangles covering her breasts supported by thin straps which seemingly were too long; the peak of the triangles suggesting they were only just covering her nipples.
The front draped over her beautiful perky breasts and then fell straight down, leaving a considerable gap between the flesh of her exposed midriff, where her waist narrowed in the most womanly manner, and the fall of the silk.
The French knickers similarly draped loosely from their waistband across her hips; the short open legs teasingly offering the possibility of peaks where I shouldn't be peaking.
She was stunning; slim, tall, flawless lightly olive skin, a cherubic like face, surf bleached blonde long hair with breasts that seemed just a little too large for her build and impossibly perky for their size. The two pieces of her outfit gave the impression that if I lay on the floor she would appear all but naked; surrounded but not covered by them. The golden thighs that emerged from her knickers were perfectly sculptured and so temptingly close.
In my mind I slid a hand up the soft flesh of one thigh and into her knickers.
I felt the start of a swelling in my boxer shorts with my manhood soon putting pressure on the previously loose material. "Down boy" I thought as I quickly glanced down to make sure nothing had escaped its prison and the buttonless fly hadn't spread apart.
"Are you going to watch the movie?" She asked. I nodded as nonchalantly as I could.
She turned around and started to sit next to me, the centre seam of the knickers gathering in and pulling the material tightly against her ever so cute arse.
I knew I was manspread across the couch. I had a moment to decide whether to pull my arm back to my side, but the indecision determined the matter and she plonked down and laid her head against my shoulder, her hair cascading over my chest. I read the gesture as a friendly one – the action of someone relaxed in my company and was thankful for it even when she rested the hand between us on my thigh. I've seen her and Em do the same without the slightest sexual overtone.
Instinctively I brought the hand around her back down onto her shoulder, resting it lightly over the shoulder onto her upper chest.
As she settled next to me, my senses were flooded by a most wondrous scent. Too subtle to be perfume, lacking the sweetness than tends to be associated with soaps and deodorants. Whatever it was it was pure woman; permeating into the deepest most primitive sections of my brain to activate pleasure cells I'd never felt before.
I tried to keep my head pointed innocently at the TV while my eyes contorted to scan down the length of her body. I was instantly captivated. The peak of her right breast and the nipple that lay beneath it was still covered, if only barely. On that side I was simply struck by the beautiful orb of the breast and the clear, perfectly smooth skin of its exposed upper surface. On the left, where she was cuddled against me, the string of the top had gone loose, letting the triangle of the top fall away slightly from its contact with her breast. The nipple was clearly visible as I looked down the top; a neat golden brown circle in perfect symmetry with the rest of the breast.
Separating the two breasts was a deep, wide, clear valley that conveyed a sexuality of youthful beauty all of its own.
Looking further down I could see the bikini bridge where the elastic of her knickers bridged the gap between her hips, offering an ever so tempting down pants view of her mons. But it was what lay below that that completely blew my mind. As she'd squirmed into a comfortable position on the seat, the centre seam of her knickers had ridden asymmetrically up into her front bottom, pulling the left leg hem aside. Her left labia was exposed, curled outwards by the fold of material to reveal just a hint of the inner surface.
My interest in the movie evaporated as I desired nothing more than to keep staring down at the wondrous sights that lay just under my gaze; not wanting to alert her to the unnatural attention I was giving her.
But at least one part of my body was betraying me. Almost instantly I'd felt the blood flooding into my cock, raising a full hard erection. Too quickly for me to take preventative action, it had escaped the confines of my boxer shorts and emerged out of the fly. It was now standing tall, proud and fully exposed. There was no way it was going away with Kate where she was. Even just to tuck it back in would require a major readjustment of position, which would just draw attention to it. She hadn't said anything. Maybe in her focus on the movie, she hadn't noticed it. Embarrassed and feeling a blush in my face I simply twisted slightly away from her and hoped for the best.
For maybe ten minutes Kate seemed to focus on the movie while I just perved down at her body, all the while hoping that she'd not notice either my deviant twisting of my eyeballs in her direction or the equally deviant exposure of my rampant manhood.
And that manhood was becoming something of a problem. It had an excitement all of its own. It wanted pussy – Kate's pussy. I was fighting to stop it surging; that reaction you get when you tighten your pelvic floor muscles and it seemingly super inflates and arcs outwards, all while producing a rush of pleasure. It's easy enough to make it surge and you can stop it surging if you really, really concentrate on doing so, but sometimes the need to let one rip is just irresistible. And there was already a glisten of pre-cum sitting on the tip.
I was completely torn. Do I make a move on her? It's not as though I'm normally lacking the confidence to take the first steps to a sexual interaction. But that's on dates where the rules of the game are a bit better understood. Kate's a flatmate, and indeed, I'd like to think a friend. The rules are different. I did feel privileged to be treated in the relaxed way that she and Em had accepted me into the house. A false move could lose me more than I wanted to lose.
And part of what I didn't want to lose right here and now was the intimate view I had of Kate.
In a way it was Kate who broke the cycle of mental crisis I was in. As I continued to look down the length of her body, it struck me her nipples had become completely raised. The right one had pushed out the material of her cami to create a fold all the way down the front of it. The exposed left one had reached out to almost bridge the gap to the cloth of the cami that had fallen away from it. Looking further down I could see a dark damp stain just starting to permeate the crotch of her knickers – or so I persuaded myself anyway.
I became convinced Kate was aroused too. That gave me the confidence to at least test the waters. I reached my hand further over her right shoulder and started stroking the smooth flesh on the upper surface of her breast; letting my fingers penetrate under the top but not actually touching her nipple. Kate didn't pull away. With another brush I slid a finger across the top of her hard raised nipple. Still she didn't pull away, so I let my hand cup her breast, feeling up her nipple between two of my fingers.
The next thing I know is I feel Kate's head move on my shoulder. I looked at her to see her face angled up towards me, reaching out to my face, just the slightest pucker on her lips as her eyes closed. I moved my face hesitantly closer to hers until our lips made contact; first just a brush, one against the other, then a testing meeting of our lips before we gave way to our passions and our tongues explored each other's mouths.
As Kate turned towards me, her right breast pulled away from the hand I had covering it. But almost immediately I feel her right hand swing around and encircle my erection; the embrace of the soft warm flesh of her fingers bringing a flood of pleasure to me – so much pleasure I felt I was in danger of cumming prematurely. It had been a while. I deeply regretted not having wanked more recently to relieve the pressure from what I feared would be my sudden rush to climax.
As we twisted around to face each other on the chair, all of our arms repositioned. Her left hand went behind my back while her right continued to pleasure my cock. My right hand now cupped her left breast; sliding up the length of her cami from below. Finally, my left hand moved into her crutch, at first just rubbing gently with an open hand on the outside of her by now very damp knickers before my fingers penetrated inside them for more intimate contact.
My fingers found her wet and slimy and had no problem locating and playing with her clearly engorged clit; occasionally slipping down to immerse themselves in the deep warmth of her now very open womanhood. Cute, feminine little "ohhh's" soon started to reveal the extent of her arousal and that I was sort of getting it right with what I was doing.
After the first wave of mental relief from the torture of not knowing whether to make a move on her had passed, another arose. I didn't know whether tonight would be a one off or the start of something deeper. I might have hoped for the latter, but there were two people in this deal and I wasn't completely sure of Kate's attitude.
Being in the friend zone with Kate had done my brain in and tortured my cock. She was a woman who just oozed her sexuality. If tonight was a one off, then I really wanted to see and play with her naked and I wanted my cock in her pussy. This stuff with fingers and hands was all very well, but I didn't want it to be the end of it.
I soon achieved the nakedness. The wad of knicker material jammed up into her front bottom was making it really hard to finger her. I started to tug at the material with the fingers in there and she lifted her butt of the chair; inviting me to slip her pants off. I used the momentum of the undressing to take her top off too; letting me bend down to play with her nipples with my lips and tongue as well.
The cock in pussy issue had another problem. I was fighting hard just to keep myself from cumming as it was. She really knew how to tease up a guy's cock with her hand. Already I was trying to distract myself with thoughts of things that upset me at Uni or non sexual moments of enjoyment; anything to stop the release that was building. I had my pelvic floor muscles basically constantly tensioned, trying to hold it in.
I knew if I put my cock anywhere near her pussy, it would just go off before it even made contact, painting me as a completely dud lover. I had to trust this would be the first act of a two act play; accept I was going to go off in her hand, make sure I gave her a good orgasm too and then move into the bedroom for more serious stuff.
In a way the decision was made for me. With an involuntary grunt, I came to her hand, squirting the stuff everywhere. Kate kept jerking it until she was satisfied she'd emptied the load, then wiped her hands on my t shirt and slipped it up inside my shirt to play with my chest.
Now the onus was on me.
The "ohhh's" were becoming more frequent and a little louder. By now I had her nearly laid out on the couch; bending over her as I sucked one nipple and played with the second with my free hand, the other alternating rubbing her clit and occasionally penetrating her. With a hand around the back of my head, she had my mouth clamped hard enough onto her breast that I was having trouble breathing.
She was starting to squirm and buck under me. Then, suddenly, with a prolonged "ooooohhhhhh", she came, arcing her hips hard up against the weight of my body and swaying them from side to side. Her orgasm was lasting longer than I had seen in a girl before. I kept rubbing her clit – more gently than before – since that seemed to prolong it. She just started to seem to come down from the peak of her climax when, with another prolonged "ooooohhhhhh", it started all over again, her hips thrust back against me. Then final, she pulled my hand away as her body relaxed back down on the lounge; closing her eyes.
With my heart beating heavily in my chest, I waited, the soft sound of Kate's panting in my ear. There was already another stirring in my loins.
I decided to make the move; putting it in a way that sounded like a foregone conclusion.
"Will we move into my bedroom to finish this?"
"I think my bedroom a bit tidier."
Kate wasn't wrong in that. If I know a girl's likely to come over I fix it up a bit. But at the moment it was almost embarrassing to take a girl in there. I knew Kate's was immaculate.
I stood up and offered her a hand to help her up off the settee; taking the chance to have another full length perve at the truly spectacular view of her naked body as I did so. Already my cock was sticking back out of my boxers; rigid in anticipation of what was coming.
As Kate stood against me, she screwed up her face in a mock imitation of someone confronted by something gross.
"I think we might get rid of these."
Making a point of lifting it with two fingers of each hand – as if she was dealing with something truly unpleasant – she lifted my cum covered t shirt over my head and dumped it on the floor at the foot of the settee; where it joined the knickers and cami of hers already there.



"I wonder what Em will think of the mess if she comes home?"
With the same two fingers of each hand she tugged down the waist band of my boxers until their progress was halted by the erection emerging from the fly.
"I think we're going to have to cut that off to finish undressing you; hang on, maybe we can just bend it out of the way."
With that, Kate wrapped her hand around my erection and playfully bent it from the upright to pointing straight downwards to let my boxers drop at my feet. Then she pressed her body hard against me and kissed me, before leading me by the hand into her room.
"Do you mind if I go on top?"
Trust Kate to be so upfront about these things. Even as she asked, she'd turned me around and pushed me face up onto the bed; giving me a moment to swing my legs up and around so that I was sprawled along the length of it. Then she took a condom out of the drawer next to her bed and straddled my thighs while she rolled it on. That's OK, it was my rule too. At least this time, as she'd handled my cock to take my boxers off and put the condom on, it didn't have that feeling it was going to explode. It felt nice – actually it felt great – but it also felt under control.
Kate lay down on top of me, the tip of my cock lightly pushed against the floor of the valley of her front bottom. I surged my cock, letting it slip along the length of the floor, looking for that point where the gentle contact was replaced by a warm damp void. Feeling like I'd found it, I pushed a little and was immediately rewarded by the sensation of the tip of my cock being captured by the opening to her womanhood.
With both of us pushing – she down, me up – I soon had myself buried in her; happy for a moment to just let my cock experience and feel the heat and pressure of being embraced by her body as we kissed. There's a lovely pleasure to that first few moments of full penetration that I was in no hurry to move beyond.
Kate lifted herself up on her arms and then brought her legs up under her until she was actually sitting upright on me cowgirl style. Again I got to just stare up and the wondrous example of womanhood above me.
Kate is a competitive surf lifesaving Iron Woman competitor. Even in the couple of weeks I've lived with her I've seen how fit she keeps her body and had the fun of joining her in her runs. Kate has questioned why I often drop back into running Indian file style when we're running together. In part it's a habit I got into when someone else is on the path when I was running through the crowded downtown areas of my home town, even if it's less necessary in Canberra.
But her unexpressed suspicions are correct. I let her run in front because the sight of her cute arse running in the spray on leggings she wears blows my mind. I've spent more than a little time looking and I'll swear she's got nothing on underneath. With the material of the leggings moulded deeply into the fold of her bum crack, even the top elastic of a thong would be pretty obvious. But there's nothing; just the well-defined muscles of her glutes stretching and contracting as she runs. I know a lot of girls find it creepy to think of guys staring at them like that, but that sight could generate enough testosterone to run several illegal sports doping programmes.
Now as she sat on me I scanned up her body. Where our bodies joined she had a pronounced, hairless pubic mound. The feint outline of her tan line suggested she wore tiny little bikini bottoms to the beach and made me long for summer to come around soon.
Her stomach was washboard flat; with just the slightest hint of a six pack evident. Very feminine, but with an obvious strength to her core that most girls lacked.
And then there were her breasts. Those wonderful, beautiful breasts. As they stood out from her body, you felt you could take shelter under them in the rain. I've seen her bras hanging on the line. I know she's a D cup (yes I looked!). I'm not talking about something grossly humungous here. I'm talking about an absolute perfection of the female form; proportions that are just slightly exaggerated enough to stand out from the crowd and whose youthful perkiness leaves one gasping for breath and cross legged in frustration. Each was capped by a flawless nipple, its golden brown colour offering an artistically stylish contrast to her naturally light olive skin; her arousal signalled by their rising into miniature volcanic cones.
And now, incredibly, I was making love to this woman. My cock lay deep within her body.
She started rocking back and forwards on me, rubbing her clit up and down on my pubis, her breasts jiggling with the movement. Instantly my hands were drawn up to her nipples. I fingered them gently, playing with their hardness and enjoying the movement of her breasts against my palms as she rocked on me with a growing sexual excitement.
My cock was surging inside her; seemingly trying to reach up and touch her cervix.
Kate had her eyes closed, staring slightly skyward. The cherubic features of her face seemed profoundly calm. From the slight circling of her lips there emanated a periodic "oohh". She was no screamer, but the vocalisation of her arousal was no less exciting for that. It was so feminine, so womanly and conveyed so much in the way of sexual excitement that I felt my own arousal grow in response.
Her tempo increased and with that the excitement her arousal conveyed to me.
I couldn't resist them any longer. I curled my body up to let me take a nipple and good proportion of the underlying flesh of a breast into my mouth; swirling the nipple around with my tongue. Because of her upright stance over me, my stomach and back muscles were screaming with the strain; calling for relief. And yet the pain seemed worth it. Unable to hold it any longer, I slimed up her nipple with my saliva, moved across to the other breast and slimed it up too, then rested my head back down to let my fingers resume playing with her now wet nipples.
Kate was moving faster; her vocalisations no louder, but somehow more intense. He head had tilted progressively upwards, as if praying up to some god of orgasm.
As she came, she emanated a more prolonged and slightly louder "oooooohhhhhhh", fell silent and let out another one. Her body curled over, resting on arms alongside my shoulders, her long hair was sensuously brushing across my chest. All the time her womanhood is contracting noticeably against my cock. Finally it stopped. She looked up and flashed me a large mischievous grin, then wordlessly started lifting herself up and down on me; deliberately pulsing her pussy against the erection inside her.
It felt great, but I have my own preferred way of finishing.
"Can we roll over?"
Grinning at me again, she lay down over the top of me and we embraced as, still joined, we reversed our position. All the while I'm desperately trying not to go off. I've done that before when changing positions with a girl on top sort. It's not nearly as satisfying a climax and that's even before allowing for the fact I miss out on the very thing I'm now looking for.
We get there and I lift myself up over her on my arms; my legs outside her closely pressed together ones. I look down and my cock swells at the sight under me. Kate's laid out flat; her body mine for pleasuring myself in. Don't over analysis this. It's not a case of imagined dominance or forcing.
It is having control of the thrusting motion; its timing depth and angle. But above all it's being able to admire the female I'm making love too and never have I been as fortunate to have under me a female as beautiful as this.
I try not to be entirely selfish, even if the girl has had her turn. I try a bit of a mushing action; pushing my pubis hard against her mound at the end of every stroke. To my joy, Kate didn't just lie there like some inanimate object. With one hand on my bum and another sometimes around my back, sometimes caressing my chest, she encouraged me, giving what I read as hints about speed and forcefulness to help her enjoy it too.
I soon had her body jiggling under me, her breasts rocking back and forwards in a distracting manner. Her eyes were closed again and I could just see the start of that gorgeous "o" face starting to form on her seductive lips. All the while she's still pulsing that pussy down on my cock. I was loving it; hoping it would go on forever and that I'd just bring Kate to orgasm after orgasm.
That was in my dreams. Too soon that moment came when I knew it was about to happen. There's something entirely instinctive about what I always tend to do next. I know I'm doing it, but it all seems to be on auto-pilot; something I can't stop. I stop thrusting, pushing myself in as deeply as possible. There's a long groan as I ejaculate; simultaneously lowering myself down next to her face, I lie there just enjoying the feel of my cock pumping out its load.
If I'm lucky I might have a desire to have another couple of thrusts and feel a bit more pumping out. Then if I' really lucky I'll feel this need to jiggle it a little bit as if I'm trying to squeeze out the last little drops of the stuff all with an intense burst of pleasure.
That night with Kate I'd count as the best orgasm – the best sex – I'd had to that time.
As I lay there on top of her I was in no hurry to get off. For a while, my cock was still completely firm inside her and it still felt great. We kissed and cuddled for a few moments, but I knew I was starting to shrink. The moment came when I had to withdraw and roll off her.
Guys sometimes get bad press for wanting to get up and run away from a girl the minute they've finished screwing her. That was the last thing I wanted with Kate that night. I wasn't sure where this was meant to be going, but I didn't want to leave the moment I found myself in. Even with a full condom dangling off the end of my now flaccid dick, all I really wanted to do was stay cuddled up to her; even just fall asleep in her arms.
But practically speaking, the condom had to be dealt with and with Kate's door still open, that closed before Em came home.
There was yet another moment of mental torture as I worked out the best way to stay. I figured it was better to openly deal with it all earlier rather than later. If I waited, Kate might be more likely to take it as the time for me to move back to my room. If I dealt with it now, the question of me going back to my room might never come up.
I gave her another kiss and whispered,
"I'll be back in a moment."
Before she could reply, I broke contact, got up and went to the bathroom to deal with the condom. Then I came back into the room, closed the door behind me and slipped back into the bed; cuddling up to Kate again as I pulled the covers over us both. I'd made my statement. Now Kate would actually need to ask me to go.
She didn't. Our bodies progressively relaxed against each other until Kate rolled over and spooned her back against me, pulling my arm across her chest to let my hand cup a breast and raise up the nipple capping it.
I like spooning. I'm a big fan of it. But there is one problem, and that's what to do with the erection that inevitably results when you're the big spoon. By the time you allow for leaving a space between your upper bodies for the arm trapped between them, unless it is in contact with her, you're not really spooning at all – just lying in close vicinity.
If the girl is completely naked, its natural home feels like it ought to be embraced in the warm fold of her bum crack. But that's very personal if you're trying to sleep. Personal for the girl, but also for the guy. After all it leaves his erection in a warm tight embrace on almost all sides. He's not human if he doesn't soon start to get the urge to slip it between her legs into the fold of her front bottom instead; if not do a lot more than that.
I've always tended to what I thought was a compromise of pushing it against the flesh of her upper glute. It feels nice without creating that sense that I'm demanding more sex from the girl; something you can sustain even as you doze off to sleep. But it's really hard to stop surging it; something you just know the girl is feeling.
We spent the night cuddled together like that. Occasionally we'd reverse positions when our waking cycle was synchronised. The optimist in me hoped that Kate's hand would wrap itself around my cock, in much the same way mine always found itself cupping her breast. But that was in my dreams. In practice her hand also rested across my chest.
And then about 5 in the morning, I was lying in the big spoon position; pushed against her back. I could feel her erect nipple pushing out between two fingers of the hand cupped over her lower breast. Half asleep, I'd given up fighting the urge to stop my erection from surging into her glute; letting one rip and enjoying the pleasure of it whenever my cock called for it.
Suddenly, Kate spun in my arms; lying face to face with me. Before I could treat it as a reversal of position and roll over and present my back to her, I felt Kate's hand wrap itself around my erection, the other one sheathing it in a condom. How she'd got it and opened it without me knowing, I don't know; although I noticed in the morning that a couple of them had been spilt out across the top of her bedside table.
Barely before I worked out what's happening, Kate's slipped it between her legs and I'm fully penetrated in her again. Still waking up, I surrender to Kate's push to let her roll on top of me. Her action this time is less energetic; as if she's sleepwalking through the whole thing. At first she is just lying on top of me, her legs spread wide apart outside mine as she moves up and down. Then as her excitement builds, she lifts herself up on her arms, pushing harder down against my pubis as she rubs herself on me.
She must have been really aroused before it all started, because it was all over in minutes as she quietly came and collapsed sprawled over the top of me; her contractions pummelling my erection. I was actually rather enjoying the feeling of Kate's embrace of my cock and the pressure of her body lying over me like a blanket. I could feel the hard buttons of her nipples pushing into my chest in the centre of the circle of warm breast flesh she had pressed against mine.
For a moment I was even tempted just to let her fall back asleep on top of me; although that was probably an impractical half asleep thought.
The next best idea was to finish myself. Kate responded to my rolling action, letting her body fall off mine and using the momentum to lay over on her back to let me mount her; all without losing any penetration.
In the half moonlight, I raised myself on my arms again and looked down as I started pounding her. Her eyes were closed. It was almost as if she'd fallen asleep again, although I could feel her hand on my butt offering gentle encouragement.
Her body, even her womanhood, was just relaxed. She wasn't pulsing against me this time. As I looked down on the beautiful body – the beautiful woman – I was making love to, it was like I was rag dolling her. Her body was jiggling up and down; her breasts wobbling to my action. I brought my knees up under me, to take my weight on my own haunches, lifting her hips up to me; all to multiply the effect.
It felt like my cock was swelling to bursting point with the visual treat laid out under me. Kate had managed to keep things quiet. I failed, grunting with the effort and excitement until my cock exploded out its load with a massive flood of pleasure that embraced my whole being. Then I lay down on top of her as the little shudders of after pleasure did their thing.
Silently, Kate gave me a smile, pulled my face to hers to give me a kiss, then rolled me off her, letting my still firm erection slip out of her in the process. Lying facing me, I'll swear she was back asleep again in minutes; leaving me to wonder what to do about the condom.
I was going to get up again in 45 minutes. I did nothing, leaving it dangling off my flaccid cock as I willed myself back to sleep, to find it still dangling off the end of a night erection when I woke again.
The question we faced of course, was what Em would think of all of this. It's not as though she didn't have a boyfriend, or even that our sleep hadn't been disturbed by their noisy lovemaking on the nights he stayed over. Still, in a three person household, two of you aren't really meant to hook up like this. It's sort of an unwritten rule.
Em had come home to discover the mixed pile of underwear next to the settee in the lounge room, Kate's door closed and mine open with the room vacant. You didn't need a PhD to work out what had happened. And yes, she'd heard my 5 am grunting too. She's a good sport. She got over it.
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FOREWORD
With this story I continue to explore the male experience of sex; helped immeasurably by the honesty and openness of the person who appears here as Luke.
I usually write in the first person because that more intimately conveys the sense that one is reading straight from the author's diary.
But to give Luke his voice, in this case I've written in the third party.
Kate has been invited by a couple she is friends with to join them for a day out on a Hobie Cat sailing boat they own. Luke is invited along.
STORY
From the day he'd moved in as a flatmate, Luke had discovered that first seeing Kate dressed for any sort of event was a not to be missed moment of discovery.
Whether it be the spray on leggings and showy crop top she wore running or the mini, deep plunging dresses she seemed to wear any time she went out at night, her sexuality was always on display; which on a body like Kate's was guaranteed to leave any nearby guy in cross legged frustration.
When they'd gone to do laps in the heated Uni pool, she'd worn stringy one pieces that always seemed two sizes too small, the v of the top pulled down to breast popping lows and the legs pulled up over her hips, the crotch seemingly stretched to bursting as it was pulled tightly up against and into everything it was trying to cover.
Following her in the laps was a joy in itself; comparable with running behind her while she was wearing those leggings. Once a couple of guys had started to chat her up while Luke was doing his first lap. As he finished his first 100 metres and was breast stroking back to the starting point, Kate dove off the blocks into the water, the rush of water pulling the top of her swimmers off Kate's breasts and exposing them to his view.
At least now they'd hooked up Luke felt her had an outlet for that frustration; but she could still play with his brain in the right circumstances.
She emerged for the sailing day dressed in a translucent, long sleeve, white beach cover up over a tiny bikini. The knee length cover up was lose fitting and split to the top of her hips; a v neckline plunging to below her breasts at the front with a zig zag string tie binding the v in a loosely open shape.
Her bikini was clearly visible underneath. A fluro-salmon pink colour, the pants were low slung, a narrow hip band supporting the front and back of a strip of material that conformed closely to the contours of the crotch it covered. At the back, the centre seam had been drawn in to pull the material into her bum crack.
But it was the top that was doing Luke's brain in. A string tie slide tri, the triangles were, relative to the size of her breasts, much smaller than the average bikini top; sitting on and over the peak of the breast, rather than embracing it. Luke had observed enough bikini tops to know that the bottom of the triangle normally sits at the base of the breasts. These couldn't. If you tied them on down there, it looked as though the nipples would be almost popping out at the top. Instead Kate had them tightly bound by the top and bottom strings to sit mid breast.
Luke had seen – in the flesh or in pictures (especially pictures) – enough ridiculously small bikini tops to normally be non-plussed about such things. Postage stamp sized triangles or little strips of nipple covering material held together with too thick strings really weren't that sexy. They normally just looked silly, even if the prospect of a nipple exposure might attract the eye. But this was different. These were somehow perfectly proportioned for Kate's breasts, and moulded as they were onto the breast itself and secured with delicate string ties, gave the impression of being a second skin, just waiting for some lucky guy to be allowed to peel them off.
Even under the beach cover up, Luke could see the feint outline of Kate's nips, sitting flat in the centre of the triangles. Her long hair was bound up in a ponytail and clearly visible just over the neck seam of her cover-up was the bow securing the top strings of the bikini; the strings cascading down in a twirl outside the cover-up tempting him to pull them.
Luke decided at that moment that the pulling of that string and the peeling off of her bikini top at the end of the day was high on the list of his objectives. It was a decision that was to prove a constant source of distraction through the course of the day. But then, he had a chance of doing it. No doubt there were a lot of guys distracted by Kate that day who weren't to be so lucky.
By comparison, Luke felt positively frumpy and conservative. To make it easier to change into the shorty wetsuit he thought he'd be wearing sailing, he had a pair of speedo racing swimming briefs on under his Bermudian shorts with a long sleeve button up shirt.
Canberra was delivering a lovely spring day as they met Kate's friends on the shores of Lake Burley Griffin. The cool morning had warmed to a reasonably hot sunny day; although in typical Canberra style, the wind was little more than intermittent zephyrs – better perhaps than the other Canberra alternative which was a full on gale.
After rigging the cat they decided to take turns on the boat; the friends first and then Kate and Luke. Kate was a good enough sailor to carry Luke's lack of ability; although she was somewhat amused by Luke's determination to wear his wetsuit – Kate donning her lifevest and trapeze belt over nothing more than her bikini.
Kate found enough wind to get them both on trapeze occasionally. While Luke enjoyed the sailing – not least because it was with Kate – the neck tie of her bikini top continued to distract him; blowing in the wind together with her hair as she laid out on the trapeze. Looking back at Kate skippering behind him, the muscles of her near naked body pumped with the work she was doing, her nips pushing up into her bikini top in the cool breeze and that string tie just inviting him to undress her was enough to give him a boner. He decided he should just look forward and concentrate on the sailing.
Kate got the boat back to shore with the last breaths of a rapidly dying wind; a glassy calm descending on the bay shortly afterwards.
With sailing presently pointless, the couples decided to have an early lunch waiting to see whether any more wind would eventuate. Setting up their rug between two small trees, each of the males rested his back on a tree to let the girl in turn sit with her back on his chest; passing food up to him on request.
Luke quickly realised he'd come under prepared. Both girls were in their bikinis, the other guy in a pair of boardies (#board shorts). Unwilling to sit just in a pair of speedos, Luke put his shorts on over them. That turned out to be fortuitous, because Kate resting against him dressed like she was gave him a full on erection. It was a somewhat ball crushing, cock bending one, given it was trapped within the confines of his heavy unyielding shorts and pushed into Kate's back to an extent she must be feeling; but that was better than the public exposure of it that the swim briefs would have resulted in.
It wasn't just the contact with her that was doing it to him, although that didn't help; it was that bikini. Looking down over her shoulder, the beautiful orbs of her breasts were just under his eyes, the second skin of the top sitting ever so neatly, the seam running over the inside of the breast just inviting him to slip a finger under it and play with the nipple now pushing out the material covering it.
The neck tie was straining under the weight it was supporting; forming a straight line between the turn of her shoulder and the point half way out on the breast where the top of the triangle peeled itself off her flesh just enough to join it. On his chest he could feel the curls of the string ties play against his chest hairs, just inviting themselves to be pulled. Further down her bikini bottoms bridged across between her hips, letting him follow the firm muscles of her abdomen well down inside what little there was of her pants.
He was surprised how sensitive he was to all this. After all, they'd been rooting each other silly for the last week and a half since they'd first hooked up. He'd seen her naked, played with those breasts (and every other part of her anatomy for that matter). And yet, this bikini was driving him wild with desire.
He knew that the other couple would be able to see where he was looking. But even with the entertaining sight of a deep camel toe being visible in the crutch of the other girl's bikini as he looked straight up between her legs, and with she herself being something of a sight in her bikini, he could barely tear his eyes away from Kate. It was only by the greatest effort he managed to keep it somewhat normal, substituting long stolen glances for a prolonged stare.
After lunch, with the lake still in a state of calm, they hired a couple of two person surf skis to muck about on. This time Luke surrendered to the fact he was stuck in a pair of racing briefs. He didn't want to get his shorts wet and when everyone else was in swimmers, going in a wetsuit seemed a bit silly.
With Kate upfront and Luke at the back, they paddled out ahead of the other couple.
Even as he paddled, Luke was captivated by the sight of Kate sitting ahead of him. Her back was ram rod straight, her muscles rippling under her crystal clear olive skin with the paddling action. Kate's surf iron woman competitiveness meant that was second nature to her and she was delivering far more powerful strokes than Luke could.
Both her pony tail and the curly ends of her bikini top ties rocked seductively from side with her paddling action; teasing Luke. As he gazed down her back, he could see the top of her bum crack peek temptingly over the top of her micro bikini bottom.
Even as he paddled, he became aroused again; the blood filling his manhood, which in turn pushed into the material of his swimmers, stretching it out so that it eventually rose, sheathed in the Lycra, over the waistband. It was an unusual sensation; one he couldn't remember feeling before. The contact with and its embrace by the fully stretched Lycra made it strangely sensitive. More than sensitive, it was arousing of itself; reinforcing the testosterone flooding his body from the sight in front of him.
He could feel himself weeping pre-cum.
For a minute he'd forgotten the other couple on their ski until a cold splash of water cascaded down his back and side. With Luke slacking on the paddling, they'd come up behind and from a range of a few metres, skipped their paddles across the water surface to splash him.
A few drops had landed on Kate too, who now alerted to their intentions, turned the ski broadside to seek revenge just in time for the other couple's next splash to catch them both full on in the side. A part of the spray of the cold water scored a bullseye on the top of Luke's erection; soaking the material sheathing it and causing it to pleasurably surge.
Kate now had the board facing them and was deluging the other couple with her paddle; ignoring their not wholly unsuccessful effort to reciprocate. Trying to ignore the pleasure his cock was feeling with each cascade of water that spilled over it and his embarrassment at his visible state of arousal, Luke joined in; mostly sending jets of water in the direction of the others, but at least one miss judged shot soaking Kate's back.
The water continued back and forth until the other couple, in their enthusiasm, lost their balance and capsized towards Luke and Kate's board. Instantly the guy launched himself swimming towards the front of Kate's board. Kate couldn't back-paddle fast enough to stop him getting a hold of the tip of it where he shook and twisted it violently. Short of whacking him over the head with a paddle, which Kate conceded afterwards, would have been going too far, there wasn't much Kate and Luke could do. Eventually he managed to tip them in and turn to swim satisfied back to his own still up turned board.
The water was freezing. Kicking and paddling about as she came back to the surface alongside Luke and turned towards the board, several times Kate brushed against Luke's still prominent erection; Luke knowing that she'd felt it surge to her touch.
As she reach the board, Kate put one arm across it and turned to Luke, thrusting her hips forward so that her legs were outside his, her crotch pushing hard down on the tip of the erection.
"We're a little bit excited today, aren't we?"
Luke blushed. Far from settling it down, the cold water was making it more sensitive. Kate was bouncing slightly up and down on it and he could swear he could feel it penetrating her to the extent permitted by their respective swimwear; the tip seemingly in a warm embrace.
The cold water meant her nipples were fully projected; stretching and pushing out a deep cone into the material of her top which itself had become translucent enough in its wet stretched state that a ring of darker brown colour could be seen through it. With every slight movement up and down, the nipples were emerging out of the water, a cascade running off them and dragging the top imperceptibly lower, before dipping themselves back in.
"I can't help it."
"Is it me or Casey?" Casey was the friend, whose cute wet arse was even now pointed straight at Luke as she struggled to remount the board.
"You of course."
"Can you get it under control or do I need to do something about it?"
Luke had only a moment to wonder what the hell she could do about it here in the cold water with their friends just metres away. He'd love nothing more than to slip himself into her and pound like crazy; but that wasn't going to happen. Before an answer could rise in his throat, Kate's free hand slipped between their thighs and wrapped its sensuous fingers around his swimwear encased cock below where it was in contact with her crotch. Then she started jerking him up against her.
Whether it was optimism or reality did matter; Luke was sure she was pushing him deeper into herself millimetre by millimetre with every jerk, fighting the resistance of their swimwear. The tip just seemed to get warmer and warmer. The whole length of his cock felt wonderful under Kate's skilful touch, using the movement she induced in his own swimmers to pleasure any part her hand was not in direct contact with.
It was only moments – their friends had only just settled themselves on their board – before he went off; suppressing his usual grunt as Kate moved the tip away from her crotch.
Then as if nothing had happened, Kate, with an expertise born of practice, lifted herself onto the board in a single action, brushing her arse on Luke's face as she did so. Luke was left inverting the top of his swimmers to release his seed into the lake and smear any residue staining into something invisible before he too climbed on the board – far less elegantly than Kate.
Luke let the others get far enough ahead he could talk without being heard.
"How did you know I'd go so quickly?"
"You've had a hard on since I walked out of my room this morning. And I figured you'd probably not had anything like that before, so you'd go more easily. Anyway, if it didn't work, you couldn't have been any more aroused than you were – just a bit more frustrated. So there was nothing to lose, was there?"
With that last line, she turned around and grinned at him. The trouble was, she might have made the erection go away for the moment, but even that cheeky cute little grin and the profile he'd got of her breasts as she half turned was already causing the first feelings of another stirring in his loins. The only slightly jealous point was the fact she'd clearly done that with a guy before. His concern was somewhat ironic. She clearly hadn't been a virgin for some time and yet he was somehow put out by the fact she'd jerked a guy off in the water before.
Still, his curiosity was piqued.
"How did you know I hadn't had anything like that before?"
"It only really works with racing briefs. You only wear speedos in lap pools and under wetsuits. You're hardly going to do it in a public pool and you can't access it under a wetsuit."
"Who do you know who wears speedos in the surf or just swimming in public?"
Kate turned around and winked at Luke.
"A woman never tells. There's quite a few in the Iron Man comps. Whether I've jerked them off is another matter. Anyhow, some guys wear them under boardies, so all you have to do is drop the boardies."
And then with a look of complete innocence, she added.
"Of course, I'm only guessing. How would I actually know these things?"
Putting on some speed, they caught up with the friends, paddling around the edge of the lake to let themselves warm up and dry off in the sunshine for a couple of hours. It was late afternoon when Kate and Luke got home to an empty house.
Luke was desperate not to let the moment pass or let her change into something else.
Following behind Kate, transfixed as the gossamer back-flap of the cover-up billowed up as she walked, revealing more clearly the cuteness of her arse in that bikini, Luke undid the top button on his shorts; leaving them held up just by the fly zipper holding the waist band together. The he came up behind Kate and put his arms around her.
She spun in his arms; her body quickly pressed against him face to face.
"Are you after something?"
"What makes you think that?"
Even as Luke answered her question with his, he was pulling her cover-up up over her head; Kate compliantly lifting her hands up to let him. Dropping the dress to the floor, he pulled down the zip on his pants to let them too fall under the effects of gravity to land around his ankles next to the dress. Then wrapping his hands around her bum cheeks, her pushed his crotch more intimately against hers; taking a step forward as he did to free himself from his pants.
For what might have been the hundredth time that day, Luke felt his cock fill with blood; rising, pushing into and stretching out the material of his swimwear. He pulled himself away just enough to give it room to rise vertically, before pressing it back against Kate; pushing it firmly enough against Kate's crotch that he could feel the lips of her front bottom embrace the base of it.
Kate lifted his shirt over his head and started backing up towards her room. To cover the distance more quickly she broke the face to face contact and pulled him into the room with a hand firmly wrapped around his erection. Then when they reached her bed, she pushed Luke down on it face up; taking a moment to be amused by the sight of the way his swimwear moulded around his cock, his erection pushing a tightly stretched cone of it well up over the waistband as his two balls sat flattened out either side of the base of it like ping pong balls.
From the moment Kate had seen Luke grow a boner when she first walked out in her bikini that morning, she had a fair idea how the day would end. She knew he would want to take her in her bikini and very likely be reluctant to take it off first.
Kate had seen enough of male obsessiveness with items of clothing over the years not to be surprised by it; even if she found it strange. Indeed she had a very benevolent view of it. She liked the touching, fondling, fingering and general handling that seemed to produce. She knew from what guys had told her that some other girls have a "get on with it" attitude to these things. Not Kate. To her it was much better than the "I just want to stick my dick in you" approach too many guys have. They could take their time.
Kate knew that, in part, that may well be because it gave her an illusion of intimacy; something all too lacking from most of her life. But even if it was an illusion, it didn't matter. Kate was happy and the guy was happy. That was no bad thing.



Her bikinis were an all too frequent source of fascination. Some guys had not just taken their time removing it, but had actually penetrated her by pulling aside the leg hem instead of taking it off; although she'd noticed that the elastic of the hem raking their cock seemed to make them go off much sooner.
And taking it to a whole new level, one guy had put himself down over her in a modified 69 position, sucking and licking her clit and even seemingly slurping up her body fluids through the material of her bikini bottoms while slipping his cock in between the material of the top and her breast. He then proceeded to pump away until he filled the top and covered her breast with his cum. Kate wasn't complaining because he'd given her two orgasms while he got there; helped by the fact the length of his cock was sliding past her nipple as he thrust into her top.
Mind you, all those body fluids seemed to be somewhat harsh on the material of her bikinis; degrading the Lycra at an accelerated rate.
Her legging were equally a source of fascination; but so far no guy had found a way of actually making love to her while they were still on. So they were very much a foreplay object.
With dresses, guys just seemed to want to put their hands up them, in them and generally invade them in whatever way they could. But usually they came off before the real sex started. But there was one exception.
She had a very mini nightclub dress. Ultra-tight on her body, to the extent it actually highlighted her ab muscles and the turn of her butt, and made of a shiny medium weight very stretchy material, it had shoestring shoulder supports for low slung deep v'd triangle bodice. There was no doubt it displayed her breasts nicely, but what really set it apart was the fact there was a wide ladder split down the full length of each side; a gap of 50 mm between the front and the back pieces joined only by about a dozen thin straps.
Finding undies to wear with it was a challenge because you had to find one with string sides that sort of lined up with one of the joining straps. And it was mini enough that even Kate felt she couldn't go without undies.
For some reason guys always seemed to want to make love to her without taking it off. Maybe it reminded them of a BDSM outfit.
But the bottom line was that Kate was more than willing to let Luke play games with her bikini. She even had a few tricks to show him first. She straddled Luke's thighs, sliding a finger down the length of his erection, watching in amusement as it surged to her touch, swelling up and stretching the material of his swimmers even further as Luke groaned in pleasure.
She knew from previous experience that a lot of guys find some stimulation of their cock through the thin stretched Lycra really pleasurable. For many of them it's only good for a few minutes of teasing before it loses its sensitivity; although as she'd shown with Luke earlier, in the right circumstances you can easily and quickly jerk them off that way. But the last thing Kate wanted was for Luke to fill his swimmers with cum. She had much different plans for this erection.
In response Luke had brought one hand up to cup a breast, feeling the nipple rise up into the material covering it and push against his hand. The other hand he slid down into her crotch; turning it on its side so that his finger pushed into her front bottom as he moved it back and forwards.
They both continued to stimulate each other for a few minutes before Kate decided it was time to move things a step forward. By now experience told her that either Luke would becoming less sensitive to the touch or he might be getting too excited. He was still surging and groaning to each movement; so that latter was a definite possibility. She curled herself over and lifted the tip of the erection into her mouth, sucking it forcefully as she used her saliva to saturate the material covering it. Then before things could get too out of control, she undid the waist band knot and peeled his swimmers back to expose him; encouraging him to lift his hips up under her so that she could slip them down his legs and off him.
Ignorant of Kate's understanding of the male brain and fearful that she would pull the knots on her bikini top and strip herself to facilitate penetration and the start of conventional sex, Luke decided he needed to break the normal pattern of their love-making. He indicated by his movements that he wanted to roll her off him and lay her flat out on the bed; something Kate complied with.
Luke then laid himself half over her body, pinning her to the bed, but leaving easy access to all the things he wanted to see and touch.
Luke was especially excited by what he could feel through the fingers slipping up and down her crutch. Her womanhood had opened out to him like a flower. This was no pinch of material pushed into a narrow camel toe. Her labia had spread wide, swollen up to create a broad avenue through which his hand glided. The material was soaked and slippery with her juices and in the recess of the valley down between her legs he could easily feel that she was aroused and ready to receive him; two of his fingers easily pushing the material of her bikini bottoms to a satisfying depth into her and coming out dripping wet even through the cloth. Higher up, near the turn of her mons, he was sure he could feel her engorged clit; his confidence in its location growing as she oohh'ed and squirmed to his touch.
Bending over her breast, he sucked the bikini top where it lay over her raised nipple; drawing both material and the nipple under it into his mouth while he saturated it and the area around it with his saliva before pulling back to admire the result. He had raised her nipple into a prominent cone; the wet unlined bikini top moulded to every dimple and was now translucent enough for the golden brown colour to show through in stark contrast to the light olive skin that surrounded it.
Satisfied, he duplicated the result with the other nipple, and then alternated enough to ensure they stayed that way.
Luke was surprised to find himself so obsessed like this. If you strip away all elements of political correctness, accept as truth his protestation that it was important to him to respect and satisfy the girl, and even allow for the growing love he felt for Kate, Luke was at heart and strip them and fuck them sort of guy. He wasn't into lace bras or other sexy clothing stuff. For him, sexiness and nakedness went together and nothing was sexier than having your cock buried deeply in a girl. But Kate was profoundly challenging him in that regard.
And it's not as though he hadn't seen, indeed fucked, a lot of girls who started the session in a nice bikinis before (but soon had it stripped off her) – what Australian male hasn't. But Kate's, or maybe it was just Kate herself, was somehow different. Bandeau tops, too large triangles (from his point of view anyway), fussy designs, fussy colour patterns. Whatever it is was with those worn by other girls, he'd never felt this compelled before.
Kate for her part was simply enjoying the attention. She had a hand wrapped around his now exposed erection, stimulating it just enough to keep it at peak arousal. But she didn't want him ejaculating. He could take his time having fun with her body, but she still wanted to finish with the serious stuff, not a puddle on her stomach.
Eventually Luke's cock started to ache with desire. He needed it to penetrate Kate but was far from sated in playing with her like she was. Pulling his head away from her nipples, he moved down to her crotch. What he saw excited him. In their taught wetness, her pants too conformed to what lay beneath them. A wide shallow v ran through her crotch from front to back. Putting his head to the turn of her mons, he played his tongue against the material, pushing it hard against the knob he could feel underneath it as he took in the taste of her.
Kate responded to the extra stimulation of her clit with a more intense "ooohhhh" and a lifting of her hips toward him. Luke sensed that she was close to cumming and knowing by now that Kate's first orgasm was often just one of several, he intensified his efforts.
He was rewarded as Kate came, pushing even harder against him as she swayed from side to side and vocalised her pleasure.
Luke was torn. It was time to have her mount him properly. He could imagine her sitting on him, pleasuring herself against him as he stared up and down her body; but the body was not a naked one. The bikini top still moulded to her breasts. But more importantly in his mind, he could in his eyes follow the line of her stomach muscles down to where they disappeared inside those tiny tight little pants. As she dragged herself across him pleasuring herself, he imagined the waist band of the pants being dragged down and then released to pop back up with every back and forward movement.
Once before, in a moment of extreme haste within the tight confines of the back seat of a car, he penetrated a girl by pulling aside the leg seam of her panties. He knew it could be done, even if it might be less comfortable. He wished her bikini had tie sides to make the decision easier; to let him pull them and undress her while she was on him. But they didn't. The decision once made would have to be lived with through to the end or a major readjustment.
Trusting to fate, he pulled Kate over on top of him; giving the message she should mount him. Would she in any case drop her pants first?
Bemused that Luke wanted to take her still dressed, Kate straddled him, sheathing him in a condom. Then she pulled the leg seam of her pants to the side to insert him.
Luke lay back and took in the sights as Kate started pleasuring herself against him. Her breasts wobbled in their bikini top the way they always wobbled when they made love with her on top; the soaked material still translucent as it highlighted the arousal of her nipples and the neck string ties stretching and contracting with every bounce.
What Luke imagined would happen with her pants was correct; although if anything the movement was more pronounced that he'd thought would be the case. In part that was because Kate found moving the soaked slippery material of her bikini bottoms across Luke's pubis was even more arousing than doing the same against the dry hairiness of his naked flesh. As a result she was leaning more forward than normal and pushing down harder and moving faster.
Luke held his hands up against the cones of her nipples, letting her play against them, lifting his head at the first sign of the material drying to soak them again in saliva. Confused by what he really wanted, he pulled one of the tops aside to play with the exposed nipple before replacing the top and soothing it out to the moulded wet perfection it had started with.
This was far more arousing than this stage of their normal love making. Luke was having trouble holding it in. If Kate hadn't jerked him off earlier that day he doubted he would have lasted this long.
Kate's second orgasm as they made love usually came fairly quickly and this time was no exception. Exhausted by the physicality of it, Kate bent over onto his chest, the string ties of her bikini top falling to one side and dancing along with her hair teasingly on Luke's chest. She lay down on Luke, letting him roll them both over and put himself on top like he usually did to finish.
Luke lifted himself on his outstretched arms over Kate; her bikini clad body laid out under him as he started thrusting. He could feel the pressure of the leg hem of her pants adding stimulation to his erection as he played it in and out of her body. He knew his time would be limited. He got the breasts wobbling before reminding himself that pulling the strings of her top and exposing her was actually part of what he wanted to experience.
The way she had rolled over had left at least one string of both the upper and lower ties projecting from the left of her body. He bent down and with his lips, picked up a string of the top tie and lifted himself up again, pulling it as he went.
As the tightly tied bow released, the top sprung almost violently off her breasts, exposing her. For good measure, Luke bent down to pull the lower tie too; tugging with his lips to pull the strings out from under Kate and let the top fall to one side of her.
The visual and physical stimulation was too much. Long before he wanted to Luke could feel his release coming; completely unable to stop it. He froze and almost bellowed as the most incredible climax hit him. Thrusting deeply into her, he could feel his cock pumping out its load before he felt the urge to thrust some more to reactivate the pumping action. Then finally he found himself face down beside her ear, little shudders continually wracking his body with pleasure as the final drops of the stuff was wrung from his body.
He was panting so heavily, he started to worry about steaming up Kate's ear.
"So, that was a good one was it?" It was a typical Kate understatement.
Still firm, Luke was initially reluctant to move; Kate still pulsing her pussy against him and the feel of her leg hem applying more stimulation to an already sensitive cock. But eventually it was time to withdraw.
He pulled himself out and came up onto all fours over her. Looking down he could see the crotch of her pants were a mess, even if they did still tightly and sexily conform to her body's contours. Kneeling over her thighs, he helped her pull the messy pants down her leg, leaving her as naked as Luke usually thought sex should be done in.
Luke already found himself planning more days out on the water with Kate.
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My heart was racing as we pulled up at the entrance to the path leading down to the beach. I hadn't really expected to be so affected.
Across the road was the holiday house my family had rented last summer.
Almost a year ago today I had walked down that path early in the morning, single and a virgin. In a way that would have been incomprehensible to the girl who walked down the path, four hours later I had emerged from it hopelessly in love and well and truly deflowered.
As I got out of the car the timber top rail on the fence at the start of the right hand side of the path brought back its own memory. It was that rail I leaned against to give Greg a quickie when he dropped me home late at night after we'd had to clean Kate up and put her to bed when - dazed, drunk or drugged and barely conscious - she'd found us after escaping a new boyfriend who'd slipped her a date rape drug. Kate had stolen an orgasm for herself as she leaned against Greg for support while I washed her under the shower and after we'd got her into bed he'd fingered me to two of my own while we sat pashing on the couch waiting for her mum to come home.
All the while Greg had uncomplainingly suffered an unsatisfied boner. I figured he deserved the quickie, and I quite enjoyed it myself. Anyway we had needed to get that boner under control.
Although it was just one sexual adventure of many we had shared during that holiday, I found myself momentarily tempted to create a memorial to that first summer by marking with a permanent pen the outline of my bum cheeks on the spot where it happened.
It had been a long drive from Sydney to get here and it was now late afternoon. Instead of going straight to Greg's place where I had been invited to spend this second summer, we'd come here first. With daylight saving, the sun was still high in the sky and the day still hot. Ostensibly we'd decided to drop by for a swim on the way to the house. However the truth was, neither Greg nor myself really had a swim as the first thing on our mind.
Now dressed only in a bikini and with Greg in his speedos, we walked briskly along the 50 metres of beach up to the sand dune where I'd willingly offered up my virginity as I'd lowered myself onto Greg's shaft on that first day and had shared innumerable sexual encounters with him in the three months that had followed it.
With our sex lives in Sydney restricted by the privacy constraints of my parent's house or Greg's share-house and the lack of suitable outdoor venues, the orgasm count (if I can put it that way) over the next 9 months might have been impressive by most people's standards, but it just wasn't the same.
As soon as we got into the privacy of the dune we laid out our towels. Then in an instant we were in each other's arms; standing up, our torsos pushed firmly together, our hands exploring down the back of the other's swimwear and our lips engaged in the most passionate, penetrating kiss.
As Greg became aroused his cock - sheathed in the stretched material of his swimmers - grew into the space between my legs and up against my crutch. In an all too familiar and enjoyable way, it pushed firmly against my clit, encouraging me to rock gently back and forward on it.
Greg knew my swimwear fetish - of how I found them sensuous on my body at any time, but still having them on enhanced my enjoyment of this early stage of foreplay - and was more than willing to take it slowly and let me enjoy it.
The bikini I had on today was quite deliberately a special one. As far as Greg knew it was the one I was wearing the day we met and he first undressed me (well he did a lot more than that - but you get the picture). In reality, that pair had been put away wrapped in tissue paper at the end of my last holiday.
This was an identical one; same brand, same colour and bought at the same shop. Except on this pair I'd cut out all the linings. Both top and bottom were just a single layer of lycra because that made them feel better on me; especially when, as now, they were part of foreplay. What was that I said about a fetish?
Fortunately the orange and black sunset pattern wasn't too bad about going see through when they were wet. The lack of any pubes helped as far as the bottoms were concerned, although the dark colour of my nipples did tend to show through the top. Mind you the wet material tended to plaster itself against my skin; conforming to the contours of my crutch to produce something of a camel toe and - because of the size of mine - really showing a severe case of bikini nip. The former could be adjusted out. In connection with the latter, I sort of missed whatever memo went around banning women from having nipples after Janet Jackson had her silly so called wardrobe malfunction. Since high school my nips had been called "Karen's famous nips" and frankly I didn't care; maybe because my mum's were so often visible too.
And did I mention Greg was also wearing a pair of speedos I'd given him (and encouraged him to wear) with - you guessed it - the lining cut out.
This is all relevant because it contributed to the feel of the cock between my legs being so stimulating as I first rocked back and forth. Soon I had wrapped my hand around the triangle of stretched material Greg's erection had induced in his swimmers, squeezed it up against his shaft and was using my hand to play the tip against my clit. Quickly my body's juices turned the crutch of my bikini to a wet slimy mess; which only enhanced the effect.
Greg had initially placed a hand over one bikini top, teasing up the nipple underneath. Now he bent down and took the top material and the nipple underneath into his mouth, sucking it and flicking his tongue across it, while the now free hand moved across to the other breast, slid itself under the triangle of my top and played directly with the nipple.
As I put my hand around the back of his head to support it against my nipple, I looked down between our bodies. There I could see my hand wrapped around his shaft; some of the length of the shaft disappearing under my crutch as I swayed back and forward. Even more excitingly, just below my hand I could see that the waist band of his swimmers had been pulled away from his pubis by the inability of the material to stretch far enough to accommodate the full length of his erection. Looking down I could see the naked base of his shaft and the balls beneath it; the very view that had contributed so much to my arousal on the day we met and the string of events that eventually led to me all too willingly losing my virginity.
I'm sure Greg would have just liked to have pulled all the ties on my string bikini, render me naked and go for it. But he never failed to ensure, not just my own satisfaction, but that I actually had my own sexual desires and fantasies seen to. Knowing I liked this, he always waited for my signal that it was time.
Today I had sort of got myself locked in.
Already excited - sexually and emotionally - by being back where it all started, one part of me might have wanted to expose Greg properly and let him strip me. The other was enjoying what we were doing at the moment and didn't want to stop. The problem was I had sort of gone past the point of no return; that phase of arousal where you know you're not far off coming and don't really want to interfere with it by changing anything. Pulling string ties is easy enough; properly exposing Greg would mean stopping and starting again. Not for the first time I wished guys had string tie swimwear too.
Greg didn't have long to wait. With a typically loud groan I came; pulling him tightly against me and I'm sure just about suffocating him as I held his face ever more firmly against my breast - trying to draw out every bit of available pleasure from my orgasm.
Already Greg was pulling the strings on my bikini; leaving the parts draped across his cock or over the top of his head as they fell away from my body. As soon as I'd finished I dropped to my knees, pulled his swimmers down his legs and laid myself out on my towel for Greg to have his way with me.
When we'd first got together, Greg had been too gentle with his love making; so scared of hurting me that he didn't really communicate his passion to me or stir up those feelings in my crutch that (I'd since learnt) good sex really can. I won't say I trained him out of that reticence; more that we'd worked out together what was good.
Now Greg unleashed his sexual needs on me; communicating his manhood not just with the strength and size of his arousal, but with his whole body. Not every girl might like this, and it always depends on who the guy is too. But where Greg is concerned, I like to feel taken; pounded even. His excitement and passion become mine too, even if it doesn't hit the right spots for a second climax.
All too quickly, Greg had filled me with his cum.
Only then could we put our swimmers back on and have the swim we'd pretended we'd come here for.
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The next day Kate was arriving back in town for her summer Uni break; staying with her mum.
Regular readers will remember what Kate is like. I think she is best pictured as being a near ringer for the swimsuit model Kate Upton at her young slimmest best.
She's got that same angelic face with a smile that makes men melt.
The same naturally blonde hair (well at least in the case of our Kate it's natural; I suspect from the colour of her eyebrows, the other one might not be)
That same flawlessly clear skin.
The same tall hour-glass figure, except our Kate displays a slimmer, more athletic waist and the sort of less padded butt that suggests she's going to find it easier to keep her figure as she grows older and has babies.
In part that's because Kate is an iron woman competitor through her surf lifesaving club. She might not be well known at a national level, but like Greg in his iron man competition, is no slouch at club and regional levels. In fact Kate is not unlike what seems to be the typical profile of the present generation of famous and up and coming Australian surf iron women in that athletic blonde Australian beach girl sort of way.
[Authors note. The historic surf lifesaving ironman/ woman competitions should not be mistaken for the more recently introduced Ironman triathlons. The former consists of running, swimming, board paddling and surf ski legs; those things that a surf lifesaver needs to do]
Our Kate must be the only woman in the world capable of making Ms Upton feel frumpy by comparison.
And of course the guys will want to know our Kate has the same bikini top busting breasts as her model namesake, her D cups rarely covered by anything more than the skimpiest of string tie bikini tops which in the surf nearly always prove inadequate to doing their job of retaining them; not that our Kate seems to give a damn about that. Indeed that might be Kate's one distinguishing feature from the more famous Australian iron women; who have nice figures but generally seem to have less prominent breasts.
When I've walked down the street with Kate I've regularly seen guys walk into lamp posts or bust their knees tripping over seats and other street furniture as they're distracted by her. She's just that sort of girl; especially given the skimpy, figure displaying clothes she is nearly always dressed in.
But the real killer is her big smile; her "come fuck me" smile as I teasingly call it. The trouble is that most guys flashed the smile have an initial reaction of just dissolving into jelly; often missing the opportunity it offers. Which is the reason I think Kate so often in the past ended up with what I called the Neanderthals; bodice ripper style guys with plenty of confidence and front, but not much to offer in the brains or personality department. Which was an incredible waste given Kate's intelligence.
In part that choice of partner had been Kate's. Yes she liked guys with a good body; but really her problem - as she knew - was the inability to commit that her family's screwed up background had left her with. She had sort of deliberately picked guys who presented no danger of wanting or needing a longer term relationship.
I had seen her start to revise that approach as she'd watched Greg and my relationship develop over last summer. By her own admission, she had started to yearn for something similar and was trying to overcome her own limitations to find it.
And now we had been warned a new 'proper' boyfriend was in tow. We'd seen a bit of him on Facebook; but apart from an impression that he looked more like a slightly heavier built version of Greg than her usual Neanderthal, it was difficult to know what to expect. After all, the relationship was still fairly new; indeed new enough I thought it was a risk having him committed to staying with Kate for the three months.
Still, for the first time ever, Kate had used the word 'love' in relation to one of her boyfriends; at least in the positive "I do love him" sense. That was a good start, but I was interested to find out where on the love scale he really sat. Kate had a long history to overcome and these things don't happen overnight.
Kate had got in late the previous night and, allowing her time to sleep in, we'd arranged that she'd meet us at the spot Greg and I left our gear for our morning run and swim more or less at our usual finishing time (which given what we normally get up to in the sand dunes afterwards was no small sacrifice on our part).
As we came running back along the beach I could see Kate in a typically Kate bikini sitting with a guy on their towels just outside the entrance to the gully in the sand dunes where our gear was. At first I could see Kate was in animated conversation with her partner, but eventually she looked our way and saw us coming.
Never one to do things by half measures, Kate stood up and sprinted towards us, arms outreached, squealing her delight at seeing us after all this time; no doubt leaving her boyfriend wondering what was happening. About 50 metres from her towels Kate intercepted us; bundling the three of us together with her arms as she nearly bowled us over backward with the speed of her intercept. Then as she held us together tightly she alternated kissing us on each of our cheeks as she rattled off a dozen questions about how we'd been and our trip up.
I thought the greeting was nearly over when she finally separated from us, standing facing us arms spread apart with a hand lightly gripping each of Greg and my outside shoulder. But suddenly her flow of conversation faltered as she looked me in the eyes and captured me in a full body embrace. Apart from Greg I don't think I've had many boyfriends - if any - who've embraced me so intimately. She even had a hand on my bum drawing my crutch into hers; the fronts of each of our bikinis squashed together, our nipples pushing into each other's breasts.
Of course she's done this to me before when we were both naked; once at Zoe's naked beach party and once after our threesome, but this was more prolonged, more contemplative. Maybe even more sexual; certainly more sensual. After a minute, she gave me a sloppy kiss on the cheek and separated, turning to Greg.
At first she just put her hand on his shoulders; sort of contemplating him. Then without any warning obvious to me, she jumped up on him; wrapping her legs around his waist and holding herself tightly to him as Greg supported all her weight; able to do little more than put both hands around her butt to hold her up.
It was probably a miracle she hadn't bowled him over; although I suspect either outcome was acceptable to Kate.
Then she rocked herself gently back and forwards on Greg, making clear her delight at seeing him again.
The trouble was, Greg's equal delight at seeing her and being embraced like this by her was starting to manifest itself in his speedos. Given her bosom was wrapped around his face and it was more than possible an exposed nipple was playing against his lips, that was hardly surprising.
It got to the point where if either her rocking or his delight increased any further she was going to impale herself on his erection. And I don't mean that in any painful sort of way if you get my drift.
Finally she pulled her head off his shoulder and planted a giant prolonged kiss square on his lips. As she started to dismount, Greg tried to lean forward to let her drop cleanly onto the sand. But the laws of physics would only allow so much tilt. As she dropped, her crutch still collected Greg's three quarter erection and bent it down between her thighs. She then gave him one last full body contact hug, his now fully grown erection - fortunately still sheathed in his swimmers - visible out the back of her legs as she did so.
By this time her boyfriend had walked the distance between us and joined the group. Goodness only knows what he thought of what he'd just seen; even more so since the pressure of Greg's shaft had pushed Kate's bikini bottoms into a deep camel toe through the full length of her slot. I well understood Kate's natural uninhibited exuberance and her closeness with Greg, so wasn't fazed by the display even if it did go way further than normal. But how much had Kate explained to this guy before she, to all external appearances, just about raped Greg on a public beach?
As Kate finally broke away from Greg she pulled her boyfriend into the group by his arm for introductions.
As Kate introduced me to Luke - since that was his name - I shook his hand and leant in and kissed him on the cheek. Greg in the meantime had a few seconds to recover his composure and get his manhood back under control before also being introduced. In a way I hadn't often seen Greg do before, he leant in and gave Luke a light man-hug. I suspect like me, Greg had figured that something more tactile than a mere shake of the hand was required to counterbalance Kate's intensely physical greeting of us.
And so, standing in the middle of the beach, for about the next ten minutes we talked in the way you do when you haven't seen someone for a while and they have a new person in tow; getting some preliminary information about Luke, finding out how their long drive up was, how Kate's mom was and all that sort of stuff.
However both Greg and I were intensely aware that we'd just finished a long beach run on a warm and very muggy morning. Sweat was literally running off us. Not only was it uncomfortable, it sort of generated that lack of confidence that the concern about being offensive to those near you can. Frankly I was surprised that Kate had been willing to hug us in the way she had; if only because of the yuckie feel of our sweaty bodies against hers. We were probably only saved by the fact Kate had obviously just been for a swim so that the cool wetness of her body and swimmers hid the more sticky dampness of our own.
Normally at the end of our morning swim and run training we have another quick dip in the ocean to freshen up a bit, but Kate had intercepted us before we'd managed to achieve that.
Finally as I felt yet another giant bead of sweat run down the centre of my back and through my bum crack to join the damp uncomfortable mess that was already the main feature of the crutch of my bikini I asked Kate whether she'd mind if Greg and I had our post-run swim to freshen up.
Indicating she'd wait for us back by the towels, Kate waived us on our way. And so for five or ten minutes Greg and sort of forgot about Kate and Luke as we frolicked through the ocean waves.
As we came back out of the water and started walking up to where Kate and Luke had been, it was immediately apparent that they'd disappeared. At first we thought they must just have been in the gully where Greg and I left our gear.
Like much of the coast around here, at the back of the beach a sand dune rises steeply for about four metres. For the most part, the face of this dune is just a single wall carved flat by storm waves washing against the dunes during major storm events. Closer to town the houses behind the dune might be protected by rock walls; but here with just bush behind, nature was allowed to do what it will.
Our gully was simply a spot where rain, or whatever else, had caused a break in the solid wall of sand. Walking into the gully, the floor rose about a metre to lead you to a point where the gully split in a Y shape. Greg and I had always left our gear deep in the right hand fork of the gully. Indeed I'm embarrassed to say that since just about every time we came up here after our training routine we were on our way to have sex in the gully and our passions were running hot, I'd never really explored the left hand gully.
Being a creature of habit, it was also the spot where for many years before I'd come on the scene, Greg and Kate had left their gear while they exercised together. So Greg sort of expected to find Kate there. But when our towels came into view she wasn't there either.
That left us a dilemma. There had been no sign of her walking up the beach, so the question was do we go off in search of them, wait here thinking they might come back or just go about our day assuming we'll catch up with them shortly in one of our usual haunts. Behind all that was the fact this was normally the time Greg and I took the chance to have - not to put too fine a point on it - our daily root. Sometimes there might be second or third ones for the day, but this was reliably private and after watching each other's barely clad bodies exercising for the previous hour, we were nearly always in the mood for it.
Absent any compelling alternative, the daily root won. I'm not sure how we actually made that decision. One minute we're discussing what to do, the next we're wrapped in each other's arms, the next Greg's pulled all the tie strings on my bikini rendering me naked and the next I'm riding him cowgirl style to my orgasm. And a nice if somewhat noisy one it was too.
Then I rolled him over on top to let him pound away till he finds his finish. He had only really just got started. I'd settled my body into a position where his thrusting rolled me around a little - knees bent, my feet sometimes over his thighs - knowing that encouraged him to go all the more confidently and it got a nice little jiggle of my breasts going; which turned him on all the harder. One minute I'm enjoying the power of Greg's body in mine, the next I look up and there sitting cross legged and stark naked at the top of the dune between the forks of the gully and looking down on us as calmly as a spectator at a cricket match is Kate. Next to her, lying flat and with his head just visible over the roll of the dune, is Luke; appearing somewhat sheepish with his voyeurish endeavour.
They're looking from our head end. With Greg elevated off my body, at the very least they have a pretty good view of my breasts and a vista of Greg's bum as he pistons away at my crutch in his own noisy way.
A year ago I might have reacted by throwing Greg off, screaming indigently and curling my body into a modest ball. But that was a year ago. Greg and I have changed. I can't say he's corrupted me since we were birds of a feather when we met. Rather our experiences have remoulded us.
After all we've had a threesome with Kate, so she's seen it all before; even if not from the helicopter view she has now. And then of course there was Zoe's party; where public sex just seemed to be par for the course.
So while I'm not saying I was entirely comfortable with being in this position, I could deal with it.
Now my first thought was not to draw Greg's attention to the audience least it put him off. On the one hand I kept a curious eye contact with Kate while at the same time trying not to stare in that direction in case Greg cottoned on that there's something or someone there. Fortunately he seemed to have his attention fixed on my breasts and the gap between our bodies, so he wasn't looking up to where Kate was or even spending that much time looking at my eyes.
I was even trying to keep up the pleasurable grunting which is my natural unforced reaction to Greg pounding me like this; although I would have to say with diminishing conviction.
I squeezed him tighter within my body and put more physical effort into my body's response to him, moving with him or bearing down against him; all trying to bring him to climax just a little faster. At least that's half my reason. Because even at this most awkward of moments another thought has entered my head. I want Greg to have a good one; a really, really good one. Yes in part it's to put on a good display; let them know our sex is as mind blowing as it is. In a way I always want Greg to have a good one. And if that was my only reason it would be understandable.
But the truth is a second less noble thought has entered my head. I can't say it's a scientific fact, but my observation is that when Greg has a good one he doesn't go as flaccid. In fact I've often teased what is still an impressive erection with my hand after he's withdrawn and flopped over on his back and asked if it's wanting more.
If he has a really, really good one then it just takes more; letting Greg just move on to a second orgasmic cycle without withdrawing or even waiting very much; double shotting me. But the latter is a rare event usually in special circumstances. Even if it would be a mighty impressive display, it's not what I'm trying to achieve here.
No. As silly as it sounds, in a juvenile competitive sort of way I just want them to cop an eyeful when he flopped over on his back afterwards. A sort of one upmanship.
Finally I could feel Greg moving to his climax. His grunting was getting louder and faster; his strokes pushing harder against me. With his usual final three great strokes and bellowing groan, he filled me with his cum, then rested down exhausted on my body as the after tremors of his orgasm took control inducing in him shuddering waves of pleasure.
I could feel he was staying pleasingly firm and erect.
Deciding it was time for Greg to discover the audience, I kissed him and started to tip him off me; knowing his normal reaction was to fall over onto his back; at which time Kate would come into view.
Even then, it took a minute for him to notice we were being watched. Finally he sees them.
"Hello. What are you doing there?"
"I should ask you the same thing; although after what I've just watched I suppose the answer would be pretty obvious. We thought you were going for your training swim so had at least half an hour for some hanky panky in the other gully. Then you two came back early and started waking up the dead with your noisy sex. I was worried it might put Luke off his game. [At this stage Kate put a loving hand on Luke's head; stroking it a couple of times] But fortunately it just seemed to excite him more. When we were finished Luke said we should just wait for you guys to finish too; but you know me."
"How long were you watching?"
"From a little before Karen's climax. An impressive one it was too. By the way Greg, you've got a really nice butt when it's working like that."
I knew Kate had added that bit about my climax to make me blush. And it worked. Kate stood up, offered a hand to Luke to help him up from his lying position and they half walked half slid down the steep side of the gully to join us. I noticed Luke had been a bit resistant to getting up and suspected he might have preferred to lie down for a bit longer. He had a nearly full on boner on display now coated in sand. He might have been a reluctant watcher, but that obviously hadn't stopped him enjoying it.
I couldn't help myself. I had to have a good enough stare at it to compare sizes. I was appalled at myself that I was actually chuffed that it tended towards the disappointing end of the size range.
Before I'd met Greg I'd never seen a male erection, in fact I don't think I'd got a good look at a male appendage and Greg's is the only one I've ever had - or are ever likely to have - inside me. So initially I was not in a position to know whether his was big, small or in the middle. And I'll never know what different sizes feel like. But when I got to see the line-up of morning glory erections on the guys passed out all around Zoe's lounge room on the morning after her naked beach party, I certainly came to understand that Greg was on the upper end of the range. And for some strange reason, I was quite proud of that fact and have been ever since.
By the time Kate and Luke reached the bottom, Greg and I had managed to stand up, sort of leaving the four of us standing awkwardly around stark naked; me with the feeling of Greg's cum beading down the inside of my thigh.
Greg broke the momentary silence by finishing the earlier conversation.



"We just went in the water to wash the sweat off our bodies after our run. We'd been for our training swim earlier. We weren't sure where you guys had got to when we came back."
"Yea, we heard you talking while we were in the other gully. But we were already busy if you get my drift. And don't think I didn't notice that given the choice between going looking for your just arrived in town best friend and rooting each other silly, you chose the rooting."
"So you would have preferred if we'd gone looking for you and found you guys in the middle of something instead of the other way around?"
Kate winked at Greg.
"If you had, I promise we would have put on a good show."
Kate was now standing only a half arm's length from Greg as she said that and had a hand on his shoulder. So let's sum up where we'd got to as the four of us stood there naked, including a guy I'd only met half an hour ago. We've got two guys now fully aroused; Greg's got a visible bead of his cum and my juices on the top of his shaft and Luke's cock looks like it was coated in honey and dipped in sand. I've got cum running down my leg and Kate's there playing verbal games with Greg while standing close enough her tits are just about brushing his chest.
And we've only been in town three days.
When I think back to the end of last summer you might say it's like nothing's changed at all.
Ignoring the cum on my leg, I picked up the pieces of my bikini and started tying them back on my body; picking up Greg's speedos too to let him slip them back on even if he did have to struggle to tuck his erection back into them.
Then we walked back up the other fork of the gully with Kate and Luke so they can collect their clothes and gear.
"Anyone for coffee?"



        Kate: Have A Fuck, Watch One

        Kate's return home for summer gets off with several bangs.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/kate-have-a-fuck-watch-one

Title: Kate: Have A Fuck, Watch One

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Kate's return home for summer gets off with several bangs.

Tags: m/f, summer




As he stood up next to the sand dune where they'd left their towels, Luke watched as Kate emerged from the water. Holding the towel in front of him, he used it to dry himself off; letting it at the same time hide the raging erection pushing out the front of his boardies [#board shorts].
Luke had been content to get out of the water and let himself dry while they waited for Karen and Greg to come back from their morning run along the beach. But Kate had wanted to finish with a couple of sprint laps along the section of beach where she and Greg had traditionally swam for their surf training.
Playing and frolicking in the water with Kate had raised Luke's manhood to an unyielding, cock-splitting hardness. It had been aching and throbbing with desire. Had it not been for the possibility of Karen and Greg suddenly appearing, he would have tried to take her in the water.
There was a reason, in her own subtle, flirtatious, feminine way, that Kate had made sure that Luke's boner was teased up to the point of exploding. Kate had wanted him to take her; there in the water where they'd been frolicking. She shared none of Luke's inhibition about being caught in the act by Greg and Karen. Short of pulling his pants down and sticking his cock into hers, there wasn't much more she could have done to give him the message. And the only reason she didn't do that was because she wanted to make sure he was a willing participant.
In fact it's likely that somewhere in the complex relationship Kate had with Greg there may have actually been a desire to be caught. Not to make Greg jealous; because she knew Greg harboured no sexual ambitions towards her. As her friend he'd comfortably stood by her for many years as she went out and got herself laid by every guy who took her fancy.
In part Kate was experiencing a prolonged period of heightened arousal – sexual and emotional -from the anticipation of her reunion with her friends with her first ever true love interest in tow. She'd been feeling it ever since they packed their back in Canberra to return to her home town for the summer break. With the long drive and late night arrival, there'd been little opportunity for any release from it since.
But if you really pushed you might just have managed to extract from her a guilty confession that she would have liked to have flaunted her own sexual performance in front of Greg. Karen and Greg hadn't set out to put on any public displays when they'd unleashed their passions all through last summer in the gully behind where Luke now stood and just occasionally in the water where they'd been playing. It was a quiet, rarely used, part of the beach. But Karen was a noisy love-maker and Kate had been thrown temporarily off balance by the torrid affair her previously virginal friend and security blanket had suddenly become immersed in. She'd hung around where she wasn't expected and heard and seen things not intended for her.
As she got to know and like Karen better, that had resolved itself and she'd found a new equilibrium. But the simple fact was, the complexity of Kate's emotional life that her parent's messy divorce and her subsequent adoption of Greg as a comforter, surrogate brother, best friend and maybe even father substitute, had left her with a more nuanced sexual attitude towards Greg.
Now Luke watched as Kate glided towards him with all the poise and natural style of a catwalk bikini model. She displayed an attractive confidence that belied the complexity of her inner emotional life. Nearly everyone took her at face value because that's what she wanted; a woman in complete control of her own sexuality, able to wrap men around her little finger with little more than a smile and a good cleavage display. Only Greg, and maybe more recently Karen, really understood her.
Even Luke, her recently acquired boyfriend and love interest, only had the most superficial insight into the more complex Kate. And he, at this moment, was transfixed by the sight approaching him.
Tall and beautifully proportioned, Kate oozed the fitness and strength of the surf lifesaving iron woman competitor she was. As she walked her muscles rippled under that clear light olive skin. The only thing even slightly wobbling were her breasts. Those beautiful perky orbs that bounced ever so classily up and down with each step; drawing out the tethers of the strings of her bikini top and releasing them again.
Her long surf blonde hair draped in strands over her shoulder; stuck to her skin in its wetness.
The water was dripping off her. It ran off the tip of the hard fully raised nipples pushing out the thin translucent material of her too small bikini top. It ran out of her crotch as it trickled down her torso, through her pants and ever so teasing down her leg. Luke thought that if only he could collect that water he'd drink it; salt and all.
Her tight little low slung bikini pants clung to her mons, divided itself into a camel toe and could be seen stretching and contracting to accommodate every movement through her crotch as she walked. It his vivid male fantasy imagination, Luke pictured it tickling up her clit with each step.
She was smiling at him in the most endearing, compelling way. Her bright blue eyes were large round circles of seductive joy and happiness. Luke didn't doubt that she knew full well he was simply perving at her as she approached. Kate knew guys. But she also seemed to forgive their more harmless weaknesses and accepted that admiring the female form was one of them.
Indeed, the way she normally dressed almost demanded that guys perve at her and encouraged that subtle feeling of a stirring in their loins that inevitably caused. She also understood the danger that could put her in with a guy who didn't want to play by the rules. Luke had noticed how Kate judged the time and location of her flaunting herself with an eye to risk. Like some security crazed politician, she'd even never jogged the same route when she went for her afternoon run; least some guy got obsessed with her sexy outfits and set an ambush for her.
And Luke knew that, now he was on the scene, Kate used him for additional protection.
But the good thing was that Kate knew the difference between perving and objectification and to the extent there was a fuzzy dividing line between the two, gave the latter a minimalist role.
As a younger lad he'd had a serious crush on the model Kate Upton. As Miss Upton got older, got a little more solid, supposedly developed a more precious reputation and eventually faded from everyday view, that crush had dissolved. But from the time he first met her, Luke had felt that this Kate was like a younger, improved version of Ms Upton. The same cherubic face and smile. The same womanly figure but without the padding that suggested a fallen glory in her mature years. This Kate's hair was a natural blonde with eyebrows and body hair to match.
And most important of all, Luke's Kate had a personality that gave reality to the playfulness that Miss Upton projected to a camera, whatever the reality behind Miss Upton might be.
The first time Luke had made love to this Kate, it was like his teenage fantasy had come true.
Of course, there was a lot more to Kate than that. She was intelligent, but also had a directness of manner that sometimes left Luke standing open mouthed. There were times that was great for getting around an awkward moment or breaking the ice – she wasn't scared to call a fuck a fuck – but at other times he was left wondering if you could really say that. Once Luke realised that anything she said was completely devoid of malevolence and often tinged with a wicked sense of humour then it almost became endearing, but he could see not everyone else got her.
By the time she reached him Luke's attempt at subduing his erection had failed and reversed itself. He'd felt it fill out and swell again, the tip projecting a full two inches over the top of his boardies. It felt hard, it felt nice, it yearned to be used, to find the warm embrace of Kate's womanhood. But Luke knew it would have to wait. Karen and Greg were due any time. Hidden around a projecting sand-dune, as Kate would have it, they were even now pounding their way towards the appointed rendezvous. Evidently, Karen and Greg were nothing if not punctual.
As they sat on their towels to dry, Luke focused once again on getting his erection back under control. Even as Kate innocently swayed her wet, barely covered, nipple projecting breasts right under his nose as they chatted, he tried not to look.
For Kate, the absence of Greg and Karen from her life since last summer, as they went to Universities in different towns, had left a big hole that meeting Luke had only started to help fill. They were friends of the most special kind; especially Greg. Explaining to Luke how important they were to her had been almost impossible as much as he listened and tried to understand.
Luke had seen and overheard Kate interact with them on Facebook. But even the most excited, animated conversation conveys only so much.
He had been trying really hard to look up at Kate's mouth as she spoke instead of down at her breasts, where the golden brown colour of her projecting nipples was showing fairly clearly through the translucency of the wet material plastered to them. So, looking up and across Kate's face, it was he who spotted them first; a pair of runners emerging from around a sand dune that projected out across the beach about 150 metres away.
Pointing in their direction, Luke enquired if that was them. The only reply he got was an ear shattering scream as Kate stood up and started running towards them; squealing all the way with her arms outstretched.
Uncertain as to what he should do, Luke stood up and started to follow Kate at a walking pace, taking the chance to study these people who were so important to the girl he had come to love.
Perhaps understandably, his gaze fell first on Karen. Kate had described her appearance in such glowing terms that Luke has actually been looking forward to get an eye full of her. For Kate to say another girl is much pettier that her is really setting a high bar; even if Luke suspected it would really come down to a question of taste.
The first thing he noticed, even from a distance, was that Karen's bikini tastes were the same as Kate's. She was wearing a string tie bikini with a slightly undersized top and a minimalist pair of pants; the only difference being Karen's pants had string tie sides too. How often he'd dreamed that Kate's bikini pants would fall away with the pull of a string.
The girl he saw was a bit taller but slimmer than Kate. Not in a malnourished sort of way; just built on a lighter frame. Her breasts were smaller; maybe a B cup. They suited her frame, indeed looked impressive on it, but lacked that capacity to bury yourself in them that Kate's had. The hair that streamed in the wind behind her as she ran was the same sort of surf bleached blonde that Kate's was, although her complexion was a darker shade of olive than Kate's much lighter one.
Luke had always hoped he wasn't alone in judging even an action movie in part by the quality of the eye candy female lead. This girl reminded him of someone and he scanned his memory of his favourite starlets to think who. While there were a lot of slim, tall, perky breasted young things around at the moment, most seemed to carry a bit more padding and have a little less muscle tone than this girl. And yet he knew she was a ringer for someone who had caught his attention lately. When the answer occurred to him it was more out of field left; the model Paige Butcher who he'd been reading an article about the previous week. Karen's red bikini was even similar to the one Paige had been pictured in for the article.
Still, Luke couldn't agree with Kate. Karen was a stunner, there was no doubt about that. But he thought Kate much the prettier.
Greg had the same lean figure as his girlfriend; taller and slimmer than Luke with a well sculptured body.
As Kate reached them she collected them both in her outstretched arms, bundling the three of them into a tight huddle. Luke watched as Kate spoke animatedly with them, frequently breaking the flow of conversation to plant a kiss on the cheek of one or other of them. Just when Luke thought the exuberance of the greeting had died down, when Kate was simply standing taking to them, stretching her arms out to have a hand on each of their outside shoulders, Kate halted.
Then suddenly she turned and embraced Karen. This was no girlie, air kiss embrace. Kate had her wrapped up, one arm drawing their chests together, the other around her bum, pulling her crotch tightly against Kate's. Then she held her there in a long moment of silent contemplation with their chins across each other's shoulder before planting a prolonged kiss on her cheek. Watching them in profile as he still approach; noticing how their breasts interlocked and bikini bottoms merged tightly together, Luke found it rather hot. Like some sort of male fantasy.
Luke wondered if she'd do the same to Greg and, if so, what effect it would have on him.
It wasn't long before he found out. Breaking away from Karen, Kate put a hand on each of Greg's shoulders, contemplating him at arm's length. Then without warning, she threw herself at him; cat leaping up and wrapping her legs around his hips as her arms bundled his head against her chest. Greg staggered and nearly fell backwards; only just managing to keep his balance. Automatically he'd put his hands under her bum cheeks to support her weight, having little time to think about positioning or placement.
Now Luke had the sight of Greg's fingers pushing Kate's bikini bottoms deeply into her bum crack, like he was anally fingering her; pulling her pants half way down in the process and exposing a long line of exposed bottom. Rationally Luke knew it was just the way Kate had landed on him. He knew Kate didn't tolerate any anal play, so nothing was really happening. Still he felt a pain of jealously.
That wasn't helped by the fact that Greg had been a bit aroused by Kate's initial intimate embrace of him. Now as she rocked back and forwards on him, that arousal became complete; an erection pushing a fold of the material of his racing brief swimwear up over the waistband where it seemed to contact Kate's crotch. As she rocked back and forwards, his erection bent under the weight and straightened up again, making it pretty clear it was banging against her womanhood. All the while his face was buried in the folds of her bosom where, for all Luke knew, a dislodged exposed nipple might be brushing his cheek; or sitting on his lips.
Then bending down and into his face, Kate held the back of Greg's head as she gave him a prolonged kiss on the lips.
Luke had been warned that Greg had been a friend of Kate's since childhood; her best and most important friend in the world. Probably as a way of subtly reassuring Luke about the lack of real threat Greg posed to their relationship, she'd also revealed to Luke that both Karen and Greg had been virgins when they got together last year at the age of 20; the message being that there had been nothing physical between Kate and Greg. Still, Luke felt somewhat uncomfortable with what he was watching, even as his own manhood filled out to a full erection from the action as it played out.
Finally Kate dismounted, unavoidably dragging Greg's erection down so she was momentarily straddling it between her legs. Luke watched as the tip emerged out the back of her legs, then bisected the cheeks of her bottom and through the centre of her crotch until it was released. It left Kate with the waist band of her pants pulled down to the extent of almost full exposure, a fold of material pushed deeply back up into her front and back creases and the leg hems loose enough Luke could see the lips of her labia exposed.
Ignoring her pants and, apart from casually readjusting a triangle of the top to tuck a nipple back in, acting like nothing out of the ordinary had happened, Kate then introduced Luke to Karen. Karen reached around his shoulders and pulled Luke into her, close enough for him to feel the hardness of her nipples pushing into his chest while he fought to minimise her feel of the erection in his pants against her stomach. For a long moment she just held him, then she kissed him on the cheek; something Luke awkwardly reciprocated.
Then Kate formally introduced Greg; who gave him a man hug; each of them being careful not to let their erections come into contact.
What Luke couldn't know was that, recognising the overboard exuberance and sexuality of Kate's greeting, both Karen and Greg had themselves been much more tactile than normal in their greeting of Luke; as if by way of reassurance to him that he shouldn't read too much into it. Karen was well aware of the overt physicality of the way she hugged Luke. She knew her nipples were up as a result of the breeze blowing across her sweat soaked top and were pushed hard into Luke's naked chest. She didn't even seek to avoid contact with the erection she could see loitered in his pants. It wasn't normally how she greeted a relative stranger. Nor was Greg all that much of a man hugger in normal circumstances; but each felt something was called for.
But the reality was, Kate was too excited to over analyse things like the way she'd greeted Greg. In her mind, the advantage of Greg having a girlfriend and she at last a boyfriend, was that the potential for playful sexual contact between them to be misinterpreted as a come on was gone and with it the inhibitions that followed. After all, while Karen looked on at the end of last summer, she'd danced naked in full body contact with Greg at Zoe's party and glimpsed Greg making out with Karen out in the lake there. What's more they'd watched from behind a tree as she'd got herself laid by her date for the night. It was that sort of party.
Then there'd been the threesome Karen had organised between the three of them; which Kate knew would be the one and only time she'd actually get to have sex with Greg.
So enjoying a few sneaked bounces of his cock against her womanhood as she'd greeted him was, in her mind, nothing really. As for the dismount. Well, that was pure accident. She hadn't really thought about the fact that as she dismounted, his erection would have no-where else to go except between her legs. A quick and innocent thrill for both of them was all she saw in it.
Luke noticed Kate had at least readjusted her pants while he was being greeted by the other two. For about ten minutes they stood around chatting; the normal animated small talk of friends who hadn't seen each other for a long while and were at the end of a long drive.
Then Karen announced that, after their long run on what had become a fairly muggy morning, she really needed a dip in the ocean. She wondered if they'd excuse Greg and herself while they freshened up. Kate indicated they wait for them back by the gully, and took Luke's hand to lead him back to where they were sitting as Karen and Greg headed down to the water.
When they got back to their towels, Kate didn't stop. Instead, with her free hand she bent down, scooped up the towels, and led Luke into the gully; shaking the sand off them as she walked.
"They're going to be half an hour. They usually do a couple of k's of swimming when they get started."
That wasn't what Luke thought he heard. He understood they were just going to freshen up. Still, it seemed Kate had something in mind and Luke thought he was going to enjoy it. She knew her friends; why resist or debate the issue? Already he was enjoying the sensation of the flood of blood into his manhood as it anticipated what was to come; following a step behind where he could see Kate's bikini top ties swingingly temptingly as she walked.



Just inside the entrance to the gully, it forked. The right hand fork was the main one, continuing with a deep path of clean clear sand. Kate pointed up it.
"That's where Greg and Karen have left their gear."
Then she led Luke up the left hand path; a little rise up a lightly grassed slope leading to a shallower gully which bent further left as it started. The initial rise caused Kate to bend over to climb it, giving Luke a delightful view of her arse, just inches from his face, as he followed.
As soon as they were around the bend and out of sight of the main track, Kate stopped and laid out both their towels side by side. Then she turned and faced Luke; pulling him in against her body as she kissed him. Putting her hand down between their torsos, she undid the drawstring on his boardies, loosened the waistband and pulled them down far enough for gravity to take over and drop them around his ankles.
Every time she brushed across his erection as she did that, it had pleasurably surged; pushing deeper into the flesh of Kate's stomach and increasing Luke's desire to get it into her womanhood. But Luke was still slightly torn by his obsession with her bikini. There's been little opportunity in Canberra to repeat the session of bikini sex he'd enjoyed in mid-spring. Still, with his cock impatient and knowing that time was limited and there was a whole summer ahead up here to play games with Kate's bikini covered body, he decided to go for the more conventional approach.
He pulled the top string on her bikini top, then broke away from their mouth kiss to bend his head down to her right breast. Just for a moment he admired the way her raised nipple was pushing out the material before he peeled the triangle of the top off the breast with his lips and took the nipple into his mouth to twirl it with his tongue.
With that first movement he'd bent his knees to let the tip of his erection slip between her legs then pushed it firmly up into her bikini covered crotch. Surging it, he felt the tip slip along the line of her labia until he thought he'd found a void that marked the opening to her womanhood. Then he pushed it up as hard as he could; enjoying the warmth radiating through her pants into the tip where it achieved a shallow penetration of her.
Kate threw he head back and held his head against her breast as she enjoyed a flood of sexual pleasure, vocalising a low, prolonged "oooohhhh".
But Luke was a man on a mission. Fighting the pressure of her hand on the back of his head, he moved across to the other breast, peeled the top off it too and repeated his oral pleasuring of it, pushing his erection harder into her crotch as his hands slipped around her back to untie the lower string of her top and pull it clear of her body to drop onto the sand below.
No longer able to resist the temptation of penetration, Luke slid down her body, kissing her stomach and then her mons as he peeled her pants down her legs, leaving him sprawled at her feet. Taking her hand, he laid himself out flat on the towel and pulled her now naked body down on top of him.
Kate's directness can have some benefits. A month ago she had announced they were both going to get tested for STD's and put the results on the table as a prelude to dropping condoms from their sexual routines. Intelligent enough to be conservative about their sexual health, until that time they had both been what you might call condom virgins even though they had lead active sex lives. Their reward had been a clear result and a new found conscience free sexual freedom.
This was the bit about condom free sex that Luke liked the best; the bit where it made the most difference. Kate straddled him cow-girl style and lifted his erection up to guide it into her body. Luke groaned as he felt the beautiful wetness and warmth of Kate's womanhood on the hard naked flesh of his rigid shaft as he first entered her. His cock surged as she came down on him and he could feel the bell of his cock easily push aside the folds of her vagina as she progressively opened up to the length of his shaft and he effortless penetrated her.
For a moment Kate just rested on top of him; his shaft reaching towards her cervix, her mons and the swollen hooded little nub that sat behind it sitting on Luke pubis; both of them enjoying the heightened sensations of that first moment of full penetration. Then she started pleasuring herself. Moving more back and forwards than up and down his shaft, she rubbed her clit on his pubis, lightly at first and then more firmly.
By now they had a pretty good idea of what each liked. After initially playing with her nipples with the palms of his hands, Luke move one hand down and slipped his thumb between their bodies, using it to tickle up Kate's clit. That let Kate start to move up and down his shaft, instead of the back and forwards movement she used to pleasure herself.
Their focus was distracted by the sound of voices outside the gully. Neither could clearly make out what they were saying, but their speech had a quizzical tone to it. The sound of the voices got louder as whoever it was entered the gully. As might have been guessed, it was Greg and Karen looking for them. Greg could be heard telling Karen they were probably up the gully; although it was clear he meant up the main right hand arm of it.
If Luke was a little distracted by the prospect of discovery, Kate was determined to push on. Pulsing her pussy on Luke erection to increase her stimulation of him, she upped the tempo of her rise and fall, bending down to kiss Luke and whisper into his mouth.
"Keep going."
After not finding Kate and Luke sitting with their own gear, Greg and Karen could still be heard working out what to do. It never occurred to them to check the other arm of the gully because the right hand arm was where Greg had always hung out; for a decade with Kate as they used it as a base for their beach training and last summer with Karen where they'd nearly worn the sand out with a wholly different sort of activity.
All the while the voices of Greg and Kate are coming to them, Kate's whispering sweet nothings and encouragements into Luke's ear to keep him focused on her; worried that the distraction might cause a loss of, shall we say, rigidity. Luke didn't entirely share Kate's cavalier attitude to the prospect of discovery. He found it bad enough having sex in a share house, where at least the likelihood of someone walking into your room was fairly remote. The prospect of turning to the side and seeing the other couple standing there watching his performance was off-putting.
But Kate's mere presence had kept him aroused to a cock bursting level for the past couple of hours. There were hormones flooding his system that needed a release and weren't ready to give up yet. He had softened a bit, but still had enough left to keep going.
Kate and Luke didn't actually hear the decision that the others made – but it wasn't long before they heard the result of it. Coming across the top of the gully was the sound of Karen pleasurably groaning; like the sound track off a porn movie. Kate and Luke looked each other in the eyes, exchanged a smirk and then a giggle. Kate bent down again.
"She's always like that. You can hear her a mile away."
There was something about the way Karen groaned that communicated a lot about what was going on in the adjoining gully. It did more than make a statement, it created a mental image of the vigorous sex they were obviously engaged in; helped immeasurably by Greg's occasional grunts which conveyed a sense that Karen was taking him to the point of exploding and then backing off again. Freed from the possibility of discovery, and now having a porn track playing in his ear, Luke fully recovered his enthusiasm. Indeed, he rather enjoyed the feeling of his manhood filling out and hardening again while inside Kate; he could feel it inflating and pushing out against the walls of her vagina as she continued to pulse herself on him and pound up and down.
Even as his performance had started to flag, Luke had never stopped pleasuring Kate. Kate's sex vocalisations had always been naturally softer and more feminine than Karen's. Now Luke could see she was approaching orgasm. With Kate sitting upright on him, Luke curled himself up to take a nipple into his mouth, sucking it vigorously as he played with the other one with the fingers of the hand not engaged with Kate's clit. Kate held his head firmly against her breast as she arched her head back and looked skywards taking in those last few moments of peek pleasure before the rapidly building orgasm broke.
Kate momentarily halted her bouncing up and down on Luke as she enjoyed her orgasm; the subtle natural contractions of her climax taking over from the deliberate pulsing against Luke's shaft that had proceeded it. Then as it finished, she worked all the harder to bring Luke explosively to his.
Both momentarily sated, Kate repositioned herself to lie on top of Luke, kissing, until she lifted her hips to release Luke's shrunken manhood from its previous cacoon; depositing and smearing across it a flood of his seed and her juices in the process. All the while Karen's groans from the adjoining gully had been getting louder and more continuous.
Bringing her lips back to Luke's ear, she whispered-
"Let's go see what's happening."
"Shouldn't we just wait?"
"Naa."
Not fully comprehending what he was getting into, Luke merely complied as Kate got up and led him by the hand to climb the steep walls to get to the top of the sand dune dividing the two gullies. Leading him across the flat narrow top of the dividing dune, Kate sat herself upright with her knees under her, right on the edge of the other gully. Luke cautiously approached to where Kate was sitting. Without the muffling effect of the dune between them, Karen sounded even louder up here. There was no doubt in his mind as to what he was about to look down on.
As Luke kept moving slowly forward, the first thing that came into view were four intertwined feet, followed quickly by the sight of a woman's butt moving rapidly back and forwards; a very cute butt Luke conceded. Kate was now dragging him to sit next to her. Uncomfortable with being so blatant about it, Luke instead lay down flat on the sand, just his head poking over the edge.
As he settled down, the full vista of the activity was there in front of him. The couple were in a sort of reverse missionary position, with her legs outside his. She was raised on outstretched arms, he curled up to let him suck a breast while playing with the other by twirling it between his fingers. She was elevated enough that he could get a good look at her breasts and nipples every time Greg repositioned or came up for air.
What he could see confirmed an impression he had got when they had first met and she'd hugged him. Her nipples were enormous. Not in diameter. It struck him that, unraised, her nipples would be no different from any other girl's; probably only in the middle of the range for breasts her size. Rather when aroused or raised, they projected further; miniature volcanic cones, capped by cut off telegraph poles. He found them quite fascinating and wasn't surprised Greg seemed to like playing with them so much.
And that was also fortunate, because it stopped Greg looking up and spotting them both.
All the while Karen's moving up and down on Greg like a woman possessed; her vocalisations getting louder, more constant and higher pitched. Clearly she was about to cum. Luke took the time to admire her body as she worked away at it; quickly becoming aroused again and needing to lift his hips to let his erection plough through the sand into an upright position.
Luke wasn't a complete stranger to porn; especially the free stuff on the internet. But he usually found it quite soulless. Poor acting, no real connection between the actors or conviction about them actually enjoying themselves, no continuity – which broke any sense of progression of the sex – and an obsession with certain things like oral and anal all contributed to him just not getting into it. And that's before you allow for actors who aren't really all that attractive.
But this was way different. They were clearly into it and into each other. They were making love, not just having sex. Karen was a complete stunner and even just looking down on her back and arse while she was on top was a pleasure in itself. And Karen's groaning was real; it just conveyed so much about excitement about their sex. It was all a major turn-on.
Still, Luke would never have come up to watch them if Kate hadn't insisted. He still had reservations about it even though he found it quite arousing.
Kate on the other hand and no such reservations. It never occurred to her it wasn't the right thing to do; a little cheeky, yes, but that was all.
After all, she and Greg went back as closest friends to their earliest years. The gully where he and Karen were now humping away at each other had been Kate and Greg's hideout and playhouse in their younger years and gear storage and change room as they progressed to training for their surf lifesaving activities. To her it was like a twin sister cheekily peeking into the bedroom she and her brother had once shared as he and a new girlfriend banged away at each other. Just something to tease him about later.
As Karen finally came, Kate and Luke watched as she let out a little high pitched squeal; changing her movement from the fast long strokes she was using before to a short little jiggly movement.
Then, reflecting the well-rehearsed action it was, she lay down on Greg, tucked her legs inside his and they rolled over putting him on top with his legs outside hers. Almost immediately, Greg raised himself up on his arms and started pounding her enthusiastically, grunting audibly while Karen, with a hand on Greg's bum encouraging him, continued to groan in a way that indicated she was enjoying it too.
So, Luke thought, he likes to finish on top too.
After an initial meeting of their eyes and what seemed like an exchanged smile between them, the position of Greg's head indicated he was still obsessed with Karen's breasts, or lower down her body, as he kept thrusting. That left Karen free to look around, and she quickly spotted first Kate and then a more discrete Luke looking down on them. Karen fixed her eyes on Kate, grinned at her, and then rolled her eyes. Luke turned towards Kate to see her grinning back in return, completely unabashed.
Greg kept pounding away as Karen's focus switched between keeping an eye on Greg and grinning up at Kate. Her initial vocal expressions of enjoyment with Greg's thrusting faded somewhat and became more forced as she was distracted by the audience. Greg for his part didn't seem to notice; too busy seeking his own release.
It didn't take Greg long to get there; a pause and then a couple of massive slow thrusts marking, with a pronounced groan, his moment of release. He collapsed down onto Karen, who put her arms around him as his head lay alongside hers; Karen still making eye contact with Kate. Karen waited until the last shudders of Greg's climaxed had passed before she rolled him over, letting him flop onto the towel beside her; still displaying an impressive residue of his erection.
That left him looking straight up into Kate's eyes. With a coolness that only comes from an intimate 13 year friendship, Greg managed to ask her with a completely non-plussed sotto voce -
"Hello. What are you doing there?"
As would be expected by anyone who knew Kate, her reply was equally direct.
"I should ask you the same thing; although after what I've just watched I suppose the answer would be pretty obvious. We thought you were going for your training swim so had at least half an hour for some hanky panky in the other gully. Then you two came back early and started waking up the dead with your noisy sex. I was worried it might put Luke off his game."
Stroking Luke's head, Kate continued.
"Fortunately it just seemed to excite him more. When we were finished Luke said we should just wait for you guys to finish too; but you know me."
"How long were you watching?"
"From a little before Karen's climax. An impressive one it was too. By the way Greg, you've got a really nice butt when it's working like that."
Kate stood up and offered a hand to Luke to help him up from his lying position. They half walked, half slid down the steep side of the gully to join the other two. Luke was initially resistant to getting up, looking as though he might have preferred to lie down for a bit longer. The reason for that soon became obvious. He had a nearly full on boner on display now coated in sand. He might have been a reluctant watcher, but that obviously hadn't stopped him enjoying it.
By the time Kate and Luke reached the bottom, Greg and Karen had managed to stand up, sort of leaving the four of them standing awkwardly around stark naked; Karen with the feeling of Greg's cum beading down the inside of her thigh.
Greg broke the momentary silence by finishing the earlier conversation.
"We just went in the water to wash the sweat off our bodies after our run. We'd been for our training swim earlier. We weren't sure where you guys had got to when we came back."
"Yea, we heard you talking while we were in the other gully. But we were already busy if you get my drift. And don't think I didn't notice that given the choice between going looking for your just arrived in town best friend and rooting each other silly, you chose the rooting."
"So you would have preferred if we'd gone looking for you and found you guys in the middle of something instead of the other way around?"
Kate winked at Greg.
"If you had, I promise we would have put on a good show."
Kate was now standing only a half arm's length from Greg as she said that and had a hand on his shoulder. So let's sum up where they had all got to as the four of them stood there naked, including a guy Karen and Greg had only met half an hour ago.
There's two guys now fully aroused; Greg's got a visible bead of his cum and Karen's juices on the top of his shaft and Luke's cock looks like it was coated in honey and dipped in sand. Karen's got cum running down her leg and Kate's there playing verbal games with Greg while standing close enough her tits are just about brushing his chest.
And they've only been back in town two days.
Ignoring the cum on her leg, Karen picked up the pieces of her bikini and started tying them back on; picking up Greg's speedos too to let him slip them back on even if he did have to struggle to tuck his erection back into them.
Then they all walked back up the other fork of the gully with Kate and Luke so they can collect their clothes and gear.
"Anyone for coffee?"
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I was devastated, completely gutted.
Just when I'd surrendered myself body and soul to Sam. Just when I'd fallen madly in love with him, we went to a party and I discovered he regularly does drugs. And he wanted me to do them with him.
Yes, that night, he been the uninhibited life of the party, to my boring, sober, unaffected self. At the end of it I'd even let my body be used over and over to let him selfishly satisfy his insatiable drug fuelled ardour. Then midway through the third time he'd passed out on top of me.
Already, as he'd been pounded away at me, I'd decided it was over.
To have to struggle to roll the dead weight of his unconscious body off me. To feel his still rigid manhood slip from my body as I'd pushed him over onto his back as I eventually freed myself from under him. It was humiliating. I felt cheap; used.
He was still breathing. It was more like some alcoholic stupor than the death knell of a drug overdose.
For half an hour I lay there next to his naked self. I'd contemplated the still rigid erection from his third, incomplete demand upon my body and remembered all the good times we'd shared. I'd even contemplated mounting him and using it to salvage something from the ruin of the night. A single stolen orgasm as the price for the joyless sex he'd just taken from me.
All the time as I lay there, I felt the love drain from me like water running out of a sink. Drugs were a non-negotiable no-no for me. I'd witnessed too many lives ruined by them.
I left and walked shamefully home.
The discussion with him the next morning had been fruitless. He wouldn't give them up and thought me a complete bore for not joining him in his indulgence. Even though the decision to break off the relationship had been completely mutual, it left me feeling empty and destroyed.
I had already promised dad I'd help one of his other regular crew deliver our family's yacht from Sydney harbour to Pittwater later that week for a coming regatta at the Royal Prince Alfred Yacht Club. Never in my life had I less felt like going on the boat. I just wanted to curl up in my room and die. Still, a promise was a promise.
Early that morning, I did what I had to do to help Adam prepare the boat and get us out to sea; going through well-rehearsed motions; this time stripped of any sense of pleasure.
About 8 years older than me, Adam had been a regular crew member on the boat since dad had first let me be part of the racing crew a decade ago at the age of 13. He'd actually been my close mentor on the boat; taking the time to teach me how to do things properly when all the other crew were just impatient for it to happen now. Always kind and gentle, he was also enormously protective of me. He wasn't a bad looker either. By any objective criteria he was probably my best friend on the boat; someone with whom I often shared a harmless flirtatious banter and exchange of sexual innuendo as we sailed. But I suppose I'd never really got beyond the adult/child thought process about our relationship that I'd first started with, even if he was probably initially regarded by the older crew as one of the kids too.
We cleared Sydney Heads under motor on a still, windless, sunny, morning with virtually no swell. Adam was steering the boat, leaving me with nothing to do. I asked him if he'd mind if I sun baked on the foredeck.
Taking my beach bag and a long cockpit cushion, I set myself up on the cabin top in front of the mast; laying my towel over the cushion, stripping down to my bikini, stuffing my clothes in the bag and slathering myself with sun screen.
I don't usually just bake in the sun; it's too hard on the skin. But the sun was still low and I was miserable. I was also horrible, monosyllabic company for Adam; probably dragging him down in my self-pity. He could see something was wrong and I thought he might be annoyed that no amount of good spirit on his part was able to lift me out of my funk.
I like the tingle and warmth of the sun on my skin. I thought it might cheer me up and leave Adam to his thoughts without having to worry about me. I even hoped heating up my pussy with its rays warming my dark coloured bikini pants might restore some sense of sexual responsiveness and arousal to my drained, empty sense of womanhood.
For maybe half an hour I drowsed; momentarily forgetting my cares as the sun caressed me and lulled me into a mindless state. But all too soon, the destructive thoughts came flooding back; alternatively lashing myself for not seeing the problem before I became involved with Sam and missing terribly the loved up sense of completeness he given me for those few short months.
Unable to restore myself to the Zen state the sun had first given me, nor to silence the self-pitying voices going around and around in my head, I sat up; slouched, staring at my feet with tears running down my cheeks.
Too distracted in my misery, the first I knew of Adam's presence near me was his soft, caring voice. He'd set a course far enough seaward to safely clear long reef, put the yacht on auto pilot and come forward.
"What's wrong Emily?"
"Nothing." But I immediately gave lie to my statement by bursting into a sobbing, heaving mess. I felt foolish, sitting nearly naked in a tiny bikini while I sobbed my heart out in front of a guy who I'd never really revealed any emotion to before.
Adam sat next to me; our shoulders gently touching.
"I don't think that's the full answer. Mightn't it feel better to talk about it?"
Like a bursting dam, I blurted it out.
"I've broken up with Sam." Then promptly dissolved into more heaving, sobbing tears, lowering my head onto my knees.
Adam waited a moment until I'd recovered a modicum of composure.
"Did he dump you or did you leave him."
Suddenly it felt good to be able to talk about it. My parents had barely noticed my down mood; or if they had, they'd chosen to ignore it. I told him about the party, the drugs issue and our argument the next day; leaving out the bit where I'd sold myself cheap by letting him use me as an outlet for his drug induced libido.
He told me I'd done the right thing. He too had seen enough of drug induced mental health problems to say it was a not negotiable issue. He also reassured me that, until I'd seen evidence that Sam had that sort of problem, I could hardly be expected to guess.
We discussed the issue too and fro for a while and we talked about the pain of breaking up; something he'd been through recently too. Finally he teased out of me the bottom line of my feelings.
"I miss being in love. I miss that sense of having someone I can share things with. I want someone to love me in return and care about me."
Adam moved himself from sitting alongside me to directly facing me, squatting next to my folded up knees; his hips brushing them. Pulling the end of his long sleeve over his hand, he wiped the tears off my cheeks, gently following the trails of dampness down my face. Where the trails had run over my chin and down my neck he followed them as far as my shoulder bone. Where they'd dripped down and created a large dark stain on each triangle of my bikini top and wet patches on the top of my breasts, he left well enough alone.
As he brushed the tears away, for the first time I looked up at him. Looking back at me I saw eyes full of understanding and real concern. They were eyes that offered reassurance that I wasn't alone; that I wasn't the first to feel this way.
Inside me, something awoke. In some indefinable way, where there had been a dead emptiness I felt the first green shoots of returning life.
Letting go of his sleeve to expose his fingers, Adam reached out and stroked along my forehead and through my hair. It was the sort of reassuring, protective touching a parent might do; although it didn't feel patronising. And maybe as his hand slid through right down to the end of my long hair and repeated the action, it went a bit further than normal.
"Emily, you're a wonderful girl. You've got a lovely entertaining nature and you're impossibly beautiful. You can have any guy you want. Goodness, I've had a hidden crush on you for years. I know it can be hard to meet the right one, but it will happen; sooner and more easily than seems likely to you at the moment."
Maybe they were platitudes; although I knew I wasn't a bad looker. Still, it's nice to hear it said. It lifted my mood a smidgen, even as the feel of his fingers stroking my hair raised my heartbeat and sent a tingle through my body. But I was far from ready to break out of my funk.
"It's just so hard to meet someone. I hate the entire tinder process. I hate having to go to bars and parties where the whole human experience just seems so superficial."
"I'm sure you know as well as I do, these things happen when you least expect them. You just have to be open and ready to respond to them when they do."
Perhaps my brain had been dulled by my mood, or maybe I'd just chosen to ignore a comment that seemed too hard to deal with. But Adam was lifting me out of the depths of my depression. For the first time in days I managed a smile – a cheeky one – as I looked him straight in the eye.
"How long did you have a crush on me for?"
Adam blushed and looked down.
"Let's just say, from before it was appropriate for me to do so."
"Why didn't you act on it?"
"You mean, apart from you being too young, me being too old, me having various girlfriends and you boyfriends and your father scaring me witless and me being just as scared of being rejected by you and losing your friendship; I can't think of a reason."
"When did it fade?"
"Who said it had. Even though I assumed you had a boyfriend, I'd been looking forward to this trip ever since your father told me you'd be the other crew. I didn't need the prospect of some sort of sexual interaction with you to always enjoy your company. The thought of it being just you and me was pretty nice."
As Adam had looked down in embarrassment his hand had frozen in position with his palm cradling the side of my face. I could see he'd blushed deeper as he admitted the crush still existed; but at the same time I could see the start of a smile on his face.
I assumed I'd forced out of him something he didn't intend to reveal. Whether the smile was relief at being able to express his feeling or a response to looking straight down at my barely covered breasts, I wasn't sure. But suddenly a light went on that told me I was interacting with more than another crew member. He was a man; a fellow human being with sexual responses no different to my own and one that was not immune to whatever charms I might have. Nor was I immune to his.
The soft warmth of his hand on my face was electric. Beneath my skin, the faster beating of my heart made every little part of me feel flushed and alive.
My body was betraying me. I felt the first blush of sexual arousal in my breasts; my nipples tightened into a noticeable jut that I knew would be visible under the gossamer material of my tear damp bikini top.
I looked down to see that, not only were my nipples prominent, but were directly in the line of Adam's temporarily frozen vision. He must have seen them actually rise.
The lifting and dropping of the bow of the boat to a swell nearly knocked Adam off balance. He wrapped his free hands around my knees to stop himself from falling over. In that moment I had a clear view of the front of his pants which were bulging with his own hardness, even as my body responded to this more intimate touch.
I covered the hand he had on my cheek with mine.
Adam looked up. Our eyes met. For a moment we awkwardly stared at each other. Then I acted on impulse.
I put my hand around the back of his head and pulled him in to kiss him. On the lips. At first a touch, then a taste. Before I knew it I was ravenously, ardently pashing him, thrusting my tongue down his throat.
His arm embraced me, sweeping the curve of my waist before burying itself between my buttock and the seat cushion. I lay back, pulling his body over mine. His hardness came to my left thigh, pushing itself deeply into my soft flesh; surging in its anxiety and desire.
My hands were all over him. Up his shirt, down the back of his pants and through his hair as we squirmed our legs, torsos and arms against each other, pawing and biting, in a forlorn attempt to satisfy our desires as his still clothed hardness edged closer to my womanhood.
I wanted him fully. I needed him. Now, today, more than any other day in my life.
His hand came upon my right thigh, slipped up it and touched between my legs. I arched my back in pleasure, groaning into his mouth. Encouraged he pressed more firmly, slipping his fingers along the line of my open flower, testing my readiness by pushing the crutch of my bikini into the warm wetness of my sex. I bucked under him in ecstasy as he slid his finger back up and played with my clit.
I couldn't wait any longer. Neither of us could.
I pulled his shirt off over his head; fumbled to undo the button of his shorts and expose his rampant anxious manhood. He rolled us over, lifting my impatient body up so that he could sit upright on the step at the front of the main cabin, having me straddle his thighs, his manhood seeping fluid against my stomach.
A condom in my beach bag.
I started to fumble his pants out from under the weight of his body, succeeding only in bringing them down to the top of his thighs. But there was no time for taking off any more clothes. He lifted up my buttocks, pulled me close in to him, pulled aside the leg hem of my bikini pants, and let me sink slowly down until the tip of his hardness first made contact. He surged it; letting it slip along my slot looking for that wet warm void that would tell him he'd found the spot.
Lifting his hips just enough to pin me in position, he let me slip down, spiking him into my body. We were joined.
I looked him in the eye and threw my face against his again, thrusting my tongue into his mouth, pushing hard against his lips as I closed my eyes and relaxed into his firm embrace.
His hand slipped onto my breast and spiralled inwards to the centre of the gossamer covering of my bikini top until he felt the outer edge of my areola where already the jut of nipple was lifting the bikini top away from my flesh. He circled it, teasing the nipple with the proximity of his fingers, raising it to its full height and hardness before slipping it between two fingers and exciting me with his play of it.
I felt his lips disengaged from mine and his hands move to expose my breasts by pulling the strings of my bikini top. Those beautiful sensuous lips took a nipple into his mouth and pleasured it. I lay my head back, closed my eyes and soaked in the stimulation, moaning softly.
Fingers extended, his hand searched out my navel and slipped slowly, teasingly downwards; slipping inside the waist band of my bikini pants. I sucked in my stomach to give it room as it turned the peak of my mons to find what it sought. I gasped at his first touch of the naked flesh of my swollen nub.
All the while his engorged hardness, thick and long, raked the depth of my inner womanhood as I lifted myself up and down on his lap. Consumed by my arousal, I started to beat faster, up and down on him; spearing down hard, almost like I was trying to impale myself on his shaft. His fingers gave up on the task of massaging my clit. They'd become redundant anyway. I'd found my own stimulation in my actions.
As I clamped his head to my breast, I passionately made love to him; riding up and down on him like a demented cowgirl, grunting audibly with the effort and excitement.
The way he was twirling my nipples with his tongue, the slide of his hardness within my womanhood, the way its tip pushed hard into the front wall of my sex with every thrust, the way my nub struck his body as I came down, even the way the leg hem of my bikini pants – now soaked in my slippery juices – rubbed against it as I moved, all drove me towards my climax.
I screamed. It was a scream of release, of pleasure, of the demons that had haunted me for the last week escaping my body and being free; but above all of the ecstasy of my orgasm. My contractions bore down on his hardness as I lay my head over his shoulder and moaned out the last pleasurable waves of my cumming to him.
Then I cried; big heaving sobs dampening his shoulder.
Finally I calmed down and came to my senses.
"I'm sorry. I don't usually scream or cry when I have sex. It just felt so good after I'd been feeling so bad."
Before he could answer or respond, I planted my lips on his and stuck my tongue in his mouth; consuming him.
His hardness was still throbbing inside me; waiting patiently for its own release. Pushing him to lie back on the cabin top, I covered him with my body. Then lifting myself up on extended arms, I squeezed his hardness as tightly as I could as I slowly moved up and down against him, brushing the hard jut of my nipples across his face with every stroke.
He responded; imposing from below his own timing and stroke upon my willing sex. He came. With a grunt, he thrust hard and groaned as he ejected his seed.
I lay back down upon him and just enjoyed the warmth of his body until his hardness was no more. Reluctantly, I lifted myself up to separate us; our bodies no longer pinned together.
Lifting my head I looked at his face again, exchanging a broad grin with him. What I said was part statement, part question, completely obtuse.
"No regrets."
Then I put my head back down alongside his.
Had I just fallen into the error of rebound sex? Would there really be no regrets?
Neither what we shared when we stole an hour anchored at a deserted beach west of Longnose Point in Pittwater before moving on to the marina, nor the weeks and months that followed suggested it was merely a shallow indulgence in rebound sex. But they are other stories.
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Can rebound sex really come with no regrets? Does life ever work so smoothly?
We lay intertwined on the cabin top. His arms surrounded my naked flesh as my head lay alongside his; face down into the mat, turned just enough for my breaths to be filtered by the delightful salty tangle of his hair.
I could feel the still hardened jut of my nipples pushing into his chest, his manhood, firm and elongated but not yet turned again to hardness, bent down along my leg, pushing against my thigh. Our bodies were moving subtly against each other as the boat lifted and fell to the gentle swell; reawakening an arousal that had just consumed itself in a fire of passion.
I didn't really want to get up. It would break the moment; make us confront the question of what happens now. Was it just a spur of the moment, meaningless quickie or the start of something? Do we talk about it? Act like nothing happened? Assume we are now a couple?
Normally it's so easy. A number of dates, a slowly building trust and bond. Always testing; giving enough, a little bit more each time, but not so much as to feel too exposed. Then, and only then, comes the sex; at a time somewhere along the path that leads fondness to love.
Impulse sex with a friend just seems so complex. There is no doubt I could fall for him. Maybe I already have. He said he's had a crush on me for years. Does that mean he's ready to fall in love with me too?
What do I ask him? Are we dating now? Are we lovers? Still just friends; maybe with benefits? Will he suddenly see me as some silly, emotional, clingy, woman and be repelled?
It was Adam who broke the moment.
"Emily. I think we've gone well past Long Reef. As much as I'm enjoying holding you, if we don't want to go to Norfolk Island instead of Pittwater, I think we'd better get up."
I eased myself off him; suddenly aware of the uncomfortable feel of the leg seam of my bikini pants riding up into the folds of my womanhood. Ten minutes ago it had been soaking wet with my juices. Now, as I had enjoyed the feeling of my pussy being warmed by the rays of the morning sun between my legs as we'd laid post coitally, it had dried to a stiffened, less pleasant covering.
I hovered over Adam in a sort of downward dog position, my nipple inches from his lips, as I readjusted it to sit more conventionally. Then I stood up, legs astride Adam's thighs. To my right, my bikini top and his tee shirt lay where they had been tossed in the throes of our passion.
Below me his pants surrounded his thighs, the deep v of his open fly exposing his manhood. Released from the pressure of my thigh and perhaps with the extra stimulation of our interaction as I stood up, it had achieved sufficient rigidity to bring itself up to bisect his stomach; the used condom hanging off the end of it.
I offered him a hand to help him up; his pants falling to his ankles as one of his hands held mine and the other pushed his weight up.
Silently we got dressed, or at least as dressed as a mere bikini would let me; Adam offering the condom to the ocean before pulling his pants back up. Returning to the cockpit, he cancelled the auto pilot and turned the boat for Barrenjoey Heads.
Retrieving my bag and gear, I joined him in the cockpit; standing next to him, my hands wrapped around his forearm as he held the wheel. After an awkward mutual silence,
Adam found the courage to speak up.
"I wasn't lying when I said I've always had a crush on you Emily.
I don't know what you want, but if it's a relationship, I'm more than willing. But more than anything else, I don't want to lose your friendship."
I snuggled into his arms.
"A relationship would be nice."
I'm wasn't entirely sure what relationship meant; but then probably nor was Adam. Dating? Certainly. Sex? Yes. Love? Let's not rush things.
We chatted in a way we'd never been able to as part of an eight man racing crew. Ideas, histories, attitudes and stories were all exchanged in an easy and often humourous flow of information.
Too soon we turned into Pittwater, heading South towards the club's Marina and its waiting berth. I wasn't ready yet to bring the day to an end.
"Let's stop for a swim and a bite."
"Where did you have in mind?"
"That little beach just around the corner from Longnose Point."
"I don't have any swimmers."
I've never understood those who don't always associate boats with swimwear. Normally I wear a bikini under whatever else. But at the very least I bring one. He could go naked for all I cared, but I wanted to offer a solution.
"Dad's got an almost new pair of speedos he keeps for emergencies like clearing a propeller. I know he's only worn them once and washed them after. Will they do?"
Adam nodded. "Sure, why not?"
I don't even know if this beach has a name. It's just a sliver of sand inside a National Park; not even a walking trail gets you there. So, except for visiting boaties, it very private; and on this day there were no other boats.
Using the depth sounder, Adam edged the boat in as close to the beach as we dared before dropping the anchor, then I waited while he went down to change.
 
Dad's swimmers - which were actually a pair of Ripcurl Sluggos - were probably a size too big. The leg hems fitted closely enough, but the waist had bunched up material from where Adam had tied up the drawstring and the front provided, shall we say, ample dangle room; more so as the waist tended to dip at the front to the point that the top of his pubic hair was quite exposed. It was good enough.
Dropping the swim platform, we dived in and swam for the beach.
For me the swim was more a case of freshening up and cooling off than wanting to set any marathon records. Adam and I alternatively breast stroked and over-armed towards the beach; the act of swimming barely interrupting the conversation we'd been engaged in ever since Adam had raised the issue of a relationship.
When we got to the water's edge, we lay holding hands, side by side, in the shallows, still talking. The low gradient of the sand meant that - as long as you were willing to submit yourself to gritty hair - you could lay back with your head in ear deep water while the wavelets just pleasurably lapped your groin.
It was amazing. For most of the eight years I've known him, Adam and I have exchanged an easy and almost constant banter on the boat. Yet, like onions, we'd only revealed to each other the first layer of ourselves. Now the layers peeled off in a constant flow. It was like a moment of passionate sex had opened an express door all the way into the bottom of our very souls.
We might not have agreed on everything, but the mere ease of talking to him left me falling deeper and deeper for him. Inevitably those feelings were accompanied by a sense of arousal; by his proximity, by his near nakedness as we lay side by side, even just by the warmth of his hand. My bud was swollen, my nipples tightened and pushing up the gossamer wet material pathetically attempting to cover them.
I lifted my head to look down along his body. I wasn't alone in my arousal. His hardness had returned, long, thick and bisecting his stomach; the excess material of dad's swimmers was clung around it like a glove, hiding nothing except the colour of the naked flesh.
Mid-sentence, I rolled over on top of him, laying my legs outside him, covering him like a blanket, moulding my body to his and kissed him; almost consuming him with the passion of it, my tongue thrust deeply down his throat. His hardness pushed firmly into my groin; surging against it, as my bud was pleasured by the contact.
With his arms around me, holding me to him, we pashed. The pashing of lovers. We didn't need to paw each other or thrash about. It was like our communication through words had been replaced by a direct transfer through our lips and tongues; just my head moving ever so slightly as I explored deeper and deeper into his throat and he into mine, my hand caressing his face.
Lower down, the wavelets moved our torsos ever so slightly, washing me up and down on his hardness, exciting my bud no less than I'm sure it did his manhood.
Adam rolled us over, placing my back in the water, lying on his side half over me as we continued kissing. His hand drew a line up my thigh, over my hip, across my stomach and made a beeline for a nipple already raised to a hard jutting peak. His finger circled it, touching through its thin covering the full circumference of its erogenous surface as I arched my back in pleasure; pushing my hip against the unyielding firmness of his manhood.
My heart was racing; palpitating in my arousal.
His fingers slipped off my breast, back down my stomach, across my navel and touched the waist band of my bikini. He slipped a finger minimally under it and traversed my stomach, first to one hip, then the other, teasing me with the promise of a touch to come. I squirmed against him; unable to control my anticipation, my hand around his neck still capturing his mouth in an increasing desperate attempt to consume him.
Withdrawing his finger from under the waistband, he ran the back of his finger down the centre of my bikini, using the hard surface of his fingernail to create a moving point of excitement. He paused at the turn of my mound; making me wait, not letting my forlorn squirming bring forward the moment of contact.
Then in a single co-ordinated movement, he brought the full width of his hand firmly against my groin, rubbing my swollen anxious bud in a circular pattern as he brought his mouth over my nipple and assaulted it vigorously with his tongue; swirling the material of the bikini top across it.
I let out a groan that was closer to a scream, then another and more as I bucked under the effect of his sudden pleasurable onslaught; my legs and hips flailing wildly in the water, splashing and making waves that washed against his body.
Desperately I grabbed at his manhood; wrapping my palm around its still covered flesh and started jerking it.
I was helpless. Electric charges of ecstasy surged through my body; taking control of it, rendering me almost unable to function. My blood was roaring in my veins.
His hand slipped inside my pants, flesh on flesh contact with my impossibly sensitive bud, still circling it. His teeth gingerly separated my bikini top from my nipple and pulled the former aside, his lips and tongue now playing directly upon the tightened reactive hardness of the bare jutting nipple.
On the edge of whatever control I had, I fumbled for the drawstring of his pants, pulled it and got my hand inside, grasping the unyielding flesh of his hardened manhood, jerking it even as my body flailed under his pleasure assault.
Even though wet from lying in the water, the skin of his erection was grippy and lacked lubrication. He'd been humming pleasure into my ear before I stuck my hand down his pants. Now he'd gone silent. Taking my hand out, I wrapped his hardness back in the wet Lycra of the swimmers, sheathing it and using its smooth, wet velvety texture to provide a slippery movement again; jerking it more vigorously, knowing the movement would be transmitted all the way down to his balls. Immediately he was humming and groaning again; maybe more loudly.
Suddenly he froze. Then I felt his manhood pulse as he pumped out his load, filling my dad's swimmers with his seed; grunting loudly into my ear.
My own orgasm was wound tightly inside me, ready to spring and unravel me from the inside out. I was about to come, I was so close.
I felt that hot rush and the mounting energy as his relentless tongue urgently fluttered and flicked at my nipple as his fingers circle my bud with increasing speed and pressure. All I could do was shut my eyes and arch my back in extremis, shuddering as I exploded, moaning to the sky; an undulating feast under him, my breasts bouncing, my nipples hard, as his tongue and fingers worked their magic to press the last convulsions from my needy sex.
Collapsing back into the water, I lay there spent; eventually giggling at the performance I'd just delivered.
Adam wasn't going to let the performance go uncommented on.
"I thought you told me you don't usually scream during sex."
"Yea, well, you're going to have to register those fingers as lethal weapons. Anyway, it wasn't really a scream this time; just really loud moaning. And at least I didn't cry."
"Any louder and they would have heard you over in Avalon."
"Still, you should be flattered. I hope you can continue to deliver to the same standard."
"Ah, now, that's a challenge."
I sat up next to his still reposed body. Peeling the swimmers off his now flaccid manhood, I swirled water through the inside, flushing out his cum where it was sticking to the material, having to actually brush it off where it refused to budge - maybe trying to fertilise it - but getting a partial swelling of his cock in response.
"What's your dad going to think of that?"
"Nothing that a good wash won't fix."
I tucked him back in, tying the bow; although by the time I was finished it was seemed anxious to escape again.
It was time to swim back to the boat for lunch.
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We swam out and climbed back aboard the yacht; drying ourselves while standing in the cockpit.
After helping Adam set out the sun awning that spans between the spray dodger and the bimini, I left him sitting on his towel, letting the warm air complete the drying process, while I ducked down to set out the lunch.
It was nothing elaborate. Just the anti-pasta that dad tends to use as his default boat lunch; which in this case consisted of supermarket packets of processed meats, cheeses and sun dried stuff that dad had given me in a bag before we left.
Momentarily alone with my thoughts, I had to wonder at the orgasmic display that I just put on at the beach. I'm not that hard to get to cum and yes, I can be known to lift my hips as I actually cum. But I don't usually squirm about before then and scream and have the orgasm go on for over a minute like Adam had just caused me to. Indeed, until that moment, I'd always thought erotic writing stuff about women bucking about was nonsense.
I wasn't complaining. It, and the one he'd given me on the foredeck at sea earlier, were probably two of the best orgasms I've ever had. The foredeck one I'd explained to myself - and to Adam - as a sort of release of the built up misery from my breakup with Luke.
But Luke hadn't entered my head since Adam had talked about a relationship. I know I'd been emotional for the last week, but something else was at work; something special about Adam. Whether that meant we were somehow meant for each other or he was just a better lover I didn't know. Or maybe I was just being a silly girl and it would all turn to ordinary the next time.
After connecting my MP3 player to the Yacht's sound system and playing it through to the cockpit speakers, I carried and up passed the food and some utensils, where we set it all out on the cockpit table. Then I sat down next to Adam; putting a hand high enough on his thigh to be in intimate contact and leaving me one to eat the finger food with, something he reciprocated.
Adam was still only dressed in Dad's speedo style swimwear. I've always wondered why they were so unpopular with younger guys. Sure they look disgusting on some pot-bellied, wrinkly skinned, older guy, but on someone like Adam they look really hot. But there was one issue with them I could see guys might have. As the hand on his thigh brushed against his ball sack, he grew a half erection. It poked out diagonally, bisecting the angle between his stomach and his thighs, pushing into the material in a really obvious way that left nothing to the imagination.
After a few mouthfuls I stood up to reach across the table for the bottle of mineral water to pour us both a drink. Inevitably I needed to bring my butt across Adam's face.
Suddenly Adam put and hand on both my hips, momentarily freezing me in place. Next thing I know he kissed me on both butt cheeks, pulled down the back of my bikini pants, kissed again the bare flesh and then took great care restoring my pants neatly in place.
"You have no idea how often I've wanted to do that when you were shaking your butt under my nose while you were grinding the winches."
I twisted around to talk to him as he continued to hold my hips.
"I thought my sailing shorts were fairly daggy."
"Your butt would look irresistible in anything; but you're underestimating your shorts. Anyhow, you've forgotten the seasons you were wearing leggings."
Ah yes; the leggings. Normally sailors wear shorts unless it's really cold. But the Australian sun is unrelenting; unlike anything in the Northern hemisphere. Ideally you'd like to wear something to protect yourself. But it needs to be not too hot to wear, to dry quickly without chilling you in the process and offer some bruise protection. That's an impossible list; miracle fabrics notwithstanding.
Dad's nominated crew colours are white pants and a mid-blue crew shirt. In desperation I went looking for a pair of white leggings; something not that easy, if impossible, to find. Leggings, yoga pants, active wear pants, call them what you will. They vary in cut from those that are flat bottomed to those that mould to you and into all your crevasses like they were spray painted on. The ones I eventually found a couple of seasons back were way into the latter category. They also had a tendency to go somewhat transparent when wet.
I satisfied my own level of modesty by wearing a thong bikini bottom underneath them; anything more substantial being almost impossible given the cut of the leggings. But it probably did sometimes show more at the rear than people are used to seeing.
Anyway, after two years they got snagged and torn and I couldn't find a replacement; so went back to shorts. I had to concede a point to Adam.
"Yea, the leggings might have been a bit showy; although if I could replace them I still would. They were very comfortable."
"A bit showy! I needed to go into therapy every time I got off the boat after working behind you while you were wearing them."
"And what sort of therapy would that have been? Might it have involved your girlfriend at the time?"
Adam blushed; revealing I'd hit a bit too close to home in obliquely suggesting the best therapy was a good root with his girlfriend.
Recovering his composure, Adam finally replied.
"I refuse to incriminate myself. Anyway, it might have helped, but it wasn't the same."
That left open the question of - "The same as what?" I suspected what he really wanted to do went well beyond kissing my butt cheeks. It may well have been the case that this morning provided the therapy he'd been needing all along.
Finally picking up the bottle, I poured us both a glass and returned it to the other side of the table. As I went to sit back down, Adam used his hands to guide me onto his lap; something I'd been half inclined to do anyway.
Coming onto his lap in the v formed between his stomach and his half erection, the latter was pushed down by my crotch until it lay parallel with his thighs. It swelled and hardened, pushing up firmly into my front crease where the warmth of its blood flow transmitted itself to my own swollen bud.
There we sat; me passing Adam pickings from the table in accordance with his requests and occasionally turning around and putting them directly in his mouth. Lunch, leisurely and satisfying though it was, was interspersed with playful rocking to the music; even singing to it sometimes - Adam disclosing in the process a pretty good singing voice.
His hardness continually surged against my bud, pushing up anxiously as it fought to regain some verticality; more so as I moved on his lap when I danced on it, stretched to reach some food or twisted around to face him and talk. And let's not kid ourselves that the dancing had only been about enjoying the music. I'd moved forward enough that the top of his erection was sitting against my clit. Captured by the folds of my front bottom, curving up into it, as I moved on his lap I could get it to stimulate my clit in a circular motion; controlling completely the speed and pressure, slipping back a bit to let the side of the bell play against it and then forward again to spear it with the tip, all as I kept to the beat.
If at first the pretence of non-sexual playfulness had been important, I had to drop it when he slipped out of place with a particularly vigorous dance move on his lap. Unable to reset it in any other way, I put my hand down between my legs and his, squeezed between my fingers the anxious, unyielding end of his manhood and manually moved it back where I wanted it. Once again I felt that my bikini bottoms had been reduced to a wetness which permeated the material; this time joined by the copious pre-cum seeping through Adam's pants. Our swimwear was sliding against each other like skates on an ice rink. No wonder it felt so good.
I knew what all of this was doing to Adam. I felt how hard he was, I could sense how fast his heart was beating in his chest even as we talked, sang and played. But we were co-conspirators in this sexual game. The only real question was whether we finish it here or do it properly down below.
The answer came when I suddenly realised I was going to climax; aware I'd gone past the point where I could stop it. It was going to be quick; I could feel my abdomen tightening in anticipation of what was to follow.
In a hopeless attempt to hide it from Adam, I suppressed the noise I made down to a sort of grunt, closed my eyes, squeezed my legs tightly together and pushed down into his lap as I squirmed about; desperately, somehow trying to time it to the music. Oh, god! The very time I'm wanting it to end before Adam twigs to me, it just seems to go on and on, like time was standing still.
And then, just when I think it's over, the squirming on his lap with his cock pressed hard into my bud triggers a second; an explosion of pleasure I can't contain. The grunt becomes a slow mournful sign and I bend over, head nearly on the table; contraction after pleasurable contraction washing through me.
With his arms around my waist, Adam waited until I raised my head, and with a deliberate sense of understatement asked -
"Did you just go off?"
It was a question that didn't need an answer. I stood up, turned to face him, pulled him to his feet by his hand and led him down to the front cabin. When we got there I turned around to face him. There'd been enough hurried sex with half our clothes still on today. This time I wanted to make sure he was naked.
I knelt down, undid the drawstring on his swimmers, peeled them off over the erection that pushed up over the waistband and was now glued to the material by his own pre-cum and dropped the swimmers to his feet. With his hardened manhood, thick and long, right at my face I felt compelled to hold it, turn my face sideways and sloppily kiss along its length, taking half its circumference into my mouth with each kiss. I wasn't sure whether he might have liked more. I'm not a great one for giving head. But I'd been teasing it for nearly an hour over lunch; I didn't want to risk it going off early. I had other plans for it.
Adam pulled me to my feet, put his arms around me and kissed me as I felt him fumbling for the tie strings of my bikini top behind my back. The top came loose and he pulled it off me, bending down to suck each nipple as he pulled my pants down over my thighs as far as his arms would stretch while holding a nipple firmly in his mouth.
With his face still firmly attached to my breast, he pushed me the step backwards that brought me to the edge of the bunk, then lowered my back onto the cushion. His tongue never for a moment stopped flicking against my nipple with his face vacuum sealed to my breast, as he knelt over me, lifted my back and slid me fully onto the bunk.
Only then did he release my nipple to move back down my body, straddling my feet as he pulled my pants off me before grabbing two pillows from the side of the bunk and stacking them under my hips, leaving me arched over them.
In an instant his face was planted between my legs. I gasped as I first felt his tongue probe up between my lips, first teasing against my already hardened bud, now flicking against it; leaving me squirming under him.
He broke the contact, kissed the turn of my mons and then up my stomach; lingering over my navel as he plunged his tongue into its depth. Then further up, kissing each nipple, circling its hardness with his tongue, kissing around the flesh of each orb. Finally he started biting my neck; gently nuzzling and sucking the flesh.
He was driving me crazy. The only part of him in contact with me was his mouth and the hands that held my own arms above my head. Somewhere over me, my view of it blocked by his head, arched his body. Suspended between our bodies, defying gravity as it lay horizontal in its enthusiasm from its base in his groin, was his cock; impossibly hard and already primed for me, dripping pre-cum down onto my stomach.
I yearned to be filled by it. The earlier orgasms, fingered on the beach and dancing on his lap in the cockpit, had done nothing towards satisfying me. The whole of the day up to now, the way we'd talked and laughed, played and pashed, and even those orgasms, had left me aroused, sexualised and wanting. It wasn't orgasms I needed, it was him. The whole of him, his tower of manhood reaching deeply into my body, joining us as one; touching spaces inside me that I wanted only him to touch.
In desperation I arched higher, looking to bring that manhood between my legs. As I felt its tip touch my lower stomach, I squirmed to bring it lower where I could thrust myself down onto it.
Adam lifted it away from me, teasing me as he playfully whispered into my ear.
"You little minx. Don't worry, your pounding is coming."
And then playing on his use of the word coming, adding -
"And so will you be, over and over if I get my way."
Finally he eased himself back down, our bodies in contact for their full length, the hard juts of my nipples pushing into his chest. The tip of his cock touched first on my swollen bud, causing my heart to leap as I gasped in pleasure, then as his cock pulsed in excitement, it slipped along the open flower of my womanhood until it found the warm, wet void it sought.
In a single slow thrust he entered me, its path finding no resistance; a void open and waiting for him and flowing with the honey of my body.
For a delicious moment he just lay on me, our tongues playing as we kissed.
And then a thrust; a slow single thrust that pushed deeply into me.
He stopped, kissed me again as he slightly repositioned himself.
Another thrust, as deep as the first. This time, something down there brushed deliciously against my swollen bud causing me to moan in pleasure. Immediately Adam responded by moving his hips in a small circle, exquisitely grinding whatever it was against my clit, bring from me a rising chorus of moans as I squirmed against him.
Satisfied he'd found what he was looking for, Adam rose on his arms over me. Slowly at first, thrust followed relentless thrust, each finished with that little grind that left me bucking under him, moaning and squirming in response to a pleasure that was almost too much to bear.
Way too soon I felt an orgasm wound tightly inside me, ready to spring. This isn't how sex worked; it was meant to take way longer than this. Almost embarrassed at the ease with which Adam had me responding to his every touch, I tried to hold it back. But it was impossible. Moans turned to "Ahh's" as my ability to control either my body or the sounds that escaped me evaporated. I was going to come, I was so close. With a final yelped prolonged "Ahhhhhh!" that gave lie to my statement to Adam that I wasn't a screamer I lifted my hips and pushed them hard against him, squirming and groaning under the effect of an orgasm that just didn't seem to stop.
Adam showed me no mercy. Increasing his tempo, he simply increased the semi-agony of the unbearable pleasure, prolonging it. A minute? Two minutes? Time lost any meaning. My body shook under him like some demented being with a finger in an electric light socket; my womanhood contracting continuously against the cock that filled it. But still he thrust and circled.
With a final cry I collapsed, limp and spent under him, a petite mort overtaking me as the final shudders of the climax still wracked my body.
I looked up to see him grinning back at me, his eyes constantly glancing down at my wobbling breasts as I rag dolled under him. His tempo slowed a little, his thrusting was shallower; no longer coming against my momentarily impossibly sensitive bud.
He bent down and sucked my nipples, licking each one. Looking over his head, I could see his cute butt rise and fall with each thrust. He brought his face to my cheek and kissed it before whispering in my ear -
"That was one. I hope you can count to twenty."
Twenty? I think I'll die a glorious death long before then if the rest were like the last one.
With exquisite timing, seemingly knowing the very moment it could take more, Adam started again the thrust and circle approach which was driving me crazy with his stimulation of my clit. This was way beyond any sexual experience I'd had before. It must have been no more than two minutes later that I again cried out and threw my hips up at him with the second.
More nipple sucking, then a renewed cycle of thrust and circle.
A third.
Suck, thrust & circle, thrust & circle...
A fourth.
And so he continued...
A fifth.
A sixth.
I was well on my way to the seventh when Adam groaned a little. It was different from the gentle grunting that had been accompanying his strenuous efforts. I looked up to see the most beautiful O face form on his previously grinning countenance.
For a moment he was still. Then he thrust hard into me, holding it there as his manhood pulsed and pumped out its load, accompanied by a long baritone moan.
Desperate now to complete my own orgasm, I threw my hips up at him, circling against him even as he withdrew slightly to thrust back hard as if there was more of his seed to be delivered. We crashed our groins together. Finding the release I was looking for, for a moment the moans and groans of our overlapping orgasms formed into a chaotic choir, our groins thrusting and circling untidily as we each sought the ultimate position for our satisfaction.
Mine was a quick one. Adam's it seemed had many layers to it. A third thrust followed his second. He collapsed down to lay along the length of my body. There he shuddered, expelling a prolonged "oohhhh" of pleasure, as if his body was trying to wring out the final vestiges of ecstasy along with the last drops of his seed. He paused silently on top of me and then again he did it; this time jiggling a bit, making little mini thrusts with his still firm manhood. After a final third shuddering he lay quiet and still upon me, his panting steaming up my ear.
Lying deep inside my torso I could still feel his manhood. Maybe it had softened a little; I couldn't tell. But it was still long and thick and in no hurry to escape the clutches of my welcoming body.
Adam lifted his face over mine. For a moment we stared into each other's eyes, pecking at each other's lips before we fell into a major pash, my tongue exploring the back of his throat as a hormonal surge of love and affection flooded my body.
Time stood still. It was a post coitus embrace unlike anything I'd known before. Tender kisses, followed by moments of unrestrained, face swallowing, passionate pashing that took me back to my first giggling physical interactions with boys on Bondi Beach. Adam's attention moved from my lips, to nuzzling my cheeks to kissing across my breasts to back again. Still his manhood filled me as I revelled in his embrace.
I didn't want it to end. But we had to catch a bus back to the city from the club after we'd docked there. It was a long bus trip and the last one left early. Eventually time overtook us. Adam rolled us both onto our side and withdrew, the impressive residue of his erection flopping audibly against his stomach as it was released from my body.
Reluctantly we got up and dressed and hoisted the anchor for the short motor to the club where I reversed the yacht into its allotted dock.
Mind you, sitting next to and talking to Adam on the trip home made the time fly. I was sorry when it was over.
The strangest thing was when I got home and dad asked the daughter who'd left home in a completely miserable state that morning whether she'd had a nice day with Adam. Not whether we'd had a good trip note, but whether it was a nice day with Adam. When I replied yes, he simply added -



"I thought you would."
Had dad set me up? Could he even start to guess what had gone on in the last 12 hours? Bloody hell, the minds of parents!
*****
I'm formulating a story that might involve a bit of very, very playful bondage and whipping on the trip home. Maybe with a whip covered in chocolate sauce. I like literal, alliterative titles, so it might be something like "Emily: Flogged and Fucked on the Foredeck". If you don't usually follow the BDSM group keep an eye out for it there or in my home list in the next week or so.
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It started, as these things do, after a few drinks.
The race series we'd taken the boat up to Pittwater for had all gone well. Late in the series, Adam and I were sharing a few drinks with some of the crew around our age from other boats.
Somehow we'd got into a sort of truth or dare game, which in turn led to a question about your kinkiest sexual fantasy. With a few drinks under my belt, I'd answered honestly; even added more salacious detail in response to questioning. It wasn't anything like the kinkiest fantasy revealed that night, but then I suppose I'll never know whether the others were actually played out.
By the next morning, I'd forgotten all about my indiscretion, never guessing what would follow.
A week later, with the series over, it was time for the boat to be brought back home. Unsurprisingly, Adam and I were more than willing to do it. A very early bus up from the city found us prepping the boat for departure just as the day started to warm up; around 9.
A little bit to tease Adam, and probably more than a little bit as a mild up yours in response to the various annoying pretensions of a Yacht Club with the word "Royal" in its name that had irritated us during the series, I found myself reversing the boat out of its pen dressed in nothing more than my tiny blue bikini and a large white sunhat. So I'd substituted a good lathering of sun screen for my normally more protective clothing.
Don't try and question the logic of flashing a not unattractive bikini body around the club as a way of punishing them; quite apart from the scarcity of members who actually were there to see it at that time on a mid-week morning. There is none; or at least none that can be explained. You have to have suffered through the minor slights and the petty rules and their application during the last few weeks to understand the reaction.
But there is also a satisfaction in handling, and being seen to handle well, a large yacht in a tight marina situation; more so when you're young, female, reasonably attractive and blonde. Being dressed in a minimalist bikini just added to the up yours factor. Anyhow, Adam was there and the bulge in his pants signalled he wasn't complaining.
I thought he might have wanted to stop at the little beach near Longnose Point we'd had such fun at last time; but he seemed keen to get to sea. Pity I thought. There's some good beaches in Sydney Harbour too, but none private enough to get away with what we'd done last time on that one.
And so, in a light but slowly building Nor'Easter I motored down Pittwater until Adam hoisted the main near Barrenjoey Heads. Then turning seawards, we eased the main, rolled out the genoa and polled it out with the spinnaker pole, setting a course far enough out from the coast to easily clear Long Reef.
The last few weeks with Adam had been torrid. He had his own house and, apart from the time spent racing the yacht, my parents had barely seen me during that period. The only reason we hadn't got down to another root on the yacht while it was still in the Marina Berth, instead of just setting sail, was that we'd had one when we'd first woken up that morning. But it was all about far more than the sex, good though that was.
That connection we'd made on the first day was still going strong. It was like we never ran out of things to say to each other or laugh together about. Sometimes serious, sometimes verbal games and sparring, it was never vicious or trying to get one up on the other. We were co-conspirators in a most delicious love affair.
And the sex?
Like wow! I thought good sex was where you had a fair chance of having an orgasm at the end of it. Adam had changed the rules. I'd come three times during our love making that morning. And it wasn't because it was some marathon session with Adam going through multiple refractory periods. It was a quickie before we got up. That was in the ten minutes between first penetration and Adam blowing his load.
Why?
I can only start to guess. Yes he had a good technique. He cared and tried. But so did other guys. It seemed that when you added that to something in our emotional connection it just blew my mind; and all my sexual organs too. Adam reckons he's had other girls have multiple orgasms occasionally, but I'm completely over the top. But we both like it. It really turns him on when I'm going off, so to speak.
The sail had been going normally until we were several miles out at sea; me on the helm and Adam attending to the various sail trims. Then he disappeared below, reappearing dressed in nothing more than a tattered pair of long white pants with the waist held up by a tied length of rope and the ends of the legs somewhat shredded. He looked straight out of some Captain Hornblower saga. Still, even as he dropped another bundle of white cloth on the front of the cockpit seat, I didn't really twig that he was up to something.
Suddenly he rolled up the genoa. When I asked him what he was doing, he just told me I'd see soon enough before disappearing forward where he lashed the still hoisted spinnaker pole to the rolled up foresail. The he came back to the cockpit. Separating the white material from something rolled up inside it, he handed it to me and told me to turn on the auto pilot and put it on.
Now Adam's not in the habit of telling me what to do (he knows better than that); so I knew something was afoot. I held up the garment. It was an old tattered business shirt with both the collar and cuffs cut off. The buttons had also been removed; the front roughly sew together. If there had ever been a breast pocket, it also was gone, as was the bottom hem.
I put it on over my bikini. Adam came around behind me, put his hand up inside it to undo the strings of my bikini top and pulled it out from under the loosely fitting shirt.
I was starting to be a bit overcome by curiosity.
"What are you up to?"
Bending down to the package that had been wrapped up in the shirt, Adam picked up a roll of paper, stood in front of me, unrolled it and in a formal voice, read from it.
"Emily Franklin. You are charged with failing to steer a straight course, for which you will be punished with 25 lashes. How do you plead?"
"Aren't you meant to ask how I plead before pronouncing sentence?"
"That will be 30 lashes for insubordination. Proceed forward for the sentence to be carried out."
Adam pointed along the side deck. At last aware of what the game was, I complied; Adam following me after picking up the remaining bit of the package that had been wrapped in the shirt. When I reached the mast he told me to stop. Then lifting each arm up to the spinnaker pole he tied my hands to it.
There was only once he fell out of character. Although the bindings were quite firm, he put in my hands the loose ends of the rope, telling me they were slip knots.
"If I go overboard, just pull these to release yourself. Otherwise I'm in for a very long swim and the yacht's going to be sailing off to Antarctica with you still lashed like that. It's going to raise some eyebrows with whoever eventually finds you."
And then.
"It's time for the sentence to be carried out."
I felt his hands on the back of my neck. Next thing I know there's a slight tug on my body as the back of the shirt is torn open for its full length. His hands caressed my back as he pushed the shirt open to expose the bare flesh. Suddenly his front is pushed hard against me as his erection slips between my legs; touching up a bud already sensitised and aroused by the game being played out. I look down to where it projects out from my crotch. The bell is hard and swollen and already dripping pre-cum.
Now I can feel the application of his strength as he tears apart each sleeve of the shirt, allowing it to be pulled right off me. I'm naked except for my bikini bottoms.
He withdraws, letting his erection slide arousingly through my crotch. There's a rustle of something behind me. I feel something soft flop against my back just under my armpit and whatever it is wraps itself around my front and across my chest. I look down. It's an imitation cat of nine tails; multiple soft, flattened (core removed) ropes which I assume must be bound together with a handle, absolutely soaked in what the splatter on my lips tells me is chocolate sauce.
They've spread out across my breasts; two of the ropes laying across the nipple. He pulls it away slowly, the ropes slipping across the nipple raising them to a jutting hardness and leaving a thick smear of chocolate on everything they've touched.
The next stroke comes around my hips and across the front of my bikini pants. Pulling away more quickly this time, there's a second stroke around my hips, slightly lower. This wraps itself between my legs. As Adam pulls it away he must have lifted the handle up. Instead of following its inward path, it slides slowly up through my crutch, the friction from the chocolate sauce causing it to push the pants firmly between my lips. He jerks it, pushing it in deeper without accelerating the withdrawal.
Hanging momentarily by my arms, I squirm at the stimulation of my now excited bud as it again leave a thick smear of chocolate sauce as he withdraws it across my lower stomach.
Encouraged, Adam repeats the movement; drawing from me an even more pronounced reaction and a moan.
Two strokes across my breasts and nipples follow before another two across my hips. Then he repeats the cycle on the other side of my body. My chest, lower stomach and the front of my bikini pants are soon covered in chocolate and I'm writhing in excitement. There's something about having a fantasy fulfilled that enormously sexy.
But there's something missing. He's being incredibly gentle. These are flops, not in any way whips. I'm no masochist but we're not fully into the fantasy script yet.
"Make it sting my back a bit; a bit like a wet towel."
Adam has a go at brushing it across my back instead of wrapping it around me. But that's what it is, a brush.
He knows he didn't get it and tries again. Still he's being reticent. I understand; that's good in a guy, but he still knows he's not getting it.
The third time, whether through luck or design, he gets it; a sting across my back as he flicks the wet ends of the ropes across it. I wince physically and audibly.
The next one is back across my hips and through the groin. He's getting good at using the jerking movement to maximise the stimulation from each flop. Again I squirm and moan about with the pleasure.
Then across the back again; another sting, another wince. My lack of further instruction tells him he's getting it right.
He continues to alternate; repeating an action if it misfires – one across the back failing to induce a wince or one across the hips failing to lodge through my groin. I suspect he's starting to enjoy it.
He's getting more reaction from me from each stroke. I know this is wrong. But I also know the growing reaction isn't just from the direct stimulation of the groinal flops. The pain, gently and lovingly applied though it is, is adding to it. As I tighten my muscles and squirm about with each back sting, I'm adding to a growing sense of my impending orgasm. In a way, that was always the fantasy; maybe even more so because I never imagined Adam could achieve what he is with the grional flops.
He adds a breast flop into the rotation; interspersing them randomly into what is for the most part still alternate back and groin strokes.
The front and crotch of my bikini is now covered in chocolate. It's sticking to the whip like you couldn't imagine. Adam scores a particularly effective stroke that wraps right through my crotch and up my butt. He jerks the whip; pulling it back without achieving any release of it, just pulling everything up into my crease and sliding it against a very swollen bud.
I squirm about with the agony of an orgasm that's nearly there but can't quite get out. He jerks again and I feel ready to explode. With the third jerk I find my release, crying out louder than I would have if hit full on with a real whip while initially throwing my hips forward but ending up lifting my legs off the ground and swivelling my bent knees from side to side as I hang by my arms. He pulls the whip away, causing a momentary jolt of extreme stimulation that sends me into another spasm.
I've barely got my feet back onto the ground before I call out for him to whip my back.
"But you've already been whipped 34 times. You were only meant to get 30."
"It was only a guideline, just do it."
He decides not to argue about movie quotes, stinging my back. I exaggerate the pain, sending a wave of tension down into a groin that still feels full and wanting more even if my clit feels incredibly sensitive.
Twice I call "Again." Adam's detected a certain manic need in my voice and might even be hitting a bit harder. As I arch forward wincing with the third stroke, it suddenly turns into another orgasm, the "Arrr" of exaggerated pain suddenly turning into a prolonged moan of pure bliss.
Finally I'm left dangling and momentarily weak. I'm not satisfied, nothing like it. But in my original fantasy the whipping was mere foreplay. I couldn't have imagined it would be anything like it was; but the best should be yet to come.
Adam detected the moment had arrived to put side the whip. As I hung there I suddenly felt his presence against my back, his tongue licking up some of the chocolate spread across it. He worked across and under my right arm pit, heading towards my breasts; becoming more fastidious about clearing the skin of it as he approached the right orb.
Ignoring for a moment the nipple jutting out and intermittently brushing against the skin of his lips he cleansed the orb; circling the nipple as he did a pretty good job of sucking up the mess. Only then did he address the nipple and the surrounding areola, assaulting it with a vigorous sucking and tongue action that leaves me squirming in heightened pleasure against him, smearing chocolate against his chest.
He repeated the action on the left breast, circling around the orb before attacking the nipple; except this time I came with almost the first contact on the nipple; pushing my hips against his chest as he knelt in front of me almost trying to rub my crotch against it as I groaned in pleasure. Unlike he does with my clit, Adam was unrelenting in continuing to stimulate my nipple; prolonging the orgasm as I writhed against him. Only when he'd cleansed it did he stop.
It was my first ever nipple orgasm. I'd read about them, but until today didn't think they were for me.
Deep in the recesses of my mind I had this uncomfortable feeling that I'd entered into some Faustian Bargain. Sex before Adam had always been a my turn, his turn, process in terms of orgasms; or sometimes just his turn. We might have another session; but it was just that, dependent upon his refractory period; and that's all I thought sex could ever be. Now with Adam it was like sex was one long orgasmic experience; one following the other in a constant stream. It was fantastic, but what was the price I would have to pay?
In a way, my soul was the key to the bargain. Adam had certainly captured it- completely - as I think I had captured his. We just seemed made for each other. Time spent with him always seemed to have me in this constant low level state of arousal; an almost uncomfortable state of fullness and desire just waiting to be unleashed. Even after we'd just had fantastic, exhausting, multi-orgasmic, sex, I'd be trying to get to sleep already feeling randy and with a major ladyboner just from lying next to him.
Insatiable? I thought it was another silly erotic writing fantasy. Now I felt it; only the most torrid, sex capable of supressing my sense of need for just the shortest time.
The price would be paid if we ever broke up. I knew I'd be devastated; entering into a world of hurt I couldn't and didn't want to contemplate.
Momentarily distracted and only just over my nipple orgasm, I didn't notice Adam had moved lower until I felt him sucking the chocolate from the corner of my bikini pants lying in the hollow of my hips, just before the string tie. I looked down and maybe for the first time noticed the previously blue material was now entirely chocolate brown; as for that matter was my hip itself.
Adam worked across, slurping up the larger globs of chocolate until he reached the turn of my mons. There he took the whole quarter circle of it into his mouth, thrusting his tongue aggressively into my crease, spreading the lips wide as he licked vigorously. Quickly finding my engorged bud, he sucked it, bikini pants and all, between his lips, flicking it with his tongue. Immediately I was squirming and moaning, pushing my hips towards him as I felt myself on the verge of another orgasm.
Sensing that, Adam increased the stimulation, getting the reaction he sought as I cried out and came again, nearly knocking him overboard with the forward thrust of my hips. Quickly recovering, Adam buried his head back in my crotch even as I continued to squirm in my orgasm, leaving alone for the moment a bud too sensitive for his touch as he licked down deeper into the core of my womanhood. There, pushing his tongue, bikini pants and all, deeply into me, I had no doubt the chocolate he tasted was heavily tainted with the flood of my own body's honey permeating the material.
Then he was back against my bud, quickly bringing me to another orgasm.
As I writhed against him, his body rose up against mine, his pants around his ankle, his manhood tall and hardened. In a flash he'd undone the tie side of my bikini pants, discarding them next to the mast. With his hand guiding it, he thrust it directly into my womanhood even before my orgasm had finished, finding me wet and ready for him.
Uninhibitedly unleashing his own passion, he took me; hard and fast, his body jerking against mine.
Vaginal orgasms? Not me, not before anyway. I needed my clit stimulated in the process to make it work. Not this time. I don't know what he was hitting, and I don't know why. I don't know where the stimulation was based, but as I hung there, as he hammered away at me I came; orgasm almost immediately following orgasm for whatever time it took for him to find his own powerful release.
And then, maybe for the longest moment since this whole game had started, we were still. We stood there, his arms wrapped around me, his manhood still filling me, our bodies pressed together, his head alongside mine. With my arms still tied to the spinnaker pole above my head, I was his plaything.
He brought his lips around to mine where our tongues wrestled before exploring deeply into each other's mouths. Long blissful moments of passionate kissing followed.
Eventually I felt him soften and he withdrew.
With our hips still together, he bent his upper body into a s bend to kiss down my neck, cleaning up splatters of chocolate as he went, before lifting the orb of my right breast with his hands and kissing and licking it again. He continued to lick up the residual chocolate while his lips showed an endless fascination with its flesh; now kissing the nipple, now kissing the top of it, now burying himself in the cleavage between my breasts as he sought out splatters there.
Finally he took its hardened nipple into his mouth and started twirling around with his tongue as I laid my head back and moaned a gentle moan of pleasure. It was then I was touched by it. He'd gone through the refractory process and his hardness had returned, the tip touching in the line of my crease. It surged; pushed backward as it sought out my warm wet void. It loitered there, penetrating slightly to keep it in place.



It was like Adam was ignoring it. Still he was stimulating my nipple.
Then I felt the slightest jerk. It penetrated and withdrew to its previous holding position. Once, again a bit deeper. A third time a bit deeper still, all the while his head buried against my breast. Was he testing my readiness? Teasing me? All I knew is that I was ready and teased.
Lifting his head he kissed me, penetrating deeper almost automatically as he stood upright again. Then, as our mouths locked, with a sudden jerk, he was fully in. His hands slid slowly down until they cradled my butt, then further until they held my thighs.
He whispered into my ear –
"Hold onto the spinnaker pole."
The hands on my thighs pulled upward, readjusting themselves to take my weight and wrap my legs around his hips. Taking a step backwards Adam had me laid out at an angle, a v forming where our groins met. He thrust, doing that little circling motion he often finishes with. My clit was jammed hard against his groin and received the full benefit of the stimulation. By now I knew he always tested his position; complete, non-reactive silence was dealt with by a readjustment, a moan with more.
Still, when I laid my head back and moaned it wasn't manipulating the position; it was all real. A second thrust followed, this ended with a little mini double thrust and rub that did the same thing as the circle; probably more comfortably for him, given much of the movement was generated by lifting and dropping my hips. More reaction from me.
Slowly at first and then progressive faster and harder he repeated the thrusts. Within three minutes I groaned out my first climax of this round. That encouraged him to go all the more passionately. For a moment he brought me up short of the clit grind while the unbearable sensitivity of it settled down, all the while the angle of our bodies making his rigid shaft firmly rake the length of the front wall of my womanhood as he continued thrusting. Then, when he thought it was time, he brought it crashing down and rubbing my clit with the double mini thrust again.
I always thought I didn't have a g spot. Suddenly I discovered I did; the raking of the front wall triggering an orgasm that left me needing to tightly hold in an urgent need to pee. Now I was being assaulted by my erogenous zones; multiple modes of stimulation keeping me near or going through almost a continuous stream of climaxes following climaxes; all accompanied by the sort of noises and throwing about I'd told Adam weren't part of my repertoire.
Adam was having trouble keeping my squirming body under control and himself balanced as his increasing loud grunting indicated the effort he had to put in to holding my weight while pounding away at me. Then his grunting changed. He threw his head back and thrust hard; holding me there while he pumped out his seed, that baritone groan returning to accompany his performance.
The initial download complete, he stood there holding me, still shuddering with what I assumed were the last vestiges of his climax.
Adam lowered my legs gently to the deck, taking a step forward to stay penetrated. Kissing me, he asked –
"How are your arms?"
After what we just shared, I had to say –
"Drained of blood."
"It might be time to cut you down."
"Or you could just untie me."
"If you want to be literal, yes that too."
Already he had released one arm and quickly released the other.
"Did that satisfy your fantasy?"
"This time. When do we get to do it again?"
"Yea, right. We'll book the boat out with your dad. What will we tell him we want it for?"
"What about 'practicing traditional sailing skills.'"
Already Adam had picked up the mess that was my bikini bottom and the other bits of clothing and props lying about the foredeck, taking my hand as he walked aft. He led me to the stern, where he lowered the swim platform while leaving the top lifeline in place. Then ducking down to the main head, he brought back some soap.
Adjusting the temperature of the cockpit shower, he started wetting me, caressing me as he soaped me down. Even my hair was sprayed with chocolate, so he needed to start there and work down. His touch was magic. I've shared showers with boyfriends before, but none had the touch Adam did. Yes, he's a guy so my breasts got more than a fair share of attention, as did between my legs, but he was gentle, effective, seductive and very arousing in the way he went about it.
Then he picked up my bikini pants, turned the water to hot and rinsed most of the chocolate out of them too; just as well since I foolish didn't have anything else to wear under the mini skirt I'd be wearing home. He tied them to the rail to let them flap in the breeze as they dried.
I let him finish, admiring his naked body as he went about it, then took the shower head from him and washed him down too. By the time I finished he had a full on boner; hardly helped by the attention I'd given it while showering him. But actually, he'd had that from about half way through the process of washing me.
On the spur of the moment I pushed his back against the steering wheel, bent his cock down to penetrate me and squeezing him as tightly as I could, gave him a climax to get it back under control; stealing another for myself in the process.
By the time we finished, the chart plotter told us we were on the same latitude as Sydney Heads, but now far enough offshore that the land was only just visible. The Nor'Easter had been building while we were fooling about and, even just under main, the boat was ripping along.
We gybed the boat and set course for the heads, moving fast on a beam reach as we stowed the pole and rolled out the geona. Still both naked, I steered the boat while Adam stood behind me with his arms around my waist; the hardness pushing into my back showing any curative benefit of that last quick root had already worn off.
Land was soon getting closer. Shortly we'd have to get dressed and re-join the normal world. Still, you had to admit, it had been a pretty out of the ordinary trip. But it occurred to me, with dad back on the boat tomorrow, we'd better not forget to hose down the deck when we got back!
PS: I ended up with a sunburnt butt.



        Losing it at Schoolies

        Emma loses her virginity at Schoolies.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/losing-it-at-schoolies

Title: Losing it at Schoolies

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: First Time

Description: Emma loses her virginity at Schoolies.

Tags: first time, m/f, virginity, losing virginity




HEADNOTE: "Schoolies" is a debauched week of celebration which occurs soon after the end of the Higher School Certificate; the high school leaving exam and University admissions test in Australia. It might be compared to spring break in the US.
Holiday towns organise tightly controlled entertainment, part of which entails the wearing of coloured bracelets to distinguish the Schoolies from the "toolies" (too old for schoolies -- older guys there to prey on the schoolies girls) and the over 18's (most of them) from those under 18 and therefore too young to drink legally.
All characters in this story are over 18.
*****
It was the second day of schoolies. The four of us had returned to the two bedroom unit that we'd rented on the 10th floor of the Gold Coast unit block at around 4 in the afternoon for a break from the sun and a bit of refreshment before the evening's entertainment.
Gloria and I had each had two bottles of cider and Sophie and Chrissy had demolished half a bottle of white wine when I think it was Sophie suggested we take the traditional photo of us lined up topless on the balcony of the unit on her time lapse waterproof camera for our Facebook pages.
What that means in practice is a matter of interpretation. We started with one of us all facing out; so the camera captured our backs naked but for the bikini bottoms, even if we were exposed to those below and in the unit block across the street. We got a couple of those and then some turned around, our breasts covered first by our full hands and the progressively less covered until we were down to two fingers across each of our nipples.
That was as far and Chrissy and I were willing to go. As it was, the two fingers weren't enough to cover Gloria's nipples. Sophie and Gloria went all the way with a couple more photos, even hitching their bikini pants down to a virtual exposure level with the last one.
All of this was carried out with a lot of giggling and carrying on; completely oblivious to the outside world.
As we were milling about on the balcony putting our tops back on a male voice called out.
"Hey girls. Mind if we climb over and join you?"
As one, we looked to the right where the voice had come from. Four guys dressed only in board shorts had been sitting on the balcony two away from ours, watching us. Sitting quietly, with just their heads and shoulders above the glass railing, they'd been unnoticed in the background clutter and our self-focused carrying on; enjoying the show. In a flash, they stood up and lined the rail; one of them starting to climb over to the balcony of the unit separating our units, even though there was a one metre gap between balconies.
Every year, it seems at least one guy kills himself doing that. Sophie quickly shouted out.
"Don't do that, we'll let you in."
Almost immediately they disappeared inside their unit.
They weren't a bad looking bunch; universally tall, bronzed, with surfer's figures and cheeky grins. The guy second from the left had instantly attracted my attention even in the brief moment we'd been looking at them.
It wasn't long before they were at our door, each with a six pack of beer in their hands and offering up a few packs of chips and nuts to dilute the alcohol. They were a confident lot. Each of them gave each of us a kiss and a hug as they greeted us and we went through the introductions; not a modesty protecting bent pose hug either. They hugged us straight bodied, almost lifting us off the ground in a way that brought the full length of their torsos in contact with ours. I, for one, could feel the package in their pants each time.
Although I didn't twig until later, from the outset it seems they were pairing off with us according to some prearranged distribution. As we initially stood around the lounge room talking, each guy just seemed to position himself to engage a particular girl and focus on her more than any other, being quite touchy in the process. Then as we sat down the shortage of chairs left them ample excuse to sit in intimately close contact with the same girl. Close enough in Gloria's case for her to willing sit down on the guy's lap on a dining chair with a hand over her bare thigh not that many minutes after meeting him. As for the rest of us sitting next to the guy on a lounge, we immediately had an arm around our shoulders.
Any complaint I might have had about being pre-allocated was moderated by the fact I'd ended up with the guy I'd first been attracted to. Tall and on the skinny side like me, he was nice built and a really attractive face and a voice they conveyed an attractive confidence,
With our exam years just finished and each with our hometown stories, there was no shortage of stuff for the group to talk about and the conversation flowed freely and entertainingly.
Two rounds of drinks in and the things were getting more friendly still. Everything was just so tactile and physically playful. Even at the time I was aware that they guys took every chance they had - moments of laughter or anything else that gave them some excuse to move their hands -- to slip their hands closer to a blatantly sexual contact with our breasts. But then I might even have facilitated that by slipping lower in the chair to give Tim an easier reach. And I don't think I was alone in that.
Of course, there's always an excuse found for some tickling too, even if it's nothing more than a "who's the most ticklish" test. That allows them all sorts touching up as we squirm about. At one stage Tim even had an arm up between my legs tickling me, causing me -- or allowing me, depending on how you judge it -- to brush my crutch along his arm as I squirmed about
But the really blatantly stuff probably started when Tim, as he passed the bowl of nuts to Chrissy and her guy on the other side of me, brushed his arm along my breast for the full length of his arm's passage across my body. That's all it took to get my nipple pushing out my bikini top.
The guy Gloria is sitting on opposite us points to it and says...
"Hey Tim, did you just deliberately brush up that innocent young lady's nipple?"
Tim reaches around the front of me, puts the tip of his finger on the feint outline of the nipple of the other breast and says...
"What, that one? No." Of course it immediately rises to his touch too.
"No, the other one."
Tim put his finger on the first nipple, flicking it almost imperceptibly, but enough to harden it even further.
"This one? Did I?"
Then he forms two fingers into a side on v and puts a finger down either side if it, as if measuring the depth of its rise. Holding it up, he asks...
"Wasn't it about this big before?"
"I don't think so, I could barely see it before. I think you've made it about as big as it can go. And look, now you've done it too the other one too"
"I'm sure it can be bigger...see"
With this Tim tweaks the nipple, pulling it a little until he's sure he's got the full rise out of it. Then stacking one finger tip over the other he turns to the first guy and say...
"Look, see, now it's this tall."
"Yea, you're right mate. My mistake."
Of course everyone by now is just about wetting themselves laughing at their comedian and straight man routine at my expense. That's alright, because I laughing too, even as I squirm at the pleasure of what he was doing too me. But he doesn't leave it there.
"Still, I bet Gloria's nipples are bigger."
And so without even asking, but without any objection from her, he touches up Gloria's nipples. And yes, we all already knew here's were bigger. That's why two fingers couldn't hide them at the start of this story.
"Can any of you other girls do better?"
Which really is more an excuse for the other guys to touch up Chrissy and Sophie. And since Sophie's bikini top has a lining, her guy assumes he can expose her to take the measurement. After finding the barrier, he's at least polite enough to ask, even if he doesn't really leave enough time for an answer.
Tim pipes in with...
''Hey, that's not fair. We were measuring through the bikini top. We'll need to compare them all naked."
The guys take the laughter and squealing that's accompanying all this as being permission to pull our bikini tops aside to touch us up for another measurement. Chrissy even gets her nipple sucked to bring it up further.
In the end Gloria's guy tactfully declares it a draw.
Of course Gloria can't leave it there.
"So which of you guys has got the biggest?"
Tim decides to play a straight bat.
"Wadda you mean?"
"You know...package. You want to judge us, so now it's your turn. Line up, get them out and let us see."
Chrissy and Sophie start squealing like girls in a strippers' club on a hens' night. Without the slightest hesitation, the guys get up and stand in a line; letting their waist bands go to drop their pants to the ankle.
Of course, they can't be compared. After what's just been happening they range from flaccid to nearly fully aroused. Gloria kneels in front of her guy and tickles the fold between his ball sack and his shaft; causing it to instantly rise to what I can only assume is its full height.
Half turning around, she calls out to the rest of us...
"Come on girls; equalise the competition."
Caught in the moment, we each follow Gloria's lead until there's a line of four erections. Gloria makes a point of spreading her fingers apart and trying to measure each one using the span of her hand; the guys simply looking down in amusement as she touches up each one in the process. But actually, even with her hand spread so that her little finger and thumb are at their widest possible spread, she can't reach between the base and the tip of any of them. With her thumb at the base, all you can really do is guess how far the tip projects above her little finger.
There was actually one which was considerably longer -- Chrissy's guy, although Tim's was thicker. Still, Gloria take a diplomatic approach.
"It's a draw guys. Now put them away, you're spoiling the view out the window." Which suited me because I thought we were about to have to line up and give them head.
As we sat back down again, all pretext of decorum is gone. The three of us with hands originally around our shoulders now had one cupping our breast. Tim, with his hand over my breast had jiggled his fingers enough for the nipple under them to raise to its full height, whereupon he spread his fingers just far enough apart to let the nipple slip between two of them, a constant subtle movement keeping it there and arousing me more than a little. Chrissy and Sophie's guys had their inside their bikini tops.
Gloria's guy had got even further. When she'd sat sideways across his lap he'd put a hand half way down her thigh, the other one around her back.
Now the hand on her thigh was tightly up against her crutch. Perhaps recognising we were collectively submitting to a pre-planned touch-up -- if not a lot more - the four of us girls were sort of exchanging strange looks; the sort of raised eye, startled look of people questioning whether they are getting in over their heads while even facilitating it.
As we progressed through another round of drinks, Gloria's legs spread progressively wider. From where I was sitting, I could see his little finger had completely disappeared into a fold of the material of her bikini bottoms as it was pushed up between the lips of her labia. I could see the finger was moving deep inside its cacoon; a damp stain spreading across the salmon pink material of her bikini bottoms.
By now Tim's hand had slipped inside the triangle of my top, all attempts at subtlety lost as his finger circled my areola and felt up the nipple. Which wasn't as far as the other two guys had gone; having pulled the triangle completely off the breast to give their hands uninhibited access. More alarmingly, if that was the right word, Tim's erection had pushed itself out of the waist band of his boardies. An inflated, pre-cum weeping bell and 40 cm of shaft was poking over the top.
This might have been all very well except for one small thing. I was still a virgin. That hand playing with my nipple was as far as I'd ever gone with a guy before today; partly through my own reticence, partly because the guys had failed to push home an advantage. And until the line up fifteen minutes before this moment, I'd never ever seen what I could now see sticking out of Tim's pants; the poignancy of the fact that bell was very likely soon to be inside me -- the first one to get there if you will - adding to the situation. When we'd invited the guys in, it had never occurred to me we were doing more than inviting them for a drink and a chat.
Yet here I was heading down a steep ravine towards little less than an orgy with a guy I'd just met. One I liked admittedly, one I had the hots for; but still?
I come away for this week with a thought I might get laid. Maybe even relished the thought and had certainly prepared for the possibility if you get my drift. But that was in the abstract; thoughts to the fore of being swept off my feet in some romantic encounter; days of being entertained and slowly seduced before eventually falling into his arms late in the week.
Now it looked like I'd be putting it out there mere hours after meeting him. He was nice; my early attraction to him only growing as his smooth sophistication continued to sweep me off my feet. At first I thought he must have been a toolie, but the wrist band told me otherwise. But he was from a private school. I'm not going to generalise, but he and his friends had a class about him the guys at my school didn't. It might still be no less about getting our bodies, but without saying so, somehow he and his friends conveyed the message they were going to do it respectfully.
But it still felt like I had no control. It wasn't a case of being scared he wouldn't take no for an answer. It was more peer group pressure. They guys clearly had some experience at this game; the cynic in me thought that for them there never had been any other outcome than the one we were now heading towards. We'd had four and a half drinks since coming in from the beach two hours ago; at the very least our inhibitions were down and they'd encouraged us to that point. Once the other three girls fell under their man, I was destined to follow. Not entirely reluctantly or without consent, but not with the control that might have made me feel more comfortable.
As Gloria first fell silent in the previously animated conversation, then suddenly turned and buried he face in that of the guy fingering her, squirming under the stimulation of his hand, it was pretty obvious the first domino was about to fall. Almost immediately he slipped his hands down her pants to bring him into direct contact with her clearly aroused womanhood.
I turned towards Tim. I'd been wanting to kiss him, but didn't want to be the first one to succumb. The turn of my body pulled my breast away from the hand around my shoulder, but he quickly replaced it with a more direct approach from the other. I pushed my face against his and my tongue into his mouth.
Soon his hand broke away from my breast and a finger started tracking down my stomach. I knew where it was heading. It circled my navel and kept going down. It reached the waistband of my bikini pants and slipped inside. He was going slowly enough to allow time for objection, but absent that its progress was relentless.
The last guy who'd tried this had his hand stopped quick smart. What had changed?
Yes I was older and freed of the school girl mentality; if only just. I was certainly tipsy and maybe therefore less inhibited, but I certainly knew what was happening and capable of a conscious decision to let it. I was aroused and randy as hell, but that hadn't cause me to throw myself under a guy before. In the end I think I was just ready for it. I'd never pictured my first time as being some incredible love match; more a moment of bodice ripper seduction with a hunk and this was as close to fitting the bill as I was likely to get; especially with Tim.
My heartbeat rose with the decent of his finger. I just hoped he couldn't detect the heaviness of my breathing as our tongue wrestled or the slight spreading of my legs. His finger descended to the turn of my mons and hesitated as he felt out my lips and separated them to give his finger unimpeded access to the crease which lay beyond.
Tentatively he entered the valley, finding it moist and slippery enough for his purpose. He found my now sensitive clitoris and began to rub gently back and forth. The pleasure was intense. UnIike anything I'd felt before. I thrust my hips into his hand, groaning into his mouth.
His fingers wandered further, to dip inside before tracing upward again, coated in the evidence of my desire. Soon he was slowly rubbing his finger in a circular motion against my now wet pulsating clit.
He lay me back against the lounge, turning to lift a leg over my thigh as I put my hand around the back of his head to press his face ever harder against mine, lifting my hips up and down in time with the movement of his finger as I penetrated his mouth deeper with my tongue. With his other arm no longer trapped behind my back, I felt the previously tight ties of my bikini top go lose and the material swept off my body before fingers once again started playing with a nipple adding to the overwhelming pleasure.
He pulled against the hand holding his face to mine, slipping his head down to flick the otherwise neglected nipple with his tongue before I felt the breast absorbed wholly into his mouth, wet lips upon its flesh as his tongue flickered vigorously against the hardened nipple at its centre.
Unsure how to reply, I fumbled between our bodies for his manhood. As my fingers first touch it, it surged; reaching towards me, asking for more. I wrapped a hand around it. It was harder and thicker than I'd ever imagined them to be; unyielding, the skin tight as a drum. With my fingers moistened by my first accidental contact with the pre-cum oozing from the tip, I slid downward along its length, the lose waistband of his pants falling readily away. Down, down, down my hand went, wondering when I'd find the base; somewhat alarmed at its length. One hand width, another, it seemed like a third before the brush of pubic hairs and the taught skin of his ballsack told me I gone as far as I could.
I half opened the eyes previously closed in pleasure to see Gloria over the top of Tim's head, now naked straddling her man on the chair, the base of his shaft, framed by his balls, emerging from her womanhood, his pants around his ankles. She was passionately kissing him, their arms a moving tangle of desire as their heads jousted for oral dominance.
Intrigued, I cast my eyes sideways to see Sophie and her man both naked, writhing on the carpeted floor in sensual need and urgency, him half over her and then she half over him, his erection flicking about as it was captured between their bodies and then released.
My view of Chrissy was blocked by her guy's back; his boardies half way down his bum crack, indicating a high degree of exposure at the front. Suddenly he stood up, his boardies falling to the floor. Stepping out of them, he turned towards Chrissy, my now profile view of him showing his erection standing tall. He offered her a hand, which she took and stood up dressed only in her dishevelled, half down bikini pants. Then he led her into the master bedroom.
As she walked past me, we exchanged glances; she giving me a wide eyed look of an animal startled by their situation.
And yet all of this observation had been carried through with a sense of detachment. My mind and body was elsewhere; entirely absorbed in pleasure. Never had the sensuous ecstasy of my clit been released before; not by a guy, not by me. I was almost unaware it could bring such pleasure.



I felt myself begin to ride the crest of a tidal wave climbing within me; a rush, hot and fast of mounting energy. In moments all I could do was shut my eyes and arch back, shuddering as I exploded with a new kind of pleasure, one I'd never experienced, moaning into the ceiling as his fingers relentlessly circled.
I was frozen, arched, swaying from side to side, and moaning to an orgasm that seemed unwilling to release me from its overwhelming power. Just as I thought it was over, it redoubled, arching me higher.
All this time I'd been instinctively jerking Tim's manhood; not with any skill or finesse or even much attention. Indeed, since I was vaguely aware I didn't really want to trigger his release too early it had probably been a fairly pathetic attempt.
As I finally settled my hips back on the couch, Tim stood up, freeing his manhood from my clutches. I was still swimming in some sort of post orgasmic hormonal miasma; still aroused and desiring the man who'd just delivered me such a life defining experience. Even so, as he held out his hand, I swallowed a silent gulp. It was about to happen. That enormous hard erection that now stood ramrod straight right in front of my eyes would soon be hidden from view; inside me, penetrating deeply into the most intimate space in my body. I would walk into the bedroom a virgin and come out no longer one.
Would it hurt? Would I bleed? Will he be gentle? Should I tell him? Questions without answer flooded my brain.
I took his hand and let him pull me to my feet, leaving me face to face with him. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled us together, his erection pushing into my stomach and weeping fluid over it as he kissed me; something I willingly reciprocated. Silently he took my hand and led me into the other bedroom, his pants falling down his legs and being kicked off his feet and into the room as he went through the doorway.
Standing me with my back to the bed, he turned and closed the door. I watched as he then rummaged in his boardies before pulling a condom packet from the pocket. I was quietly thankful that he had relieved me of the need to break the moment as I searched for those that were in my bag.
Kneeling at my feet he pulled my bikini pants down, kissing my mons as he waited for me to lift each foot to release them. The proceedings were wordless; physical and highly tactile but with that sense that the moment for conversation had passed; that any further communication would be with our bodies alone. My willing consent was assumed; as indeed was the case whatever reservations I felt. Still, my heart was racing for far more complex reasons than my mere arousal.
He eased me down onto the single bed then lay alongside me, pushing the condom packet into my hand. In a way, that answered the first of my questions; was I supposed to give him head? It seemed he was keener on getting pussy than head, at least right now. Maybe that suited my purpose, even if it brought closer the moment of truth.
As I lay there, I unwrapped it, bending down to let me see what I was doing as I put it on him. Again I got to look at that thing that was about to penetrate me; the flared bell, surging anxiously as I wrapped my hand around the shaft and weeping from the tip; the taught unyielding skin; the shaft itself, scarily long and thick, hard as wood, seeming reaching out to get my pussy even as I held it. I sheathed him in it, just like in our sex education classes, finding solace in my degree of intoxication not to simply freeze up in fear.
Tim rolled me over on my back and lay down on me. Slipping his legs between mine, he raised his hips on his knees, putting his hand down between our bodies to let him guide his shaft between my legs. He slid the tip along my crease until he felt he'd found the right spot.
The first bit of penetration wasn't too bad. I'd read that the tearing of the hymen can be excruciatingly painful or barely noticed; although with all the horse riding I'd done, I could even be sure mine was still there. But then he pushed a bit harder and faster. I let out a whelp; if not of pain at least of discomfort. I couldn't hide my secret any longer. I resorted to what, even as I said it, was a corny line.
"Tim, I'm a virgin. Can you be as gentle as possible?"
Tim looked down at me, easing his body down flat onto mine without pushing in any further.
"That's OK; we'll do it a different way."
Without withdrawing, he rolled us both over so we were lying side by side again. Separating our bodies, he brought his lower hand onto my nipple, freeing his finger enough to let him tweak it. Then he slipped his upper hand down between our bodies; bringing a finger back onto my clit and stroking it gently.
"Does that feel nice?'
It did, and I was happy to tell him that. Perhaps I was tensed up. It wasn't as good as when I was sitting on the chair, but by focusing on that I found I could relax my body a bit.
"I'm going to push in slowly; just a little bit at a time."
I felt a slow gentle push, stretching me a bit. Then he pulled out a little and thrust slowly back in, only to the depth he'd already opened up; repeating that several times but now going just a little deeper each time. I could sense my body adjusting to the invasion; lubricating him and opening to him. I still felt a little bit stretched, but as I gained confidence in his technique, I was able to relax more and that of itself helped, which let me better savour the stimulation of my clit and nipples.
Before I knew it I could feel his pubis pushed up hard against my mons. That impossibly long thick object was completely inside me and my virgin days were over.
After a few more gentle thrusts he started to roll us back over again; putting a leg across mine. I got the message. Feeling more confident; both in myself and of him, I lay on my back, helping him come over on top.
Now he rose up on his outstretched arms. His thrusts were long and slow; each to the full depth of his shaft. I was surprised that my vagina wasn't all that stimulating. Once I'd got used to it, the thrusting was nice enough -- even if still a bit stretching -- and arousing in a sort of way, but nothing was lighting up the way my clit had. I could quickly tell there wasn't any orgasm in it for me, although the crash of his pubis on my mons touched up my clit nicely enough when he got it right.
A couple of times he bent in and had a lick and suck of a nipple, which was nice too.
Now it was his turn to start grunting. With my hands wrapped around his butt, I watched his face as he stared down at my breasts. It was a look of intense concentration. His thrusts speed up a little. Suddenly he closed his eyes and a Zen like look came over his face before his mouth formed into an almost perfect 'O'. With a moan he pushed himself hard in as he released his cum, little mini thrusts grinding his pubis on my mons in a way I found really arousing. Wanting more of that, I used my hand to pull his butt in as tightly as I could, but he was all too quickly spent; collapsing down on top of me.
He loitered there a few moments, kissing and sucking the flesh of my neck, before he rolled us back on our sides. Then he put his hands down between our bodies again and massaged my clit and licked my nipples until he got the climax from me he was looking for; my womanhood contracting onto the residue of the erection that was still inside me.
As he finally withdrew, I rolled back over onto my back, a euphoric mini death washing over me; my eyes closed, my breathing slow and laboured as my senses reset and recovered something like normality. Tim rested his head on my chest, nestling between my breasts, his hand cupping one and standing it upright, pushing its flesh into his face. I brought my hand up to idly play with his hair.
In a way that, even at the time, I thought was slightly foolish, a sense washed over me that now I was a complete woman. That I had reached a higher state of life. As one of Tim's fingers touched up the nipple of the breast he was cupping. It reminded me how aroused and sexualised I still felt.
And yet I wasn't ready for another round. I wanted more; but not right now. There was a dull ache between my legs that I hadn't noticed in the thrall of peak sexual excitement. It needed time to recover. I was aware that already I could feel Tim's erection returning; the rubber coated tip crawling slowly up my thigh as it filled out again.
Even then, I knew it was a gamble. I was realistic enough to know that Tim and his mates might be out for a maximum body count this week. Ours had now been counted. There was a chance -- even a likelihood - that, even though I might have wished to share my bed with him tonight after we'd been out for dinner and an evening on the town, he'd be looking to be in the bed of another girl; some fresher meat.
That was a chance I'd have to take.
With a sense that I needed to control the situation, I kissed Tim's forehead and struggled to sit up; Tim taking the hint and moving his head. I hugged him around his shoulders, pressing my breasts against his chest.
"Tim, that was really beautiful. Thank you for being so gentle and good with me; but I think I need some time to recover. Should we see if the others are ready for dinner?"
Tim stood up and offered me a hand to help me off the bed. Pointing down at the filled condom hanging off his half aroused manhood, he said...
"I'd better deal with this."
Opening the door, he slipped still naked out of the room, heading for the bathroom. I put my bikini bottom and a t shirt from my bag on and started to follow. As I stuck my head out the door, the first thing I saw was Sophie riding her guy on the carpet over the other side of the room in a reverse missionary position. She was going at it like a high speed lunatic; half panting and half quietly grunting like you wouldn't believe.
I wasn't game to enter the room , so lingered in the door frame, transfixed by what I was seeing; too inexperienced to recognise she was moments from a climax. What I did see was that there was already a dead condom on the coffee table next to them, leaking stuff onto the table top, letting even me guess this was a second round.
In a moment she was crying out a rather clichéd... "Yes, yes, yes, oh yes," as she climaxed.
Immediately her guy started thrusting hard from below, almost rag dolling Sophie's body in the process, like she was riding a bucking bronco. It was about this time that Tim surprised me by suddenly appeared in the door frame; having edged quietly along the wall back from the bathroom. I let him in and he cuddled into my back -- a fresh erection pushing into my butt cheek and his hand stuck up my shirt and cupping a breast - as we pervertedly watched as the bucking got higher and higher until, with a loud groan, he too came.
I felt like clapping, but thought better of it.
Only then did I stick my head around the doorway to see Gloria curled up on the lap of her guy; her head against his chest as the both watched the performance of the other couple. His partly flaccid cock hung down under her; the used condom sagging below it and suggesting they hadn't long finished themselves.
There was no sign of Chrissy. But I was still wanting to postpone Tim getting too randy and wanting to start again. As Sophie finally settled down and lay draped over her guy I walked into the room and addressing no one but everyone, suggested we get ready for dinner.
Gloria and Sophie both languidly turned their heads towards me and each in their own way expressed their agreement; slowly disentangling themselves from their studs. Then I knocked on the door to Chrissy's room and made the same announcement, her guy appearing a few moments later with a condom in his hand, Chrissy visible behind him still spread open legged on the bed.
I may have been innocent, but I wasn't naive. These guys had clearly all come equipped with condoms when they came to our room. I'm sure, like me, the girls had a supply stashed somewhere. But these guys had them at the ready and were willing to use them without being told. Which indicated to me that what just happened was pretty well preordained, and that they'd come away this week expecting to fully take advantage of the smorgasbord of female flesh on display up here and were at least sensible enough to take precautions when you're after a high headcount.
More to the point, it reaffirmed my suspicion they weren't going to be hanging around us, but looking elsewhere to add to their tally. Don't get emotionally attached was the message I took from that. For myself, I did rather hope that they'd at least stay the night. I wanted the novelty of spending a night curled up with a guy and at least one more session with a guy like Tim who I trusted to allow for my inexperience.
As it turned out, I got my wish. They hung around us for dinner and followed us to the nightclub; even if they worked the room while they were there. But when we decided to leave, they willingly came with us.
Chrissy and I shared the two rooms in our unit with our guys while Gloria and Sophie spent the night in the other unit.
Tim gave and got head climaxes after we got home, followed shortly after by another play in my pussy finished by a fingered climax for me. After a night spent with our naked bodies intertwined on a single bed and his erection pushed into whatever bit of flesh was facing it, at first light the following morning, my pussy got its third workout. This time Tim encouraged me to go on top, where, with some assistance from his nipple sucking, I learnt to give myself a climax while penetrated.
By the time he and his mates all left for an early morning surf I at least felt confident about being sexually active. My body was still adjusting and had its limits; but I had enjoyed it and had passed the point of fear and serious pain or discomfort.
As I suspected would occur, they then disappeared for a few days. As the guys had left for their surf, Gloria and Sophie had been asked to lock up their unit when they got up and as far as we know that was the last time they set foot in it for two nights. Then they crashed back into our holiday and our beds for the next two nights; no questions asked or answers offered.
Since that is pretty well what I expected, I might not have liked it, but wasn't upset by it. Indeed, since I hadn't succeeded at throwing my body under any other guy (not through a lack of offers -- just a lack of acceptable offers) I was quite glad to have Tim back for a couple of nights. Gloria and Sophie seemed equally sanguine but I think Chrissy found it more emotionally unsettling.
Still, that's schoolies, isn't it?
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Ned had been sailing the pacific in his 48 foot yacht for most of the last five years since his wife of 30 years - the first and only love of his life - died.
In his early 60's, he knew he was no spring chicken.
His crews had come and gone; an assortment of female divorcees in their 50's and free spirited younger men and woman in their 20's. For social rather than sexual reasons he preferred mixed crews - with women in the majority - rather than an all-male crew.
He'd had a fling or two with some of the divorcees. But even though he was naturally tall and slender and the physical work involved in sailing and looking after a yacht that size kept him fit and strong, he had no illusions about his lack of attractiveness to females in their 20's. He was careful not to invade their personal space or create ambiguous situations.
At his age, sex was nice, but didn't present him with the undeniable urges of his youth. The mere company of such nubile young beings was reward enough for having them aboard.
As the yacht swung at its mooring in Papeete his crew consisted of two girls in their late 20's who had now been with him for some time.
Issie was of Italian origin, medium height, medium if slightly sold build, and a pretty enough face. From time to time Ned might have thought her breasts were a little small for her frame; but he also accepted that was none of his business. As a surfer and a general pursuer of somewhat crazily dangerous sports she was intimidatingly fit; washboard stomach, toned muscles and all. She also knew how to flaunt herself both in how she dressed and acted, and didn't really care in front of who.
Amy was out of a different mould. She was the same height as Issie but she was closer to Ned's genome in being slender by nature; seemingly regardless of what she ate. The one thing that Issie and Amy shared was that Amy also was a surfer and general participant in crazy strength demanding sports and if anything, as far as Ned could tell, outdid Issie in her strength and fitness.
But the qualification 'as far as Ned could tell' said a lot about the differences between the girls. From England, although from parents with mixed Spanish and Greek origin which might have explained her flawless olive skin, Amy was of a more reticent and reserved nature, especially in how she dressed and physically interacted with others.
Cruising the tropics in a yacht carries with it unusual dress standards. With the environment always salty and damp and the lack of fresh water for washing, crews on friendly terms often go naked at sea. If they're not that friendly, minimal swimwear is usually the order of the day - with a sun protecting top if you're exposed to the sun.
Ned tended to let the crew set the standard for dress and follow that, rather than impose his own. From time to time he had been running a naked boat, especially if German or Swedish women were aboard since they seemed more inclined to shed their clothing than others. It was quite an interesting experience, more so if the girls were younger. After all the tight confines of a rocking boat don't allow for the same personal space as a land based nudist colony. Passing in a companionway could become highly intimate - especially if the boat lurched at the time. Even at his age, the risk of an all too obvious boner was ever present.
Issie and Amy had never gone that far. Issie's standard clothing seemed to be one of a number of tiny triangle bikinis; minimal coverage tops and dangerously low waisted pants. Sometimes when she sat next to Ned in the cockpit, she'd lift one knee up to her chest and that would cause the waist band of her bikini bottom to fold out in a way that let him peek all the way down to the turn of her mons. That let him confirm what the intimately close fit of her bikini bottoms already left little doubt about - a complete lack of pubic hair.
For many months after she joined the boat, Ned hadn't seen Amy in anything less than baggy knee length shorts and a lose fitting top which made her figure from her neck to the knees look like nothing less than a slim rectangular box. Sometimes if the wind was blowing against her clothing, you were able to get the outline of her figure - even the suggestion her breasts were more than might be expected on one so slim - but that was the limit of it.
Eventually she had donned a bikini to go for a swim, but it was little more revealing than her normal clothing; a high wasted, conservative legged bottom and something closer to a tank top than a bikini one; baggy at the front so that, even when it was wet, it didn't cling to her breasts in a way that was anything other than a single bulge across her chest. Overall it may have confirmed Ned's impression of her having nice boobs and a slim curvy figure, but you had to work hard to see it; it didn't exactly flaunt it.
Still, that seemed to have broken the ice and the bikini became more frequently seen - eventually being the standard boat outfit; even if she reverted to her box clothing for going ashore.
Amy had revealed that two years ago she'd had an unpleasant breakup with a very controlling boyfriend in a relationship that had gone on for many years. Evidently he'd acquired her when she was young and naïve and essentially trapped her until she'd eventually found the strength to break away. Indeed that had been a large part of her motivation for running off the sea and generally doing crazy things.
Ned wondered if her rather unflattering clothing choices were a hangover from that; although fully accepted it was none of his business.
On this night the yacht was moored off Papeete, the capital of Tahiti. The girls had been ashore for the day. When they'd return Ned thought that Amy seemed in a strange mood, but couldn't put his finger on it. Something was different; she seemed unsettled. And while Ned tried not to be a busy body where they were concerned, he felt a sufficient degree of responsibility for them that he couldn't quite let it go.
They were half way through dinner when Amy got up to fetch herself another glass of wine from the galley.
As Amy came back to the table and started to sit down, glass in hand, the yacht lurched as a result of the wash of a passing motor boat. Put off balance, but trying to preserve her wine, she landed heavily against Ned, her body crossing his and her spare hand landing on his upper thigh.
Apologising, she righted herself, but made no attempt to move back to her original position a more demure half metre away.
Ned now found himself with Amy's hip and naked thigh pushed hard against his, his arm - previously spreadeagled innocently along the back of the settee - now behind her back, her hair cascading over it.
He fought an automatic inclination to remove his arm and bounce across to create a personal space for both of them. Instead he froze in place, letting Amy control the situation. She hadn't been herself since coming back to the boat and he neither wanted to have her feel she was being pushed away, nor let her think he was making a move on her.
He felt her body relax into place, her shoulder settling against his and her bare elbow brushing his chest each time she took a sip of her wine.
Ned thought that was all very nice. But he was painfully aware of the growing signs of arousal in his speedos; signs that must be all too obvious to Amy if she took a glimpse in the space between his chest and the edge of the table. As subtly as he could he tried to flick the waist of his light sun shirt over the extended appendage.
The evening continued. Superficially, everything was very jolly; a light banter keeping them all entertained and laughing. Amy's body moving against Ned's as she laughed and drank had long since converted Ned's light arousal into a fully grown boner, eventually having forced him to attempt an unnoticed readjustment of his speedos to let it grow vertically. Whether it was unnoticed he didn't know. Issie's eyes were boring into the pair of them as they sat across the table from her. Ned didn't detect jealously or anger; more confusion. It was a confusion Ned shared. Amy wasn't herself. She was drinking more than usual and her close contact with Ned was in contrast to her usually reserved physical behaviour towards him. Yet still he felt frozen in place; neither wanting to withdraw from the physical contact nor increase it or take advantage of it.
An hour of heavy drinking later, Ned noticed a tear welling in the corner of Amy's eye before running down her cheek. A second and a third followed it before Amy abruptly stood up and announced she was going to bed.
Ned knew something was wrong. The desire to hide his erection under the table was overwhelmed by his concern for her. He got up and followed her, touching her on the shoulder as he gently said -
"Amy...what's wrong?"
Amy stood and turned towards him. Her face was now full of tears, her eyes already red. Ned put an open palmed hand over her shoulder. It just seemed she was craving some contact and he thought it might encourage her to talk, even though he wouldn't normally do that. She put on a poor attempt at a brave face and a smile.
"Nothing."
"Wouldn't you like to talk about it?"
"Really, I'm OK. I'm just being silly."
Ned wasn't sure how hard to push it.
"Well, it you'd like to talk just let me know, even if you think I'm asleep."
With a final pathetic attempt at a smile, Amy turned and glided into her room. Ned and Issie exchanged quizzical looks. The boat was too small for conversation not to travel, but Ned felt safe in asking -
"Did anything happen ashore?"
"Not that I saw."
"Well, I might turn in too."
Ned had been in bed and asleep an hour when he heard one of the girls go to the head. Moments after there was a light knock at his door.
"Are you awake?"
It was Amy's softly spoken voice.
"Yes Amy. What would you like?"
"Can we talk?"
"Sure, come in."
Ned had been sleeping naked - as he did in these climates. He flicked a sheet across his hips, hiding his night erection. The door opened as Amy's shadowy figured entered. Shuffling across the bed to make some space, Ned pointed to the area of the expansive bunk near his chest, indicating -
"Have a seat"
As she sat down, Ned eyes started to adjust to the moonlight room and he suddenly realised that Amy was nearly naked; dressed only in a pair of tiny panties. He couldn't help casting his eyes up, taking in the orbs of her naked breasts standing perkily out from her chest. He'd never seen her like this before.
Amy didn't waste time. It seemed it had taken her time to build up the courage to talk and now she was ready to download.
"What's wrong with me?"
"I don't understand. What do you mean?"
"Why do guys hate me? I couldn't even get you to hit on me tonight."
"Let's set aside why I didn't hit on you. Why do you think guys hate you?"
"In town today they were all flirting and chatting up Issie and just ignoring me. Aren't I attractive enough?"
Ned was a bit shocked and uncertain. He didn't want to set up a competitive situation between Issie and Amy and was painfully aware what he said might be heard by Issie. But he was also surprised that a girl as smart and seemingly self-assured as Amy didn't have a better appreciation of her own worth. It was like something had ripped a scab off a wound that Ned never before realised was there.
Ned lowered his voice to a bare whisper.
"Amy"
Amy bent over to bring her ear closer to Ned, dangling her breasts in front of him as she did.
"You're a stunningly attractive girl. Way prettier than Issie. And really nice. There's not a single thing I've seen in you not to like."
"Then why do the guys ignore me? Do you know I've never even had an orgasm?"
Ned had been offered two different questions with two different lines of discussion. Surprisingly the second seemed to be the safer to pursue. Amy had made no secret of the long term boyfriend she'd broken up with two years ago and the way she spoke left little doubt a fair bit of sex had been involved.
"What about Frank? Didn't he ever give you an orgasm?"
"All he ever wanted was to get head from me and pound me. It just never really worked for me. I felt like a failure."
"Come on Amy, you know in your heart it was Frank who was the failure. He didn't look after you. It was up to him to do more."
Amy was finding bending down to bring her ear to Ned uncomfortable. Without asking, she turned around and lay parallel to him on the bed; propping her head up on her forearm.
"Yea, sort of, but still, it hurt."
"Look Amy, you're slim, nicely figured with a beautiful face and hair every girl would die for. You're smart, well balanced, funny and interesting. In short, you're a stunner. You should have guys throwing themselves in your path."
"Why aren't they? Why aren't you?"
If Amy was able to feel the hardness of his cock or the aching desire Ned had for her, she'd know the second question was unnecessary. But he hesitated. He might have had a view on the first question, but wasn't sure he should offer it. He thought about how he could offer it safely.
"Amy, you have a professional background. You know how important presentation and even advertising is to get the message of your superior offering out to potential customers. Well, social life is very similar.
You seem very reticent to display yourself. There might be a really good reason for that; hopefully not something terrible in your past. But what I can tell you just from being a guy is that the way Issie presents herself generates a hormonal surge in guys she interacts with that sort of drives them to try and hit on her. There are times and places that can be a bad thing - not all guys are willing to control those urges. But in the end that's what gives guys the courage to approach a girl; so it has its place.
And as for why I didn't hit on you that's simple, and it's got nothing to do with not thinking you're sexy and gorgeous. You and Issie are my favourite all time crews. I'd hate to do something to muck that up. I'm twice your age so didn't really think you could be attracted to me, you were more than a little drunk, I didn't know how you were hurting and I just didn't want to do anything you'd regret later. Didn't you notice how aroused you made me?"
"Yea, well you're old, but you've been pretty good to us. More than I could expect from guys our own age. That counts for something you know."
A thought had been formulating in Ned's head ever since Amy had revealed her lack of ever having had a climax. As much as sex with her was tempting and was clearly still being offered, the fact was she was still drunk. Not so much as to not be able to think for herself, but enough her judgement might be affected. Anyhow, it had been a while for Ned. It wasn't going to help her self-esteem if he shot his bolt before she was even warmed up. And then there was the question of condoms. His were in the bathroom and he wasn't sure how she'd react to him insisting he go and get them.
"Would you like to be fingered to a climax; just so you know you can get there?"
Amy lent in and kissed him on the lips.
"I'd love you too."
Ned wasn't short of his own desires. He brought his hand up and cupped one of her breasts, letting the nipple rise between two fingers where a gentle movement quickly hardened it.
"Do you like your nipples being played with?"
"I loved it. Really, really loved it. I could never get Frank to do it enough. He'd give them a quick play and then push my head down onto his cock."
Amy was lying right on the edge of the bunk. Ned grabbed her around the waist and rolled her across the top of him onto the other side. Apart from stopping her from rolling off, that brought his right hand into action as the one to finger her with. As she landed, he rolled her onto her back and lifted his head up over her chest.
With his eyes now better adjusted to the moonlight, for the first time Ned got to really admire her breasts. They were delightful little orbs; quite firm, perky and proud as they sat on her flat torso and capped by the most beautiful nipples of a uniform golden brown colour across the whole areola and nipple, maybe a slightly larger diameter than would be normal for breasts of her size but all the more beautiful for it.
He licked the nipple closest to him and elicited from her a delightful hum of pleasure as it hardened and rose between his lips. Concurrently he brought his hand across and played with the other, having it harden between his fingers. With her head tilted up watching him and his close to her chest, he was acutely aware of the sounds and feel of her breath against his ear and the beating of her heart within her chest. That first time intimacy with the most vital signs of her life gave Ned a sudden sense of her humanity that went beyond even the closest friendship or most empathetic reaction to her. He felt responsible for her; for her happiness and satisfaction.
He was surprised how quickly her rate of breathing rose in response to what he would normally regard as mild foreplay. She groaned in his ear as her head flopped back, her hands coming up to pin his head and hand in place against her chest just as he thought it might have been time to move his attention down her body.
He swirled the nipple with his tongue inside his mouth, coating it in a flood of saliva to let him momentarily lift his face to let his other hand moisten itself and transfer that wetness to the other nipple. The groaning was becoming louder as she started to writhe under him. It occurred to Ned that unless Issie was in the soundest sleep, she must be able to hear it.
Before Ned could really believe it to be true, he was sure her breathing indicated she was close to climax. Still pinned to her chest, he started rapidly flicking her nipple with his tongue. That did it. With a mournful moan and long sharp outtake of breath, she came, pushing her chest up against him and rocking from side to side.
Ned kept flicking until her orgasm had run its course, then fought the hand holding his until he obtained its release, trailing his fingers down her torso until he came to the waistband of her panties. Damn he thought. She still has her panties on.
He slipped his fingers inside and traced down to her crease. It was already unfolded for him, wet, with a swollen bud easily located. There was an intense "ooohh" from her and her hips rose anxiously to push against his hand as he first touched it, followed by a harmony of moans and hums as he continued to circle it. But he quickly found the tight panties were restricting his access. They needed to come off.
Taking his hand out, he tugged at them, encouraging her to lift her hips to release them from under her. Then he rose up and pulled them down her cooperatively folded legs until he'd freed her of them; taking a moment to admire the turn of her mons and the sparse, neatly trimmed covering of lightly coloured pubic hair as he did.
Resuming their original positions, Ned kept up the circling of her bud before tracing down her crease to the wet open void of her womanhood, dipping a finger inside to withdraw a flood of wetness and transfer it back to her bud, all the while offering her extra stimulation with his tongue against her nipple.



Bringing his lips to her ear, he whispered -
"Remember, this is for you. You can ask for more of what you like and less of what you don't. Harder, softer, faster, slower, it's all up to you."
He could hear the smile in her voice as she softly answered -
"It's lovely."
As an afterthought, Ned added -
"Do you have a g spot?"
"I don't know."
"Will we see if we can find it?"
Amy just nodded her head, before flopping it back and letting out yet another moan as Ned had been continuing to circle her bud as they talked. Ned brought his finger back inside her womanhood as deeply as he could and raked firmly down the front wall of her vagina, repeating that several times, before again coming back to circling her bud. He started a cycle of raking and circling, the latter making sure she stayed at peak arousal whether or not his fingering of her womanhood was achieving anything.
On about the fourth time, she suddenly tightened her pelvic floor muscles and squeezed her thighs around his hand as his fingers were pushed hard against the front wall of her womanhood, not far above the opening.
"That's it!" she squealed softly.
Ned raked his finger hard across the nominated spot, causing Amy to start squirming under him. He brought a second finger into her and raked some more while his thumb stroked her bud, bringing forth a stream of "ooohh" and "aarrr's" from Amy.
Ned found himself thinking with disgust about her former boyfriend. Quite apart from an obviously sensitive clit, this girl does nipple orgasms and has a g spot and in all the years they spent having sex, he'd never got her there; his selfish deep pounding no doubt missing the right spot altogether.
It wasn't long before, with what seemed to Ned like the detonation of an explosion, Amy suddenly came, clamping his hand inside her with her own hand, throwing her hips up in the air, so high that even her breast was forced deeper into his mouth as it rose, and swaying from side to side. The almost screaming "aaahhh..." of the first explosion was followed by a series of moans and sighs which seemed to convey a pleasure almost too painful to bear.
Ned froze alongside her, letting it take its course. When she'd finally finished, she turned her body towards him, brought it into full contact and, as his erection seeped pre-cum against her stomach, gave him a prolonged kiss. Ned felt quite proud of what he'd done, not that he was going to show it. Even though his erection was now swollen hard, sensitive and needy in a way it hadn't been for years, he thought that would be the end of the matter. For him this really was all about Amy. The erection would go soon enough.
It caught him by surprise when her hand circled his manhood. More so when she slipped down his flank, used her grip on his erection to flip him onto his back and put it in her mouth, circling it with her tongue. From between his legs she looked up at him, her eyes and the corners of her mouth conveying a smile.
Suddenly her eyes grew wider and her smile bigger as she focused on something above him. Ned looked up to see a naked Issie standing over him. Issie bent down, bringing her face to him and started kissing him, quickly slipping a tongue into his mouth. More by instinct than considered action, Ned brought his arms up to embrace her, following her as she swung around and sat on the bed beside him, exactly where Amy had not that long ago.
All the while he could feel Amy playing with the top third of his erection in her mouth; a delightful sloppy play of it against her lips and tongue. Then suddenly she wasn't, her hand wrapped around it as he felt her somehow reposition herself. Next thing he knew the tip of his manhood was first deep inside and then being thrust in and out of a warm, tight, damp part of Amy. His view blocked by his embrace of Issie's lips, at first he even thought she might have even mounted him.
But as he felt her lips and tongue now play against the base of his cock and around his balls, he realised she was thrusting it deeply down her throat. He'd never felt this before. His wife was of a generation that didn't do head and those older women he'd had since had limited their play to the shallow mouthing Amy had started with. It was fantastic; probably no better than the feel of a well operated vagina, but fantastic just the same. But he did wonder why it didn't cause Amy to gag and his concern for her took away just a little bit of the pleasure he was feeling.
As Issie repositioned herself to lie down alongside his right side, he got a view of Amy on his left, now squatting next to his left side, bent over him, her beautiful arse raised and her head moving up and down with the thrusts he could feel. Then his view was blocked again as Issie cuddled up close to him and pinned him to the bed as, with her hands all over, him she started kissing him again.
For Ned it had been too long since his last release. This was something he'd never experienced before and would probably not again. He wanted it to last longer. But far too soon he felt the all too familiar feel of an impending release. It was too nice. He couldn't hold it back.
Pulling his mouth away from Issie's for a moment, he almost shouted ..."I'm about to go."
It made no difference to Amy, she kept thrusting him into her mouth. It almost felt as though she was sucking as he pumped out his seed, an indescribably pleasurable release that left him shuddering out the final vestiges of his orgasm as he realised that Amy was in fact slurping up the output.
He felt a need to cuddle Amy; to somehow acknowledge what she'd just done. Straining his arm as he was pinned by Issie, he reached down and managed to place a hand on Amy's back. Straining further, he found a shoulder which led to an arm. Grasping it, he pulled her gently up so that she too was now laying alongside him.
He turned away from Issie to kiss Amy, penetrating her mouth with his tongue and finding it still salty with the output of his own body.
As he was kissing Amy, Issie tapped him on the shoulder and announced -
"Now you're going to do me."
This was all new to Ned. Being shared by two girls seemed strange and threatening. Above all he worried about offending Amy. He shot her a quizzical look with his eyes. Amy raised her eyebrows and nodded.
He rolled over towards Issie, leaving Amy cuddling into his back.
Issie was sexy, attractive and someone he regarded as a good friend and fingering her naked body was nothing less than a major treat. But her circumstances were different from what Amy's had been; none of the angst or deprivation that had motivated Ned applied to her. He didn't feel compelled to test for a nipple orgasm or explore g spots.
His first touch of her found her already aroused; moist on his fingers, the lips of her crease unfolded and open to him, a swollen bud awaiting what he had to offer. Unlike Amy, she was shaved or lazered clean; something he'd already suspected from the peeks he got down the front of her bikini over time. That had its advantages since Ned didn't need to worry about grinding her own hair against her bud in the way he did with Amy.
She was also quieter than Amy, her breathing more than anything else being the best indication of her state of heightened arousal. Her nipples reacted to the play of his tongue and hardened into his mouth no less than Amy's, but it was clear they were a supplemental stimulation. All the real action was happening below.
Amy didn't let herself be left out of the action. Even as Ned lay on his side half over Issie, Amy was pushed hard against his back, her hand over his hips playing with his manhood. Ned knew that it wasn't going to react to that in the way it might have 30 years ago. For quite a while it was flaccid to her touch, flopping about to her every movement. It felt nice, but nothing was going to happen immediately. But Amy persisted and long before Ned thought it would and well before Issie was half way to her orgasm, he could feel a flow of blood into it.
That first little sign of arousal encouraged Amy who then worked all the more to return it to its hardened state.
In the end Issie took longer than Amy to bring to orgasm, Ned's fingers almost tiring of the effort required to circle her bud with the firmness that seemed to bring the best reaction from her. But orgasm she did, rewarding Ned with a satisfying hip lifting, bucking ride as in the last she let out an audible groan.
Almost immediately Issie aggressively grabbed his already aroused manhood with both hands and pushed her body hard against him as she kissed him, quickly going down on him.
Issie didn't worry about niceties. She straddled his chest with her knees under her, lifted her butt high over his face and just about swallowed his cock, thrusting it hard and fast as deeply down her throat as Amy had.
Above him, even in the moonlight, he had a clear view of her anatomy as her legs spread to either side of him. If arousal meant swollen and open, she was still aroused; her lips apart, her womanhood a circle around a dark void that he felt he could slide two fingers into without even touching the sides. Even her bud was clearly visible, the hood drawn back.
Down between their bodies he could see her breasts swaying to her movement.
He wasn't sure whether he was expected to finger her more or do a 69 on her, but the fact was that what he was experiencing was such a unique pleasure for him, he chose to simply lie back and enjoy it, playing intermittently with her bud and womanhood more for his visual pleasure than hers. The release Amy had given him gave him longer endurance this time; let him feel the building pleasure more intensely without fighting a premature climax.
When it came, Issie, like Amy, lapped it up; waiting until his climax had finish and he'd started to soften before releasing him.
After she'd finished, Issie came up and lay alongside him. Ned was on his back, each arm under the neck of the girl on that side who was faced in towards him, an arm over his body and it seemed they were settling in to stay that way. Ned knew once they dropped off to sleep he'd only be able to get out with a fair bit of disturbance and so decided a pit stop now was a good idea; although that wasn't his only motive.
Excusing himself, he sat up in the bed, rolled over on all fours and escaped via the head of the bed - that being the direct path to the small floor area between the bunk and the door. As he did so he was painfully aware he was displaying his wrinkled old body at its worst to the svelte young females next to him. In particular he didn't want to flash his hairy bare arse at them; merely out of what he thought was a courtesy to them.
Attending to his needs, he dealt with the real reason for his visit; to get a handful of condoms from his supply in the bathroom. He didn't know where this night was going or what was going to happen. Probably nothing he figured, but he didn't want to be caught short again.
Slipping back into the room, he subtly dumped the supply within easy reach behind the bedroom clock on the sideboard and wormed his way back into the bed between the girls.
His sleep was at best fitful. Having two naked girls pushed hard against you and a seemingly permanent erection will do that to you. Well into the night, he'd drifted off to sleep with Amy's bent leg resting lightly over his lower stomach as she slept on her side next to him, each of the girls with an arm across his chest.
He awoke to a breaking dawn to find that, while Issie had turned away from him and now had her back pushed against him, Amy's leg had been drawn down, the tip of his erection now bent over to rest on his hip and poking firmly into her upper thigh. Ned tilted his hips slightly towards her to take the pressure off his bent erection.
As he lay there, she shuffled on him, turning further in towards him, lifting her leg momentarily to bring the tip even higher on her thigh; to the point Ned was pretty sure it was poking into the crease between the top of her leg and her crotch. Ned lay there, breathing more heavily now, as he wondered if this was accidental or Amy was attempting to instigate sex with him.
Any doubt Ned had that Amy was doing a sort of creeping seduction of him disappeared when he felt her fingers slip between her legs and relocate the tip of his manhood into a warm wet void; just enough of a penetration to hold him in place. So now there was no doubt that Amy was awake or of her intentions. The question Ned had was what he should do about it.
He rolled towards her. While he tried to move his hips back as he did so, it was impossible not to deepen the penetration somewhat if he didn't want to risk her feeling rejected by his withdrawal.
In a barely audible whisper designed not to wake Issie, he asked -
"Are you wanting something?"
"Could we?"
"What about Issie waking? What if she wants some too?"
"Lucky you."
That last answer reassured Ned. In a way he felt closer and more attracted to Amy. But she was also more vulnerable. He didn't want jealously to become an issue; but nor did he want to split his crew up.
"We'd better use a condom."
Even has they spoke Ned had been reaching for one and now handed the packet to Amy, who opened it and rolled it on before almost too anxiously pushing him completely inside her as they lay side by side.
Ned considered his options given Amy's past and the fact of Issie asleep next to them. If Amy didn't start moaning too loudly, the most subtle way for them to have sex would be stay as they are - side by side. But if she achieved orgasm - which Ned wanted her to - that wasn't going to happen and Issie would be woken anyway. But more than anything, if this night wasn't going to be repeated, Ned wanted Amy to discover she could bring herself to orgasm during sex as a sort of whole of body experience. And Ned's past told him that the best way for her to do that would be to go on top.
"You go on top."
To get there they needed to create more separation from Issie, if only to give Amy somewhere for her leg; shuffling their bodies to the side in a way that made it hard to avoid thrusting deeper into Amy in the process. Then Ned rolled her on top.
"I want you to give yourself an orgasm up there. Play around with positions until you find one that works. If you can't, I'll finger you, but you've got such a wonderfully sensitive body I'm sure you can."
Amy lifted herself up on her outstretched arms. Several time she started thrusting on his manhood or rubbing herself up and down on his pubis, each time stopping and repositioning herself and then starting again. Ned waited patiently; his hands either reassuringly wrapped around her butt or playing gently and intermittently with her nipples. Her breasts dangling over his face were an enormous temptation. But while he wanted to use them to provide some starting stimulation, he wanted her to be able to know she'd had more than another nipple orgasm this time.
After a number of false starts, Amy let out a little "oooohh" and started working more vigorously on him; a movement that gave Ned a pleasant degree of thrusting and a bit of rubbing as well. It was quickly obvious to Ned she'd found the right spot. Amy seemed to have a wide range of arousal sounds and she was using them all, her breathing becoming noticeably faster.
Only then did Ned really start to play with her breasts as well, lifting his head up to take one in his mouth while playing with the other with his fingers.
With the extra stimulation Amy started working faster on him, her rapid breathing turning into a none too quiet grunting, rising in pitch and tone as she clearly started to approach her climax. As her orgasm broke she let out a little squeal and then momentarily froze in place with her jaw hanging down in a closed eyed little "O" mouth before lying down on him, pushing herself hard and deep against him and humming until it was finished. Then she burst into laughter.
"What are you laughing at?"
"How good it feels and what an idiot I make of myself in the process."
"It's not an idiot, it's delightful to see you enjoy yourself so much."
The fact was, Amy's displays had a wonderful effect on Ned and he was well aware of it. He knew he was no longer the sexual superman he might have imagined himself as being in the past. If a woman was taking too long to find her climax, he might be able to hold off his own, but that was often at the risk of a flagging erection; and sometimes a disappearing one.
He'd always known that a woman's excitement was the best prophylactic against the withering of his own. Amy's patent excitement - helped to no small extent by her youthful beauty - was giving his cock a sustainable fullness and hardness that he hadn't really felt in a long time.
It was at that moment that Issie piped up.
"Can I feel it too?"
They both turned towards her.
Once again, she was lying on her side, her head propped up by an arm. Ned was too focused on Amy to have even have been thinking about her but could only imagine she'd been watching a fair bit of the show; wondering why Amy hadn't spotted the fact she'd awoken. Or maybe she did and decided to ignore it. Without even asking Ned, Amy just rolled off him, letting his erection flop out of her and regain its normal line bisecting his lower stomach, like he was a toy being passed around.
Grinning at Amy, Issie straddled his thighs, held his erection up and without even changing condoms, brought herself down on him cowgirl style. In a way that answered one question. Ned felt an effortless penetration. Issie was significantly aroused before he'd even touched her, strongly suggesting she'd had quite a show.
Issie didn't muck about. The description 'cow girl style' was never more appropriate. Ned got ridden, and ridden hard; Issie leaning back and bouncing up and down. Ned wasn't quite sure what her point of stimulation was. Thinking she was leaning back to offer a space between her mons and his pubis for him to finger her, he went to do so, but his hand was intercepted and placed on her breast where he took the hint to play with her nipple.
Even so, Issie was taking longer too, her level of arousal being more difficult for Ned to read. He sensed he was starting to lose the full strength of his erection and he well knew that worrying about that would only exaggerate the problem. He started to think about Amy's climax, or just focus on Issie's youth, beauty and wobbling breasts to distract himself. Just in time it became clear Issie was about to go, the look on her face, rapid breathing and soft groaning all being clear indicators.
Finally she froze on him, looked skywards, clenched her thighs and breathed out a slow mournful moan as he felt her contraction pummel his manhood.
Ned was keen to finish before his arousal flagged. As soon as Issie had settled he rolled her over on her back and did his own bit of pounding to find a climax, collapsing spent down on her body afterwards.
Ned was in no hurry to finish things by getting off Issie. While his manhood retained some degree of firmness he was content to just lay there with his face into the pillow next to her head, enjoying the privileges he was being given with such young and nubile bodies. For some reason he had been given the reality of a geriatric wet dream and as far as he knew, once he got off it would be the equivalent of waking up and going back to his monastic existence. Issie extended her arm around the back of his neck seemingly reassuring him he could linger there.
But soon enough his manhood had made its own decision on the matter and was rapidly exiting Issie's body whether Ned wanted that or not. He rolled off her, reaching down to pin the condom to him as he completed the final withdrawal.



Normally Ned was an early riser, as he knew was Amy. It was past his getting up time. Academically it was all very nice to think about the possibility of staying in bed and frolicking with the girls, but the reality was he didn't know what that meant in practice. So he took the cowards way out of getting up, extracting himself the same awkward way he had the previous night. Then he sat on the bed next to Issie's shoulders, effectively getting her to roll across into the space he'd just vacated.
The fact was he just wanted to spend a few more moments perving at the beautiful naked bodies laid out below him, but he needed to find some pretext of conversation to do that. Issie helped him, bringing her head onto his lap and circling his waist with her arms, justifying a few moments of contemplative silence. Ned responding with a hand on her head, running it through her hair.
Still, the moment approach when the silence became awkward.
"Would you guys like a fry up breakfast this morning?"
They both nodded their assent. Ned lingered a bit longer, then turned to start to get up when he was interrupted by Amy.
"Ned...Would you take me into the markets and help me chose some new sexier clothes this morning?"
Her voice was hesitant. Ned winced at her use of "sexier". It made him uncomfortable; like he was trying to corrupt her. He might have said 'more flattering'. It also exposed last night's discussion to Issie. Still, that was Amy's choice on both counts.
"Yes, but do you really want to replace one guy telling you what to wear with another. In talking to you last night I wasn't trying to change you, just give you a reading of the situation. And isn't it a bit creepy having someone as old as me helping you choose clothing?"
"You won't be telling me, I'll make my own decisions. I just want a guy's guidance on what suits me. Frank sort of trained me to dress how I did because he was jealous and didn't want other guys admiring me. He used to slut shame me if I wore anything nice. It was training I forgot to leave behind when I left him. I want to break away from that and rediscover myself. To remember who I really was"
Then with a wicked grin she added...
"And I'll be calling you grandad so no one will suspect anything!"
Ned laughed at the thought, stood up and without getting dressed, went up to make breakfast where he was soon joined by the two still naked girls.
It was as they were sitting around the table that Amy dropped the bombshell.
"Ned. We want to know if we can move into your room... Or at least sleep there?"
Sitting across the table from him both girls were grinning like Cheshire cats. Ned's manhood swelled a little just from them asking the question. He'd be stupid not to say yes, but it wasn't a guilt free yes.
"That would be really nice."
He hesitated a moment before continuing.
"Maybe I'm taking this too seriously, but I value your companionship as my crew. I don't want anything to muck that up. I want you to know I'm under no illusion that I'm not too old for you. You're entitled to, I'm not sure how to put this, be distracted by more age appropriate young studs."
Ned was fumbling for a way of expressing himself.
"Look, the bottom line is, I know this doesn't mean I own you; or really I should say that you're committed to me. I'm not going to be looking for entertainment elsewhere - if you get my drift - but that doesn't mean you can't. All I've really asked for is that you don't suddenly jump ship and leave me stranded; although even there I know you can be seduced away in the right circumstances."
The girls were starting to giggle at the way Ned was getting flustered. Issie rescued him.
"We get it Ned. We're allowed to have sleepovers. Don't overthink it. You've looked after us - better than any other guy ever has. That counts for something, even if just for the time being. Don't think us girls haven't admired your body and talked about it from time to time just because it's a bit old and saggy in places."
Then she added with a wink -
"We have needs too. We're just using you for sex until someone better comes along."
Ned had one other thing he wanted to clear up.
"Don't you girls mind the whole 'me too' process when there's two of you. Should we deal with that any other way?"
Again the girls giggled.
"You're overthinking it again Ned. We're not going to draw up some weekly sex schedule if that's what you mean. If one of us wants to take you the other can make up her own mind of whether she wants a turn too or just to roll over and ignore you both."
"I'm not the young guy I once was. What if I don't have the stamina to satisfy you both every time you ask?"
"You've got some pretty handy fingers. I'm sure they don't go floppy, so there's always an answer."
By now Ned's erection was touching the bottom of the table, not helped by the way the girls' breasts had be wobbling as the giggled and carried on in response to his fumbling words. He was glad that, sitting opposite, they couldn't see it.
Later that morning the three of them hit the markets. It turned out Issie was the one pushing Amy to always go briefer and more showy in her clothing selections; tiny little triangle bikinis, brief clingy shorts and deeply plunging tight fitting t shirts. Ned mostly just nodded his agreement when Amy flaunted herself out of the change room and asked him in front of a shop fully of people "Is this sexy enough grandad?" Generally his only contribution was to suggest stuff with a less fussy pattern than Issie went for; because it suited Amy's complexion better.
Once Ned even suggested a bikini went too far - since he thought it crossed the line from being sexy to overtly sexual - although he didn't know how to say that to Amy. He settled for simply saying maybe it was "too brief"; although with Issie's encouragement she bought it anyway.
As Amy exited the shop she dumped the box clothing she'd worn into town in the first bin she passed. Ned figured it was going to be an interesting trip ahead of them.
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Pacific 2
This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" story; although you shouldn't need to have read that to enjoy this. As I said before, the story was inspired by actual platonic relationships I observed in operation in similar circumstances. You can decide the likelihood of such a mismatched age relationship developing this way. I've had mixed comments on the point made in relation to my last story
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew -- nubile girls in their late 20's.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind; although maybe this time I'm equally indebted to the two (or was that three) bottles of red wine that loosened lips a bit more than normal.
*****
The walk back to the foreshore after taking Amy and Issie on the shopping trip had been a treat for Ned.
Issie was her usual self, dressed in a tiny pair of shorts and plunging t shirt. But Amy was transformed. Gone was the clothing that made her torso and upper legs nothing more than an amorphous box shape.
Now all she had on was a flattering pair of shorts -- more closely fitted than Issie's but no more generous with its material -- and an equally tiny string tie bikini top. As the girls walked ahead of Ned chatting away he had a completely compelling vista of their arses; perfectly formed, brilliantly framed by their shorts. He could swear Amy was wiggling hers in a way he'd never seen before.
Was she flirting with him or putting herself on public display to get the attention of the abundance of young males floating about the town? If it was the latter, it was working. Many of them, oblivious to Ned's role in their life, greeted the girls as they walked by -- a few even making suggestions ranging from the lewd to the merely suggestive.
Amy seemed to lap it up; at one stage turning around to Ned and winking at him. Still, none of the guys succeeded in stopping them. They may have returned the greetings, even chatted to the guys that turned around and walked alongside trying to divert them from wherever they were going -- or just get some contact details. But as far as Ned could tell from a few steps behind, neither of them had yet arranged a "sleepover" (as Issie had so bluntly put it this morning) nor arranged a rendezvous with them later.
Half way back to the shore, Issie diverted off to get her hair done as previously arranged. They'd bought the yacht's second mini pram tender ashore with them for her to row herself back out to the yacht later. That just left Amy and Ned returning directly to the yacht; Amy's new bikini top allowing her breasts to bounce impressively and teasingly close to falling out as they motored the inflatable across the lagoon to the yacht.
Almost as soon as they got to the yacht, and without going any further than the open cockpit, and unashamedly in front of Ned, Amy changed into the new bikini bottom that matched the top she was already wearing and dove into the water for a swim. Ned stripped down to the racing brief swimwear he was already wearing under his shorts and quickly followed.
Amy emerged first, Ned following her up the ladder, unable as he did so to resist a good look at her finely sculptured butt, the wet material clinging to it as the waist band sagged enough to reveal a generous length of bum crack.
When Amy pulled her pants up tightly on her body and dried herself off, it seemed to Ned like she was almost flaunting herself at him as they chatted through the drying process. As if bending over forward to droop her breasts across his vision and rubbing her breasts with her towel while tightening up their already tiny covering and repositioning it, almost to the point her prominently raised nipples were exposed, wasn't enough. She then turned around and lifted a leg onto the cockpit seat as she bent down to dry her feet, wiggling her bum in his face as she vigorously dried them.
Then without feel the need to explain herself, Amy laid her towel down across the cabin roof just in front of the companionway and lay face up on it to let the sun complete the drying process. Ned had work to do. Folding his towel up to make a padded seat that would soak the residual wetness out of his swimmers, he set about splicing up a couple of new anchor snubbing lines for the boat.
Ned was usually a breast man. He just found something about a nice display of a female breast -- especially one half falling out of a bikini top -- particularly compelling. Amy's bouncing around on the trip back to the yacht had driven him half to distraction.
Any number of naked or partly naked woman had sunned themselves exactly where Amy was now and it was almost always their breasts that had drawn Ned's eyes.
But as Amy lay there curved across the top of the cabin, it wasn't her breast display that Ned found difficult to pull his eyes away from; stunning though it was. Even in her pervious granny style bikini it had been obvious to Ned that Amy had a stunningly flat stomach driven by a fit strong core.
A bit like Ned -- but more so -- Amy seemed to be of that genome that can eat what they want and still stay slender; helped no doubt by her natural inclination to participate in strenuous activities. Her body was toned and muscular in a very feminine way.
In the slim black bikini bottom she had on today, lying flat on her back, what attracted Ned's almost obsessive attention was her mons. Neither too pronounced nor too small; neither bulging nor recessive; it was just perfect, a real mons venus, as the front of it formed a continuous straight line down from her stomach, sensuously curving over each side for her naked flesh to emerge from its narrow, filmy bikini covering to merge with her thighs.
Where the straight line ended, it curved sharply into her crotch. Ned knew from a trip forward to measure the existing lines that the narrow strip of finely woven, tautly stretched material that covered her crotch was bisected by a pronounced crease; distractingly highlighting the presence of her womanhood within.
From where he now sat in the cockpit trying to concentrate on splicing the rope, Ned could see the bikini bridged across her hips, the bright sunlight penetrating the material enough to light up the space within; leaving little to the imagination.
Amy's skin had always struck Ned as being flawless. The combination of her Mediterranean ancestry and sunless English upbringing had given her a perfect light golden complexion unbroken by freckles, wrinkles or, as far as Ned could tell, any imperfection at all. Now it was laid out in front of him, glowing from the tip of her feet to where her hat covered her face; the latter offering Ned the chance to perve to his heart's content without fear of being caught. Below her hat, her sun bleached honey blonde hair cascaded across the deck.
But always his eyes came back to her mons.
Normally perving at a girl gave Ned the sort of thing he'd described to Amy the night before; a hormonal surge that made him want to talk to the girl -- to chat her up. If it was appropriate, it even gave him the courage to do so; although the fine art of being a guy was correctly deciding if it was appropriate even under the influence of that hormonal surge.
It disturbed Ned that Amy's mons wasn't having that effect on him at all. All it did was make him think of sex; sex with her; nothing more, nothing less. It was like her mons was a lug on a jigsaw piece, just waiting to be fitted into the space between his erection and his torso. It gave him an aching desire to mount her, missionary style, to fit the pieces together.
He wasn't pleased about the effect. It made him feel dirty and naughty. Yes, had the girl lying there been his now departed wife or one of the women of more appropriate age who'd he'd had a fling with during the course of his cruising, he might have gone up, offered her a hand, and led her below for a good fucking. But even though Amy and Issie had just that morning expressed their intention to spend their nights in Ned's bunk, it didn't seem right to do that with Amy. With the age difference, he felt the girls needed to be the instigators of sex. For him to do so just made him feel dirty.
While he might not have been pleased about it, that hadn't stopped his manhood from reflecting his desires. It had grown in his pants to the point it was uncomfortably constrained by the still damp material and pointing in the wrong direction. Ned had needed to stand up and stretch the material out to let it finish growing vertically; glad that Amy's hat had protected her vision from such a blatantly sexual action.
Now it had stretched the material of his swimwear well over the waistband. When he looked down he could see the outline of the bell clearly imprinted on the taut material, fluid seeping through the tip. It was full and hard and aching to be used; in a way that, until the girls had come on to him last night, he had not really known for years.
Despite the distraction and the slowing of the progress of the job that caused, he eventually finished the snubbing lines and got up to take them forward to be fitted to the anchor. He checked to see Amy's hat still completely covered her eyes, since it was impossible to move past her without giving her a full embarrassing profile of his rampant manhood. Completely still, he could only assume she was asleep.
As he moved past her feet, his eyes were drawn to the vista between her comfortably spread legs. Whereas before there had been a single crease running through the swimmer bottoms where they covered her crotch, now there were two pronounced lines, joined by a hollow in the material. He was sure those lines pushed out further than the previous crease had.
Was she aroused? Was she just enjoying the feeling of the sun warming her pussy? Was she having some sort of erotic dream? None of those thoughts did anything to settle Ned's desire, nor his rampant manhood.
Still, he had a job to do. Moving to the bow, he pulled the anchor in with the electric winch; fiddling with it progressively so that the old snubbing lines could be freed to be replaced with the new ones.
He was nearly finished when he felt the palm of a hand on his back, quickly followed by another coming around his waist and circling his hardened manhood.
"Hey grandad, won't you get a hernia carrying this around? Shouldn't we do something to cure it?"
The sound of the anchor winch had drowned out whatever feint noise Amy's bare feet had made on the deck as she approached. An indescribable flood of pleasure washed through his cock, causing it to surge in her hand. Still squatting where he was working, he turned toward the voice and found her face close to his. Instantly her spare hand was around the back of his head as she pressed her lips against his; penetrating his mouth.
"Let's slip below and fix this up."
With that Amy stood back up, pulling Ned upright too; if not by the balls then certainly by what grew out of them. Then turning aft, she sashayed along the side deck, clearly wiggling her butt for Ned's pleasure. Climbing below she walked into Ned's stateroom and turned to face him.
There's some advantage to being the owner of a 48 foot long keeled cruising yacht. The owner's stateroom he'd claimed for himself was no tiny cabin. In a yacht, the size of bed depends on the size of the cabin it fits in, not on some industry standard. Ned's was something bigger than a queen size, with a narrow walkway two thirds the length of one side before tapering to nothing and a moderately sized open space for changing and moving about at the head of the bed.
Compared to the amidships double tiered bunk cabin the girls shared, it was luxury; especially since he had full headroom for two thirds the length of the bunk.
Now Amy waited in that open space, embracing him as he walked in the cabin. Almost immediately she pulled the drawstring on his swimmers, peeling them off and over the top of his erection and down his legs, while Ned took the hint and pulled the strings on her bikini top. As soon as Amy stood up again, Ned lost no time in dropping to his knees to take down her pants
There it was. Right in front of his eyes; her mons. He couldn't help himself. His eyes bathed in pleasure as he ran two fingers across the silky smooth surface of her bikini bottoms, then down each leg hem and finally across the narrow strip of the crutch before pushing the soft material into her crease; creating a deep fold. He brought his lips to it, taking as much of the curve of it into his mouth as his jaw could stretch to accommodate, running his tongue through the crease to illicit a moan out of Amy.
It was the surging of his manhood that brought him back to the moment. The lug in the jigsaw piece had found its match and it was anxious to be fitted. He dropped her pants to the floor and stood back up to find Amy with a condom ready in hand to roll on.
In moments they found themselves lying side by side on the bunk, Amy quickly bringing Ned's manhood into the warm moist void of her body. Instinctively Ned rolled her on top, but just as quickly Amy rolled back off him, making it clear she wanted him on top.
"This time I want you to pound me. Issie got your seed last time; this time it's all mine."
"After what you told me about Frank, I'm not sure pounding is a word I like to use."
"You know what I mean. I want to feel you come inside me this time and you seem to like doing that on top."
The fact was that Amy had read him like a book on his preferred finishing position. She was also offering what his cock had ached for while she displayed her mons so seductively on the cabin top, even if her body's warm embrace of it now had reduced his sole minded earlier focus. Still, Ned wasn't without conscience.
"What about you?"
"I'm sure you'll see me through one way or another."
It was tempting. Just mount her and go for it. But it wasn't Ned's way.
"Just a sec."
With that, Ned withdrew, kneeling on the bed as he slipped a couple of pillows under Amy's hips as she lay on her back. Then he lay back on top of her, effortlessly reimmersing his manhood in her warm void.
With Ned taking as much of his weight as he could on his folded under knees, for a while they lay there, one upon the other, kissing and nuzzling. Ned felt he was in heaven; Amy's soft, nubile, ever so feminine body under him, his manhood tightly embraced all the way up in the most wondrous warmth and wetness, uncontrollably surging with pleasure, Amy's hard nipples pushed into his chest where it lay on her firm breasts. As he brushed his nose across her cheek he felt the perfection of her flawless skin, took in the glorious scent of her body; a scent of youth and sexuality.
Her tongue pushed itself into his mouth, ran across his teeth and then penetrated into the depth of his throat as Amy pushed her body harder against his. Ned was content; in no hurry. But Amy was growing anxious and impatient, her breathing becoming faster. As Ned fingers played with a nipple, Amy started thrusting her mons repeatedly up hard against Ned's pubis.
Ned took the hint, withdrawing enough to come back into her with a slow hard thrust. Amy responded by squirming under him.
This girl was so turned on, so responsive to her erogenous zones, Ned was determined to really make things happen. He withdrew until just the tip of his manhood was still inside her, dropped his hips so that the return thrust was delivered in an upward direction into her raised body and pushed hard; raking the tip of his manhood down the front wall of her vagina. Amy moaned and squirmed under him, tightening herself around his shaft. He repeated the action, each time a little faster, learning to judge his withdrawal so he didn't pull completely out; every time Amy rewarding him with the evidence of her pleasure.
Contorting his body into a single arch from his dropped hips to his neck, Ned brought his face down to her right breast, licked it and sucked her nipple into his mouth just as he delivered another thrust. Putting a hand around his head to hold him there, Amy lifted her whole body against his, signalling her increasing excitement by her steady moans becoming a stream of more urgent short groans.
Ned had the rhythm now. He delivered his upward thrusts at a steady regular pace, all the while swirling her nipple around his mouth with his tongue. Fingering her last night had revealed so much about Amy's sexual responsiveness and now he was using that information to pleasure everything at once. Under him, it was as if Amy was beside herself, squirming and writhing in pleasure, rolling her head from side to side as she vocalised using, almost randomly, the full range of sounds she'd displayed last might.
When her climax came, it was like an explosion. She screamed and threw her whole body up at Ned's seemingly lifting him off the bunk, random noises coalescing into ..
"Oh, my god, oh my god, Ned, aaarrr, oh god yes, yes, oh Ned; pound me, pound me, oh god, oh yes... Ned just pound me..."
The contractions he could feel against his shaft left him in no doubt it was all real.
Normally Ned would wait until the girl's completely finished her climax before seeking his own release, but it was clear Amy was looking for something different even as her climax seemed to go on for ever. Ned reversed the arch of his body; flattening out his hips and lifting himself up on outstretched arms, delivering a long deep thrust that finished with his pubis pushed firmly against her mons.
Ned liked the on top position for his own finish, but even after the girl had climaxed, he still liked to try and pleasure her. At the top of each thrust he tried to duplicate the sort of pubis against mons mushing that many women seemed to use in the on top position to stimulate themselves. It detracted nothing form his own pleasure -- often even felt good in that it produced a really deep penetration. Most of the time he didn't really know whether it was working or not and in any case he climaxed before the girl had another orgasm. Other times it worked a treat.
This was one of those other times.
Amy had been still writhing from her climax when Ned delivered the first deep thrust and mush. It had just seemed to Ned like that climax was going on forever, but with Amy's hands pulling his bum cheeks firmly up, it was obvious she wanted him to start.
Her first reaction to the contact had been such a sharp intake of breath that Ned was concerned it had hurt her. But that was immediately followed by her lifting her hips, and as she held him into her with those same hands on his bum, grinding her mons against him as she closed her eyes and groaned again. It was a momentary reaction that barely disturbed his rhythm, but it gave Ned the message he was doing it right and the motivation to continue.
As he looked down from his outstretched arms, Ned was in no doubt why this was his favourite position. Laid out under him was Amy's perfect youthful body. Her beautiful breasts --capped by those flawless, glowing bronze, and now very aroused nipples -- wobbled as she almost rag dolled under his thrusting. If he bent his head down, he could look down between their bodies; following the line of her slender hips, over the irresistible sexuality of her mons Venus, and see the base of his shaft pull out from her before their bodies again merged completely.
Amy's face was a picture of sexual arousal and pleasure; eyes closed, her soft mouth forming a circle around her increasingly louder and more desperate groans. Her head lolled periodically from side to side. And then she would open her eyes, look up at him and flash him a momentary smile before the next thrust would drive her back into her closed eyed ecstasy.



Ned's own excitement was rising and with it, his own grunting. He'd had three previous climaxes in the last 24 hours. This fourth would be a new lifetime record for him. More importantly it gave him an ability to savour the moment; extend it and bask in its full sexual pleasure.
But Amy sensed that Ned might be coming to the point of no return.
Her hands were like hydraulic pistons, pulling him into to her and then releasing him for another thrust; each time her hips would rise to meet him, squirm her mons against him and then drop for a repeat performance. In an almost desperate pleading voice, she started moaning as she pushed her head back into the bunk cushion...
"Hold on Ned, not yet...more, give me more...oh, keep going, oh...this is beautiful, so beautiful...don't stop, keep going...not yet Ned, nearly there..."
Until her voice changed to a higher pitch and a different message...
"Oh shit, oh fuck, oh shit...ohhhhh...shit...ohhhhhh...OHHHHHH...OOOHHHHH."
At the same time, the hands driving his butt told him to deliver faster, harder more purposeful thrusts into her upthrust womanhood. It was more than Ned could take. With a prolonged grunt no softer than Amy's own near screaming, he came, unable to control an urge to deliver a powerful thrust deep into her body -- as if nature was demanding he deliver his seed directly into her womb.
Even though Amy's was bucking under him, trying to grind her mons against him, Ned couldn't help himself, his body demanding another withdrawal and deep thrust; holding it there as his body was washed through by another wave of pleasure.
He felt an irresistible urge to drop down onto Amy and embrace her whole body. Amy grabbed him around his neck in an almost suffocating hold while still she writhed under him in ongoing pleasure, her mons still pushed hard against him. Ned's own orgasm was not yet through and, as Amy held him, his whole body shuddered with many intensely pleasurable mini climaxes as if every drop of seed was being wrung from his balls.
Finally, Ned was spent and done, collapsed down on her. But still Amy was writhing against him, softly groaning, contracting her womanhood around his still firm shaft. Then she fell silent, her body relaxing under him even though her arms still crushed his neck.
For a moment they didn't move or speak. Then Amy started giggling. The giggling turned to laughter as her whole body started shaking under him. He could even feel it against the cock that still filled her womanhood.
"What are you laughing at?"
"Just what a crazy woman I am when you start doing that to me."
"So you're not playing it up?"
"Hardly. I'm way too reserved for that. I just sort of lose control."
"I just don't get it. You're really responsive. How come Frank didn't hit those spots?"
"He never tried. I don't know what you do at the top of each thrust, but Frank never did anything like that. I didn't even get to find out I could push against him. He just sort of banged away. Anyhow, it always felt it was just a little bit violent and rushed; not that it hurt all that much, just not like an act of love. So I suppose I never really turned on for him like you get me to."
Ned could have stayed where he was forever; it flooded his senses with pleasure. But his manhood was shrinking and both he and Amy were bathed in sweat; the confines of a yacht cabin in the tropical air of Papeete hardly being the best place for the sort of vigorous workout they'd just done.
As Ned rolled off her he asked...
"Do you want to jump in the water to cool off?"
"Yea. Do we need to get dressed?"
"The lagoon's fairly crowded and the French police can be a bit unpredictable. Probably at least swimmer bottoms are an idea."
As they came up on deck they found Issie sitting on the cockpit floor, knees up, legs spread and both the top and bottom of the bikini she was wearing somewhat askew. The shorts and t shirt she had been wearing earlier were lying untidily nearby. Her left nipple was standing proud within her bikini top and the crotch of her bottom showed a damp stain.
She smiled sheepishly at them
"Do you know how loud you guys were? The hatches and windows are open and I had people looking out from all the adjoining yachts to see what was happening -- as if they didn't know. I had to hide down here so I wasn't stuck looking back at them."
"Sorry. We're just about to have a jump in the water. Want to join us?"
Issie stood up, casting aside her bikini top to match Amy. One at a time they dove into the tepid water; swimming a short distance out from the yacht before coming back to the boarding ladder. As Ned trod water near the stern, Amy got out first and disappeared into the cockpit.
Ned waited with one hand supporting himself next to the ladder as Issie approached, thinking she too would get out; mainly motived by a gentlemanly, women first, attitude, partly by the joy of following an attractive woman in wet swimmer bottoms up a ladder. Instead Issie stopped at the ladder, held onto the opposite side from Ned and extended her legs towards him until they had his left leg wrapped up, her crotch resting high on his thigh.
"Do you like the way that Amy's a screamer?"
"Screamer is a bit much. But yes, her making it clear she's so aroused in a massive turn on."
"I was a screamer. But four years of having sex mainly on small crowded boats made me learn to do it quietly. Is it going to cause you problems if I let rip again?"
"What sort of problems?"
"I don't know. Attracting attention from other yachts. You or Amy just thinking I'm copying her. Anything really."
Ned replied with a wink.
"I'll be interested to see if you mean full on screamer or just a loud moaner." He shrugged his shoulders as he added... "As long as we're out of public sight, why would it?"
Issie had been edging closer to Ned, her breast now jiggling against his chest with the rise and fall of waves passing them even as her crotch rubbed up and down on his thigh. Her hand bridged the narrow gap between their bodies, took Ned's spare hand in it and led it to the waist band of her bikini bottoms.
"Do you know what it did to me listening to you two go at it hammer and tongs like that? I figured you deserved a private session now and then but it didn't stop me peeking down the hatch and masturbating to the sounds you were making. You nearly caught me with my hands down my pants when you came topside. Remember what I said about fingers? Would you?"
Suddenly there was no space between their bodies as Issie drifted into full contact with Ned. There was no longer any subtlety about the rubbing of her crotch on his thigh and while Ned had slipped his fingers inside her pants, any direct intimate contact was blocked by his thigh.
Untangling their leg knot, Issie swung around, placing her back against the ladder, a hand holding onto each of the vertical sides at about the height of her head, lifting her body a little higher than its natural float position; intermittently lifting her breasts out of the water. For all the world, it looked as though she's been tied there. Ned took the hint and turned to cover her, his hand dipping deeper into her pants where he found she was already highly aroused.
Ned quickly found Issie responded must faster than she did the previous night. It almost seemed as though she was ready to really let herself go and get into it. She was also communicating her state of arousal more obviously, moving from heavy breathing to moaning; more so as Ned started bending down to suck her nipples as they emerged from the water -- often following them back under until he needed to come up for breath.
Issie's moaning had an encouraging effect on Ned which somehow -- whether by making him more enthusiastic or whatever -- fed back into the effect he was having on Issie.
Issie moaned out...
"Ned, rub my g spot."
Until now Ned had been working only on her bud and nipples. As he had done for Amy, he stuck a finger deep inside her and slowly raked the front wall of her womanhood. With his finger still two thirds in, on the first pass, she grunted and moaned out, "There!"
Immediately Ned started raking the same spot more firmly, inserting a second finger to apply more pressure; using his thumb to keep circling her bud. Issie threw back her head and let out a long lowing moan of pure pleasure, which increased in volume and tempo as he kept it up. She began jiggling her hips in sync with his raking, throwing the hips at him periodically as if begging for more.
Suddenly, as if she'd choked, it seemed to Ned as if she'd stopped breathing mid-moan. Instantly she let go of one of the ladder rails and brought her hand down to hold Ned's fingers deep within her as her thighs crushed his hands as they tensed up. Throwing her head forward again until her face was nearly in the water, her whole body tensed and she grunted; once, again and a third time as Ned felt his hand flooded by warm liquid. She'd squirted.
Ned had never experienced that before.
It took Issie a moment to recover her composure; leaving her breathing heavily into the surface of the water, before she could either lift her head and smile at Ned or release his hand from its crushing grip.
Issie had been playing with Ned's manhood through it all; stroking it with her upper thigh. For most of the time it had stayed flaccid; not for want of her pleasuring of it, but simply the reality of the refractory period of a mature age male. But eventually she'd teased another erection out of it. Captured in his swimmers it had grown outwards more than upwards, something she'd encouraged by trapping it under her thigh and forcing it up between her legs to the point that, while Ned had been fingering her, the back of his hand had been rubbing on it.
Now Ned had brought her to a climax, the hand that had held his inside her body during her climax grabbed the swimmer sheathed projection in all its hardness and jabbed it into the crease running through the crotch of her bikini bottoms; letting out a gentle moan as she rubbed herself back and forwards on it.
"Damn it Ned, I want you in me. I've never been fucked hanging off the back of a boat and this was my best chance. I know we're all being sensible given our histories, but we're going to have to get past this condom phase. Can't we all get tested or something and prove we don't need them before we leave here?"
"What about the sleepovers you were planning?"
"Yes, well, I didn't really mean it. I don't want to get serious with some wandering wastrel. All the boat hands around here have egos bigger than their cocks and brains smaller than their cocks. All I want is some good sex and you're not doing too bad a job at that. I think I'll keep you for a while. At least long enough to justify some tests anyway.
But I'm going to want first go at you occasionally. I've got no hang-ups about sharing you with Amy and she's a good friend but, just like she did today, I'm going to be looking to get you alone occasionally.
Come to think of it, maybe we need a sex schedule after all, or maybe we just need to send Amy ashore for provisions sometimes."
"I know she's had the best of it so far. You know there were special circumstances don't you?"
"Yes, I overheard it all, and I understand. And frankly, the way she carries on during sex I'm not surprised you'd get keen on having her. Just listening to it - let alone watching it -- gets me so hot I'd fuck her myself if I had a strap on. It's all cool and I'm really happy about how things have suddenly developed; I'm just going to be looking to ambush you myself."
"Well, we can raise the questions of tests with Amy. I'm sure you can get them here in Papeete somewhere. For some of the things don't you have to abstained from unprotected sex for 6 months though?"
"Yea, but I know you haven't got up to anything for 8 months since that busty platinum haired tart left the boat and Amy hasn't had sex since she broke up with Frank two years ago. I haven't had any sex at all for 5 ½ months and nothing unprotected since I had a drunken interlude 10 months ago. I know Amy and I have helped you pick crews, but Adam turned out to be an unfuckable jerk and Jeff turned out to be gay. You've been running a bloody monastery for the last five months. No wonder we're at it like rabbits now the drought has broken. So the time period shouldn't be an issue."
All the time they'd been talking, Amy had been continuing to rub herself on the cock between her legs. Suddenly she burst out with...
"Fuck it Ned. Wait here."
Instantly Ned had a view of the back of her bikini bottoms half dragged down and exposing her butt as she hastily climbed the ladder and disappeared topsides. Moments later she reappeared on the gunwale above him and dove almost vertically down into the water alongside him; disappearing into the depths in a rising stream of bubbles. Ned had noticed in the moment before she dove that she hadn't pulled her bikini bottoms back up after getting out. Now he found them floating on the surface where she'd entered the water.
Still holding onto the ladder with one hand, Ned reached out for them and flipped them up onto the swim platform; wondering what Issie was up to.
The next moment he felt her release the waist tie on his swimwear and pull his erection out of his swimmers. As a stream of bubbles rose up along his chest before popping on the surface under his face, he felt Issie sheathing him in a condom. Then her head emerged out of the water and Ned barely sensed her taking a deep breath before her face was pushed against his, her tongue penetrating his mouth.
Under the water, her hand was wrapped around Ned's manhood, bending it out to meet her crotch as she angled it in towards him. Ned felt it make contact with the flesh of her crease, before she relocated it to deeper between her legs. Suddenly the tip of his manhood was surrounded by warmth. Issie bounced up and down on it a couple of times and almost effortlessly Ned found himself fully penetrated within her.
Ned's was not really sure what Issie wanted him to do. With at least one hand always required just to hold onto the ladder, there was a limit to the angles and positions that could be brought into play; especially if satisfying her was a top priority. Issie answered the unspoken question by backing him up against the ladder, in the reverse of the position they were in earlier.
Holding onto the ladder facing Ned, Issie pushed him hard back against it as she in turn pressed herself against him. Bearing down on him at the same time, she had Ned penetrated as far as he thought was humanly possible. Instead of thrusting, it seemed to Ned like she was circling; grinding herself against him as she rapidly contracted and released her pelvic floor muscles on his hardness.
For him it was sort of like an easy ride. Nice, arousing as any such complete intimacy would be with her youthful beauty, but not exhausting or likely to drive him to an early erection collapse. Still, initially Ned wondered if it was getting anywhere; a question soon answered as Issie closed her eyes and started humming. The hum soon turned into a sequence of circle mouthed "oouu's", extending to "ooooouuuu's" and then to "arrrr's" as she clearly became progressively more excited finally nearly crushing him against the ladder as she came.
Then grinning at him like a Cheshire cat who's got the cream (to very deliberately mix metaphors to make the point), she bounced up and down on him until she brought Ned to a climax too.
Kissing him on the lips, she simply told him...
"You're a great fuck for your age Ned."
Then, as Ned still held onto the ladder, Issie climbed it; wrapping her feet around him to access the rungs, brushing her naked crotch across his face as she went. Once on the swim platform, she turned back and grinning down at him asked...
"Do you need a hand, or can you get up by yourself?"
It wasn't an entirely silly question and he knew Issie was deliberately teasing him on it. There had been moments in the last 24 hours that Ned had wondered if these new relationship terms with the girls weren't going to kill him.
Issie was right. The breaking of the sex drought had unleashed something in the girls. They did seem to want to go at it like rabbits; and there were two of them to one, not as young as he once was, him. Last night the idea of sharing his sleeping quarters with the girls seemed like a wet dream. Now the dream result would just be a good night's exhausted sleep. Still, he knew that thought would only last as long as it took him to grow another boner.
Wearily he climbed the ladder. There he found Issie sitting in the cockpit and Amy once again sprawled across the cabin top with her cap covering her face -- her mons again distractingly on display.
Issie looked up and simply commented...
"Glad you could make it. What about I make you a nice refreshing pot of afternoon tea."
At this stage, Amy's face suddenly emerged from under her hat and she winked at Ned.
"I hope you two had a nice swim. By the way, yes I'll take the test, no Issie's not allowed to buy a strap-on and yes I'd like a cup of tea too. Oh, and I'll do the next grocery run ashore."
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On the second night of their new sleeping arrangements on the yacht, the girls settled down either side of Ned without making any more sexual demands on him. Each just cuddled into him and kissed him goodnight; full length kisses against their naked bodies that left his erection weeping pre-cum into their stomachs.
Ned was relieved. The five climaxes they'd given him in the previous 24 hours was by far and away a new lifetime record for him. He wasn't complaining. It had all been wonderful. But he wasn't sure he was up for more just yet.
In the tropical air of Papeete the top hatch and both the side windows of Ned's cabin - one into the cockpit, the other facing the side deck - were fully open, mosquito screens in place. But even so there hadn't been enough air flow to cool the three bodies in the room, so Ned had turned on the fan; directing its flow across their bodies; bedsheets thrown off and otherwise completely naked.
As the girls seemed to drift off to sleep Ned found himself still awake. He never could sleep on his back; he'd snore like a buzzsaw and choke with his mild sleep apnoea. That meant he spent his nights on his side; turning from time to time as parts of his body complained about a lack of blood flow or otherwise about taking the weight for too long.
Now whichever way he turned he had a naked young woman laid out next to him.
Amy was on his left; closed into the bunk between Ned and the cockpit moulding that formed that side of his cabin. Seemingly asleep on her back, Ned had a perfect vista of her body as he lay, eyes open, beside her.
Physically she represented something close to Ned's idea of female physical perfection. Her gentle, kind face and cascade of honey, sun bleached hair capped a genetically slim body covered in absolutely flawless, lightly olive skin. The breasts that rose perkily up from her chest struck him as being just right for her figure. Probably a generous b cup as far as he could tell, they gave her a wondrously feminine figure without looking distorted or unnatural.
Upon them perched the most beautiful nipples Ned had ever thought he'd seen. The diameter of the areola and nipple was larger relative to her breasts than he considered normal. That wasn't always a good thing; usually not. In his very limited experience, large nipples often had excessively dark or uneven pigmentation and rough surfaces. Not Amy's. The areola and nipple were a uniform golden brown colour, about four shades darker than her skin. Even raised, as they were by the fan blowing across them, their surface was as finely sculptured as the rest of her body; only as much texturing as was necessary for them to perform their proper function.
As he scanned down her body his eyes crossed the table top flat surface of her stomach, loitered momentarily on the purity of her navel before progressing to her mons, framed as it was by the corners of her hip bone which rose seductively up either side of it. Even from this acute angle, even in its complete nakedness without the bikini bottoms that had teasingly covered it during the day, the mere sight of it drove Ned to a distracted frustration.
Nearly 30, Amy still often had to show ID to prove she was over 18 to get into bars and pubs. Even then, in poor light, she was sometimes challenged for the ID being fake. Lying relaxed and asleep as she was only compounded the effect. She looked every bit of 10 years younger than she was; probably more than that if Ned was being honest with himself. But an acknowledgement of that would drive her apparent age below a number Ned's already stretched conscience could deal with.
The one salvation was her mons. It was the goldilocks of mons's; neither too large nor too small. It dangled in front of him the reality of the ripeness and maturity of her womanhood, presenting a sharp, well defined turn into the playground of her crotch. Sometime during the day Amy had shaved the sparse pubic hair that covered it down to a thin landing strip to better accommodate the smallness of her new bikinis. Now that landing strip just seemed like a pointer; a sign inviting his attention to what lay below.
Until last night he thought he had known Amy. Self-assured, determined, resilient, physically brave and active but never the less shy by nature and reserved about displaying her physical self. Then his view of her had been blown up. Suddenly he'd uncovered vulnerabilities at the same time she'd cast off much of her previous reticence and shyness about how she presented herself to the world.
He'd liked and had grown fond of the old Amy in the eleven months they'd spent together at sea; probably liked the new one even more. But the change had left him cautious in his approach to her; unwilling to take any risks about exploiting or aggravating her vulnerabilities until he understood them better. More than anything else he felt a fond protectiveness towards her. It was why she had to be the one to instigate sexual encounters even as her body drove him crazy in frustration.
Ned drifted off to an aroused sleep; waking sometime later to an arm complaining about a lack of blood flow. Amy was still laid out on her back next to him.
He shuffled the arm, repositioning it to take less weight. It seemed Amy must have been drowsing too, because the hand that lay under the projection of Ned's hardened manhood shuffled, came into contact with it and wrapped its slender fingers sensuously around it. Ned had neither the time nor the will power to suppress the prolonged pleasurable surge that induced in it.
But Amy's hand stayed still. She didn't jerk it, nor did Ned thrust into it. It suited Ned to treat it as a mere embrace, not an invitation.
Sure, if in some parallel universe he'd been able, without obligation, consideration or conscience, to jump aboard and plunge into her for a relieving quickie, he might have been quite happy to. But that wasn't his universe. If something started he'd need to bring two women to their climaxes before taking his own. Most of the time that would be a dream; but right now, after the last 24 hours, that wasn't what Ned wanted or needed.
Instead he merely reciprocated by putting his arm across her lower chest where his forearm brushed against the breast nearest him while his hand covered the lower half of the orb of the furthest one; being careful not to touch up her nipple.
For maybe 15 minutes they lay like that until Amy's hand slid gently off it back to its resting place on the bunk cushion. Ned stroked his hand lightly in an arc across her stomach as he withdrew his own, surrendering to the need to roll over to relieve the complaints of his lower arm.
There he found Issie, asleep on her side facing him.
In any other company, maybe even for any other man, Issie too would be an outstanding beauty; probably the outstanding beauty. It was really only Ned's genotype preference that changed the picture.
Built on a broader frame than Amy, she shared with Amy the olive skin of her ancestry, although Issie's was more lived in; freckle faced and not as perfect in the body. Issie's body also shared an impressive natural fitness and core strength that came from her active lifestyle. Her breasts had the large base diameter that matched her frame, but their projection was less than might have been expected to fully balance her figure.
If Amy's face might be described as cute, Issie's was undeniably sultry. There was something about it that oozed sexuality in a way that perfectly matched her personality; challenging, dinner plate sized eyes and a strong confident jaw line. There was no doubt Issie went through life confidently flaunting herself. As Ned cast back to the episode that had started the new definition of his relationship with these two women, he reflected that Amy was always destined to be the ignored one as they walked through Papeete. Issie just seemed to be able to have men dangling along behind her without even trying and equally able to cast them off with the wave of her hand without repercussions.
Her confidence morphed into other aspects of her life. There were times Ned wondered who was really in control of the yacht; Issie never being frightened to make her view on matters clear. It was not in a bossy or unreasonable way, just in a way that almost inevitable meant her view was followed. The whole episode Ned and she had shared off the transom of the boat during the day had said it all; even down to demanding they all get tested for STI's so they can forego condoms.
It amused him that during their time together she had picked up many aspects of the Australian vernacular, and something of their national self-depreciating sense of humour, and now delivered it back to him with her characteristic residual Italian accent.
She had been with the boat for 16 months now. Even before the epiphany of the last 24 hours Ned had regarded her as a good friend despite their age differences; perhaps the best he had. And he hoped she felt the same way. She had never been shy about flirting with him, nor he with her in response and the mere fact she was willing to do so had done wonders for his self-esteem. But he'd always taken it as a somewhat harmless interaction; almost an act of kindness towards him on her part and certainly not something to be acted upon given their age difference.
They'd each seen the other have lovers come and go off the boat during their shared time on it. Issie's description of Louise as that "busty platinum haired tart" to a certain extent reflected a degree of friction that had existed between them; but not one Ned had put down to any jealously on Issie's part - at least not sexual jealously anyway. True, Issie had not actually stopped flirting with him while Louise was aboard - something that had got up Louise's nose. But Issie also had a lover on the boat during that period, so to Ned it had just seemed as a manifestation of their friendship. But now he wondered.
He knew he had to tread carefully in how he shared himself between the girls. Issie had detected Ned's obsession with Amy's body and the last thing he wanted to do was lose Issie's affection because of it. Issie might have had a robust self-confidence, but there was a limit to everything.
Still, while he was laying there awake, he derived nearly as much pleasure scanning along Issie's naked body as he did Amy's. Her face was mere inches from his and his affection for her made it difficult not to lean in and kiss it even as his eyes came to rest on her jutting nipples almost touching his chest.
He'd blithely assumed she was sound asleep, leaving him free to perve to his heart's content. That assumption was challenged when she shuffled her body towards him to close the gap, leaving her nipple resting lightly on his chest and her mons pushed firmly against the projecting base of his hardened manhood; the tip of it pushed into the soft flesh of her stomach as her arm came over to circle the small of his back. He responded by putting him arm over her hips, a hand resting pleasurably on her butt cheek.
But like Amy earlier in the night, it seemed Issie merely wanted a cuddle, not to start something, and Ned was happy to leave it at that; letting himself drift off back to sleep even as he wondered if he couldn't detect just the slightest hint of movement by Issie of her crotch against his manhood.
He awoke with the dawn to find himself still cuddled firmly against Issie; the arm taking the weight of his body screaming to be relieved. Gingerly he lifted Issie's arm where it crossed his body and rolled onto his back; being careful to roll slowly enough that he didn't crash down onto Amy in the process. Then he gently laid Issie's arm back across his stomach.
Ned was an earlier riser than the girls and one of the things he hadn't yet worked out was how to extract himself from between them without disturbing them. So he elected to continue to drowse on his back between them.
It soon became clear the girls weren't entirely asleep; even if they were unwilling to surrender to wakefulness. Shortly after he'd rolled onto his back, Issie shuffled to close the little gap between their bodies that had created; lifting her leg lightly across the edge of his thigh as her breasts straddled the arm that lay along his side. Concurrently her hand slipped down his stomach and wrapped itself around the base of his morning glory; although given the perpetual intimate contact he'd had with the girls through the night, whether his hardness was caused by sleep or that contact was open for debate.
Like Amy earlier in the night, although it momentarily surged powerfully to her touch in a way Ned was unwilling to control, as it settled back Issie made no move to stimulate it further. Ned sort of reciprocated by bending the back of his hand awkwardly into her crotch; about the best he could achieve given how hemmed in his hand was and how tightly her crotch pushed against his thigh. It was clear to Ned Issie was as aroused as he was. Even the back of his hand could feel that her crease was spread open and damp to the point of being wet. It sort of confirmed Ned's feeling that Issie had been stimulating herself by subtly circling her hip - first against his cock when they were face to face and then against his thigh.
Ned was trying to work out what, if anything, he should do when Amy shuffled in from the other side; mirroring Issie by pressing her breasts close against Ned's arm, her leg over his thigh and her hand around the remaining top half of his fully extended manhood. With a bit more warning of her approach, Ned at least had time to twist his arm so that it was the palm of his hand that he was able to curve around into her crutch. Unlike Issie, it seemed to Ned that Amy wasn't particularly aroused. The lips of her crease felt closed together and as he gently pushed a finger between them, she felt dry.
For a while, that's how they continued to lay. For all Ned knew the girls had fallen back into sleep, only the gentle rise and fall of their breaths giving life to their still bodies; although he thought his fingers did detect a growing arousal through Amy's crotch and the fact Issie was ever so subtly still circling her bud on his fingers and thigh. Ned revelled in their embrace. His manhood was hardened and stretched beyond belief; bringing back memories of the virility of his youth. While at one level it craved release, he wanted to do nothing to induce them to simply take their hands away nor to discourage them from repeating the process on future mornings.
It was Amy who, after a while, broke the mutual pretence of slumber. She slipped the thumb that had capped her grip on his manhood across the bell, smearing the pre-cum that had been copiously oozing from it down the sides, lifting her fingers momentarily to smear it under them too. Then her thumb scooped up more of the stuff that had dripped down onto Ned's stomach and repeated the smearing process.
Now lubricated, her hand slowly and gently stimulated Ned's hardness; at first just moving the top couple of fingers across the top and along so much of the side as was available to them and then lightly jerking him. If Issie didn't detect the subtle movement of Amy's hand, she certainly must have felt Ned's hardness suddenly start to surge uncontrollable in her grip.
When Amy started doing this Ned responded by moving the finger resting in her crease. The movement quickly disclosed that, not only had she become aroused and moist, but her bud had engorged and could be readily felt. As he first slid a finger across it, Amy gave a moan of delight.
Issie hadn't been slow to pick up on what was occurring and started to match Amy in her jerking of Ned's manhood; synchronising timing with Amy. Now it was Ned pushing his head back into the pillow and groaning.
Ned quickly realised his backhanded feeling up of Issie wasn't going to cut it. Withdrawing, he twisted his arm around and slid a bent finger back into her crease, eliciting a mewing hum of pleasure from her as he found the right spot.
While Ned was enjoying what the girls were doing to him, and from the noises they were making, the pleasure was mutual, his hands were cramping up from being twisted around. He also knew he was in danger of cumming prematurely; he'd never really had good endurance when he had morning sex based on a night erection.
Releasing his own hands from their warm, moist embrace, he took each of the girls hands off his manhood and gave it a kiss; quickly setting them aside. Then he sat up, turned around and knelt between the girls at their thigh level, inducing them to turn onto their backs.
In this position he could insert two fingers into each of the girl's womanhood to rake against her g spot while circling her bud with his thumb. Better still, it gave him the most beautiful view of what he was doing to them and how their bodies were responding in return, even if the girls were left momentarily unable to stimulate him.
Shaved clean, and with the flower of her crease more open, Ned watched as his fingers penetrated in and out of Issie's sex, coated in her juices which seemed to flow like honey. The dark cavern of her sex was wide open; almost inviting a third finger. If he lifted his thumb momentarily, he had a perfect view of her engorged bud, the hood drawn back; ripe in every sense of the word. She was rocking her hips to his movements; magnifying their effect as she groaned out her pleasure.
It seemed to Ned that Issie had stimulated herself well along the path to orgasm even before Ned had started fingering her.
The view he had of Amy was more circumscribed by the flesh of her swollen labia. The thumb circling her bud was almost buried in the fold of her mound and, while he could view her sex by spreading apart the fingers that penetrated it, it pressed in closely against them. Still, as she became more and more aroused her whole flower opened up further, revealing more of what lay within.
He wondered if he'd lost Issie's momentum when he saw her hands over her head fiddling with something on the side board above the bunk. Then he saw Issie had grabbed a condom and opened the packet. Still moaning, she sat up, sheathed Ned in it and collapsed back flat onto the bunk.
Even as she lay gently writhing on her back staring up at Ned, Issie's hand moved to bridge the gap between herself and Amy. Locating the side of her chest, she felt out the path to Amy's breast and started playing with her nipple; quickly raising it to a jutting hardness. Crossing over the top of Issie's outstretched arm, Amy willingly returned the favour.
It was clear to Ned that Issie was getting close to coming. Her breathing was fast and heavy, her moaning louder and less controlled. Her hips continued to rise and fall to his own actions giving Ned a good idea of the rate a firmness of the fingering of her that she desired.
Amy, in her usual way, was becoming more and more demonstrative in her reaction to her increasing arousal; writhing around and vocalising. But it was Issie who held Ned's attention. She wasn't really, as she claimed, a full on screamer. But she was putting on an impressive display of a woman very near to climax.
With two sharp intakes of breath, she crossed the threshold. It seemed to Ned as he looked benevolently down on her, not so much an explosion, as an infusion of intense pleasure that quickly flowed through her whole body. Her hips rose impressively and swayed from side to side as she buried her head back into the mattress and expelled a long, slow but loud 'aaarrrrrrrrrrrr'.
Ned withdrew his hand, letting the climax take its course until she settled motionless back onto the bunk.
He was just starting to turn his full attention to Amy when he noticed Issie rise onto her knees. Grinning at him, she crawled towards him. Then, being careful not to interfere with the arm whose fingers were still buried deep inside Amy's womanhood, Issie wove her legs around Ned's hip to let her sit on the lap that Ned's kneeling position presented to her.



Needless to say, that action got Ned's full attention, since she was now right in his face. Wordlessly, she lifted herself up, pulled Ned's erection out and mounted him, planting her face against his and pushing her tongue down his throat.
Lifting herself up and down, Issie slid Ned's hardness in and out of her; pulsing her womanhood against it as she clenched and relaxed her pelvic floor muscles. Ned revelled in the warm embrace of her body around his erection, in the sensuous closeness of her and her delightful womanly scent.
His continued pleasuring of Amy was almost on auto pilot as Ned closed his eyes and groaned quietly in physical bliss with every rise and fall of Issie's body.
Suddenly Amy screamed out...
"Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit... Fuck...oh my god...aaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh"
As Amy's orgasm detonated inside her she threw her hips up, clamping Ned's fingers within her womanhood with her hand as he could feel the contractions of her orgasm bearing down on them. Her thighs pressed together; once again crushing his hand in the uncontrolled throes of her pleasure.
But Ned's attention was elsewhere. His hardness had become unbelievably sensitive. In Ned's experience, there was a moment before release - just a nano-second really - where his cock felt unbelievably good; but no amount of holding back was ever able to extend that moment. As Issie continued to lift herself up and down on him, pulsing her pussy around his manhood, what he felt at that moment was pleasure flooding that manhood almost as intense.
But instead of it being followed by a release Ned found himself consumed by an irresistible passion; as if trying to satisfy a pleasure too great to endure. What Issie was doing somehow didn't satisfy his need for physicality.
Ripping his hand from Amy's still clamping embrace, he placed both hands under Issie's butt to take her weight as he rose up on his knees. Desperately he tried to deep thrust into her but found he had no leverage or movement to achieve what his body was calling for.
In an act of un-Ned like recklessness he leaned forward, letting gravity take over as their bodies swivelled flat onto the bunk. Issie's back slammed down; burying itself deeply into the soft bunk mattress as Ned used his forearms to cushion his own landing and prevent him from crushing her. Immediately Ned lifted himself up on his arms and deep thrust into Issie, grunting loudly.
Ned briefly registered Issie's short sharp moan in response and her attempt to hold him into her and grind herself against him. But that brief sign the moan was one of pleasure not pain almost didn't matter. Ned's need to pound her was something that just couldn't be denied.
At a measured pace - neither slow nor fast and with an even louder grunt - Ned withdrew and deep thrust again; this time twisting his cock inside her and her mound against his pubis and ball sack almost as if he was trying to screw the tip of his cock directly into her womb. Ned held it there for a moment thinking his release would follow, giving Issie a chance to add her own grinding to what Ned had given her.
But no release came. Ned's was experiencing a pleasure in his cock so intense that it somehow had to be relieved. Ned withdrew and thrust again; both his grunt and her almost scream like moan rising in volume. Again he twisted and screwed his cock inside her and again the release he anticipated failed to materialise.
Almost manically he started pounding her. As he looked down at Issie rag dolling under him he was peripherally aware that Amy next to them still had her hips raised, groaning in the midst of an orgasm; her head buried in the bed as it lolled from side to side. What he didn't know was that, not satisfied by the one Ned had given her, she'd substituted her hand for his and taken another.
Issie's own moans were rising in tempo as well as volume. Suddenly Issie came; throwing her hips up so that it met Ned's thrust in a crashing of bodies. The contractions of Issie's orgasm on his hardness, the physicality of the meeting of their bodies, even the hormonal miasma of two women being in the throes of orgasm under him, pushed Ned across the boundary. With a bellowing grunt, and a final deeply penetrating thrust that threatened to push the still arched Issie off the top of the bed, he came.
Holding himself up on his arms he felt wave after wave of this incredibly intense orgasm washing through him as if he was drowning Issie's body in his seed until, still shuddering with the final vestiges of it, he collapsed into Issie's embrace. Under him Issie was still writhing and pushing herself against him; her own orgasm far from complete while next to him Amy was still groaning away. Ned found himself a little jealous of the length of the orgasms the girls experienced.
Finally Issie lay still under him before lifting a hand to stroke his sparse hair.
"Hey Ned! Who's unleashed his inner animal? Way to go man."
Ned was pretty chuffed by her comment. Still, the habits of a lifetime took over when he blurted out...
"Sorry about that. I got a bit carried away."
"Hey, no apologies. It was pretty full on exciting."
By now Amy had closed the gap between their bodies and was on her side pushed up against Issie and Ned as they lay one on top of the other; her arm over Ned's back. It had reached that moment where Ned wasn't really sure what to do or what was expected of him. But he was sensitive to not crushing Issie under his weight for any longer than was necessary.
With Amy blocking one side, his only escape was out of the bed on the other. Ned waited for what seemed like a reasonable time resting on top of Issie, then kissed them both and extracted himself from the bunk. Emerging still naked onto the deck, he quickly dove into the tepid water to both cool and rinse off after what had been a pretty sweaty session. Normally careful about appearing on deck naked in the crowded anchorage, he made an exception because of the early hour.
Climbing out, he rinsed himself off as discretely as he could with the stern shower, dried himself and put on a pair of swimming briefs, awaiting the emergence of the girls. Any sense of modestly had well and truly disappeared between them, but they'd quickly discovered prancing around naked had problems when you were going on deck and it required you to carry a towel to sit on. So swimwear was still the most convenient form of dress.
It was half an hour later Amy emerged dressed in one of her new bikinis; the one Ned had suggested was too brief when she was buying it; but encouraged by Issie, she'd bought it anyway. What he really meant was it went way beyond sexy into the blatantly sexual. The bottom was, at the front, a tiny piece of deeply plunging material which barely covered her mons; narrow enough the flesh of it emerged from the side of the bikini before merging with her thigh. At the back it followed a Brazilian cut rather than a thong; a narrow covering extending all the way up to where it meet the waistband two thirds of the way up her bum crack. Like most of these minimalist bikini pants, when pulled up the material tended to fold into her bum crack. The top required you to follow the new 'underboob' trend; being too small to be tied around the base of the breasts without exposing the nipple, instead it had to be tied insecurely over the peak of the breast, exposing the flesh of the orb all around it.
On anyone else it might just have looked try hard ridiculous and, for that reason, not all that attractive. On Amy it drove Ned wild with desire.
Amy loitered talking to Ned until Issie also appeared; also dressed in a tiny bikini - although of more conventional proportions. Together they dove into the water; frolicking noisily together, squealing and splashing, wrestling and pulling at each other's bikinis, for maybe fifteen minutes. Although infinitely distracted by the sight of the girls at play like that, Ned tore himself away to set out the cereal, milk and bowls on the cockpit table for them to share breakfast when they emerged. Then filling his own bowl, he sat with his back comfortably against the cockpit bulkhead, legs spread along the seat; eating breakfast whilst being entertained by the sights and sounds of their playfulness.
When they emerged they dried themselves and filled their bowls. Issie went to sit on the same seat as Ned, moving one of his legs off the seat onto the floor to make room for herself, then turning along it to spoon her back on Ned's front. Amy sat opposite, sitting facing Ned with one leg on the floor but the other raised to bring a foot up onto the seat.
Embarrassingly, Ned found himself almost overwhelmed by their presence and the effect they were having on him. He should be too old to be affected like this. After what they'd shared below an hour ago, he thought he should have been incapable of any sexual reaction for most of the day.
Issie had managed to spoon herself close enough that her butt cheek almost sat on his initially flaccid manhood as it lay along the cockpit seat cushion within his speedos. Now he had a view over her shoulder to where her bikini top barely covered her nipples; their jutting hardness, as the morning breeze blew across the wet clingy material filling his vision. With one of her legs raised into a folded position on the seat, the waist band of her bikini bottoms had loosened, creating a raised fold of material from the waist all the way down to the turn of her mons that completely aligned with Ned's angle of vision.
With his breakfast finished and his hands now free, he did what felt natural and put and arm around her waist.
Opposite him, Amy's raised leg position had pulled at the tiny front section of her bikini bottom, folding the material into her crease and leaving a wide band of her perfect flesh between it and her thigh. The top of her crease just peeked over the top of the bottoms. Even more so than Issie, her nipples projected out, stretching out her translucent bikini while their darkened colour was clearly visible through the wet cloth.
His senses overwhelmed, his manhood reacted; extending itself to push hard into Issie's butt cheek where she sat in front of it. It managed to bury itself deeper into the cushion as it sought to project itself under Issie's body, but there was a limit to that. Having nowhere else to go, Ned could feel it bending as blood continued to flood into it.
Issie could feel it too and shuffled herself to align it with her bum crack. That gave it a bit more room and Ned could feel it push between her cheeks; the material of her bikini bottoms wrapping around it. But still it ran out of room, the shaft ending up bent along the line of her crack.
Putting on her best Italian tinged imitation of Ned's Australian accent, Issie teased him.
"Mate, can't you ever keep that thing in your pants and out of mine?"
"But it's still in my pants and not in yours."
"Sure but it's trying to rip them both apart."
"Well, if you didn't have such a cute butt it wouldn't happen. Anyhow, who sat on it?"
"Yea, well don't get yourself too excited. We've got to get ourselves heading ashore in another 10 minutes. Don't forget our family visit to the clinic booked for this morning. Another week and Amy and I will be rooting you silly without condoms."
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The week following their first falling into bed together passed quickly enough.
Ned felt that the mood on the boat had changed; changed for the better, even though it had been pretty good before. It had always been light and humourous, but the need to respect the girls' personal space had meant there was always an air of formality about it; standing back in a tight companionway to let them pass through without contact, avoiding touching even when nothing more than their mere humanity made Ned feel as though some sort of non-sexual contact was called for. And that formality had created a boundary between them.
Sure, Issie had always pushed the boundaries with her flirting, but there had still been fuzzy, unwritten rules that applied to keep them separate as humans.
Now that was all largely brushed aside. But the effect was as much mental as physical and went way beyond sexuality. It was as if, for the time being, they had become one. Ned had trouble putting a finger on it, but simply by being allowed to touch them, he felt a degree of closeness to and empathy with them that just hadn't been possible before. Maybe more like a hunter gatherer tribe might have been like.
It wasn't a possessive love – Ned knew that the age difference meant that was impossible and guarded himself against such feelings. It was more a family love, one that was willing to grant space for the other to live and let go when the time came to do so.
But Ned felt it had a wonderful effect on him. The hormonal boost the new arrangements gave him made him feel years younger and restored a degree of sexual performance that had started to wane. He still couldn't perform anything like a 40 year old, but his aroused manhood felt harder, fuller, larger and more sensitive than it had in years. Whether it was in his mind or reflected in what was on display he didn't really know – or even care that much - but it now seemed to reach up as if it wanted to touch his navel in a way he hadn't for some time. And it seemed to last longer too.
After the initial flurry of sexual demands that seemed to threaten to drive Ned into an early exhausted grave, things settled down a little. The girls seemed to initiate a group sex encounter with him every morning. Ned noted that, however things progressed, the girls seemed to intuitively organise it so that he ended being pulled onto one of them to pound himself to his own release on alternative mornings. There was nothing said; it just seemed like more of an understanding between them that who he ejaculated into wasn't irrelevant and was something to be shared.
What really blew Ned's mind about these is the way the girls were multi-orgasmic. For him sex had always been about trying your best to give a woman an orgasm before taking your own; with there being no certainty you'd succeed in the former objective however hard you tried. As he'd got older and his erections less dependable it had become a major issue when he'd perceived he wasn't going to get there with a woman. That very doubt would play on his mind and blow away his arousal. What's more the worry created in his mind by that history of failure would then sabotage his next interaction with the woman. It was too easy for failure to become self-fulfilling.
It was better if the woman liked being fingered or could be brought to orgasm in a way that didn't rely on a rock hard shaft; that gave him a work around. But not all woman would allow that; least of all his late wife.
So to have laid out under him not just one, but two women who weren't that hard to bring to their first orgasm, who moaned, groaned and writhed about all the way there and who then seemed to be set up for readily delivered additional ones had a more powerful effect on him than any pill was ever likely to achieve.
Better still, they were open to multiple ways of getting them there. Goodness, he could even bring Amy to orgasm just by licking her nipples for long enough.
The girls still cuddled intimately into him each night; especially Issie, who seemed to like sleeping in full contact – nipples to his chest and crotch against his hardness whenever they were face to face. And neither was scared about going in for a grope on his manhood in the middle of the night, without intending to follow through on it. Between the naked, nubile bodies laid out for his viewing either side of him and their tendency to just wrap their soft, slender fingers around his manhood in the middle of the night to feel him up, his nights seemed to pass in an aroused wakefulness. Somewhere he must have been getting his quota of sleep, but he wasn't sure where. It was all a rather novel experience for Ned whose past history was with women who liked their personal space respected while they were asleep.
He also noticed that they were becoming more sexually intimate with each other. Their initial playing with the other's nipples to make up for Ned's lack of hands and other body parts to deal with everything at once had progressed to brief playful fingering too. It still left Ned to do the job of bringing them to a climax, but filled in for any lack of attention that dealing with two girls at once resulted in.
And of course there had been the day Amy had gone ashore for provisions, leaving Issie to have him to herself.
It was a bizarre morning. Yes, they'd shared their usual group encounter. But everyone knew – Amy, Issie and Ned – exactly what was going to happen the moment Amy was gone. Issie had been flaunting herself at him all morning; running around topless, brushing her tits across his face as he sat at the dining table and rubbing her crotch against him as they passed in the narrow confines of the cabin.
As the three of them had sat at the breakfast table having a perfectly ordinary conversation, Issie had been sitting next to him feeling up his cock. Basically, she'd made sure Ned had a hard-on from the moment they'd got up.
It was like she just couldn't wait.
Ned didn't know whether to be bemused or offended; although bemusement was much closer to the mark. He felt like a piece of meat being tenderised for consumption. It seemed like Issie was on heat and wasn't afraid to show it.
Ned had always been in the habit of helping the girls into the tender and casting it off for them. It wasn't meant to be patronising or anything like that. He was simply of the generation that opened car doors for women and this was a bit of a continuation of old habits.
On that morning he'd followed Amy up the companionway to help her into the inflatable. It was almost the only moment since he'd got out of bed that morning that Issie hadn't been there groping him; although only having just left from where she'd been playing with it at the dining table, there was still a pretty strong residual erection pushing up vertically in Ned's swimwear.
Ned didn't think much about whether the interlude from Issie's constant attentions would give his erection a chance to subside, even for just a moment. He had long since given up being embarrassed by such an obvious display, even on deck. But as it turned out, it was not to be the case.
As he followed Amy up the companionway steps he couldn't help but reflect on the change in the way she dressed since the evening that started this whole affair and the subsequent shopping trip. For the trip ashore she was wearing nothing more than a tiny little bodycon skirt and a bikini top; not that out of place in the harbour front markets of Papeete at this time of year, but distracting enough to Ned.
Now as her butt was at his eye level as she crested the top of the steps, he couldn't help but admire the way the skirt moulded to her bottom; highlighting the point of departure of the long slender legs that emerged from the lower hem of the garment. A VPL outlined her panties; low slung hipsters with a Brazilian cut at the rear. Dancing just above the waist hem was the dangling lose end of the string tie of her bikini top; teasing Ned with the knowledge that a single pull would release the knot that hid those lovely perky breasts of hers from his view.
But once they got onto the swim platform at the stern of the boat and she turned towards him, that was far from the end of his distractions. The bikini top itself had been a constant attention grabber all morning; the small triangles showing a large arc of cleavage on the inner side of each breast, the buttons of her nipples pushing out the material tempting close to the hem. Ned was always fascinated by the fact that even though he'd been staring at those naked breasts all night, it was almost more arousing to see them partially covered in this teasing manner.
In an unusual move just before stepping into the boat, Amy had put her arms around his neck and kissed him. She broke away for a moment to mutter...
"Have a good morning with Issie."
Then her face was pressed against his again; her body quickly moving into a full contact frontal embrace. The next thing Ned had known was Amy had stood on the very tips of her toes and part lifted, part thrown her crotch up over the tip of Ned's manhood, slipping it under the hem of her mini skirt and spearing it into her panties which Ned could feel fold into her crease under the pressure.
Her toes barely able to touch the deck, her full weight was supported by Ned's hands under the cheeks of her bottom and the pressure of his manhood spearing into her crease. Even as he held her there, he could feel his body trying to complete the engorgement of his manhood as it fought the force bearing down on it.
For a moment she rocked back and forwards, exploring the back of his mouth with her tongue. Then she dismounted, pulling his erection out horizontal before releasing it from her crotch. With a peck on his cheek and a slide of her hand across the length of his manhood, she turned wordlessly and climbed into the boat.
Ned stood there waiting and watching as she started the engine, more than entertained by the display of her panties as she spread her legs apart for balance and bent over the motor to start it. The prominent bulge of her mons in her thigh gap bisected by the fold of damp stained material forced into her crease by their embrace was all too obvious; the brightness of their fire engine red colour reminding him of nothing less than a baboon putting on a sexual display. Then he tossed her the loose end of the painter as she put the motor into gear to motor away.
He looked down to where the tip of his hardness had stretched out the material of his racing briefs. A dark, shiny, heavily damp stain surrounded it. Whether it was his pre-cum or her juices he didn't know or care. It had been a long time since he'd had a farewell like that; and Amy was only going to be gone for a few hours. In the back of his mind was a feint unease. Amy knew she was vacating the boat to give Issie a free go at Ned. Was what she did some act of jealousy? Maybe a sort of marking of Ned with her scent? Ned just hoped it wasn't a mark of underlying problems with the way things had worked out.
It was only then he looked up to see the woman in the yacht moored a couple of hundred metres to starboard of them staring across at him; no doubt having witnessed the whole thing. Ned swimwear sheathed erection would have been standing in full profile for her. There was little he could do except wave at her and retreat below with as much dignity and confidence as he could. What she'd heard and seen over the last few days, even before that scene, could have left her in little doubt Ned was in a heavily sexual relationship with two girls half his age. She could think what she liked.
As Ned entered the cabin he heard Issie seductively calling him from the master cabin. He entered it to find her naked, sprawled, legs apart, crotch towards him on the bunk; her arousal visually obvious. When Ned reached the head of the bunk, she'd sat up and reached forward, circling his manhood with her fingers before peeling his pants from it. Ned felt a moment of embarrassment as a string of pre-cum stretched between the pants and the tip of his erection, but if Issie noticed, she didn't care. In moments his pants were down his legs where they dropped to the floor. Then with an expertise born of practice she sheathed him in a pre-opened condom before flopping back arms spread wide with a theatrical...
"Take me Ned."
There was no way Ned could approach her except by kneeling between her legs and laying down on her body with his hardness thrust up against her crotch. Ned was one to take his time with foreplay, but Issie was having none of it. Immediately, she squirmed to bring the tip of Ned's manhood up against the warm void of her sex and by a combination of her pushing down and at the same time pulling him up against her, soon had him fully penetrated; breathing a deep, audible sigh of pleasure into his mouth as she did so.
But her words of 'take me' weren't entirely what she had in mind. After holding him on top pashing for a few minutes, she rolled him over, bring herself uppermost before sitting up on him.
The next two hours had been little less than a sexual feast for Issie during which she'd devoured six orgasms for herself. There was little Ned could do about the extended refractory period of a male in his 60's, so he'd only cum twice, but that hadn't bothered Issie. She just used what she had to the best effect.
Riding him cowgirl style to her first had been conventional enough. So was the second she'd had after pulling Ned on top so he could rake her g spot with his hardness. With that he'd granted himself a licence to seek his own climax, substituting deep long thrusts for the short jabbing ones he'd been using on Issie's g spot. They felt good, great even; all the more so because as he supported himself on outstretched arms he got to look down on the young, nubile, female body laid out under him. As his manhood started to become exquisitely sensitive and pleasurable as it does in that few moments before a climax Ned had unleashed his inner animal on her; pounding her hard and fast. Excited by that, Issie desperately strove for a quick third, but Ned had collapsed down spent on her before she'd got there.
Issue was not to be denied. Once Ned was finished, she'd rolled him over on his back and completed her third riding cowgirl style while rubbing herself up and down on Ned's flaccid cock. That Ned considered a bit more unusual. Unable to respond to her stimulation his manhood had just flopped back and forward with her movements. Although usually indifferent to such things, in this case Ned had been pleased that Issie was lazered clean down there; otherwise the whole thing could have been a bit abrasive. As it was, with her juices flowing copiously, it felt rather nice.
Then as she lay half over him recovering her spent energy, Ned had found himself fingering her to her fourth while sucking her nipples. The expression "found himself" was deliberate. One minute they had been chatting, the next it had become clear that's what Issie had wanted, and Ned, in hindsight, couldn't exactly remember how the transition had occurred. All he knew was he hadn't initiated it.
As best as he could remember it, Issie had started rubbing herself up and down on his thigh and then rolled herself on her back, pulling his hand in to her as she did. But it was all a bit fuzzy.
Her last two had occurred after Ned had recovered his hardness. Stacking pillows under her bum, she'd pulled him on top to hammer at her g spot with his manhood again; controlling his depth of penetration with the hands she'd held on his hips. It felt nice to Ned, good enough to keep him at peak arousal, but not so good as to drive him to a premature ejaculation. His biggest issue had been stamina. It was hard work and he wasn't as fit as he needed to be for that sort of performance.
But eventually his hardness had sensitised in a rather demanding way. Whatever Issie's hands had been suggesting, it wanted something else, and after a couple of deep thrusts he'd come with a bellowing grunt.
On the first night of their new sleeping arrangement, Ned had worried about the period it took to bring Issie to orgasm because of his own member's tendency to go limp where a woman just didn't seem to be getting there. As it turned out, his concern was premature. Whatever had held Issie back that first night had disappeared. She might not have been quite as demonstrative in her response as Amy, but she had a young woman's enthusiasm for good sex and knew how to get it. And now she no longer felt the need to suppress her vocalisation of her arousal, Ned had good feedback on where she was. But best of all, once she had her first climax, it seemed a lot easier for her to have subsequent ones.
In those two hours it seemed to Ned afterwards as if he'd experienced Issie in an almost constant state of sexually excited writhing and moaning; something that made Ned feel a stirring in his loins, as if they were pumping out hormones into his body even when his manhood was as limp as soggy lettuce.
The little vignette with Amy's departure had just been a visual preview. The lady in the yacht out to starboard had certainly heard a good performance from Issie that morning too.
But even as the time was passing, it struck Ned that there was something more about Issie in those two hours. She seemed to Ned to be after more than just sex and orgasms. What she really seemed to want to pull out of him was affection. That wasn't hard. Ned had always had a soft spot for her.
Within their two hours of sex play she included long tender moments where her greatest desire just seemed to be cuddled and to talk intimately with him. Ned had discovered far more about Issie's background and inner thoughts in those two hours than he had in the previous year and a half she had been on the boat.
Ned had been cautious about imposing long kissing sessions on the girls. As much as he liked kissing, he was concerned they might find the old weather beaten skin of his face being forced against their young tender one rather gross. Issie showed no such inhibitions. As she lay upon Ned, holding him tightly, she pashed him furiously; deep penetrating kisses interspersed with playful pecking and lip sucking.
As she had, towards the end, rested on top of him nuzzled in against his chest, with his hands stroking her hair, Ned had wondered if Issie wasn't becoming too emotionally engaged. It wasn't that he was scared of commitment or emotional connection himself. It was just that he couldn't see it as being in the interests of a young woman to attach herself too firmly to someone his age; even less so when it was part of a threesome. If the girls wanted to use him for sex and companionship as they cruised the pacific, that was fine. But Ned knew in the longer term they needed to dump him and find someone more their own age.
Issie had finally broached the issue.



"You know I've had a crush on you almost since I first came aboard."
Ned was caught off guard by the suddenness of the revelation.
At one level he was chuffed. Who wouldn't be to hear that at his age a young woman like Issie had a crush on him? Maybe his attempts to project the dignified wisdom of age without the hubris of youth was working. That and a half reasonable attempt to keep himself in good physical shape.
But at another level he was taken aback. 'Crush' was such an extendable word. Ned had enjoyed their mutual flirting over that time; it had done wonders for his ego and it was genuine on his part – in the sense of being based on a sexual and personal attraction to Issie. Is that what she meant by crush or was it closer to a declaration of 'being in love'? He took a path of response that was honest but neutral.
"Issie, I regard you as one of the best friends I have in this world. I've always felt attracted to you and dreaded the day you eventually leave the boat. I feel a connection with you that goes beyond the sexual arrangements that we've got ourselves into. And for the last week I've been concerned about the possibility of jealousies eroding that connection, even as I've come closer to you. But I suppose I'm also aware I'm twice your age and not a very good long term partner for you. I just figured whatever crushes we felt towards each other we had to keep them within the perspective of our age differences."
"Yea, I know and at one level I agree. Still, sometimes it's hard to let the feelings go. But it's not about Amy being involved too. I can see you're a bit obsessed with her breasts and butt and the possibility of rooting her silly and really, given what a stunner she is, that's understandable. But I also recognise we share a little bit more emotionally. There's no jealousy. In a way it was Amy who triggered this whole development and let it work out the way it has and we've all gained from that. And it's being part of a threesome that keeps a lid on it too. Within the wandering lifestyle we're sharing it's working well and I've got no complaints. I just wanted to be able to actually tell you about my crush."
There was a moment's thoughtful silence. Then Issie's next revelation almost knocked Ned out.
"Do you know we'd always planned to seduce you into a threesome relationship? We just thought it was more likely to happen next time we were at sea."
Ned was left agape, so Issie just continued.
"Don't you think Amy and I talk at night as we're settling down to sleep? We'd both agreed you'd be 'a good root' as you Aussie's call it. It was just a matter of making it happen.
But don't think Amy was bunging it on when she came to you looking for comfort. She'd been seriously hurt by the way the guys had ignored her. She might have been a bit strung out with sexual frustration, but the hurt was real and deep. How was she to know you'd end up offering to finger her?
You might have thought it was just to be a once off, but once I heard what was happening I wanted to be part of it. Didn't you think it was a bit strange I came in and demanded my turn and Amy just smiled in agreement?"
Ned's head was spinning with what he was being told.
"But you girls could have an endless stream of lovers younger and better looking than me."
"You haven't really been very observant of the younger sailing population have you; at least not in this Pacific cruising game anyway? I know I'm generalising, but the single girls are mostly university grads on a gap year or three before settling down to life. The guys– in their own minds anyway – are 'sailing gods' destined to lead a life sailing mega yachts around the world. They're dumb and arrogant pricks for whom any girl is just another layover.
They might be fun to tease by shaking my arse at them, but picking one up is like eating a candy bar; feels good at the time, but leaves you feeling yucky and unsatisfied soon after.
When we talked about it we figured we had a choice between continuing our monastic existence, asking you to let us pick a couple of guys to add to the crew knowing it was likely one or both of them would turn out unfuckable and we'd be stuck with them at sea anyway or settling for a threesome with you.
You've looked after us better than any other guy we've ever known and not even gone looking for sex in return. We figured at least with you we could share a friendship and a root and by making it the three of us it wouldn't get too complicated. You Aussies like to be self-depreciating, so if you want to put yourself down, you could just think of yourself as the least bad alternative; but that's far from how we think of it.
Anyhow, for an old fart you're not that bad looking."
By the time the outboard on Amy's tender had been heard approaching the yacht, Ned was lying exhausted and spent on his back on the bunk, his head in a spin with what he'd just been told. Issie was on top of him and only marginally less spent than Ned. As he had gently caressed her face with his finger, Ned could feel the first swelling of the recovery of his hardness pushing up between her thighs. In a way he had been glad Amy had returned. It was a good moment to have finished. They were emotionally connected and sweaty and sticky with bodily fluids and in need of a quick dip.
As they had greeted Amy in the cockpit on their way to the water Ned had no way of hiding the significant bulge in his swimwear. Amy had focused her eyes on it almost from the moment Ned had followed Issie through the companionway. As Ned went to brush past Amy, she put her hand out to stop him, wrapped her fingers around the protruding member and as she gave him a warm kiss, whispered into his mouth...
"I thought that would be worn out by now. Next time I get a solo turn with you, it won't recover for a week."
Then she simply pulled her face back into his field of vision and gave him a cheeky smile.
"Are you going to help me with the groceries?"
Reminded of his obligations, Ned heard the sound of Issie diving into the water as he bundled up the bags Amy had already stacked into the cockpit to take them below. He let Issie know he'd join her in the water soon, as he returned to help Amy with those still in the tender and quickly store them in the various nooks and crannies that pass for pantries in a yacht.
As he finished and singled to Amy that he was going topside to join Issie in the water, Amy blocked his path.
Amy's groping of his manhood in the cockpit had left him with a semi-hardened bulge pushing out in his swimwear. Tangled in the material, it wasn't standing vertical; more pushing out horizontal, half folded back under itself. The interlude since she'd handled it had done nothing to allow it to settle. Issie was right. Ned was obsessed about Amy's breasts and butt and the thought of rooting her body. There was just something about her genome that drove Ned wild with inappropriate desires. Dressed as she was, just interacting with her as they cleared away the groceries was triggering all those obsessions even after Ned's morning's activities.
Mind you Amy wasn't helping. Ned had suspected his obsession with her body was no less transparent to Amy than it had been to Issie. For all he knew the girls had talked about it. Whatever was the case, Amy was playing to it. Those red undies and the prominent mons they covered had been flashed at him innumerable times as she'd bent down to put away the groceries and when she wasn't doing that, those teasingly covered breasts and the barely hidden nipples were constantly in his gaze.
Now as she blocked his path she'd slid her crotch over the bulge, wrapping her arms around the naked flesh of his waist.
"I hope you've had a good morning with Issie. You know I've spent it fantasying about what I'm going to do with you next time I have a turn alone with you."
"Oh god!" Ned had thought. She was rocking herself gently back and forward on it. Instantly it had fully hardened, just stretching out the material as it straightened and grew vertically out between her thighs. His body ached just to slip his manhood inside the leg hem of her pantie and pound her so hard her head would be bouncing against the cabin top. He even got the vibe that's what Amy wanted him to do.
Ned had felt like his life had turned into some sort of porn movie script. But he knew this was real life; with real people. There were innumerable problems with that thought. The main one was that out in the water waiting for him was Issie. This was her morning with him and even though it was in a sense over, it would just feel like cheating to take Amy here and now.
Ned had started to suspect Amy was needier, maybe more insecure, than Issie. Given her history, that was quite likely. Maybe she was also more vulnerable to sexual frustration. He needed to be careful.
"I can hardly wait; I've had a few inappropriate thoughts about you of my own. But you girls will need to organise it soon. You know we sail in 8 days, so unless someone wants to sit up on the bow pulpit while the other has their way with me, you'll both need to get another turn in before then.
Issie's waiting in the water for me. Why don't you get changed and join us?"
As delicately as he could, Ned withdrew his manhood from under Amy's crotch; his swimwear showing a damp stain along the line where Amy's crease had been pushed down to wrap itself around it.
"We'll see you in the water in a few moments."
With that he delicately moved around her and up the companionway; hoping she'd take the invitation. She'd probably want to frolic in the water no less intimately than her last interaction, but at least that would be a three way thing in front of Issie, not the sneaky interaction he felt was going on down here.
Still Ned faced one last problem. He now had a full on erection highly visible in his swimwear. He didn't really want to flaunt that in front of Issie. It said too much about what had just happened; so he elected to dive off the side of the boat, swimming around to the transom where Issie lingered, both the dive itself and swimming through the water bending his outstretched erection back in a way that was at once both arousing and a bit uncomfortable.
If Issie felt it as she swam up to him – and she must have – she didn't say anything.
Ned was pleased when Amy, having put on a bikini bottom to match the top that had tested Ned so much, followed him shortly after into the water, even if that did mean he barely spent a moment in the water without at least one of the girls sliding something across his erection. Still, it was all light-hearted fun; if either of them was annoyed with him, they didn't show it.
This story started as a brief record of the passing of a week. The significance of that week was more than just some sort of mini-'week-versary' so to speak of the commencement of their threesome. At the end of the week, the long awaited test results from the STI clinic came through.
They were all clear and their sex could now be uninhibited by the need for protection. As they each laid the results on the table, it was if what happened next had been pre-planned by the girls and it left anything that Ned had experienced before to pale by comparison.
TO BE CONTINUED.
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For those looking for this continuation, I apologise for the delay. It's been a bit busy on the work front to work on this and even now I fear that may show itself in the result.
This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this. As I said before, the story was inspired by actual platonic relationships I observed in operation in similar circumstances. You can decide the likelihood of such a mismatched age relationship developing this way. I've had interesting if mixed comments on the point made in relation to my previous stories.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew - nubile girls in their late 20's.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind and body; and the red wine that made the conversation flow and loosened lips a bit more than normal. Mind you the internet can be good for researching this stuff too.
*****
Ned was intrigued by the mood of the girls that morning. More playful than usual, and more tactile, they'd been as thick as thieves since they'd got up and each dressed in one of the tiny bikinis that passed for their standard boat outfits these days. He had a sense they were planning something, but couldn't imagine what and completely failed to make a connection with the messages due that day.
By coincidence (or at least so Ned thought at the time) they'd all been loitering in the main cabin and it was rather amusing when the three mobile phones beeped almost in unison with a message. It made it pretty clear to Amy, Issie and Ned they were the messages they had been expecting that day.
Each reached for their own phone and studied the text that had arrived; a grin spreading over every face. Then they looked up; three pairs of eyes meeting along the table where they stood.
As one, they turned their phones around and laid it down on the table. In identical terms it was a message from the clinic indicating their precautionary tests had all come back negative. It was what happened next that took Ned by surprise and led him later to conclude the girls had pre-planned the whole thing.
Initially standing either side of him, the girls suddenly moved in on Ned from both flanks and started fondling him; sliding the thin gusset material of their bikini bottoms against his thigh as they stroked his manhood through his swimmers with the tips of their fingers. The effect was predictable; a full boner was soon stretching out the Lycra of his racing briefs, the tip of it extending well past the low slung waistband and offering them all the more surface to stroke.
The planning behind it was so obvious, Ned couldn't help but blurt of..
"What are you guys up to?" while almost instantly realising the stupidity of the question.
As the girls changed their position from his flank to each straddling the front of a thigh and Ned found his body subtly turned to face the front of the cabin, he assumed he was about to be pushed backwards to the master cabin. Instead each of the girls wrapped a hand around his still swimwear sheathed member and started walking backwards - leading him forward.
Heading down the port side companionway they stopped and turned when they reached the bunk cabin they had shared before moving into his. Located on the starboard side amidships, it had twin bunks tiered one above the other against the sides of the hull.
As they entered the cabin, Amy went first, sitting herself on some cushions already positioned on the lower bunk and pulling Ned between her legs to kneel down on a cushion that was on the floor in front of her. Before Ned had time to work out what was happening, Issie mounted the upper bunk and wrapped her legs around his shoulders, thrusting her crotch into his face as she bent over to kiss the top of his head.
Ned couldn't see what Amy was doing but he could certainly feel it as she teased his hardness before peeling his swimmers down his legs. Then with a hand around the back of his bottom holding him against her, he felt her crotch being rubbed up and down on his erection, the soft flesh on the inside of her golden thighs slipping provocatively up and down on his own hairy legs. At first he could feel it still covered by what little in the way of a bikini bottom she had been wearing. But when, after the briefest of interludes, his erection felt the most delightful moist warmth of a woman's crease, he knew she'd pulled the string ties and it was her nakedness pushed against his manhood.
Again there was a moment's interlude and her hand wrapped around his hardness and bent it out horizontally. The tip touched her body; a part that was wet and warm. The hand that was wrapped around his hardness pulled it, drawing it towards whatever the tip was in contact with. But instead of its path being blocked, he felt his manhood brought into a silken embrace, a tight little circle squeezing its circumference as her vagina progressively yielded to his penetration of her. It was like her wetness was permeating into the very flesh of his boner, exciting, swelling and strengthening it, even as he felt the tip of it push aside the folds of her sex to accept him.
In this era of safe sex, it had been a long time since the sensitive, hard, bare flesh of Ned's erection had experienced that; even longer since it had experienced the supple juicy womanhood of a woman still in her very prime. Ned couldn't deny there was something about Amy's body that attracted him with something close to an obsession. He pictured his cock inside her, the tip nearly in contact with her cervix, its length and thickness filling her; he surged it and imagined the tip momentarily lifting up towards the perfection of her navel, almost touching it from the inside.
He let out a long mewling sigh of pleasure delivered against the gusset of Issie's bikini pants. With his face pulled hard against it when Issie first mounted the bed, he'd taken the hint and pushed his tongue firmly against its seductively thin cloth, creating a deep fold into the material which filled the expanding valley of her crease. As Issie became more aroused by what he was doing, the soft woven film had hidden nothing from the sensitive tip of his tongue as it explored the domain it occupied.
Deeper within her thighs his tongue found a point where there was no resistance to its penetration other than that provided by the stretchy cloth itself. As his tongue loitered there, pushed harder and wiggled within the hole it created, the material became wet; far too wet to be explained by Ned's saliva. Travelling up, his tongue experienced the engorgement of her bud; a well-defined bulge arising where none had been before.
Ned fumbled around Issie's hips until he found the string ties to her bikini pants, pulled the knots and withdrew the pants from between her legs. There laid out on front of him was the entirety of her womanhood. Issie's crotch had always struck Ned as having something in the nature of porn star qualities. There was a simplicity to it, especially in its aroused state; hairless, her outer lips more prominent than her inner ones, her swollen bud standing proud of its surrounds and there, not far below it, was her sex; open and waiting whatever he might do to it.
Ned placed his mouth over her sex, gently sucking on her labia whilst his tongue penetrated her. His senses were overwhelmed by the visceral signs of her arousal. The warm, slippery juices emanated from her body and seeped into his mouth, a trickle at first, but soon a flood. The scent of her arousal, pungent and yet almost sweet in its femineity, permeated his body.
Issie drew her legs up even further and pulled his head closer, seemingly inviting Ned to bury his face deeper into her folds
But it wasn't just up top that Ned's senses were overwhelmed. On the lower bunk Amy was guiding his manhood in and out of her delightfully warm and juicy sex as Ned moved his hips in and out. Her hand was wrapped around his cock, a sort of stopper, maximising the raking of the tip of his shaft against her g spot.
Ned felt her legs shift; no longer wrapped outside his thighs. At the same time he sensed a tilt in the angle of her body. Overcome by a need to see what she was up to and at the same time view the sight of his manhood plunging in and out of a body that drove him to constant distraction, he fought against the pull of Issie's hands and looked down.
Amy's legs were now spread wide, lifted above her body where they were bent at the knees and jammed against the underside of the upper bunk, her hips tilted upward to the point Ned felt he could almost look straight down into her womanhood; or at least he could have if his cock wasn't occupying the space.
He could now see the silken embrace that his shaft could feel, the tight press of her sex upon the flesh of his hardness, warm and wet. His shaft glistened with her juices each time it emerged, as her vulva creamed to the action, an ooze of white juice emerging with each withdrawal to circle his shaft with the next plunge.
But Issie wasn't to be denied. Her hands tugged at his hair, drawing his face back in between her legs.
With renewed focus, Ned fluttered and flicked his tongue against her clit, conveying an urgency as he lapped relentlessly at her. Issie was shuddering in pleasure, her moans rising in harmony with those louder and more desperate ones coming from Amy below.
Soon Ned realised he had both women on the verge of their climaxes.
Amy went first, her now familiar profane cries of...
"Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit... Fuck, fuck, fuck...oh my god...Ned,...aaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh,..oh god, aaahhh. "
Amy wriggled and squirmed under him, taking away the hand that limited his penetration, she thrust herself towards him, taking the whole of his manhood into the warm embrace of her body and then circling her hips. He felt his cock pummelled by the contraction of her body, even as he continued to flutter his tongue against Issie's clit.
Already trembling on the edge, but perhaps spurred on by Amy's orgasm, Issie went moments later, arching herself up, contorting herself even more in the narrow width of the bunk she was folded up in. Issie became a gyrating, undulating feast for his eyes, her soft breasts, capped by her jutting nipples softly bouncing as a backdrop to the rotation of her crotch that filled Ned's vision, all the while her own cries of...
"Mmmmmmmm,...Ned, oh Ned, Ned, that's beautiful, ooohhh,...mmmmm." mixing with Amy's louder more desperate and profane moans.
Ned's ball were on the point of boiling; strands of sensitivity were shooting up his shaft, all telling him his own climax was imminent. He ached to unleash himself into Amy's body, just waiting for the moment his intended vigorous pounding of her wouldn't spoil the residue of her orgasm. But it seemed the girls had other ideas as Amy slipped him out of her, leaving Ned on an unsatisfied verge. As Ned stood there mutely, the girls changed position around him, caressing and handling his body, telling him how great he was, all as if to reassure him his turn was coming. Issie moved to the bottom bunk while Amy spread her legs around Ned's head, presenting her crotch to his face.
Ned watched as Amy shuffled closer to him until the lips of her vulva straddled his nose; her mound with which he was so obsessed right in front of him, her perfect breasts so close in his vision as she sat up to position herself. The powerful scent of her now dripping womanhood, rimmed by the cream his thrusting had generated, flooded his senses and aroused him. At the same time as Amy challenged him to ..."Do for me what you did for Issie."..., he felt his shaft bent down and slipped into the wet embrace of Issie's sex.
The immediate need to climax had subsided, but as he felt the hardness of his manhood fully immersed in the silky, sensuous grip of Issie's body, Ned wondered if he'd last another full cycle.
With Amy, Ned needed quick results. Tonguing her clit while fingering her g spot, he soon had her moaning in pleasure; partly reassured by his knowledge that Amy's second orgasm was usually quick to follow her first.
Issie was the one he was worried about. Like Amy had, Issie was using her hand to limit the depth of his penetration. But her g spot lay much deeper within her than Amy's did and in any case Issie was allowing a much more through penetration with every thrust. As Ned rocked his hips back and forward to thrust into her he was aware that already bubbling threads of sensitivity extend from his balls well up his shaft. He could erupt at any moment.
Trying to distract himself by concentrating his thoughts on his tonguing of Amy, Ned soon had her rolling her hips languorously, undulating her pelvis against his face as she involuntarily responded to the stimulation, seeking to supplement it with her own syncopated movements. Her hands held Ned's face tightly into her body, her fingers fluttering through his hair as if that somehow would dissipate the rising tension in her body. For a few long seconds she tensed and trembled on the brink of her orgasm; a high-pitched moan of impending pleasure drawn from her throat.
Then, with her usual release of profane vocals she was over the edge, writhing and squirming about.
For Ned, Amy's orgasmic performance was the last straw. He'd tried to slow his rate of thrusting, made shallower penetrations, but nothing was working. His senses weren't telling him Issie was going to get there any time soon.
Almost pleadingly, he called out...
"Issie, I'm about to cum. I can't hold it."
Issie moaned back...
"Let it rip Ned, I want it. I want it now."
Issie took the hand away that was limiting his depth of penetration. Immediately Ned thrust his whole hardness deep into her, four then five times; hard, fast thrusts that sent waves of pleasure through his body. His balls boiled over and a sense of ecstasy shot up his shaft as he sprayed her cervix with his seed.
At that moment, Issie came too; her hips lifting as she cried out and her womanhood started pummelling Ned's shaft with its contractions. But Ned was too lost in his release to do anything more than maximise his own pleasure. Two more thrusts and he hosed it again, and then again and then a fourth time.
Ned's knees went wobbly as it seemed all his strength had been ejected with his seed.
As he rested his weight on the top bunk, Amy was now bent over him, kissing the top of his head as her breasts hung temptingly across his vision. Below he could still feel the last of Issie's contractions bearing down on his still firm shaft; her body otherwise still and silent.
Ned pulled his head away from the edge of the top bunk just enough to look down. Issie, like Amy before him, had her legs in the air, her feet spread wide apart to brace themselves against the underside of the upper bunk; her crotch turned upwards so that it looked to Ned as if he could look straight down into the depth of her womanhood. Or at least he could have if his own cock wasn't plugging it. The rim of her sex was heavily creamed, now also diluted with his milky seed that was oozing from the entrance.
He was in no hurry to withdraw. There was still considerable pleasure for him in its embrace. But as he softened, the moment came and he pulled out, glimpsing Issie's hand bring a towel up between her legs in the instant before his head was lifted by Amy so his lips could meet hers.
Ned savoured the taste of Amy's mouth; penetrating to the back of her throat with his tongue. She in turn seemed determined to taste herself inside Ned's mouth as she licked the top of the tongue that only recently had been planted in her sex.
The next think he knew a still naked Issie was standing beside him, arms wrapped around him. As Amy finished with him, Issie turned him towards her, drawing him into a full length bodily contact, his flaccid cock pulled under her mound where Ned was sure he could feel it surrounded by the lips of her crease. It felt nice, but at this point nothing was going to happen. It would be a good half hour or more before that could happen.
"Well Ned, that wasn't so bad was it?"
"What do you mean?"
"Giving us head."
"When did I say...?"
Issie cut him off. "We've noticed you've given us nothing more than a quick kiss on the pussy until now. We were willing to allow for the possibility you were worried about STI's. So once that was off the table we figured we'd give you a good workout; break the ice sort of.
And we know that you've not had much head from us either, although that's more because your erections are too valuable to waste on our throats. But we're going to fix that problem for you too."
Ned thought that was just like Issie; reading him like a book. It was a bit disconcerting to have her inside his head like that. He sometimes worried whether there was any secret he could keep from her. Still one thing intrigued him.
"What are you going to do to fix what you call a problem?"
"You'll find out soon enough."
The rest of the day passed uneventfully enough. It was that night as they settled down to bed the full meaning of Issie's words became evident. He'd just finished turning from side to side to kiss each of them goodnight and was resting on his back.
Even when he didn't expect anything to happen, engaging in a full body contact kiss with two naked women inevitably raised an erection, and tonight was no different. Without any real warning, Amy rose up, knelt beside him and after a couple of kisses and licks of it, deep throated his hardness; vigorously slipping it in and out of her mouth across wet lips and burying it deeply enough on the intake he could feel the back of her throat completely surround it and its full length immersed in her mouth.
Instinctively he reach out to tickle up her erogenous zones; her butt rising and falling with her actions almost right in front of his face. But as soon as she felt that, her hand came around, grabbed his and pinned it under her leg. The message was clear enough - lie back and enjoy it.
So he just laid his head back hard into his pillow and moaned softly until he came; Issie on the other side of him caressing his chest as she whispered in his ear..."Does that answer your question?"
As Ned was to find out the next day, that wasn't the end of the implications of the clear test results from the clinic. It seemed the girls had more in mind. It all started when Issie caught Ned as they passed in the companionway outside the master cabin; blocking his way.
"Just to let you know Amy and I have been talking.
We've noticed you're a bit careful about being ambushed by one of us for a quickie. Amy told me about how you dodged around her when she tried to seduce you the other day and she knew it was because you thought I'd be jealous. She was quite amused by the way you turned bright red and got all flustered."
Ned knew the incident Issie was talking about. It was the day when Amy had gone ashore to give Issie free time with him. After she'd got back and while Issie was swimming, Amy had provocatively groped him - slipping the bulge of his erection under the hem of her mini skirt and against her crease - while they were putting away the groceries. Ned had rather enjoyed it, but it just didn't seem right to follow through with it. Mind you, he hadn't realised his discomfort had been so obvious.
"Yea, well, it was meant to be your day..."
Issie raised a hand and jumped back in before Ned got himself in a lather of explanation.
"What we've decided...no, I should say what we want you to know... is that quickies are allowed. We all need spontaneous sex sometimes and to pander to our personal fantasies. Girls do have fantasies too you know, don't you?"



Ned looked back at Issie with the sort of wide eyed stare usually reserved for a deer caught in headlights. The last question was rhetorical and delivered with the sort of quizzical grin that told him she was teasing him.
"But we don't want to wear you out, so we're suggesting a couple of loose rules so you know no-one's going to be upset by you succumbing to one of our come-ons.
Amy and I are each allowed four quickies a week. So you know you're succumbing to one of them, they have to accord with our preannounced fantasies; we can add to them, even on the spur of the moment, but they have to be made public.
And we're not allowed to wear you out. They can't last for more than about ten minutes; which we know means they might be more about your orgasm than ours.
Finally, they can't be less than three hours before bedtime or dawn so that you're in good condition for group sex."
By now Ned was vaguely aware his jaw was hanging down slack, possibly with drool coming out of his mouth. This was not the sort of conversation he'd ever had before; nor was he ever likely to again. It was just like Issie to take control of situations and deal with things so directly; but this was beating anything she'd done before in its sheer directness.
"My fantasies are simple. I like it when you unleash your inner animal. I know by the time you've satisfied both of us, there's not much left in the tank to make it last very long. I want to be able to have quickie animal sex sessions with you where you just unleash your passions on me. So does Amy."
Ned knew what she was referring to. On a couple of occasions, after satisfying them, Ned's hardness had sensitized in a way that sort of just demanded hard passionate, almost reckless, pounding by him to reach his own climax. Issie had been the girl under him for both sessions and had quite got off on it; although since he'd only lasted half a dozen thrusts, she'd not reached another climax of her own.
Still he was surprised. It was against everything he thought he knew about what women liked in sex. Maybe he could see Issie was of a style that would like a bit of that. Amy, especially with her relationship history, was less intuitively someone who would be asking for it. Ned wasn't sure he could even do it to her - as much as he lusted after her body.
But Issie wasn't finished.
"I want to be able to take you in the water sometimes and I want to be able to slip you into me in the middle of the night for a penetrated cuddle; if you want to release you can, but that's not what I'm looking for and obviously we need to do it in a way that doesn't disturb Amy.
Amy wants to seduce you into taking her standing up like she tried to do the other day.
These are quickies Ned. It's assumed the third person is on the boat. We don't want to subject them to the sounds or sight of a long drawn out love making session. Except for a quick warm up, no playing with clits or aiming for g spots. You've already seen what I like in the water. Except for that and the penetrated cuddle, we want it hot, passionate and fast.
Oh, and by the way. You're allowed to have us for a fantasy too. Of course any of us can plead a 'not right now', we're not sanctioning something akin to rape for you or us. It's just you need to know it is allowed within the relationship. But the same rules apply, it has to be a quickie. But to keep things fair, you have to use us alternately."
By now Ned was sure he could feel the drool running out of the corner of his mouth.
In the narrow companionway they had from the outset been close to each other. As the boat had gently rocked to passing waves, Issie had allowed herself to come against Ned; her legs straddling his thigh, her crotch gently moving against it with the rocking of the boat.
Certainly one part of his body was on the ball. As Issie laid out the girls' sex plan for him, his manhood had clearly recognised what the future held for it and was already responding to that; as well as to Issie's contact with him.
But the thinking brain was frozen. Once Issie had finished her little monologue there was a moment's silence while Ned tried to get his brain into a gear that could cope with such an unusual conversation. He did a quick calculation; their morning session of group sex, eight quickies for the girls a week plus whatever additional sex came out of their one on one sessions with him. That was heading to an average of three times a day.
There had been a mere few times in his life when three times a week hadn't been regarded as pretty good going - and that was in his youth. For the last decade once a week was more normal and twice was doing great. Since Louise had left the boat there'd been none at all until this thing with the girls had exploded onto his cock. He doubted he'd be taking up the invitation to explore his own fantasies; but who knew what the future might hold. But sometimes he did wonder if Issie had forgotten his age.
Ned felt as if some witty, self-depreciating reply wasn't called for. Certainly the self-depreciating part would have been easy enough. It was just that he'd never in his life had a woman come up and tell him that 'this is what I want and I want more of it.' For the most part it was great. He suspected most guys would love to know exactly what their lover wants and just about every one of them would like to hear they want more.
But 'hot, passionate and fast?' At least in the context of him just selfishly unleashing his animal spirit on them, he kept coming back to the thought that's the very thing guys are told women don't want; especially the fast bit? His brain was spinning. As he held eye contact with Issie, it knew the silence had extended to long.
"Aarrr, hmmm, OK...but how do I know your body's ready to take it 'hot, fast and passionately?'"
Issie broke into a broad grin.
"We'll make that clear. But I think you can assume by the time we accost you that we're already feeling pretty hot for action.
Let me show you."
The grin became a broad smile as Issie took Ned's hand, isolated out two of his fingers, pulled down the front of her bikini pants and slipped his fingers inside to feel up her crease. It was damp - more than damp, it was wet; her clit engorged into a firm button. As she pushed his fingers deeper he felt her womanhood readily accept their entry.
Issue slipped her other hand inside Ned's swimwear and wrapped her fingers around the extended length of what was now a full boner, releasing it from its containment as she tucked the now loose hem of his pants under his balls. Pulling on both the hand she held to her crotch and his erection, Issie walked backward towards the master cabin.
Now at least the focus of Ned's brain could narrow itself. He knew the constrained Ned could put on a fairly good show of hot, passionate, sex while still treading the 'take it step by step' approach a life time of interaction with women had instilled in him. But he also knew that wasn't really what Issie wanted. Alternatively he could just let himself go and give full vent to the arousal of his body that the nubile young woman in front of him had brought about.
He decided to try the second approach; the passion which he allowed to consume him meaning that was the last considered decision he made for the next ten minutes.
As Issie stepped backwards through the cabin door, Ned took an even bigger step forward, bringing his body into full contact with Issie's. He pushed his erection into the space between Issie's bikini bottoms and her crotch that the forced withdrawal of his hand from her grasp created; immediately bringing the length of his shaft hard up into the valley of her crease; thrusting it subtly back and forwards as his hands wrapped around her body and drew her face to his for a prolonged kiss.
Fiddling out the back clasp of her bikini bralet, he released it, pulling the top off her body as he slipped down her front to suck her nipples and letting his hands in turn come within reach of her pants. These he pushed far enough down her legs that they'd drop to the floor, followed quickly by his own. In moments he had them both stripped naked.
Ned threw a pillow into the spot on the bed that approximated where her bottom would be before pushing Issie backwards into it. Almost instantly his own body was covering her, his legs outside hers as the hardness of his manhood pushed up into her crotch. They both squirmed enough for the alignment of the contact to let Ned surge his shaft along the line of her crease and feel out the warmth and wetness of the void that awaited it.
Without hesitation, he thrust the full length of his shaft into her womanhood; enjoying the sensation of that single firm thrust opening up her body to him; pushing aside the velvet folds of her sex until his ball-sack allowed it to go no further. He savoured its capture, the pair of them momentarily mewling in harmony at their mutual pleasure.
Now he had unleashed his animal, Ned's focus - indeed all his senses - narrowed down to two things.
The first was pleasuring his hardness inside the embrace of her sex; feeling the way it gripped his manhood as he slid it in and out, pleasuring himself as the taut skin of his erection moved against the well lubricated cavity of her young body. The pace, angle and depth of his thrusting was governed to satisfy him. If the crashing of his ballsack into her crotch as he sought maximum penetration somehow stimulated her clit, that was nice for her. So too was any stimulation provided to her g spot by the raking of his shaft across it because of the elevation the pillow provided.
But in contrast to every other act of love making Ned had engaged in, these were not objectives. The animal had been unleashed, and for the next ten minutes at least, the only box it would be in was Issie's.
The second was enjoying the visual excitement of having laid out under him Issie's young, nubile body; of looking down the gap between her flat, tight stomach and his own body to see the length of his manhood appear, shining with her juices, before thrusting back inside her, to see the way her breasts - capped as they were by her jutting nipples - wobbled as she rag dolled to his thrusts.
He saw her looking up at him; her face framed by the cascade of her dark hair tinged as it was with sun bleached ends, smiling at first with her seductive engaging smile before her head fell back, eyes closed, her mouth circling around the groans of sexual pleasure that reached his ears. But always, his eyes were drawn back to her body; its womanly perfection nearly as arousing as the feeling of his cock gliding in and out the length of her sex.
Ned was grunting; loudly. This was high energy stuff. Supporting his weight on his knees and outstretched arms to give his shaft maximum freedom for its play and his eyes the best panoramic view of Issie's womanly body, it was only the flooding hormones rushing through his body that submerged for the time being the discomfort and plain physical exhaustion of his efforts. A price might be paid later, but for now it meant nothing.
For his pleasure, not hers, he bent down to suck her nipple, twisting his eyes to get a close up view of the adjoining breast, its nipple standing erect in the profile presented to him. With his back now arched, still he thrust; his hips dropped a bit to fold his body up more tightly to give him more comfortable access to her breast; oblivious to the fact this had increased the pressure applied to her g spot by his raking shaft.
He may have vaguely recognised Issie's groans were becoming louder, her breath more rapidly taken, but none of that was allowed to change the way he was pleasuring himself. Issie started to writhe under him, lifting her hips up to push against his.
For Ned, it all just felt fantastic. Somewhere in the back of his mind might have been a slight surprise that this much pleasure could last this long; maybe all the orgasms in the last two weeks were giving him more endurance. But it didn't matter; he just kept going, both his cock and his eyes flooding his body with hormones of pleasure and excitement.
His manhood was becoming more sensitive. There was a tingling as his balls as though they were starting to boil; each thrust feeling better than the last. He knew the end must be coming.
Suddenly Issie squealed under him, scratched down the length of his back and threw her hips upward...
"Ned, oh Ned...Ned, Ned, Ned,...OOOhhh,...oooohhhh..." the whole thing morphing into a continuous moan.
Issie's upthrust hips were rocking from side to side, her breasts teasingly wobbling sideways in reversed synchronisation, but still Ned kept pounding her, trying to keep himself centred on the moving target; her contractions gripping his manhood.
The rocking of Issie's hips turned to a circular motion, her mound arched up by her so that it rubbed firmly against the movement of his stomach with his every thrust until his cock bottomed out and his pubis brought firmly up against it. Ned's grunts grew louder; something in them signalling to Issie his own climax was imminent. Unwilling to be satisfied by a single climax, she started jerking herself up and down, throwing her crotch down to meet his thrust with an almost violent crash.
Issie's body tensed, every muscle was quivering under Ned as she continued to pound back against his thrusts. For a few long seconds she trembled on the brink, groaning with a higher pitched moan. Then with a squeal she came again, her sex contracting violently on Ned's hardness as he continued to plunge into her body.
For Ned that was more than he could take. It felt like the head of his shaft had swelled and his whole manhood would explode as a sensation of shear ecstasy formed in his balls and travelled up his shaft. He threw himself down flat on Issie, pinning her to the bunk cushion and plunged his shaft as deeply as he could into her as he felt the first spray of his cum hose against her cervix; a long bellowing groan vocalising his pleasure.
With his face buried into the cushion alongside the cascade of her hair, he lifted his butt to achieve a slight withdrawal and thrust deeply again to deliver the second spray. His body was on automatic, some primeval force taking whatever action nature demanded to deliver his seed deeply into the woman under him. A third and then a fourth plunge and spray, each with a groan loud enough that Ned turned his head away so as not to deafen Issie.
Finally he was reduced to a sequence of ecstatic shudders, as if her sex was squeezing from him the last drops of his cum.
Exhausted, his body's reserves fully expended, he rested his whole weight on Issie as he continued to enjoy the feeling of his still hard manhood resting in her sex; the last residue of her contractions squeezing it as her body started to reclaim its own domain. Where previously there had been a crescendo of primeval noises, now there was silence.
With their torsos still pinned together by Ned's penetration of her, he rolled both their bodies over, leaving Issie's limp form draped on top of him, his arm wrapped pleasurably around the feminine shape of her waist, his hand on her back. That took away any concern he had about crushing her and let the fluids which he could already feel leaking from around the base of his cock become matted in his pubic hair instead of on the bed.
Her hand shuffled up and started stroking his head; fingers tangling themselves in the residue of his hair and slipping through it. They just lay there as his manhood finally started to soften and gradually withdrew itself.
Issie finally broke the silence.
"Wow Ned, just wow."
Ned didn't know what to say. There was no doubt that had been some of the best sex he'd had in his life, but somehow 'you're a great root too Issie' just didn't seem right. There was also no doubt he was becoming more attached to Issie - great shared sex will do that to you - but pledges of love were impossible.
"Wow for me too Issie." was the best he could do even as an internal voice reprimanded him for the pathetic attempt.
Issie lifted herself up on her arms, drew her haunches under her and ended up sitting over Ned's lower stomach cow girl style. Ned could feel the trail of fluids she'd left along his body with the movement of her crotch and the continuing discharge where she sat.
Issie must have felt it too because she volunteered, "I think we might need a swim after that." Adding for good measure, "Pity we can't go naked."
But she was right. The noises they'd just made would have traveled through the anchorage. They would have drawn too much attention to offer any hope of sneaking off the back of the boat. Goodness only knew what Amy had thought of the whole thing.
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The next day Amy was helping Ned repair a small tear in the mainsail. Ned would have preferred getting a sailmaker to do it. But, since they'd arrived in Papeete, he'd had trouble accessing one who could do it in good time.
The hanks of the bottom half of mainsail had been released from the sail track to give Ned access to the torn section and the released portion of the sail had been flaked on the starboard side of the cabin top.
Amy's job was to help him get the torn section laid out completely flat, so that Ned could apply adhesive tape to the tear prior to Ned hand stitching it, without getting a pucker in the sail or the tape in the process. It was always a job easier said than done in the awkward circumstances of doing it on deck, in the wind and over the top of the rest of the sail.
Amy's help was invaluable – indeed critical – but of course, Ned being a mere male, the benefit of her presence was moderated somewhat by the distraction her body caused him, clad as it was in a minimalist bikini. As far as he knew she wasn't actually flaunting herself at him; just dressed as she always had been since her road to Damascus moment a few weeks ago. But she had to position her body weight to pin down the larger mass of the sail while using her hands and the whole length of her forearms to hold the two sides of the tear straight and together, while Ned worked around and in close contact with her to get the tape applied smoothly.
Variously as he did the job that brought a number of particularly distracting parts of her anatomy right in front of his eyes, and under his nose. Most of the time it was her breasts. The small triangles of her bikini top left a wide angle of the inner orbs of her breasts exposed; the slightly raised nipples barely covered by the inner hem and with just a touch of the colour of her areolas showing. As Ned spent a long time trying to accurately position the tape on each side of the sail they sat right in his line of vision.
Only slightly less distracting had been the view along her back and down her bum crack as she bent deeply over the sail as they were trying to suppress and fold it in the first place.
But most distracting of all had been when he'd been almost nose into her crotch. She was sitting on her knees, legs spread wide and bent over the torn section to hold it all together, forcing Ned to more or less crawl up between her legs and arms to get at the last section of the tear. The thing about her bikini bottoms was the way they sat over her mound and through her crotch; they didn't fully cover it by the hem sitting right down into the fold where it joined her upper thigh. Instead they left about 10 to 15mm of flesh exposed each side; a glorious, golden brown arch of crystal clear skin that just screamed 'sex' to him; all with his nose and fingers almost in contact with it as he pressed the tape down.
It took all Ned's willpower not to show a full on boner in his pants by the time he'd finished applying the tape, although nothing could hide the bulge of his partial excitement.
Eventually the taping was finished and Amy was released to be 'on call' to help with turning the sail while Ned applied by hand as neat a line of overlocked herringbone stitching to the tear as he could. With her usual sunning spot across the top of the cabin top occupied by the sail, that left Amy to retreat to the flat area of the port side-deck, where she laid out a number of cockpit cushions to make a comfortable sunbed for herself.
Justifying his decision with the internal argument that the tear was in the front section of the sail and doing so would give him better access to the underside of the torn section, Ned pulled the section needing stitching in front of the mast and clear of the rest of the body of the sail, where he sat down and went to work. But of course it also gave him a clear view of the full length of Amy laid out on her back. As she covered her face with her hat and to all intents seemed to drowse off, that gave Ned ample opportunity to perve in a reasonably guilty free way, even if it did slow the stitching.
Because, as far as Ned was concerned, the problem with Amy – if you want to call it that – was that there was something about her body, something about her, that drove him wild with desire. He'd felt it to a certain extent even while she was always dressed in clothing which made her figure from her neck to her knees resemble little more than an otherwise shapeless rectangular cardboard box. So he knew there was a hormonal or pheromone context to it which went beyond her pretty face.
But once she had thrown off that dressing habit and put her body fully on display it seemed her mere presence was enough to keep him in a permanent state of arousal.
It wasn't that Ned was short of being exposed to semi clad women as he cruised the Pacific. Issie was proof of that. And while he was as partial to admiring them as the next guy, none made him feel like Amy did. All he could put it down to was a particularly compatible genome, even if he did wonder if that wasn't too flattering to himself. Yes, they were both built on a tall slender frame and had honey, sun bleached hair – or once had in Ned's case. But Ned didn't have – and had never had - Amy's clear, golden skin nor those beautifully proportioned, perky breasts.
The three of them – with Issie – had indulged in a wild threesome just this morning before they got up; he'd spent the whole night lying next to her absolutely naked, fully exposed body and yet, just a few hours later, he had trouble taking his eyes off her as she lay there in a bikini.
He wondered just to what extent his perving had gone unnoticed when Amy, with perfect timing as he finished the stitching, but otherwise still lying back with her face covered by the hat, asked him whether he was ready to be helped putting the mainsail back on the mast. Ned demurred. There were a couple of other things he wanted to check while he had access to it. Amy changed the topic.
"Is it the day after tomorrow we're casting off for Raiatea?"
"Yes."
"What time are we leaving?"
Ned realised he hadn't really discussed his plans with the girls yet; something he suddenly felt guilty about. Rather than half shout over the top of the wind and other background noise, he went and sat with his knees folded up to his chest next to Amy's hips on one of the cushions Amy had laid out for herself.
"I want to leave with the top of the tide; so probably about 10 in the morning."
"Will we get there in a day?"
"No, probably not. While it will probably take us about 30 hours of sailing, there's a good chance we'll need to sail off for the second night to let us enter the lagoon in daylight."
"What's the forecast?"
"For the trade winds to continue; so we should have a following wind of about 15 knots."
With Amy's face still covered by the hat, Ned had found the focus of his vision drifting from her breasts to her mound. There was something about it he always found distracting. It was particularly full, womanly and seductive without being plump, continuing in a straight line from her plank flat stomach before turning sharply into her crotch.
In the last 48 hours he'd had that mound naked and fucked, sucked and fingered it on several occasions and yet still its bikini covered shape irresistibly drew his eyes.
Perhaps it was a more compelling sight covered by the bikini than when it was naked. Especially this particular bikini. The plain, unpatterned, black of the bikini bottom perfectly suited the golden colour of her flawless skin that surrounded it. The simple perfection of the smooth spherical segment it created hid the more complex features of her sexual anatomy which lay under its gossamer film covering. The minimalist simplicity of the barely tapered strip of material that, from the narrow waistband which lay just above the top of her mound, ran down through her crotch – leaving those all too tempting strips of delectable exposed flesh before the join with her adorable thighs.
Like the more translucent yellow bikini top she wore it with, it teased and tempted; promised an exposure that never came and offered up something desirable that was just out of sight and reach.
"You can touch it Ned. Play with it. It's not going to bite you."
'Shit' Ned thought. 'She can see me'. He looked more closely at the hat. Light coloured and of thin material; clearly in the bright sunshine she can see through the open weave. She'd seen him staring at her as he'd stitched the sail. Seen the boner in his pants which he'd made not the slightest effort to hide and now she'd seen that his entire focus was on her mound and breasts.
"That's OK Ned. I want you to play with it."
Ned looked down at it again, running his finger back and forth across the soft, silky surface of the bikini; crossing over the leg seam, stroking the flesh below it and back across the top again.
"I gather Issie told you about my fantasies for you? That I want you to unleash your animal on me like you have on her."
"Yes, but I'm surprised that would be attractive to you after Frank."
"I thought that what was holding you back. Frank was an animal, but that's not how he made love to me. As you know, it was entirely selfish sex I got from him. He never did anything that would give me a climax, but he didn't make me feel like I'd driven him wild with desire either. He just wanted the release of sex and I was the vessel he took it in; the knowledge of that was probably why I couldn't cum even if I tried. To give me any acknowledgement of my desirability, to let me feel any pleasure or anything positive about myself, would have reduced his sense of control over me.
I'm not damaged or fragile Ned. I've healed whatever injury Frank did to my spirit; grown wiser as a result. You did a lot to help that healing; in many small ways over the year I've been on the boat and in a very large way over the last few weeks.
Can you understand that?"
Ned shifted his focus momentarily back to the hat covering her face. "Yes. I still feel a fear of hurting you or taking advantage of you; but yes."
Emboldened, as he looked back towards her mound, he ran his fingers vertically down her crease, pushing a fold of the bikini pants material into it.
The knees he had folded up to his chest as he sat next to her were causing his thighs to crush his balls as they were forced outwards by his erection. Unable, in the narrowness of the side deck area, to spread his legs any further apart to give them some room, he repositioned himself, squatting down on his legs; resigning himself to the fact that would expose the full erection pushing up over the waistband of his racing briefs swimwear.
Amy was determined to drive home her point.
"It's not a sense of gratitude towards you that our relationship is built on, it's genuine desire on my part. I know what I want and how to get it and I'm no less partial to wild out of control sex than Issie is.
I know the effect I have on you. I know you have something of an obsession with my body. I like that it drives you crazy with desire. I like you lusting after me. It makes me feel good and desirable. I need that; it's part of the healing from Frank. It's not creepy because I've given you permission to feel that way. With her flirtatiousness and the longer period she's known you, Issie might have your mind, but I know I've captured your body. That's pretty fair in this threesome thing we've got going; but I want to see that – feel it in the way you make love to me. I want to feel you giving vent to that lust.
I didn't think I'd ever have to admit this to you Ned, but I'm not ashamed of it. There's something in our genes that makes us physically compatible. Our bodies just react to each other."
Amy had been trying to spread her legs apart further, but also had immediately come up against the limitations of the space between the cabin top and Ned's legs. Emboldened, she lifted up the leg next to Ned and moved it outside him; causing them both to reposition so that her hips came to be elevated up on Ned's upper thighs while her legs now lay either side of him.
It seemed to Ned his erection grew harder and more anxious. He was now looking straight down at her mound; a deep, wide camel toe ran through the bikini pants as his hand rested near her arse between her legs and he ran his thumb up and down her crease. He could feel the firm button of her engorged clit, the warm void of her aroused sex; see and feel the increasing wetness of her pants.
But Amy had something she wanted to get out and even though her words started to be expressed amidst suppressed moans, she wasn't to be denied this opportunity.
"The day I first came aboard and shook your hand my heart fluttered with that first contact. I can't explain it and I'm certainly human enough to wish you were 30 years younger, but it did and it's never stopped reacting to your physical presence. When I joined the boat I wasn't on the pill and every time I was ovulating I'd be lying in my bed in cross legged frustration wanting to have sex with you.
Frank, I have an English single sex private school education. We're reserved and bottle stuff up. We don't know how to express it. You have no idea how hard it is for me to talk to you like this. I can only do it because I'm imagining I'm just talking to a schoolgirl best female friend about our fantasies in my school dorm days. It's a thin veneer I know. But for the moment it's working and I'm running with it.
I can't flirt like Issie does. It's not my nature. I'm too reserved and haven't had enough practice at it. So it drove me crazy I couldn't get your attention like she could and I was still in too much of a Frank suppressed bubble to recognise that if I went around dressed like a shapeless, androgynous android I was hardly going to drive men wild with desire.
That why I overreacted to that day ashore with Issie. It just reinforced all the frustrations and insecurities I already felt; but that was partly because I couldn't get you.
So you need to unleash the animal on me when I ask for it; as much as I've seen you unleash it on Issie. I need that. If you're hurting me in a way I want you to stop, I'll let you know in clear terms, but don't think every little squeal is a sign of that."
Ned was deeply moved by Amy's honesty; overwhelmed by what he was hearing. Yet the situation was bizarre. They're conversing more like he's giving her a massage than sexually fingering her.
The trouble was she was ripping away all his defensive barriers. In his long years as a senior professional, Ned had often observed married guys lose it over some woman they worked with; heard them wax lyrical about her, often describing in angelic terms someone Ned saw as more of a dragon with nice tits. Often that ended in two divorces, firstly of the original wife and then in time of the new one when the rose coloured glasses fell away and the dragon was seen for what she was.
Ned had protected his own marriage by doing more than just drawing a line under what was right and wrong. If he found a woman alluring he made a point of identifying her faults. It didn't matter whether they were right or wrong, fair or not because it didn't affect his working relationship with her. It just inoculated him against her charms.
Even though he was no longer married, that's what he'd done with Amy. Ned had decided she was too vulnerable, too fragile for him to take advantage of her emotionally, even if he did succumb to her sexual charms. And yet now she was making it clear in terms too clear for him to ignore – in terms that disclosed she knew what the issue was and that it didn't apply to her – that his judgement was wrong. It seemed with Amy that every time he found the inoculating bandage of a fault with her, she ripped it off.
His fingers were now wet with her juices. As he looked up to speak to her, he leaned forward and slipped his hands under her bikini top and teased up her right nipple; transferring her juices to the nipple and then to the cloth covering it; turning it semi-transparent so that the material stuck tightly to the jutting nipple and revealed it at the same time. At the same time he moved his other hand into her crotch to continue stimulating her there; pushing a finger and the cloth which covered it deeply into her sex as he leaned forward.
"You're a perceptive young woman Amy. I am scared of emotionally hurting you if I give full vent to how I feel towards you physically [Ned held back from adding 'and emotionally']; particularly with what I know about your relationship with Frank. I'm almost embarrassed by how much I'm drawn to you, how much I want you, really want you and even more so by how obvious that is to both you and Issie. It just didn't seem right. But I hear what you say.
I'll try and set that aside and let myself go. You know my reservations about letting our relationship get too emotionally involved. I want better for you than that in the long term. But I know that's not what you're talking about.
There's a deep reserve of desire I feel towards you. There always has been."
It was almost like those last words unwound something inside Amy. With a groan her body tensed and Ned could see an orgasm wash through her body; this one devoid of the profane vocals and, apart from a tensing and raising of her hips, the extreme physical reaction she often displayed. She pushed her head back into the cushion, a low prolonged moan escaping her.
She was still in the throes of it when she told Ned...
"Ned. Unleash the animal. Here. Now. Quickly."
Although embarrassed to admit it, those words were magic to Ned. The animal had been growling in its cage for some time. His erection had gone beyond a mere arousal. There was a hardness, a fullness and a sensitivity that was insistent; never letting him forget that he had the body of a beautiful, nubile and aroused woman laid out in front of him. It was stretching out his swimwear with pre-cum seeping copiously through the material and an internal voice encouraging him to action.
Deliberately or not, the spot Amy had chosen was not impossible for sex on deck, even in the crowded anchorage. The Starboard side view was blocked by the mainsail hanging from the boom, that forward by the storm jib sailbag left there for a last minute inspection and practice set before they sailed. Aft, the winch pedestals created a barrier, while next to them to Port, the paddle board was tied to the lifelines and, even though it might not be high enough for what Ned had in mind, with the Easterly wind blowing, the only thing that side of them was empty reef.



With some urgency, Ned lifted Amy's legs vertically and pulled her pants right off her legs and then dropped them knees heavily bent back either side of him. Undoing the drawstring on his swimwear, he loosened it as far as he could and exposed himself; the pre-cum stringing between the tip of his erection and the cloth of his swimwear as he separated them.
Ned rose on his knees, lifted Amy's hips up with one hand under her bottom, bent his manhood down and slipped it into the opening of her sex. The sensation was beautiful; the sensitised skin of his hardness felt its warm, wet embrace as the tip opened up the velvety folds of her body. And yet Ned was sure he could feel something more. As Amy lay there quietly moaning, he was sure he could feel the final contractions of her orgasm pressing against his shaft.
His first thrusts felt great, but not great enough. The angle of her leg spread prevented him from getting the full depth of penetration he desired. So one leg at a time, he took her feet and lifted them up; vertically at first, but then holding them apart at about a 40 degree angle.
He tested the outcome with a full penetration thrust; holding it there, his balls pushed tightly against the cheeks of her bottom, savouring her body's embrace of him even as he thought he could still feel contractions bearing down on it. Ned looked down at a sight that filled him with wonder and desire. Amy had reversed the arch of her body; her torso a smooth, taut convex curve which helped Ned support the weight of her lower half which would otherwise fall entirely on his support of her legs.
He could see where the very base of his shaft penetrated her body, marvelled that the extra volume of his manhood could be accommodated within the slim outline of her figure. He imagined where his shaft lay inside her; pictured it penetrating to somewhere just under her navel.
On a whim, he surged his erection as hard as he could, causing it to fight her body's horizontal hold on it. He studied her stomach, hollowed out by the curve of her torso, half hoping that a bulge would appear; providing vivid evidence of the intimacy of their union.
Overwhelmed by the raging desire the visual feast provided to him, Ned started thrusting; a firm deep pounding, fast and hard. The animal had escaped and was having its way.
He watched as her body, braced only by the contact of her shoulders with the bunk cushions, rag dolled to his thrusts, her breasts bouncing up towards her chin at the end of each plunge of his hardness. Ned watched with increasing excitement as bit by bit they worked their way out of the triangles of the bikini top that had barely restrained them in the first place. First one jutting, hard, nipple, then the other, escaped from under the hem that had contained it. Without the friction provided by those raised projections, the whole breast soon escaped.
Had he been thinking, Ned might have guessed that the angle of his thrusts would be raking hard against Amy's all too sensitive g spot; might have known that the depth of his penetration meant that the crashing of his hips into her crotch at the end of each thrust was stimulating the swollen bud that lay within it. Maybe he factored that in before he started, but he was beyond such thoughts now.
But Ned was not alone in his excitement. Emotionally stirred by the depth of the desire she had unleashed in Ned, physically aroused by the concurrent excitement of all her erogenous zones, still far from over the effect of her first orgasm, it seemed like only minutes before Ned felt Amy's body tense around him and drown out his grunting with her usual profane cries of...
"Oh shit, oh shit, shit, shit, shit... oh my god...Ned, oh Ned,... Fuck, fuck, fuck, ... aaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh, ..oh god, aaahhh. "
Amy spasmed into an orgasm, writhing under Ned and moving the arch of her body around even as he kept pounding her. Excited even further by the display Ned kept pounding all the more enthusiastically.
This time Amy's orgasm just didn't seem to stop. The profanities and moaning, the squirming and writhing all just continued. It was like he was torturing her with a pleasure beyond her capacity to absorb it. Whether it was a single one or a stream of them he neither knew nor cared at that point.
Even though he was thankful that her lithe body weighed only 50 kg, his arms ached from holding her legs in the air; only the adrenaline rush of his arousal giving him the strength to keep them up there. Eventually he slipped her legs under his arms, letting him hold them with a combination of pressure from his upper arms and hands under her butt.
But really all he could really focus on was the building pleasure in his manhood. He looked down and saw the opening to her sex creamed with her juices; a circle of it surrounding the thick shaft buried in her. He watched as he withdrew; his swollen hardness glistening with her wetness and pulsing with excitement. When he thrust himself firmly back into her, a splash of juices spread out even as he lifted his vision back to those gorgeous breasts, now bouncing upwards towards the beauty of her face; a face no less beautiful as it contorted in pleasure.
His balls were starting to boil, little threads of pleasure shooting up his shaft. The end was near. Even in his ecstasy he knew it was an illusion, but his manhood felt like it was growing harder, thicker and longer with every thrust.
He knew the next thrust would be it. He buried himself in her and held it there as he let go, a flood of pleasure travelling the length of his erection as his seed hosed her cervix. Half a withdrawal and another thrust and he hosed her again and then a third time until her was left shuddering as the final vestiges of his ejaculate were excitingly wrung from his body.
Left momentarily at the end of it in a state of suspended animation, his chest heaving from his exertions, only then did his manhood sense the contractions of Amy's orgasms bearing down on it.
Ned might have been physically spent, his body aching with the effort of holding the weight of Amy's lower body in the air, but he wasn't yet ready just to withdraw and bring their union to an end. For the moment he was still hard. Gently he lowered her legs, separating them around his hips. Then he bent over, lowering himself down on her, bringing their bodies flat; his on top of hers still penetrating her.
Rolling off her so they lay side by side, they wound their bodies around each other; a tangle of limbs intertwining them. Their mouth met, tongues wrestled and slipped past each other to explore deep within the throat of the other.
Ned felt like he was in heaven; his hardness still binding them as this beautiful nubile woman lay within his embrace. But the embrace was more than physical, it was emotional too. Ned's defences were being breeched. He knew that he was embracing the person that was Amy, not just the body it belonged to and he felt good for it. There might be a longer term price to pay, but for now it felt right.
Issie too he suddenly felt ready to emotionally embrace more closely. He was blessed to have the friendship – maybe even the love that he dare not call by name – of two beautiful women. It was time to run with it.
Issie? Suddenly he wondered what Issie was up to. She'd been below cleaning when this had started. He hadn't entirely forgotten that she tended to get more than a bit excited when she was a spectator to any activities he had with Amy.
For the first time Ned focused on the fact the cabin window looked straight out on the side deck they were lying on. Lifting his head to look over Amy's, he looked in. There was Issie, slouched deeply into the starboard settee opposite the window looking down at the hand she had down her bikini pants vigorously rubbing herself; the other hand inside the bikini top teasing up her nipple. With her legs spread wide, he could see the large damp stain in the salmon pink material. The size of the stain and a certain tenseness in her body told him she'd been at it for some time and was likely near the end result.
Even as he watched, she froze, clamped her legs together and lifted her hips; her face contorting into a silent, head back, open mouthed one of release.
Oblivious to what was going on behind her, Amy lifted her head to recapture Ned's tongue in her mouth and his full attention. As he surrendered to her, Ned couldn't but help wonder at his present circumstances.
His love life until now had been monogamous and with women – for most of the time his wife, but with some flings before and after - who took a long time cumming and then inevitably only once, and never almost continuously like Amy just had. They might occasional grunt, groan or moan just for a moment; but generally only a focus on their breathing would give any vocal clues to their arousal or climax. Sex was a twice a week thing – not twice or more a day. And as for actually talking about sex, really talking in more than one line exchanges; well that wasn't going to happen.
Was this a generational change or were Amy and Issie women of a different type; adventurous and free spirits. Ned figured he'd never really know.



        Unexpected Threesome Ch. 07

        Ned's pacific cruise with the two girls continues.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unexpected-threesome-ch-07

Title: Unexpected Threesome Ch. 07

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: Group Sex

Description: Ned's pacific cruise with the two girls continues.

Tags: group, f/m/f, threesome, cruise, group sex

Series: Unexpected Threesome


This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this. The story was inspired by actual platonic relationships I observed in operation in similar circumstances. You can decide the likelihood of such a mismatched age relationship developing this way.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew - nubile girls in their late 20's.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind and body; and the red wine that made the conversation flow and loosened lips.
*****
The girls had been in a funny mood all that afternoon; especially Issie. Ned had no doubt it was because of the fairly wild and furious sex he'd had with Amy earlier in the day. It was of course all part of the deal; one on ones were permitted - even encouraged - while the other was aboard. And Issie had been the one who'd negotiated the rules surrounding that and had certainly made sure she'd got ahead of the game in getting her share.
But still, in the heat of the moment you tend to forget that the third person is aboard the boat. As Ned had vigorously banged Amy on the side deck, Issie had a grandstand view of proceedings through the cabin window. She'd seen every moment of it from Ned's fingering of Amy through to the final animal like thrashing of their bodies together. She'd heard every intimate word and sexual cry and, being Issie, had masturbated to the show.
Ned liked the one on one's; maybe even preferred them. He liked their intimacy; playing with the breasts and kissing the mouth of the person you were fucking was somehow better than the more random mashing of clits, tits, lips, cunts and cocks that went with a threesome.
Ned knew that Issie was a bit more sensitive to these things because deep down in her heart she knew that Ned had an obsession about the youthful nubile perfection of Amy's body that Issie couldn't fully compete with whatever intellectual bond they shared. But once Issie reacted strangely to the situation, Amy's natural competitiveness meant she responded in her own way.
Ned knew it was a situation that had to be managed carefully; but was still feeling his way around it; in both meanings of that expression.
Mainly the funny mood manifested itself in a degree of friskiness on the girl's part. For much of the afternoon they had taken every opportunity to be tactile with him. Here again Issie had taken the lead, but Amy always made sure she was there for whatever happened.
That was the funny thing about it. As far as Ned could tell they were very good friends; relaxed, playful and mutually supportive with and of each other and devoid of passive aggressiveness in their interaction. But each was careful to make sure they got a full measure of Ned's attention; especially physical and sexual attention.
Just as a matter of politeness, Ned was in the habit of letting the girls process themselves through the bathroom first when getting ready for bed. On this night, when it was Issie's turn she presented herself in front of Ned, standing close to him in her string tie bikini, looked up at him flirtatiously and simply said...
"Pull me."
In the tropical air of Papeete, swimwear was pretty well their dawn to dusk clothing; minimalist bikinis for the girls and racing briefs for Ned. They would have been quite happy to go naked but at least wearing swimwear stopped them from having to carry around towels to sit on and let them go on deck without attracting the local gendarmes or offending neighbouring boats; or at least offending them any more than the knowledge that they were in a relationship where Ned was noisily screwing two girls half his age. Most of Issie's bikinis didn't have string tie bottoms; the one she had on was the exception.
Foolishly, it had taken Ned a few moments to process what it was she wanted. Yes, his brain had eventually deduced he was to pull the strings on her bikini to strip her for a shower. But as in those few moments his brain had initially scrolled through the possibilities, he'd noticed that Issie was showing a fair bit of raised nipple pushing out through the tiny flimsy material of her top.
Mischievously, Ned pinched the two nipples between his fingers and pulled them towards himself, feeling them rise further between his fingers as Issie, not braced for such an action, fell onto him, wrapping her arms around him.
"That's not what I meant."
"I know, but it looked like more fun."
"What, more fun than undressing me?"
"I figure I still get to do that anyway."
"Well?"
Ned took the hint and as Amy stood watching proceedings from just a metre away resting against the galley, he pulled each of Issie's strings, tugging the stretchy material hard to pull the parts of the garment from out between their now closely joined together bodies. He held the bikini out, waiting for a now naked Issie to release him and deal with it.
Nothing happened.
"Are you going to let me go and have your shower?"
"Are you in a hurry?"
Ned looked over the top of Issie's head at Amy, who was standing watching the whole thing somewhat bemused.
"No, but there's a bit of a queue behind you for the bathroom."
"If you insist."
Issie unwrapped herself and took a step back, letting Ned bring the hand holding the bikini between their bodies to give it to her. Issie took her own moment to evaluate the situation, noticed that Ned's manhood had now swollen in his pants and was stretching the material out and up over the drawstring at the waist, took the garment and draped it over the hook that formed.
"You can hold it for me."
With that she turned away and Ned watched as she wiggled her cute little butt all the way into the bathroom.
As Issie closed the door behind her Amy stepped forward.
"Well, you can hold mine too."
With that she pulled the bottom tie on her bikini top, slipped the top string over her head and hung the loop on Ned's hook, tucking the residual knot provocatively inside the waistband of his swimmers; enlarging the hook further in the process. Then she slipped her pants off and did the same with the string side band of those; leaving herself standing naked in front of Ned.
For a moment she stood there looking with a faux po-face and silently challengingly eyes at Ned while he stared awkwardly back; trying to resist his eye's tendency to drift down to her breasts. The silence was only broken when Amy's eyes lowered themselves down to his swollen manhood and contemplated it for a moment before Amy exclaimed...
"Actually to save time you should get ready for your shower too."
With that she knelt down in front of him, dipped her fingers inside his waistband to release the tie knot, unpeeled his swimmers off his erection and dropped them down to his feet; letting the accumulated bikini parts slip down to hang over the base of his erection, the soft material tickling his ball sack.
Amy waited while Ned lifted each foot to release his pants and then added it to the accumulation of clothing hanging on his cock.
Still kneeling with the tip of his erection right in front of her face, she looked up at Ned with a cloy grin.
"I haven't tried one with a dressing before. I wonder what it tastes like."
With that she bent his hardness down and sucked it into her mouth. Once, twice, a third time she drew it deeply into her mouth before withdrawing it and licking around the edge of the bell make exaggerated slurping noises. Then she looked up again.
"They taste the same with a dressing. In fact, even after you went swimming this afternoon I can still taste myself on you. Ode a cervix maybe. I like leaving my scent on you Ned; especially when it's mixed with the taste of your cum."
Amy stood up and pressed her nakedness against Ned's; his erection surging uncontrollably against her stomach and weeping pre-cum into it. Almost flustered by her unexpected attentions and the speed with which it had happened, unsure how to respond to her mark of ownership, Ned was left silently wrapping his arms around her in response; fingers spread wide against her butt.
Pushing her mouth against his to silence any protest, she bent his erection out and guided it to penetrate her until she was pushed hard against him again, his manhood now buried unmovingly deep inside her; the various garments still tickling his thighs pinned hard into the base of his erection by the pressure of her sex.
"I thought I'd freshen it up a bit. Don't wash it off in the shower."
Even in port where the tanks can be topped up, water, especially hot water, is a scarce resource on a yacht. Showers need to be quick and efficient. All this had happened in the three minutes since Issie had closed the door. Now the water pressure pump went silent; indicating Issie had finished her shower.
As efficiently as she'd induced his penetration of her, Amy arched her butt out causing Ned to slip out of her, his erection springing upward to slap his stomach with a thump before it was again sandwiched between their pushed together bodies.
"Well, I better be ready to go in as Issie comes out."
With that Amy let go of Ned and crossed the metre distance to lean against the bathroom door jamb; casually resting there when Issie opened the door and emerged naked. Issie briefly took in the scene; both of them naked, Amy next to her at the bathroom door, Ned a metre and a half away leaning on the galley half bulkhead, arms folded across his chest, manhood rampant and all of their swimwear now hanging from the base of his erection.
Whatever Issie thought of it, she didn't react. As Amy entered the bathroom and closed the door behind her, Issie simply wrapped her arms around Ned...
"I'll see you in bed."
"Don't you want your bikini back?"
"You can deal with it."
Quickly enough, Amy too finished her pre-bedtime preparation, surrendering the bathroom to Ned and heading off to bed with only a kiss of his cheek.
When Ned entered the bathroom he hung the pile of swimwear on a hook. As he showered himself, he reflected on Amy's instruction..."I like my scent on you...don't wash it off." Actually, with a hand held shower and his manhood still standing proud, that was an easy instruction to follow.
The funny thing was that, with the girls' sexual demands on him and the limited opportunities for washing on board the boat, there was rarely a moment he wasn't marked by one of their scents, more so if Amy was right and a quick swim wasn't enough to remove it. As they left port tomorrow, that was hardly going to improve as showers and even swims would be replaced by a quick hand wash.
Was that really what was happening between them all about? Subtle attempts to be the one whose scent marked him? Mind you, he was well aware that if he didn't clean it often enough, the resulting odour would be anything but desirable.
Having finished his shower, Ned looked down at the girls from the head of the bunk, their young, naked, toned and nubile bodies laid out on the bed in front of him, their upward looking faces barely a tongue length from his again rapidly hardening manhood. Between them was a small gap; a gap intended for him, one he now had to crawl into without sticking his bare bum into one of their faces.
Even as he'd slid naked into the bed between them, he'd felt their hands caressing his skin and touching up his manhood. Given their mood, it didn't especially surprise him.
Normally their full on sexual threesomes occurred each morning. After a tropical night spent sleeping naked, uncovered and exposed next to each other that just seemed to be the time when everyone was randiest. But tonight, after Ned had sex with Amy during the day, he wondered if Issie would be wanting to mark Ned with her scent; to use Amy's turn of phrase.
Ned found it was interesting in the way a degree of competitiveness played out between the girls; or perhaps more precisely in the way they sought to interact with him. Even the way they always spooned and cuddled up close to him in bed instead of using the space they had to gain a separation was in contrast to Ned's usual experience of women's preferences and struck him as having that same competitive element.
Their normal bedtime routine was a kiss and very intimate, naked, full body contact cuddle. Sleeping between two naked women always seemed to leave Ned in a permanent state of arousal; basically from the moment he climbed into the bed with them until they drained him of his seed in the morning romp. So their goodnight cuddle generally found Ned weeping pre-cum onto their stomachs, but leaving it at that.
On this night Issie took her turn at it to be all over him like a rash, flipping him onto his back and straddling him with her legs in a way that left the tip of his erection thrust firmly into her crease and auto- surging along it; looking for the warm, wet void it was designed to penetrate. Her words were those of an intimate goodnight kiss, but her actions more closely matched those of a woman instigating sex. Ned could sense Amy was watching intently; stroking his arm in a way that made it clear she wasn't to be left out of any romp that occurred.
And then, as suddenly as the initial rush at him, it seemed Issie changed her mind; rolled back onto her side and completed the goodnight routine in the usual way.
Somewhere during the night Ned awoke, lying on his side as was his habit, to find he had a dead lower arm and an erection, the tip of which, was resting on Amy's hip; captured by the rise of her hip bone off the flatness of her lower stomach. His upper arm rested across her stomach.
In that first pleasurable moment of wakefulness he couldn't stop it from surging; pushing its tip across to the rise of her mound where it felt it brush through the sparse, well-trimmed covering of her pubic hair. It felt delightful; a beacon of seduction sucking his manhood towards the pleasures of her sex. He could have happily laid there and kept doing it; even more happily leapt upon her and plunged his hard and primed shaft into her delectable body. But Amy was asleep, Issie on the other side of him. It was a desire that couldn't and shouldn't be fulfilled.
There was always something delightful about waking up facing Amy. In contrast to Ned, she always slept on her back. On this night she was a little higher in the bed than Ned, his line of vision under the gently feminine curve of her chin; straight at her breasts.
Even in the light of a partial moon, those perfect, perky orbs, capped by the most gorgeous nipples completely captured his attention. He couldn't get past the fact they were absolutely spectacular. Amy's body was a slim, strong 50 kg frame, her stomach and lower chest a flat board of well-toned flesh. Yet whether she was upright or on her back these c cup breasts rose perpendicularly out of it. He'd seen and felt enough to know they were real; so firm and yet so invitingly soft.
And even as she slept, he could see her nipples partly raised; the areola a raised plinth on which sat prominent buttons of pure symmetry and colour perfection. A sexual dream? Her body's auto reaction to the intimate surge of his shaft? Was she really asleep? Ned's brain filled with erotic desires.
They were breasts a man could obsess about and Ned did; constantly.
But the dead arm was insistent. He needed to roll over. Gently bouncing to roll in the same spot and not actually on to either Amy or Issie who was spooned into his back, he came face to face with Issie. Like Ned, she more often slept on her side. Unable, in the narrow gap permitted to him, to find a space to rest his now upper arm on the bed, nor to comfortably rest it on the point of his own hip, he laid it over Issie's waist; struck as always by the sensuous curve of her soft flesh as it arced down from her hips. This was all by now a familiar routine and was generally a signal for Issie, in a half wakeful state, to push up against him; her mound against his erection and, arms permitting, her nipple against his chest; which she proceeded to do.
Ten minutes later Ned was on the point of dropping back off to sleep when he felt Issie's hand move down between their bodies, grab his hardness and bend it down between her legs; sliding it through her wet crease a couple of times before Issie located its tip within her sex and shuffled herself, although it seemed to Ned more like her sex had sucked up his shaft, into a position of full penetration.
To keep jealousies at bay, the girls had proscribed they were each entitled to claim four individual quickies from Ned a week. But Issie's included an entitlement to fall asleep with her body intimately joined to Ned; not so quick, but not as exhausting as some of their other demands either.
He'd wondered at the time she had first described how it would work and even whether he could do it.
Of course his hardness felt wonderful as she caused it to penetrate her. It always did. But once it was in, Issie simply slipped her lower arm between Ned's shoulder and his pillow to embrace his back and cuddled up tightly to him without taking any action that would cause it to move. Ned too resisted the temptation to thrust and soon found that the initial sensitivity dulled to a pleasurable sense of joined intimacy.
Already drowsy when Issie initiated her coupling with him, Ned soon reached the unconscious state where time had no meaning.
The next thing he remembered was that he was playfully chasing Issie along the sandy shallows of a deserted tropical beach. Splashing through the water, she kept looking smilingly back at him, teasing him, challenging him to catch her, as she flaunted her bikini clad body with every stride. The splashes of water were glistening on her clear golden skin. The back of her bikini bottoms had become wet and were clinging delectably to the cheeks of her bottom; highlighting the power of her glutes as she ran. Every time she half turned to tease him he could see her breasts in profile, bouncing in their flimsy covering.
Ned caught her and wrapped her up in his arms as their intertwined bodies fell into the water. There was nothing gentle about what happened next. In a frenzy of desire they tore at each other's clothing; Issie's string tie bikini coming away quickly to Ned's urgent pulls.
With a passion Ned had only then just discovered, there in the tepid shallows he mounted Issie, plunged his hardness through the swollen lips of her sex in a single thrust and made unrestrained love to her. Lying on her, his legs outside hers, he pounded her with massive sexual thrusts while she quickly started writhing under him is a state of orgasmic bliss. He sensed the moment had arrived when he was going to cum; his shaft sensitive and sending shivers of pleasure to his brain with every thrust.
In that instant he woke up, aware he was about to climax to a wet dream; momentarily astounded, since it wasn't something he'd done since his younger years. It took a second longer for him to recognise he was actually penetrating a woman, his interrupted dream confusing his recall of the circumstances in which he drifted off to sleep some time ago.
Instinctively his body attempted a small thrust. But instead of Issie's sex being wet and slippery with her lubricating juices, Ned found his still hard shaft almost glued into her by a viscous sticky mucus.
As he felt Issie contract her pelvic floor muscles to pulse her sex on his manhood, he only just managed to supress a groan as his brain was overwhelmed by pleasure and his ejaculate flooded her body, spraying her cervix with his seed.
To Ned's surprise, Issie came too with that first hosing of her sex by his rope of cum; surprising because he'd done nothing to trigger it. The contractions of her orgasm pummelled his manhood, but his own orgasm was far from finished.



A second rush of seed sent another jet of pleasure up his shaft. But even then his attempts to mini thrust to this, and each subsequent spray of ejaculate his body produced, was inhibited by that substance. Yes, he knew he could easily have broken the mucus bond had he tried hard enough; but he judged his path of maximum enjoyment was to leave well enough alone.
Finally he was left merely shuddering through the final ecstasies of his orgasm.
With both of them supressing the outward signs of their climax because of Amy's presence in the bed, Issie responded by binding their bodies together in a python like grip; her arms around him, subtly grinding her mound against him.
It seemed for a while to Ned as if Issie was never going to release him from the grip that both her arms and her sex held on him. Even after his hardness should by all rights have long since dissolved to flaccidness, his erection was still firm; like her body had filled it full of some Viagra like hormone.
If he was going to go through life bound to Issie like this Ned figured she might as well answer the question that had been burning in his brain since she'd climaxed. Already his mouth was next to her ear. In the lowest whisper he asked...
"What triggered your climax? I wasn't doing anything. Twice now you've climaxed when I've done nothing more than ejaculated into you. How does that work?"
Ned was sure he could feel a flush spread across Issie's cheeks; as if she'd been caught out in a secret. And then suddenly he felt the same cheek tighten as if a grin had broken across her face.
"I don't know I'd say you'd done nothing more than ejaculate. Just from having you in my for so long and pulsing myself against you, I was pretty excited by the time it happened. But sometimes if the guy is right and I'm sexually turned on enough, the guy climaxing is enough to push me over the top. It just feels special. It's a big part of why I wanted to lose the whole condom routine because it doesn't work with them.
I know this is going to scare you witless, but you're just the second guy I've ever had it happen with. And I knew it would before we dropped the condoms. So there you have it. I'm not just using you for meaningless sex; I have deeper feelings for you than you thought and I have for some time. Mind you the meaningless sex is nice too."
She hesitated a moment before adding...
"Ned, don't get defensive on me. I haven't lost the perspective of the fact I'm in a threesome with a much older guy. I'm happy to share you with Amy and I know it all has to come to an end. But we can enjoy it until then."
Ned was caught off-guard by the directness of her words. To his simple male mind, silence seemed like the safest response; anything else was too complicated, too dangerous. But he knew that wasn't right. That's what you get for asking impertinent questions.
"That's OK. The truth is I can't pretend I'm just using you guys for sex either. I'm emotionally involved too. I have to be honest, I feel that way about both of you, but I don't care any less about either of you because of that.
I know I'm going to want to curl up and die when you leave. Sometime I wonder if I can't just sail the seven seas forever to keep you aboard; but what will be will be. It's a bridge we'll cross when we get to it."
They lay in an awkward contemplative silence for a few moments. Ned's erection was still refusing to subside and Issie wasn't doing anything to remove it.
Somewhat uncertain about the whole situation, Ned attempted a short but determined partial withdrawal; breaking the bond and allowing Ned to momentarily pleasure himself with a few mini thrusts of his suddenly rapidly shrinking shaft.
Finally Issie loosened the grip her arms had on him and pulled her lower arm out from under him, letting them both fall back into their normal sleep routines.
If the girls had gone to bed frisky, nothing much seemed to have changed when they woke in the morning. The routine the girls had established was that this was the time they normally shared their threesome. For Ned it had the advantage that a night spent cuddled up with the girls generally gave him a heightened sense of arousal; left him at the peak of his daily hormonal cycle. But the girls also seemed to wake up randy.
The only real issue was their normal sleep habits. Ned was an early waker, Amy somewhat so. Issie on the other had was a late one. Most mornings they split the difference; Ned and Amy loitering half-awake cuddling in bed until it was reasonable to disturb Issie.
On this morning Amy wasn't playing by the usual rules. By then turned back towards Amy, at first light Ned was woken by the feel of a woman playing with his manhood; opening his eyes to find Amy lying on her side facing him, his face almost buried in her cleavage, her hand circling his erection and sliding up and down on it, using his own pre-cum to lubricate her action.
Almost as soon as she was certain Ned was awake, she brought her face down to kiss him, forcing him over on his back before lying across the top of him. Moments after waking up, Ned found himself under a woman and penetrating her as she passionately kissed him.
Much as he occasionally found it tempting to do so, Ned had inhibitions about fondling the girls while they were asleep. Amy clearly had none. As soon as she had established herself on Ned she bent herself across to a still sleeping Issie, slipping a hand between her legs and her lips over a nipple.
As Ned bent his head up to see what Amy was up to, he could see that her open hand was gently massaging her mound rather than making a specific attack on her more intimate erogenous parts. But there was no mistaking Amy's open mouth licking of Issie's nipple.
Issie always was a slow waker; progressively moving through states of drowsiness before becoming fully sentient. Issie groaned a bit in response to the sexual stimulation, rolling slowly onto her back and spreading her legs; almost inviting Amy's hand to move deeper into her crease as her breast disappeared inside Amy's mouth.
A still closed eyed Issie brought a hand over Amy's head, holding it to her chest. Ned could only guess that the flowing locks of Amy's hair was the thing that alerted her to the fact that what was happening didn't quite accord with her half asleep mind's ideas. Ned watched as Issie's eyes opened and took in the top of Amy's head, closed again to enjoy a moment of hip lifting stimulation, then opened to refocus on her surroundings. She turned towards Ned, met his eyes, then scanned down the length of his body; no doubt taking in the lift and fall of Amy's torso as she worked her shaft against Ned's hardness.
Because that was the other thing about Amy's actions that morning. Normally the first of them to use Ned's shaft to find an orgasm did so - what's the right word - lightly. In a way intended to pleasure themselves, rather than drive Ned to a premature release. Basically to leave him for the other girl to have her turn. In contrast on this morning Amy was gripping him tightly; almost trying to suck an ejaculation out of him.
Issie seemed momentarily uncertain how to act. She shuffled her body to close the already narrow gap between herself and Ned; seemingly signalling Amy to continue. But as her mind came fully to life, so did her desire to control her participation in proceedings.
At first she lifted a hand onto Ned's chest; brushing his chest hairs. Then she brought herself up on her other elbow, lifting Amy's head with her. Amy must have done something a little more stimulating, because Issie hesitated there in head laid back mewling ecstasy.
Seemingly resolving not to be kept on the sidelines regardless of Amy's pleasuring of her, she rose up to a sitting position. Although Amy's head was now out of reach of her nipples, Ned could see Amy's fingers were buried deep in Issie's sex as her thumb continued to stroke her clit. Issie edged closer to Ned, seemingly struggling between letting Amy's fingering of her run its course and having Ned finish the job.
Finding her resolve, Issie took Amy's hand in hers, kissed the palm of it, then held it to her breast as she cast one leg across Ned to straddle his neck. Then she shuffled forward, bringing her womanhood over Ned's mouth.
That left two girls riding him cowgirl style; Amy on his cock and Issie preparing to ride his tongue. To complete the picture, Ned had lifted his hands up to fondle Amy's nipples while Amy leaned forward to wrap her hands around Issie and fondle her nipples.
Issie's sex loitered over his mouth; squatting over Ned so that he had to lift his head slightly to establish contact. There always was something of a porn star quality to Issie's sexual organs; full outer lips, slight inner ones, and devoid of any hair. Her clit, already unhooded by Amy's touching up of it, stood out as a swollen smooth shiny ball. Her juices were oozing from her sex like spilt honey.
Ned lifted his tongue and flickered it against her clit; eliciting a groan of excitement from Issie and the feeling on his arms of her tightening her hamstrings in anticipation of more. Ned started flicking it more determinably, quickly bringing Issie to the point she was writhing and squirming above him, sometimes jerking her hips forward as if thrusting onto a cock that wasn't there; grunting and groaning as she went.
But that was nothing compared to the action going on behind her. Amy was becoming increasingly excited; riding Ned's manhood in a fast moving rising trot; the wet sucking sounds of their coupling rising above both Issie's groans and Amy's moaning repetition of... "Oh Ned, Ned, Oh Ned, Oh."
She was still gripping him firmly as the slippery warmth of her sex rose up on his shaft and plunged back down on it. Desperately, even as his tongue continued to flicker against Issie's clit, Ned fought against the tingling in his shaft trying not to cum; fighting the teasing, tempting message from his balls to throw his hips up against Amy, bury his cock against her cervix and unleash his seed into her.
With some relief - because he didn't think he could hold back much longer - Ned felt and heard Amy come, her usual string of loudly cried expletives...
"Oh fuck...oh Ned...fuck...oh my god...Ned, oh Ned... ...", accompanied by the feelings of her contractions adding to the pressure on his shaft.
Now he needed Issue to cum too, not because he couldn't finish her after his own orgasm, but because he'd enjoy his more if he was undistracted by any further obligation to her. He could tell she couldn't be far off; Amy had done a good job warming her up, making the most of any state of night arousal she'd been in when she was woken up. Her body was arched back, eyes closed as she moaned towards the ceiling; almost shuddering in pleasure as Amy continued to play with her nipples.
The tingling in his shaft was becoming more acute. Amy's orgasm hadn't stopped her rising and falling on it, so he had no way to control its stimulation. If anything she was gripping it tighter; clearly looking to induce his release.
His brain was screaming..."Come on Issie, cum; cum now, please cum now..." even as his tongue flicked harder and faster against her clit. At last the dam broke for her. As her body tensed and her hamstrings tightened against Ned's shoulder she cried out with a long mournful groan of indescribable pleasure. Still Ned held on, giving Issie enough of a head start that he could unleash the full fury of his impending orgasm without disturbing hers.
But his body couldn't be denied any longer. With his shoulders pinned by Issie and his head thrown back deeply into the pillow, Ned involuntarily arched his legs and back; lifting his hips and all 50 kilograms of Amy with it. Accompanied by a bellowing grunt, a shot of intense pleasure ran the length of his manhood as he filled Amy's sex with his cum. His muscles released momentarily without dropping his hips, only to tense again as successive flows of his seed were implanted in her with all the wonderful feelings that went with each squirt.
In their oxytocin driven post orgasmic high, the focus of both girls switched to Ned's face and head. Almost as soon as she'd cum, Issie had curled her body into a small ball to kiss and stroke the top of his head and as far down his face as her flexibility would permit.
Not to be denied, as soon as Ned's hips had settled back on the bunk, Amy had contorted herself to bring her head around Issie's hips and slip under her hanging breasts to find Ned's lips; all while keeping his still hard manhood firmly gripped inside her.
As Ned put one hand around each of their backs, they'd somehow untangled themselves; Issie slipping a leg back from across his shoulders and straightening herself out alongside him while Amy's grip on Ned's cock meant she wasn't going to be quickly dislodged too far from the prime position along the centre for his torso. There they smothered his face in kisses; like two cats at a feeding bowl, nuzzling the other aside for a turn at his lips.
Progressively their bodies relaxed, Ned's manhood softened and regardless of her grip, slipped from Amy's sex, letting Ned's pubic hair be filled with a mixture of his cum and her juices. Frantic kissing became a silent close contact; Ned's torso still covered by their combined bodies.
It was Issie who broke the silence first.
"Are we still sailing early tomorrow?"
"Yes, why?"
"Just checking. As far as I know everything is ship shape and we just need to do a bit of final provisioning. Is that right?"
"Yep, you girls drew up the provisioning lists yesterday."
"Well, I figure once we're at sea we're not really going to get much of a chance for a long one on one with you. I wonder if we can each have a turn today. One in the morning, one in the afternoon while the other goes ashore for provisions?"
"Are you guys trying to kill me? It sounds delightful and I'm not going to say no, but you're going to have to go easy on me if you want a whole day of it from me. Anyhow, what does Amy think about this. She might not be in the mood."
"Don't worry, I'm in the mood."
"It's OK Ned, we'll go easy on you. What say we each get an hour and a half of kissing and cuddling and moderate sex?"
Ned smirked at Issie's expression.
"Moderate sex? That's a nice term. I'm not sure what it means; something short of giving me a heart attack I hope."
"It means you can keep the animal caged. We'll do the work and gently at that. All you have to do is provide the body and the erection."
Now Ned and Amy laughed at the mental picture drawn by Issie's turn of phrase. At first Issie responded with a... "What?"... but quickly saw the humour in her words and joined the giggles.
"Well if you guys are happy with that, so am I. Who going first?"
TO BE CONTINUED.
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This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this. The story was inspired by actual platonic relationships I observed in operation in similar circumstances. You can decide the likelihood of such a mismatched age relationship developing this way.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew -- nubile girls in their late 20's.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind and body; and the red wine that made the conversation flow and loosened lips.
*****
It's not every day a guy gets out of bed to be told he's got a day of sex ahead of him because the two girls in his life each want a few hours of private time with him.
Ned left it to the girls to work out who went ashore first to leave his body to the sexual predations of the other. He was a little surprised to find they were both angling to be the second one to have his body, rather than the first.
Maybe Amy had hit the nail on the head when she spoke of leaving her scent on him. Clearly the second one would achieve that better than the first. Regardless, in the end they settled the matter with a good natured toss of a coin, leaving Issie heading off ashore to get the first load of provisions.
Issie hadn't gone ashore to leave Ned and Amy together for a cup of tea and a quiet chat. Amy didn't waste any time. A soon as Ned came back below from casting off the line for Issie, she was over him like a rash; wrapping her limbs around him in the galley and pushing her face into his before taking his hand and leading him into the master cabin.
In contrast to Issie, for whom clothing -- even as little as a bikini and swim briefs -- was a mere barrier to getting down to it and to be ripped off as quickly as possible, Amy seemed to like the undressing as part of the process; a tease and a seduction all in one. Something of a Goldilocks process; not too rushed, but not too slowly either. Something that she seemed to guide Ned through at a pace that maximised her and Ned's enjoyment without him even being sure how she did it.
Ned had to concede, when you had a body like Amy's dressed in a bikini like the ones she wore, taking a little time about it was well worthwhile.
As she stood upright at the head of the bunk, Ned kissed down her neck, over her shoulder and across the exposed flesh at the top of her breasts, teasing the nipple with his fingers to harden it and make it push out the filmy material of her top. There was just something in the way the inner hem of each triangle cut seductively across close to the centre of each orb; teasing him with what little they hid while emphasising the perkiness and golden brown geometric perfection of each breast. Already his manhood had swollen in his pants; pushing out the stretchy material.
Her hand, resting on the back of his head, ever so subtly guided him across her chest, down into her bosom and onto the flesh of the other breast where its nipple too was brought to a jutting hardness. A gentle pressure pushed him down onto the nipple, encouraging him to flick it with his tongue, wetting the material covering it and turning it translucent enough to hint at the purity of the hue of the nipple, and the areola which surrounded it, even as Amy's little hum of pleasure raised his own arousal.
His hands surrounded her back. From a position cupping the cheeks of her butt he let them glide up; willingly absorbing her subtle clues. It was time. His fingers found the lower tie of the bikini top; slowly pulling the bow until it released, his eyes hungrily devouring the delectable sight of the tightly stretched material releasing and the orbs bouncing noticeably outward as they were freed from their binding.
Now the triangles hung limply, a single fold running the length of each narrow strip of material, pushed out by the jutting button which still lay hidden from sight at the centre of it. The string ties cascaded down between their bodies, tickling his thigh and flipping teasingly against his firm manhood. Still his tongue flicked against the hidden gem while his eyes contorted to take in the vista in front of him.
He could have just pulled the top over her head, but that would deny him the full joy of the reveal. Instead his hands glided further up, fingers stretched out to find the upper tie. He found it, pulled at it and felt the bow stretch and then release. Mere friction held the material in place.
A tug downwards slowly pulled the top off Amy's breasts, its progress retarded just enough by the ties still looped around her neck. Before a nipple was even exposed, his tongue had slipped under the material to make contact with the flesh of its projecting hardness, taking it fully into his mouth and swirling it around with his tongue as it became fully exposed. All of the time his eyes were twisted to enjoy the sight of the slow uncovering of the other. Some things never lose their visual excitement.
His hand came up to take the other nipple between his fingers, gently rubbing it between them. Amy always had sensitive nipples. He sensed the stretch of her neck as she dropped her head back and moaned audibly; lolling her head slowly from side to side as her hand on the back of his head held his face into her breast.
With his spare hand once again cupping the cheek of her butt, Ned brought their lower torsos tightly together. Arching his body to keep his mouth on her nipple, he slipped his swimwear sheathed hardness between her legs, pushing the tip firmly up into her crease, rocking it slowly back and forward through the fold of her bikini bottoms that created.
By unspoken mutual agreement they started pacing backward towards the bunk. As the back of Amy's knees connected with it, tightly bound together, they flopped down onto it. Shuffling to bring the full lengths of their bodies over it, Ned jerked his hardness into her crease with each movement, bringing out a little mewl of delight every time and overpowering the more constant moans from the stimulation if her nipples.
One part of Ned wanted to bend down and strip her, quickly bringing his manhood into the full embrace of her body. And as Amy reached down between their torsos to release the drawstring of his swimmers and then started to tug them over his butt, it seemed she was happy to follow that path. But Amy was only the second woman in his life capable of a nipple orgasm. It had been a while since he'd given her one and he always enjoyed it, so he loitered on them; one with its jutting hardness in his mouth, the other between his fingers, his eyes focused down on the rise of her mound where her bikini pants wrapped themselves around the stretched pole of his own swimwear as it lay between her legs.
His reward was to soon have her squirming under him; pinned to the bed by his head over her chest and his thigh over hers as he kept the tip of his shaft between her legs jerking himself into her crease. With a sharp intake of breath and a prolonged groan she came, lifting her hips against his weight but demonstrating it was a different experience for her by not screaming out the string of profanities that usually accompanied her vaginal, g spot orgasms.
The good thing Ned had discovered about making love to Amy was that once she had cum the first time, subsequent orgasms flowed quickly and freely.
It was time. Each sent a hand frantically groping for the waistband of the other's pants. Amy had a head start, having slid Ned's over his bottom previously. But now any downward progress was blocked by the outreach of the shaft that projected between her legs.
Ned rolled on his back far enough to release his hardness from her crotch. That let Amy stretch out the front of his swimmers to expose his manhood and deftly bring a leg up, hook the waistband in her toe and pull his swimmers down and off his legs.
Ned wasn't that flexible. Anyway there was one more visual delight waiting for him. Bending back over her body, he kissed down her stomach until he came to her mound, slipping a finger up and down the wet fold of her bikini pants that ran through her crease.
For a single moment he lifted his head high enough to take in the glorious vista available to him. That beautiful mound, the thin strip of her bikini pants moulded to it, the deep dampness stained camel toe than bisected the material running down between her legs and the light, coffee skinned perfection of her thighs where they emerged seductively from each leg hem. He kissed the mound. Then, completely overcome by desire, he peeled the front of her bikini pants down. As she lifted her hips to release it from under her, he buried his face in her crotch and his tongue in her crease as his arm stretched out to slip the pants off her folded legs.
Immediately he was back over her, pinning her nubile body to the bunk as his anxious manhood attempted to spear her willing sex. In his haste he missed her crease and got momentarily stuck in the fold between her crotch and thigh before Amy's warm hand circled his shaft and guided it to a spot that positively radiated a wet heat at it. With a single thrust he delighted in the unyielding sensitive flesh of his erection being embraced in the depth of her perfection as the tip pushed aside the velvety folds to open her up to him.
With their legs intertwined, Ned rolled Amy on top to let her first find her own orgasm. Instead she stacked some pillows next to Ned's hips and rolled them back over to bring her bottom on top of them.
Ned rose up over her on outstretched arms, his shaft pushed in deeply enough for his pubis to be mashed against what he hoped was her clit. Being over Amy like this was always a joy. The delicate feminineness of her body capped by those awesome breasts, the shear clarity and perfection of her skin and the friendly youthful beauty of her face all drove him wild with desire.
He put on a smile big enough that he hoped it would convey the tease in his words.
"I thought you girls were doing all the work today to save my poor fragile body from being worn out."
Amy lifted a hand to caress the side of his face with her fingers.
"I think you'll survive what I have in mind for you. The animal can stay in its cage today. I want you to make beautiful love to me in the way that only you know how."
Rather than bask in the compliment, Ned's first thought as Amy said that was to hope he could live up to her expectations. If he'd pondered how he'd come to find himself sharing a bed with two women half his age, being some sort of outstanding lover hadn't topped the list of reasons. Adequate maybe, but lacking the life experience to be much more than that.
All he could really do is what he'd done for her before; let the desire he felt for her translate into a passion to satisfy her. To use what he knew about her body -- an active g spot located at a shallow depth inside her sex, sensitive nipples, a responsive clit and a tendency to have rapid multiple orgasms after her first one -- to achieve that.
He bent down to kiss her as he partly withdrew and thrust back in, grinding his pubis on her clit. Then he bent his head down to suck her nipple as he withdrew again -- nearly all the way this time. Dropping his butt down between her legs as much as he could, he did a short jerking thrust upwards into her elevated crotch, trying to rake the front wall of her sex.
The sharp intake of her breath told him he'd achieved the desired effect.
He repeated the short jerking thrusts at a steady pace, all the while enjoying the play of her jutting nipples in his mouth. It was best when doing this with Amy to keep a simple repetitive pattern. Because her g spot was located at such a shallow depth, it was easy to withdraw too far and come out altogether. And he'd also discovered that a short sharp jerk worked better than a simple more measured thrust. But he was encouraged by the knowledge that when he got it right he was more than rewarded by her response.
Today was no exception. She was soon moaning and squirming under him. Once he'd achieved that, he knew her climax would quickly follow. When Amy climaxed to g spot stimulation, the results were never subtle and always profane.
As she buried her head deeper into the bunk cushion and lifted her hips off the pillow they rested on, she scratched deeply down the length of his back and cried out loud enough to be heard across half a kilometre of water...
"Oh faaaark.. oh my god.. Ned, more...that's it,...there... more...shit, oh shit..."
All the while Ned continued to try and keep jerking against her g spot to prolong her orgasm -- the "more" she's crying out for -- while the gyrations of her hips made it increasingly impossible just to stay inside her. But Ned knew from the past there's a moment when enough becomes enough for her and the best thing he can do is bury himself as deeply as he can inside her to let her grind her clit on his pubis.
That in a sense was the signal for the next stage of their love making, the part Ned really enjoyed as he long thrust her; finishing each one with another short grind against her clit. Perhaps pounding is too violent a word to apply to it, but he certainly went at it with a will. Enough to generate a bit of rag dolling from her, even a bit of breast wobble in response; all while he stared down at the gorgeous woman under him.
The spectacular thing about making love to Amy like this -- apart from staring down at her body -- was that she seemed to reach a sort of orgasmic plateau where Ned couldn't really tell whether she kept having extra ones or hadn't finished the one before. She just kept squirming and moaning like she was experiencing a pleasure too intense to endure.
At first her body's grip on his shaft had been light; leaving Ned the illusion he could keep going at her for hours while enjoying every moment of it. But after what he was fairly certain was a fresh orgasm, her grip tightened.
Suddenly he felt those first threads of sensitivity that presaged his climax. His response to that was to go harder and faster at her to maximise the pleasure of his own orgasm. Moments later his body demanded he push deeply into her and hold it there as the first squirt of his seed filled her womanhood. He lost count of the number of times he felt compelled to withdraw slightly and thrust hard again to service yet another squirt until he was left shuddering out the final vestiges of his orgasm lying flat on her as her body seemingly wrung out the final drops of seed from his balls.
He was spent, but in no hurry to pull his still rigid shaft from her body. But he was concerned about crushing her if he relaxed his full weight onto her slender body. So, in the way they often finished their love making, Ned rolled them both over, leaving Amy lying on top.
There was always something delightful about having Amy's body draped over his; more so when his manhood was hard and inside her. Her light, lithe, body barely registered its weight on him as it rose and fell with every breath he took. The inner surface of her soft smooth thighs pushed against his own as her legs fell down onto the bunk next to his while her long hair cascaded over his right shoulder. As he wrapped his arms around her he caressed up and down the sensuous curves of her back and savoured the feel of her gentle breath on his neck.
But nicest of all was the push of her breasts into his chest. He could even feel where the hard buttons of her nipples touched the turn of the side of his chest as her ample bosoms flattened themselves against him.
His erection seemed relucent to subside. A good orgasm often worked like that for him, especially while he remained penetrated, but this one more so than usual. Even as he eventually started to soften somewhat it was unwilling to go limp; even less willing to give up the pleasure of resting inside Amy's body.
"Ned, do you love me?"
Ned was taken aback by the directness of her question. Until now it was almost as if the topic had been off limits; too hard given the differences in the ages and the complexity of their threesome. Something to be danced about, hinted at, even teased with, but never confronted directly. Both Issie and Amy had circled the issue in the last day or two but in a way that had avoided directly confronting it.
Still, even if he wasn't ready for the question, he knew the answer. It had grown on his for some time now, but had hit him with incredible clarity as they'd make love yesterday.
There was a danger in an honest answer. Unreciprocated love is a sure way to kill a relationship. But Ned was fairly sure the question wasn't a trap. There was an answer Amy wanted and Ned could perfectly honestly give it to her.
He brought a hand up to stroke the length of her hair, laying it along the curve of her back as he replied.
"Yes. Unreservedly yes.
I know it wasn't meant to work this way but you're too lovely a person not to fall in love with.
To put all the cards on the table, I can't deny I love Issie too, but I don't love you any less for that."
Amy lifted her head and stroked the flesh of her cheek against Ned's.
"Thank god. I thought I was going to burst if I couldn't tell you how much I love you. I was scared you were going to push me away."
Her lips met Ned's and her tongue extended itself into his welcoming mouth, feeling along his teeth before pushing itself to the back of his throat. Amy squirmed and writhed on top of him as she enthusiastically pashed him; but in her passion Ned felt like something strange was happening. Her breathing, the tension in her body, a feeling of contractions bearing down on his manhood, it almost felt to him like she was having some sort of silent orgasm. But far from her contractions pushing the residue of his erection out of her body, it was as if it was sucking it in deeper.
At his age, Ned was no champion in the refractory period stakes. There was no doubt the girls had done wonders for his performance, but he was no 20 year old and couldn't perform like one.
But he couldn't deny the pleasurable feeling of a rush of new blood into his manhood, letting it regain whatever length it had lost, fill out lost volume and re-sensitising the surface of its now unyielding skin as Amy's velvety folds opened once again to accommodate it. But Amy wasn't showing any sign of lifting herself up and revisiting their recent performance.
Instead she laid her head back on Ned's chest.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"I understand why you feel you have to do it. I understand we're all still working out this threesome thing and I'm good with that.
But when you say something nice to me, you don't need to tell me the same applies to Issie. Let's take that as read because we're in a threesome. You can make it clear if it doesn't and you think I'm even more special in some way, otherwise I just want to hear you talk about me. OK?"
"Yes. Sorry."
"You don't need to apologise. I understand. It's really something for the future."
"OK. Sorry."
"What you're sorry that you said sorry now?"
"Yes, sorr... . Yep."
For a moment they both fell silent.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"I really love it when you stroke my hair and back like that. Can you do it some more?"
Ned willingly complied; occasionally adding some caresses of the soft skin of her face with the side of his fingers to a stroking action that went all the way from the top of her head to the cheek of her butt. Amy just lay there, unmoving; maybe Ned thought as her breathing slowed, even drifting off to a light sleep.
Like Issie had last night, Amy seemed to just want to hold his erection inside her without doing anything more with it. He wasn't complaining about that. It was entirely delightful. He'd had a morning of sex and an afternoon of it coming up. This was a beautiful interlude and he had no sense that he wanted to thrust from below to stimulate himself.



About the most he indulged in was using the fingers of the hand not stroking her back to slip between their chests and tease up her nipple.
But like with Issie last night, he could increasingly feel his hardness held into her sex by a sticky mucus. Ned wondered if Amy wasn't actually copying what Issie had done; something confirmed when she whispered into his ear.
"I like this bound together thing that Issie started. I'd like to add it to my list of quickies."
Ned was finding this new sexual concept of the girls confusing. It wasn't that he didn't enjoy it; it was quite lovely to spend so long intimately bound to them. It was just it left him wondering what it was all about and the effect it was having on his body.
Somewhere in the back of his mind he remembered reading -- a decade or more ago now -- about a female hormone which was produced during that sort of prolonged inactive penetration that actually permeated into the male's body through his shaft and gonads and made him more malleable to her wants. They were called copulins, or something like that, if he remembered correctly and the viscous mucus was part of holding the male in place while the woman permeated him with them; they actually travelling down his shaft into his gonads.
Were the girls intentionally trying to have some sort of hormonal battle for his mind and body; especially since he wondered if they each weren't just as keen for him to ejaculate out anything implanted by the other? It seemed unlikely to Ned. He'd heard of the concept maybe once or twice in his life; wasn't even sure how scientifically proven it was. What was the chance of them both having read up on it in their adult lives; unless they'd shared some girlie magazine that had an article about it?
Was it some sort of intuitive female reaction to sexual competitiveness? If so he'd never seen it before. Mind you, he'd never been in this situation before either.
They lay there unmoving until the sound of the tender's outboard could be heard approaching the yacht. It must have been most of an hour; a delightful hour that gave Ned time to contemplate how fortunate a position he'd found himself in at this time of his life. He was almost certain that Amy had spent at least some of the time in a light sleep. Yet, for him to have lapsed into sleep would have seemed a travesty. He had this perfect and most delightful specimen of youthful female beauty on top of him while his hard manhood lay deep inside her. Why waste a moment of it?
Amy heard the motor too. Lifting her hips slightly, she broke the mucus bond binding him into her and let his erection withdraw to flop down onto his stomach; flattening herself back down to squash it between their bodies.
"We'd better get up and dressed."
It was alright for Amy to say that; and indeed Ned watched in delight as she stood up and put her bikini back on. But Ned had this erection that just wouldn't go down. He wasn't complaining about the lack of a climax -- there'd be plenty of those this afternoon if he knew Issie. It was more the case that, as he put his swimming briefs back on, he was confronted with the choice of either having the top half of his erection peeking over the waistband or stretching the front of his swimmers tautly up over it; choosing the latter.
To make matters worse, it was still sticky and damp with a combination of Amy's juices and mucus and his own cum from his climax over an hour earlier; all of which had oozed back out and smeared itself the length of it as Amy had lifted her hips and laid herself back down on it. That wetness quickly permeated his stretched swimwear to leave a visibly damp line running the length of his shaft and over the tip; highlighting his embarrassment.
And without further provocation, it remained that way all the time it took to go out and help Issie lift the provisions aboard and stow them around the galley. There was little point in trying to bend over or take some other action to hide or minimise it, so Ned decided he'd just act like nothing was different. Of course Issie noticed it; she could barely take her eyes off it -- casting smirking glances at Amy at the same time.
Eventually the girls started playing off it; deliberately brushing across it as they passed in the companionway and even just straight out handling it; making some provocative comment as they did so. Yes, Ned was in the presence of two barely clad youthful beauties. Yes, they had started to touch up his erection somewhat. And yes, he was expecting an afternoon of wild sex with Issie. Still at his age his erection shouldn't be acting like that of a teenager; something uncontrollably on display.
He remembered the same thing had happened to it after Issie's use of it last night; in that case a persistent erection even after he'd climaxed. It again made him wonder if he hadn't been permeated by Amy with some female hormone that acted like Viagra. And while that might be all well and good, the real issue was that, if what he remembered about the effect of copulins was correct, he now had two females strongly influencing his behaviour. How did that even work?
It remained hard while he shared a brief lunch with the girls; although by this time it had become such an amusement to them that they would barely leave it alone. Sitting either side of him, their thighs and sides pushed against his, any hand not occupied with eating was touching it up in some way while Issie made jokes in his ear about it anticipating what she was about to do with it. At least, Ned consoled himself, there now seemed enough rise and fall in it that he felt it was responding to their stimulation rather than whatever hormones Amy had implanted on him. Consoling because he found the thought of going through life with a permanent erection somewhat disconcerting. Still, he felt it was more reactive than normal to their provocations; the effect hadn't entirely worn off.
As soon as lunch was finished Amy went and got ready for her provisioning trip ashore. Ned actually had to pull Issue's hand off his hardness to go and help Amy into the tender and cast off, so he was still showing a prominent erection as he climbed down onto the swim platform to hold the boat for her; thankful that at least there was no one on the deck of the neighbouring yachts to judge him for it.
But Amy had her own way of keeping him fully aroused without her even touching it. For the trip ashore she'd put on a tight fitting mini skirt and plunge neck t shirt. There was not the slightest doubt in Ned's mind that she knew that, as she bent over to drop the outboard down and start it, she was offering him a grandstand view of the crotch of her tiny bright yellow panties as they moulded into the sexual anatomy that lay beneath them and stained by a final discharge from their earlier encounter. The thought that, less than an hour ago, the same erection had lain inside the mound that now so prominently bulged between her legs as she bent over the outboard, gave him a sudden urge to jump in the boat and take her from behind. An urge he resisted.
To top it off, as she turned to collect from him the painter tethering the tender to the yacht, she bent over to give him a down blouse view of her otherwise naked breasts; all with a concocted air of naive innocence hiding behind a cheeky grin.
As he turned to climb the ladder back into the cockpit, he found Issie blocking the way.
"I suppose you're going to tell me you weren't staring at her butt."
"No, I was definitely staring at it."
Issie turned around and performed a standing forward bend from her gymnast days; bending herself double from the waist looking back up at Ned upside down with her head between her legs. The stretch of her glutes drew her bikini bottom tightly into the cheeks of her bottom.
"What about this one?"
To say that Ned was impressed by what she'd done would be an understatement. Her legs were absolutely straight, spread just far enough apart to accommodate her head, her arms wrapped around them. Ned knew she had a gymnastic and yoga background but had seriously underestimated how far she'd got. It took a moment for him to realise what the answer to Issie's question was supposed to be.
"I'm staring at it too."
"What are you going to do about it?"
"Probably fuck it."
"Only probably?"
"No, definitely."
"That's better."
Ned couldn't help himself. As he stood on the swim platform and she on the deck, Issie's crotch was right at eye level and less than an arm's length away from him. He reached out and stroked the mound that lay prominently bulging between her slightly spread apart legs, folding her bikini pants into the crease that lay underneath it. He couldn't help from wondering how, if he did penetrate her in that position, the length of his shaft would be accommodated in the fold of her hips. The mental image of a bulge appearing in her back every time he thrust into her both amused and excited him.
Issie mewled in pleasure and swayed her hips from side to side until...
"I've got a better idea."
With that she placed a hand on the ground to brace herself and lifted a foot onto Ned's chest, giving him a sharp enough jab to launch him backwards off the platform and into the tepid water. Ned came to the surface just in time to see Issie readjust her bikini pants to sit low enough on her hips to almost expose herself and then launch herself into a vertical dive; breaking the water less than a metre from him.
Like the last time she'd done that, as the initial splash cleared he found her pants floating in amongst the stream of bubbles that broke the surface where she'd entered the water. He picked them up and flipped them onto the swim platform just as he felt Issie's hands reach inside his pants to release the drawstring and expose his still hard shaft to the sea.
As Issie broke the surface, she wrapped one hand around Ned, pulling her body against him as she wrapped her other hand around his manhood. As she slid her hand up and down it a few times, Ned wasn't sure whether she was jerking him or just cleaning it from whatever residue Amy might have left on it. The way she ran her finger around the curve between the shaft and the bell strongly suggested the latter.
It barely mattered because a few moments later she angled her hips so as to bring the tip of his shaft into her exposed crease, centred it over her sex and slipped him effortless into her body. Whatever foreplay she'd needed to get herself that aroused had obviously been built into her pre-dive playfulness.
Ned found himself in a strange situation. Each had one arm around the other with the extra arm making whatever movements were necessary to keep their head above water, their kicking enough to complete the action of treading water. A case of co-ordinate or drown.
Issie backed him up against the swim platform ladder, letting each of them hang onto it with one hand; leaving the other free for fondling. Issie's was wrapped around his butt, drawing their bodies tightly together, maximising his penetration of her.
He watched as Issie closed her eyes, her face one of intense concentration, almost as if she was off in a different place. He knew at least one of those places was down in her sex. His shaft was being tightly gripped. As she ground her clit against him in a slow circle, her sex was pulsing on his sensitive hardness almost as if it was trying to suck his seed out of him.
Above the water her body was in a Zen like state of stillness, whatever happening below barely registering as ripples on the surface. Ned watched as her lower jaw dropped just enough to let her mouth form this most perfect 'o', her breathing growing faster and louder. In his growing arousal he wanted to kiss her, suck her nipples, pound her and yet to do any of those things seemed wrong. Almost as if he'd be doing it to an unconscious woman; someone who wasn't there. At the very least he was concerned he might disturb whatever state she'd got herself into.
Anyway, there wasn't time. For all the absence of any intense physical thrusting, he suddenly realised he was about to blow his load. Whatever she was doing down there was incredibly sexy. He tried to hold it back, thinking it was more than a little premature, but it was impossible. There was nothing he could control or alter. He was a passive victim of whatever magic spell she was performing on his manhood.
With a groan he couldn't supress, he came; his warm seed displacing the cooler water of the ocean as it filled Issie's void. That was all it took for Issie to follow him in climax; a humming moan being the only above water sign of the tensing of her thighs and the rippling contractions of her sex that sucked the last drops of cum from Ned's own orgasm.
Only with the release of her climax did Issie open her eyes again, smiling at Ned, almost as if she was going to ask whether anything happened while she was gone. But she'd been there all along. She brought a hand up to stroke Ned's face.
"Hmmm, that was beautiful. Thank you Ned."
That was the second time she'd made love to him hanging off the back of the swim platform, the second time she'd praised him for his love making when it seemed he done nothing except ejaculate to her provocations, the second time she'd started it by losing her pants in the dive in.
Ned was pretty sure there had to be a history to this story.
"How did you learn to lose your pants like that in a dive; I mean deliberately when and where you want to?"
"I grew up in a small town on the southern coast of Italy. The town kids spent the whole summer frolicking in and around the water.
There was a group about my age; including some pretty spunky guys. As we got older that frolicking got increasingly tactile, even though still entirely innocent. Anyway, I fell in love with one of them and on a beautiful, balmy, starlit, evening at the age of 19 I willingly lost my virginity by the water's edge.
You might have noticed that the sea and wearing swimwear has always had erotic connotations for me. Maybe that's why I was attracted to the idea of a perpetual summer sailing the Pacific. But don't complain about that Ned, just putting a bikini on in the morning makes me lust after your body.
You thought the racing brief swimwear you always wear was daggy; and actually I think most younger woman would agree with you. They'd probably even add a few other pejoratives to that.
And while Italian guys wear a somewhat different style, you didn't know your swimmers reminded me of my younger years and the power I felt when I could so easily change that bulge in them into a rampant tower, often to the guy's total embarrassment.
Anyway, because we lived with our parents, and there was nowhere else in a small town, in the water was almost the only place we made love during the warmer months. The first time I lost my pants was by accident, but it got my boyfriend pretty excited, so I sort of perfected the technique.
We'd often make love in front of our friends and nobody would even know. I'd just jump in, he'd grab the pants and we'd link up; just like I have with you. They'd just think we were cuddling -- or so we thought at the time anyway.
I can do it in a duck dive too; but that's harder to make sure the pants float on the surface instead of sinking.
And it was where I first discovered that sometimes, if the guy and the mood are right, I'll orgasm just to the feel of him cumming inside me; which saved us jiggling about very much in front of our friends."
"What made you leave home?"
"In part because the relationship ended in a miasma of hurt. But really most of the kids recognised they needed to leave home if they wanted to get somewhere in life. In some ways it was idyllic, but it was also restricting."
By now Ned's manhood had lost its firmness. As they bobbed about to the wavelets in the lagoon, he'd found it impossible to maintain his penetration of Issie without something close to a full boner.
Issie put her hand in the water and tucked his manhood back inside his swimmers; reaching onto the platform to recover her own pants and let her put those on too. With a final gentle fondle of the bulge in his swimmers, looking to see if she could tease up a reaction that it wasn't at that time capable of delivering, Issie gave Ned a kiss on the lips and climbed the ladder up to the swim platform.
Ned followed, taking advantage of the fact his face was right in her butt to admire the way the rush of water off her body had tugged the pants down a bit and made them cling delightfully to the individual cheeks. In the cockpit, he took from Issie the towel she proffered to him. Issie did a somewhat cursory drying job of drying herself before turning to Ned and using her own towel to help dry him; although Ned couldn't help but notice most of her efforts were directed at the top of his thighs, between his legs and the front of his swimwear.
If she was looking for a reaction, it was still too early for Ned to be able to deliver on it.
Sitting Ned on the cockpit cushion and then positioning herself to sit between his legs, Issie instigated an exchange of small talk about the next day's departure from the lagoon. She kept one hand behind her back gently tickling Ned's balls and stroking his flaccid shaft. Clearly Issie wanted him up again as soon as possible, but Ned knew putting overt pressure on himself wasn't going to speed things along.
As his own arms wrapped around her in front of him, one drifted down to where his fingers could almost absently minded stroke the gusset of her bikini pants as they talked, while the fingers of the other tickled up a nipple.
It caught Ned a little off guard when Issie disappeared below with a "Wait there a sec."
When she reappeared, it was dressed in a fresh dry bikini, holding a replacement dry pair of his own swimwear. Before tying her old wet swimwear to the lifelines, she handed Ned his dry ones.
"Here, these might be more comfortable to sit in than your wet ones."
Ned was a bit confused. Issie's time with him was limited. He thought by now he might have been dragged down to the master cabin and thrown naked onto the bunk for her further use of him, even if he couldn't yet perform. Standing a bit agape as he watched Issie secure her wet swimmers, he hadn't moved to change his before she turned back towards him.
Taking his dry swimmers off him and setting them aside, she knelt at his feet, undid the drawstring of the wet ones he was still wearing and slipped them down his legs and off his feet. Then picking his towel back up of the cockpit seat, she dried his still damp crotch; gently but more thoroughly than was really justified, all while Ned stroked her hair.
Still she got no reaction from him.
Finally she took his flaccid member completely into her mouth, closing her lips tightly around it at the base. Issie sucked. Sucked hard. There was no in and out movement; just a constant negative pressure -- a vacuum almost - as her tongue tickled the underside of it. That did it. Ned felt a flow of blood into his member. Not a full on erection; but a reaction previously missing and a willingness on its part to do less than droop downward.
Issie felt it too. She stood up, took him by the hand and led him to the forward part of the cockpit partly protected by the spray dodger. Turning her back to him she bent forward; bracing herself on the companionway surround. Reaching between her legs, she took Ned's half erection and brought it up against the gusset of her bikini pants. Pinning it there with her fingers, Issie rocked back and forwards.
Ned felt his manhood embraced by the fold of the gusset as Issie pushed it into her crease; rubbing her clit on it. The cold clamminess of his penis was soon replaced by a warm dampness as Issie's juices permeated the filmy cloth of her pants and smeared themselves along the top of his shaft.



Even though Ned's erection remained half mast, Issie was soon mewling to her own arousal until with a stiffening of her thighs and a prolonged moan she brought herself to a climax which left her panting against the bulkhead supporting her weight.
Ned's manhood had certainly had some reaction to Issie's increasing excitement and her rubbing of it, but by the time she'd finished was still far from being a picture of rampant hardness.
But Issie was not to be denied or put off any longer. Folding herself more deeply into another forward standing bend, Ned suddenly found Issie twerking her bottom against his front.
The sheer eroticism of what he suddenly guessed Issie was up to overwhelmed the previous half-hearted performance of his cock. In an instant he had a full hard on which Issie was rubbing up and down on the already wet gusset of her bikini pants.
As Ned looked down, the sight before him was bizarre. All he could really see was Issie's butt, the bikini pants pulled in tight against it. At the strange angle, it was difficult to judge just what part of her anatomy was being presented to him. But the way his erection was buried into a fold that ran the full length of it suggested to him that the top was slipping through the base of her bum crack while down near his balls a large damp stain that showed out each side told him his shaft was slipping through her crease; perhaps against her clit.
For the first time he noted it was a new bikini; perhaps even bought in town that morning. Blood red -- like Amy's underwear Ned thought -- and of a minimalist Brazilian cut. She'd tied it tightly on herself, the material strongly resisting the push of his hardness against it. What's more it had string tie pants; unlike all but one of her other bikinis.
"Fuck me Ned, but do it quickly. There's a lot of blood rushing to my head. Cum as fast as you can but hold my hips so you don't push me over."
Ned pulled the string ties of her bikini pants and tossed them aside. Under it he found the whole area of her crotch and buttocks was stretched open by her posture. Almost looking up at him was Issie's tightly puckered butt hole. Beneath it, but closer to him and also angled up to face him, was her sex; already, as far as Ned could visually tell, opened by her arousal, a glistening moisture reflecting the sunlight shining directly on and even into it.
Ned found his hardness surging at the prospect of what was before him; wondering just how it all would work. From this angle it looked as though his manhood would simply spear out Issie's back at his first thrust; not because of any extraordinary dimensions of his manhood but simply the slimness of the torso he was about the penetrate. But clearly, that wasn't the answer.
He bent his already anxious erection down and brought it against Issie's sex. The tip slipped readily inside; almost as though it was being suck in. As he penetrated her, it became quickly evident that to follow the angle of her sex, his hardness was being bent further downward. Momentarily he stood on his toes until his full penetration of her allowed him once again to stand on the flat of his feet and even bend his knees to achieve maximum penetration.
Whatever Issie was feeling as his did this was hardly revelled by any noises she was making. Part giggles, maybe even a laugh which seemed to pummel his manhood with ripples of contractions, part ooh's and aar's which he thought conveyed more pleasure rather than pain. Cognisant of the discomfort of her posture and her urging him to go fast, he tested with a first slow thrust; straightening his knees and even lifting himself slightly onto his toes to pull his shaft upwards and partly out of her before dropping back into her.
He was rewarded with a surge of pleasure through his cock. It was gripped tightly in her body; tighter even than when Issie deliberately gripped him. He could feel the tip raking hard against the back of her sex as his unyielding shaft fought the unnatural angle of its presentation. As he'd slowly dropped back in, Issie had rocked herself momentarily as if the pressure had found something exciting to her. Strangest of all was the feeling that his shaft was being bent into a reverse curve as he penetrated her; as if it was being forced to conform to the curvature of her own body.
Satisfied that he wasn't going to injure Issie or himself, Ned held her hips as he started going at her with a will. Completely unable to know or judge what might pleasure Issie, he simply thrust at her in a way that most pleasured him. Sometimes that meant fast. Sometimes he took a moment to stop and drop as much weight down on it as he dared, letting himself enjoy the maximum possible penetration of her as Issie twerked herself against him; seemingly rubbing the tip on some internal part of her anatomy in a way that pleasured her and him.
It didn't seem to matter to Issie. Already at a sexual peek from her masturbation of her clit with his cock, Issie soon came again.
As he looked down, what he could see was as exciting as what he could feel. Never before had he had such a vista of his own penetration of a woman. The circle of his shaft simply disappeared into Issie's upended body, a little miniscus of her flesh rising up to meet it, especially as he withdrew. A ring of cream quickly formed around the join of their bodies. And with each thrust he saw the length of his shaft reappear from Issie's sex before plunging back into it.
With Issie looking straight back up at the junction of their bodies from between her own legs, it seemed Ned was not alone in enjoying the view.
"Hey Ned, you ought to see things from this angle. I'm getting splashed with my own cream as I watch your balls collide with my clit."
Yet the simplicity of her words hid the sexual excitement they conveyed; spoken through heavy breathing and with poignant pauses at a time Ned's own arousal let him do little more than grunt.
Ned felt he was reaching a climax with almost indecent haste, even if it accorded with Issie's request. It just felt so good, so powerfully arousing even as all his other senses were accosted by the experience. Already he had the sense that whatever he now did his climax was imminent and unstoppable. Little tentacles of sensitivity started running down is shaft. Finally able to restrain himself any longer, he dropped his shaft fully down into Issie as he released, his thighs tightening as his squirts of cum filled her like a cup and he could see his seed ooze from around his shaft with every additional plunge.
As Ned's climax came to its end, he would have been quite happy to just hold himself deep inside her and let the last shudders of his orgasm have their way. But Issie was having none of that. As Ned stood there she bounced repeatedly up against him; pushing until the press of her body against his balls stopped any further progress and then each time twerked herself there in a way that suggested she was rubbing her clit on them while somehow twisting the still hard tip of his erection against a sensitive spot inside her.
With each bounce, Ned could see his own seed being splashed from her body; staining her thighs and disappearing down to where Ned knew her upturned face lay.
Clearly looking for another orgasm, Issie found it; the ripples of her contractions on Ned's cock being even more exciting with the already firm press of her sex and the unfamiliar angle of his penetration of her.
"Now what?" Ned wondered to himself. His cock was still hard, the quality of his climax and the shear eroticism of the sex seeing to that. He was still pleasurably bound into Issie's contorted torso. Does he withdraw? Does he wait for Issie to make some move?
He was about to stand on his toes to pull his hardness from her when Issie made the first move; extending her hands onto the bulkhead in front of her to walk them up it and bring herself into a more conventional bent over, doggy style, posture. Instinctively Ned slid his hands up her slender waist and cupped the breasts now hanging down in the small triangles of her top; finding the nipples within and slipping his hands over them to make them hard again.
Issie must have decided she hadn't finished playing with Ned's persistent erection. Ned felt her squeeze it tight, pull forward to partly withdraw, release her grip to plunge him back in and repeat the action; like she was somehow trying to suck or pull his erection out to maintain it. She did it slowly at first, as if testing its effect, them more rapidly as she realised Ned's erection wasn't going anywhere yet.
Being a bit slow to realise that as far as Issie was concerned this particular sexual encounter wasn't finished yet, it took Ned a moment to adjust and slip a hand back down to let his fingers play with Issie's firm bud. With a prolonged moan, that simply sent Issie into a spasm of sexual energy; pounding herself up and down on Ned's shaft.
Ned was surprised that the moment of exquisite, unbearable sensitivity that usually followed his climax and presaged the softening of his manhood had either passed unnoticed or hadn't yet arrived. He was even more surprised when he realised that far from his manhood being spent, Issie was driving him to another climax.
By the time Issie tensed and climaxed in response to her own actions and those of Ned's fingers between her legs, Ned found his own blood and balls boiling. As Issie's body went limp and spent in her initial post orgasmic collapse, Ned uncontrollable instincts took over until he found himself powerfully pounding her; rag dolling her unresisting body as he nearly drove her against the bulkhead she was supporting herself on.
Ned was less predictable in the way his orgasm vocalised itself than Amy, but she must have had some influence on him. As the pressure in his shaft rose, as he felt himself ready to explode, he found himself groaning...
"Oh god...oh god...oh god..."
It started loud and grew to almost a bellow. Their yachting neighbours already had a judgemental view of what was happening on his yacht with his two young female crew. Goodness only knows what they'd think after this performance which Amy could probably hear all the way to the shore.
But pound as he might, the release just wouldn't come. It seemed he was almost lifting Issie off her feet with every powerful thrust. His cock inside her felt like a rampant tower, like it would split its skin if he didn't discharge its load soon. Until, with an even louder...
"Oh god...OOOOH...OOOH...AAARR"
Ned finally found his climax, pulling Issie's waist hard against him to bury himself deep for every squirt of cum he implanted in her body; only vaguely aware from her moans and the mid-discharge pummelling of his cock by her sex that he'd driven Issie to another orgasm in the process.
At first they were still, exhausted even; Issie bent over, Ned pushed hard against her as he held his erection inside her. It was Issie who started it. A giggle to start with, morphing into a full body laugh which Ned could feel all the way down to the shaft which still lay in her body. A contagious laugh that spread to Ned until the two of them were in spasms of it, Ned bent over Issie's already folded body enjoying the play of her sex on his manhood.
For a moment -- one foolishly optimistic moment -- Ned even thought the provocation of it might let his erection stay hard and ready for more action.
But as the laughter subsided, his cock shrunk, and Issie's now double shotted sex leaked his seed out and spilled it on the cockpit floor, he simply found himself kissing Issie affectionately on her back as his arms surrounded and cuddled her.
Issie put into words what they had both being laughing at.
"That was some performance Ned. Keep it up and every woman in the anchorage is going to want to be visiting the boat."
A new passion washed over them. Not to ejaculate, pound or cum but simply to embrace; to share the love the release of endorphins made them feel for each other. As Issie stood up and turned around, they almost threw themselves at each other. Her bikini top was the only piece of clothing between them and, seeming indecently intrusive, was quickly discarded as their limbs intertwined and the lips locked.
There'd been enough semi-public displays. Their desire was for the privacy, intimacy and comfort of their cabin. Issie took Ned's hand and led him there and they were soon cuddled up together on the bunk; Ned on his back and Issie half over him, pashing him furiously. Naively, Ned assumed the intense pashing would settle down to a quiet embrace while he recovered his performance. But Issie, being Issie, had other ideas.
As she kissed him passionately, Ned could feel her start gently rubbing her crotch on his thigh before one of her hands slipped down and started fondling his determinedly flaccid cock. As Issie became more excited, she lifted her legs a bit higher so that her thigh was stroking his manhood with each up and down movement of her clit along the side of his leg.
Ned's initial thought was that Issie was simply insatiable that day; that being offered the rare opportunity of private time with him she wanted to make the most of it. But deep in his mind a feeling lurked that there was more to it than that. If it was an orgasm count she wanted, he knew from past experience with her that a long session of more conventional love making would have provided that to her. She wasn't hard to get to cum and Ned knew he was capable of giving her many orgasms for every one of his. And given Ned's age and the refractory period that went with it, that was important.
Ned had an uncomfortable feeling that what Issie really seemed to want was to maximise his own ejaculation count. She'd puled three climaxes out of him in little more than half an hour and was already trying to tease him up for another. By right he'd shouldn't have been able to deliver that at his age; yet by a mixture of extreme and unrelenting sexual provocations, she'd done it.
Did she sense that Amy might have impregnated him with her copulins? Did she think that she might have been somehow able to have him ejaculate it back out? If the latter, Ned's recollection was that it was already too late. Whatever Amy implanted was already in his brain; probably competing with Issie's own earlier implant.
Or was he just overthinking the whole thing, giving too much meaning to some hocus-pocus reading from the past and Issie was just in a randy mood?
But the whole subject was moot; a mere mental distraction to where Ned's focus belonged -- in the bunk with Issie. And Issie's focus was clearly on one thing. As she became more excited, she lifted herself bodily onto Ned. Now instead of rubbing herself on his thigh, she was rubbing on his cock; his flaccid cock which simply flopped back and forwards with every movement. Issie tried to keep it centred on her crease -- rubbing over her clit. She was wet and slippery and it certainly felt nice to Ned, even if ineffective in giving him a rise. But every time it reversed direction it threatened, despite her best efforts to centre it, to go sideways, escaping her crease and its movement against her clit.
So Issie changed her approach, almost pinning his cock against her clit and grinding it there. Ned found it a bit hard on his balls and was certainly glad she was lazered clean down there. Any hair, let alone sharp regrowth, would have caused significant abrasion to something very sensitive. But still, it was working for Issie and that's really all that mattered to him. As her heavy breathing presaged, she soon came. But, instead of collapsing down on Ned for a cuddle, she kept grinding.
What happened next caught Ned a little by surprise. With minimal warning, he ejaculated. He hadn't achieved an erection and while it felt sort of nice in a mild sort of way, it was no mind blowing climax. Just a few squirts of cum onto his stomach which was quickly spread by Issie's actions into a sticky mess.
It wasn't the first time in his life he'd cum with a flaccid cock. But it was more often after he'd worn an erection out doing everything he could unsuccessfully trying to give a mature age woman an orgasm and had only started focusing on his desires with the last vestiges of some sort of rigidity; usually ending up squirting into her crease or bum crack because he couldn't maintain any penetration. He couldn't remember previously doing it without an erection proceeding it.
Whatever, it pleased Issie, who willingly and very playfully licked up the mess from his stomach. But once again it left Ned feeling that giving him a high cum count, whether they were good ones or not, was part of Issie's agenda.
But still Issie wasn't satisfied. After licking up his stomach, she moved down to Ned's cock where again she started vacuum sucking it; as far as Ned could see, trying to get another rise out of it. The whole thing sort of reminded him of a scene out of an Austin Powers movie with Elizabeth Hurley and an erection pump and he actually had trouble supressing a giggle at his own expense about it. He was also moving deeper into unknown territory. Did his last ejaculation restart the count as far as his refractory period was concerned, or do you need to have an erection first? Not that it really mattered; what would be would be.
Ned in effect became a passive victim -- maybe 'subject' is a more appropriate word, since 'victim' carries negative connotations -- of Issie's desires. She was too busy to engage in much in the way of conversation, merely throwing him a wicked grin from time to time as she came up for air on her sucking efforts, and he simply found himself lying on his back letting her do her best to prod some life into his worn out manhood, stroking so much of her long hair laying across his stomach as he could reach.
It unambiguously felt nice to Ned. Her lips were right down near his ball sack and brushing against it delightfully. Her tongue was licking up and down against the underside of his penis as she sucked. If she'd done it at any other time his body would have thrown up a boner so fast it would have jammed down the back of her throat before she could have moved her head away.
Ned found it best to Zen out on the issue of whether she could succeed just yet. He knew the slightest anxiety on his part would kill stone dead any prospect of a reaction and could console himself with the knowledge he'd done alright so far in meeting her needs. Since the object of her focus was getting a rise out of him instead of pleasuring herself, it was pointless trying to divert her to something more within the realm of what was possible at the moment. He decided to just enjoy the stimulation for what it was.
To his surprise, she started to succeed. Ned always enjoyed the feeling of that first rush of blood into a growing erection and Issie suddenly found herself sucking on something with enough rigidity to do something with. Not the sort of rampant erection that might have a girl quivering in anticipation (in Ned's dreams anyway), more the sort of partial inflation that would have caused him embarrassment at the beach in his youth.
That encouraged Issie to redouble her efforts. Instead of thrusting it in and out of her mouth and down her throat like she might have if she was just giving him held, she head only so much of it in her mouth as was comfortable and sucked. Hard. Really, really hard. Like she was trying to suck the thickest thickshake through a narrow straw. Ned felt it swell further as Issie physical drew blood from out of his body and into his manhood, whatever his body thought about the idea.
The moment came when Issie decided she had achieved enough. Rising up between Ned's legs she mounted him; lying along his body as she brought Ned's manhood into the delight of her sex.



While she was still lying on top of him, Ned sought to capture her. If she rose up and started pounding him too soon, there was a good chance she'd drive out of his manhood whatever portion of an erection she'd achieved. There was a certain pleasure just in being penetrated into Issie youthful body. Already he could feel his shaft responding to that pleasure; completing its own journey to a full boner. But it needed at least a modicum of time to do that.
Anyhow, Ned felt the focus of the last half hour had been too myopically physical. There was a person he was meant to be making love to and he felt the need for closeness to that person. Wrapping his arms tightly around her, he pecked at her lips, trying to distract her from instantly going the animal on him.
Already her hips had been jerking up and down on him. Bringing a hand around her butt, he tried to quell the movement, raising his hips up against hers to just hold a deep penetration into her; one where maybe her clit would just mash against his pubis. Still he pecked at her lips, trying to change her focus. Reluctantly at first, she let herself relax down onto him; starting to return the play of his lips against hers, flicking her tongue out to be captured momentarily before being released for another game.
He playfully challenged her.
"You're in a hurry today, aren't you?"
"Well time is limited and I wanted to make the most of it."
"I want that too; but I'd like to make love to your soul, not just your body."
Issie contemplated for a moment his carefully chosen words. They seemed to strike a nerve with her. She relaxed her body down onto Ned's, pushing hard against his erection to maximise his penetration of her and the pressure on her clit, but no longer trying to rip his cock off its mounts with her hip movements.
Perhaps for the first time that day, she seemed content to just nuzzle at him, gliding her nose and cheeks against Ned's, stroking his thinning hair and pecking at his lips instead of almost forcing her tongue down his throat. It took a few moments. Ned could almost feel her choke on the words; wanting to get them out but finding them stick in her throat.
"Ned, you know I love you don't you? Don't reject me for it."
"I think we've all crossed that bridge Issie. I've fallen in love with you too; as much as I started out saying we shouldn't let it get serious.
I don't know how it all works from here. I figure we just have to go with the flow and deal with the issues as they arise. We're in a threesome, I'm way too old to offer either or both of you a good future, yet none of us want to see the end of anything.
But I'm certainly not going to reject you for it."
The tone of their whole sexual encounter changed with that simple exchange. Until that moment, Ned's arousal had been more a matter of form than function. Yes he had been up and it had felt nice; but in a way had been lacking passion or conviction. It had really been a matter of letting Issie do what she would with him.
Issie had almost been at the other end spectrum; a determination to use Ned's body for her own physical objectives; as ambiguous as they were to Ned.
Suddenly Ned felt a deep desire for Issie; completely tuned in to what he was sharing with her. His manhood felt as hard as it could and highly sensitive to its presence in her body in a way that was previously missing. He couldn't help it. Even as they continued to peck and nuzzle each other, he just had to slowly mini thrust from under her; savouring the wetness of her sex and the feeling of his manhood slipping within her velvety folds.
Issie's approach also changed. The single minded obsession with the physical act morphed into one of simply sharing an act of love making with Ned. She initially responded to Ned's subtle thrusting by raising her hips to give him more scope for movement before extending her arms to rise into a reverse missionary. But now as she took over the role of satisfying Ned's cock, her actions had gained something; difficult to put your finger on, but maybe best described as a connection. The hurry was gone, as was the determination to simply pull another ejaculation from Ned.
Ned could feel her pleasuring her own sensitive areas instead of gripping him for a quick release. Her eyes remained focused on his, even as his view regularly drifted down to where her breasts wobbled with every thrust and his fingers brushed against her nipples. Periodically she bent herself down to nuzzle and kiss him; no longer thrusting her tongue deeply down his throat, now just playing against his lips and teasingly wrestling the tongue he offered in return.
Twice she came before Ned sensed her gripping him to bring him to his own climax. Each time she collapsed back down on him smothering him with affection under the effect of the endorphins flooding her body; nuzzles which covered his face, kisses which left his cheeks stained with the residue of her lipstick and hands which caressed his head.
On the third time as she rose up over him Ned sensed she quite unambiguously was gripping him tighter. Her movements changed too; long thrusts which pleasured the whole length of his shaft in the wondrous, warm and wet void of her sex, were substituted for the shorter, clit banging ones she was using before.
Ned's body reacted and as his breathing grew heavier, he relaxed his head back into the bunk cushion, letting Issie do all the work, his eyes drawn increasingly to the visual pleasure of her breasts. As Issie's third climax broke, so did his with a gushing warm flow of pure pleasure rushing the length of his hardness and flooding Issie's sex with his seed.
Ned wasn't really sure what happened after that. Maybe it was the night disturbed by the girls' demands, maybe the day's activities, maybe just a petite mort taken too far. But whatever it was, soon after that release, he and Issie must have fallen into a deep sleep.
As Ned drifted back to consciousness his mind slowly took stock of his situation. Something had woken him. Not a sound; perhaps it was a movement or a smell. Issie was still on top of him; completely still except for the rise and fall of her body with his breathing. A delightful sprinkling of her long hair lay across his face. His shaft still lay within her; neither flaccid nor completely hard he tried surging it and found it only capable of a tepid response while discovering it was once again bound into her sex with a sticky mucus -- saying something about how long they'd been asleep.
For the first time his eyes focused on something other than the strands of hair covering his eyes. He looked up and in his still confused partly awake state, for a moment was unsure of what he was seeing. The scene unrolled like a slow motion film that didn't reflect the real life speed of what was happening.
A pair of tiny yellow panties seemed suspended above his head. As his mind cleared, his eyes filled in the details that surrounded it. A pair of shapely, clear skinned, coffee coloured legs disappeared into them. Between the legs the panties rose into a mound. Bisecting the mound was a crease; not a camel toe, just the slightest visual suggestion in the form of a line of recess of the pleasure that lay beneath.
Around the panties there was a skirt; the edge of its hem and the shadow it cast on the panties being his only perspective of it. As his eyes focused more deeply he found Amy's face looking down at him between the panties and the side of Issie's head which blocked his vision. She was smiling, which even in Ned's confused state, he registered as a positive, as were the perky bare breasts which jutted out into his line of vision.
Pinned under Issie, his body reacted in the only way it could; with a rush of blood into his manhood which filled Issie's sex with its hardness and ripped apart the mucus binding which had constrained his previous partial erection.
"What time is it?"
"4.30."
"Have you just got back?"
"You mean after unloading the provisions by myself and taking off my top because it left me dripping in sweat. Yes."
"What happened?"
"Because it was late in the day a lot of the stalls had run out of the things we needed, so I had to go further afield."
"Sorry."
"It's not your fault Ned. You guys seem comfortable."
"We seem to have fallen asleep."
"You don't say."
The conversation had been conducted in a whisper. The words on the page might seem a bit testy, but the tone and Amy's eyes conveyed a different message; banter maybe, tinged with friendly challenge and a touch of sarcasm. But the real message was the one given out by the tightly fitted material of her panties. Ned could see the crease widening; a single pin stripe line of fold rapidly enlarging into a small canyon flanked each side by a ridge. And there deep in the recess a dampness was permeating the material. Ned suspected there was a price to be paid for being caught asleep with Issie long after their time was up. Not an unpleasant price, but a price just the same and Amy was contemplating it even as they spoke.
Issie was still dead to the world. Ned tucked his left arm in against his body to stop it being pinned under her and rolled gently that way; easing Issie onto the bed on her side. Then he eased his erection out of her sex. Issie stirred but seemed willing to surrender to continued sleep as Ned crawled out of the bed.
Amy and Ned both slipped through the cabin door into the main saloon, quietly closing the door behind them. But Amy didn't stop there, grabbing Ned's hand and leaded him and his erection into the amidships berth cabin that was once occupied by the girls.
As Amy pushed Ned against the bulkhead, forced herself against him, pulled aside the leg hem of her panties and brought his erection up under her skirt and into her sex, Ned recognised she was indulging herself in one of her fantasy quickies. These were the girls' adaption to getting some time alone with him even when everyone was aboard. A permitted quickie that satisfied their deepest needs. And one of Amy's was a quickie so passionate and rushed there wasn't even time for her to take off her pants.
Amy was quickly bouncing up and down on his erection with an energy that left Ned exhausted just watching her. As she clung to Ned for balance, she progressively arched her head and upper torso back. She may have been looking for a better angle for her own satisfaction, but one immediate consequence of that was to bring her lovely breasts directly into the line of Ned's vision.
They wobbled delightfully with every bounce of her body, rising teasingly against her torso on the down thrust, stretching the bounds of their normal perkiness on the nadir of Amy's thrusting and valiantly fighting the gravitational forces of Amy's rising action to bounce upward once again at the top of the cycle.
He buried his face in them, licking the jutting hardness of her right nipple every time it bounced across his lips.
The speed with which Amy brought herself to a climax astounded Ned. Something had got her blood boiling. Maybe she had been standing there watching them sleeping in their coupled position for a while before Ned woke up; although it was more often Issie who reacted by being highly aroused when she caught Ned and Amy in action together. Whatever, with a lot of noisy moaning she came; clamping herself against Ned as her body tensed and her sex contracted firmly on his manhood.
Ned figured it was probably loudly enough to have woken Issie; although not as loud as the stream of profanities that normally accompanied one of Amy's g spot orgasms.
Almost immediately she clamped her sex more firmly around Ned's hardness and started trying to draw his own climax out of him. Ned had no reason to hold back. This was meant to be a quickie, not a marathon. When his shaft started to sensitise, his body automatically imposed its own rhythm and stroke length on Amy's actions, looking to maximise his own pleasure.
Not wanting to have Issie hear him and risk restarting any cycle of competitive sexual demands by the girls, Ned suppressed as much as his could the noise he made as his well-tested balls found another load of seed to insert into Amy with a series of pleasurable squirts that left him wobbling at the knees.
Almost as soon as he was finished, Amy pulled his still hard manhood out of her, closed the leg hem of her panties across her sex to let them capture the inevitable discharge that would follow and kissed Ned teasingly on the cheek. Then she looked up at him with a cheeky grin.
"I figured you owed me that for going overtime with Issie and if we're setting sail tomorrow I might have had trouble collecting on the debt."



        Unexpected Threesome Ch. 09

        Ned's threesome on the yacht gets more complicated.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unexpected-threesome-ch-09

Title: Unexpected Threesome Ch. 09

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: Group Sex

Description: Ned's threesome on the yacht gets more complicated.

Tags: group, f/m/f, group sex, f/m/f/f

Series: Unexpected Threesome


I normally like writing in the first person from the female POV. However, I've been lacking inspiration for new story lines recently and this series has proved pretty popular, so thought I'd add another chapter.
This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew - nubile girls in their very late 20's.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind and body; and the red wine that made the conversation flow and loosened lips.
*****
Because we were due to sail in the morning, the girls asked if they could take the tender to say goodbye to a friend they'd made in another yacht moored a few hundred metres away. The request was a courtesy. The reality was they didn't need to ask permission for such a trip; although as a safety precaution it was always wise to tell someone where you were going, especially near dusk.
I'd seen the girl they were visiting from a distance. From the stories they'd brought back it didn't sound like a happy boat. Some skippers are what you might call laissez-faire in their relationship with their crews. I'd like to think I'm one of them. Others are more inclined to never let it be forgotten who was the owner of the boat and therefore in charge. A few went beyond that and extracted every benefit they could from having crew aboard; financial, workwise and emotional. I'd add sexual, but that strikes a bit close to home; even if I'd plead to being innocent of any exploitation of my circumstances. Still, there was no doubt that sometimes a sexual price could be demanded too.
I hadn't heard of anything in the sexual department, but it did sound like her owners - a couple - were very much on the outer edge of what was acceptable.
Still, you have to be careful of such stories. Sometimes owners can be painted with the harshest brush by the crew only for you to find out later that it was actually the crew who were a problem; complete freeloaders, unwilling to contribute even a fair share of effort to running the boat and sometimes even thieving to boot.
In this case I'd met the owners. They'd shared a drink with me aboard my yacht before the girls had met this crew member. I'd have to say they seemed like ripe bastards; almost boasting of how they exploited their crew. Needless to say, it was the only drink we shared.
It was only thirty minutes later I heard the motor of the tender alongside. Going on deck to help them aboard, I found three people in the tender; one more than I'd expected - my two plus Ellen, the girl in question.
It seems the girls had dropped in on something of a scene. Sick of being verbally bullied, Ellen had answered back and got an unapologetic whack across the face for her efforts. Realising a bridge had been crossed and that she might actually be in danger at sea with these two, she'd packed her bag and demanded to be taken ashore. The couple had refused, leaving Ellen a virtual prisoner.
Amy and Issie had turned up as she was sitting on deck arguing the point with the owners; who were threatening to have her arrested for theft if she took the tender ashore by herself.
As you do in these circumstances, I got everyone safely aboard and the tender secured; offering up a cup of tea or something stronger to settle everyone's nerves. The thought had occurred to me it was a bit late and a bit dark to just dump her ashore by herself, so in a way I was already reconciled to her being aboard for the night. We'd barely got down to drinking our glasses of wine when Issie blurted out...
"We told Ellen you'd let her join our crew. You've always said you like to have at least four crew so we can have the safety of two night watches of two each."
I was taken aback. I'd assumed our job had been to deliver Ellen safely to land where she could find accommodation and another yacht to sail on. We were sailing in the morning and there were a few issues with Issie's proposition.
I'm going to be honest enough to admit that the first one that came into my head was the fact that the girls and I were in the habit of sharing wild, noisy group and individual sex anywhere and everywhere on the boat. Issie was right. As a matter of principle I do prefer a minimum crew of four. But I'd mentally crossed the bridge of compromising on that point some time ago in the interests of my sex life. Maybe it wasn't the most prudent decision, but it was a perfectly human one. Ellen being aboard was going to severely cramp the sexual activities.
Complementing that was the fact I thought the boat would probably go naked once we left the confines of the harbour. That was pretty common for tropical sailing when only close friends were aboard and helped avoid heat rashes. But I figured Ellen's presence put an end to that.
Then there were the more practical things. Before taking a crew on, I normally interview them. This is someone you're going to be living with and mutually dependant on. And once you're at sea you can't get rid of them if things aren't working out; not legally anyway. I knew nothing about this girl.
My answer was a way of stalling for time.
"Ellen might have different travel plans to us."
Issie was already on to that one.
"No, she slowly working her way back to Australia, just like us."
I looked at Ellen; just sitting there with a somewhat hopeful and very angelic smile on her face.
"How old are you Ellen?"
"25."
"What has brought you out to cruise the Pacific?"
"I finished my training as a doctor and I wanted to take a gap year while helping out in some community medical centres along the way."
"When are you wanting to be back in Australia?"
"In about 9 months; but that's flexible."
"How much sailing background do you have?"
"All my life. Manly Juniors and then 29er's and my dad has a yacht we used for offshore cruising and racing. I was often his crew boss in the big events. I can navigate too."
Ellen was making it very difficult to say no. For the first time I had a good look at her. Tall, willowy and with a cascade of naturally blonde hair, an American would probably call her a classical Californian girl although perhaps the stereotype for that is a tad vacuous depending on which version you think about. And if Ellen was one thing, it wasn't vacuous.
But she was very much Australian and there were no shortage of beaches that could readily claim her. She was not really bogan enough to be a classic Gold Coast girl. For an international audience you might call her a typical Bondi beach girl; although Bondi is pretty multicultural these days and this girl was more old style (what is sometimes patronisingly or pejoratively called, white bread) Australian.
Really to my mind, if you had to stereotype her, she was a Peninsular Girl, from the Northern Beaches of Sydney. Well-spoken without being snotty about it, she came across as smart and independent minded. Her eyes were the deepest blue and pierced you with their intelligence and intensity. Her face had a slim, angular strength about it; stunningly beautiful if that strength didn't scare you.
Her clothing, board shorts and a tee, flattered without flaunting. As far as I could see she had a nice figure, but you had to use your imagination to fill in some of the gaps. Not in the way Amy had originally dressed to make herself look like a cardboard box; but Ellen wasn't setting out to seduce either.
I looked across to Amy and Issie who were looking back with expectant grins. They knew Ellen had made refusal impossible; especially since I'd always fancied having a doctor aboard. But it would be a month before we'd be reasonably able to unload her if things turned out badly; I could hardly dump her at some rarely visited place; it would need to be a decent port.
"OK Ellen, we'll give you a run. Welcome aboard."
She stood up and leaned into me to wrap her arms around my neck and kiss me on the cheek as I added...
"You are aware of the arrangements between Amy, Issie and myself are you?"
She broke into a broad grin and looked back across to Issie.
"The whole anchorage knows about it. But yes, the girls here have been quite explicit. They tell me you're a complete stud. Issie reckons we'll have to make it a foursome one day."
I blushed deeply. It was kind of the girls to say that, but I had no illusions about myself. Stud was nowhere near it. I managed to nearly meet their needs in what was fairly conservative and old fashioned ways was as far as I'd go. If we weren't all trapped on a boat together I would have been patronisingly dismissed by them as the old fart I was. As for the foursome, yeh, in my dreams; or was that nightmare. I was barely keeping up with two of them. Still, it also confirmed just how much the noise had been travelling.
I managed to splutter out...
"They're just being nice. I'm too old for them really."
I nearly added without thinking... "As I'm sure you'll find out." Fortunately I stopped short on a statement that would have inadvertently suggested the foursome was likely.
Ellen was good heartedly playing with me and she knew I knew it. It was nice to have an Aussie on board who knew how to do that properly - the art of self depreciation.
"Why don't you put your things in the amidships bunk cabin and set yourself up for the night."
I winced as I said it. That was the cabin in which the three of us used the tiered bunks for some rather kinky, multi layered threesome sex play. There goes that particular game.
Fifteen minutes later Ellen appeared back on deck. She had changed out of her tee and shorts into a bikini top and an A-line miniskirt; tight at the waist but flaring out around her upper thighs. I couldn't help myself by commenting on something I knew I shouldn't.
"You've changed."
"Yea, it was a bit warm for what I had on, even at this time of the evening. It was just that, on the other boat, I had to dress in a way that didn't give the owner any creepy ideas. I hope you don't mind; you guys are dressed the same."
She wasn't wrong about how the rest of us were dressed. Amy and Issie were in their perpetually worn bikinis and I, having been caught by surprise by Ellen's arrival, was in my no less perpetually worn speedos. Normally I'd cover up for visitors; especially young ladies. Indeed, by our standards she was still overdressed; even if her bikini top was as small as those worn by the other two girls.
Her change of clothes made it hard not to admire her figure. I hope she was allowing for the fact there was more than one guy around capable of creepy thoughts. The overall impression continued to be one of willowy. She must have been a good 6 foot tall (182 cm for those mired in metrics; although even now, us old guys still revert to imperial when judging a girl's height). A good several inches taller than the others and nearly as tall as me. Her legs were extraordinarily long; they went all the way up to her arse, as a friend of mine at school used to say.
In her overall slimness, her features could be equated to Amy's; that sort of no fat but no showing bones body that looks so great on a girl. Maybe just the smallest hint of a tummy bulge, a nice feminine turn of her waist and breasts on the smallish end of the B cup spectrum. So not quite as spectacular as Amy; but in every respect, model material.
As she sat down she raised an issue I'd already considered.
"Have I mucked up your provisioning plan? I know we're meant to be leaving early in the morning."
"No, as the girls will tell you, I hopelessly overprovision. We're fine. We'll still be departing soon after first light."
To which my brain silently added..."Just after I'm finished trying to screw Amy and Issie on a small boat without you overhearing anything."
The night passed uneventfully until I woke up to the feel of Amy playing with my fully engorged manhood as the first light of dawn broke through the cabin window; milking my already painfully throbbing cock in the palm of her hand. Her face was inches from mine, scanning it for the moment my eyes showed life. I'd barely opened them before her tender face was pushed against mine, her tongue pushing itself into my mouth as I felt my hardness slipped between her legs and slid back and forwards along her already moist slot as she used it to tickle up her clit.
I groaned quietly as the tip and upper surface of the firm needy flesh of my cock was embraced by the warm wetness of the lips of her crease.
She whispered into my mouth...
"Time's short this morning. I thought we'd better make the most of it."
She pushed her whole body against me as she passionately kissed and rapidly worked the tip of my erection against her swollen little bud. What was previously only moist soon became noticeably wet; a combination of her juices and my flood of pre-cum. Knowing full well that it drove her absolutely wild, I was jerking my hardness up against her as she slid it back and forwards. After a bit of cuddling foreplay, I've had her cum in three minutes flat doing that in the past and it looked like this morning was going to be no exception. Which is good, because once Amy cums the first time, it's relatively easy to get her to cum again; important when an old codger like me is trying to satisfy two girls.
Soon her need to kiss stopped and her head was lolling alongside mine, eyes closed, her breathing growing rapid and more audible as she seductively bit her lower lip. Just as a little..'aaahhh' formed on her lips she seemed to find the strength to seek a better ending. She sucked my shaft into her womanhood, wetly engulfing the entire length into her warm and delicious sex. Simultaneously Amy pushed me over on my back and straddled me with her legs outside mine. Then lifting herself up at full arms stretch, she worked herself up and down, rubbing her clit in circles on my pubis as we pushed against each other in a frantic connection of sex and lust; my cock deep and completely captured by her pussy. All the while I lustfully watched her delightful breasts bounce to the movement.
I'd only just managed to put one her nipples into my mouth when I heard her moan...
"Oooohhhh..." And then again. "Oooooohhhhhhh..."
That was the signal for me to swirl her nipples about all the more vigorously to prolong her orgasm as I felt her contractions bear down on my manhood. As her body relaxed I lay my head back down on the pillow and let her collapse on top of me.
Amy may not have done the full screaming thing, but there was little doubt her orgasm had made itself known throughout the boat.
Like a long married couple, the process for our morning threesomes had become a well-practiced routine. Woken by the activity, Issie was pawing at my shoulder. Momentarily sated, Amy rolled off me and Issie immediately replaced her. Issie always has got rather aroused watching Amy and myself make out. If we try and sneak a one on one, we'll usually find Issie was watching down a hatch playing with herself while we were at it.
So, on the mornings it's her turn to be second, by the time she climbs on, she'll usually be well juiced up and ready to pound; slipping my pre-sensitized and hardened cock into her like a well-oiled piston. And pound she does. Mostly she does the rubbing her clit on my pubis thing.
Occasionally she leans right back and does the shaft on her g spot thing. At first it's all very controlled; her hand wrapped around the lower section of my hardness to control the depth of penetration and make sure it's pointed at the right spot. But then, in the last few moments, she gets all excited and much less controlled; leaving me worried she's going to break my manhood right off with her vigorous pounding. And that's before I mention that as she gets carried away in those last few moments and with her orgasm, she gets, shall we say, vocally expressive. Enough to make me think she must be waking everyone in the anchorage.
This morning, of all mornings, she chose the g spot alternative. If Amy hadn't woken Ellen, Issie certainly did.
There's another little twerk that Issie had recently started that it took me a while to catch on to. While she's pounding herself down on top of me, she's fingering Amy lying legs apart next to me. I'd been way too focused on her bouncing breasts to notice where the hand off to the side was going. And then one day I suddenly hear Amy going off like a bomb next to me; her crotch arching into my vision with Issie's hand buried deeply between her thighs.
I suppose that's fair enough when she's doing the rub the clit thing. But you'd think when she's laying right back working her g spot, she'd want an arm stretched out behind her to support her weight. But no, she relies on her stomach muscles for that and Amy co-operatively slides herself further down the bed to put herself back in reach.
On this morning it was Amy's turn to be the one I cum into. Yep, it something they meticulously take turns at and there's a price to pay if someone takes a cum shot they're not entitled to. Don't ask me why; probably partly an emotional need, part physical. There's certainly nothing special about my cum; although I always have been a fan of the post coital cuddle.
The fact that Issie, because of a peculiarity of her sexual history, can sometimes orgasm to nothing more than me ejaculating might influence her desire for it, although that's in different circumstances to our morning threesome. But it doesn't explain Amy, even if the process itself can give her another orgasm. So while they're initially taking turns finding their own orgasms, they grip me lightly so as not to set me off prematurely. Then one of them presents their body for me to pleasure myself in - so to speak.
With a broad grin on her face and a pussy wet from Issie's fingering of her, Amy duly presented herself legs apart for duty. I'd like to say I was momentarily forgetful of the changed circumstances in the boat and carried away by Issie's performance. But's it's also possible I was just trying to make a statement that Ellen's presence in the boat wasn't going to change anything. Regardless, instead of just mounting her missionary style I moved between her legs, kneeling and pulling her thighs over mine.
Amy has a shallowly located but very sensitive g spot and there can be few more pleasurable ways of finishing sex than by detonating that particular bomb before filling her pussy. After bending my manhood down to gain an initial penetration, I raised myself up to a kneeling position, lifting Amy's hips up just enough to let me deliver short sharp little jerks against her g spot without too much risk of me popping out of her.
It was always a delight to do this. Amy weighs all of 50 kgs, and with most of that weight resting down on her shoulders on the bunk, holding her up was little effort. On the other hand, thrusting at her in that position produced the most exciting rag doll effect; bouncing her boobs delectably while the curve of her body sucked her already flat stomach in, exaggerating the size of her breasts and the rise of her mound. It was enough to make you climax on the visuals alone. And that's before the view you got from just looking straight down and watching your shaft piston in to her sex.
Already worked to a state of excitement by Issie's fingering, it was only a few minutes before she worked herself into her pre-detonation vocalisations, delivered in a rising crescendo...
"mmmmmmm...oh my god...that's beautiful... oooohhhhh...yes...there...oh god...oh god...keep going...oh yes...oh yes...please...oh yes..."
All of which was scant warning of the screams that followed with her g spot climaxes as she turned up both the speakers and the profanities, no less so on this particular morning...



"Fuckkk...oh shit...fuck...Ned, oh Ned...aaaaahhhhhh...god, oh god...I'm going to die...fuck...fuck"
Amy was convulsing on my cock, my arms barely able to restrain the orgasmic contortions of her body. Her hips thrust against me so hard they nearly pushed me backwards and bottomed my cock out against her cervix as her sex contracted on my shaft. Then she started rocking them from side to side threatening to tip me over.
The initial screams might have experienced a diminuendo, but the profanities continued to roll off her tongue. This was a good one and for Amy, and that was saying something. They could go on for minutes and neither of us was going to be any better for me waiting it out before I sought my own pleasure.
The short sharp thrusts I'd been delivering became long smooth explorations of the very deepest reaches of her sex, slowly at first, then with a rising pace, smoothly sliding in and out of her. She gripped me tighter. My balls crashed against her pelvic floor as the tip of my manhood grazed her cervix, all the while her juices splashed my thighs as I bottomed out each thrust.
As I looked down I could watch the length of my manhood sucked completely into her sex; disappearing deep inside the purity of her body. In full flight, her breasts acquired a life of their own, each thrust making them arc towards where her chin was tucked against her chest as her head pinned her upper body to the bed.
Threads of glorious sensitivity shot up the length of my hardness as Amy came again; not as profanely or as loudly but the contractions I felt on my cock were no less real. As she often seemed to be after her first good orgasm, Amy had slipped into what seemed like a state of perpetual orgasmic ecstasy. I could never tell whether it was one long orgasm or a series of them. Whatever it was, she writhed under me, adding to my state of pleasure.
I was nearly there, but determined to milk the pleasure for all it was worth; holding back for a surprising length of time as the pressure in my balls built. This was high energy sex. Thoughts of disturbing Ellen disappeared with my need to grunt out my efforts.
Finally it was time to close my eyes and shoot my load; glorious waves of pleasure surging up my hardness as every rope of cum splashed against her cervix.
Once the last shudders of my climax had passed, I gently eased her flat onto the bed, trying to maintain full penetration until I was able to lay on top of her. Then I rolled over bringing her weight on top of me instead of the other way around. I always found something beautiful about this moment in a sexual encounter; just the press of the woman's body against yours as your shaft lays deep inside her. Soon enough your cock goes flaccid and the moment ends with a cascade of your own seed entangling itself in your pubic hair. But while it lasts it's wonderful.
Amy waited until she felt me fall out of her, then gave me a kiss.
"Wow Ned. That was great. Same time tomorrow? Still, I'd better get up and start the pre-departure checks."
With that she rose on all fours and crawled past me to the head of the bunk to escape; offering me a delightful view of first her dangling breasts and then her naked pussy as she passed by; donning a bikini before exiting the cabin.
I turned towards Issie to offer her a final cuddle before we both followed Amy. She lunged at me, wrapping me up in her arms and thrusting her crotch against my thigh where she started grinding it.
"Oh my god Ned, that made me so hot, you can't leave me like this. Can you...?"
She started pushing my head down. The message was unmistakable. As I slipped my fingers into her crease to find she was already flowing with juice and her bud was hard and slippery, my head followed as l kissed down her torso. Moving between her legs I buried my face between her thighs and flickered my tongue against her obviously needy bud.
The moan that the first touch of her clit elicited told me this wasn't going to take long. As I sucked it between my lips and teased the tip of it with the tongue, she started bucking; lifting her hips off the bunk just enough to rock them from side to side as if the pleasure was too intense and had to be escaped.
When her legs started shaking I knew another climax was about to explode onto my face.
With my own arousal and the inward focus that causes now fully expended on Amy's delightful little snatch and my cock hanging limply between my legs as I brought Issie to completion, I was far more sensitive to the noises she was making. The first moan could have been heard everywhere on the boat. The rising crescendo that followed was very likely waking up those on adjoining boats.
The scream like groan that signalled the breaking of her orgasm and the almost violent lifting and throwing about of her hips that accompanied it could have attracted the police from ashore in Papeete.
As my head, clamped as it was between her thighs and held tight there by the hand clasping my thinning hair, necessarily followed the gyrations of her hips, I was left wondering whether Ellen knew just what disturbances she'd signed up for.
Even so, what Issie blurted out the moment her climax had passed and even while my head was still between her legs took me completely by surprise.
"You know you're going to have to fuck her too, don't you?"
I was genuinely confused by the statement.
"Who, Amy? I just did."
"No, Ellen."
"What? You're joking. Why?"
"Because that's the only way we can keep having the sex life we've had with her aboard and in any case she's had an 8 month drought and is getting a bit desperate."
"Won't we just have to be quieter about it?"
"Yea, sure. I suppose you thought you and Louise were being quiet when you were at it."
"We were weren't we?"
"Nope. Just from your noises I could tell when you first poked her, what position you were in, how fast you were going at it and when you each came. And Louise was no beauty. Sometimes those mental images were a bit disturbing.
Anyhow, how are you going to get Amy to be quiet when she has an orgasm like that; or me for that matter?"
"But Ellen's just a kid."
"Ned, she's 25. That's not a kid. Anyhow that's only four years younger than us. Are we kids too?"
"She just seems a lot younger. Anyhow the thought of sex with me is going to be revolting to her."
"Sure Ned. Normally someone her age, or our age for that matter, isn't going to give a 60 year old a look in. But you're in a pretty good state of preservation, got a good body if you'll excuse my sexist objectification of you and your reputation has spread around the anchorage as fast as the noise of Amy's climaxes.
Plus we're all cruising the Pacific on yachts; little microcosms of ancient village life where age differences don't matter so much if you want any intimate relationship at all.
She's noticed you as we travelled around the anchorage and Papeete itself more than you've noticed her. And you been preapproved."
"You've talked about it?"
"Yes. Did you think Amy and I were going to bring her aboard if we hadn't worked these things out?"
"Couldn't you just have warned her she was going to have to listen to some noisy sex?"
"That was one of the two options we gave her. But she indicated she'd at least like to try the second one."
"But Amy, you and I have just admitted how much we love each other. Aren't you going to be jealous?"
"Ned, I feel little pains of jealousy when you're banging Amy. Of course there'll be some. But that's the price you pay for what is a pretty happy little family we've got going here. And we're all going to be happier if we just let Ellen into the family.
Ashore, when a woman's married to a man and having kids to him, it's a different issue. She wants the security of total ownership of his soul and body. But that's not where we are out here on the yacht. That's not to say you don't have pretty attractive genes and the thought of breeding with you isn't tempting; but it's not going to happen, at least while we're sailing the Pacific anyway. We can defer the catfight over you until we get back to Australia; or maybe the halo of our relationship will look a bit less realistic when we get back to dry land. Anyway, that's in the future. For now we want a happy boat."
"What if I fall in love with Ellen too?"
"Then as long as you don't stop loving us we'll all be on an equal footing."
"This is crazy. And Amy agrees with it?"
"Yes it's crazy and yes Amy agrees. Although I know you'll want to talk to her about it separately. And by the way, you'll be sharing watch with Ellen at sea and, to get things started, sharing this cabin with her off watch. Although Ellen hasn't been tested, so you have to use condoms with her."
"You got it all worked out haven't you? You were only gone for half an hour. When did you do this?"
"Yes, we worked it out. Any complaints about it; as opposed to mere reservations? We figure Ellen's pretty attractive both in looks and personality, so you shouldn't really have a problem in that area. As for when we did it; we had Ellen off the boat within minutes of our arrival. The rest of the time was spent sitting there on the water talking about what we should do.
Ellen asked if there was any chance of joining our crew and the discussion went from there. Don't think mucking up the tidiness of our little arrangement wasn't high on the agenda.
But we like Ellen and wanted to have her aboard too. And that seemed to be the best way to make it work."
I felt like a trapped animal. If you wrote a movie about this it wouldn't be believable, even as a porn script. It sounded like a dream and yet, to my old fashioned self, just seemed bizarre.
"I suppose not. What about sleeping arrangements in port?"
"We'll rotate. Whoever doesn't sleep with you gets a one on one. Can you get it up twice a day? Actually, we already know the answer to that question. They don't have to be quickies. Those of us not involved just have to put up with the noises knowing our turn is coming.
So, is it settled?""
Beaten into submission I meekly nodded my head. In the back of my mind was the thought that this endless orgy we had going on the boat at the moment would settle itself down soon enough. We had all had a period of sexual deprivation and were making up for it. The honeymoon period would end, like they always do, and the sex would become less frequent. Maybe. Although the underlying element of competitiveness between the girls might affect that outcome.
Issie brought the discussion to an end.
"Alright then, we'd better go and help Amy and Ellen clear for sea."
A combination of tide, currents, wind direction and our projected arrival time at the next lagoon mandated an early departure. Breakfast would wait until we were at sea.
Amy and Ellen had already done most of the work. As the skipper, ultimate responsibility for everyone's safety was mine, so after a quick double check we were properly battened down and ready for sea, the anchor came up and we motored out of the fringing reef and set sail.
That of itself was distracting enough. Watching Amy and Issie work the boat in their bikinis is always a pleasure, but one I've grown familiar with. Ellen was back in her small bikini top and A-line mini skirt. As she stood on the cabin top, sometimes bent over the boom, hoisting the mainsail and securing the lazyjacks and sailbag, the back of the skirt kept flipping or blowing up, revealing she was wearing nothing more than a thong underneath and so exposing the most beautiful arse cheeks I've ever seen.
There's not many girls look truly good in an exposed thong. Whether they're fat or thin, it takes a certain bottom shape to get away with it. I suppose you'd describe it as requiring long, narrow butt cheeks instead of squat ones; and certainly little or nothing in the way of orange peel. Whatever it was, Ellen had it. If her legs went all the way up to her arse, her lean butt cheeks were the most glorious continuation of them. A thong definitely looked good on her. Add that to the clear alabaster skin of her body which I hadn't really noticed in the dusk of last night and she certainly presented as another version of perfect female beauty.
But there was something more about her. She conveyed a sweetness and a lightness in her manner that was just so attractive. She stirred in me a lust that I found disconcerting; more so when my body started to react to the lust as I stood at the helm watching her.
Ashore, a guy like me would feel privileged just to be able to talk to a young woman like her. And yet Issie had just told me I was going to be fucking her on the trip; the first one probably before the day was out. I knew Issie was just being direct, like only Issie can be. But I found myself bristling at the expression 'fucking her'. It just seemed too crude, too rough to be applied to her. Yes, as I watched her and even mentally undressed her from what little clothing she had on, I was stirred with an arousing lust at the thought of having her. But she activated desires that were far too genteel to be categorised as mere fucking, however carnal they were.
Still, there was work to be done to get the boat safely away. I needed to concentrate on navigation and getting the boat away from the hazards of a tropical reef strewn shore. The flurry of activity distracted me from the issues around the discussion I had with Issie and my lusting over Ellen. By the time we'd settled down, had the auto-pilot on and were sitting around the cockpit having breakfast, I won't say I'd forgotten it, but my brain had deferred it for later consideration.
It had reinvaded my brain as I glanced over the spoon about to deliver a mouthful of food into my mouth to find that Ellen, sitting opposite, had an arm wrapped around one leg which was folded up along her chest with a foot on the seat. If she thought the A-line skirt had folded itself neatly down between her legs to protect her modesty, it had fallen well short of the mark.
Her crotch was completely exposed. What's more, the slim gusset of her thong was doing nothing to take up where her skirt was failing her. Her outer lips sat outside the leg hems and the material was translucent enough to reveal most of what they covered. She was clean shaven and with her lips spread by the elastic of the thong, quite open to my view.
Fortunately Amy spoke up and stopped me from getting caught staring.
"So, Issie has given you the lowdown has she?"
Amy was grinning at me. In fact the three of them were lined up grinning at me. There was this strange sense of being a caged animal being poked at by three tormenters, even if in the long run it would be me doing the poking. They knew I was having trouble getting my brain around what was happening and were enjoying every moment of it.
"Yes, but are you sure you're OK with it?"
"Yes and by the way, no, I wasn't reluctantly pushed into it by Issie. Once we sat down and started to work out the practical implications of Ellen being aboard, it was the obvious solution."
"I don't know. If it was a guy aboard, I'm not sure I'd be happy to share either or both of you with him. He could lie there wanking in his bunk for all I'd care."
I looked to Ellen before continuing.
"Sorry Ellen."
Then looking back to Amy...
"Why's it any different because it's a third girl?"
"Because girls think differently to guys. Guys have good biological reasons to be sexually protective of their women; it goes to their very core. A girl's primary directive is to protect her emotional connection with the guy. So if Ellen steals your heart and turns you from us, we'll happily slit her throat and throw her overboard. But until then, we can all live together as one family and have a lot more fun in a small boat then if she was left to 'lie there wanking' as you so delicately put it."
I turned to Ellen.
"What about you Ellen? What do you think of all this? Don't you think I'm a bit old for you? You know there's no sexual obligation on you for being aboard, don't you?"
Ellen caught me by surprise. Standing up, in a moment she was sitting across my lap, her arm around my shoulder, the lower hem of her skirt down my thigh instead of under her butt where it might have provided a bit more barrier between me and the naked flesh of her legs. Instinctively I put my arm around her back as she looked me in the eye, making me feel like a little boy being talked to by his mother.
In this case a mother whose breasts were half hanging out of a tiny bikini right under my eyes, with firm nipples making themselves prominent by pushing out the filmy material only just covering them.
"It's chill Ned. Did you know that for the last couple of weeks you've already had me lying in my bunk wanking - does that word apply to girls using a vibrator; whatever - as the sound of you and the girls banging away at each other wafted across the anchorage. I've also stared out of the cabin window with a pair of field glasses on you and my hand between my legs as you've done one or other of them on deck.
I've seen enough of you around the anchorage or ashore to already feel as though I know the man associated with that, especially when I add the details the girls have given me. In my head lying in bed at night, I've already made love to you many times. So now it's just going to be for real.
It's OK. We can take it slow. We don't have to get down to full on rooting the first time we share the cabin.
I'd ask you if you feel OK about having sex with me, but your body's already told me that should be no problem."
'Shit' I thought. Did she have to say that? When she sat across my lap, she'd trapped my cock under her thighs. With such a gorgeous, barely clad body draped across me like that, the reaction had been predictable. Stretching out my swimmers, the rapidly engorging member had crawled across the underside of her thigh and its tip was now pushed firmly into her nearly naked crotch.
Even as she continued to hold me in her eyes, she squirmed on my thighs.
"Oh Ned. Is that a gun in your cossies or are you just glad to have me on your lap?"
Amy and Issie were noticeably amused by her banter, as well as my blushing face. I suspected more by design than accident, she'd slipped the tip inside the leg hem of her thong. Sometimes it's hard to tell these things, but I was pretty sure I could feel the press of the leg elastic under the rim of the bell and the environment it was resting in had grown noticeably warmer.
That did nothing to settle me. More determined than before, it grew to its full length and hardness. The stretch of the swimwear was pulling against it, but the real barrier was the floor of her crease. I could feel my cock bend as it had nowhere else to go; surging up against her crease in excitement.
Another squirm by her and it was suddenly able to stretch itself out; the tip now surrounded by a radiating heat and a permeating dampness. There was little doubt she had me penetrated. It was only shallow, but that sort of stuff plays with your brains and boils you balls; especially as I felt tip of my swimmers grow wetter and wetter.
Ellen looked across to Amy and Issie...
"He has a really comfortable lap doesn't he? Not too bony, not too fat. The goldilocks of laps really."
But all the while, she's squeezing her pelvic floor muscles to make her sex contract and release around the tip of my cock. Then, with a...
"Well, I'd better let you finish your breakfast."
Ellen stood up and moved back to her former seat opposite me, leaving me with a full erection stretching out my swimmers now in full view of the three of them. And where it covered the tip of my cock, the materially was visibly soaked.
Issie of course wasn't going to let it go that readily.



"I think we can confirm for Ellen that it wasn't a gun."
I just wanted the thing to go down. But Ellen was back with one leg up on the seat. Now not only could I see that there's a wet patch on the gusset of her thong, but it's been dislodged enough that her sex is fully exposed and clearly aroused. She catches my eye resting on it and gives me an innocent little raise of her eyebrows, twerk of her lips and a smile that suggests there really nothing to see down there without making the slightest move to hide it.
Issie, finished playing with me, and deciding that the whole thing about the sex arrangements was now settled, was at least willing to change the topic, raising a question about the sail configuration.
She wanted to set the asymmetrical spinnaker. I thought it was too close to the wind, to which she asked whether it might be faster to let the boat sail a lower course for a while and come up on a close reach later.
Everyone put their two cents in, with Ellen supporting me in resisting the change. Mind you every time I looked across to engage her on the topic, I'd get the same view and the same teasing lift of the eyebrows and I couldn't get my damn cock to go below half height.
The first day at sea is always a difficult one for the off watch crews. They've just had a full night's rest, so there's little point in going below for a sleep, even though you're going to be awake half the next night.
My approach is that, even though everyone is awake, the on watch crew is responsible for the boat. The off watch can more or less do what they want, although are responsible for food preparation. Then ideally, after the 4 pm changeover, the off watch will go below and try and have an afternoon nap to help them through their night watches.
About midday Ellen came up from below and alerted me to a navigation issue. After checking the charts, I'd plotted our destination as a waypoint on the chart plotter to give us a line to follow. The wind had veered a bit and the current was adverse so we were below that course, looking for a lift to take us back up without having to put in a tack.
I'd seen Ellen take a note of our latitude and longitude and our course over the ground off the GPS before going below. Having plotted our track on the paper chart, she'd identified a tiny reef we were in danger of hitting if we didn't alter course.
That's the trouble with chart plotters. The small dangers get lost from view as you zoom out. I'm well aware of the risk and always look at the paper chart before plotting a course, including for any dangers we might pass close too. But in this case our track was further from our intended course than I'd allowed for and in any case, I'd missed the small feature.
I followed her back below and she showed me the issue and she was absolutely correct. It was about 10 nautical miles before we were in danger, but it was bang on our current course or at least close enough to our course to be an issue. Thank god for her being aboard.
The tide was changing and the wind was starting to lift, so we decided we'd give it another 5 miles before we'd actually tacked, to see if we could claw our way up again and fortunately, that did the trick.
The rest of the day passed uneventfully until Ellen and I handed over watch duties to Amy and Issie at 4 pm. I have to say, I felt a little nervous as I knew a threshold was about to be passed. We were soon in the master cabin with the door closed behind us.
Normally I sleep naked; with or without Amy and Issie alongside. In the tropics, it gives your skin a chance to breathe. But I felt very strange about just dropping my dacks in front of her. So I decided just to ask.
"How do you dress for bed Ellen?"
"Just in a pair of panties. Why what about you?"
"Usually naked. Is that going to bother you?"
"No, go for it."
As if to push the point, she immediately took off her bikini top, revealing her delightful breasts, and dropped her skirt and climbed onto the bunk lying out flat and fully exposed to me. It was all very well for her, but it left me having to peel my swimmers off a growing erection right in front of her.
I just wasn't sure how this was meant to play out. Were we here to have sex or just a nap? I needed someone to tell me what to do and the ever pushy Issie wasn't here to do it. And compounding my awkwardness was my now raging erection; raging not in the sense of desperately needing to use it, just unrelentingly hard and obvious.
As I climbed onto the bunk, I tried to suck my stomach in and hold out my chest in a pathetic attempt to disguise my body's age. Ellen just put a gentle hand on my hips.
"Ned, you're as nervous as a virgin on a honeymoon. I'm not going to bite you and it's OK for you to be aroused. I'd be more worried if you weren't.
We don't have to do anything. Why don't we just cuddle up and let our bodies get used to each other while we try and nap if you'd like?"
Ellen had me completely off balance. She was just so mature and up front about everything. Not for the first time with her, I felt like a kid being gently mothered. I had to fight to stop my voice from quivering as I answered...
"That'd be good."
There was enough pressure exerted by the hand she had on my hips to make it clear I should lie on my side facing her. As I settled down she shuffled towards me until we were in fully body contact; my erection pushed into her stomach, the jutting hardness of her nipples against my chest and our upper arms over the other's waist.
"Why are you so nervous around me Ned?"
"You're so young and beautiful and smart, I just don't see why you'd be willing to come aboard the boat and offer up your body to an old geezer like me."
"Did you ever think it just as likely that I might be grateful for you offering up your body to me?"
"I'd have to say that I'd rate that as a low probability event."
"Well, maybe you're more of a silver fox than you give yourself credit for. Look, I understand that, but you probably underestimate how much girls - well a lot of girls - have needs too.
Amy, Issie and I have spent many hours discussing these things. The guys we find on these yachts cruising the Pacific just don't come up to standard; most of them anyway. So good quality sex is in short supply and I'm definitely someone who wants quality or none at all.
Amy and Issie have given you an enormous rap; not just as a lover, but as a really nice guy who looks after them and shows them a sort of love they've never really had before. You have no idea how attractive that is and how much I've yearned for that sort of company over much of the last year. It's incredibly generous of the girls to be willing to share you with me. I'd grown to appreciate them as friends while we were all in Papeete, but I didn't realise how close that friendship was.
If you're worried that if you'd come up to me in a crowded Sydney nightclub and asked me for a dance that I would have told you to piss off, then that's probably true; although let me say that as a matter of policy I do more gentle brush-offs than that. But this is a different World. Different rules apply.
Relax and go with it. I give into a relationship more than I take out. I promise you won't regret it. But nor will Issie and Amy."
As Ellen finished speaking, she closed her eyes, forcefully slipping her thigh between mine until her mound was pressed firmly into my flesh of my upper leg. We were meant to be napping and I tried to will myself to relax and drift off into some sort of sleepy state.
But it always was an unrealistic expectation. I might have been able to do that with my wife of 30 years, but my body was pressed against that of a gorgeous 25 year old who I never lain with before and only met yesterday. It wasn't that I felt some irresistible urge to fuck her, it was just I was in a total state of arousal. And that was in no way helped by a suspicion that she was very subtly rubbing her mound on my leg, using the rocking of the boat for cover. Too subtly to be sure of it, but enough for the doubt not to be ignored.
I opened my eyes to stare at the face of the blonde beauty. Her eyes were closed and her face relaxed; her breathing soft and gentle. I almost felt privileged to know that her exhaled breath was mixing with the air I was breathing in.
Had she really drifted off to sleep? Was the slow light rubbing I could feel on my leg really nothing more than that induced by the rocking of the boat and the rise and fall of her body as she breathed? Safe in a belief that I wouldn't be observed, my eyes drifted down between our bodies to where her tight nipples brushed against my chest.
I've always been a breast man. I could stare at them for hours. Everyone has their own taste in them and mine definitely doesn't run to giant sagging melons. I like those that are proportional to the woman's body and my taste in women very much inclines to the slimmer bodies that match my own. A 'B' or 'C' cup on a body like that is enough.
Amy's were spectacular because they were just a bit bigger than you might expect on her slim body; not too big, just generously proportioned. Ellen's didn't quite match that, but were pretty nice just the same; tidy, perky, distinct orbs, capped by delightful, perfectly proportioned, pink nipples.
I lay there staring at them. Sucking in my stomach, I could even view through the valley of her cleavage the swollen tip of my manhood pushing into her stomach; a discharge of pre-cum stringing between the tip and the perfection of her flesh.
My eyes drifted up to her face to find me confronting the deepest, most intense blue eyeballs I've ever seen. Her pupils were dilated, even though sun was streaming into the room.
"Would you like to play with them?"
She lifted the hand I had over her waist and brought it up to cup her breast. The already firm nipple hardened further and pushed up between my fingers.
"I've always liked my nipples being played with."
She rolled part of the way over onto her back, while still clamping her thighs around my own, her mound still firmly in contact with my leg. That gave me access to her other breast and I willingly took it into my mouth, sucking the nipple in between my lips and twirling it with my tongue. A sharp intake of breath followed by a low hum told me she was enjoying the sensation, the hand she had stroking my hair encouraging me to continue.
From my position close over her chest, I could scan her body more intimately than I'd been able to before. Her skin was of the most beautifully textured alabaster. I don't know how she maintained it like that on a boat in the tropics, but it was almost untouched by the sun; just the faintest line delineating where her bikini top sat on her breast.
Lying half on her back, her little tummy bulge had dissolved and her stomach was a flat board all the way down to where it disappeared into the waist band of her low slung panties. The panties themselves had been dragged down by the action of her mound against my legs and the top of a little landing strip of pubic hair was exposed. It was an almost translucent white blonde; perfectly matching the fine line of her eyebrows and the long mane of her hair, that even as she lay there, wrapped sensuously over her shoulder.
When I looked up to her face it was at one moment in repose, her eyes closed, her mouth open in a tiny little circle, the most incredible look of relaxed ecstasy radiating from it. The next her head was raised off the pillow, her eyes drilling into my very soul as her features conveyed a sense of - I hesitate even now to use the word - desire.
The movement of her crotch against my thigh had lost any subtly. She was rubbing herself on it, the panties bulging where they met my skin as her mound flattened under the firm pressure.
"Ned. Will you finger me please?"
How quickly the situation had changed. It seemed mere moments ago I had climbed nervously onto the bunk; uncertain about how to approach this truly beautiful young stranger. Maybe inspired by the obviousness of her arousal, now her request seemed entirely normal. I slid my hand, fingers outstretched, down her stomach and under the waistband of her panties. She released the pressure on my thigh just enough to let me slide two fingers around the turn of her mound and into her crease. It was wet, its features swollen and open.
She disengaged from my thigh, inviting me to slip the panties down her long legs; bending each one sensuously to let me manoeuvre it off her feet. Now naked, she lay flat on her back, legs slightly apart. With unencumbered access, my fingers explored her crease.
Apart from the landing strip, it was devoid of hair. Her very swollen bud could easily be felt but it was different from any I'd felt before. It was bigger, more prominent. I circled it with my finger, causing her to lift her hips in excitement accompanied by an almost silent hum. With the tips of my finger I could actually tweak it, like a small nipple, exciting her more.
Slipping down deeper, her sex was unresisting to my finger's penetration of her and it was flowing with copious juices. But it was the stroking of her bud that elicited the best response from her and I concentrated on that, even as I continued to suck at her nipple.
Ellen wasn't one to vocalise her pleasure. If I listened carefully, I could just hear the change in her breathing as her excitement increased. But her body squirmed and writhed under me. She brought her hand over the hand I had in her crotch to guide and encourage me. Now faster, now slower, a bit more pressure there, now a dip into her sex - one finger, a push from her indicating a second and then a third - some vigorous finger fucking before I was directed back to her clit.
Her hips started to buck as she neared her climax. Satisfied she had me on the right path, her hand moved from covering mine to encircling my hardness, jerking it gently in sync with my rubbing of her bud.
Her climax was silent; indicated only by the sudden arching of her hips and the clamping of my hand within her thighs. She lay suspended in the air like that as her breaths were delivered in a series of short sharp exhalations; long enough for me to worry about her taking enough air in.
Her hips started to settle, only to be thrown into the air again as she was seemingly hit by another wave of pleasure. As she settled the second time she suddenly threw her body over mine, smothering my face in kisses before planting her lips against mine and penetrating my mouth forcefully with her tongue.
Finally the ecstasy drained from her body and she nuzzled down the side of my cheek before lying motionless, covering me like a blanket, her head face down into the bunk alongside mine. Instinctively, I wrapped my arms around her, one hand covering the firmness of her butt cheek while the other caressed up her back. The long mane of her hair still covered my face as a result of the final throes of sexual high. I ran my fingers through its sensuous length as I collected it into a single piggy tale and lay it off to the other side, penetrating the strands with my fingers to stroke the underlying scalp.
"You're very quiet in your orgasms."
"For the last eight months I've been self pleasuring on a small yacht owned by a grumpy old couple. Old habits die hard."
For a few more moments we just lay there, my flesh tingling under the contact with the sheer beauty of the nubile woman lying on top of me; her mound pressed firmly against my hardness. Then she whispered seductively into my ear.
"Ned. Will you make love to me? I mean really make love, like you do for Amy?"
I was starting to discover just how much the girls had been talking; but still surprised it had gone to that much detail.
Amy was an interesting one. Like Issie, there were times when she wanted me to 'go the animal' on her as much as she liked to go the animal herself. And by that I simply mean hard, furious thrusting designed to maximise the pleasure of the one who has let themselves go.
But at the other extreme, she also liked the sense that she was being made love to in some sort of romantic, idealistic manner. For me it meant, having already brought her to a climax, I should do something more than just pleasure myself in her vagina while enjoying watching her body rag doll under me.
With Amy, it wasn't hard to feel inspired to do that. In a way it meant obsessing about her whole body and self as you fucked her; not just her hole and breasts. Slow, steady thrusts as you nuzzled her neck and cheeks, sucked her breasts, and stroked her face and hair, all the while whispering sweet nothings in her ear. It meant thinking of both my brain and hers as the most important sex organs being deployed instead of just the length of my cock.
I can tell you that end the result for me was no less mind blowing than any orgasm I was going to get from going the animal on her. And the afterglow of endorphins it left you with was far more powerful.
The practical issue was that most women won't actually climax to vaginal thrusting alone unless you're hitting their g spot. And the contortions the latter entails is generally inconsistent with that sort of love making. And that's assuming they are in the minority that actually have a g spot and you've already found it. With Amy, I knew her body and could play it like a fiddle. Having previously brought her to a climax, she was far more susceptible to additional ones; helped by her extremely sensitive breasts. But in any case, I knew that she knew that another climax for her wasn't really the point of the exercise.
With Ellen there were a lot more unknowns.
Ellen had already reached onto the bedside shelf where Issie had thoughtfully left a supply of condoms and was sheathing me; merely lifting her hips to give her access while the rest of her delightful body continued to be draped over me. Wrapping her hand around my now anxious hardness, she lifted it just enough to position it at her sex and then, almost before I knew it, I found myself deeply embraced within her body.
The sensation was incredible and frankly I was in no hurry to do anything except make the most of the moment. I stroked my hand through her hair as the other gently patted her butt.
"You know you're gorgeous don't you? Not just beautiful, but you come across as the most kind and gentle person."
"I bet you say that to all the 25 year olds you sleep with."
"Yes, every last one I've been with in the last 30 years; which of course is just you."
From her head's position face down alongside mine, Ellen started nuzzling up the side of my cheek; pecking at the flesh and stroking her nose across its surface. I just felt so privileged that she'd want to do that to someone my age. Suddenly her lips were pushed against mine; her tongue flickering playfully, one moment brushing across my lips, the next slipping between them to lightly wrestle against my own.
I felt her trying to instigate a rollover and surrendered to her desire. Soon I was on top of her, my legs outside hers and trying to push my throbbing manhood as deeply into her tight young snatch as I possibly could. It was warm and wet and glorious. As aroused as I was, all I really wanted was to let my cock bathe in its embrace forever.
Still I somehow felt a duty to perform. Now it was my turn to nuzzle her face while I lifted my hips enough to give her a few slow but deep exploratory thrusts. My erection slipped in and out of the tight embrace of her body as if it was precision made for her. There was something about her that made my cock feel as if it had been filled to a jutting hardness designed to reach into the deepest parts of her body. Even as I bottomed out - as my manhood seemed to touch her cervix - it seemed as if the arc between my cock and pubis was perfectly sculptured to fit the turn of her mound; like two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, my flesh came up against hers everywhere at once.



I gently bit her ear as I lightly ground against her mound; convincing myself that I could actually feel her wet swollen clit flip across the sensitised skin of my pubis. She let out an almost silent hum as she lifted her hips tighter against mine and ground a little harder.
Our dance continued; out, in, out, in, then grind; her hips coming up to meet mine. Our bodies moving momentarily as a synchronised whole. A hum, even a moan just at the threshold of being perceptibly heard. Then she dropped her hips again and the dance went through another cycle.
All the while I was nuzzling, bitting and sucking her neck, her face, her shoulders and then her nipples; those glorious jutting nipples sitting proud on those beautiful orbs, stroking her hair with the fingers of my hand as it supported my weight. It was the nipples that seemed to be the icing on the cake that set her off. I'd had to arch my back higher to bring my lips down to meet them.
Her hips still came up to meet mine with every cycle of the dance. But suddenly they were tense and shaking. She broke off the synchronised joining of our bodies on full penetration and started throwing her sex at my hardness; hard full length thrusts of my swollen, elongated manhood slipping in and out of that wet tight snatch.
"Faster, harder!"
Her words were quietly spoken but urgent in their tone. Her need was clear, even if it surprised me. There been enough finesse, enough of the slow and gentle. She wanted cock; she wanted a good fucking and she wanted me to be the one who did it. As I kept sucking her nipples I gave it to her. Like the main piston of a speeding steam train; in, out, in, out. Each time I bottomed out, the time for grinding or for light touching up of her clit was passed. Whether I banged against it on full penetration I didn't know or care. Her boiling excitement was palpable regardless.
With my thighs over hers, I had her pinned to the bed. I could feel her whole body trembling with her breathing short, sharp and syncopated to her body's shaking. My own senses, the whole length of my cock and the balls about to release their contents into her, registered pleasure to a point of no return.
Her climax was as silent as every other part of our sexual encounter; more so because I'll swear she actually held her breath. But her body said it all. Her hips lifted my weight off the bed as her hands on my butt held me tightly into her; telling me not to thrust. I felt her contractions bear down on my now throbbing shaft.
She dropped her hips momentarily to the bed, but still she held me tightly into her; then threw them up again. Still her contractions rippled the length of my cock.
As she dropped back to the bed the second time, her hands conveyed a different message. They pushed down on my hips and pulled me back in again; hard. Once, twice, I didn't need to be told after that. Start fucking her again.
I didn't know whether she was demanding it for her pleasure or encouraging me towards a release. It didn't matter. It felt too good just to let go. Desperately I held it back, letting every sense in my body absorb the sheer joy of fucking this beautiful woman for as long as I could.
With just the slightest, barely audible grunt, she climaxed again, squeezing her legs around my balls and again lifting her hips. She didn't try and hold me into her this time and wouldn't have been able to. About to burst, my body had taken over my thinking self, taking the additional movement offered by her lifted hips to deliver two final powerful thrusts before I knew to hold it in there. If I went for another I'd be spraying mid thrust.
In that final moment of stillness I again felt her sex contracting onto my cock; the final ball bursting pleasure delivered onto my sensitised shaft. With a bellowing grunt, I felt the brain exploding, indescribable pleasure of my release; multiple jets of seed erupting up my shaft interspersed with uncontrollable cock exciting thrusts until I was left draped like a limp, panting blanket over her body shuddering out the last vestiges of my climax.
As my breathing slowly returned to normal and my brain reset itself from the tsunami of pleasure that had overwhelmed it, I became aware of her hand stroking my hair as her breasts and nipples pressed against my chest and my still hard shaft lay deep inside her body.
"Gee Ned, the girls weren't exaggerating. That was pretty good."
Again, she made me feel like a little boy being praised by his mother. Yet it wasn't patronising. There was just something so matter of fact mature about her approach. Mind you, any guy's going to bask in those words and I did, even as I felt myself blush.
If I'd learnt anything from the last few weeks with the girls, it was not to be embarrassed about wanting to understand their bodies. Every woman is different and the faster you learn what makes them tick - and orgasmically explode - the better everything is. And there was nothing like a direct question to give you that information.
"Were they vaginal orgasms or was I hitting your clit?"
"Well my clit's a bit prominent and does get very pleasurably in the way of everything, but if the guy is big enough and can get deep enough I can do vaginal orgasms and that last one was definitely vaginal. So well done you!"
I don't doubt I blushed again. I hadn't been looking for praise, and had no illusions about being bigger - or at least much bigger - than normal, but had got it anyway. Still, the directness of her answer emboldened me to go a bit further.
"I was sure I could feel your clit brush across my pubis as we ground together. Is that what was happening and is it nice for you?"
"Nice doesn't even start to describe it Ned. It was mind blowing. I don't know what you were feeling, but it was certainly brushing. I'd have to say we fit together rather nicely down there. I don't think there's been any other guy who I've got such good contact with. I think I might take a mould of you to compare future boyfriends with if that's OK. Or maybe I'll just make a dildo out of it."
Her last comment amused us both enough to giggle. As I shrank back out of her it was time to disengage. We cuddled up, resting pushed hard against each other; momentarily lost in our own thoughts.
How could mine not turn to the strange situation I had found myself in? Most girls don't have g spots - or don't think they have anyway. Most don't do vaginal orgasms, let alone nipple ones. For most the clit is the start and end of any real path to climax.
And yet here I was on a boat with three girls half my age who had thrown themselves under my aging body and can each go off that way. It defies the law of probabilities. Well actually, the whole arrangement defies that. It make me wonder whether I shouldn't extend the journey for as long as the girls will let me.
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I'm still uninspired for a new story in my preferred first person from the female POV genre. But I've had a number of requests encouraging a continuation of this series. So here's another chapter.
This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew - nubile girls in their very late 20's. Now a third is aboard.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind and body; and the red wine that made the conversation flow and loosened lips.
*****
After having sex with Ellen I must have drifted off to an exhausted sleep because the next thing I really remembered is waking up at 1910 hours (7.10 pm for you land lubbers) with memories of the most erotic dreams still in my head.
As my brain drifted into focus, at least part of the reason for those dreams became apparent. I had been sleeping face to face with Ellen. Her arm was over my hips holding me tightly against her, the front top third of my very engorged manhood pressed against her mound with it bent under and partly embraced by the lips of her crease. And because the boat was rocking, it wasn't a static embrace; it was rather rolling from side to side within the embrace with every movement of the boat.
As I looked down between her breasts, I could see I had been weeping copious amounts of pre-cum onto the sheet under me and could feel the very wet warmth of the fold in which my hardness rested.
And while it shouldn't have affected my sleeping state, it did nothing for my wakeful arousal that the position of my cock had been achieved by her sleeping higher in the bed than me. Since she was about my height, that meant I was more or less staring at her breasts; my chin brushing lightly against a jutting nipple with every movement of the boat.
It was tempting just to lie there and enjoy it. In fact it was tempting to do a whole lot more. But I needed to get up and make dinner for us all so that Amy and Issie could finish their watch with a full stomach and be ready for their own rest.
More without thinking than with specific intent, I didn't bother putting anything on before walking out to the galley. It's not that I don't like wearing speedos; indeed there's a certain sexual frisson in sheathing a pre-existing erection with them as you put them on and they actually make for some nice feeling foreplay. And conversely, I think the girls can often look sexier in a nicely cut bikini than stark naked. Maybe it's the tease factor; maybe it's the thought of the slow reveal and layered feel up of them up as you strip them out of it. Whatever it is, they have their advantages even if there is more in your face sexuality in being in the presence of a completely naked woman.
But in the steamy tropics, there is a definite advantage in giving that area a good airing; more so given the amount of use it was getting.
So when Ellen followed me out equally naked, it more or less set the scene for the boat to be a naked one while we were at sea. The trick was not to get anything sunburnt.
I could soon see the other trick would be not to go around in a permanent state of arousal. I know the first rule of a nudist camp is don't grow a public boner (well, and actually don't stare either). But the one I'd got out of bed with wasn't going down very fast and when Ellen joined me in the galley, pressed herself against my back and wrapped her arms around me and fondled it as she kissed up and down my back, any lost hardness quickly returned. I just hoped the nudist camp rule didn't apply if you were sleeping with all the residents.
As Ellen turned me around and gave me a full contact hug as she lip kissed me, I had a suspicion the 'don't stare' rule was going to be equally hard to follow.
"I haven't had such a great sleep since I left home Ned."
There were so many possible layers to that statement that I was too flummoxed to reply. My sleep had been good too; because it was deep and full of highly erotic dreams. Probably just short of delivering a night emission onto her stomach. Is that what she meant? Was she just exhausted and satisfied by the sex we'd shared beforehand? Or did she just sleep well; although there was an inference in her statement that I was somehow responsible for her well slept state.
I stroked my hand through her hair and gave her another kiss on her cheek as I offered up a neutral reply.
"I'm glad to hear it."
I turned back to warm up the curry that would be our dinner, trying to shield the top of my erection from the heat radiating from the stove.
It was at moments like this I couldn't help but reflect on the crazy turn my sex life had taken. Until my wife had been suddenly take from me, our sex life had been adequate. Twice a week of conventional, fairly predictable sex. I wasn't complaining. I was doing better than a lot of guys my age and it was enough to keep any sense of frustration at bay. I was no stud and never had been; just your typical caring, well domesticated and loving husband.
If in the last few years my erections had been less frequent and not as hard, and maybe even as big, as I'd once remembered them, I put it down to the effects of getting older.
Now I was being asked for sex two or three times a day and going through each day and night in what seemed like a permanent state of arousal. My erections had gone back to being hard and big enough that they felt like they were ready to burst. There was no doubt in my mind that the only reason I was able to sustain it was the fact I had these two - now three - beautiful, nubile, young women prancing around in front of me in teasingly brief, sexualised bikinis when they weren't actually throwing themselves at me and draped over my body. The flood of testosterone or whatever other hormones that produced had made all the difference.
Staring at them, indeed wallowing in their sexualised beauty, was an essential part of the game if I was going to keep my end up.
By the time I came up on deck with the dinner, Ellen was already settled into the cockpit with the other girls. They had no doubt registered her naked state - and I saw them noticeably register mine as I joined them, but they didn't immediately throw off their bikinis. At least my cock had gone momentarily flaccid.
Ellen sat next to me as we ate, so I wasn't distracted by staring across at her naked crotch. Mind you, that of Issie and Amy opposite me became no less of a distraction; if for other reasons.
Issie is quite openly a voyeur. Just about any time I'd snuck a one on one with Amy while Issie was aboard, we'd find her staring in a window with a hand down her pants or slumped in a post orgasmic state with a large wet patch in the gusset of her bikini pants. Even in the rapidly fading tropical light, a large, dried, material stiffening, stain was clearly visible in the gusset of her light salmon pink bikini which hadn't been there when Ellen and I had retired below a few hours ago. As I looked more closely I could also notice a smaller but darker stain around each nipple; as if she had been tweaking the nipple and her body oils had permeated it.
It made me look at Amy and while her light blue pants and the angle of my view made it all less obvious, I was sure I could see a dried stain in them too.
There is a hatch that looks straight down from the cockpit onto the bed Ellen and I had shared. I tend to just forget all about it when I'm lying there, but the thought of them peaking in and getting off on the sight of Ellen and me making out was somehow arousing; even more so because they'd been showing an increasing inclination to stimulate each other during our threesomes and it made me wonder if they'd been helping each other along as they'd been watching.
That arousal quickly manifested itself physically. When you're naked there's no hiding these things. Even the plate on my lap drew attention to it rather than disguised it as it started levitating as if it was possessed. In the end there was no alternative but to pick the plate up and keep eating with it under my chin as if nothing was happening. If I hoped the others wouldn't notice, that hope was disabused when Ellen slid her hand across my lap and tickled it with her fingers. The previous half-mast rapidly turned into a full vertical pole, something she drew attention to.
"I wonder what brought that on?"
I ignored the question, but Issue didn't.
"I think he's having dirty thoughts about us."
To which Ellen replied.
"I hope so."
The little distraction not withstanding, once they had finished dinner, Issie and Amy retired below to try and get their own nap on the off watch before they took over again at midnight. It struck me that something that Issie and Amy hadn't thought about enough was how they were going to get any threesomes in while we were at sea. Indeed, if I was going to always be sharing watch with Ellen, how they were going to get their share of sex at all unless I left Ellen on deck alone.
This leg wasn't so bad. It was only 48 hours. They could probably suffer sexual deprivation for that long. But there'd be future ones where we'd be at sea for a week.
But their departure below left me alone again with Ellen; a tall, stunning and very naked Ellen. For a while we could keep ourselves busy. When you take over a watch, the first thing you need to do is get yourself back up to speed with how things are on the boat.
In these waters, above all else, that means knowing where you are. Ellen efficiently went about taking our position and going below to plot it on the chart to ensure we were still well clear of any hazards and heading where we should be. With the autopilot controlling the steering, I kept myself busy doing a circuit of the boat checking all the gear and sail trim.
Having finished my job I sat down on the forecabin roof admiring the view out to starboard where the moon was just rising, casting a beautiful dancing reflection over the rolling swells as the phosphorous wake from our bow spread out to meet it. Ellen soon joined me, sitting close enough that her hip was pushed firmly against mine and our thighs were in contact for their full length. I couldn't help it. The contact with her naked flesh produced a predictable reaction and all I could do was ignore it.
Ellen broke the silence.
"Beautiful, isn't it."
"I never grow tired of it... There's been nights I've sat here watching for hours."
There was a moment's silence before I added. "Where did you grow up Ellen."
"Avalon. My parents still live there."
So, my evaluation had been correct. She was a peninsula girl.
"Did you always want to be a doctor?"
"Since I was a little girl. When one of my friends hurt themselves in the playground I just wanted to be able to help them."
"Did you find doing the course lived up to your expectations?"
"Yes and no. I suppose I came to realise that a suburban medical practice isn't exactly a daily matter of life or death. Mostly patients with colds and heartburn. It's partly the reason I want to do emergency medicine. Mind you, I will miss the closer relationship with your patients that a suburban practice gives you and the fact that, at its best, you can really influence their lives for the better. But it's all so corporatized now. A quick consultation and push them back out the door for the next one or the accountants will come after you. It sort of spoilt it for me, especially as I often felt I wasn't doing enough to look after their longer term health. Maybe one day, when I can afford, it I'll come back and open my own practice where I can worry more about the patients than the money."
"What have you been doing out in the Pacific?"
"I took a role with Médecins Sans Frontières in the Solomon Islands. Then after the cyclone went through I heard they needed volunteer help at some clinics in Fiji. The Fijian people were really lovely to work with and I felt privileged to be allowed to do so, but when that crisis passed I decided I'd make my way home while cruising on yachts. I'm afraid I was a bit naïve and my first choice of a yacht to go on wasn't that good. Thank you for rescuing me."
It was really hard not to like Ellen. You could tell that what she was talking about wasn't virtue signalling or CV building. It came from the heart. There was a passion in her voice and the way she spoke about it. I was already feeling quite close to her; hell I was falling in love with her or at least as much as I would let myself for what could only be an affair for the duration of the trip. A girl like that always leaves me wondering why she hasn't had a string of suitors chasing after her.
I took a risk and asked a question I knew as none of my business.
"Did you leave a boyfriend behind to make the trip?"
"No. I suppose I was too busy with my studies to get deeply involved with someone. It's a pretty intense course and I'm a bit of a swat at heart. There were some really nice guys I went through Uni with and in the early years of my course I had a few friends with benefits arrangements to keep me grounded for my sexual needs; but I kept them at arm's length. Maybe none of them really were what I was looking for anyway.
As the years went on I decided that these were going to be the guys I'd be sharing my profession with. I thought it was better to adopt a 'relationship or no sex' rule and since I didn't find a relationship, the no sex won by default.
The same since I've been away. I wanted to keep a purely professional relationship with my co-workers and as I'm sure Issie and Amy have said to you, the quality of younger males on the yachts in the Pacific isn't that high. I'm sure there's exceptions but I didn't come across them. It's been a long drought."
That was way more information than I'd asked for. It had all gushed out from her so quickly I hoped she didn't subsequently regret disclosing it; although I wasn't immune to thinking it was a strategic disclosure. I was pretty sure she'd just told me I was the first guy she'd slept with in something like four or five years. If it was meant to make me feel privileged, it had the desired effect.
I don't know why she picked that moment, but as we sat there she slipped an arm around my back and rested her shoulder against mine. My cock was beginning to act something like a yo-yo. It had sprung up when she first sat so close to me and then half settled down again. Now it was back with a vengeance.
We sat there talking about her experiences in Fiji and her family back home for about half an hour before my back started to get a bit sore from being unsupported; and yet I was reluctant to do anything to break the contact between us. Still I figured it wasn't that comfortable for her either. The mast was right behind us, so I suggested we lean back on it.
As I started to shuffle back to it, I thought I'd lost her when she stood up. But instead she waited until I repositioned myself, then sat down between my legs; bringing herself in until my erection was pushed against her back. Then she took my hands and wrapped one of my arms around her lower stomach and the other around her chest, high enough to be in contact with the bottom of her breasts, resting her head back on my shoulder.
I had to supress a groan of pure bliss as she overwhelmed my senses. Her soft flesh pushed against my body, the feminine aromas invading my olfactory centres and the thick, blonde cascade of her long hair that ran down my chest and brushed against the tip of my erection all brought me to a heightened sense of arousal. Not just a physical one, although that was ready to burst, but more than anything a mental one. I felt entirely receptive to her needs, hanging off every word she spoke as if it was that of a goddess.
As we continued to talk; about her studies, my own professional background and the personal tragedy that had brought me to this phase of my life, I felt her body physically relax into mine; as if she was ready to merge them into one. It was a privilege to be allowed this close - this intimate - with this beautiful, delightful woman so soon after I'd first met her.
But I also became aware my hands were being ever so slowly redirected. So subtly at first that it took me a while to register. I soon found the lower hand resting on her mons while the upper one sat high enough on her breasts for her now hardened nipples to be resting against the side of my arm and hand. I wasn't wanting to be the one to push things along or turn an intimate moment into a sexual encounter. But there just came a moment her intentions were so obvious that to ignore them would be petulant.
I extended a finger and slid it into her crease. She let out a little hum of delight and pushed her head more deeply into my shoulder as I felt it move across her already engorged and moistened clit. She lifted my upper hand to be across her nipples to play with them at the same time she released the lower one to explore more deeply and actively into her crease.
Extending my finger further I found her sex already receptive to being penetrated. It seems I wasn't alone in being aroused by the intimacy of our contact and conversation.
It would be foolish for me to make generalised statements about my approach to sexual contact with different women. It would suggest a breath of experience that I don't have. But I would say that my initial fingering of both Amy and Issie in a way that tested out their g spot has been amply rewarded; for both them and me.
I pushed my finger in deeply and started raking the front wall of her sex; gently at first, then with a bit more pressure, adding a second finger in the process. Still, I hedged my bets by using the back of my thumb to stroke up and down against her clit; its prominence making that all the easier.
Ellen was no screamer. Barely even a moaner. Only her breathing betrayed her rising sexual excitement and I had started to assume it was more the stimulation of her clit than anything I was doing with my extended fingers that were achieving that. So it took me by surprise when her body suddenly tightened and her face screwed up into one of intense focus as in a still quiet but decidedly audible voice she exclaimed -
"Oh, oh Ned. That's beautiful. There... no higher. A bit firmer. Oh..."
I concentrated on raking that part of the wall of her vagina she'd identified, still thumbing her clit, taking my cues from the continuing stream of "Oh...oooh...OH.." that she whispered ever so quietly into the ear that was next to her head as it lay back on my shoulder. Her body tightened further to the point it started to shudder a bit with the rising tension.
The release - her climax - was signalled by a sudden gush of fluid over my hand, a prolonged, intense but still quiet "Oharrrohhhhaaarr" and the lifting and rocking of her hips as her hand clamped mine inside her.
I held my hands still as she settled back down until her body limply rested motionless against mine.
"Oh Ned, I'm sorry. I'm so, so sorry. I've never done that before."
"What."
"Pissed on someone as I've climaxed."
"I think it's called squirting and I suspect most guys think it's a good thing. Some might even get a fetish about it. Anyhow, I thought it was some sort of female ejaculation."
"This is probably not the time to act all doctorary, but they've recently done tests to show that it's basically piss. What about you, do you have a fetish about it?"
"I've only encountered it a couple of times in my life, so no. But I'm happy to take it as a compliment on the sex if that makes you feel better about it."
"It's certainly a compliment. That was so intense. I'm not sure I've ever had one like that before."



We fell into a momentary silence as her hand slipped behind her back and wrapped her sensuous fingers around my hardness. It was my turn to let out a little moan.
"Ned, I hope you don't think I'm some sort of slut coming onto you so strongly. It's just I feel so comfortable with you. You've unleashed a whole lot of pent up needs; even just to rest secure and comfortably in the arms of a real man.
It's hard being a professional woman. You have to be so strong, so independent and so careful about your reputation. But in the process you lose some of what it is to be human; the closeness and intimacy of personal contact. Just to be able to cuddle someone, really cuddle up against them. To feel their body and the person inhabiting it and to be able to do that without it immediately leading to sex. It's just an aching need I've felt for so long.
That was always the problem with a friends with benefits. The minute you put your body against them, they think it's time for the benefits and then all too soon it's over and it's too late for just a cuddle. The thing is, after I'm cuddling you, once I feel I've made contact with the person who is you, then I feel the need to complete the connection with sex. I know I'm being completely inconsistent, but it's just a matter of getting it the right way around.
You must think I'm some sort of crazy woman talking like that just after we've met. But Issie and Amy have given you such a wrap, it was like I already knew you. And everything you've said or done since I've been aboard just fitted in so well with what they'd said that it reinforced that feeling of having known you for longer."
"That's very sweet Ellen. And the truth is I'm actually I awe of you; your intelligence, your maturity and I'll admit, your beauty. Rest assured I don't think you're crazy or a slut. I might question the judgement of all three of you in wanting to sleep with me, but I'm not complaining and it's probably better if I just shut up on that score.
And don't be too hard on younger guys. I was once one too you know. There's some pretty heavy duty hormones in their bodies that they need to deal with. You might find that if they really know what you want they'll give you everything you ask for. But absent that knowledge, all they know is that they have a fairly anxious hard on and a beautiful and seemingly willing woman to stick it into. Nature sort of takes control."
With her fingers still around my erection, Ellen turned in my lap. For a moment the thought occurred to me that she was about the straddle and mount me and Issie's rule about her using a condom flashed into my head. But any rush to forestall that was held back by my knowledge of Ellen; sensible and trustworthy.
Instead she kissed me briefly on the lips before going down on me.
She took the end of her mane of hair and brushed it over my chest and down my stomach before tickling my hardness with it; twirling its length in several circles around my extended shaft before pulling it gently off. It was a delightfully unique feeling.
Finished teasing it, she bent down further to lick the length of it, from its base to where she swirled around the tip with her tongue. As her butt rose up with her deeper bend, I rested my head back against the mast and groaned in pleasure; not just at the feel of her tongue against my hardened flesh, but at the sight of her body. Her head was almost lost under the cascade of her thick hair. Her back, femininely muscular and ram rod straight, ended in those glorious butt cheeks, the extraordinarily long and deep valley between them showing the reason she looked so great in a thong.
I don't usually think like that, but there was just something in the shape of that valley and the final turn of her arse that imprinted on me the thought of her sex that lay just out of sight. Open, receptive and dripping with her juices. The thought of my shaft embedded in the warm wetness that had prepared itself to receive me caused it to surge far more than the actual stimulation of it by her tongue.
But then my shaft found itself in another warm wet void as she thrust it into her mouth; tightening her lips against it as she slid it up and down to where it met the sensuous grip of her hand wrapped around it. I was overwhelmed by a need to touch her. My hands had been by my side supporting me. One I slipped under her exposed side to feel up her nipple; finding it already firm and rapidly fully hardening to my touch. The other I ran through the silky length of her hair, gliding it down her back and up again.
Each of Amy and Issie had deep throated me at the start of our sexual arrangements; catching me by surprise because I'd never had that happen before. Goodness, I didn't even think it was possible.
Since then, they'd rarely given me oral sex although they'd willingly sought it. I suspect it was because my erections were far too precious to waste on a mouth ejaculation. Precious not because they were any better than anyone else's but because with an older male's refractory period and two girls to share it, every erection could be put to a better use, so to speak. It might be different for a younger guy who could get it up again in a few minutes but I was long past that. And given the use to which it was actually being put by them, I certainly wasn't complaining.
Ellen wasn't deep throating me, just working over the top third. It was still pretty nice. She soon had me on the verge of coming. I was trying not to be too loud about it because I didn't really want to advertise to the other girls that Ellen and I were at it again. I don't know why; probably so we didn't start up some sort of competitive thing.
But Ellen must have sensed it because, even before I could say anything, she took it out of her mouth and held the tip against her breast, jerking it as she flipped it against her nipple the additional two times necessary to set me off, taking the first two ropes on that nipple and then pushing it across so the rest sprayed the other and my fingers which were playing with it. Then without unwrapping her hand from my erection, before it had even started to go flaccid, she was straddling my lap pushed against me and kissing me; smearing my chest with my own seed in the process while my cock continued to drip cum onto her mound and through her landing strip of pubic hair.
"You know why I did that, don't you?"
I wasn't entirely sure what exactly she was referring to. But the answer was appropriate anyway.
"No."
"Because now were going to have to help each other use the cockpit shower to rinse it off."
'Kinky' I thought. A girl who's planning the next stage of sex play before the previous one has even been brought to a climax.
Ellen stood and offered me a hand to help me to my own feet, capturing the hand and wrapping it around her and resting it against her sticky mons as she turned to walk back down the side deck with me behind her, my cock brushing against her butt because she was holding me on such a short leash.
There are times when a post ejaculation cock goes almost instantly flaccid and times when it seems reluctant to give it up, so to speak. A really good climax helps, but it not always obvious why. Issie has ridden it like a Sybian without stopping its collapse, so it's certainly not a matter of heavy stimulation.
This time mine was reluctant to pull stumps #(a cricketing idiom for those not familiar with the sport - look it up). The reason it was brushing against her butt was that it was decidedly half to three quarter mast, projecting forward and as she deliberately and provocatively sashayed in front of me, it was flipping across her cheeks. The visual teasing and gentle physical simulation was working a treat. I could feel the blood coursing through it as if the blood itself was almost anxious to pump it back up hard.
We moved around the wheel to the shower head retracted into a housing at the stern. As I stood immediately behind her, Ellen knelt down, pulled the extension line from the housing and turned the tap to warm, turning on her knees back towards me. Then she leaned forward, pushing my partial erection between her breasts.
Ellen looked up at me cheekily.
"We don't want to use too much water. What's that they say about showering with a friend?"
With her firm nipples against my upper thighs and the bell of my cock surrounded by her breasts and upper chest, she held the tap over the collection of body parts and pushed the button to fire a little squirt of the warm water directly onto the tip of my manhood, using her other hand to slosh it around.
As she fired off a second squirt she wrapped her fingers around my cock and slid her hand up and down a couple of times as if she was jerking me off, making out as if she was doing nothing more than giving it a light scrub.
"We want to give this a good clean, don't we? It's been getting a bit of use. Here, can you hold the hose?"
With both hands free, she pushed in the sides of her breasts firmly against my captured cock.
"I think we can spare it a bit more water."
I gave it a soft push of the button, releasing a continuous light flow of the tepid water directly onto my shaft as she moved her breasts up and down. The warmth of the water, the feel of her breasts and just the plain sight of this beauty titty fucking me as I looked down at her did the job; indeed, you might call it performing a miracle. As I let out a little moan of pleasure, my manhood hardened completely.
Ellen grinned at me.
"That's pretty impressive Ned, but we've got a bit more cleaning up to do."
She stood up, pressing her breasts against my chest as she took the hose and directed a squirt between us, moving her breasts with their firm nipples from side to side against me as if they were dual action cleaning cloths.
"We don't want those chest hairs getting tangled with sticky stuff, do we? Ah yes, there's one other spot I nearly forgot."
She separated our upper halves and reached down and wrapped her hand around the hard shaft that had been pressing against her mons. Squirting some water on her landing strip of pubic hair, she brought my cock against her and brushed it from side to side; adding a bit more water from time to time.
If she kept going the way she was, there was going to be a whole another round of cleaning up to do. The pre-cum I was leaking was already doing a good job of replacing what she was washing off. I wondered how this was going to end.
"Ned, I've been a bit naughty. I always was planning on seducing you while we were on deck alone tonight, but things sort of went in a different direction from what I'd planned. Earlier today you made really beautiful love to me. I was wanting to make beautiful love to you this time."
She reached into the storage alcove of the steering wheel binnacle and pulled out the little notebook she kept there to record our latitude and longitude for transfer to the paper charts. Flipping it open to the back cover, she pulled out a condom that she'd stored there. She held it up as her other hand circled around behind my butt and pulled me firmly against her.
"Can I still do that?"
Funny, but in my many years I don't know I could actually remember a girl asking me 'can we have sex now?' It usually sort of just happens. Rising passions, octopus hands, groping to get clothing off and all that. Maybe in my younger years I might have asked if they wanted it, just to make sure I was reading the situation correctly. But the other way around? My brain raced to deal with how to vocalise the right response.
Don't get me wrong, it was always going to be yes, but somehow putting on a strong Aussie accent and going, 'sure love, strip off, bend over and we'll get started' just wasn't going to cut it; not least of all because she was already naked. And with Ellen, as had been so often the case in the last 24 hours, the biggest battle was not to let my voice quiver as I dealt with the maturity and directness of her manner.
I reciprocated the hand on butt pulling us together that she was using on me and brought my lips close to hers.
"That would be beautiful."
Ellen closed the narrow gap between our lips, slipping her tongue into my mouth and across the front of my teeth.
"Let's use Amy's sun bed."
Amy's sun bed was nothing more than two cockpit seat cushions she'd secured side by side across the aft part of the cabin top just in front of the companionway. As skipper I certainly appreciated it when she used it because it meant she was laid out flat in her tiny bikini, right across my field of vision; those gorgeous breasts reaching skywards while her plank flat stomach ran down to where it slipped under her bikini bottom and turned into the absolutely perfection of the teasingly swollen rise of her mound. It was all magnified in its effect by the convex curve of the cabin top which stretched out her stomach and multiplied the impact of the brazenly sexual display of her breasts and mound.
I don't know whether she knew the impact it had on her skipper. While she appeared entirely nonchalant in the display, she probably did. But for me it was a leg crossing tease, even if I'd just finished fucking her in our morning threesome mere hours earlier. Because her perky breasts were just a size or two too big for her whispishly thin figure, because her nipples were always visibly pushing up the material of her small top, because the areola which surrounded them also pushed up as little plinths on which the nipples sat and because of the clarity of the definition of her raised mound, everything about her appeared swollen in peak arousal. In reality, that was simply the way her figure was. But in perception, it was like her body was silently calling for me to simply mount her and go for it and it took all my will power not to.
Many a fantasy had been built around that sun bed; ones incapable of fulfilment while in the crowded anchorage of Papeete or in today's ocean sail while the other girls were lolling around on deck.
Ellen took my hand and led me there, inducing me to lie on my back. Straddling my thighs, she bent down and kissed my hardened cock, licking up its length, circling the head with her tongue and then extending her body to stick her tongue into my navel.
Moving forward so that her thighs straddled my engorged cock without touching it, she sensuously ran her hands up my chest, fingers extended, touching my body as if it was some precious object. Her gaze caught my eye and held it there, the most wondrous benevolent smile making me temporarily forget this 25 year old stunning beauty was staring down at the wrinkled face of someone more than twice her age.
The first erotic touch was so light, so gentle, I barely noticed any feeling against my cock at all. But it registered on her face; a lip biting, eye rolling look of sexual pleasure. Alerted and aroused by that, the touch against my hardness and Ellen's movements of her hips became more into focus. It was like someone was softly gliding an extra-large ball tip permanent marker pen slowly up and down the central length of it.
I realised she was ever so lightly running her swollen bud up and down my erection, leaving a trail of slippery wetness in its wake.
When Amy or Issie have used my cock as some sort of external dildo, it's usually been more of a mashing action; their crotches firmly planted down on my cock, their actual bud indistinguishable by me from all the other parts of their wet sexual anatomy grinding on my manhood. But I knew from my first encounter with her that Ellen's bud is exquisite. Larger than any other I'd seen; when swollen, it projects further out than normal, making it far easier to stimulate.
Don't get me wrong. It was no miniature cock. Its surface shined like any other and glistened in her wetness, just a bit bigger and more jutting. Really to a dumb male it looks more like you think a clit should have been; something easier to find and more likely to get itself in the way and stimulated while a guy's pounding the woman's sex.
And now she was touching it along the length of my manhood. For me, at first it was just something nice; not mind blowingly great or even likely to set me off. Just nice, especially when her vulva lips touched down on my cock and it was suddenly surrounded by the feeling of wet slippery flesh. But for her, it was clearly a powerful stimulant. Her eyes were closed, her lower lip nearly sucked into her mouth in an expression of barely tolerable pleasure as her breathing became fast and excited.
Perhaps it was the ultimate demonstration of the infinitely greater number of nerve ending in the female clit than there is in the male shaft.
My own nerve ending woke up suddenly when her bud slipped into the recess under the bell of my shaft, finding the little vee'd notch on the underside, and stopped, like it became stuck there. A shot of pleasure went down my manhood and all the way up to my brain. Ellen's went off the scale. For the first time ever, an audible groan of sexual ecstasy escaped her.
Having discovered a sweet spot of pleasure, Ellen started working it, slipping her bud back down the shaft a small distance and running it back up to be stopped in the recess under the bell again, where she'd circle it. Suddenly she was gasping and writhing, barely able to keep her clit moving along the path that was giving it so much pleasure, whimpering under the insistent waves of pleasurable stimulation that she clearly so desperately craved after so many years of sexual denial.
I could sense her orgasm wasn't far away. I lifted my hands up to her breasts, tweaking an already jutting nipple with each one. Maybe that was the final additional stimulation that pushed her over the edge, maybe it made no difference at all. But with that she came. Came hard - harder than she had any time before with me. She bent over me, thrusting her bosom over my face, a nipple right at my lips, as her arms wrapped themselves around my head and her moans and groans of extended pleasure were muffled by the press of her face into the cushion over my head.
For maybe two minutes her orgasm continued as she alternately gasped for breath or moaned in release. I brought the nipple on my lips into my mouth and swirled it with my tongue, encouraging it along.
At first her hips held that sensitive little bud out of contact. But after the first few moments of release, she brought it back down on the tip of my shaft, pushing firmly against it. Periodically she would shudder, the movement clearly stimulating it as another wave of pleasure seemed to engulf her, causing her to clamp my head harder and whimper as if she was begging for an escape from an overwhelming of her senses.
Finally her body settled in a manner, but clearly her mind wasn't.
"Oh god Ned, I need you in me. I need to make real love to you so much."
Maybe for the first time I sensed Ellen having less than full composure. As she fumbled with the condom packet and rolling it over my shaft as she held herself suspended over me, she seemed to be almost trembling with need. In a single long stroke, she brought herself down on me and had me fully penetrated to the point once again I was sure I could feel that swollen bud against my pubis.
Ellen settled her head down next to mine, her body still, as it draped over me in that delightful way that lets you feel surrounded by this warm, soft, female flesh. It seemed that for a moment merely being filled by my swollen hardness was satisfying some need she felt as I heard several soft moans of satisfied pleasure escape from her. I put my arms around her, one hand covering her delightful arse, the other around her back.
The first movement I detected was a turn of her head to start nuzzling my neck, bite my ear and then glide her small little ski jump of a nose across the skin of my cheek. She pecked at my lips, flicking her tongue out occasionally to dart between my lips, as if tasting me without wanting to be captured in something more penetrating or lasting. From there her lips moved down to let her take my chin into her mouth, the circle of her teeth ever so lightly pressing on my flesh.



It was at that point her hips came to life, a slight rocking, circling motion that sensitised my cock to its inflated presence in the warm, wet, tight embrace of her sex; not thrusting, but just enough movement to excite it and make it yearn for more.
Concurrently the delectable orbs of her breasts, hanging down from her chest under the effect of gravity in their most picturesque form as she held her torso above me, moved across my own chest. First one way, then the other and back again. I could distinctly feel the two firm, rapidly hardening, buttons of her nipples draw a path through the tangle of my chest hairs as she stimulated them against my skin; pausing and circling when she felt them make contact with my own nipples, before continuing in their shallow continuous arcs.
Her lips moved to my neck, seeking out my adam's apple and gently lifting my skin off it between lightly held together teeth. Suddenly, in a rush of passion she attacked the side of my neck, sucking a fold of skin into her mouth and grasping that with her teeth, more firmly this time, as the rocking movement in her hips became faster and more determined.
Moans of pleasure were escaping from between her teeth. She was starting to ride me. The movement of her nipples across my chest became faster and more determined, the press of her mound down on my pubis firmer, the circling movement of it more determined as I became increasingly convinced I could feel her swollen bud pushing into the point where my shaft rose up from my body.
I was a mere passenger on this train she was riding. No, maybe I was the carriage itself. As her excitement became palpable, it all felt wonderful. This sensuous, intoxicating interaction with one so young, intelligent and beautiful. Yes my manhood was filling itself with every measure of aching desire and release inducing tendrils of pleasure. But once again, it was so much more than that. I felt like I was merging with her, vicariously experiencing her own rising passions as I absorbed into me the very essence of her person.
The hand I'd had on her back stroked her cascading mane of blonde hair, encouraging it to brush delightfully against my shoulder as the other slid up from the cheek of her bottom along her back and down again.
As she came she simply eased her body down onto me, her face into the cushion alongside my ear. Her thighs tensed as I felt each press of her contractions on the shaft I held so wondrously deep inside her body while with each one a little moan escaped her, like her lungs were being squeezed by the same pressure that bore down upon my manhood.
They hadn't even finished before I felt a movement of her body. With a...
"Oh Ned, I'm sorry, but I so need to do this."
Ellen brought her haunches up alongside my hips and with a push of her arms rose into a squatting, cow girl position over me. I felt the base of my cock still penetrating her body bend to accommodate her new pose. She lifted herself slightly and brought a hand down to circle the base of my shaft.
Putting one arm behind her to support herself, she leaned back; rising and falling on my shaft as she raked it against her recently discovered g spot.
Until the last one, Ellen's orgasms - indeed her whole sex routine - had been virtually silent. The little moans that accompanied her last one had been just within the audible register. But it seemed that for Ellen that represented the crossing of a bridge. She was no screamer like the other two, but what she was doing required some effort and it was obvious it was rewarding her with considerable pleasure. The "oohh's", moans and grunts came in a constant stream of sweet, feminine, almost innocent expressions of unadulterated joy that made it impossible not get vicariously excited for her.
Her head was held back, her luxuriant hair falling down her back, just occasionally flicked to the side as she reacted to some burst of erotic pleasure. Her face was one of intense concentration, eyes mostly closed, her perfectly sculptured upper teeth biting over her lower lip.
Her orgasm was signalled by a gush of fluid over my pubis and the most delightful prolonged moan. But far from causing her to relax down on me again, it spurred her into a sexual frenzy. Laying back down on me, her legs outside mine, she squeezed tightly on my manhood and rubbed her nipples up and down my chest as she rapidly plunged my hardness fully into her body, circled it a bit and then drew it half way out for another plunge.
Now it was me moaning as slivers of bliss shot up the engorged length of my manhood and transmitted their pleasure delightfully to my brain. The cascade of her hair fell off to one side and down onto my shoulder, partly enclosing the space between us and letting me submerse myself in the total femininity of her being. I willingly breathed in her exhaled air and bathed in the aura of her youthful womanly beauty.
That was the thing about Ellen that was different from Amy and Issie. It was like there was a third dimension to her beauty; a redolence, an ethereal spirit that inhabited a space outside her physical being. It felt like coming within the force field of that spirit was itself an act of intimacy, of union, even of penetration, far more significant than the length of my cock that was at this very moment pistoning in her sex.
I'd felt it the moment she'd stepped aboard. It had distorted my judgement even as I'd resisted the idea of her joining the crew. Her doctoring, navigation and sailing skills might have sealed the deal and let me save face, but I knew from the start I wasn't going to cast her ashore.
It gave her a goddess like gravitas which her intelligent and confident manner simply reinforced and left me feeling vulnerable and childlike in approaching her.
Overwhelmed by it all, my balls came onto the boil, percolating up my increasingly sensitive shaft. Every thrust became an act of sheer unadulterated bliss. But it couldn't go on. With an audible grunt like groan my seed erupted from my body, shooting jets of brain searing pleasure along the hardened length of my manhood.
Ellen lowered herself over me, offering up her body to pleasure myself in with the successive squirts of cum and the final shuddering delivery of the last vestiges of it into the void of her sex.
I never have been good at those immediate post colitis moments. I love the cuddles, love staying penetrated for as long as my manhood will hold its erection, but beyond that I never really know what to do.
Do you tell them that was fantastic, discuss the finer points of existential existence or talk about the weather. That was always the advantage of sex as you went to bed; you could just have a final kiss goodnight and roll over and go to sleep.
Amy and Issie had made it easy for me with their matter of fact manner. A "that was great Ned, same again tomorrow" approach delivered as they crawled on all fours off the bunk dragging their suspended tits across my face made me feel good while leaving little room for ambiguity. Sure, sometimes they wanted to get deep and meaningful, but there was usually a clear reasoning or purpose for that and once you picked up on it everything else came naturally.
I had no such insights into Ellen yet, so defaulted to a silent cuddle. She stayed draped over me, her face turned in so that it rested against my cheek rather than down onto the cushion, leaving her breath steaming up my ear.
It was only a minute or two before I realised something felt strange. An unexpected dampness where her nose met my cheek that my male brain took a moment longer than it should have to process. I took the hand I had buried in the depths of her luxuriant hair and stroked it lightly along her cheek just under her eye, intercepting a second tear.
"What's wrong Ellen?"
She took a moment to offer any answer at all.
"Nothing. It's nothing."
"They're real tears."
"Yea, but not necessarily sad ones.
It's hard to explain. I've only ever had meaningless sex for the sake of it before. Just friends with benefits stuff and a long time since I've even had that.
It's going to seem strange to you because you've really just met me, but Amy and Issie have been so good to me, so close, for a while now. They sort of drew me in and made me feel like a part of the boat's extended family before I even stepped aboard. The stories were so detailed, so real and so inclusive that I felt like I was already there. So that by the time I joined you it felt like a comfortable well-worn jumper already. And you were part of that, like I already knew you and you were an old friend.
And now it feels like I've consummated that inclusion. It just feels good Ned. Having sex with someone I feel close to, close enough to call it making love and not just making out.
I know I said this to you just a while ago, but it's hard being a professional woman. The strength, independence and reputation come at a price.
If there's any sadness it's the realisation that I've wasted so many years without ever having felt this way before. You don't get those years back. And yet, realistically I can't blame being a professional for that. I suppose I'd never really met the right person. Maybe spending so much time studying didn't help that; but who's to say it would have made any difference."
Ellen lapsed back into silence. For maybe five minutes we lay there in a comfortable embrace, neither of us willing to be the one to break the spell; so I was grateful when Ellen decided to do it.
"I'd better check our position again."
With that she lifted herself off me and headed back to the cockpit to take our position and plot it on the chart, allowing me to follow.
The rest of the watch passed uneventfully until about 2300 hours (11 pm). After we'd checked everything again, we retired back to the position by the mast, looking out to starboard and spent a delightful time just chatting as we sat and watched the sea rush by.
But by 11, my bum had started to get a bit sore and I needed to stand and move about. By then also the seas had started to rise a bit from behind us, and while the auto pilot was handling it fine it was one of those situations that made the yacht an absolute delight to manually steer; offering the prospect of catching waves with a deft flick of the wrist at the right time.
But at the back of my mind was also the fact the girls would be coming on watch at midnight. Until then, it had been a sexually charged watch with Ellen; I suspected way more than the girls might have anticipated. Even as we sat chatting until 2300 hours, my erection had been pressed constantly into her back as she rested against me.
Before Ellen, when it was just Issie and Amy, I'd felt there was always an undertone of sexual competitiveness going on. Nothing that challenged the genuine friendship between them, just one that made sure they each got their fair share. Whether it was of my cum or of the chance to plant their copulins in me, or some of both, I wasn't sure. But the amount of sex they were instigating or calling for just seemed more than I would have expected.
By now the novelty should have worn off for them and I would have thought we'd be back to a few times a week; yet for the most part we were still at it multiple times a day. And if one slipped in a quickie with me, you could be sure the other would know and be looking for theirs.
Now we'd got Ellen aboard too. She'd claimed - I'd lost count - maybe six orgasms from me since mid-afternoon and drained me of three cum shots. Maybe she was quiet enough for most of them not to have attracted attention; but Issie seemed to know everything that happens on the boat. I doubted it. There was a strong novelty value for Ellen still - not to mention a sense of making up for lost time. But I could well see her heating up the sexual appetites of the other girls. I supposed I could cope, but I was starting to feel like something of a gigolo.
The girls weren't due on deck until midnight; and normally we'd get a cup of tea or coffee and some snacks ready for their waking. But at 1115 Issie appeared on deck; naked like Ellen and myself. She went through the usual round of enquiries about events during our watch and how well we slept before disappearing below to make herself a cocoa. Needless to say, the sexual activities had been omitted from our replies to her.
When she came back she came and stood by me at the wheel, close enough that our hips were rubbing. As the boat lurched, I instinctively took a hand off the wheel and put it around her to stop what looked like it would be a fall. That seemed to have been all the invitation she needed to slip partly between me and the wheel, her bum cheek rubbing on my initially flaccid manhood.
There was no doubt the action was calculated, as was the continued movement that wasn't fully justified by the rocking of the boat. If she'd wanted an erection, she'd got it and I already suspected she had plans for it. What they were I didn't know. I just knew it was going to be the start of a busy night.
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I'm still uninspired for a new story in my preferred first person from the female POV genre. But I've had a number of requests encouraging a continuation of this series. So here's another chapter.
This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew - nubile girls in their very late 20's. Now a third is aboard.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind and body; and the red wine that made the conversation flow and loosened lips.
*****
I had suspected there'd be a price to pay for the sexual romp my shared watch with Ellen had turned into. I didn't know how much of it Issie was actually aware of, but she had ears like a cat when it came to sex going on. I had to assume everything. And now she'd want to make sure she got her share.
She wouldn't put it in those terms. She'd just say she was feeling randy and wanted a bit. But even when there were only two women, sexual activity on the boat could easily turn into a spiralling orgy as each showed an unadmitted inclination not to be out done by the other.
With a previously sex deprived Ellen now aboard and sharing my watch, things could get out of control. It really did make me wonder if Issie had properly thought through the implications of bringing Ellen in and making her fully part of our family. Her talk of readily accepting sharing me sexually wasn't fully matched by her actions.
Maybe I shouldn't complain; although there is a limit to everything and at my age the limit is lower than it once was. But my real concern was that the competitiveness would turn into a more destructive jealously. We had a really good spirit and sense of family on board and Ellen had complimented and fitted well into that. I just didn't want it spoilt if things got out of control.
From the outset, Issie's action in positioning herself between me and the wheel and rubbing her butt check against my cock until it grew into a towering erection had been blatantly deliberate, however incidental she'd tried to make it appear.
Once she had the erection well established, I required nothing more than a...
"Hmm, Ned, you seemed to be pleased to see me", for her to turn the subtle into the obvious as she circled her butt cheek around on it.
With Ellen still sitting in full view half a boat length away at the mast, I just wasn't sure where this was going.
That question was answered when Issie slipped her hand between her legs, grabbed the top of my erection and brought it forward to bury in her crease, using two fingers to push it in between her lips as she started circling her bud on it.
If Issie and I had been alone on the boat I would have merely put the auto pilot back on, brought my hands around to start feeling up her tits and encouraged the whole process to go in the direction it was heading.
But we weren't alone. I had this strange feeling I was doing the equivalent of having sex on a public beach in front of everyone; even if Ellen was the only 'everyone'. I suppose when Amy, Issie and I have had one of our threesomes, there's usually one who's the main focus of my attention while the other looks on. But somehow that's different. The three of us are engaged in the activity, even if there is a certain amount of taking turns.
Here Ellen was nothing more than an on-looker.
Still, given the choice of playing the party pooping prude or letting Issie have her way, I chose the latter, trying not to let any distractions spoil my performance. In the back of my mind I had begun to suspect this was always part of Issie's game plan for dealing with three women and one guy on the boat; that sex would be open and public. The question was, did Ellen know about the plan. Everything that had happened so far suggested it had been discussed with everyone but me.
For a short while I just let Issie do her thing; using my cock to pleasure herself while I continued to go about steering the boat. I could even put the second hand back on the wheel because Issie was now centrally placed between me and the wheel - even if it did require something of a stretch of my arms. It was less a protest at what she was doing than an immature thought that if I stayed above it, in effect merely passively tolerated my body being used by Issie for her own purposes, that somehow I would be seen by Ellen as innocent of any public display of sex.
But that was mainly because my brain was taking a while to catch up with, let alone accept, reality. But as my hardness became increasingly sensitised in Issie's wet slippery crease, she became more excited and vocal, and the reality that this was probably the future of my sex life sunk in, the reservations slipped away.
Eventually I did what I should have probably done from the outset; put the auto pilot on and concentrated on Issie. It was that or call Ellen back to take the helm - and that might have made the area a tad crowded.
Instinctively I wrapped my arms around her and fingered her nipples.
Issie in turn slipped my manhood into the tight, wet space of her sex; initially bending deeper to offer me an almost effortless thrust in and out of the delightfully warm pleasures that her body had to offer. Like a cascading series of actions and counteractions, I in turn slipped a hand down between her legs to start fingering her now neglected clit.
Like that, I probably could have gone on forever. The feeling in my shaft was beautiful, really, really nice, but it wasn't building to anything. Issie was clearly getting more excited, but there'd be nothing new about her having multiple orgasms while I just kept pounding away.
But Issie clearly decided she wanted something different (and what Issie wants, she usually gets). She stood up, pressing her back against my chest, wrapping an arm over her shoulder and around my neck to bind us together. At the same time she angled her hips so that every thrust was leveraged against her pelvic floor muscle at the rear of the opening to her vagina, forcing my shaft to rake firmly against the mid to upper surfaces of the front wall of her sex.
In that position she took complete control of my penetration of her, moving her hips back and forwards and lifting herself up and down to effect the partial withdrawal and repenetration of my increasingly sensitive shaft. Clearly she was carefully working it against her g spot and I thought it best to let her control things; resisting the increasingly strong temptation to just grab her around the waist and go at her in response to the powerful stimulation of her actions.
All the time I've still got one hand rubbing her clit and another playing against a nipple and Issie is getting louder and louder in her vocalisation of her pleasuring.
I'm trying not to look at Ellen who is sitting right in my line if vision and, compellingly attracted by the noise Issie is making, is making a poor effort at trying not to stare at us. Issie is oblivious to it all. With her head thrown back over my shoulder, I can see her face in profile. Her eyes are closed, face almost contorted in pleasure. One moment her mouth hangs slack jawed open, the next it forms around a prolonged, forcefully projected moan.
Her climax overwhelmed her mid moan, it turning into a veritable cry as her body tensed in my arms and around my cock. Her head was thrown back so far over my shoulder, you'd think she was about to do a back flip over it. She jerked my swollen shaft almost violently within her sex; seemingly spearing the hardened tip repeatedly and forcefully against what I could only assume was the sensitised area of her g spot until she simply tightened her thighs and sex around my shaft and rocked back and forwards until her climax had run its course.
Once she was satisfied there was nothing more to extract from her orgasm, she simply bent as far forward as the wheel would allow and tightened her sex around my manhood, effectively presenting herself for me to finish my climax. Already highly sensitised by what had proceeded it, it took no more than three enthusiastic thrusts for me to be dumping my load in her willing snatch.
Issie waited patiently for the last, now familiar, shudders of my orgasm to be finished before she pulled forward to release my still firm shaft from her body and turned in my arms. Then with a coquettish, almost possessive, brush of her nipples across my chest and rub of her crutch against the still significant vestiges of my sticky erection now trapped between our bodies, she embraced me.
"Hmmm, Ned. I needed that. I'd been dreaming about it and it'd left me randy as hell."
For more than a few moments she just stood there, her arms wrapped tightly around me and her head against my chest. All I could do was reciprocate her embrace, stroking my fingers through her hair, letting her possess me for as long as she felt it necessary to do so.
When she spoke again, there was something in her voice that still gave me the sense it was for the purpose of possessing me longer, rather than a yearning for the information sought.
"What time will we get to the holding point off Fare?"
Fare was the town on Huahine-Iti we were heading for. But with surrounding reefs and a low tide, there was no way we were going in until the sun was up. So once we'd got nearby we'd go into a holding pattern of reaching off and coming back at dawn.
"About 1.30 on our present speed. It will be on your watch, so I've marked the point as a waypoint on the chartplotter."
"What time do you think we can enter?"
"Dawn is 0530 hours, so I'd say around 0800 hours. So we'll reach away until 0500 and then turn to come back."
Still she stood there embracing me. Looking over her shoulder, I could see Ellen by the mast awkwardly trying not to stare at us but betrayed by the frequency of the turns of her head in our direction, but I was determined to let Issie be the one who eventually broke contact.
After another period of silent embrace, Issie spoke up again.
"You seemed to be enjoying yourself steering the boat when I came on deck."
"Yes, I was managing to shoot it onto waves to get a nice surging effect."
"Show me."
With that she turned in my arms, facing the wheel while still keeping her back and butt firmly pressed against me. It wasn't as though she hadn't seen it before, even done it.
I disconnected the auto pilot, holding the wheel with arms around either side of her body, letting her put her own hands lightly on the wheel. As a wave lifted our stern, I steered the boat away, letting it face down the wave and surge forward with its power.
Issie let her own inertia push her body more firmly against mine as the boat took off, jiggling it against me with her mild excitement at the surge. After about ten minutes of this I knew I was in danger of developing another boner. There was not the slightest doubt a lot of her jiggling had been directed towards it, but I wasn't really sure I wanted Issie starting another round. Fortunately I was saved by the time.
"It's 2345. I'd better go and get a cup of coffee and supper ready for Amy when she gets up. What will I get for you?"
"That's OK. I'm up so I'll go and get everything ready."
Issie slipped between my arms and headed below. I looked forward to Ellen who gave me something of a bemused smile back. In a way I was glad she didn't come back and join me and for the same reason I resisted my inclination to put the boat back on auto and go forward to where she was.
My strong impression was that the girls valued companionship as much as sex, maybe more so, and I thought it politic to keep some space between Ellen and myself given she was otherwise monopolising me during the watch system.
By 0015 hours we'd completed the handover and Ellen and I retired below, climbing into the bunk in the master cabin we were sharing. I was a little anxious that she might want more sex. I knew it had been a long drought for her and she felt a certain need to make it up, but in terms of keeping everything balanced between the girls I felt it might be enough for now.
Fortunately she just asked whether we could cuddle up, letting us spend the off watch alternatively paying big and little spoon; even if she did have a tendency to circle my erection with her hand when I was in the little spoon position.
At 0345 hours we were woken from a deep sleep by Amy with refreshments to start our next watch. She'd caught us with me in the little spoon position, but fortunately without the benefit of Ellen's hand warmer around my shaft.
Come 0415 hours the watch change was again complete. Ellen had checked the navigation, recalculated our ETA at Fare and double checked our proposed standoff route for any hazards. We were sitting in the cockpit quietly chatting when Amy came on deck dressed in a tiny bikini; unusual of itself when everyone on the boat had been naked more or less since we'd left Papeete.
"I was having trouble sleeping below. I thought I might try on deck."
Standing in the companionway, she then proceeded to bend deeply over the hatch to do something with the cockpit cushions laid out in front of it.
I think she may have been trying to secure a couple of smaller cushions to act as pillows. Whatever it was, she took an awfully long time about achieving her intended outcome. Far more than was reasonable. It only mattered because of the visual distraction she presented to me while she did it. And that of itself was a problem only because I'm sitting talking to a tall, slim, attractive, intelligent and completely naked blonde and my eyes and attention is fully drawn to Amy's bikini butt.
The moonlight was reflecting strongly off the white surfaces of the cockpit and deck, meaning she was fairly well lit up.
Let's face it, Amy's got a fantastic butt. As nice as Ellen's, but in a different far more sexualised way. Her tiny Brazilian cut bikini folded completely into her butt crack as she'd bent over, displaying its shape in all its glory, and indeed highlighting it far more than complete nakedness could.
Between her legs - widely spread apart to balance her against the roll of the boat - the swollen bulge of her mound was eye drawingly highlighted against the white of the fiberglass. Every time she lent further over the companionway she must have compressed it against the side of the cockpit - causing it to cycle through swelling and unswelling in a way that would force any normal male into sexual thoughts.
And then, when she was finally finished, she climbed up and lay herself out on the cushions; alternating between lying face up and on her stomach; but mainly the former.
Even in the moonlight, having Amy lay herself out right in front of me on those cockpit cushions was a leg crossing tease.
Her body had always drawn me. It was close to my idea of female objectified perfection and it just screamed sexuality at me. If what follows suggests an almost obsessiveness with her body, it wouldn't be a wrong conclusion.
She wasn't tall, almost petite. Her frame was light, but very femininely shaped. While her flesh covered her bones nicely, it just seemed devoid of fat; firm muscular tissue, beautiful to the touch that filled out her shape and supported a flawless coffee coloured skin of exquisite perfection. Her delightfully shaped, just nicely filled out butt and ramrod straight back made walking behind her in the street itself an act of pure arousing joy.
And yet that was just the start of it.
What really blew my mind and swelled my cock was what nature had done with her erogenous zones.
On a figure like hers, nature would normally have bequeathed her breasts in the 'A' or 'B' cup range, like Ellen. Not Amy, she had these perfectly shaped, perky orbs of 'C' cup breasts which sat high and firmly on her chest. They weren't pendulous or unnatural looking in their proportions. You might say they were the breasts that sex obsessed men might have designed for a woman of her size instead of the somewhat smaller proportioned ones that ordinary biology usually associated with it.
Capping them were nipples that of themselves were capable of driving a man wild with desire. Both the areola and nipple were of a slightly larger diameter than normal and of a completely uniform mid brown colour that contrasted just the right amount with her tanned flesh to make them prominent. The areola was like a low raised plinth on which the nipple sat; standing just slightly proud of the orb even at rest and visibly swelling with her arousal. As for the nipple itself, when aroused it was like nature's perfect plaything. So once again they sat in the goldilocks zone; not the ordinary little nipples that most women had, nor the grossly large, dark, unevenly coloured ones common on larger breasted women. Just these pictures of sexualised perfection.
But if you wanted to talk about goldilocks zones, it really applied to her mound. It was far more suggestive than the almost pre-pubescent mound that seemingly recedes from their tummy bulge and was perhaps the most common in women and made the currently fashionable completely hairless pubic area almost suspect, but nor was it a fat filled unsightly protuberance. As she lay on her back it formed a continuous straight line from her board flat stomach. A delightful, beautifully moulded swelling with a crease that wrapped itself around and well up the front, all of which screamingly advertised her sexual anatomy within.
Cap it off with her cute, soft featured, feminine face, perfect and engaging smile, large dinner plate soulful eyes and soft flowing mid length auburn hair and I found myself actually embarrassed about how much her physical appearance aroused me and drew me to her; obsessed me even. And yet I was no less enamoured by, indeed in love with, the soul who occupied that body.
The problem with her body - if you really wanted to call it a problem - was that it shouted so loudly that, not just that it was it at its nubile, fecund, ripest, but the exaggeration of all her erogenous zones also seemingly advertised a constant state of advanced arousal - whatever the reality of the moment.
All of that was distracting enough when she was lying naked and uncovered next to me in bed. But for some reason it drove me even crazier when she was laid out in one of her tiny bikinis across the top of the cabin.
Partly that was perspective. Lying next to me in bed gave me a great view of her breasts, but the rest of her body receded into relative distance with a top down look. Don't get me wrong. It was enough to swell my cock and leave it wanting action. But it didn't really offer the totality of the impact of the somewhat more stand-off view that I had as she lay on the cabin top.
The curve of the cabin top added to that, exaggerating the flatness of her stomach and in the process highlighting the relative size of her breasts and mound. This was reinforced by her slender thighs, which by sitting low, left her mound projecting teasingly above them.
Maybe most surprising of all was that the bikini itself and the pathetic attempt it made to hide what lay beneath was part of the attraction; if only because all it really did was draw attention to and highlight those swollen erogenous zones.
That night she was wearing my favourite, most powerful one. Her top was a spaghetti stringed tie slide tri style with unusually small triangles. Tied tightly to her like it was, it drew her breasts up and together, highlighting the depth of her cleavage and the perkiness of her breasts. The triangles were too small to both cover the turn of the bottom of her breasts and her nipples, so she'd tie it higher on her breasts, leaving a wide provocative strip of underbreast untouched by it.



Unlined and unpadded, the tautly stretched, gossamer thin material of the top moulded tightly to everything it covered, leaving the outline of her nipples visible even when they were relaxed and highlighting them when they were raised.
The top was fairly typical of all the bikini tops she wore, but this bottom completely blew my mind. A low waisted hipster with a fixed string elasticised side, the back was Brazilian style which highlighted her butt beautifully and made it difficult to walk behind her without growing a boner. But the real tease lay in the front and the gusset through her crotch.
I'm guilty. In my many years of hanging around on beaches I've stared at a lot of bikini crotches. Most have what I would call an excess of width through the crotch material leading to a fold of it running between the legs and leg seams drawn tightly up against the thigh. Partly that might be conservative design, sometimes it's because the thighs might be thicker than the designer intended.
Not this one of Amy's. There was definitely a deficit of width. Either side of the leg seam there was a generous strip of flawless golden brown flesh before her crotch met the turn of her thighs. That deficit extended to where the material climbed up over her glorious mound, leaving a provocative strip of mound flesh also exposed before the front of the bikini pants flared widely out to meet the thin elastic of the low set waist band.
To cap that, as she lay there legs apart like she always did, the equally thin, tautly stretched material teasingly showed her provocative crease as it ran a generous length down the front of her mound before turning for an equally generous length through her crotch.
Not a full on camel toe. That would be way too blatant and unsubtle. No, it was nothing more than a dimpled line in the material, but in that it was a way more powerful statement than a camel toe. It taunted you in its advertisement of what lay beneath; goaded you to arousal as it denied you a better view of what it none the less flaunted.
In daylight the total effect was powerful enough. In the moonlight, everything was multiplied as the moon, sitting low in the sky over her feet, lit up from below the shiny black material of her bikini with a sliver glow. It made her breasts seem bigger, her mound more pronounced and the dimple running the line of her crease more intense; and her distraction of me more complete.
When she rolled over to rest on her stomach, the presentation was no less cock swelling. The straight line of her back, crossed by the thin lines of her bikini top, the bows tying them so teasingly fragile and the way her bikini pants moulded around her butt cheek and drew a line deeply down into her butt crack were just as powerful as eye candy as the top view. But again the mound topped that as, for some reason, she'd spread her legs wide enough apart when she was face down for you to easily look up between them and see her mound flattened and spread ever so temptingly against the cushion.
Sitting in the cockpit a mere metre from her was a complete distraction, even though a totally naked and absolutely gorgeous Ellen was there talking to me. I'd resisted Ellen's suggestion we spend time sitting by the mast again so I could maintain my view of Amy. Yet a number of times I'd found an excuse to go forward simply so I could perve at Amy from a different view; specifically from between her feet where I could get a better view of the dimple in her crease and of the underboob on display.
The second time was specifically because I'd noticed her nipples pushing her bikini top into a volcanic cone and couldn't help but wonder whether that was a wind chill or a sign of arousal. When I saw the dimple in her pants had widened into a sexual highway I could barely contain myself.
And Ellen noticed my obsession; as if the partly aroused cock I came back with the second time wasn't sign enough.
Why was Amy even wearing a bikini, let alone that one? She'd happily been naked on duty. She normally slept naked. Did she really feel that much more exposed sleeping on deck?
Oh yes. Amy knew about my obsession with her body; encouraged it. Issie knew about it too and was careful to preserve the area of her own competitive relationship advantage. But did Amy really understand my perversion about her wearing a bikini - about her being laid out in front of me in one? That would be an embarrassment. What male prefers a girl in a bikini to a naked one? Would she find that more objectifying?
The first light of day was just starting to break on the horizon when Ellen broke the flow of our whispered conversation to state the obvious.
"You're a bit distracted by Amy there, aren't you?"
I lowered my already whispered voice to the barely audible.
"Is it that obvious?"
She reached over and wrapped a hand around my partly aroused manhood; instantly inflating it the rest of the way.
"Even though I'm completely naked, this isn't mine. It's from you perving at Amy."
There was something so matter of fact about it that it was both pointless and unnecessary to contest her statement. There was nothing that conveyed offence by her at the conclusion, just the same sort of directness she might use to tell someone they have cancer.
"Look at her nipples. Look at how aroused she is. She's waiting for you to go over to her."
"She's just having an erotic dream. After all, you're sitting right here."
Amy startled me when she piped up.
"Ned, listen to Ellen. Come over here."
Somewhat taken aback to find I'd been overheard, I looked at Ellen who simply grinned back at me and pointed a finger in Amy's direction. Sheepishly I complied, crossing the gap so that I was standing in the companionway right next to Amy in line with her stomach, the cabin top she was on being waist height on me. She reach out and grabbed my cock; already hard and weeping at the thought I was about to have the body I'd been lusting over.
"Get on and go the animal on me Ned."
Stupidly, even though that was what I wanted more than anything at that moment, I couldn't help debating the point.
"Here in front of Ellen?"
"Where else. She's seen you bang Issie already tonight. Why not me?"
"Going the animal on you is a different sort of display."
"Well, she'd better get used to it because she's going to see a lot of it. Probably be putting on a few performances herself before the trip's out. Forget her, focus on me and go the animal on me."
I looked questioningly back at Ellen who gave me a whimsical look and the slightest nod of her head. In a way that was all I needed. I looked back over the body laid out in front of me; lust filling every nook and cranny of my being. The hand Amy had wrapped around it had nothing to do with its unyielding hardness. It was the pure unadulterated lustful anticipation of fucking her crazy that was doing it.
The breasts drew my first attention; swollen, the nipples fully raised into what the moonlight made look like towering peaks. I buried one deep in my mouth, swirling the material covering it with my tongue. Amy arched her chest up at me, releasing a sigh of pleasure.
"Ned, that feels fantastic, but fuck me while you drool over me."
She extended two fingers of the hand she had around my cock down under my balls and drew them upwards. The message was clear. Mount her or suffer a painful injury. Moving fast enough to stay ahead of the pressure, I extended a foot over to the other side of her body, forgetting the appalling view of my naked butt I was offering to Ellen as I used that to take enough weight to bring a knee to follow it without putting any weight on her.
As the second knee came up and I ended up straddling her, she pulled the tip of my cock down, pushing it forcefully into a camel toe she formed in her pants. There she rubbed it up and down as she rapidly raised and lowered her hips, clearly pleasuring her clit with it.
I buried my face back over the material of the top covering her nipple and saturated it with my drool and I started to fumble with the side of her pants, trying to pull them down while I was on top of her. With her free hand, she pulled mine away, through her moans of ecstasy, muttering a gentle...
"Leave it."
Instead I felt her hitch the side of the pants back up even tighter to the point I could feel the material against the tip of my cock in the camel toe stretching under the pull.
The way her hand was rubbing my cock within the camel toe of her pants to tickle up her clit was becoming more vigorous, the rise and fall of her hips to multiply its effect faster. I knew from past experience I could increase her excitement by jerking up into her crease in imitation of a thrusting effect. With the first thrust she let out a prolonged moan; something repeated with every subsequent thrust as she rubbed it even more furiously.
The tip of my cock could feel her bikini pants had become saturated with her juices; a wet slippery pool into which it was being ground. By now the material covering both nipples was also saturated, this time with my own saliva. It was plastered to the towering jut of her nipples, showing every dimple and crease in exquisite cock bursting detail.
Amy was well capable of having an orgasm on nipple stimulation alone, so they were a powerful adjunct to anything else that was exciting her. Whether she preferred the feel of being sucked on through the bikini top or not, I didn't know, so decided to hedge my bets.
I pulled one of the triangles aside enough expose a nipple, anxiously taking its naked flesh into my mouth, sucking on it as I rubbed my tongue rapidly against it; alternating that with sucking the other with its covering on.
As was always the case with Amy, she was becoming increasingly vocal in her excitement, her moans turning to an almost staccato, machine gun series of truncated screams which matched the pace of her rubbing and my thrusts.
Her climax was signalled by the previously short sharp screams turning into a prolonged moan as she threw her hips up against me. And yet even in the throes of the most intense, all consuming part of her orgasm, she pulled the legs seam of her pants aside and thrust my hardness into her sex.
It slid effortless into a warm wet void that seemed anxious to receive me. But even as I first felt my balls press up against her pubic floor and the contractions of her body pummel the shaft it had just so easily admitted, Amy put a hand around the back of my neck, lifted her mouth to my ear and in a voice that was having trouble getting words out between her moans of pleasure, gave me a single message.
"Go the animal on me Ned. Quickly."
The message was clear enough. Even as her hips were still raised high in the midst of an orgasm that seemed reluctant to release her, I partly withdrew and thrust forcefully back in. Suspended as she was with her back arched and only her shoulders supporting her upper half, her body rag dolled to the impact, her breasts bouncing upwards towards the chin she had tucked in to her arched torso.
But the habits of a lifetime weren't easily set aside. With the next thrust I dropped my hips to try and rake her g spot and ground my pubis against her after I pushed back into full penetration to try and stimulate her clit.
Still writhing under me, her reprimand was gentle but clear.
"No, no. Go the animal properly."
It was easy to do. I had an hour of pent up lust inside me. An hour when I'd wanted little more than to passionately fuck the body under me. All I had to do was completely release the force of that lust. To just let myself find my ultimate selfish pleasure in her body.
I looked down as I withdrew and thrust again, her writhing body again rag dolling, her breasts bouncing delectably with the impact. The visual impact of that was all I needed. The animal escaped its cage. There were still limits. Anything that I even thought hurt her would break the spell. But within that limit I gave full vent to my body's desires.
Holding myself up on outstretched hand I thrust furiously, staring down at the wondrous, sexualised body under me as my cock pistoned inside her wet slippery sex; adjusting my action as I tested what really felt best and created the greatest visual reaction from her.
And yet there was no eroding of the unsatisfiable lust I was feeling. Any lust expended by each thrust was more than topped up by what replaced it; a relentless, building force that threatened to hemorage my brain and drove my performance to body breaking lengths.
Amy was still writhing, still throwing her hips at me. As so often was the case with Amy, it was difficult to tell if her first orgasm was still wracking her body of if she'd had another, but whatever it was, it just made her body all the more fuckable. I was full on pounding her. Perhaps an analogy with the well-oiled main piston of a steam train at speed was the only other description that could match the furious, unrelenting movement of my hardened shaft in her sex.
There are times, even at my age and experience, you can go off shortly after the first tendrils of pleasure run the length of your shaft. There are other times, like this one, the pressure just builds. It's difficult to describe, but the best might be to compare them with passengers filling up a train carriage; little nodules of excitable rapture that lodge, randomly at first, anywhere along the length of your shaft; nodules that shot pleasure into my brain every time the top surface of my cock slid along the tightness of the front opening of Amy's sex.
With every thrust, more nodules kept boarding, until they've filled up all the seats. My whole engorged cock was now throwing pleasure messages up my body and into my brain. And still they kept boarding. They're standing in the isle, its full to capacity and yet they kept pushing in from below until it felt like my cock, the whole unyielding, extended, hardness of my shaft itself was trying to expand to accommodate them.
I thought my shaft itself was going to burst along its length because it just couldn't possibly fit any more of those nodules of pleasure. My brain was overwhelmed by the sensory overload being fired into it. My body was grunting loudly with the effort, but I was unaware of it because my brain refused to be distracted from the messages flooding in from below. My muscles, screaming at the end of their endurance, couldn't be heard; keep pounding, keep thrusting is the only message my brain could transmit out.
There came a point I needed the release; not just my shaft but my brain, indeed my whole body would explode in a mass of gore and blood if it didn't come soon. And yet somewhere deep within me was some master controller; a cruel, selfish, grabbing manipulator wallowing, almost drowning in the sexual rapture, unaffected by the pain of its determination to extract every last grain of enjoyment before it would throw the switch to let my seed spill out and flood Amy's sex.
My whole shaft was radiating pleasure with every thrust. Every time the length of the top edge of it raked along the tight, firm front entrance of Amy's sex, it was like the most intense moment of an orgasm. I was almost out of control; grunting and groaning, partly in exhausted effort but largely gluttonly indulging in the hedonistic delight of each thrust.
And then in a moment, everything changed. A final deep thrust and the switch was flicked and it was like every one of those nodules made an excited rush for the exit at the same time; a gush of barely tolerable pleasure flooded through my shaft as I hosed Amy's cervix with my cum. As gush followed delightful gush, I dropped my weight down on Amy and ground my pubis against her as I tried to bury myself as deeply as possible; as if injecting my seed directly into her very womb.
Whatever I did set Amy off again as she thrust her hips up against my dead weight and let out a typical Amy string of screamed climatic profanities, her sex again pummelling my still rigid cock with every contraction.
She was still pushing her hips up against me as my body was wracked by shuddering mini climaxes as it seemed my balls were trying to wring to last drops of seed from me to send squirting into the forlorn fight to impregnate the beauty beneath me.
We had both fully expended ourselves. Shattered as much as she was, I lay with my face pressed into the cushion next to her ear while the last waves of her contractions still pressed upon my cock. Like was often the case after the best climaxes, my erection wasn't going anywhere fast. Swollen and hard it continued to revel in the welcoming, pleasurable warmth of her sex.
I'm sure she was the one who laughed first. A giggle at first, which gained momentum as I joined in. A self-conscious laugh at the momentary ridiculousness of human all consuming passion. We'd laughed at it before and many may be the days we laugh at it again.
It was only then I thought of Ellen. Turning my head, there she was at the end of the cockpit seat; naked, slack jawed, looking straight us, a mere two meters away. If her jutting nipples were any guide, what she'd just witness had quite an effect on her.
Still, Ellen or not, I had a more immediate focus. When you cock lays deep inside a woman, it's best to give her all your attention. Amy broke the awkward post colitis silence first.
"Wow Ned, that was intense. Do you know I came five times during that?"
That was the fantastic thing about having sex with Amy. Once she'd come the first time, the others followed quickly and easily. Still, I hadn't been doing anything I thought would cause them, so I asked the stupid question.
"What was triggering them?"
"Hard to say. It was all so intense. But the pulled aside leg elastic of my pants was lying across my clit and it was getting a fair bit of movement as you pounded me, so maybe that was it. We'll have to have bikini sex more often."
I thought at the time I could feel the elastic rubbing the side of my shaft. I'd go so far as to say it felt pretty good. Mind you, if Amy's juices hadn't slimed it up fairly well I might have ended up with a carpet burn in a rather embarrassing place.
After a pause, Amy added another thought.
"Hey Ned, that's a pretty hard rod you've still got stuck in me. Does it want more? I'm up for it. Is there a second animal inside you?"
As she said that she squeezed her pelvic floor muscles, giving it a tight and rather delightful press. But I already knew that it had lost its peak hardness. Regrettably my erection was not long for this world.
"I wish, but I think it would quickly fall into a flaccid heap if I try and use it. It's enjoying where it is for the moment though."
"Pity. Just the thought of it is getting me pretty randy."
Maybe it was that last sentence, but I wasn't ready to completely abandon this moment with Amy. I was just happy for my cock to rest where it was and enjoy the press of her young flesh on my body. As she stroked my hair with one hand and my back with another, I started tweaking her nipple.
I felt it rise quickly to a spectacular jutting peak.
I arched my back to bring my mouth down to the other while still pressing my shaft into her sex. It was still partly covered by her bikini top. It had moved enough as her breasts bounced that a part of the areola was visible out of the inner seam, but the rise of the nipple itself had stopped it popping right out.
For the moment dealing with it where it was, I took both top and nipple into my mouth, drooling copiously over it to plaster the material to it as I teased it with my lips and tongue. For my own visual pleasure I released it and raised my head to where I could see it.
Her hardened nipples were, as always, cock rousingly gorgeous. But with the bikini top pulled to the side of one nipple and having trouble containing the other even as it moulded tightly to its jut, it gave Amy a rather ravished look. Not inappropriate when you think about it, but damn sexy at the same time.



Amy is among the ten percent of women who can have an orgasm by nipple stimulation alone, and in her current sexualised state, I knew it wouldn't take long. So I went at it with a will to give her one. It was time for the partly covered nipple to be exposed, so I pulled aside the material and took that one into my mouth while my fingers worked the other one.
I twirled the nipple in my mouth with my tongue, delighting myself by running the tip up and down the undulating side of her jutting wonder, while Amy put a hand over my head and moaned softly.
As I predicted, it didn't take long. Amy has a graduation of orgasms. Her g spot ones have her throwing herself about and screaming out a chain of profanities that would get her arrested for blasphemy in two thirds of the countries in the World. Quite unexpected from a well brought up English rose.
The nipple ones are at the other end of her scale. As she came, her thighs tightened firmly around my balls, still hanging as they were off the end of a cock buried firmly inside her, while she let out a prolonged soulful moan. Once again I could feel her contractions press upon my shaft, but it was in effect the last hurrah for an erection that had offered such sterling service. The feeling of her contractions was delightful but not enough to stop the final collapse to flaccidness of my cock.
When its shrinkage unplugged her sex, I felt the flow of my seed and her juices move past it to soak the gusset of the bikini pants wrapped around my shaft and the cushions below it.
Now came that always slightly awkward moment of post sex separation; made more awkward by Ellen's watching presence two meters away. I lingered lying on Amy for a few moments; nuzzling the side of her neck and the cheeks of her face while trying not to put too much weight on her slender body. Then with a final kiss on the lips I rolled off her onto a spare length of cushion, leaving Amy between me and Ellen.
To maintain something of the moment we'd just shared and the connection it brought, I put a hand back on Amy's thigh; high enough to be verging on intimate, but allowing both of us to catch our breaths. I was still strongly inhibited by the presence of Ellen. I was just about to bring myself up on an elbow to whisper sweet nothings into Amy's ear when Amy beat me too it, rolling on her side and brushing her hand through my chest hairs as she whispered into my ear.
"Do you like taking me in my bikini?"
Shit! My brain froze. How do I answer that question safely? Does she know about how distracting I find it and how fuckable it makes her look when she lays herself out like that? Does that objectify her too much to acknowledge? Is it too kinky to admit that just sometimes it's nice to do it bikini on?
Both her question and the actions that proceeded it suggested she'd got me completely pinned on the issue. I shouldn't have been surprised. The girls seem able to read me like a book.
I rolled over the face her, wrapping an arm around her waist to draw out bodies intimately together.
"Is it that obvious?"
"It's obvious me lying there in it turns you on. I can almost feel you drooling over me when your meters away. That's not a bad thing. I like the thought of you drooling over me. That's why I do it to you; even if I do like sunning myself too. And I've always liked sex that's so passionate there's no time to get naked. I thought it might have satisfied both our fantasies."
"It nearly blew my brain."
"You know what I've always fancied?"
"No, what?"
"Having you fuck me with swimmers on."
"What, just pulling down the front? You've done that."
"No, I mean wrapping the swimmers tightly around your shaft and taking it inside me sheathed in it."
I felt I was being tested. In a way the thought appealed, although whether it was practical or hygienic I didn't have a clue. Cowardly, I went for the neutral response.
"Really, why's that?"
"That's like asking why you do like fucking me still in my bikini? It's just always fascinated me watching you grow a boner when you're wearing them. The way it stretches out to cling tightly around it. I just want to play with it and, well, maybe do more than that with it."
Amy had always - or at least since our sexual relationship had started - struck me as being - what's the right word - the naughtiest of the girls. I don't mean that in a bad way. I mean it as being playfully, experimentally naughty. Just a little bit kinky, but not too much so. Which for most guys means naughty in a good sort of way. Maybe Issie just struck me as wanting sex and cuddles. She might be positionally experiential, but that's all. Amy seemed to mull over dirty thoughts and games, even fantasies, she could put into practice. As for Ellen? I didn't really know yet.
I gave her the cheekiest grin I could muster.
"Well, one day you can try it."
We lay there silently cuddled side by for a few more minutes when Amy started shuffling in my arms.
"I'm not really getting any sleep up here. Maybe I'd better go below."
She reached down between her legs and pulled the now wet and sticky gusset of her bikini bottoms back to their normal position before standing up over me. With her bikini top still pulled to the side of her boobs and her pants askew, she still looked as though she'd just been ravaged; which she had.
In that state she moved to the side deck and then into the cockpit; her walk disclosing no evidence of what must have been an uncomfortable dampness in her pants. Maybe it had dried already.
As she disappeared below, it left me on my side facing a still bemused Ellen.
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[I'm still uninspired for a new story in my preferred first person from the female POV genre. But I've had a number of requests encouraging a continuation of this series. So here's another chapter.
This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew -- nubile girls in their very late 20's. Now a third is aboard.
As before with these stories, I am indebted to the male friends who have assisted me with relating to the male mind and body; and the red wine that made the conversation flow and loosened lips.]
After Amy went below I was left lying on my side on the cushions in front of the companionway staring at Ellen who was staring back at me; sort of wondering what you say to a naked woman when you've just left off chatting with her to go over and fuck silly another woman two meters away.
It wasn't really a situation I'd needed to deal with before.
I felt I needed to talk with her but preferably out of earshot of the girls below.
In any case, it was now time to turn about and set a reciprocal course back to the entrance to Fare Harbour. We'd stood off overnight so we'd come in to the entrance to the lagoon on high tide and in full daylight. Coming about now would get us back about 0800 hours.
I got Ellen to handle the helm while I dealt with the sheets as we came through the wind and reset the sails for a beam reach back. Then with the sun just starting to peep above the horizon I asked her...
"Do you want to go up the bow and watch the sunrise?"
Announcing the coming dawn, the sky had been a fiery red for some time now; casting a brothel red glow over Amy's body as I'd been pounding her and adding to her ravished appearance while stirring my passions ever higher. The actual sunrise promised to be a spectacular show.
We wandered forward and Ellen took up a sitting position on deck with her back against the pulpit rail where she had a view across the luff of the genoa towards the Eastern sky. As I went to sit next to her, she instead guided my head onto her lap, inducing me to lie along the deck.
"I thought you might need some rest after a night like that."
Her voice was devoid of sarcasm; although it might have been well justified. During the hours of darkness she sat and watched as I'd made love to both Amy and Issie and that was after I'd had a fairly passionate love making session with Ellen herself. Mind you, to call what I'd done to Amy 'making love' must rank as a fairly serious misuse of language. Amy had asked me to go the animal on her and I'd unleashed all my lust and passion into my pounding of her. It was certainly making out and both parties had got a full measure of sexual satisfaction from it.
But it wasn't my idea of making love.
Ellen had pulled my head in close against her lower stomach. Indeed, her thighs were far enough apart I knew my head sat lower than that. My ear was against her mound and I could feel the thin landing strip of her golden blonde pubic hair brushing against it as she breathed.
As she stroked her fingers lightly through my hair I was once again immersed in the aura that seems to surround her; that oh so feminine spirit that she exudes which invades your senses and seemingly penetrates into every pore of your body -- not least of all your gonads. Mind you, staring up at the naked orbs of her breasts could create that effect of itself.
"Was it confronting watching me make out with the others?"
Ellen stared pensively towards the east, her face lit up by the red of the rising sun giving it a radiating glow of wisdom.
"Confronting? No I'm not sure that's the word.
I felt guilty watching, but had trouble looking away.
It was arousing; especially what you did to Amy.
I felt little pains of jealously, even though I knew I wasn't entitled to.
It was unusual. I've never been in that situation before, so maybe a bit uncomfortable too. But I'm not sure all of that adds up to confronting."
"Did Issie warn you there might be displays of public sex?"
"Only in a very offhand -- we'll probably get to see each other make out -- sort of way. Nothing that brought to mind what I saw though."
"You're one up on me. I had no idea. I wasn't sure what to do when she instigated sex in front of you."
"You looked to me as though you knew what you were doing."
It was a light-hearted challenge by Ellen and I tried to make sure I answered in the same tone.
"That's just because I'm a good actor. Seriously though, every time I saw you watching I was scared I was going to just go flaccid."
"From what I could see, you seemed to keep your end of the deal up."
"Fortunately; maybe more by luck than design. But really it just seemed all wrong. One minute I'm talking to you and the next I'm banging away at another girl in front of you. Didn't you feel put out by that."
"Yes. I wouldn't be human if I didn't. But I also knew that's sort of the deal with the whole thing going on the boat. I knew you were just doing what you had to do to keep everyone happy. That's not to say you weren't enjoying it; but it wasn't as though I had a right to feel betrayed. I was lucky enough to be your watch mate. That gave me pretty good access to you, but the others were entitled to their share.
In one of our talks before I came aboard I'd asked them whether they get jealous when they knew you were having sex with the other one. They said yes, but they solved it by going to you and getting a fuck of their own. They said you're very accommodating of such requests. So I probably should have expected what I saw. I just didn't know it would be so upfront and soon."
"What was it like watching someone else have sex like that. I don't think I'd like to watch one of you girls making out with someone else."
"Yea, well that sort of goes back to what Issie said about the difference between guys and girls. Men have different biological imperatives. Once you get past the jealously bit, it was hot; especially what you were doing with Amy.
I've never had sex like that. Just the passion of it. Just watching Amy writhe around in a state of uncontrolled ecstasy made me want to feel that way too. Even seeing your lust unleashed like that was hot. I was aroused to the point I'd thought I'd cum. It was really hard not to finger myself. I haven't seen much porn, but nothing I've seen made me feel that way before."
Ellen's words were reassuring at a number of levels. But for me the most important was her comment about Amy's state of excitement. I've always been concerned that going the animal was fairly selfish sex from my point of view, even when they ask for it. So it was good to hear an observer saying Amy was so into it too. Still Amy and Issie seem to be special in that regard. I'm not sure I'd assume every girl would enjoy it so much; which raised the question of what I'd do if Ellen asked for it.
"Do you think you'll be able to have sex in front of the others if it comes to that?"
"I've wondered about that. As part of a threesome probably. Doing what Amy did, I'm not sure. I can sort of relate to the fact they wanted their share and that's what they needed to do to get it and maybe I'll be the same one day. But right here and now, maybe not."
"Did the girls tell you they finger each other while we're having our threesomes?"
"Yes, they were joking about it and they do a lot more than that. They rationalise it as a bit like that American college thing about lesbians until graduation or LUGS. They call themselves BOBs or bi on the boat."
I had to laugh at that. I hadn't heard them talk about themselves that way.
"Are you going to be a BOB?"
"Well I'm not really bi, but I don't think I'll have any hang-up about being fingered or played with by a girl when were in a threesome, so you can call me that if you want. Do you like watching girls make out together?"
"It's not something I get off on. But I've always been worried that a threesome turns out to be a sequence of twosomes with a watcher. So if that gets everyone involved at the same time, then I like it. And I always get off on seeing a girl cum, however it happens."
"Did I hear Amy ask you to 'go the animal' on her before you did what you did."
"Yes. It was something Issie started when she thought I was always being too polite and reserved in my sexual responses to her. It sort of means I should just let lust govern my approach to the sex. I've always felt a bit guilty about it, so I don't do it unless they ask."
"And then you can turn the passion on just like that?"
"I think I'd describe it as unchaining the passion I already feel and normally supress. You have to be in the right mood too, but that's more the norm than the exception. And usually they'll help by doing something that they know really sets me off."
"Do you think you'll be able to go the animal on me too if I ask? Can you feel that sort of passion towards me?"
It struck me that we were heading for dangerous waters with that question. And yet, as was so often the case with Ellen, it was so matter of fact it seemed petulant not to deal properly with it. Still, I took a moment to consider my response.
"I have no doubt the answer will be yes. But I've only known you for a day. For me, that sort of passion comes from a deep connection I feel with both Issie and Amy and the different way I feel drawn to them. And that's taken time to develop. As stunningly beautiful as you are, I think I would feel doubly guilty if I tried doing it yet. I don't know quite how to put this but it might just feel a bit rapey; too superficial to be appropriate to a respectful relationship.
But I'd also need to be confident you were enjoying it too and that confidence is also something that comes with time and understanding the other person's sexual responses."
"I've seen how you get on with Issie. You seem like an old and comfortably married couple."
"That's very observant. Yes, I've known Issie the longest and as you'll have noticed, she virtually runs the boat. A new person might wonder who the owner is after watching her. But we trust each other and have a fun line of banter that keeps us both amused and connected, like we're two halves of the same person. And from that comes a deep longing for her body."
"And Amy you seem to almost drool over."
"Is it that obvious? That's both fair and harsh. Yes, there's something about Amy's appearance that drives me wild, but I feel an incredible love for the girl who inhabits it that goes way beyond that."
"You know Amy says you saved her from her abusive relationship?"
"I'm flattered, but don't really see how I was the one who did that. Amy left and came to the Pacific of her own accord. It was already over and she was 13,000 miles from him before she even stepped on the boat. She saved herself and deserves all the credit for it."
"I think she'd say you were the one who mentally set her free. She was separated but in a way still shackled by him and you cut those shackles."
"I think I might have just been in the right place at the right time to guide her escape. Maybe I cared enough to make the effort to help her, but I couldn't give myself more credit than that. I really admire Amy's strength of character in doing what she did. Still, it's a privilege to be accorded that sort of status by Amy. All I can really do is respect the trust in me that conveys while still making sure she understands how much I look up to her strength."
"Does her wearing that bikini she had on increase your lust towards her? I thought you guys always prefer naked."
"I feel like there's nowhere to hide here as you peel away every secret I have.
Guys always have a curiosity about how a girl looks naked. But once that curiosity's been satisfied, sometimes the tease factor of the right sort of clothing is more powerful than nakedness in all its imperfections."
"So what do you like me in? How do I drive you into a lusty craze when I want to?"
Ellen kept throwing me with her matter of factness. I had a momentary brain freeze as I navigated my way around that question.
"I'm not sure yet. Don't get me wrong, you're absolutely stunning. But for me, that sort of lust comes from a human connection which doesn't really develop in a single day. I'm completely in awe of you Ellen, so it will. And as for what might be a trigger when we develop that connection, well I think that develops over time too.
But I'll let you in on a secret. I'm not kidding when I say I'm in awe of you. You're like some goddess. Smart, beautiful and a joy to be with. You just have this aura about you that is an incredible turn on. It intimidates me. Do you have the slightest idea of the power you have over me and I can only guess, others too."
I think I managed to stun her into a pensive silence. And then...
"Is that good to have or a long term disadvantage?"
"I would say definitely an advantage. Not just with me, but in life. Your patients must love you; although I would guess it might sometimes be hard to keep your male work colleges at bay."
"Funny you say that, but we won't go into that just yet."
With my head on her lap I'd really had nowhere to look but straight up. Nominally that was at her face, which alternatively look benevolently down at me and pensively off to the eastern horizon. Her mouth as she spoke moved with a fascinating precision which somehow spoke of the intelligence and wisdom forming those words.
But her face was framed by her naked breasts and however perfect the intellect of the woman who owned them, they were still an enormous distraction.
They weren't large; just nice, well sculptured, orbs that sat up perkily on her chest. Perhaps their most distinctive feature was the way they coned out a bit to the nipples which sat teasingly just before the point the breast turned under. It was like they were perfectly designed for their biological role, presenting the nipple to an infant in arms in just the right place. And maybe not surprisingly in evolutionary biology terms, there was something incredibly sexy about that.
The aura I was immersed in by being so close to her had affected me from the outset. It hadn't given me a full hard-on, but I wasn't flaccid either. Her stroking of my hair and the side of my face had been nice too, but for most of our conversation I'd managed not to have my shaft aggressively bisecting my lower stomach.
But with the last few exchanges, I could feel my body reacting to something. It was like the aura had grown more powerful and, while I was trying to control the degree of my physical arousal, that was becoming more difficult. The proof that what I felt was more than my imagination came when I noticed her breasts and nipples had swelled; the former standing more proud while the latter had become jutting peaks. The heightened aura was nothing less than a manifestation of her arousal.
That one observation blew it for me. My manhood which had previously been content to lie downward between my thighs quickly swelled, rising up vertically in an arch before flopping almost noisily and certainly fully hardened onto my stomach.
The movement caught Ellen's eye and a slight grin spread across her face. She reached out a hand and ran a single finger up the full length of the shaft from its base to the tip causing it to surge pleasurably.
"That's a very tempting presentment you've got there Ned. But after what's happened during the night, it might be better if I don't take advantage of it. Is that OK?"
I was speaking the truth when I replied...
"I think that's wise."
We slipped into a contemplative silence. I lay there pleasurably immersed in her aura, letting her stroke my hair with one hand while a finger of the other took periodic strolls down the length of my shaft; teasing it and making sure it never faltered from peak hardness.
Time passed quickly and it wasn't long before the top of Huahine's eroded volcanic cone rose over the horizon right where we expected it to. It was time to prepare the boat for entering into the lagoon.
I went aft to look down the overhead hatch to the master cabin where Issie and Amy were resting to call them up. They were sound asleep; although I was surprised to find, sleeping next to a naked Issie, Amy was still dressed in the dishevelled bikini I'd fucked her in. The triangles of the top were still pulled aside exposing her breasts and the pants still had the slightly askew look that had resulted from some fairly severe pounding. Given the discharge they'd captured after I'd finished, I was surprised they weren't the first thing to come off when she went below.
I couldn't help wonder whether she'd just been so tired she couldn't be bothered or there was some kinky, erotic reason she'd decided to sleep in them. I'd loitered there so long that Ellen came and looked over my shoulder. I just heard her exclaim before leaving off to go about getting the boat ready...
"Humm, kinky."
Which made me wonder. Was she referring to me staring down at them for so long or Amy's wearing of the bikini?
I roused them and called them up. They appeared on deck shortly after, Amy in the same bikini, now restored to its proper fit, Issie in one of hers. Since we could hardly enter the harbour in a naked state, that left Ellen and me to go below to don at least some minimalist swimwear.
Once we entered, we motored over in the direction of Huahine Yacht Club, to see what the anchoring situation was like there. While it was convenient to the town, I decided I didn't like it as a place to anchor the boat. The area was exposed to a sea swell from the SSW which had been breaking on the northern shore as we entered the lagoon entrance and bouncing into the harbour through the break in the reef. It would make for a rolly night. In any case, it was close to the main part of town and would offer little sense of privacy on the boat.
So instead we motored some distance away to an area fully protected by the reef and lying between the two entrances to the lagoon. With our outboard powered inflatable tender, it was close enough to town for our purposes, but far more private and sheltered.
We were in no hurry to go ashore. Some breakfast, an easy morning on the boat and some diving and snorkelling before lunch were more on our agenda.
Huahine is renowned for its diving and snorkelling, so by late morning we were preparing ourselves to explore its beauty. Amy and myself were the only trained divers, so we were planning on taking the tender to a recommended dive spot a short motor away, while the other two used the boat's inflatable stand up paddleboard to go over to the nearby reef for a bit of snorkelling there.
Which is how I found myself sitting opposite Amy in the inflatable tender, bouncing over the harbour chop, with the boat heavily laden with our diving gear. Of course heavily laden is a relative term. I started my diving in Sydney, where thick long wetsuits were the all year round order of the day for diving. That in turn meant heavy weight belts to submerge you against the flotation of the wetsuits and an equally heavy duty buoyancy compensator that would make up for the compression of the wetsuit as you went down.
On the yacht, diving gear is useful for boating issues such as checking the prop, cleaning the bottom or freeing a trapped anchor, as well as for recreational purposes.
But I've always much preferred tropical diving; swimwear or a minimalist shorty wetsuit in the warmer waters which lead to lighter weight belts and a lighter duty buoyancy compensator all made for a much more comfortable diving experience. Plus the abundance of life in the tropical oceans made it more interesting; especially at the shallow depths I lean towards.



Here the ocean water temperature had only just fallen back below the 26.5 degrees Celsius at which cyclones can form. The yachts water temperature instrument was showing the shallow lagoon water temperature as closer to 30 degrees and since we'd only planned a short shallow dive for a bit of photography to feed my blog and the yacht's Facebook and YouTube pages, we'd elected for swimwear.
The yacht's social media output had grown a life of its own since Issie had become the effective creative journalist behind it. I originally set it up to feed travelogue like stuff back to my family and very close friends at home, letting the crew do the same. I'd always been a bit careful about photos of women in bikinis, using them only with their permission and usually then, only when they were in a socially incidental context.
It was Issie who had started using bikini pictures in what might be referred to as a more sexually objectifying manner; initially of herself and another young woman who had been aboard at the time. Then when Amy had started dressing more femininely, she too had become an enthusiastic model for the photos; I suspect as something of an 'up yours' to her former boyfriend.
Whatever the reason, our number of followers had exploded to the point we had started being able to commercialise the output; with Issie and Amy having their personal fans. That had simply encouraged the girls more, and there seemed little limit on what they were willing to do for or expose for the cameras; even if I did try and keep it somewhat G rated. Mind you I had noticed some topless photos creeping into recent releases even though nipples were hidden.
The sexual relations on the boat had been kept out of the feeds, although here again Issie had been pushing the envelope. She'd recently taken some phots of the three of us in bed, naked as always. It was taken from the head of the bed with the three of us on our sides cuddled close together. That meant you couldn't actually see any nipples or crotches, but the photo left not the slightest doubt about our nakedness. And with me in the middle it left not the slightest doubt about us being comfortable with a high degree of intimacy. So far I'd vetoed those, but I suspected the issue wasn't going to be left to rest there.
During the just finished ocean trip she'd also been busy taking photos of the crew running around naked. All arty of course, with nothing actually showing. I dare say I was going to come under pressure to release those too.
I had very specific instructions from Issie about the sort of shots of Amy she wanted in the dive; more objectifying than sexual, but with a strong hint that camel toes and raised nipples pushing out bikini tops weren't a bad thing. Of course, they had to artistically done with nice coral backgrounds! It had to look like a travelogue. Just one on an excess of hormones and testosterone.
Amy was still in 'that bikini'. The one I'd madly, crazily fucked her in during the early hours of the morning. The one she'd subsequently slept in with the triangles of the top pulled ravishingly aside from each breast, just like I'd left them when I'd finished with her. The one who's gusset had been left soaked in my seed and her juices which were only just now being washed away or diluted as the spray from the boat splashed us and caused her nipples to be raised into prominent peaks pushing out the thin unlined material of the top. The one that, more than any other of the several sexy bikinis she had, drove me wild with desire for her body.
My own swimwear was far from asexual, for want of a better expression. Yes, they were speedo like men's racing briefs, like all my swimwear. They might be far from fashionable, but they were comfortable, really good to actually swim in without having several meters of material flapping around your thighs and what guys of my generation were brought up with (in Australia at least, I know Americans always had more modest tastes). And they were virtually the only thing I wear on the boat, which means I have a draw dedicated to and full of them of various ages. But of itself I don't think of them as having sexual overtones.
But this particular pair were a bit different. A damaged front end loading washing machine in a marina laundry had a metal dag that had ruined several of my tee shirts and put a long rip in the front lining of these swimmers. They were an old favourite pair, lower slung at the waist and with briefer sides (and thus a higher leg cut) than those I can buy these days and for that reason more comfortable; they sort of just slung the crown jewels a bit better if you get my drift.
Reluctant to throw them out, I'd cut out the offending bit of lining. That was no big deal when they were dry and I was flaccid; you could barely tell the difference. When wet, they did tend to cling a bit more noticeably. Let's just say there was a clear definition of what was beneath. The real difference lay in what happened when I was, cough, excited. The single layer of old stretched material clung to the resulting projection more like one of those body painted on bikini bottoms you see in the swimwear edition of Sports Illustrated than any normal pair of swimmers. And because they were lower waisted, that tightly sheathed projection rose well above the waist band.
Normally they were consigned to the very bottom of the draw for wearing when it had been a bit too long between visits to the laundry. Both Amy and Issie had seen me wear them, indeed, seen me get excited in them, and it was no big deal. They'd noticed the difference and were at most amused by them, and in the case of Amy, clearly fascinated by and wanting to play with them. But they weren't something I'd wear ashore. I don't know why they'd been sitting on top when I'd rushed below to put something on for coming into port, but I hadn't really noticed until I was back up on deck that's what I was wearing. After that it didn't matter enough to change them.
Sitting opposite Amy as the inflatable bounced through the chop was somewhat distracting. Her breasts rose and fell with every movement of the boat, threatening to escape from their minimalist coverings. It seemed like only her projecting nipples provided the resistance needed to keep them in the top and they conveyed the sense they were partly being teased up by their movement against the top; a thought I found strangely arousing.
Her legs were spread wide apart to brace herself but offered me and the camera a broadacre view of her crotch; arousing of itself because of the wide strip of delightful golden crotch flesh that sat either side of the gusset of the pants. As she'd been bouncing up and down on the flexible side of the inflatable, the strip of crotch flesh had grown progressively wider as the material was drawn into her crease and bum crack with every movement of the boat.
You'd think that after what had transpired during the last 24 hours, and especially after what I'd done to Amy, I might have been impervious to her sexualised display. But I was anything but. Like Amy, I'd been sitting legs braced wide apart on the inside edge of the tube; partly because Issie wanted a video of Amy bouncing in just the manner described above and I'd been trying to film while she steered; keeping the camera steady with both hands, leaving nothing for me to hang on with.
Contained within my swimwear, the old fella had started by dangling down between my legs. Now as I had become partly aroused, this sheathed projection was bouncing up and down in an arc that spanned between the bottom and top of my thighs. While Issie's instructions for the filming were to look purposefully towards where she was steering, increasingly Amy's focus was on the area between my legs; grinning at it like a Cheshire cat.
But, under Issie's direction, I also had to be in this segment of the film. Amy demanded the camera to get shots of me; I reluctantly handed it over with strict instructions to keep the frame of the shot above the waist (and knowing, despite that instruction, I'd probably have to crop the shot afterwards).
So I was doing my bit of looking meaningfully forward as I steered the boat when Amy called out my name. I looked at her to find she was filming with one hand while the other is between her legs. Two of her fingers have pushed the material of her bikini pants into her snatch and are buried as deeply as her knuckles. In the process they've drawn the gusset inwards to expose her labia and the front of the waistband far enough down to expose the top of her crease. As she attracted my attention she pulled a face at me as she started finger fucking herself, using her thumb to rub the area of her clit for good measure.
With a video camera running or not, the effect on me was predictable. My manhood hardened into a tall, thick rod and the sheathed projection was quickly bouncing against my stomach with Amy clearly having the camera focused on the result.
As she turned the camera down to take a shot of what her fingers are doing and then back on the area between my legs, I was just hoping I could pull enough footage out of the porn film she's creating to get the story line Issie wanted.
Things took an even more bizarre turn when she dropped to her knees off the side of the boat onto its floor, still finger fucking herself. That unbalanced the boat enough that I needed to slow it down and initially shift my bum inwards. But that wasn't sufficient, so just as an intuitive seaman like response, I too was forced into kneeling on the floor of the boat, waiting to see what's she's after (still imagining it's a physical object in the cockpit of the boat that she's reaching for while still intently filming).
Now these boats are pretty narrow. That's brought us into almost chest to chest contact. With the camera still focused on me, but now virtually in my face, I was staring at her wondering what she's was trying to do, keeping half an eye ahead as the boat continued to move up and down over the chop at a slow pace.
With the previous growl of the motor and loud slap of the waves reduced by our slower speed I could at least ask...
"What are you after? What are you trying to reach for?"
Naively, I was caught by surprise when the fingers of the hand that was previously finger fucking herself wrapped their delicate selves around my sheathed shaft, bent it down and shoved the tip into her snatch as she used a bounce of the boat to move towards me enough to bury it as deeply as the combined material of our swimwear would allow. Concurrently, she tilted the camera down and lowered it to waist level to film the whole thing.
"I've always wanted to try this."
Actually it felt pretty good. Different from naked sex, but it wasn't the same sensation as wearing a condom either. It was warm, a bit damp (especially after Amy had played with herself) and the material strangely sensitised my cock, if only because of the novelty of the feel of it. When Amy started using the rise and fall of the boat to effectively start thrusting it I thought I was going to cum prematurely.
Things were brought to a halt when I noticed a launch approach as it transited from an outlying settlement to the main town. They weren't heading straight for us, but close enough to possibly wonder what we were doing.
"I think we'd better go back to just driving the boat."
Amy looked up, followed my eyes and immediately withdrew from me. With a wicked grin she returned to the side of the boat, still filming, leaving me hoping that, with a very rampant and obvious erection, they would continue on their current course behind my back and not seek to stop for a chat.
It was only five minutes later we were at the intended dive site.
We helped each other into our tanks; letting me appreciate once again the virtues of the particular style of buoyancy compensator I'd chosen. For the boat, I was looking for something light and most of all compact for storage. The ones I ended up with had shoulder straps and a low waist band, with most of the buoyancy around the tank, instead of looking like the middle garment of a three piece suit.
It hadn't occurred to me that, when worn by a woman, that meant her breasts were nicely framed and displayed, instead of being hidden. Before Amy, my dive buddy had been Louise and her almost pendulous breasts had been lifted and pushed into an impressive cleavage display by the straps. It had been a constant distraction under water.
Until that fateful night in Papeete, Amy's diving outfit, when not a wetsuit, had been either a granny like swimsuit devoid of sexual display or her shapeless shorts and t shirt. Since we hadn't dived since she'd changed her style, I'd almost forgotten about how well the compensator fitted a woman.
We did a coordinated back flip off the side of the boat, a countdown ensuring we went at the same time to avoid flipping the boat. I felt my partial erection drag through the water like an air brake, recovering in good time to see Amy tucking her breasts back into the top from which they'd been dislodged in the entry.
Amy has always been something of a bolter underwater, swimming ahead and generally leading the way and I let her do that this time. But what had changed was what she was wearing as she did it. In her previously figure hiding outfits, it made no difference. Now I was confronted by her cute little butt, clad in the tiniest of bikinis pulled tightly into her crack, pumping its glutes right in front of my eyes.
The other habit she has underwater is spreading her legs and bending her torso under to look down between her legs to see where you are behind her. I do it too, it's a good way of looking behind, so it's not normally a big deal.
But now she was wearing those tiny bikinis it was a totally different experience; especially as, apart from quickly pulling the front up to something semi decent, she never did restore her bikini pants to sit properly on her after the motor launch passed us by. So every time she did it I just about ran straight into the impressive swelling of her mound, her pants deeply bisected by a camel toe with a pucker of pants still pushed into her snatch.
Much of this was exactly the sort of stuff Issie was after. As we swam slowly over some truly beautiful coral, I was kept busy filming; although I figured the pucker of material in her snatch was a step too far and would need to be edited out. Then I moved around the side to film her from that angle too.
As we crossed over a large expanse of sand I raced ahead and lay on my back on it to let her swim over me. Amy dutifully performed, offering me and the camera a panoramic shot of her taught little body as she gracefully glided over the top of me with the dappled surface of the water and a sparkling blue sky overhead.
She played it for the camera too, loitering just momentarily, but not too obviously, where the camera had a fantastic view of her breasts suspended into a gorgeous line of cleavage. Then, as if something fascinating had taken her attention, her body swung to bring her left nipple right in front of the camera, raised enough to push out the material moulded to it in to a noticeable cone. A little kick and she glided forward again to where the camera had a view of her bikini bridge, suggesting the viewer might get a glimpse down the front of her pants before her momentum carried her forward to the point that the noticeable camel toe in her pants stalled in the camera's focus.
I was able to get all of this while the camera was held steady, the bright circle of the defused morning sun creating a fixed point which showed the cameraman wasn't panning the camera for a deliberately sexualised view.
We wanted a few of these -- all sufficiently different to make it clear to a viewer it wasn't the same footage being reused -- to intercut with other footage. So once she'd passed she started to circle around to my right to come over me again. With a coral outcrop behind her I was filming her from the side when I noticed she was teasing up her nipples with her hands; making it unlikely we could use the footage.
This time she initially came across a bit higher and a bit more to the right. As her breasts became the centre of focus of the camera, she angled lower, arms outstretched towards the bottom just above my head and virtually brushing her now impressively fully swollen and hardened right nipple and breast against the camera's lens while in the background between her cleavage her sucked in stomach offered a teasing view along the line of her torso and down the bridge across the front of her pants.
This close, and with her nipple stretching the material of her top out so deeply, I could actually see the dark brown shadow of her nipples through the material. I just hoped the camera picked up the effect.
Then she backed up, a bright piece of shell in her hands. She loitered there looking at it before suddenly turning to the side, holding it out as if to show it to an imaginary buddy to her left and managing a nice bit of breast wobble in the process.
Dropping the shell where she'd found it, she glided slowly forward again, offering a final lingering view of her mound bisected by that camel toe before she accelerated off camera.
In every way Amy had been playing the whole thing up for the camera from the moment we entered the water; wiggling her butt and doing sexy little mermaid strokes. I knew Issie was going to love this stuff.
But my physical reaction to all this had been predictable and very obvious. In the swimwear I had on my partial erection was standing vertically up from my body and Amy had already deliberately brushed it with her legs on the second pass.
On the third, she passed it with an open palm, sliding her hand along the upright shaft like she was running it through sea grass. She stopped with her breasts in front of the camera, dropping her crotch down onto my lower stomach as her chest rose slightly, her arms waving against the water as if she was trying to bring herself to a halt while floating on neutral buoyancy.
The upper half played this game for the camera where it looked as though she had come to a stop, waving in the water to steady herself, looking from side to side to suss things out, while the lower half captured my now fully formed erection under her crotch and rocked it firmly back and forwards, clearly tickling up her clit.
The rocking was reflected in a rise and fall of her torso which gave a delightful floating bounce to her breasts, but without me being in frame, provided no hint of any impropriety. I could see her grinning out the sides of her regulator, no doubt amusing herself with the cheekiness of what she was doing. Indeed, knowing Amy, I suspected she'd like nothing more than to release the footage of her apparently innocent actions, knowing it had an erotic overtone only we knew about.
Her nipples were jutting peaks as big as I'd ever seen them on swollen breasts, which told me there had been some serious stimulation happening down there -- of her as well as me. She was more than flirting. She was in a mischievous, randy, playfully sexual mood and with Amy and her inclination to fetishes, I could only guess where this was going.
Maybe deciding the camera could only sustain the facade for so long she rose up again, the deep cleft, where her pants had been pushed up by my hardened shaft into her aroused and engorged crease, slipping across the camera's lens.
I followed her with the camera as she circled again, eyeing me off with her head turned towards me, like a lioness stalking its prey. This time as she approached, she'd dropped any pretext of film making -- or at least any film you'd want to put on a public page -- even if I was a bit slow to recognise I should probably turn the camera off. She approached just far enough from the bottom to graze along my body, grasping my erection with both hands to pull herself up to the point she was looking me lustfully in the eyes; her facemask giving her a somewhat crazed woman look.



She put one of her hands between her legs and used its fingers to push her bikini bottoms back into her snatch as deeply as the material would allow, then grasped my erection, still sheathed in my flimsy swimwear and penetrated herself with it, sitting up to help her bear down on it.
Straddling me cowgirl style, she took the camera from my hands and laid it still running on my chest, then grasped both my hands and brought them against her nipples, leaving no doubt I was to stimulate them.
I could sense my penetration of her was only about half way; all that her bikini bottoms would allow. But it was still an incredible feeling; tighter because of the extra material forced in there, the feeling of a fold or two of her bikini pants running down the length of my shaft where it had puckered rather than just stretched, warm with her body heat in contrast to the tepid water, of course wet and a sense my own tightly stretched swimwear was somehow sensitising the nerves embedded in the unyielding skin of my shaft.
Again, I had this terrible sense I was just going to climax prematurely, like hot cum was filling my cock and just wanted to escape in a rush of warm pleasure. Amy brought a hand down, circled the exposed base of my shaft and started playing the tip against her g spot. Her other hand stood the camera upright on my chest so it was filming down along my torso towards where our bodies joined.
Tilting my head up to look over the camera, I could see that she was pulling the already stretched down waist band of her bottoms open to give the camera a view along her exposed crease to where this swimwear covered shaft disappeared into her snatch, moving slightly as she worked it against the sensitive part of her vagina. Then satisfied the camera had got the shot she wanted, she released the waistband and started rubbing her bikini pants against her clit.
For me this was kinky central; way outside the bounds of anything I'd done before, even in the threesomes. I'm on my back underwater playing with the way her beautiful jutting nipples are pushing out her bikini top while my cock and half a bikini bottom is shoved up her sex. In the process, I'm fighting this incredible desire to just cum.
Amy spent a few minutes rubbing the tip of my cock against her g spot before she decided something wasn't working for her the way she wanted. She withdrew me, pulled her bikini pants out of her snatch and pulled aside the leg hem of them to let her repenetrate herself with me. Now it was just the thin, tautly stretched unlined material of my own swimwear that separated the flesh of my cock from that of her vagina.
It seemed to be more satisfying to her because she started to rub the tip of my shaft against her shallowly located g spot with more vigour; and then more again, with increased pressure against her sensitive spot, the rubbing of her clit growing faster too.
With a face mask and regulator blocking any signals from her expressions and her usual almost deafening vocalisations, they were the only signs I had that her climax must be approaching until I could detect from the hands I had on her breasts what felt like a quivering running through her torso.
A moment later and there was no doubt she was in the throes of a powerful orgasm. She was bent over, a massive stream of bubbles flowing form her regulator while I was sure I could hear a sound transmitted by the water something similar to a mid tone whale call. Her thighs were pulled in tight against mine as she jabbed the tip of my cock against what I could only assume was her g spot.
Moments later I felt her push slowly down; immersing the length of my still sheathed cock deeply in her womanhood.
Any sailor understands the incompressibility of water. I didn't think it was wise to start thrusting away at her, even from underneath, for fear it may do terrible things to her. But nor did I need to. That sense that my cock was full of hot cum anxious to escape in a sudden pleasurable rush had never left me. It had taken all my concentration on distracting thoughts to last this long.
As soon as I was fully immersed in her I felt her squeeze her pelvic floor muscles against my hard shaft. It was the final straw. Released from any obligation to hold back, I let it go and was rewarded by the ecstatic feeling of my manhood pumping its load into Amy's body; or more correctly in this case into my already much abused swimwear.
Amy didn't muck about once she was sure my own climax had run its course. She lifted herself off me, peeled my swimwear away from my still hard rod and brushed my seed out of it, causing mini clouds and tadpoles of sperm to drift away on the current.
As I watched her sitting on my thighs intently focused on the task, it struck me it had been no accident these damaged, unlined pair of swimwear had been sitting at the top of my draw. Amy had put them there. This moment had been planned by her from the outset. I was bemused by the thought; attracted by the kinkiness of her sexual inclinations. But also flattered that she was starting to feel confident enough to unleash them on me.
The bikini pounding she'd sought out last night had been interesting enough, but what she'd just organised was at a whole new level. I had to wonder, had it worked for her? Was her rearrangement of things half way through a sign that it hadn't? Even, why she was attracted to that particular fetish? It might be an interesting conversation with her on the boat on the way back.
Satisfied that she cleaned out my swimwear to her satisfaction, she stretched them back over my extended manhood and ran her hand along the length of it, sheathing it closely in the straining cloth.
Personally I'd found the underwater sex quite a turn on. Sharing her snatch with our swimwear less so. An interesting experience, yes. One that had felt quite nice and brought on an early release, yes too. But not one I was in a hurry to repeat, although if she wanted to I would. I would have much preferred to feel the naked surface of her vagina against the skin of my swollen manhood.
Mind you, I was sure that moment would come; if not with Amy than the others. Amy's use of the camera was transporting irrefutable evidence of our activities back to the yacht. I don't know why she wanted the footage nor what she planned to do with it, but it was unlikely the others wouldn't become aware of it. There's a big difference between just not telling and acting secretively and with the film aboard we'd be deeply into the territory of the latter for them not to find out and I don't like doing that. Issie and Ellen were booked to do a dive course while we were here and given the competitive situation on the boat, it was likely that one or both of them would give it a try as a way of exercising their newly acquired skills.
Amy signalled for us to surface and let herself drift up the short distance. I followed to find her on the surface with her mask off and regulator out of her mouth, grinning widely. But her words disclosed no trace of what she'd just instigated.
"We haven't got everything that Issie wants yet!"
A short conversation followed about what we still needed to get, followed by another dive which produced that and a bit more.
So about an hour after we'd first entered the water we were back in the boat stripping ourselves of our dive gear and sorting it out for the trip home.
There was so much I wanted to talk about, so much I wanted to ask her and yet I wasn't even sure it was appropriate to do so. But as is my way, I let the fool rush in where the angel fears to tread approach govern my thinking, even if I started tangentially to the real issues.
I motored slowly, both so there was more time and so we could talk without being drowned out by the motor and slapping waves.
"Do you mind Issie asking to you put on an objectifying show for the social media pages like that?"
Amy grinned at me; that broad patronising, you poor old fella grin that was actually rather cute. Putting on her most pretentious British voice, she looked down her nose at me.
"Oh, we have grown very proper in our dotterage, haven't we? Mustn't let us young ladies let all those nasty men see our naked ankles least they go wild with uncontrollable desire."
But with a quick change of countenance to something lighter but more matter of fact, she continued.
"When Frank found me I was an innocent, naïve, privately educated English waif. He built a wall around me so he could keep me for his own selfish pleasure, which meant I was never allowed to feel beautiful, let alone look it if another man might see me.
When you helped me see the light I realised that, not just was I attractive, but I wanted other people to see me as such. I think objectifying is a pejorative used by some feminists to supress women and make us feel we should never display our sexuality, or even just our bodies least some male projects sexuality onto them and I don't agree with that.
At this moment in my life I'm not scared of other men admiring or even lusting over images of me. It actually makes me feel good to think they might and you make me feel safe from any consequences of that. We don't give real names on the boat's social media accounts, so I don't think it will necessarily follow me forever, but even if it does, I'm not sure it's a big issue for me; a bit like a model, but not as well paid.
Anyway, I enjoyed fooling around for the cameras like that today; even before we really started fooling around if you know what I mean.
Besides, Issie is willing to join me in that, so I feel a certain safety in numbers. It looks like even Ellen might be willing to put on a show sometimes."
"What made you want to film the sex too?"
"Don't worry, that's not going on social media. I don't know. You do these things and then they're all over and the memory fades to nothing. I just wanted something I could look at to get a view from the outside of it; something to turn me on and reinforce my memory. I deliberately didn't get anything that would identify you so you didn't have to worry about it, so I hope you don't mind if I keep the footage."
"Why was it so erotic?"
"That's hard to say. Why is anything erotic? A bikini makes me feel sexy and I suppose I've just wanted to be able to make it part of sex. You know I have a thing about sex so passionate there's not time to get undressed, but I also like lots of bare flesh and a bikini sort of offers an opportunity to have both. Anyhow, I know they drive you wild too."
"Did it work for you?"
"Yes and no. It really turned me on to try it and I liked the feel of it, but it didn't work so well to tickle up my g spot, even if I did like rubbing my clit with it. Maybe next time I'll try something different like a hole in the crotch of my bikini pants!"
It was an unusual experience to have a girl discuss her sexual fetishes with me so openly; more so when I was the one she'd be putting them into action with.
"Won't that ruin a good bikini?"
"I saw some nice but cheap ones at the markets in Papeete. I should be able to get some here too."
"What about my swimwear?"
Amy put on her minx face and sultry voice.
"Now that was a turn on. I want to do that again."
"Why"
"I don't know. I always thought those swim pants looked cool the way they stuck to your cock. And it feels sort of interesting to play with them like that. It certainly worked a treat when I rubbed it against me."
That sort of told me I hadn't seen the last of that particular performance. With most of the questions I had now answered, I left the conversation to lapse into a contemplative silence. When Amy didn't say anything more, I slowly upped the revs of the motor to take us home.
As we approached the yacht, I saw the paddle board anchored over at the snorkelling area. Issie and Ellen were laid out sunning themselves rather seductively on it. With a head at either end, their legs were interlocked at their thighs and dangling in the water so they could find room for their combined heights. As we approached the yacht they too got up and paddled themselves back to the transom.
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As I've mentioned, my preferred writing style is first person from the female POV. But lacking inspiration I've continued this series, which seems to be popular. A reader suggested I might write the next chapter from the POV of one of the girls.
While group sex (or even shared partners) is not really my thing and I find writing in this genre a bit forced, I thought I'd give it a go. But it's why there been a delay between stories.
This is a continuation from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" stories; although you shouldn't need to have read them to enjoy this.
Ned, the owner of a yacht cruising the pacific and now in his early 60's, has unexpectedly found himself seduced by his two long term crew -- nubile girls in their very late 20's. Now a third, Ellen, is aboard. It is from Ellen's POV this is written.
*****
We heard a small outboard boat approaching and lifted our heads to confirm it was Ned and Amy in the boat's tender returning from the dive.
We'd had quite an interesting snorkelling swim in their absence and more through laziness than anything had laid out on the paddleboard where we'd anchored it to sun ourselves and warm up before going back to the boat.
Issie's head was up the front of the board, mine down the tail. The board was too short to accommodate our combined length, so my upper right thigh was over Issie's left and her right over mine, with our lower legs dangling in the water either side.
As I laid there I felt a vague awareness our crotches were less than 10 cm apart in a fairly typical lesbian sex position. Yes we had bikini bottoms on and no, I'm not a lesbian or even bi, but my discussion with Ned and the talk of the girls joking about being BOB's (Bi on the boat) and about me being willing to go along with that came to mind. Although in a way we'd positioned ourselves without the slightest sense we were doing something involving any great intimacy, the fact was it did. And without being prudish, I'd just never had cause to be so intimate with a girl before.
I was aroused, but not by that. Still, I certainly felt a certain sexual frission; as if it was a forewarning that in joining the boat I'd entered a different world. Mind you, I'd already seen ample evidence of that as I'd watched as both Issie and Amy get fucked by Ned last night. I was going to say a more delicate 'have sex', but in Amy's case it was definitely a case of getting herself fucked.
But I was feeling good and relaxed in a way I hadn't for a long time. The stress of years of study and months of high intensity medical practice in the clinics in the Solomon Islands and Fiji felt as though they were ebbing from me in a way that hadn't even started to happen on the other boat.
Thank god I was off the other boat. A mean, dominating owner and his wife meant other crew rarely stayed long. I felt friendless and always with the sense the creepy owner would be only too willing to sexually exploit me if he could. I should have followed one of the other crew as they left the boat but somehow stayed out of a misplaced loyalty combined with a fear of being stranded in a strange place. But when he'd hit me, a line was crossed.
I was fortunate Issie and Amy had turned up to get me off the boat because I was a virtual prisoner with no way of getting ashore.
In Papeete, Issie and Amy had been my salvation; tolerating snide suggestive remarks from the owner while visiting me and helping me visit the shore more often than I might have without them. They became the friends I'd been missing, for months, if not actually for years the more I thought about it. Our bonds were close and intimate in that girly sort of way; evidenced by just how much they told me about their life with Ned as their sexual relationship developed during their stay there.
I was always just a little bit depressed when they dropped me back to my yacht or left it when they were visiting there; not just because of their absence but because I almost felt jealous about what they had in contrast to me.
So joining the yacht when the moment came had been a no brainer. Joining the sexual relationship had taken a bit more thought, but not much. Funny, I was terrified of being put upon by the creepy old owner of the other yacht and yet willingly gave my body up to a much older Ned. Actually, I've not expressed that fairly, because what I really did was throw myself at Ned's body.
I could point out the physical contrast -- a pudgy, florid other owner compared to Ned's tall, slim, attractively weather beaten, and muscular appearance. And that's not irrelevant. But still doesn't explain why I'd have anything to do with any 60 year old guy.
If one word applies, it's probably kindness. The sort of kindness that draws you in and makes you feel part of a family. And while I'm sure Ned's natural inclination is to treat us more like daughters, when you're a small group of people on a yacht like ours, nature can override a lifetime of ageist prejudices and divisions.
In a way, just by being jealous of what Issie and Amy had, I'd already crossed that bridge. I'd admitted to myself I wanted what they had, age limitations and all.
What really surprised, almost shook me, was just how sexual an environment it was and the effect that had on me. In a way I should have known. If I added up the number of stories the girls told me and multiplied that by the number of days it had been going on, the answer was obvious. But I hadn't.
I've never been in a live in relationship with a guy, or even had a full on sexually active relationship with a boyfriend, so I didn't really know how much sex is 'right' when it's all on tap. Once a week or even a fortnight was nearly enough when I was merely using 'with benefits' relationships and I could go for longer again without masturbating when I didn't have that. So I figured two or three times a week was probably a pretty full on sex life.
But on the yacht it's like somebody put something in the water, all driven by the girls. They seem to think that two or three times a day is perfectly normal. If it's one upmanship it doesn't extend beyond their demands on Ned. I'm privileged to have been admitted into a girl friendship that's as deep and as mutually supportive as any I've had in my life. Amy and Issie are as thick as thieves in their carrying on which each other. Delightfully, mischievously so.
But if there's sex going, they want a part of it.
And now I'm here I can sense it having the same effect on me. When I came aboard I was highly sexually and relationship deprived, so it didn't surprise me that I was fairly forward in getting a bit when it was offered. But I thought that would do me for a while; settle me down and let me stand back and give me time to really be a part of the family before I asked for too much more.
But watching Issie and Amy last night -- especially Amy -- has done something to me. I'd never known sex to be that passionate, so exciting, so all consuming of both participants as what I saw. I wanted that, not as some distant objective, but soon. Ned was being kind and understanding when he said that passion comes from a deep commitment to a person and doesn't arise overnight.
But all that made me want to do was gain his attention, to win him to that sort of commitment to me. I didn't need to push the other girls aside for that, but I needed enough focus on me to get there. Our conversations, when we shared watch, were wonderful and insightful, but in the end I just had this sense that physical intimacy and plenty of it was an important contributor to developing that commitment more quickly.
That feeling affected my behaviour. It sexualised me. It made me feel always just that little bit aroused around Ned; especially since he was usually actually or almost naked in the swimwear which was about all he wore when not going ashore. It made me want sex from him, not in a few days or next week, but now, whenever I was with him. It made me want to display my sexuality to him, to have him notice me and be aroused by me. In other words, it made me the same as the other girls.
As we'd sat on the bow during our shared watch before arriving here, I felt so noble when, as he lay naked on his back with his head in my lap, his ear brushing against my pubic hair, I calmly declared it was probably better for me not to jump on and use the boner he'd just delivered with a thump onto his stomach. Aroused already by his mere presence and the closeness of his head to my exposed sex, aware my nipples had tightened into jutting projections in his line of vision, I'd watched fascinated as his manhood, initially a thick sausage resting between his thighs, had lengthened and stiffened; rising up from its starting point until it was momentarily vertical then come crashing down, its tip reaching for his navel.
I've never been able to watch one grow like that before. Too often in my past there was a bulge in their pants long before it was exposed. And it always seemed that moments after it was exposed it was getting pushed into my sex.
Nor had I had the experience of just sitting with a lover like that, completely comfortable in our mutual nakedness, gently stroking his hardened manhood, without any expectation that there's be more than that. To be able to watch as Ned's erection surged and lifted every time I ran my finger along it was a joy in itself. For some reason the moment struck in my mind when I ran my finger through the pool of pre-cum that had oozed from the tip of Ned's shaft only to have it string out as I pulled my finger away. I'd drawn it up and laid it back over his shaft, using it to lubricate my gentle stroking of its length.
My previous experience of sex had always been so rushed, so focused on the act that I'd been deprived of the true intimacies good sex entails.
At the time, I hadn't wanted to start another round of competitive sexual demands on Ned by fucking him again there and then. And yet it nearly killed me to be that strong. As I ran my finger along the length of his hardness and watched his pre-cum weep from its tip onto his stomach, I'd known my own juices were flooding the deck under where I sat, my sex aching with desire.
It's funny. For months I've fended off the constant advances of good looking, young, randy medical staff at the clinics I've been working in and not felt the slightest loss about it. Now I was pining to relive that moment on the foredeck with Ned, to have laid next to him, to have taken his hardness into my body and ridden him until I drained him of his seed.
In the end, I can see that what is driving me -- and the others too -- is effectively a fear of missing out. At one level I understand the human tendency to be driven by this and normally I'm not prone to it. But this was different. There are hormones and pheromones at work that make the fear almost impossible to supress.
I could see all this was asking a lot of Ned. As I doctor I've had to write Viagra scripts for guys a fraction of his age and yet he's being asked to perform like a porn actor. Ned admits that he's known sexual failure in the past and that he's no superman. He says that, unwittingly, or maybe more unknowingly, us girls are the ones giving him the ability to meet our needs. Even by the standards of girls our age, we're a pretty good looking bunch and Ned says running around half or completely naked and flaunting ourselves at him like we do drives his testosterone production or something like that.
What he didn't know is that it's neither unwitting nor unknowing. I've had the girls tell me they flaunt and flirt with him to keep him at his peak, brush themselves against him as they pass him in the companionway or along the narrow side deck and sashay in front of him when they know he's looking. I've seen them shopping and pull out a potential new bikini and ask, "Do you reckon this will make Ned grow a boner?"
And have Amy emerge from the change rooms wearing one and exclaim "I'd say this is good for a few fucks."
I felt as though I've come on board the boat underarmed in the sexualised dressing race. My stuff may not have been all that modest, but it was never chosen with the specific intention of giving males around me a hard on. And it was something I found myself resolving to fix while we were in Fare.
What all this meant was that, even when Ned's wasn't in my immediate vicinity, I just feel driven by this desire. And because of that fear of missing out, it was worse when I knew he was with one of the other girls. As we'd laid on the board, I knew he was off in the tender diving with Amy. I mean, they were in this tiny open boat and going diving. In my naivety, I couldn't think of anything they possibly get up to? And yet the desire never left me.
Because I'd been on the boat -- only known Ned in any real sense -- for less than 48 hours, I was compromised by the additional feeling that I wasn't not yet a full member of the family. That these things take time. Issie -- bless her heart -- did everything she could to give me a running start. Putting me on watch with Ned and making him share a bunk with me -- virtually telling him to have sex with me -- broke the ice pretty quickly. But still, there are some thing only time can build.
Lying on the paddleboard with my pussy warmed by the sun I'd fantasised I'd been in Amy's position when Ned was pounding her last night; letting myself feel the passion of the moment, the pure lust that had driven them, his manly strength, his weight upon me, his swollen shaft slipping rapidly in and out of my body as I arched my back to have him stimulate my clit and g spot all at once, his chest brushing against my projecting nipples. I imagined the explosion of multiple orgasms ripping through my body; flooding my brain with pleasure as my body spasmed and I cried out loud like Amy had. It had aroused me so much I could barely take it. I just felt like my sex was on fire, radiating out need and desire, which is probably why I'd become so sensitized to the closeness of Issie's crotch.
We were keen to get back to the boat to see how the dive had gone. Issie and I were booked to do our own dive course with Mahana Dive School while we were here, so had a personal interest in what the dive waters were like. As we untangled our legs to get ourselves back into a paddling position, my crotch brushed across that of Issie's. It was nothing really and Issie didn't even acknowledge any contact by looking up, but because mine was so hot -- so aroused and sensitised by the fantasies I'd been indulging in while lying there -- it registered with me. What it really told me is that, in the space of 48 hours, sex had gone from being an almost irrelevancy to a central part of nearly every moment of my life.
It was a brief paddle back to the boat to join Amy and Ned as they started to unload their dive gear from the tender to give it a quick rinse in fresh water. Issie went about tying off the paddleboard and lifting it over the rails while I found myself anxious to help the others.
Ned was on his knees on the swim platform lifting the gear out of the inflatable where it would be washed using the transom shower over a large gear bucket. We were planning to go alongside the fuel wharf tomorrow morning which would let us top up our water supplies, so for once it wasn't a case of being frugal with every last drop, even if we did want enough left to see us through the night.
Still aroused by the fantasies I'd played with while lying on the board and even more so now I was in Ned's presence, I stood well inside Ned's personal space. On the surface that was to let me bend over and help Ned take the weight of the gear as he swung it out of the tender in the small confines of the swim platform and then do the washing with the transom shower hose I held in my other hand. But my positioning and the spread of my legs left him little alternative but to slide his shoulder up my inner thigh and stick his nose between my legs as he swung.
My pussy was still on fire with desire, a dampness permeating my crutch and I couldn't help but wonder if Ned would pick up on the evidence of my arousal. On the first swing he stopped momentarily and looked up at me, a quizzical look on his face. In the confines of the tight space I'd left him, his chin was almost touching the gusset of my bikini pants as he gazed upwards. The quizzical look transformed into abroad smile as he met my eyes and saw the grin I was giving him.
Had he sensed my arousal? Oh god, I just wanted to thrust my hips forward and put a hand around the back of his head to bring that smiling face against the burning heat of my desire. Could I bump him into the water and take him there? Fall on him where he knelt and somehow steal some intimacy from him as we untangled our bodies? Every thought that jumped into my head in that moment when our eyes met simply made me feel more randy, more aroused and less in control of my desires.
I looked down. The cock that had lain dormant in his swimwear a moment ago had sprung to life. A tall shaft now rose sheathed in his speedos. He knew. He'd sensed my need, but that left me no closer to fulfilling it.
The weight belts had come aboard first. Now Ned had turned back and was squatting right down on his haunches on the very edge of the platform, leaning over, trying to lift out the combined tank, regulator and compensator unit. With the tender sitting lower than the platform and dancing about to the harbour chop, he was having trouble holding the tender close alongside while lifting the weight of the unit and not have any of the multitude of its hoses catch on the tender's thwart or rollicks or the hoses of the other unit.
Using the narrowness of the swim platform as an excuse for such intimacy, I lowered myself half over the top of him; one knee alongside his while my mons pushed firmly on the edge of his hip, my other legs stretched out over and behind him, half my chest along his back and my head brushed alongside his. From there I could bring a single extra hand to bear to help him, although with him pinned under me it meant I would need to be the one to swing the unit aboard as he held things close and cleared obstacles away.
Ned drew the tender in close and was starting to clear a path for a clean lift. What I did next was a spur of the moment thing; driven partly by my arousal, partly by a sense I needed to take risks to get myself in front of Ned and gain his attention.
Instead of grabbing the diving unit, I slipped my hand down between his folded legs and wrapped my fingers around the swimwear sheathed erection that lay along the floor of the platform between Ned's thighs. There was no chance this could be mistaken for an accidental brush, the geometry of our positioning wouldn't permit that. No, it was a straight out, blatantly sexual grope.
And all the while I used the rocking of the boat or whatever other justification I could find to grind my mons subtly against his body without attracting the attention of the others. It wasn't the fast, intense rubbing I might have really wanted, but it felt good just the same, scratching an irresistible need that my swollen bulb of a clit had been calling for since I laid on the paddle board imagining myself in the place of Amy as she'd been pounded by Ned last night.
10 minutes of it and I might have got a climax, but I knew I had nothing like that amount of time. More than a minute and I'd attract the attention of the other girls.
My action caught Ned by surprise and he let out a little groan and his cock surged with pleasure in my hand as I slid it up and down its length. I could see him close his eyes, accepting the pleasure as he moved his elbow slightly out to rub against the jutting projection of my nipple.
The words that escaped me as I whispered into his ear shocked me. I decided I must be ovulating. Is was about the right time and I felt that surely nothing else could justify such corny blatantness, even if it had never caused me to be so outrageous before.



"Ned I need you; need you badly and soon."
I would have like to have added; "I need you to go the animal on me" so I really could get what Amy got, but that was too much to demand if I was somehow to sneak a quickie.
He contemplated the words momentarily, eyes still closed absorbing the stimulation of my now rapidly moving hand.
"I'll see what I can do, but we better clear up this gear."
Reluctantly I let go of his shaft and grabbed the top of the dive gear, lifting it clear of the tender and swinging it into the wash bucket, swivelling my mons on Ned's hip for as long as possible until the last moment when I had to put my spare hand on his back to help me stand up and turn around to deposit it in the bucket. Then I went down for the second one; but would much preferred to have gone down for something quite different.
As I stood over the gear holding the hose nozzle I noticed Amy had taken the opportunity of me helping Ned to disappear below. Issie having finished with the securing of the board was sitting forward contemplating the bay.
I pushed the button on the nozzle, releasing a squirt of water over the gear. Ned was easing himself up from his prone position when I 'accidently' put a big splash of water onto him with a second squirt.
"Did you just splash me?"
"Who me?"
"I don't think you can be trusted with that hose."
"No, I'm fine." But with those words I gave him a full frontal squirt; sending a stream of water onto him from his face down to his projecting cock and causing the latter to be plastered to his swimwear.
Ned moved in against me, reaching for the tap.
"I'll take that."
I swung my hand out of his easy reach, turning the tap and giving him another squirt in the face as his body pushed against me.
"No, no, I'm under control."
But Ned was faster than me. He had the hose out of my grip before I could react. But there was more than one way to skin a cat. Before he knew what was happening, I'd dropped my hand down to his crotch and cupped his balls firmly in my fingers.
"Hand over the hose and nothing gets hurt."
His erection had started to soften, but now it exploded again. Reluctantly, he handed the hose back to me again. As soon as I got control of it, I let his balls go and gave Ned's face a long squirt.
Released from my dangerous grip, Ned moved around behind me and effortlessly picked me up clear off the ground, initially with one hand around my chest, the other through my crotch.
"Ah, no, stop, rape."
I directed the hose down between my legs and give Ned's balls a good squirt.
"That'll cool you off."
But of course, cooling him off was the last thing I wanted.
To let him struggle for the hose, he unwrapped the arm around my breasts and let that through my crotch slip upward to become a single grip encircling my waist. His now free hand was inching out along my own outstretched one, looking to grab the hose from it. As I bent my torso at the point his arm was around my waist and leaned forward to move the hose further from him, his single armed lift of me was having trouble stopping me from sliding down his body.
The tip of his erection, held out from his torso by the swimwear sheathing it, speared into my crotch and slid forward until it projected out from the front of my body. The upward pressure on it had pushed a fold of my bikini pants into my crease and I could feel the warmth of his shaft radiating through to where its girth was pushed firmly against my clit with my swollen lips wrapped around it.
With my toes now just touching the deck, I pretended to struggle to keep control of the tap as I rubbed my clit almost manically against his shaft, one nipple brushing up and down on his bicep. For a moment Ned played the game; appearing to fight for the tap while offering up the closeness of his body for me to work against.
But we were on an open platform, exposed to everyone in the harbour. I felt the tap pried out of my hands and the next thing I knew I was tumbling backwards into the harbour waters; our intertwined bodies disappearing momentarily under the surface before re-emerging, his shaft still between my legs.
"You were getting a bit too obvious."
Ned wrapped an arm around the painter of the tender, hooking his elbow over it to support our weight. His free hand, still around my waist, turned my body around, his shaft withdrawing from between my legs as I turned side on to him
As I came back face to face with him I felt him lift me slightly until my crease was momentarily speared back against the tip of his shaft before it slid between my legs again but this time from the front. His hand slipped down between our bodies, pulled down the waist band of my bikini until it rested on the top of his shaft and then withdrew and striped his own swimwear back to expose the length of his erection. A moment later his hard, naked manhood was pushed back through my crease, naked flesh against naked flesh.
His arm embraced me and he brought his lips to mine, stealing a kiss while the hand of the arm over the painter cradled the back of my head.
"Now you can enjoy yourself."
Oh, how I would have liked to slip his hardness inside me. To fill that void that yearned for him to fill; first with the swollen length of his manhood and then with his precious cum. But I was probably ovulating and unprotected in every sense and nary a condom in reach. And rules were rules.
I closed my eyes and started working his shaft back and forwards against my clit. Slowly and deliberately at first, then with increasing speed. I felt Ned pull both bikini triangles off my breasts, exposing my jutting nipples, playing with one with his fingers before his lips wrapped around the other.
I couldn't help it; letting out a sigh of pure bliss even though I was trying to be quiet so as not to alert the others that we were engaged in sexual play.
It didn't take ten minutes, even five. In my sexualised state I was tensed up in the throes of a beautiful orgasm in little less than three. I floated there, supported in his arms, my head over his shoulder and my body pushed against his, letting the bliss of my orgasm and the joy of having him next to me infuse my whole body.
It was his turn. That's how these things work, isn't it? Reluctant to let go of my hold of him, even more reluctant to pull my already reswollen clit away from its contact with his shaft, but wanting to pleasure him, I took a deep breath, grabbed the base of his shaft where it emerged from between my legs and pulled myself down; having the top third of his cock in my mouth before he even knew what was going to happen.
I barely started sucking it before I felt his hands tug me back to the surface. As I broke into the tepid tropical air, Ned pulled me tightly against his body and wrapped me in his arms as he whispered in my ear...
"That's was beautiful, but you don't need to do it."
He hesitated for a moment.
"Maybe it would be better if I helped you go again?"
OK, now I knew it. Somewhere in the last 24 hours I'd died in my sleep and gone to heaven. I was with a man who'd knocked back an underwater blow job to give me a second climax; even if I was bemused by his clumsy expression of 'go again'.
Even as he'd asked, his hand had slid down my stomach, between my legs, inside my pants and his fingers had felt out my engorged bud and was stroking it between two fingers. I really hadn't thought much about the implications of having a somewhat more pronounced clit than normal, but discovering what Ned could do with its extra length and surface area made me feel doubly privileged.
I lay back in his arms, head in the water, letting my body half float to the surface, legs spread wide apart as his head came over my chest and he once again sucked on my nipple. As he continued to play with my clit between his thumb and forefinger, other digits slipped through my crease and sought out the entry to my sex, felt around its rim to discover it open and ready for them and pushed gently inside.
Ned knew where my g spot was and the effect it could have on me. Quickly he was firmly raking two fingers over its sensitive surface.
I'm not a screamer, not even a moaner. I've spent too long trying not to let others sharing my living space know I'm having sex; even if it was often alone. But OMG it was difficult not to vocally express the rising ecstasy I felt as he fingered and sucked every erogenous zone in my body.
I had no control over my legs as they started quivering almost violently to the rising tide of my impending climax; having just enough muscle control to keep them spread wide apart so as not to impede Ned's glorious fingering.
Ned could sense I was about to cum; pressing harder on my g spot and working my clit more vigorously as he twirled my nipple around with his tongue.
As I climaxed every muscle in my body tensed, before my back involuntarily arched, throwing my head back in the water as I jerkily spasmed against the pressure of Ned's hand. Then I lay back there quietly moaning until my heartbeat returned to a resemblance of normal.
At last the heat had been drained from my loins. I wouldn't have said I was completely sated, but the desperate need I'd felt, one so strong it had caused me to take the unprecedented for me step of asking Ned to satisfy it, was something more controllable. I let my legs sink back into the depths until I could hold myself tightly against his body; savouring the contact between us.
He still had a boner pushing against my stomach and creating a yearning inside me to have it fill the waiting hole that, even now after two orgasms, his mere presence had created within me. I pushed my lips to his ear.
"Are you sure you wouldn't like me to fix that boner?"
"It's a tempting offer Ellen, but I think it would be better to let this one settle and join the others."
It wasn't going to settle with me pushed against it and, I'll admit, using the gentle swell, to rub it subtly on my stomach. With a kiss, Ned separated our bodies and made for the ladder onto the swim platform; loitering there to let me go up first.
I was learning the art of this game. Before I climbed up I pulled my bikini pants up tightly so that they folded into my bum crack and moulded onto my mound, then loitered with my butt in his face just clear of the water before I sashayed up the rest of the ladder. It reminded me I needed to go shopping for some "fuck me" bikinis when I was in town this afternoon.
Ned followed up, his boner still pushing out the material of his swimmers as we dried ourselves. The others were below; up to no good if the giggles emanating from the cabin were any guide. By the time we were dry enough to go and investigate the full boner had subsided to a prominent bulge; clearly I hadn't done enough wobbling of my tits as I dried them, although the truth might well have been I just didn't have enough tits.
As we went below, the reason for the giggles quickly became obvious. They were watching the video of Ned and Amy's dive. Excited by what Amy had shown her, Issie quickly replayed the highlights for us.
The intended Facebook footage of Amy diving amongst the coral was pretty interesting. Let me rephrase that. It was compelling. You could see why the site was so popular. She oozed sexuality as she moved through the ocean; left it trailing like an oily film behind her almost.
Her breasts and nipples were magnified by the water, the former bulging out of her top while the latter pushed out mountainous peeks in the material, her butt wiggled and swayed seductively while any shot even slightly from below displayed a seductive mound with a noticeable crease running through it.
It might have been presented as some sort of nature documentary but it was going to attract an audience that David Attenborough never came close to capturing.
When she started circling around Ned in the clearing it was like a sexual predator moving in for the kill. Even through her facemask her eyes had a look of sexual hunger. And then, as the footage progressed, it suddenly became clear that the hunger was real.
It never occurred to me you could have underwater sex. Here I thought they were off on an innocent dive. No wonder Ned didn't need any relief from me. I didn't really get the whole bikini bottoms forced up your snatch thing, but apart from that it was pretty hot to watch. It left me randy and insanely jealous all at the same time. Maybe even a little bit, and very unreasonably, annoyed with Ned; like somehow he should have disclosed it to me before he'd fingered me.
It certainly created a noticeable sexual frission in the cabin. Ned was seriously at risk of a gang bang, especially from Issie and me. That whole fear of missing out thing was running rampant. At the very least you just knew something was going to happen once Issie and I got our diving certificates.
Somehow Ned survived the day without a gang bang. Issie and Amy spent much of it separating the sexualised David Attenborough stuff for the Facebook page from the straight out porn and posted the former. In town later on I got my "fuck me" bikinis and looked forward to putting them to the test; just hoping my judgment of what a fuck me bikini was would be the same as Ned's.
I took Amy with me to help me chose because she seems to have it down to a fine art. I'd fuck her in a couple of hers; mind you that might be the body as much as how she drapes it. Still in the end I had to go with what I thought worked best for me in both style and colour. And in part that was because of this sense that the fuck me bikinis aren't just a tool to make Ned randy; they are as much a competitive game between the girls, intended to hold his attention on the individual and stir up his passions towards her. So you can't really let a competitor have the final say over your competitive weapons, whatever goodwill she might be displaying.
That night was the first of the new sleeping arrangements. Amy and I got to share Ned for the night (and more importantly the morning) and Issie got the promise of a private bang the next day. Or at least as private as you can get on a small yacht.
From where did Issie and Amy get the idea that the best time for the threesome with Ned was in the morning? Who goes to bed with their lover every night, wanting sex but thinking, 'Nah, let's wait till the morning'?
I know that originally it all came from an overuse of Ned's body during the day in the first flush of their sexual relationship. But can't we renegotiate that? Of course, as the newbie, I knew it wasn't my place to upset long standing arrangements.
But as I knew it would, my night passed in a randy half sleep. Part of that was just the fact I was cuddled up against him; his erection pushing into my stomach during the time we were sleeping face to face. But an equal part was knowing the morning would bring my first threesome and I hoped -- and more importantly - my first real chance to ask Ned for a "go the animal" sex session. I understood Ned's concerns about trying it this early in our relationship, and indeed about the whole concept. The very idea is for the guy to immerse himself in his own sexual passions and arousal. By definition he's not specifically trying to satisfy the girl. That means the girl has to be no less into it; throwing her sexual organs around in a way that gets them stimulated, not lying back and letting him do the work.
It takes two uncontrollably passionate and turned on people to make it work. It's exhausting. And it has every potential to be disappointing.
And yet I knew beyond doubt I was ovulating. I wanted it. I wanted Ned. I needed Ned. I was as randy as hell and I wasn't sure I'd ever feel this way once I was on the pill. This was my first and best chance.
The very fact of my disturbed sleep made me miss the start of proceedings. First thing I knew is that I started having a sexualised dream about my breasts being played with; drifting in to a semi wakefulness to realise it's not a dream at all and Amy's tweaking my nipple as she rides Ned cowgirl style alongside me; his face buried in her breast and fingers tweaking her other nipple.
As soon as Amy knew I was awake she traced her fingers down my torso, virtually demanding I roll onto my back and spread my legs for her access. This BOB thing was new to me and something I was still getting comfortable with. I have to admit that it was only with some uncertainty that I complied.
At first she just played her fingers across my mons, tracing up and down between the start of my crease and my navel; letting my physical arousal get a head start. Then her fingers went further, gently touching my labia to see if they're unfolding for her, dipping her finger in to see if I'm lubricating up to her touch.
Her reaction when she first touched up my clit was precious. You could see her do a double take as she realised it was bigger than normal; feeling it with her fingers to give herself a sense of what was there before momentarily pulling her head back to try and look at it. I'm used to it by now, so the reaction doesn't bother me; especially when I know the benefits of a bigger one.
But it was only a minor delay to her slipping her fingers inside me; rubbing my clit with her thumb while her fingers pushed hard into the front wall of my vagina touching up where she correctly guessed my g spot lay.
In a way Amy only just finished those preliminaries in time. Moments later she was starting to cry out her own rising arousal; engrossed in an exaggerated and noisier Meg Ryan like build up with her stimulation of me completely governed by the way in which she was riding Ned towards her climax. Her orgasm went off like an explosion; a scream that nearly deafened me followed by a series of moans and groans that left her collapsed like a lump of jelly over Ned's chest. I had to supress a giggle because even though it was all real and very arousing to watch, the total performance reminded somewhat of an overacted death scene; those ones where the actor refuses to just lay down and die and instead keeps popping up for a bit more of a performance.
But as with the last time I watched Ned and Amy together, it also left me jealous of someone who could be so completely and uninhabitably into the sex and clearly enjoying it so much. The depth of the pleasure that drove those 'pop up's', as I so crudely put it, was so palpable that I felt a cross legged desire to be the one to feel it.
And whether it was Amy's fingering of me or watching her perform on Ned it all left me quite aroused and ready to receive Ned's swollen member. But I'm new to this threesome thing. As I lay there on my back with my legs apart and Amy's fingers still pushed up my snatch and lying against my clit, but now still in her la petite mort, I was wondering what the hell I do. Do I just lay here and wait to be taken? Do I rise up and aggressively push Amy off for my turn to play the cow girl? What?
Amy was not making it any easier as she savioured her post cotise rest on Ned's chest, his manhood still laying deep inside her. Ned, caught between not hurrying Amy off him and making me feel involved, moved the arm that lay between our bodies to slide it over my thigh. I felt his hand gently wrap itself over that of Amy's resting in my crotch and pull it away before returning to finger me. I turned my head towards him and found his smiling countenance looking straight at me; giving me a wink as soon as he caught my attention.
I bent in to kiss him, enjoying the feeling of his acceptance on my tongue into his mouth and wrestling gently with his.
That seemed to spur Amy to move. She kissed the cheek turned towards her as she rose on all fours; his hardness falling against his stomach with an audible thump as it first bent upwards to accommodate her rise, then slipped from the wet juicy confines of her body. She reached over both of us to grab a condom off the shelf, one of her nipples crashing into the side of my eye in the process.



Then as Ned and I still lay there side by side, she sheathed Ned in it.
My heart was pounding in my chest. What do I do now? How do I start this and get what I want? I rolled onto my side to come face to face and body to body with Ned, who had done the same. The tip of Ned's shaft pushed between my legs and I wrapped my upper leg over his thigh to open up his access to me. Ned took the hint and I felt his wondrous shaft slide effortlessly into my all too ready body.
His fingers slipped down between our stomachs and wrapped themselves under my mons; squeezed between that and his pubis. As his shaft started slowly thrusting in and out of me his fingers stroked my already swollen and highly sensitised clit.
A sharp intake of pleasurable breath captured my words before they could even leave my mouth as my body was flooded with the erotic sensuousness of his pleasuring of me. I hung there panting open jawed, unable or unwilling to do anything that might make him stop. Amy's fingering of me, Ned's fingering of me, my own anticipatory arousal and that brought on by watching Amy and Ned at it had combined to raise me to a plateau of excitement that left me vulnerable and helpless to his actions.
With ridiculous speed, I climaxed, my thighs squeezing his balls as my sex contracted against his hardened manhood.
It was fear that Ned would take that as a signal he could take his own release that overwhelmed my reticence and uncertainty. My eyes closed, I could hear the words flow from my mouth before my brain had even formed them.
"Ned, take me. Go the animal on me. I know your reservations but please, please, just do it."
I opened my eyes to see a benevolent smile form on Ned's face.
"Are you sure?"
"Yes. Please, please just do me."
"You know you can ask me to stop at any time?"
"Yes, yes. I need you. Please, just let yourself go."
Half pulled by me, half pushed by him, I rolled over onto my back with Ned on top of me; he supporting much of his weight by elevating himself on his haunches and elbows. He started thrusting; slowly at first as I arched my back up to better meet the crash of his pubis against my clit as he maxed out his penetration, and with a bit of repositioning, have him rake my g spot on the thrust. It seemed our bodies were made for each other; the turn of his pubis onto the base of his shaft perfectly fitting the turn of my own mons so that every time it felt like he slipped his flesh up into my crease, caressing my clit with its warmth and human contact.
I looked up to his eyes and was almost glad to see they were focused on my breasts. They may not be large, but they were tidy orbs; perky and well formed. I wanted them to raise his level of excitement.
Like a steam train picking up speed, the rate of his thrusting increased. A passion came into it; communicated as much by his eyes and the movement of his body as his grunts. I could feel his passion like my own; like it passed into my body every time the firm tip of his manhood slipped across my g spot and the base of his shaft penetrated into my crease and against my clit. Yes, the contact with my own erogenous zones was beautiful; but there was more to it than that. The way I was absorbing his passion -- like I was feeling what he was feeling - was exciting me too.
He bent in to slip his tongue against my jutting nipple and almost with the additional stimulation of that first contact I came; a beautiful orgasm that formed in my loins and washed through my whole body; tensing it, arching it, shortening my breath and causing me to moan unlike I ever could remember doing before.
Still he thrust, time after time; prolonging my orgasm. It was like I was in his body, could feel the pleasure he could feel as his shaft moved within the warm embrace of my sex, the tightness of my orgasmic contractions against his hardness, the lust he felt from looking down on my swollen breasts all while his stimulation of my clit and g spot drove me into an apoplexy of arousal. I was frozen in an orgasmic arch; my legs tight and elevated, quivering with uncontrolled pleasure as I hyperventilated. Desperately I felt the need to throw my body back at him; thrusting upward as much as my quivering legs would allow to meet his pubis in a grinding crash of bodies.
Before the first had even finished I experienced a second orgasm, more intense than the first. I could sense myself writhing with the pleasure of it, my head thrown back and my eyes closed as my legs remained stiffened to curve my back up and raise my hips to throw them at Ned's pounding manhood. My arms were frozen by my side, helping to raise my back as all my senses were focused internally at the ecstasy overwhelming my body; not just my ecstasy, but that of Ned's too which seemed to be permeating into my body like an alien presence. Breathe Ellen, breathe I kept telling myself as my short taken breaths left me gasping in an oxygen deprived state of enhanced arousal.
Ned's grunts were getting louder, shorter and more intense; but it was as much as what I felt as what I heard that told me his own climax was near; his body and endurance were at its limits of being able to hold back his release. He pushed hard into me and I felt his cock surge as it pumped out his precious seed. I screamed a prolonged cry of uncontained rapture as another orgasm, more powerful than anything I could have imagined, exploded in my brain.
The next thing I knew was regaining consciousness. Ned was lying on me; still now. I could feel the last vestiges of my orgasm still contracting against his manhood inside me; even sense from the shuddering of his body that it was still discharging the last drops of his cum.
He was gently stroking my cheek.
"Ellen, are you OK?"
There was a look on his face of unconstrained concern. I smiled at him.
"Yes. I just got so excited I forgot to breathe. I'm fine. Can we do it again? What happened?"
Ned grinned.
"I don't think I'm up for more just yet.
You screamed as though you were having this incredible orgasm, threw your hips up at me and then just collapsed motionless on the bed. You were only out of it for about 10 seconds. It took me nearly that long to realise you'd actually lost consciousness. Fortunately you came to almost as soon as I stroked your cheek.
Are you sure you're OK?"
"Yes, absolutely sure. I was just hyperventilating. That was pretty intense Ned. I feel like I've missed out on something in life for never having experienced it before."
"I think it would be safe to say that sort of sex is the exception rather than the rule. We just seemed to gel together."
Ned's manhood was starting to shrink. He slipped a hand between our bodies to pin the condom on his cock as he withdrew it, flopping over in an exhausted state onto his back between Amy and myself.
Amy. I'd forgotten all about her. Was she just lying there watching all that? What effect has it had on her? What does she even think of such a performance; although her own are nearly in the same league?
Ned and I just laid side by side in a completely spent state staring at the ceiling; the hands of the arms between us wrapped sensuously together. From the corner of my eye I could vaguely sense that Amy had raised herself on an elbow and was twisting Ned's chest hairs around her finger.
We managed to maintain a group silence for maybe five minutes before Amy broke it.
"Ned, after having me watch that, you're not just going to leave me are you?"
Ned's cock wasn't going to be up for anything for a while, but I knew from the girl's stories that Amy was essentially asking Ned to finger her. I figured it was time for me to get up. Leaning over and kissing Ned I said...
"I'll go and start breakfast."
I climbed out of bed being none too careful to hide anything from Ned and deliberately passing my still wet pussy as close to his face as the dynamics allowed. Then I donned one of my new 'fuck me' bikinis before exiting the room; closing the door behind me.
Issie was already at the galley, cutting up the morning fruit.
"I hope you haven't worn him out. Where's Amy?"
Issie's question was quickly answered as Amy started moaning out her sexual arousal.
"Oh, OK, she wanted a bit more. Typical Amy!"
It was only a few minutes of continuous noises before the sounds of Amy's orgasm permeated the galley. Issie's comment was direct.
"Thank goodness she got that out of her system."
A few minutes more and Amy and Ned emerged from the cabin; Ned walking up to Issie and giving her a good morning kiss.
I was interested to see how the rest of the scheduled sex for the day would play out. It wasn't hard to guess that Issie would demand her entitlement; but I was unsure how it would all start -- especially since my turn to do it would come soon enough.
It was after lunch. Issie just walked up to Ned, took his hand and said...
"My turn." Before leading him into the aft cabin.
Then it was the turn of Amy and myself to sit it out while the noise of Issie getting herself fucked permeated the whole boat. I tried sitting up on the bow, but it didn't help and only left me exposed to the looks of those aboard an adjoining boat staring across quizzically at the noise and leaving me only able to answer with a shrug as if there was nothing happening.
There was some pretty unusual stuff associated with the sex Ned and I had shared that morning. Just the fact that it could be so passionate when we'd only known each other such a short time defied what Ned had said about it. But stranger still was the way I was sure I could feel what he was feeling; like I was inside his body or he was inside mine. It was almost unnatural and certainly outside any previous experience and was part of what blew my mind at the time. I tried all day to get a quiet word with him to talk about it. But nobody was scheduled to go into town and the other girls were in no hurry to give him free time.
It was sunset when it happened. I was sitting up the bow enjoying the view when Ned came and sat alongside me.
"Are you completely OK after this morning? No more dizziness?"
"I'm fine Ned. I just forgot to breathe."
A few moments of silence passed before I gained the courage to talk about it.
"I thought you said it takes time for that sort of passion to develop. That was pretty intense; let me say in a fantastic sort of way. Was your passion real?"
Ned stared towards the setting sun for a little while leaving me wondering if he was trying to find a way to let me down gently.
"Ellen, in a way I knew all along that I'd have no trouble finding the passion; I just thought you might.
I've been attracted to you from the moment you stepped aboard. It's not just that you're beautiful and have this absolutely compelling personality; there's just this delightful, loving aura about you. Just being near to you makes me feel like I'm already making love to you, or at least violating your body by being inside the aura without even touching you.
I know it sounds weird. But my body just reacts to you; being inside the aura field is enough by itself to make me feel aroused, like my erection is already feeling the warmth of your body. And I have to say, although it had nothing to do with this morning and I hope you'll forgive me for saying so, but that bikini you've had on all day doesn't make it any easier to avoid growing a boner when you're near.
But that doesn't explain why you could find the passion with an old geezer you've only just met."
"Ned, you're too hard on yourself and maybe don't really recognise what's going on here.
First of all, watching you drive Amy to an uncontrollable upward spiralling pinnacle of orgasms was enough to arouse any girl's passions. Just wanting what she had was enough to drive me crazy with desire.
But don't think from that that the fact it was you wasn't critical to it all. You've got three women on the boat who adore and lust over you. And while until recently it might have only been two, the feeling of those two were very contagious. I wasn't aboard for long before I felt exactly the same way; indeed it might have even preceded my arrival somewhat just from what they'd told me about you.
But it went way further than that. I'm almost frightened to tell you this because it sounds ridiculous and you'll laugh at me; but while you were ravaging me it was like I was inside you; feeling what you were feeling as well as what you doing to my own erogenous zones. It was why I climaxed so hard and often. It was just all this stimulation coming at me from all directions; in my head and from my body all at the one time.
I've never felt anything remotely like it before and that's not something you can feel with someone unless you're pretty close to and passionate about them."
I stopped and giggled sheepishly as a thought entered my head.
"Maybe when you come within this aura you talk about you're entering my brain waves!"
I looked at Ned and raised my eyebrows challengingly at him; as if to say "top that" with an even crazier theory for improbable things.
Ned just grinned that all knowing, head nodding look he sometimes uses.
"It's funny you say that because in a way I'd say the same thing was happening to me. I can go the animal on the others for much longer than I could hold it with you and that's because it was like this other stimulation was happening that had nothing to do with my cock. I can't say as precisely as you that I was in your body feeling what you were, but every time you went off there was this flood of something into my head and whatever it was it was pretty beautiful."
Having spilled our guts about the sort of things you don't usually admit to in public, we fell silent for a moment. I couldn't help myself. Even as I did it I felt like a child seeking praise from its parent; but Ned had raised the topic and I wanted to draw him out on it. With a challenging rising inflection, I enquired...
"So you really, really like my new bikini do you?"
"I knew I shouldn't have said that. Now you'll be looking for my reaction every time you wear it and think that it's just all about sex."
"Ah Ned, us women are a bit more discerning than that about men's reaction to us. Yep, there are some for whom we'd think 'bloody pervert' and others we'd think 'you little beautie, he loves it'. Let me assure you, you fall completely in the latter category. You're welcome to grow a boner any time I wear it. I might even help you by wiggling my butt at you a bit."
I half turned towards him -- as much as my sitting position would allow -- and casting my hands out wide and spreading my legs a bit, asked...
"What do you like about it? Be honest!"
"It looks nice on you."
"That's not really telling me why it gives you a boner. More detail please."
Ned looked at me like some sort of crazy women. I could see his brain contemplating whether it was really safe for him to even go down the path of answering the question; like some male who'd been damaged by a prior interaction on the topic like that. You could actually see him swallow hard before he opened his mouth to address my enquiry.
"OK, you asked for it. It's just nice the way your breasts spill out of a slightly too small triangle top and your nipples are so obvious underneath it. And the pants just drive me wild with desire; the way they sit so tightly on you, the way the ruffle cause the high cut legs to mould around your butt cheeks, the way its tight fit highlights your mound, just the way it sits at just the right height on your hips with just a little bit of bum crack. And it's a nice colour that compliments your skin tone. You've got a gorgeous, sexy body and the bikini just draws attention to it."
Even as Ned said that I could see he was eyeing me up and down. I didn't want to put him off but a quick glance down told me that even as he was talking there was movement I his swimwear; a good part of the boner was on its way back. I'm also mentally going "tic, tic, tic" as he lists all the things that I thought about when I chose it. The only thing missing was the slight hint of a crease down the front of my mons that it nearly always shows; and I could see why he might not go there even with me.
I finished the conversation with a...
"Well, I'm glad you like it. I was hoping you would."
I left him alone with his thoughts and boner as we both looked back at the sunset. As dusk set in I couldn't help but think about the sleeping arrangements for the night and what the morning would bring. Tonight I was to share Ned with Issie. Was I allowed a "go the animal" session two mornings in a row? I was still working out the rules about all these things.
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It was nice to have got a chance to talk to Ellen about what had happened that morning. To have a girl pass out on you as she climaxes is no small thing and I'd been worried about her all day.
She's the doctor and should know what she's talking about. But still, I wanted to double check.
As for her spin on why it all seemed so intense, and more so what she was feeling, that was interesting. I vaguely recall reading somewhere that two very involved people can feel what the other is feeling in the course of very intense sex; but it was the sort of thing you tend to pass off as bumpkin. Anyhow, while there was something making my experience more intense than even that sort of sex is with the other girls, I wasn't sure I could pin it as precisely as that to some sort of transferred or sympathetic stimulation.
If it happens again maybe I'll pay more attention; although frankly when you're as sexually worked up as that, it's difficult to pay attention to anything more nebulous than the wobbling breasts right under your eyes.
Ellen's cross examining me about what I liked about her bikini was awkward. In a way a guy actually likes to talk about these things, but a life time of experience tells you should shouldn't; at least not with the girl wearing it. You're seriously at risk of being accused of objectifying them; or worse.
And yet in Ellen's usual, matter of fact way she got me to spill my guts on the issue. She almost seemed to like the fact they had that effect on me.
Which is just as well because, frankly, the girls had been doing my head in with the bikinis and other clothes they were wearing; not to mention the way they were carrying on while wearing them. It's as if they were oblivious to the fact that, while I might be old by their standards, I was certainly not immune to the charms of young women like them dressed like that and playing with me and each other as flirtatiously as they do.
I'm not really sure what happened. Before all this started Issie would be running around in the bikinis she had then and it barely registered on me. OK, that's a slight exaggeration, it registered, but not 'down there' if you know what I mean.
But with what the three of them are wearing at the moment, it's like every time they walk past I just grow a boner and feel this sexual urge towards them. It's hard to put a finger on why (an unfortunate turn of phrase for the topic perhaps), but their breasts spilling seductively out of their tops, their nipples pushing out what is clearly unlined material and their pants so tight, low slung and form fitting to every part of what they covered that it was more like they're just changing the colour of what's underneath instead of actually covering it is probably part of it. And I'm sure they're often wiggling their butt at me too.
In a way, it harks back to my youth. In my 20's it would be fair to say young women and girls displayed themselves much more than modern ones; and flaunted it too. Topless bathing, crochet bikinis with nipples poking through the open weave and small triangle string tie bikinis were universal. Even the shyest girls would have the most minimal bikinis.
There seems a much greater range these days, with the average being much more modest than the girls of my youth. While you see the sort of swimwear the girls on my boat are wearing on beaches, it's in the minority; maybe 25%, depending on the beach. So to have all three of them dressed like that is a statistically aberrant bonus.
To make matters more difficult they play around – both with me and each other – more like a group of teenagers first discovering their bodies than the mature young women they are. I mean it's delightful to have an attractive barely dressed girl play a game where she grabs something off you and makes you wrestle her to get it back or do similar things to make you handle her or let her sit on you, but I was probably less than 20 when one last did it regularly to me. And now it's a frequent part of every day.
Maybe it's not surprising that, as the youngest, Ellen has taken over the role from Amy as being the most overtly playful and provocative.
And it's not just with deliberate games.
Ellen, having grown up with yachting parents, is the most useful of the crew when it comes to boat engine issues. A good example came from the fact that late in our first full day at Fare I'd asked her to help me adjust the boat motor controls.
The engine bay is accessed by lifting up the companionway stairs to reveal a long tunnel in which it lies. Although there are some side access panels, none of them were of any help in this case. At the back of the tunnel is the gearbox; on top of which is a lever to which the control lines leading down from the cockpit control lever are attached. Branching off this line is one coming to the front of the motor to control the throttle.
I needed her to lean over the engine and turn the gearbox lever to my commands as I adjusted the throttle into sync with it. A guy working with me would have stood beside me. Not Ellen. Dressed in one of her new bikinis, she stood legs apart, her feet straddling the whole width of the tunnel opening and leaving me to work between them.
It wasn't an illogical thing to do. There was barely room for two people side by side and it gave her a wide comfortable stance as she stood straight legged and then bent from the hip to reach into the back of the tunnel over the engine. But it left my natural line of sight as I worked looking straight up close at the tightly sheathed bulge of her mons; a distinct dimple running through it where her crease lay and the width of the material decidedly inadequate to go from upper thigh to upper thigh – instead leaving two delightful strips of crotch flesh running down either side of it.
To top it off, framing that fairly distracting sight in the background were her breasts as they dangled under their own weight from her horizontal torso in a far too small bikini top.
As I leaned back to apply some straight armed pressure to a spanner trying to shift an uncooperative bolt I found my nose virtually in her bum crack; the pulled in centre hem of the pants pulling the material so that it moulded closely against her cheeks.
Making matters worse was the fact that as we worked I was sure I could see a dampness penetrating the gusset of her pants and that dimple running through the centre of it widening and bulging further. Was she becoming aroused? Was it just wishful thinking on my part or just a bit of sweat in the very warm atmosphere? Whatever it was, I finished the job with a raging erection.
While we were in Fare I'd also picked up my one media indulgence; having sent to the harbour I was in the Saturday edition of my favourite Australian broadsheet newspaper. As a fellow Australian, Ellen was also interested in reading it. But as we sat on the settee to read it, she sat close enough to me to not allow any room between us to put the spare sections of the newspaper and then leaned provocatively across me to effect a change of reading material; letting the tip of her breast slide across the bulge of my cock as she did so and generating a predictable enlarging of it.
At another practical level, the girls seem to play games with me in the seating arrangement around the dining table. It's one of those ones where two bench seats frame the table and are only accessible from one end. They always seem to arrange it so that I'm on the outboard end and instead of giving me a chance to stand and let the person sitting next to me slide through, they're sliding across the top of my lap before I can move; grinding their bum against what they must be able to feel as a rapidly forming erection as they go.
This is nothing new. Off and on, Amy and Issie have done it for a while. It's just that Ellen has made almost a competition of it. According to her the gold standard induced erection is a "full horizontal boner". She likes the word boner and has made it the boat's universal language for it.
By that she means, full as in the whole extended length, hard as a rock and horizontal as in it being held by my swimmers perpendicular to my body, preferably pulling the legs seams of my swimmers away from my thighs so they can see through to my balls, instead of growing vertically as a mere bulge in the front of them that peeks up over the waist band. It's better still if it pulls out the waist band too.
From that base point you get the full range of outcomes. A 'partial, semi boner' is less than fully erect one that is only somewhat horizontal. And it's become a game of theirs' to induce them and categorise them; with applause for a gold standard one. And they're not applauding me, they're applauding the girl who induced it.
At afternoon tea, as we shared some treats I'd bought back from Fare, Ellen slid across me at the table, ground and worked her crotch against mine until she'd got the result she'd wanted and then moved into her position. It hadn't taken her long. Immediately Issie looked under the table to announce...
"Hey Ellen, go girl, you got a full horizontal with a ball dangle."
To everyone's amusement and my slight embarrassment.
And all that's before they even start on the grab and wrestle games; whether it be the salt at the table or a spanner while I'm working, every little thing I'm needing becomes an opportunity for a wrestle.
Even while I was reading the paper Ellen decided to playfully grab the bit I was reading and make a run for it only for me to capture the waist band of the back of her bikini as she made to escape, half dragging them down her bum cheeks as I pulled her back where she landed on my lap accompanied by a girly scream from her. Then making a fuss about pulling them back up, she squirmed around in my lap while still trying to keep the paper just out of reach of my outstretched arms.
Having got the sitting equivalent of a full horizontal by the time I'd got hold of the paper, she then sat in my lap with my erection pressed down by her crotch, the end of it pressed up into her crease while she nonchalantly discussed with me the geo political implications of one of the opinion pieces in it.
Of course, whether they get a horizontal or a vertical is largely a function of how the flaccid member was lying in my swimwear before it was...disturbed. But just today Issie decided there was no cheating in turning a vertical into a horizontal by the simple expedient of sticking her hands down my swimmers and readjusting it; bending it almost vertically down to get what she found was a very pleasing outcome.
Do I find it irritating that it now seems even the simplest act can't be performed without some diversion that results in a scantily clad woman all over my body? Probably the way I've framed that question answers it. Come on. I'm on a yacht gently cruising the Pacific. It's not as though time is precious. Most middle aged men would give anything for it to happen just once, let alone multiple times daily.
Even so, I just don't know that it's right for a guy my age to walk around them with a perpetual partial boner. Goodness only knows what they think of me, even if they are clearly looking for the effect. And yet in other ways it was just as well because I'm sure it's that which gives me a shot of whatever hormones I needed to satisfy their not insignificant sexual needs.
And as for the sort of physical performance I needed to put in to satisfy their 'go the animal' requests, it's lucky I'd developed what you might call a degree of match fitness by the time Ellen came along to add her demands. Had a woman asked me to do it a year earlier, it would only have been my premature ejaculation that would have saved me from a heart attack. Now I seemed to cope adequately with both measures of sexual stamina.
I just hope I can keep it up (another unfortunate turn of phrase).
Bed time that night had me sleeping with Issie and Ellen, while Amy got the midships cabin to herself. Of the three of them, Issie by now had the most relaxed attitude to night time contact with me. Don't get me wrong; she wanted me to perform for her in the morning as much as the others. But while we were sleeping, she was less inclined to push herself hard against me.
Ellen was at the other end of the spectrum. Completely coquettish from the moment we retired to the cabin, there would barely be a moment during the night she didn't have an arm over me; especially the early part of it. And if I lay on my side towards her, even if I thought she was asleep, she'd quickly cuddle up tightly against me with my erection weeping pre-cum onto her stomach.
In a way that wasn't surprising, at least by now (had you asked me two months ago, I would have had you committed). They'd all started like that. Ellen was the new girl and I could see she was gently trying to find her space on the boat and that included in my affections.
The irony was, she didn't really need to work that hard at it. I wasn't exaggerating when I'd told her she already had won my passions. That aura of hers was incredible. She just had to be in the bed next to me for me to already feel as if I was violating her body inappropriately enough to induce an erection. Maybe she needed more intimate contact, but for me it was only an incremental degree of extra intimacy.
Issie by nature is not a morning person; by which I simply mean she's a late waker. Ellen I don't really know well enough to generalise yet. She seems to have very restless nights and then fall into a deep sleep just before dawn. Either way, the morning light found me lying awake in the bed with a woman either side of me sound asleep. Which is awkward. I didn't really want to start tossing and turning for fear of stirring them and yet whatever position I was in suddenly became very uncomfortable.
I was even tempted to try and sneak out of bed; although there was no doubt they'd be expecting certain services when they did wake up and I suspected my absence when they woke might cause a moment or two of panic – or at least disconcertedness. After all, since this whole thing started, there'd never been a morning when the wake up romp had been missed.
I eased myself onto my side facing Issie. As I always had, I'd awoken with a morning glory and the anticipation of what was likely to be happening soon enough and the presence next to me of two completely naked women had been enough to stop it going down. Issie, already facing me, stirred. Both her hands were in front of her, resting between us down near her thighs. The lower one slid forward, under my erection. Feeling its presence, she turned her hand over and lazily wrapped her fingers around it, slipping the thumb over the top to spread any pre-cum over the edge of the bell.
The rest of her body gave every sign of still being asleep, but her hand started lightly massaging my swollen manhood. I lay there for a while enjoying the gentle stimulation, but her actions started to stir my loins up. That erection had a lot of work to do before it was allowed a release and I decided it was unwise to let things get too much momentum.
I slowly shuffled my hips forward, Issie's hand bending my erection down just enough that the tip slipped between her legs and against her crease where I felt her guide it to the warm wet void that signalled the opening to her already aroused sex. She lifted her upper leg over my hip and thrust her hips towards me, achieving it that single movement a complete penetration. Yet still the rest of her body did a pretty good imitation of being sound asleep.
It was like her brain was resisting surrendering to wakefulness even as her body surrendered to sexual temptation. Her hips were rocking back and forwards, creating a gentle thrusting movement, with the inward thrust firm enough that I could feel her rubbing her clit on the base of my cock. And yet still, from the waist up, there was not the slightest sign of wakefulness until a wicked sort of smile spread across her still eyes closed face.
I brought my hand up and rested it against her lower breast, feeling out the hardened nipple and tweaking it to an even greater hardness between my fingers. Then I bent my head down and took the other nipple between my lips; flicking it with my tongue.
Her upper hand came over my hips and pulled our bodies closely together, supporting the contact as she rammed her crotch against mine. Her hips movement quickly became more urgent and yet still, as I contorted my eyes to look up at her face, her eyes were closed and apart from that smile, her face apparently at rest.
She was clearly approaching a climax. Notwithstanding her resting countenance, her breathing was fast and furious. And yet it was not the normal screaming Issie; more like a half awake, dreaming of having sex Issie. It was only as she came she let out a long, loud satisfied groan, pushing her crotch firmly against me as her sex spasmened out its contractions around my shaft. Now her eyes opened and she threw her face at me for a passionate kiss.
With a female hand stroking my back – which by a process of elimination meant Ellen was awake and waiting her turn - I was about to withdraw, thinking I'd met Issie's needs, when she rolled herself on top of me and rose up in a reverse missionary, then brought her knees under into a cowgirl position.
She leaned back, letting her work her g spot against the tip of my shaft as she raked it in and out. The routine was a familiar one. The position opened up access to her clit for my fingers and put her nipples just within reach of my spare hand. And by now I knew – even when my own focus was on Issie – that the way her hand went off to the side very likely meant she was in turn fingering Ellen.
This time Issie wasn't so quiet. She was back to the moaning, groaning and eventually screaming out loud enough to wake the whole anchorage Issie. Let's face it. It's wonderful when a girl is that demonstrative about the pleasure you're giving her. It really keeps you hard and going. You can sense – almost share – her build up to the big one in a feed-back loop that swells your cock and makes you work all the harder to get her there.
And it must have been contagious in more ways than one. As Issie built to hers, I was suddenly aware of Ellen arching her back beside me as Issie had induced a climax in her.
As Issie climaxed she threw herself over me, lying on top of me panting and moaning as the contractions of her sex pummelled my manhood.
Issie has always had a somewhat different approach to sharing me in the morning than the others. Amy, especially, likes to loiter on me, letting the other girl wait. Issie is far more likely to take her turn and vacate me for the next; often with words of encouragement.
She finished with a peck on my lips and just before sliding off onto her side of the bunk whispered...
"Go get her stud."
I could only grin. Yes it was good for my ego to be called one; but it wasn't how I thought of myself. But Ellen wasn't going to give me time to think about such trivia. Virtually the moment Issie slid off, Ellen had an arm over my chest clearly pulling me over to mount her. I complied and quickly found myself blanketing Ellen even as Issie opened the condom packet (which still had to be used because Ellen was the only one of us not yet tested and hadn't yet had a script filled for the pill).
As I lifted my hips off Ellen's, Issie slid her hand between our bodies and rolled it on.
The moment Issie backed away, Ellen lifted her mouth to my ear...
"Go the animal on me again."
As I'd dropped my hips back down, the tip of my erection had fallen between Ellen's thighs and quickly found itself pushing against her sex. Even as I answered, Ellen was squirming down, pulling my butt up to have me completely penetrate her, generating a delightful sensation through the length of my shaft.



"But you passed out last time."
"I was just hypoventilating. I'll have to learn not to let it go so far. Just keep going if it happens again. My breathing returns to normal as soon as I'm out and then I wake up."
"But how do I know you're OK?"
"I am. If I don't come too within a minute then you can do something. Before that just keep going. It's not as though there's a rope around my neck or anything."
"But why put yourself in that position in the first place."
"Because it was so intense. I've never had orgasms remotely like that before. It's almost addictive."
Addictive? I'd seen that word applied to sexual hypoxia; the sort of stuff where guys are discovered hanging by a noose, naked and with an erection in their hand. And I knew girls had similar reactions. Is that what this was becoming?
When it had happened yesterday I'd got the sense Ellen wasn't deliberately depriving herself of oxygen, she just got so worked up she was hypoventilating. But now I was left wondering whether she might deliberately try and duplicate the result. I'd never been into that sort of kinky stuff; certainly not with anything that would physically restrict the airway.
But the bottom line was that I was being asked to perform; the sort of performance that can't be faked. It requires me to work myself into an intense sexual passion. With these girls that's not all that hard to do. But I couldn't really afford to have doubts playing in the back of my mind. I decided it was better to embrace the concept. To get even more turned on by the knowledge she was experiencing something so intense if that's how it developed.
But first I had to get started. These things don't usually commence with me just jumping on them and pounding away. She'd already had one orgasm, so it wasn't a cold start. Even so, just for myself I needed to work up to it. That sense I always had about erotically violating Ellen's aura before things even started helped, but it wasn't a whole answer.
I wasn't really going to demur, but the deal was sealed when Issie piped in. Not only could she hear the conversation, she'd had a blow by blow description from Amy of what happened yesterday.
"Do it Ned. I'll monitor her and make sure she's OK."
Taking some of the weight off Ellen's slim body, I started thrusting. Our bodies worked wonderfully together. Ellen's clit gets strongly stimulated on my full penetrations of her; almost like our sexual organs are moulded to be a perfect fit for each other, so that something in the base of my shaft rubs her clit. So I don't have to perform any contortions to have a powerful effect on her.
I find the trick to really getting worked up into a full 'go the animal' is to focus on her body and the feeling in my shaft; almost as if I'm just using her. I can never fully do it because I can't help but worry about them and their enjoyment. But once I get started and see that they're completely into it, then it becomes self-reinforcing. Their passion becomes another thing driving mine.
My first thrust drew a sharp intake of pleasurable breath from Ellen, encouraging me. After three of four thrusts, she was panting and starting to lift her hips up to forcefully push back against me. That helped me really start to get into it; letting myself get completely immersed in the raw sexuality of it.
A strength seems to come with that; one designed to let you ignore pain and do things you would think you cant. I found myself with one arm around Ellen's back, supporting the arch of her body, as I carried the full weight of my upper body and hers on my other arm. There was something highly erotic about having this beautiful woman draped over my arm as I plunged my manhood repeatedly into her; one moment feeling the impact of the thrust almost rag doll her body, the next feeling her own passion fight back against me as she held my shaft on full penetration as she ground her clit against my pubis.
If I noticed that she was starting to tense up and take short breath like she had yesterday, the consequences of that were pushed into my subconscious mind as her palpably rising excitement fed into mine.
With a short strangled cry, she climaxed, tensing further and momentarily freezing her body as I kept passionately thrusting at it. As the peak of her orgasm released her, she started throwing herself back at me with renewed vigour. She'd unleashed her own animal, creating a little battle of sexual wills; hers to hold me in and grind her clit on my pubis, mine to pound her almost unmercifully.
It wasn't a battle you had to win. The mere existence of it was eroticism at its peak; two uncontrolled passions selfishly contesting for dominance of the sexual encounter. The reality was a compromise; the victories going a bit each way. But the imagery of the contest was a powerful one, driving both our sexual arousals to new highs.
Ellen's state of excitement was amply conveyed through the short sharp moans that accompanied every thrust and parry of the contest and the enthusiasm of her physical response. Whether her body was still being wracked by the contractions of her last orgasm or building to the next was a peripheral concern as I kept thrusting away.
I was vaguely aware her breathing was shallow and concentrated on the exhale. I may have even noticed as I stared at her wobbling breasts that her chest's rise and fall was less than normal. But it wasn't where my focus was.
It was only as her tensed up legs started quivering against the inside of my thighs and her moans became staccato, a machine gun like stream of hypoventilated grunts, that I realised she was going down the same path as yesterday.
"Breathe Ellen. Breathe. "
But she didn't register my words. Too caught up in her excitement, her whole being consumed in the throes of her sexual arousal, she got more and more tense, her moans shorter and faster as she repeatedly crashed her clit against the base of my thrusting manhood.
Suddenly she grabbed my butt cheeks with both her hands and held me tightly into her. A long mournful groan escaped her as she ground her clit from side to side against the base of my shaft. The groan rose in pitch; not gradually, but if walking up a series of steps. A sharp exhale of breath until the moan morphed into a long "aaaahahhhhh." With each step, her body tensed further until it was rigid; a steel arch bridge. Her hands held me into a full penetration, as the whole bridge rocked from side to side around the balls of her feet and her shoulder, still rubbing that clit.
There was a final exhaled scream. It was not like Amy's or Issie's where the volume conveyed the message of their excitement. It didn't need volume. There was something in its tone that said a monster orgasm had exploded deep within her and the pleasure of that had rushed into her brain with the force of massive wave.
It lasted maybe a few seconds and then she fell silent, her previously rigid body now limp over my arm, her arms having fallen away from my butt were now drooped onto the bunk by her side. With the pressure of her hands released from my butt, I intuitively started thrusting again. They were desperate, massive thrusts generated by my pent up arousal which rag dolled her limp body across my arm before it dawned on me she'd passed out again.
I had an instant to make a decision. Keep going as she told me to or stop and withdraw? Maybe the animal within me was influencing me too much, but I eased her torso back onto the bunk, lifted myself with both arms and kept going.
Looking down at her chest, I could see past the distraction of her breasts that her chest was now rising and falling.
I never done anything like make love to an unconscious woman before. There was a strange, uncomfortable and very guilty excitement to it. My shaft was warming and my balls had that feeling they were brewing up a storm. I didn't want to go off yet. I wanted Ellen to wake first. It was all too exciting, too nice; not just or even her being unconscious. It was the whole go the animal thing on this woman who responded with such a heightened arousal she passed out.
My hips wanted to thrust even as my shaft was calling for me to hold back. Instead of pistoning in and out furiously I'd changed my motion to one where I maintained full penetration as I jerked against her. If her clit was able to feel anything, it was getting a powerful rubbing as my action raised her hips and rag dolled her body each time, causing her chest to heave.
Her eyes opened. They weren't rolling but not entirely focused either. The previously relaxed countenance of her face started to tighten, as If something was developing deep inside her; something she hadn't yet grasped the implications of.
With a sharp intake of breath, followed by a mighty groan, she climaxed again; the almost surprised look on her face a contrast to the way her body tensed and arched, pushing me up. My manhood was calling time; it was going to go. As her hips sat there suspended off the bunk by the arch of her back, I gave it what it wanted to complete its task, propelling it repeatedly in and out of the warm slippery tunnel of her sex until it exploded in a flood of cum with an orgasm that felt like it blew the brain right out of my head.
All I could do was collapse back down on top of her as the final shudders and mini climaxes of my release wracked my body. I could feel Ellen's sex contracting on my manhood, as if to squeeze out every drop of cum. I was spent. She was spent. For a moment we just lay there.
Then her face broke into a smile, followed by a giggle.
"That was crazy. I've never had orgasms like that before; it was like they were on steroids. I've always wondered why people accidentally hang themselves going solo. Now I'm beginning to understand why. It definitely could be addictive."
Scared that my weight was crushing her, I rolled off into the space between us and Issie, withdrawing as I did. Ellen followed, hitching one leg over mine and covering half my chest as her hand stroked my face. Issie quickly mirrored her; between them burying my body under theirs. As Issie stroked my face too, I could smell her juices on her fingers. I'd noticed that, as she always does, she'd been pleasuring herself while I was banging Ellen.
"I still freak out when you pass out. I don't really want that to be a regular thing."
"I just need to control my breathing better. I still just lose it. How long was I out for?"
"Only 10 to 20 seconds like last time, but it still scares me witless."
"Maybe, but I'm fine Ned. And that orgasm after I woke up nearly blew my mind as much as the one that put me out. I want to stay awake to enjoy the whole of it."
Then Issie piped in.
"Hey Ned, you can't give Ellen that sort of stuff without giving it to us too. You might have to get a bit kinky with us."
I made sure my tone was completely lighthearted. But I knew Issie well enough to know my words had to be clear.
"If you mean put you in some sort of strangle hold, definitely not. I don't want to have to explain to your parents or the police why I had to bury your body at sea. Ellen's is self-inflicted. You'll just have to learn how to hold your breath too."
Issie got all coy on me.
"Just a little bit of pressure?"
"No, definitely not."
She left it at that, but I could tell the issue wasn't going away. I knew Issie well enough to realise she was certainly going to try to hypoventilate like Ellen. If that didn't work for her, the pressure would be on me to put it on her so to speak.
The day ahead was a busy one. Ellen and Issie were to start their diving course and had to be away by noon. But in a way, when I got up that morning, I'd also experienced an epiphany.
I was married for 30 years before my wife passed on. When you're married that long you've long since fallen into a habit of casual groping each other in a way that would get you arrested if you did it to anyone else. I'd recalled it was something we had both got into the habit of in the first flush of our relationship and never stopped; a hand in a crotch or touching up a nipple down the front of her dress, she getting a rise from me by tickling my balls through my pants. It was just something that happened multiple times every day.
I'd never really started that with the girls. Not that I wasn't tempted to.
Until that morning, I'd basically completely surrendered to them the instigation of all sexual contact. I was still getting used to the fact that women that young would really want anything physically to do with me; let alone have me instigate it. Indeed, I almost did the opposite; squeezing myself into as thin a shape as possible as they walk past, jumping out of the dining table to let them get in instead of climbing over me. It was almost telling them I didn't want them to touch me. Which I certainly wasn't.
But their increasing flirtatiousness and playfulness had left me feeling like a prude. I realised they were basically forcing me to touch them up with their games and that I was almost insulting them by not showing any inclination to make the first move.
So I resolved to surrender to my inclinations and, within reason, let my hands and body follow the temptations they put in my way. And in the confines of a small yacht with narrow passageways, tight spaces and three scantily clad women, those temptations came thick and fast.
The first time I was completely obvious in my change was as Ellen approached the dining table. Normally I'd jump up to let her in or shuffle across to make room for her on the outside and she'd have to almost leap on me to stop me. Now I just looked her in the eye as I remained inclined on the bench seat, my arm man spread along the back of it...
"Do you want me to get up or do you want to grind your crotch against my cock?"
She grinned at me.
"The latter."
I sucked my gut in to give her room between it and the table to get onto my lap. She wiggled her butt about to get a reaction, which she quickly got in spades. Then emboldened by my new approach, she put her hand between her legs, pulled my swimwear sheathed erection tightly up into her crease and jiggled back and forwards a few time.
"Just what I like, a full horizontal to play with."
But the other difference this time was that I surrendered to the temptation always offered by the beautiful display of a perfectly postured naked back bisected by that single fragile lower string tie of her bikini top and its delicate bow. I slipped my hand around her chest and inside her bikini top, touching her nipple up into full projecting hardness...
"And just what I like, a jutting nipple to stare at."
I saw Issie and Amy sitting opposite exchange glances with my new boldness. As Ellen slid across into her position she looked back at me with raised eyebrows and a pleasantly surprised look before casting her eyes down and coquettishly pulling aside the top covering the nipple to expose it; leaving it like that while she had breakfast.
But predictably it was Issie who most noticed the change and most directly confronted me on it. I was sitting in the cockpit when she came up to discuss the arrangements for the afternoon. Since she and Ellen would have the tender, Amy and I would be trapped on the boat unless we dropped them ashore or made the effort to get out the secondary tender.
But as she stood talking to me, all I could really focus on was an eyeful of the front of her bikini pants where the tiny patch of material was bisected by this enormous camel toe. Issie of all of them seems to display one more often than the others. Whether it's how she wears them or something about the shape of her crease, I don't really know. But this was a monster. Not a tightly drawn in fold either; more an open valley.
I couldn't help myself. Mid conversation I ran my finger once through the crease, then used the tip of my finger to tickle up where her clit should be a couple of times...
"Sorry, that was just too distracting."
"So, we're no longer toxic sludge are we?"
I looked up quizzically at her. With a bemused, patronising voice and expression she continued...
"We've all noticed and talked about how you seem to be scared of us, almost not wanting to touch us. That's what we jokingly refer to ourselves as...'the toxic sludges'."
"That's a bit rough."
"It's Ellen and her depreciating Australian humour. I thought you'd understand that. But it's not taken seriously. Still you've changed. What happened?"
"I thought I was being respectful in giving you girls the lead. But then I realised I was just being a bore. Mind you, if I overstep the mark I'm happy to be pulled back into line."
"You're good, but have another tickle before I go below to get lunch."
I ran the tip of my finger over the spot a couple of times as Issue squirmed a bit and lowered her weight onto it.
"Is that enough."
"I wouldn't call it enough, but it'll have to do for now."
The early lunch necessitated by Issie's and Ellen's diving lesson passed quickly enough and they were soon disappearing off in the tender. It being her 'private session' day, Amy had made it clear she had plans that didn't require us to get off the boat. As the others drove off, she took me by the hand and led me down to the master cabin.
As she got there, she climbed on the bunk, lay down on her back and spreadeagled herself out.
"Play with me."
At my age I should have known better. But I couldn't help myself.
"What, Monopoly? Poker? Strip Poker maybe?"
Amy growled at me, and the tone suggested she was only half joking, as she slapped me hard on the bottom.
"No, I want you to lust and drool over me as you touch me. Touch me a lot."
Still on all fours, I scanned the length of her body as it lay before me. What wasn't there to lust over?
Right under me were her breasts; delightfully firm orbs thrusting up from her chest; glorious half orange sized projections looking almost too large for her tiny frame and yet not so large as to be unnatural or gross now or in the future. Her tiny bikini top was tied tightly against them, creating the impression they were spilling out from the sides. In the centre of each triangle a nipple projected upward; already of jutting hardness, each was sitting on a delightful swollen plinth of areola; the tightly stretched gossamer material stained by the dark brown colour of what lay beneath.
The slightest turn of my head let my vision trace down her stomach, a stomach devoid of the slightest bulge. Firm, strong and flat as a plank. In the centre of it was her navel; itself a picture of perfection.
Projecting as a straight line from her stomach, her mons stood out as a glorious swollen bulge between the slender thighs; seducing a man with the less than subtle hint of the inviting playground it contained.
Her bikini bottoms moulded tightly to the lower part of it, with just a hint of a crease; the low slung waist permitting a deep bridge between her prominent hip bones which let me see down them and into the contour of her mons as it curved down to meet her thighs.
Running off from there were legs that were strong, straight and delightfully fleshed, while devoid of the slightest hint of fat.
Everywhere her skin was the most perfect coffee colour; absolutely flawless.
That was the trouble with Amy. It was so easy to lust over her body. It screamed of aroused, nubile, fecund sexuality to a point that made me guilt stricken by my desires sometimes.
I brought my head over her face and looked into her eyes. They stared back up to me; doe like. Her face still had a slight hint of sternness about it; residual maybe from any irritation she felt about my playing dumb on the sort of playing she wanted.
"Smile."
"Why?"
"Because I want the woman I love to radiate out through it before I consume her body."



Her face lit up, a broad display of perfect white teeth adorning her soft feminine facial features, the whole of which radiated the depth of her pleasure at those words.
"There she is."
I leaned in to kiss her; gently biting and playing with her lips, rather than thrusting my tongue into her mouth.
"Now I can drool and weep pre-cum all over you to your hearts content."
I kissed down her chin and across the top of her chest onto her right breast, licking and drooling onto the material covering her nipple in the way I knew she liked until it had become almost transparent in its wetness as her nipple rose even further in its hardness; a volcanic peak.
Then I kissed across to her left breast before repeating the process.
My manhood had grown into a full horizontal, stretching out my swimmers almost from the moment I'd taken up the position on all fours next to her; except with my torso itself horizontal, that meant it was pointing almost vertically down.
Amy slid her hand up my thigh and wrapped her delicate fingers around its sheathed circumference sliding them up and down as I proceeded to kiss down her stomach; loitering to pay attention to the purity of her navel before I kissed down to the turn of her mons.
I knew she found the area of her skin between her navel and the turn of her mons particularly sensitive to my touch. Taking my weight on my knees, I used my tongue to push the material of her pants into her crease over where her clit lay while I stroked my hand up and down the length of that smooth flesh; eliciting a coo of satisfaction from her for my efforts. After three of four traverses of that area, I extended my fingers down under her bikini bridge, slipping them along the right side of her mound and down along the outside of her labia; feeling how swollen and open it had become.
I figured Amy wanted to be teased and played with rather than brought to a quick climax so I resisted the overwhelming temptation to finger her clit or sex, instead drawing my hand back up to her navel and repeating the path I'd taken before. As Amy slid her hand into the gap between my thigh and the leg seam of my swimmers created by the stretch of my erection and played with my balls and the bare hard sensitive shaft of my manhood, I brought my head back up to her right breast and took the still covered nipple into my mouth to play with it, fingering the other nipple with my spare hand.
The signs of Amy's arousal were growing. She's perfectly capable of having a nipple orgasm and allowing how gorgeous her nipples and breasts are, giving her one is a lot of fun. Her breathing was becoming faster and she was starting to moan delightfully.
I brought my head back to her left nipple and used my tongue to peel back the material of the bikini top to give myself direct access to the nipple itself, at the same time transferring my hand to the right one; delighting in being able to watch as my fingers tweaked the enlarged nipple through material that had become almost transparent in its wetness.
This time as my hand slipped down her lower stomach, instead of penetrating under her bikini bridge, I slipped it over the top of her bikini pants, pushing the material into her crease as, for the first time, I fingered her clit and then travelled deeper down the now wide opened valley between her swollen labia to feel the opening to her sex.
In only a couple of strokes the material became slippery and wet with the juices flowing from her body. The narrow slot into which it had been pushed had become a wide, deep and very damp crease.
Mind you, her swimmers weren't the only ones wet. Her playing with me had been delightful enough that I could feel my pre-cum flowing fairly easily. As I looked down could see it dripping through the point at which the tip pushed out the material.
I was about to slip my fingers back inside her pants and take them off when her fingers tightened around my hardness, her back arched up and she moaned out an orgasm. I hadn't really intended to bring her to one so quickly; I wasn't sure it fell within the mandate to "play with her", but sort of forgot how sensitive her nipples were. I'd being playing with them as much for my pleasure as hers.
I waited with my fingers pushed firmly but unmoving against her clit and my tongue continuing to flick her nipple until the orgasm seemed to have passed. Then, thinking she'd want me to start the serious sex, I went to move my body to lay alongside her. Instead I found myself clamped in place by the hand she had around my cock, now pulling firmly enough to discourage me from moving.
"Can you please keep playing with me for a while longer?"
"Sure, but should we lose these?" I'd started to pull at the side of her bikini pants, thinking she'd lift her hips to let me take them off.
"Can you leave them on?"
"For now or while we're having sex too?"
"While we're having sex too. But don't worry, you can work around this time; not through them."
She was clearly contrasting between pulling the leg hem aside to penetrate her on the one hand and using my cock to force the gusset of it into her snatch on the other. The former we'd done many times with both swimwear and undies and made little difference to me; the latter only once and it struck me as a bit weird and I didn't think worked very well for her. So I was glad she'd been clear.
"What about the top?"
"Can you leave it as it is?" Which was one nipple still covered and the other pulled aside to be exposed.
But my past understanding of the 'bikini on' sex with her was that she liked the fact it represented uncontrolled passion. In effect suggested there wasn't even time to get undressed; even if sometimes it only consisted of pulling a few strings. A bit like some women supposedly like men to leave their socks on; although I've never struck one who admitted to it. This wasn't that sort of sex.
As I toned things down and gently stroked the flesh of her stomach and lower chest, I had to ask...
"What do you like about your bikini?"
"It makes me feel sexy."
"In what way?"
"I like the way it feels on my body and the way I think it looks on me."
"Do you like being fingered through it?"
"Yes."
"What about when I slip my hand under it to finger you?"
"I like that too. I like a mixture of both."
"Does making you feel as though you look sexy make sex better?"
"Yes. I've seen the way you look at me in them and the effect they have on you. Leaving them on lets me think about that and it makes me more excited."
"You know you look pretty damn sexy naked too?"
"Yes, but we have lots of naked sex. I shouldn't admit this, but naked sex was all I ever had with Frank. He would make me undress myself and present myself naked to him and he never made me feel the slightest bit sexy, so it's a bit tainted. He made me feel as though he was doing me a favour to get excited enough to ejaculate into me. I've never felt – really was never allowed to think of myself - as being as sexy as I know the bikini makes me look. So it's special.
Sorry. I don't want you thinking I'm still damaged by Frank. I'm not. It's more a case of some things carry good feelings and having sex in a bikini is one of them.
Anyhow, I've always thought my lady parts a bit ugly. Frank told me they looked disgusting and while I know it was probably just another controlling thing for him, it's still hard not to be tainted by it."
There were times I wanted to hunt out Frank and beat him to a pulp. He seems to have done everything he could to undermine Amy's confidence as a way of controlling and owning her. But it was something I had to react to; more so since it was just wrong. I'd always found them very sexy, especially as I was watching my cock ram in and out of them.
"I'm not saying I've seen lots of them, but your lady parts are as good as they come. I love giving you oral sex."
"Maybe and I like getting it too. It's not modesty, just an acceptance of nature, but I like it just a little bit more when I've still got my pants on unless that puts you off."
The fact was that Amy in a bikini drove me crazy with desire. Sucking her juices out of her bikini pants as I tongued her clit underneath was just as desirable as doing it naked. Well nearly.
"No, I like both."
Playing with Amy's body was sending my arousal into overdrive. As much as I started playing it down after her orgasm, it was impossible to resist touching up her nipples and running my finger through her crease. They weren't the sole focus of my playing with her but they were once again starting to get increasing attention.
Mind you Amy's playing with me was starting to have a powerful effect too. Her hand was still entering my swimmers through the stretched leg seam. With my extended cock and the full length of her hand all inside the small piece of material that constituted the front of them, things were pretty crowded in there and the stretch capacity of it was being given a good work out. As she slipped her hand up and down the shaft it had the effect of rubbing the tip against the tautly stretched material which was of itself a pretty powerful stimulant.
Amy had gone quiet for a moment but I could actually sense that the conversation until now had been a leader into something else rather than an end in itself. It felt, as they say, as a pregnant pause. When she next spoke, I could detect the uncertainty in her voice.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"Is it... Is it still my body you obsess over?"
The words were dripping with emotion. I knew I had to be careful and this was not a time to banter something back.
"I'm not sure what the question really is."
"Do you obsess about Ellen's body more than mine?"
The question caught me completely off guard. Before Ellen had come aboard the boat, Amy had discussed how she was comfortable with my closer intellectual connection with Issie because she (correctly) sensed how much more physically attractive I found her. 'She has your mind but I have your body', or something like that had been how she put it. I'd known at the time it was something important to Amy. Partly because, in sharing me, it gave her a sense of competitive advantage to equal out Issie's one. But also, as much as she might say she'd got over any damage Frank had done to her, there was still some residual effect. He had undermined her self-esteem and denied her either emotional or sexual fulfilment.
I might be uncomfortable with admitting just how damn sexy and attractive she was to me, but knowledge of that was important to her.
Part of her insecurity might have been because she didn't necessarily conform to the Hollywood beauty standards. She was no Marilyn Monroe; although one might doubt if that is the current standard.
She had what you initially thought was a petite body, because it was built on such a slender frame. But she was actually of normal height. Her body was very feminine in its shape and had a great butt and a delightful turn of her waist with gorgeous light coffee coloured skin and a cute, pretty face with a smile that lights up a room. All of that was beautiful enough; more so because she seemed of a genotype where she'd stay that way for life instead of blimping out like more voluptuous women often do. But capping it were beautifully shaped perky breasts somewhat too big for the rest of her body and a mons that just screamed sexuality.
Actually come to think of it, she isn't really that far off the current crop of leading ladies except maybe in the way she chooses to flaunt herself.
For the first five or so months after joining the boat she'd dressed so shapelessly that I'd barely noticed how attractive she was. That was largely because she hadn't thrown off the dressing habits that Frank had imposed on her. Then she discovered herself and everything changed. It was like she'd discovered both sex and sexuality for the first time at thirty and was determined to make up for everything she had missed. And she'd quickly learnt just how to dress to impress; even if for the most part dressing was a bikini. She intuitively knew how to constantly leave me bent over in a state of arousal and frustration and delighted in doing it.
It seems Ellen's arrival had upset some sort of equilibrium.
The fact was, Ellen was somewhere between the two. Of awesome, intimidating intellect and stunning looks but I hadn't known her for long enough to develop the sort of intellectual connection I had with Issie and while she was tall, slender and very beautiful in a model like way, her body didn't ooze the sexuality that Amy's did. And while I loved Ellen's playfulness it wasn't enough to overcome the arousing power of Amy.
But the whole conversation – indeed the whole thought process – just seemed wrong to me. There's no doubt that men have inner reactions that are real and they can't be supressed; whatever modern political correctness might demand. But you don't have to be that PC to feel that they should remain internal and not be used in some sort of rating system.
Not to mention the fact that feeling of love and close affection override all of that anyway. You only had to see the way she lit up when I said "love" to know how important that was.
But then, you don't have to be that PC to think that sharing a boat with three women you're in very intense sexual and emotional relations with is also somewhat unusual. So maybe it was important for Amy to understand her position. It's easy for me to think she shouldn't worry about such things, but I'm the male at the centre of three girls. I uncomfortably realised I had to accept the girls themselves might have a different perspective.
"No Amy. It feels wrong to be saying this, but your body more than any of the others is the one that drives me crazy with desire. Ellen's beautiful, but if you really want to know whose body I obsess over, it's still yours.
But don't forget there a whole lot of love that goes with that. I love you. Love you a lot and that's for reasons that go well beyond your body or the sex we share. That love is as important to me as anything else; more so."
"I know. But it still makes me feel good to know I have that power over you. But why? Ellen's tall and stunning. How can you still say you obsess about my body more?"
The tone of the question was neither whiny nor aggressive. Its delivery was more like a question in a TV quiz show. However, it did physically manifest itself with a more aggressive playing of my shaft. What had been a very pleasant stimulation suddenly started to cause my balls to boil. If I stopped her straight away I might have prevented a climax; but then I'd have gone off like a cheap cracker the next time she touched it.
I hung there. Momentarily motionless and silent. Amy detected, either in my face or a swelling of my cock as I tightened it to try and delay my climax, what was happening.
"Are you about to go off?"
All I could do was nod. It was too late. The pleasure had built to a point I didn't want to stop. There might still be 20 seconds or so on the clock, but the stop button wasn't going to work. Penetrative sex would have to wait until I recovered; this one had left the station.
In a flash Amy had whipped my shaft out the side of my swimmers and brought her head over to put half its length into her mouth. She'd only managed to slide her lips from there to its tip twice before it arrived. With a deep groan I emptied my balls into her mouth.
Unhurriedly, she waited until all the ropes had been delivered, swallowed the output, then licked the tip until the firmness of my erection had all but disappeared; leaving my cock dangling out the side of my swimmers.
"Was that nice?"
"It was beautiful, but you didn't have to do it."
"I wanted to. I don't get to give you head very often compared with how often you do me."
"That's just because I can't have multiple climaxes like you and we can usually put my erection to better uses."
"Well I hope your good for a second this afternoon. What do I have to do to get it back up?"
"What you're doing is just fine. It will just take a while. I'm not 18 any more."
"No saying! Will this help?"
Amy turned over onto her stomach. Lifting her lower legs at the knees to give her room, she twisted herself around until a leg fell either side of me. Then with her legs still spread wide, she folded her knees under her, raising her bum up almost into my face; twerking it a bit. I let out a little groan of visual pleasure. That's the thing about Amy; from nearly any angle she has a body that drives you crazy.
Like the rest of her, her butt was firm, nicely fleshed and rounded without being big or fat. The Brazilian cut of her low slung bikini bottoms had been drawn in to the fold of her bottom; highlighting its delightful curves with just enough butt crack peeking over the top to tease. But with her legs apart and her bum raised like that, what immediately drew the eye was her mons; a prominent bulge hanging down between her legs. The narrow strip of bikini bottoms covering it was stained by her wetness and moulded into the wide line of her aroused crease. I couldn't help myself. I traced my finger through the crease; loitering over her clit and rubbing it gently. Now it was Amy's turn to purr.
I'd squatted down on my haunches as she'd moved into position; which was why her butt and mons were so in my face. As I rose up on my knees, my cock felt more pressure from the legs seam of my pants out of which it was dangling. I didn't share Amy's desire to keep my swimwear on. Making as little fuss or movement as I could, I slipped them down my legs.
Still rubbing her clit, I knelt close behind her; my pubis and flaccid cock pushed delightfully into the fold between her bum cheeks. The view over the top was no less inspiring than that I'd had looking straight between her legs. Her firm muscular back, the flawless tanned skin interrupted only by the skinny string ties of her bikini top tightly bound with their fragile bows and the cascade of dark hair spread femininely across her shoulders and spilling onto the bunk.
How distracting I found those bows every time she walked past; the large loops, the loose ends dangling in a lengthy spiral. All it would take is one pull to expose those glorious breasts to my view. Yes I got to play with their nakedness every day as we had sex. I'd seen her running around naked with them on full display for two days while we were at sea. Yet it was never enough. Those ties teased me every time she was wearing it.
Already I could feel a rush of blood knocking on the door of my flaccidness. It wasn't getting in yet; I'm not going to claim to be a superman in the refractory stakes. But it was wanting to.
Amy was responding to my continued rubbing of her clit by in turn sliding her butt up and down, squeezing it to capture the limp member jammed between her cheeks and moving it up and down.
Like most guys, I'm not one who's full of conversation while I'm having sex. And normally Amy is moaning too much to do much talking herself. But today seemed to be different. With the boat to ourselves, plenty of time and an issue that was clearly bothering her, she seemed to have no trouble talking between moans; and even between orgasms. Multitasking I suppose.
"You didn't answer my question."
"What?"
"What it is about my body that lets you say it's more distracting than one as beautiful as Ellen's?"
"I hope you're not sorry you asked her aboard."
By now I had slid my spare hand between her chest and the bunk and was tweaking her nipple. She'd let out a little moan of pleasure when I'd started, but that didn't distract her from what she wanted to talk about.
"No, it's a lot of fun having her here. The boat is better for it. But that's not to say I don't have insecurities. I've seen how you look at her in her new 'fuck me' bikinis. You know I helped her pick them?"



"Her what?"
"Fuck me bikinis. Haven't you heard us refer to them before? They're meant to - how do I put it - attract your attention in a carnal sort of way."
"Well you are all succeeding in that. I didn't know you were doing it deliberately."
"Shit yes. We might be competing for your attention but we have a shared interest in keeping you at your peak. But you still...hang on...ooooohhh...mmmmmm...aaarrr..oh shit..AAARRRR."
Amy fell silent for a minute, savouring the after effect of her orgasm. If her past performance was anything to go by, they were likely to come think and fast after this.
As it passed I started stroking her clit again before slipping my fingers under the leg seam of her pants, penetrating her with my thumb to rub firmly against her g spot while my fingers now stroked the naked wet flesh of her swollen clit.
But she was right. I hadn't answered her question. It wasn't that I didn't have an answer, it was just that it made me uncomfortable to talk about it. If I was hoping that keeping her in a constant state of near orgasm would distract her I was sorely disappointed.
"You're still dodging the question though."
"That's because I can't answer it without objectifying you; or at least certain parts of you."
"Which is exactly what I'm asking you to do."
"But how do I weave into that how important my feeling for you are in all of that."
"Don't. I believe what you say about that all that because I feel the same way. But that doesn't stop me from needing to know that you really do obsess about my body more and the only way I can know they are more than just meaningless words is to know exactly why."
"Why do you think?"
"I might guess some things, but I don't want to give you answers. Oooohhhhh, that's nice Ned...ooohhh, really nice...keep doing it...I really need to hear your answers."
I'd been deliberately intensifying my stimulation of her, hoping the question would go away. But I could see it wasn't going to. She had me all afternoon. I'd have to face up to it eventually.
"To put it in one line, because your body is more sexually suggestive."
"In what way?"
I groaned a little bit; partly pleasure as her butt twerking stimulation of my cock was having more than a little effect, but largely at a recognition I was going to have to go into details I really didn't want to.
"OK, if you really need to know. Your breasts are not just bigger, they're perfect. Perfectly shaped and perfectly sized to be sexual beacons on your body. I can barely take my eyes off them. You've got an absolutely perfect butt that drives me crazy and skin that's just this beautiful flawless colour. But do you know what really drives me wild and makes you stand out?"
"No, what?"
"The way your perfectly flat stomach continues in a straight line down to the turn of your mons. That slightly swollen look to your mons just screams out sexuality. I'm not sure I can put it any more plainly than that; but I'm not really comfortable about having to describe it like that either. It sort of suggests it's all about sex or my love is conditional, and it's not."
The fact was, I could have gone on. But I had no desire to do so. It should be enough to answer her question. I wished I could see her face to judge her reaction. But the words that came back to me were light-hearted; more so than the ones used to extract the information in the first place.
"Good, that's what I wanted to hear. Now stick your cock in and get started."
Amy had felt that my boner was back as a result of her twerking. I pulled aside the gusset of her pants and bent my cock down to find it slid easily into her well lubricated sex. She rose on all fours, moving her body back and forwards along the length of my erection; each time grinding herself against my pubis as she achieved maximum penetration.
I used one hand to tweak the naked nipple, the other wrapped around her thigh to massage her clit through her soaking pants.
Amy had from the outset started by controlling my penetration of her and I was happy to let her continue to do that; kneeling in a fixed position as I watched her delightful butt come towards me and slide away again, savouring the feeling of the movement of her wet snatch along my hardened cock. I could feel her adjusting her motion; dropping her butt a bit and angling her body up. The firmer pressure on the front of my shaft told me she was probably raking it against her very sensitive g spot – or at least as much as she could achieve in that position.
Almost immediately, you could tell it was working; raising her excitement level from 'that's really nice' to 'I'm about to cum'. For Amy that meant many things, but the most obvious one was vocal. Loud moans turned to screams as she rammed her butt back against my pubis with increasing force. The gentle grinding on full penetration was gone; completely replaced by her vigorous thrusting. The hand I had on her clit could barely keep in contact as she moved to the point that in the end I just extended my finger and let her slide her clit along it as she moved back and forwards.
"Oh my god...yes...yes...aaahhhhhh...ooooohhhhhh...shit that's good...oooooooooooohh."
She'd gone off like a bomb in a typical Amy orgasm. The sort that reverberates around the anchorage and makes everyone stare at you the next time you're on deck. The moans and groans continued for minutes as she kept stimulating herself; until she was left hanging off my cock in a seeming state of motionless exhaustion, still purring out her pleasure. All the while her contractions kept pummelling my shaft.
She pulled herself out and as I continued to just kneel there and watch her, turned herself around on all fours until she was facing me; lifting her head up to kiss my lips and exposing to my viewing pleasure the dangling beauty of her breasts as she gave me a smile that lighted up the room and my heart. As she rose up onto her own knees, she embraced me to support herself and pull our bodies closer until we were in a tight embrace, her tongue aggressively invading my mouth.
"Your turn Ned. Do what you want with me."
There's one type of sex I've always loved with Amy; above all the others. Her light, slender, sexualised body made it almost orgasmic just to contemplate it.
Reaching behind her back I pulled the lower tie on her bikini top.
"Can this come off now?"
I didn't wait for an answer. I had it pulled over her head before she could speak. I eased her back onto the bed, positioning myself between her folded up legs.
"It's time for these to come off too."
I'd already slipped fingers under each side of the waistband of her pants. They were soaking wet with her juices and plastered against the features of her aroused sexual anatomy. The reveal was a delight – it always was, especially in its aroused state. I don't know why Amy felt it was ugly; except for Frank's insidious indoctrination of her. She was shaved clean; the skin of the same beautiful colour tones as the rest of her body. Her crease was open and inviting, the dark hole of her vagina almost anxiously awaiting the arrival of my cock as her swollen bud peeked out from its hood.
Lifting her legs up, I slipped her pants quickly down them and cast them aside.
Amy knew what I wanted. With her feet flat on the ground and knees bent either side of my hips, she lifted her crotch up to be level with my balls as I knelt there. I bent my shaft down and watched with delight as I saw its hardened length disappear easily into the warm wetness of her willing snatch.
As I placed my hands around her waist to support her weight, Amy lifted her feet off the ground and folded her legs along the side of my chest, deepening the penetration. She's all of 50 kg. With more than half her weight supported by her head and shoulders as they still rested on the bed, she wasn't a burden to hold.
Far from arching her back upwards, Amy let her torso slump back onto the bed, opening up the angle between our bodies. That gave me a spectacular view of the base of my cock entering her vagina and of her swollen bud, emerged from its hood and glistening between her open labia. But more than that, it exaggerated the sexuality of her body. As her stomach retracted under gravity into a concave curve, her mound seemed to grow like an engorged sexual beacon.
It seemed like the slenderness of her lower torso should be barely able to hide the length of my inflated hardness entering, as it was, at an acute angle. I constantly found myself looking to see if the tip was raising a bump in her stomach.
And, where her upper chest rested on the bunk, there rose up towards me her gorgeous breasts. Swollen in her excitement they were capped by jutting nipples of sculptured perfection. Even as I momentarily knelt there with my manhood already delightfully penetrated into the depths of her body, they teased me with her carnal eroticness; made me ache with desire for her.
Already near bursting with sexual excitement, the anticipation of the near constant streams of orgasms that experience told me she would experience as my bent down shaft firmly raked across her g spot brought my arousal to almost intolerable heights. And all of this before I'd even withdrawn to take my first thrust.
I looked down to watch as my cock withdraw from her body; its rigidity glistening with her juices. Amy closed her eyes and let out a little moan as I brought it out far enough for the tip to slide with a strong pressure against where I knew her g spot was.
Slowly at first I started the thrust back in; watching her snatch suck up my manhood again, mentally picturing it as the tip once again pushed against the delicate structure of her g spot. Then from the time it was about half way in I accelerated; deliberately crashing my pubis into her crotch and following through enough to cause her shoulders to roll on the bunk cushion and her breasts to wobble seductively on her chest, all of which caused Amy to arch up momentarily and let out a little 'aahhhh' of pleasure.
It was time to get serious about getting Amy stirred up again. Withdrawing again, I delivered a series of shallow, short, sharp thrusts; rolling the tip of my cock back and forwards across her sensitive g spot while delighting in the visual effect of the play of my erection into and out of her body.
Amy gives great, if somewhat profane, feedback...
"Oh god Ned, that's beautiful...there... a bit deeper...ooohhhh that's nice...shit, that's great...oooohhhh...harder...ooohhh...ooohhh...more...oh shit, oh shit..."
And then comes her climax...
"AAH...AAH...SHIT...SHIT...OH FUCK...OH MY GOD...AAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH..."
With her legs off the ground, all she could really do is tense up her body, the concave slump of her torso instantly converting into an arched up one as she pushed firmly against my kneeling figure as her climax rolled on...
"Oh god...oh god... that's beautiful...oh...oh...hhhmmmmmmmmmmmm."
It was about at that point Amy slumped back into her concave presentation and I went back to delivering fully penetrating thrusts. If this was anything like previous sessions, Amy's climaxes would just keep rolling on and I'd have trouble picking the start of a new one from the end of the previous one except for those she arched up for again. For a guy who really gets his rocks off seeing the girl he's with climax, Amy is a dream come true. Mind you, all the girls are pretty good in that area, but Amy's well out in the lead.
And so she proved to be this time.
Of course, because I really do get my rocks off seeing Amy climax, that sort of performance by her tends to shorten my own endurance. There are times that you know an orgasm is going to be a monster well before you have it. This was going to be one of them.
The whole swollen length of my shaft started developing this warm pleasurable glow that grew with every thrust until if felt like it was going to spontaneously combust. All the while it felt like my balls were percolating; priming the pump for the moment they would boil over and hose out Amy's snatch with my cum.
I'm not usually anything more than a loud grunter. This one blew away any inhibitions and left me sounding more like Amy. With the first squirt I was compelled to bend over double with the pleasure of it. Almost crying...
"Oh my god...aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh..."
But it was little different as the next three, four – I lost count – ropes were delivered. The most intense burst of brain exploding, cock splitting pleasure which left me frozen in position as the ecstasy of it rushed through my body accompanied by a slowly descending orchestra of noise...
"aaaaaahhhhh...oooooohhhhhhhh...mmmmmmmmmmmm."
Finally I was left there, my body on orgasmic auto pilot as I repeatedly shuddered through little mini sub-climaxes; one moment short thrusting my still hard cock in and out of Amy's contracting sex, the next holding it still as I felt as though little droplets of intense pleasure were rushing down the centre of my shaft to join the pool of cum that was already washing against her cervix until I was squeezed dry.
Completely spent, panting in exhaustion, I felt an overwhelming desire to be close to Amy, to lay in full contact with her as I wrapped her in my arms. Somehow I managed to get her laid out flat on the bunk and me on top of her without losing my penetration of her. Then I rolled us both over, leaving her draped over the top of me like a blanket, her legs outside mine.
I'm sure I'm not the only guy who finds that how long his erection persists after a climax is in a large part governed by the quality of the climax. This one wasn't going anywhere quickly. It might not be good for another session, but lying as it was deep in the embrace of Amy's delectably warm body, it was still sensitive enough to be capable of conveying to my brain a physical pleasure worth several lesser orgasms.
We were overcome with the passion of the moment. Amy and I kissed and pashed, deep thrusting our tongues into the mouth of the other, pecking at each other's' lips and cheeks all the while squirming our bodies against each other as if we were somehow trying to merge them into one until, finally, the passion spent itself and we were left lying quietly contemplating the erotic delight of our full body contact with the other.
And still a swollen remainder of my erection penetrated Amy's sex.
I've always loved having the girls lay on top of my as they enjoy their little post colitis rest; better still if they fall asleep. If I'm lucky I might, like this time, still have my manhood embraced in her body. But even if it's gone flaccid and a pool of my own cum and their juices is collecting in my pubic hair, there's a wonderful feeling of having this firm, young, ever so feminine flesh pushed against me.
With Amy there's the additional delightful sensation of her breasts squashed up against my own chest.
The time I'd spent with her had been revealing; indeed it had been a revealing 24 hours. Ellen's insistence that I tell her what I found sexy about her new bikini had given me a mere initial insight into some of the emotions the girls were feeling as the polygamous relationship had been expanded to include her.
The discussion with Amy had done a lot more than that; especially in revealing the longer term effect of her relationship with Frank. She insists quite firmly that she's not damaged, and in many ways she's right. It was by her own initiative she fought her way out from under his abusive influence. And yet it is clear there are still insecurities he's generated that bedevil her.
I found myself torn. To find yourself sexually obsessing over the body of a young woman like her who's recently escaped from a controlling relationship seems just wrong; and a bit abusive in itself. And yet what she desperately wants from me is reassurance that she is beautiful and obsessively desirable – even more so than the other girls - because that's a big part of what she was denied by Frank. In a way it's lucky the truth gives her what she wants. I never was a good liar.
But I do worry that too much of her emotional needs might be tied up in that. Bodiess age and figures mature; even by degrees. I know she eats well at the moment, but I'd hate to think that in the future she'd indulge in some sort of anorexic behaviour to keep up with the looks of girls half her age.
There's this really strange dynamic between the girls. They are best friends and get on like a house on fire. And yet, underlying that is something competitive in their needs from me. Partly driven by insecurities, partly from not wanting to be an underdog in the relationship.
As for the whole 'fuck me' bikini thing, it does sort of explain how tactile the girls have become. If nothing more, better understanding that will let me just go with the flow and enjoy it.
Peeking across to the clock on the wall, I noticed it wouldn't be that long before the others returned. Even as we'd laid silently lost in our thoughts, the time had passed so quickly. Given all that was happening, I didn't really think it was a good idea for them to find us in bed. Sure, it was Amy's turn for a private fuck and they'd be in no doubt she'd got one, but it was probably better for them not to have confirmed we'd spent so much of the time they were away doing it.
Amy was still resting quietly on my chest; her light body rising and falling delightfully with every breath I took. Reluctantly I patted her on her butt...
"It's time to get up. Would you like to help me sand down the cockpit table for varnishing?"
The choice was a little tactical. It was on my to do list, but it was outside. I just thought it better the girls found us working away on the boat in full view as they motored towards us. I rolled over, easing Amy onto the bunk and sliding myself out from under her, unable to stop myself from taking one last brush of my hand across her beautiful nipples as I pulled my arm out from under her. Donning my swimmers I left Amy to get herself together and I went and got the sanding gear from the boson's locker.
Once up on deck I took a quick dive over the transom to rinse off. It had been a hot and sweaty tryst and I thought it better to wash the smell of sex off my body before the others got home; not least off my manhood which I stuck my hand down my pants to give a good rinse.
Back up on deck and comfortably dried off, it was about five minutes before Amy joined me in the cockpit. She had on a different bikini, but as far as I could judge, it was as much a 'fuck me' one as the other. In fact, now I was aware of the standard, it occurred to me I hadn't seen her in one that wasn't since the early days of our sexual relationship. She'd rinsed the old one and proceeded to tie it on the rail to dry.
"Would you like to sand the underside while I do the top, or we could do it the other way around?"
She grinned wickedly at me. "No I'm happy to be the one to go down."
I'd collected a few cushions for her to lie on and she spread them on the floor under the table; adjusting them to give her as much comfort as possible. Then I watched as she donned the safety glasses and laid on her back to squirm under the table, her breasts wobbling delectably as she shoulder walked into place, leaving me with a view of her body from the navel down. It occurred to me she really didn't need to have any concerns about me obsessing over her body. I could barely pull my eyes away from that beautiful mound which lay there right under me, the 'fuck me' bikini pants moulded tightly to it but not quite big enough to fully cover it; exposing the flesh of the mound next to her golden thighs and at the top where it merged into her sculptured stomach with just a hint of a crease running down the centre of it.



I'd spent half the afternoon pounding that mound and yet already I could feel a slight firming of my manhood just from that view of it.
Still there was work to be done and I tried my hardest to concentrate on it. The underside needed only a light sand, but the top was badly sun affected and I needed to strip back most of the old varnish.
To try and make myself comfortable, I'd put a few cushions on the cockpit seat where I was working, raising my bum to the point I could rest the top front of my swimmers against the table and tilt my torso comfortably over it. I'd done this job before and knew that standing up and leaning over was really hard on the back, but so was sitting on the seat and leaning forward into it. This was a much more comfortable compromise, even if I had to tuck my feet closely into the side of the seat and spread my knees wide apart so as not to intrude on Amy's space.
It wasn't that long before I felt Amy's hand brush against my swimmers and their still only partly flaccid contents. That mound was still a distraction, especially as her body rocked gently with her sanding motion causing her mound to move in a most beckoning way. The touch caused a reaction; although whether it was enough for her to notice, I couldn't tell. But with the way I'd stacked the cushions, it wasn't that easy for me to change positions.
"Am I in the way?"
"No."
She brushed against it a couple more times. By now the response of my manhood was obvious.
"Are you sure?"
"Yep, I can work around it."
She brushed it twice more, achieving in the process a full horizontal. The tip of my erection was pushing firmly into the underside of the table and I could feel the breeze blowing through my swimmers where the leg hems had been pulled away from my legs. Because I hadn't tied off the drawstring, the waist band of my swimmers had also disappeared under the table and was now stretched well away from my lower stomach. I'd given up worrying about whether I was in the way. She had the whole table to work on. This was obviously a game. I just tried to go with the flow as I kept sanding the top surface.
Her fingers wrapped around my sheathed member and pulled it down from the underside of the table. I could sense her other hand sanding the area it was previously in contact with.
"Are you sure I'm not in the way?"
"Yep, I've got it under control."
As she continued to hold my erection down, I felt her other hand, sandpaper and all, thread itself through the open leg hem of my swimmers, go over my erection and out the other leg hem. Then, letting go with the hand holding it down, she kept sanding, her forearm sliding against the upper surface of my hardened shaft.
"Am I safe down there?"
"Wadda mean?"
"Well, sandpaper and male members don't go that well together."
"So you say. Have you ever thought a nicely textured surface might be better for us girls?"
"I think nature knows best in these things."
"Maybe, or maybe a bit of experimentation wouldn't go astray."
Any answer I had was cut short as I felt her tongue lick against where the tightly drawn material of my swimmers moulded against my ball sack, followed shortly thereafter of the feeling of them being drawn into her mouth.
"Hhhmm, salty. Nice. I told you swimwear and sex go well together."
Her tongue was playing gently and oh so delightfully around the curvature of my balls as I sensed them held in her mouth almost by a sucking action. A hand pulled firmly at the waistband of my swimmers, drawing it out over the end of my erection and then gently bringing it back against my ballsack before momentarily taking it out of her mouth to let her expose its nakedness. Then the bare flesh of it was back in her mouth as her hand gripped my shaft and she tea bagged me.
After playing her tongue against my balls for a few moments, she took them out of her mouth. Next thing I knew, her lips were parting themselves around my erection, sliding all the way down it until she had deep throated me.
Oh god, it felt nice. Maybe not as nice as having it buried deeply in her snatch, but pretty nice just the same. It had been a fair while since she'd really deep throated me; since virtually the start of our sexual relationship. As she'd said earlier, with the demands on my erection and my mature age refractory rate, it seemed they were too precious to waste on a mouth ejaculation.
As she pulled it back out her mouth I heard her pipe up from under the table...
"I'm going to bash my head on the underside of the table if we do it here. Unless you fancy finishing by deep throating an unconscious woman, you're going to have to slide down a bit for me to keep going."
I slid forward to let my bum drop off the edge of the cockpit seat. Initially I'd intended to stop myself on my elbows to leave me suspended half over the side. But I'd missed catching myself on the way down, ending up with my butt on the cockpit floor with Amy's hand still wrapped around my naked shaft and her grinning countenance right in my face.
Sitting across the cockpit floor like I was gave little room for anything, so I squirmed around until my upper back rested against the binnacle stand, which gave me room to angle my torso away from the vertical and run my legs out lengthwise along the floor. Never having for a moment released her grip on my erection, Amy knelt straddling my legs down near my feet. With a final screwed up facial grin, she leaned forward and buried her head in my lap.
Again I felt her lips circle the tip of my erection, her tongue swirling around the bell. She slipped it about a third of the way in, her tongue pressed firmly against the underside, then held it there as her tongue rubbed up and down against it.
All the while I couldn't help admiring the view along her raised back; the little bit of bum crack emerging from her taut low slung pants, those teasing twirls of her bikini top ties just begging to be pulled to release her beautiful breasts from the slings that bound them and that glorious, ever so perfect, golden skin.
As she pulled it out again and held the tip to her lips, I could feel her forming saliva in her mouth and depositing it on my shaft. I ran my hands through her soft locks of hair, being careful not to suggest any sort of controlling downward pressure on her head.
Suddenly she plunged my hardness back into her mouth again, her lips tightly pressing against its firm flesh. All the way it went until her lips came up against the base of my shaft. I could feel the tip compressed as she brought it into the back of her throat. How she didn't gag doing that I'll never know.
Again she did it, and then again. The feeling was beautiful and yet in the back of my mind I couldn't help but wonder whether she really enjoyed deep throating me like that; feeling some guilt about her possible discomfort to give me pleasure. I almost found myself willing my body to a quick climax to bring it to an end.
And yet that was the last thing likely to happen. It was like a beautiful massage; full of lovely sensations, but not yet causing my balls to boil and my shaft to burn with an impending climax.
Engrossed in my own pleasure, it was only then I realised she had the crotch of her bikini pants pushed firmly against my foot, rubbing it up and down with every plunge. In a way realising this was a two way exchange made things much better. I stiffened the line of my foot, giving her a firmer object to push against while turning it slightly so she had the narrower ridge of the line between my big toe and my ankle to push more deeply into her crease and against her clit.
I also brought my hands under her chest to play with her nipples, knowing how exquisitely sensitive they were in helping her to an orgasm. Slipping my fingers inside her bikini top, I found them already jutting but enjoyed the way they hardened and projected further to my touch and playing with them.
The deep plunges continued, one after the other. Just once she seemed to come up for breath; an interlude where again she took a couple of shallower penetrations and time out to saliva up my shaft. And then down it went again.
But the silence that until that time had only been broken by little grunts of pleasure from me started to be broken by her own moans. Suddenly I could sense her legs tense up and almost start to quiver as the rubbing of her crotch on my foot became faster; no longer just in sync with every plunge. Her moans got louder, even if they were sometimes suddenly cut short with a brief gurgle as my shaft rammed into the back of her throat.
As she climaxed, her lower body tensed and pushed firmly down on my foot while prolonged moans of pleasure formed around a shaft which was still held half in her mouth. As her own orgasm finished, Amy started the plunges again, faster and almost more furiously than before. But they were having a stronger effect on me now. Seeing Amy get so aroused had been contagious. Even before she'd climaxed, my shaft had become more sensitive; a little percolating feeling in my balls and a warming of the front of my hardened manhood signalling I'd crossed a threshold into a building orgasm of my own.
Largely autonomously, but partly given to Amy as a signal she was really making things boil and her ordeal - if that's what it was – would soon be over, my own grunts were becoming louder and faster. It was nice; really, really nice. With Amy doing all the work I just sat there; a mere passenger on the train of my own approaching release.
"I'm going to cum."
I felt the ecstasy of my seed rushing up my shaft where it seemed Amy had positioned herself to have it injected directly down her throat; rope after pleasurable rope of it. As she sensed my climax had passed and my manhood started to soften, she released my shaft from her mouth and wrapped her arms around my waist as she buried her head in the side of my lap.
I stroked her glorious hair, uncertain as to what to do or say; my usual discomfort with this moment multiplied by my guilt at what I thought was a somewhat asymmetrical giving of pleasure. Knowingly or not, it was Amy who released me from my dilemma.
"Well, we'd better get back to work on the table. The others will be back soon."
She knelt up just outside the table, looking in at me, my flaccid cock still hanging out of the waistband of my pants.
"You're in my way."
I took the hint and moved back to my starting positions sanding the top of the table; enjoying watching Amy lie back down and shoulder walk back under it. And there I got to watch all over again her delightful little mound, barely covered by her fuck me bikini pants sticking out from the end of the table and jiggling up and down as she sanded underneath. Some days are just diamonds.
It was about half an hour before the other girls motored up in the boat's tender; excited by having completed their first scuba diving class. Still, for all their high spirits, their questions and looks made it clear they knew that Amy had got a good banging in their absence. I could detect Issie looking at the front of my swimmers for cum or juice stains.
It had been Amy's turn for a one on one today so in a way they had nothing to complain about. But these classes were going on for a week. I decided that it might be wise for me to find some reason to spend the afternoon in town while the girls went to tomorrow's class.
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The next week in Fare passed quickly as Issie and Ellen did their diver's certificate.
On those days Amy wasn't entitled to a one on one, I was careful to make sure we had a reason to spend the afternoon ashore while the others were doing the course. No one had said anything, but I just wanted to make sure there was no reason for any jealousy to creep into the equation. I was increasingly finding that open communication and ensuring everyone felt fairly treated were both critical to making the relationships on board the yacht work.
During this time, Ellen also took the chance to get herself tested for STI's and when that came back with an "all clear" it was one less complication in the personal interactions on the boat.
Once they got their diving certificates the girls were pretty keen to give it a go. The next day Ellen and I were back at the dive shop hiring the two extra sets of gear we'd need if the four of us were going to dive at the same time.
When we got back to the yacht, the extra two sets were loaded aboard. By the time the four humans were added on top of that, the poor RIB tender was clearly overloaded. Fortunately we didn't have far to go and the harbour was calm. I just hoped the gendarme didn't intercept us first.
Once we were anchored, gearing up in the small space was no easier. Still we got there even if we did decide that easing ourselves into the water was safer than the usual backflip; since if we misjudged our coordination the RIB would certainly capsize. The only thing that really seemed strange at the time was Ellen turning to the other girls just before she put the regulator in her mouth and saying something like...
"OK girls, don't forget about the incompressibility of water."
The waters of Fare harbour quickly reminded us of why this was such a great dive spot. The coral was absolutely beautiful, the water crystal clear and we'd timed the dive to avoid any currents. Amy had the GoPro running collecting footage for YouTube and the Blog page; the girls happily allowing - indeed encouraging and playing to - the sort of sexualised filming with a David Attenborough background that one might question the political correctness of these days. They certainly enjoyed the attention and consequential sponsorship the sites attracted. And fortunately the former didn't seem to verge into the creepy very often.
Issie made sure Amy was in front of the camera as much as behind it, having Amy swim over the camera while she got what seemed to me obscenely close shots of her impressive cleavage and down her bikini-bridge with the sun sparkling on the water surface over her.
I hadn't being paying much attention and had drifted ahead of the girls while we passed over a sand patch between the coral groups.
Suddenly I felt a hand come up between my legs and cup my manhood, quickly followed by a multitude of hands grabbing me around the waist and hips. Before I knew it I had been turned face up and one of them fully deflated my compensator vest so they could force my back down onto the sand.
By the time the tank on my back touched bottom, the erection that had exploded with the first manhandling of me, had been exposed by my swimmers being pulled half way down my thighs. Mind you, it was way more than the cupping of my cock that had exploded it. In these sensitive times I need to choose my words carefully least they be confused with more emotional words, but when you suddenly realised you're about to be pack sexually mugged by your three gorgeous, scantily dressed lovers, the surprise isn't the erection, it's that you're not leaving a trail of premature cum through the water before they even start.
Three female bodies were standing straddling me offering me delightful views of their taut bikini crotches; one of them bending down undoing the strap securing my tank around my waist to fully expose my torso while the others were struggling to take their fins off.
All three of them initially sat on me. Amy's breasts floated right over my field of vision as she stroked my hair and face and pinned my arms by my side while the others played with various parts of me and all three rocked back and forwards on my torso; presumably arousing themselves.
Then I felt one of them shuffle back until whoever it was had herself sitting over my hardened cock. As it was embraced by the warm feeling of a half circle of flesh I first recognised it was being pushed into the lady's crease and shortly thereafter that what I was feeling was in fact nakedness.
Issie's distinctive olive skinned hand circled around Amy's flank and exposed her right breast by pulling the bikini top aside and tweaking her nipple; which apart from anything else let me know it was Ellen sitting over my cock. I watched in fascination as the nipple hardened to Issie's touch; growing to poke out from between the fingers that surrounded it. Amy's previously tightly tied bikini top went slack, then suddenly floated off from her body and drifted down. Its tie strings flicked teasingly in the air flow from my regulator until it partly cover my face, the strings a tangle over my facemask as Issie's arm moved further around to play with the other nipple.
I've always found those two flimsy strings that circle the otherwise naked back of a beautiful woman holding on her bikini top extraordinarily seductive; that little bow which requires nothing more than the slightest tug to release it, so tempting. In this case Issie would have had to work around the tank and compensator. Still, a little jet of sexual pleasure shot up my shaft at the mental image of Issie sitting behind her and pulling the knots to let the top float down on my face like that.
Amy relaxed backwards into Issie's embrace. Immediately Issie's other hand circled her left flank and slid seductively into Amy's crotch. I saw Amy try to bend her arm around her own back to try and reciprocate Issie's pleasuring of her. But after two or three repositionings you could sense she was becoming frustrated with the discomfort of it. She gently removed Issie's hands from the various places on her body she had invaded and stood up to turn around. Before I realised what was happening, Amy had taken Issie's hand to induce her to stand too and they were intimately embracing each other. Right over my face.
With a half turn overlap, each of them had a thigh pressed firmly into the crotch of the other rubbing it gently up and down. I watched as Issie mashed Amy's breasts and Amy responded in turn. Then Issie ran her hand down Amy's stomach and slipped it inside her bikini bottoms; the bulge of its presence moving down into her crotch where she obviously felt out Amy's clit.
Amy in turn ran her hand down Issie's flank until she came to the side tie knot on Issie's pants and pulled it, then moved around to pull the other one; untangling the cords to let the pants fall away trailing their strings behind them to play in the flow of bubbles out of my regulator before landing across my neck.
Now I watched as Amy separated the lips of Issie's crease and felt out her clit; running her finger back and forwards across it; Issie visibly opening her legs wider apart to give Amy easier access. At the same time Issie started using the back of the hand that she had down Amy's pants to try and pull them down. But Amy stopped her; instead guiding Issie's hand outside her bikini bottoms to where Amy quickly pulled aside the gusset to revel her impressive mound bulging out from where it was pinched by the leg elastic. Typical Amy; she just has thing about sex in bikinis.
That didn't bother Issie who quickly slid her fingers back inside the crease she'd been feeling up and back up against Amy's clit. I'd ceased to exist for these two. Their legs straddled my head and upper body, the flow of air from my regulator burbled up into their crotches and rolled up their bodies, the view through my face mask was filled by the sight of each of them feeling up the other, but they were so engrossed in their sexual play it was as if I wasn't there.
That's not to say I'd forgotten Ellen either. After all, she was the one riding my cock; even if it was externally. Once Amy had released my arms as she stood up and dragged Issie up with her, my hands had instinctively moved up to Ellen's breasts where I'd started playing with her nipples through her bikini top. Through the frame of the other girls' legs I looked at her. She was deep in concentration as she pleasured herself on me. Her action was more like a rocking movement with just little short jerks of movement.
Of course, Ellen's last pre-dive message to the girls to not forget the incompressibility of water had told me the minute they'd laid their hands on me that this had always been a preplanned assault; one of those little conspiratorial games they occasionally laid on me. And with her medical training, she had always been concerned about the consequences of a tightly sealed male appendage pistoning seawater into the innermost workings of the female body. Now I suspected the rocking movement was intended to minimise chaff in an environment where the lubricating fluids of her body might be diluted by the water. Ellen was ever the practical one.
Through her facemask I watched as Ellen opened her eyes and looked down at me. Her eyes scanned the sight of the other two girls fingering each other in front of her and I could see her mouth break into a wide smile as the corners of it showed themselves outside the diameter of her regulator. She rolled her eyes at me in response to the flagrant display of BOB (bi on the boat) behaviour.
As she cast her eyes down to where my fingers had raised her nipples into towering peaks pushing out the material of her bikini top, it seemed her arousal had hit a new high as the smile dropped from her face, her eyes closed and a stream of bubbles suggested to me she'd let out something of a groan. She started pushing down harder on my shaft; rocking more vigorously, whatever concerns she might have had about friction.
Directly above me, Amy seemed to be going through her own sexual highs. I could see Issie now had a couple of fingers in her sex and Amy was rocking back and forwards to multiply the effect of whatever Issie was doing to her. It was as if Amy suddenly decided she was overdressed for sex as she exchanged Issie's buddy regulator for her own and frantically pulled at the buckles of her combined compensator and tank harness to cast it off; dropping it behind Issie next to my waist. Followed quickly by her facemask. Amy has always been a funny one as to how she's dressed for sex; it's important to her to look sexy and feel sexy. Bikinis help her do that; clearly scuba tanks and facemasks didn't.
We were only at 4 metres depth. Still, as any experienced diver will tell you, even a free assent from that depth can kill you if you don't get it right. But I knew Amy was the most experienced diver of all of us - she had some sort of rescue diver certificate - so I trusted her judgement in a way I might not have with the others.
She seemed to be in some sort of sexual frenzy. The fingers of one hand she had buried as deeply into Issie's sex as Issie's were in hers. But as the other hand freed itself of the task of removing the tank, instead of returning to playing with Issie's nipple, she wrapped around Issie's bum and drew their bodies together; desperately dry humping their mounds together as she brushed her nipples rapidly against Issie's.
I could see Amy's upper thighs start to quiver as she approached an orgasm before she suddenly squatted slightly and froze, her legs tensed and the deep reverberating noise of her orgasmic cry and the accompanying rush of bubbles from her regulator came through the water like a distant whale song.
Of course, with Amy, that's not the end of the matter, just the start. Over the next couple of minutes she cycled through quivering and tensing as she went through a couple more orgasms; all the while she was working furiously at Issie's sex and clit while brushing her nipples with her own, trying to bring Issie to one too. And all as I looked straight up from between their legs.
But it was Ellen who went next. She'd been pressing down harder and harder with her rocking motion. Ellen's nipples have always told me when she's about to go. They respond quickly and generously to being felt up, but at the peak of her arousal they go like sizable rocks; growing and hardening just that little bit more. Even through her bikini top I could tell the moment was close.
She's less demonstrative than the others. Through her orgasm she just bent over me; slipping her head between Issie's legs to press her whole torso down on my chest.
I saw Amy look down at Ellen and it seemed to make her work even harder at bring Issie to a climax. A few moment later she was rewarded as Issie tensed, straightened and pushed her crotch hard against Amy's; bringing her thigh up between Amy's to press against her mound.
But Amy was clearly now distracted. As soon as Issie seemed to have settled down, Amy bent down to grab Ellen's shoulder. To say she physically pulled her off me might be overstating it. But Amy's urgency to remove Ellen and mount me herself was palpable. As Ellen stood slowly up - bearing in mind both she and Issie still had their tanks on their backs - Amy basically threw her into Issie's arms, dropped Issie's reserve regulator from her mouth and free dove in nothing more than her bikini bottoms onto my hips; picking up a regulator from her own previously discarded tank as she passed it. I had to admire her diving expertise and chutzpah.
With her mound still bulging from beneath where her bikini gusset had been pulled aside, she lifted my shaft and slipped it into a shallow penetration as she sat on me cowgirl style. In this her stance was helped by the fact my back and bum were supported about a foot off the sand by the tank on my back. So instead of having to knell, she squatted, her thighs spread wide open and her feet wide apart, giving me, with a lift of my head, a panoramic view of her lady parts, open to me like a flower in bloom.
Amy's intentions were obvious to me from the last time we had sex on the ocean floor. With her g spot having a shallow location, she started to use the tip of my manhood to rake firmly against it; all without creating the sort of piston like seal that would be of concern to Ellen. Her hand firmly grasped the base of my shaft, controlling its angle and depth of penetration, while she leaned back to open the angle; bouncing up and down gently to get the movement she wanted.
I knew my job was to use the easy access I had from her open presentation to stimulate her clit with one hand while playing with her nipples with the other. And while I might describe it as a 'job' and Amy certainly had an expectation I would perform my allotted task, the fact was, it was an enjoyable pleasure.
All the more so because Amy rewards such dedication with numerous climaxes. And the view of my shaft dipping in and out of her sex was pretty good too.
But of course, that wasn't the only view I had. Right above me Ellen and Issie were standing straddling me. Ellen had come into Issie's arms when she was thrown there by Amy with some uncertainty. While this was the most full on BOB experiment I was aware of the girls indulging in, Ellen as a newbi was less imbued with the idea than the other two.
Issie had been fairly quick to touch up Ellen's already projecting nipples and took only slightly longer to slide her hand through her crotch which had become covered by the gusset of her bikini as she'd stood up.
Ellen had reciprocated with a little more hesitation. All the more so since Issie was completely naked whereas all Issie's touching up had been through Ellen's bikini. But Ellen's bikini didn't stay on her body for long. I watched as Issie ferreted around her back and under her compensator to release first the lower tie of her top and then the neck one; pulling it away to leave it fluttering down through the flow of air from my regulator onto my chest.
Issie played with Ellen's naked nipples for a while - even taking the regulator momentarily out of her mouth to suck them, before slowly sliding her hands down Ellen's flank to pull first one and then the other of the string ties to her pants for them to join her top on my chest. It occurred to me my torso was starting to look like a women's locker room laundry basket; with five bikini parts strewn across it.
And so I was soon once again watching as two of the girls fingered each other right above me. They seemed more reluctant to penetrate each other's sex this time. Ellen was using a long finger sliding motion on Issie - very similar to what I do. On the other hand I watched as Issie bent her finger and flickered Ellen's more prominent clit with the tip of her finger; which apart from anything else gave me a less obstructed view of Ellen's rather delightfully large engorged clit.
Of course, I didn't permit my voyeurism to let me neglect Amy, who was still bouncing on top of me; my hands never resting from their allotted tasks with her clit and nipples. I'd sort of lost count on her orgasms. In any case it was hard to tell the difference between one and the constant state of ecstasy she's in between them anyway. Those whale like noises were still coming through the water and she was blowing air through her regulator like you wouldn't believe.
And I wasn't the only one watching Amy's display. When Amy and Ellen had changed places, Issie had turned herself around so that she was now over my head facing towards my feet. She'd now bent herself around Ellen's shoulder and even as she kept intensely fingering her, Issie's eyes were firmly on the action between Amy and myself.
Issie has always been quite openly a voyeur. We've several times found her after I'd been having sex with one of the other girls staring down a hatch with her fingers down her pants or slumped post orgasmically next to it with a giant wet patch in the gusset of her bikini. And she was now clearly getting off on what she was seeing. Issie climaxed to Ellen's fingering fairly quickly, but I doubt it was entirely Ellen's handiwork that did the job.
The only problem with Amy's rather exuberant reaction to sex is that it's difficult to know when to stop. It can't be my climax because I know that is being reserved for Issie and the other two have been careful not to overstimulate me; even if I was close to being overwhelmed visually. If it was simply Amy's, she would have been off me shortly after she mounted me. All you can really do is wait for her to burn herself out from sheer exhaustion.
By the time she had, Issie had finally brought Ellen to a climax and had another herself; more or less just watching Amy since Ellen's fingering of her had become rather uncertain after Ellen's climax.
Amy signalled it by flopping down on my chest like a dead woman, arms spread out wide and with me still in a shallow penetration of her. Issie waited, staring down until a completely spent Amy literally crawled off me, moving to the side dragging her air tank slowly with her and dramatically rolled over and lay down spreadeagled and face up on the sand.



I just lay there feeling like some temporarily vacated Sybian machine, my erection waiting the next user, while Issie moved into position. But then what man wouldn't dream of being a well-used Sybian machine.
What would happen with Issie was as predictable as had been Amy's approach. As Ellen went down and sat next to Amy, leaving us with a two person audience as Issie and I completed this whole episode, Issie brought me into a slow, open and ungripped full penetration into her body. Then, brushing all the bikini parts carelessly off my chest to float off on the tide, she lay down on me, wrapping her hand around my back as I embraced her in return.
Issie's action then was one of squeeze and release, squeeze and release. It was all a trick she'd learned back in her native Italy so she could have sex with her then boyfriend while frolicking in the ocean - even with friends nearby. To all the world it looked as though they were just have a bit of a cuddle and a pash. After all, what can be happening if there's no rocking and rolling?
Well, with the drawstring of his pants undone and her bikini pants pulled to the side, it turned out quite a lot. I'd found out before that the action was very stimulating - at least how it was done by Issie.
Anyway, Issie wasn't trying to hide anything from anyone. She might not have wanted her innermost body parts to be pumped full of sea water but there was no reason a bit of rocking and pubis mashing couldn't be added to the mix.
After all the foreplay that had gone before, the fact was my balls had been on the point of boiling over for some time. It did take much for that first sensation of the inevitability of my impending climax to make itself known.
Moments later an intense gush of pleasure surged up my shaft as I sprayed Issie's cervix with my seed. And then another, and another. Which, in the other part of the trick she taught herself, induced a climax in her.
She lay on top of me for a moment, enjoying a post coitus cuddle, then slowly climbed up off me; releasing my still hard shaft from the embrace of her body. Then like a lot of these encounters there was that "what do we do now" moment.
When Issie had hurriedly pushed the bikini parts off my body, she'd sent them in the opposite direction to where Amy and Ellen were sitting. They'd felt a bit inhibited about walking around us to get theirs so had just sat there watching as their clothing started drifting in the tide.
Now it was over there was an almost comic flurry of activity as the girls chased down their tops and bottoms; some of which were now partly buried in the sand as a result of all the movement that was occurring. I could sit watching in relative amusement and a little bit of sexual frission, as three nearly or completely naked women - except for their diving gear - swam around finding and picking up the items, shaking out the sand and trying to tie them back on their body. For Ellen's and Issie's pants that wasn't too hard.
But now Amy had her tank back on her back, all of them found it impossible to tie their tops back on, since the knot had to be under the tank. One by one they gave up and following Issie's lead, tucked them in their pants for the rest of the dive.
It's funny isn't it? I'd just rooted the three of them, played with their nipples and watched them sexually engage with each other and yet I found it quite exciting to be diving with them topless; completely distracted by the spectacle. I was also amused that none of them balked at being videoed like that.
As we got back to the RIB they climbed into the boat equally topless; staying that way until they were de-geared and even, Issie didn't bother until she was back on the yacht and Amy only started tying her on as her breasts bounced on the way back.
Once back on the yacht I was attracted to what the girls were giggling about as they reviewed the footage they'd taken, only to find Amy had set the camera up on a coral head before the girls pounced on me. The whole thing had been filmed. I could shrug my shoulders. The camera angle was from low between my legs. While it gave a great, and somewhat flattering shot of my cock and balls between their use by the girls, with facemask and regulator, the only thing that really identified it as me was the colour of my speedos. And black is not that distinctive.
For the next two weeks in Fare all seemed to be going well. Whatever issues of jealously and uncertainty the girls had been feeling seemed to have settled down. Yes, there was a second day when a dive turned into an orgy, but this time when two of them put on string tie pants instead of their usual slightly more provocative "fuck me" bikini bottoms, I sort of guessed it was going to happen. But on the whole their collective sexual demands had started to subside as their sense of security within the arrangements increased. Not every girl was demanding sex every day. Some even forewent their one on one days.
Then, just when I thought all the issues had been cleared, everyone was happy and comfortable and the boat had settled into a nice routine, Issie laid it on me.
It was her one on one day and, with the others ashore for the afternoon, we'd just finished a passionate love making session. Perhaps her revised script for that should have alerted me to the fact something was amiss.
Normally Issie would ride me exuberantly; usually cowgirl style as she leaned back and rubbed my shaft against her g spot. Normally she'd find multiple orgasms for herself before tightening her grip on me and giving me my climax. This day had been different. From the outset, she pulled me over on top if her and held me tightly around the neck, maintaining a contact with almost the full length of our bodies. All I could do was try and grind my pubis against her clit on full penetration at the end of every stroke, while rubbing my chest against her nipples as I moved about on top of her. She'd left me just enough movement to occasionally kiss down her neck and across the top of her breasts; but for the most part my head was firmly captured by the elbow she had wrapped around it.
It was a lot more intimate than Issie's usual love making style. It was almost like pulling me on top somehow surrendered herself to my dominance in a very un-Issie like way; more like the "make beautiful love to me" requests I sometimes got from Amy and Ellen. She'd been quieter too; mournfully moaning and intimately lifting herself against my weight to brush against me, rather than the unconstrained crying out and vigorous bouncing that accompanied her usual routines.
As she'd climaxed she pulled my head against her cheek and my butt firmly up to maintain my full penetration of her while her contractions had pummelled my shaft, then released it and encouraged me to thrust vigorously as I'd found my own release.
Even then she'd just pulled me down and held me in a vice like grip; eventually letting me roll us both over so I didn't have to worry about crushing her under my body weight. Yet still, it felt as though she wanted to capture me in the intimacy of the moment; her covering me like a blanket substituting for the choke hold she previously held on me.
So there I was under her, the residue of my erection still penetrating deeply into her body. I was even enjoying that sensation of feeling the edge of the bell swimming in the pool of cum and juices that were flooded up against her cervix. But really, there'd been not the slightest inkling of the bombshell she was about to drop.
"Ned. I need to go home. I'm going to book a ferry to Papeete and fly out from there."
In that moment, the mood changed; almost to one of panic.
"What happened? Is anything wrong? Is everyone alright back home?"
"Everyone's fine. No, it's nothing like that."
Her voice was quivering and she was starting to tear up in a way I'd never seen her do before. I was starting to feel a bit emotional about the prospect of losing her myself.
"Clearly this has been a big decision for you. Do you want to talk me through what's behind it?"
"Ned, I've practiced this speech in my head a hundred times, but it's still going to come out a jumble of crazy thoughts. I suppose you'd call it an epiphany.
I've fallen in love. Deeply in love. The sort of love that makes you want to have it forever. I'm in love with you, with Amy and with Ellen; with the whole incestuous family thing we've got going here. I'm in love with the feeling of being in love.
That's caused this maternal instinct to explode inside my head. It's made me realise I want to settle down; to have a husband and children and the whole domestic thing. I'm thirty and not getting any younger.
If I thought I could somehow bubble wrap what we've got going here, add children to it and make it last forever, even when the trip is over and we've all retired to the shore, I'd be more than willing to commit myself to it. If I thought I could just keep you as my husband when we get ashore, I'd grab that too.
You've made me want to have children. And if those children turned out like you, if they were your children, I couldn't think of anything nicer. I've even toyed with going off the pill and getting pregnant to you without telling you; that's how strong my feeling are. Although I wouldn't actually do that.
But none of that's going to happen. Real life doesn't work like life at sea on a yacht. To think I can make anything like that work once we get ashore is just crazy thinking. Even if you were willing to marry me and have children with me, they'd have a father who was twice the age of their mother. We always said this was an arrangement for the duration of the trip. We always knew it couldn't go on.
So what it comes down to is that the very thing that has triggered all these feelings, the love, the intimacy and the sex are basically what's forcing me to realise I have to give it up.
I know I could just see out another year of this bliss and then go home; but I'd be a year older. My biological clock has suddenly started ticking and I can't make it go away.
I'm not stupid. I don't expect to go home, instantly find the man of my dreams and have a child to him. I wish it could happen, but that's not the way life works. It will take time. But every year I spend out here is a year gone, another group of men committed to another woman. I feel like I'm in a race and I'm already starting at the back of the grid.
I hate it. I hate giving up what I have here. I hate giving up your love. I hate giving up the sex. I hate giving up the whole family thing we have on the boat. I'm going to curl up and die the day I leave.
But I have to. I need to get out on the race track and start competing. It scares me; scares me witless. But it's not going to go away. You know me. When I'm faced with something, I don't ignore it or put it off. I face it, confront it and deal with it. And deep in my heart I know I have to deal with this earlier rather than later."
As she'd been talking Issie had lifted her head off my chest to let her look down at my face. Tears had been streaming out of her eyes and landing on my own cheeks. Now her eyes were burrowing deeply into mine, looking, waiting, for my reaction.
But I was left speechless; confounded and overwhelmed by a sense of impending loss. Issie might not have been the most attractive of the three, but she was the one I was closest to. More than the others, she was the one I confided in and shared my innermost secrets with. Because of her forthrightness and forcefulness, she was also the one I had almost ceded control of the boat to. She instigated most actions on the boat and was the one who most influenced decisions. I had almost become lazy about such things in her presence.
I had no entitlement to be righteous or hurt about it. She wasn't betraying us and clearly was feeling as much a sense of loss and regret as I was. And while selfishly I might want to talk her out of it; that's all it was - selfish. What she was saying was rational. In a way it was consistent with what I had always told the girls - look to the future and recognise that, as much as our love is real, the rest of your life lies elsewhere.
I almost felt like telling her I'd father her a baby and marry her if she wanted. But that wasn't really in her best interest. It was clinging to what I had. She was a quality catch in the meat market of life. She could do much better than an old fart twice her age and I owed it to her to release her to find that. But the words that would both properly reflect my grief at the prospect of losing her, while not selfishly tempting her into staying were refusing to form on my lips.
Only the tears welling in my own eyes gave her an immediate insight into my feelings and I just hoped they were enough to bridge the time gap before my brain could formulate the right response.
"Issie, I'm dying inside the hear that. It will kill me to lose you as much as it pains you. You're my special girl. You always have been even before this got so intense.
But what you're doing is exactly what I've always said you should. Look to the future. I'm so pleased you want to be a mother. You're going to make a great one. I so hope it works for you."
My voice was breaking up. This couldn't be a long speech.
"It would just be selfishness if I was to even try and talk you out of it. I'm not going to do it even though I want to. But know I love you and always will."
Issie dissolved into heaving, sobbing tears and collapsed onto my chest as I failed to hold back my own grief. We lay there silently for an hour; not wanting to discuss the details until we found more courage to confront the situation. It was only the sound of the others arriving in the RIB that made us get up.
Amy and Ellen took one look at us both as they came aboard and wanted to know what had happened; thinking only a death could cause such misery. Soon we were all crying as they alternately hugged Issie and sat there wallowing in their emotional pain. Bit by bit the details started to emerge. There was a ferry in a week that linked with a plane out. Issie hadn't yet booked, but seats were available and she was determined to be on it.
They begged Issie not to go. They looked to me to do the same; leaving me to explain why I shouldn't and wondering if they'd ever forgive me. But her mind was set. They should have known Issie better. Dinner that night was eaten in a mournful silence. There was no sulking with Issie. Periodically one of them would put her hand over Issie's and just look into her eyes as if that would somehow change everything. Then tears would fill both their eyes and the group would descend into silence again.
Somewhere during the evening Amy and Ellen said Issie would get me to herself every night until she left; a parting gift of intimacy and sex.
So it was that we bunked down together that night; for one of the few times in months I had only a single woman to share it with. I was uncertain what Issie would want. Did she want to start the emotional divorce? To ease herself out of it instead of going cold turkey in a week?
It was the opposite. Issie wanted sex before we fell asleep, during the night and in the morning. The sort of intimate, high contact sex that had preceded the talk that got us here. It was beautiful sex; meaningful, moving and with a sort of connection that one rarely feels in life. Orgasm counts ceased to matter; the human contact was everything.
In the early days of our sexual relationship Issie had wanted to sleep with me penetrated in her. It was something we'd mastered, but was always limited by how long you could sleep in one position; and occasionally brought to an end by a wet dream on my part. At the time I'd thought of it as something that was trying to lay a claim on me; mark me with her scent and impregnate me with her couplins. And it probably was.
Now she wanted to do it again. But this time was clearly all about intimacy. More intimacy, closer and more intense intimacy. For most of that week we'd have sex before we went to sleep and an hour later I'd be awoken as my night erection was introduced into her body. We'd drift off to sleep in each other's embrace, intimately joined through our sexual organs. Somewhere we'd separate. I'd wake up, maybe having turned over and have her snuggled into my back with an arm around me. She'd sense my wakefulness and tease me into sex again. We'd fall asleep, she swallow my night erection into her body again. In the morning she'd seek sex; sometimes a second time.
If I woke to a wet dream, which I did twice while asleep and penetrated into her, she'd tell me she'd climaxed too.
Give or take a bit, that was the week that passed all too quickly. It was like our bodies were joined. Far from preparing ourselves for our separation, my body started to yearn for her; become addicted. This wasn't going to be easy.
The day arrived and we all travelled into town to deliver her to the ferry. The tears flowed freely. Issie, Amy, Ellen and me all had no inhibitions about it. As it pulled away Issie reach a hand over the rail of the ferry holding mine until it was a case of let go or be dragged into the water.
She was gone. It was over. Yes, there'd be letters, messages and even some skype. But that's not the same as having the person. I just hoped she found what she wanted. She deserved it.
Amy and Ellen had backed off the sex during that last week; leaving me to Issie. But we hadn't been back on the yacht for an hour before the comforting arms had become a comforting intimacy. An intense sexual intimacy as if that could somehow take the pain away. It didn't. It took a lot more episodes of intimacy before it faded; as if our new constituted family need to rebind through sex and lots of it before a new equilibrium could be reached. Like was the case with Issie, it wasn't the high activity multiple orgasm sex, it was sex with lot of body contact, hugging and cuddling.
Indeed maybe for the first time I felt we shared real threesomes - instead of what I normally thought of as sequential pairs with a watcher - as the three of us cuddled into a single ball and my shaft moved back and forwards between each of their sexes with nothing more than a 30 degree turn of my body.
But we got there. By the end of a week we were no longer going around with long faces. There was still a sense of deep loss but a joyfulness returned to the boat which had been missing during that week. We'd managed to exchange happy memories for a fear of the future.
But I think we also came away feeling closer to each other than we were before. That was nice.
The happiest - no let me reword that - the logically best outcome for Issie might well have been for us never to see her again. Or if we did for us to fly to Italy for the christening of her first baby. But that's not how it worked out. A year later, and after the yacht was back in Australia, Issie came back into our lives. But that's a whole different story.
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"Hey mate. Can I come aboard?"
I was a sweet female voice with an Australian accent. Amy and I looked over onto the stern swim platform to see a young woman, dripping wet in a heavily cut away and nearly transparent yellow one piece, emerging from the water.
Given my compulsion to sarcasm, I tried to make sure my voice was as friendly as possible.
"I think you already are."
"Yer, well I didn't want to hang around as shark bait any longer than necessary."
"What can we do for you?"
"I wanted to talk to you guys."
"Come on up then. We're just having a glass of wine. Would you like one?"
"Yes please."
As we sat there watching, she emerged over the transom and came fully into view. She was young, probably in her early 20's. OK, let's put on the table the elephant in the room; the thing that had drawn my eye the minute I saw her - and I'm sure Amy's eye too. She was stacked. Anything over DD and I lose track; but she was definitely over that. Way over. The deeply plunging swimwear showed a virtual cavern disappearing down the front of her costume between her breasts, the material stretched to bursting as it struggled to contain them before its dripping wetness caused it to cling delightfully to her underboob. Her slightly raised nipples sat just below the neck line almost anxious to explode out, their darker pigment projecting through the transparency of the tautly drawn light coloured material.
The fact that they still thrust themselves confidently and perkily forward, perfect spherically melons with only the flimsiest support from the stretched spandex that encased them, of itself suggested she couldn't be that old.
As she momentarily stood confidently over us on the aft deck before joining us in the cockpit, I got to evaluate the rest of her figure. It was a classical, voluptuous, poster girl, hourglass. Straight off the nose art of a WW2 bomber or a 1970's girlie calendar; something the Kardashian sisters might have more recently tried to repopularise, although this young lady made the Kardashians seem like a very third rate version of the look. And as for her legs? They seemed to account for half her height; slender, shapely poles on which the rest of her figure delectably perched.
Her waist slimmed to a tightly drawn circle before her hips flared out into a womanly bulge. Not a bulge big enough to compete with her breasts, and in that regard her breast to hips ratio was way more flattering than the Kardashians. But it was enough to give her a neat, well fleshed out butt.
Taut is how you might describe her overall appearance, notwithstanding her overwhelming figure. Maybe her muscles were merely pumped by the swim from wherever she'd come from but they sculptured her body better than Michelangelo could ever have achieved in a statue.
It seemed her swimmers had as much trouble accommodating her height as they did her breasts. They were stretched so tight vertically they looked as though they could rip themselves in two at any moment; the high cut, hip circling leg seam descended in a narrow strip of stressed material at the front that was pulled tightly into her crotch. From our line of vision below that, her substantial thigh gap disclosed that the stressed spandex was pulled up into the full length of her cease from where it started in the front of her mound, right through to where it flattened out across her pelvic floor, before it was drawn up again between her butt cheeks.
Her wet long blonde hair clung to her body. It also framed one of those rounded, cherubic, doe-eyed, faces with the sort of warm, pouty lipped smile that went from ear to ear and whose soft child-like beauty immediately melted the heart.
It brought back some memories of my university and professional days. At Uni I was always drawn to girls more of my own genotype. Slim girls, a bit like Amy and Ellen. Of course, ones like the lady before us always drew my eye; often to the point of distraction and arousal - especially given the revealingly brief fashions of the 70's and tutorials sitting around tables set out in a U-shape, with the panoramic under-table views that offered. But I never tended to seek to go out with them. I always had some doubt in my mind whether that was because I perceived them as being out of my league, or whether even then I was taking a longer term view of what was attractive in a future wife.
As a highly successful married professional in a large firm, I also got to deal with a string of them emerging into the firm as graduates; a few of them quite willing to throw themselves under an older male higher up the professional food chain, married or not. I never was sure whether that reflected the most basic primitive attraction to an alpha male or was a purely exploitative attempt to ingrate themselves with the powers that be.
Either way, I studiously avoided those opportunities that came my way. Not wanting any problems, I found it prudent to develop a defence against their charms which went beyond a simple "don't touch them". Something I labelled strictly for my own benefit as the 10/3 test. As in 'what will they look like after 10 years and three babies?' It worked in reducing their distractive value; even if I did mentally exaggerate the toll of the years. While I often got to see the longer term outcome as their careers progressed through the firm and many of them still looked pretty good, it was a technique that effectively dealt with the cross-legged, frustration inducing, fecund beauty of their youthful selves.
But that was the past. I no longer had reason to try and devalue such youthful beauty and for the moment she stood there I could bathe in the wash of testosterone that simply gazing on such perfection stirred in my body.
I motioned for her to join us on the cockpit seats, waving away her concern about leaving a wet patch on the cushion as Amy quickly ducked below and returned with an extra glass. As she sat opposite me I tried not to stare at the barely concealed body that lay underneath that translucent wet swimwear. It didn't help that the breeze now blowing across her wet swimmers caused her nipples to gradually tighten before my very eyes until they projected forward on high beam. Their darker colour, indeed their every feature, became more and more pronounced as the wet material stretched tighter and clung ever more desperately to the jutting extensions. Nor did it help that a single twirl of her long hair hung down the front where it just kissed her nipple; the wind blowing it distractingly back and forth across the sheathed projection, as if playing with it.
She sat in a comfortable pose with her legs slightly apart and only the most minimal gusset lining hid her lady parts, the rest was almost fully exposed; enough to show she was devoid of pubic hair, even if it was the same natural blonde as her mane.
I'd foolishly remained in the leaned back position I'd had while talking with Amy. I quickly regretted it; caught in the conundrum of having her see if the flood of blood knocking on the door of my cock resulted in a partial swelling or me needing to no less obviously lean forward to hide it if it occurred.
"What would you like to talk about?"
She drew breath.
"I'd like to join your boat. The German owners of the one I'm on have been called home and are about to sail back to Papeete to lay up the boat and fly out."
As she spoke, she looked back over her shoulder at the yacht anchored about 150 meters off our stern.
Amy and I looked at each other. You could see our brains processing the same thing; the thought this girl didn't know what was happening aboard the boat. Even assuming she wasn't part of it, it could be more than a little confronting for her.
The girl detected our hesitation and decided to add to her case.
"Issie told me she was going home and that there was likely to be a spot aboard for me."
Again Amy and I looked at each other. We might have guessed that Issie had a hand in this; her governing of the boat was to continue even after she'd gone. But it gave us an opening for the discussion.
"Where did you know Issie from?"
"The scuba diving course. I did it with Issie and Ellen."
"How much did she tell you about the boat?"
The young woman broke into a broad smile, almost a giggle, as she correctly perceived the direction of our question.
"Enough to explain the noises that boom across the anchorage at us every morning and periodically during the day. Let me say, it's done wonders for the love life of the German couple who own the boat. They're rooting each other silly because of the effect it has on them even as they express a degree of outrage at the goings on."
That certainly laid the cards on the table and left both Amy and myself barely able to supress a laugh. But where do you go from there? I fumbled about looking for the next question.
"And what do you think of it?"
The girl shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly.
"I'm easy. I can be a participant or a spectator, whichever works for you. Although Issie did say if I wanted to be a participant I should insist on sleeping with you the first night to break the ice. Otherwise she said you'd get all formal and proper with me because you'd think I was too young for you and nothing would ever happen."
Amy couldn't contain herself. She burst into laughter. I unsuccessfully tried to maintain a shred of dignity as we continued the conversation.
"And aren't you too young for me?"
"I think I'd put it in terms of you being way too old for me. But Issie tells me you're a pretty good root, a massive spunk and a really nice guy and all in all I'm much better off joining the party than being the wall flower. But she went further than that. She also said I was better off joining this boat than any other she'd ever seen."
She reached across and put a wet hand on my knee, glancing down periodically at my cock where its outline lay on display in my swimmers as she continued.
"I thought you looked pretty good from a distance and now you're right in front of me, I find I've even got a bit of a lady boner just talking to you and contemplating the future. So I'd probably prefer to join the party; but I'm happy either way."
It was more than Amy could stand. She doubled over as she fell into an uncontained laughter, losing her balance and ending up half on the cockpit floor while still trying not to spill the wine she held in one hand. Me? I was just trying to make sure the electric touch of her hand on my knee didn't translate into a boner of my own. But I wasn't entirely successful. I saw the girl smirk in obvious satisfaction as she noticed the slight swelling and movement in my swimwear.
And yet the smirk itself lit up her face in a way that simply multiplied the difficulty of keeping my cock under control. Something in the open mouth smile hinted at the willingness of those pouty lips to pleasure me; brought to my mind the image of them sliding delectably along the length of my shaft. She was looking me straight in the eyes, then glanced downward momentarily before meeting my eyes again.
She'd seen the further enlargement. She raised her eyebrows momentarily; openly acknowledging the effect she was having on me before breaking into a wide, almost benevolent smile. A little crunch of her face and turning up of her nose silently but effectively communicated I'd be seeing a lot more than that if she was allowed aboard.
Amy was just getting herself back up off the cockpit floor; inhibited by still holding her glass in one hand. The girl offered hers by way of assistance. But as her hand stretched out towards Amy, the back of it brushed across Amy's nipple enough to raise it. It could have been accidental; plausible deniability perhaps, except for her words that accompanied it.
"I'm even willing to experiment with a bit of the BOB'ing Issie tells me goes on."
BOB is the girls' shorthand for Bi on the Boat; a bastardisation of the US undergraduate LUG's (Lesbian Until Graduation) and in this case simply acknowledges the girls tend to play with each other while waiting their turns in the group sex. I could see why Issie and this girl might have hit it off. Neither of them minced around when it came to getting what they wanted.
Amy and I conducted what amounted to the standard interview one does for potential crew. Age; 23. Reason for being out here; a law graduate on a gap year. Sailing background; several months cruising the pacific, a lifetime of small boat sailing before that. Seasickness; almost never. Previous yachts; generally happy boats, but sometimes going the wrong way.
Amy went a bit further and explored previous affairs on her boats; something that never occurred to me you could or should do. But there'd been none. It almost sounded like she was parroting a conversation she'd had with Issie. The few single guys she'd met were on the whole disappointing; unfuckable jerks - a very Issie expression. And, while I could only sit back in surprise as Amy and this girl conducted the most intimate of conversations, she admitted to feeling, not just a degree of sexual frustration because of it, but more importantly a deprivation of any sense of human intimacy.
Amy explored whether what was happening aboard our boat would offer the intimacy she desired. She replied she didn't see why not. Issie had told her that she'd never before felt the degree of intimacy she had, not just with me, but with all of us; sort of like a close incestuous family.
Through this conversation, it emerged that Issie had been talking to this girl about her contemplated departure almost from the start of the course; well before she'd raised it with us. And while the young lady was circumspect about the exact nature of the conversations, it was also clear Issie had discussed the epiphany that had driven her home; but in a way that had reflected well on her experience on the boat.
But I also got the impression that Issie had almost been grooming this girl as a replacement for herself. It was clear that the impending crisis that was driving her German owners home had been brewing for some time too and it seemed Issie had matched this girl's needs with her own intentions and pushed her our way. Typical Issie in a way.
It was only as the conversation was nearly over that I realised we hadn't exchanged names; partly because it was clear she already knew ours. Hers was Tash. We said we'd discuss the question with Ellen, who was having an afternoon nap below, and get back to her, and with that the conversation wound up.
I offered her a lift back to her boat in our tender, but she said she prefer to get the exercise of swimming, which left me staring at her butt in the deeply plunging back of her swimwear as she lined up and then bent forward to dive in off the gunwale. The dive suggested she'd done a fair bit of racing in her time; a smooth almost splash free dive that projected her a good length underwater. I watched her body glide effortlessly through the crystal clear water before she emerged and took up a fast, powerful stroke.
I couldn't help it. The plunging line of her swimwear was little more than a giant water scoop. As she dived in, then unless the straps and material of her swimwear had already been stretched to the point that had not an inch more to give, her breasts must have blown out of her top. She certainly hadn't stopped to adjust them. My mind created the picture of her naked breasts being dragged through the water, her nipples raised by the friction. As she bilaterally breathed I watched teasingly to see if a bare breast would emerge from the water; disappointed that her controlled stroke allowed for no such error. Still, it did nothing to settle my already partly aroused state.
She quickly covered the distance to her own yacht; her pace never slackening. It reinforced the impression I'd got that the body and mental attitude of an athlete lay within that womanly figure.
I also quietly reflected on her choice of swimwear for the visit. Now I knew about the girls deliberately choosing 'fuck me' bikinis, I had to wonder if Tash hadn't chosen something similar; albeit suitable for the swim between the boats or maybe just the best she had at hand. She must have known it hid virtually nothing and she was clearly looking for a physical reaction from me. It was easy to guess that Issie, as the instigator of the fuck me bikinis, might have suggested she present herself like that.
It worked too. I would be lying if I denied that the prospect of fucking that body wasn't influencing my decision; however inappropriate my conscience might have thought that was.
While Amy and I discussed our first impressions on the issue, we decided to wait until Ellen woke up to get a better idea of who this girl was and not lock in our opinions until the three of us could discuss it.
When Ellen emerged, she gave us a briefing on what she knew about the girl and Issie's interaction with her during the course. When they started the course they were buddied up with dive partners; the school deliberately breaking up established pairings. Issie had been buddied with her. It meant they spent a lot of time talking, because even as they were getting ready and going out in the RIB to the dive site, they needed to be together.
Ellen hadn't seen her in the swimwear she visited the boat in. While she was often in a highly cut away one piece which showed a lot of cleavage, and a lot of everything else, it was never as transparent as that one. And when she wore a bikini, it certainly displayed her body, but didn't necessarily seem intended to arouse every male in sight.
Evidently Tash and Issie were often deep in conversation, sometimes serious, often clearly highly humorous.
Ellen's own impressions of the girl from the direct contact she had with her was good. She was friendly, happy, easy to get along with and a good conversationalist. Like Issie, she was also very confident and maybe just a bit inclined to take control of situations.
I pushed the decision onto the girls, both as to whether she was taken on as crew and as to whether she got to join our arrangement. I was happy either way; although more inclined to let her aboard. The girls knew I liked the fact that a crew of four gave us two watches of two each; which was a lot safer than having someone on watch alone in the middle of the night. And, while I didn't admit it to the girls, Tash's choice of swimwear had worked. She had stirred up my loins and made me physically desire her. It seemed that my reservations about having sex with women who were way too young for me were dissolving rapidly.
The girls quickly decided it was all or nothing. It wouldn't work to invite her aboard but then exclude her from the relationship unless that was what she wanted. It was funny watching them talk, as if I wasn't there, as they discussed whether she was too attractive and her stunning appearance might upset the balance of the relationships on the boat. They even talked about my preference in girls and my inclination towards slimmer ones; merely casting occasional glances at me to see if I'd contradict what they were saying.
Never the less, they agreed with each other that breasts like those were going to be a distraction to me, regardless of my normal preferences.
Through all of this I was closely watching Amy. Ellen had the self-confidence to deal with whatever decisions she agreed to. But Amy had insecurities that she'd only recently put behind her. She knew that among the three of Issie, Ellen and herself, I had found her body the most attractive and desirable and that had been critical to her in feeling comfortable in the polygamous relationships aboard the boat. It was important she wasn't railroaded into an arrangement she wasn't happy with in the longer term; so not just her words, but her body language and facial expressions needed to be monitored.



Yet my knowledge of her insecurities was gained in a private conversation with her. I had to be discrete about how I pushed her on the issue. Certainly she had mouthed the words above that downplayed the significance of the girl's appearance, but I hadn't convinced myself her heart was in it. It might have been; but I just wasn't sure.
I decided I needed to come back to the issue the girls had raised but too quickly passed over, even though I felt uncomfortable even saying the words.
"Are you sure you're comfortable with the girl's appearance?"
The question was asked to both of them; but Amy's and my eyes were completely focused on each other as I spoke. She can't help but have known the question was really directed at her. Her eyes bore into mine as she answered.
"Ned, you're going to have a lot of fun fucking her. But there are things that come with a body like that which I know are not really what you find obsessively attractive.
She's got a tidy little tummy bulge and you don't get hips like that without have a half acre of butt flesh and neither of those really accord with your preferences. I think Ellen and my tight little butts and trim figures won't have any trouble competing with her."
I was pleased that Amy's answer had been well framed. "Obsessively" and "competing" went to the core of our discussions. Amy had clearly understood the direction of my question. "Tidy little tummy bulge" had not meant to be a compliment, even if Tash's was both tidy and little. It was meant in contrast to Amy's own plank flat one and Ellen's nearly equally trim one and Amy knew they drew my eyes like a magnet.
And while "half an acre of butt flesh" was a gross and quite unfair exaggeration, it made the point. Both Amy and Ellen could rock a thong in a way that might have you telling Tash to put hers away. I was never a fan of the Kardashian butt displays and while Tash's wasn't nearly as bad as that, Amy understood that Tash in a thong would not be to my taste.
So it seemed that Amy had found her equilibrium on the issue and I was happy that she'd found it on solid ground. When the girls decided we should invite her aboard, I concurred.
A few days later we picked her up in our tender from the German yacht. I was pleased to see the warmth of the farewell she shared with the owners of it. It was clear her departure was on good terms and regretted; even if necessary because of their plans. I will admit I was also a little pleased to see her wearing the same cut away yellow one piece under a pair of tiny white shorts. Because they were dry, they were no longer as transparent. But they created an impact just the same.
No sooner was she aboard and her bags stowed then she emerged into the main cabin where the rest of us were and put a letter on the table.
"Issie told me I should come equipped with this."
It was a letter from the medical clinic. I'd seen several in identical terms before, so even if my French was only passable, I knew what it was about and what it said. She'd had herself tested for STI's and got an all clear. It did make me wonder if we'd ever be completely free of Issie's hand. Her influence on the running of the boat just kept popping up; usually for the best.
For maybe half an hour the four of us sat around the cabin table learning more about each other before Amy got up to start preparing dinner and Tash retired into the centre cabin to unpack her bag. Ellen and I moved across to the starboard settee where we were going through her navigation notes for the next part of our trip.
"Shit. What happened to the frozen chicken we had in here?"
I turned around to see Amy with her arms and head buried deeply in the freezer, her cute butt blocking the passageway. It was Ellen who replied.
"I used it two nights ago."
"There's no meat at all in here."
"There's a few other things I know we're short of. Why don't we do a quick run ashore for some emergency supplies?"
"We'd better hurry. I wanted to marinate the chicken first. Hay Tash! We have to do a quick trip into town. Anything you want?"
Tash's voice emerged from the centre cabin.
"No, I'm good."
Within minutes Amy and Ellen had donned a pair of shorts over their bikinis and the sound of the outboard motor could be heard starting up and driving away; leaving me to go through the notes alone.
Almost immediately Tash emerged from the centre cabin, minus the shorts which until then had covered the bottom half of that teasing one piece.
With a...
"I'll take these..."
She took the notes out of my hand and placed them on the table behind her. Then she straddled my thighs; kneeling on the settee facing me with her legs spread wide either side of mine while her crotch was thrust aggressively forward enough that it pinned my until then flaccid cock under it. She leaned back, a hand on each of my shoulders, the relative height she gained by being over my lap ensuring the neutral view I had of her was straight down the front of her swimmers.
"They'll be gone for at least half an hour. Why don't we take the chance to get to know each other better? To break the ice so to speak."
The way my cock exploded into hardness, trying to burst through her and my swimmers as it pushed firmly into the crotch which covered it risked more than ice being broken.
How do you reply to such a confident come on? I've never been someone who could just go...'sure, let's have a fuck.' By nature I'd be someone who feigned ignorance at the true nature of the invitation while I recovered my composure or at least some semblance of equal bargaining position.
But Issie had given me some practice at coming out with a less defensive reply; although it always took my brain just a few moments to process it. And since Tash had almost immediately started rocking herself back and forwards, rubbing her crotch on the swollen object she was straddling, feigned innocence wasn't going to cut it anyway.
Anyway, her mere presence so intimately close to me simply overwhelmed me. I hadn't notice before her feint feminine perfume which teased my senses, but that was nothing compared to her visual impact at such close quarters and with the prospect of sex so imminent. Her breasts spanned half the distance between her leaned back torso and my face. Her swimmers may have been dry, but they still strained to accommodate their contents creating a void down her cleavage and clinging tightly to her under-boob in a way that seemed to beg you to assist in their supporting of them.
The tapering of her waist, the flare of her hips, the perfection of her thighs, the beauty of her skin. I felt I didn't have enough hands to touch her in the way I wanted to. I wasn't just hard. My cock was straining at the very flesh that covered it.
Even as I replied, without any knot in the drawstring, her rocking had peeled my erection out of my swimmers and released it from directly under her. It now stood exposed as a rigid mast between our torsos. Tash had angled her crotch to rub herself slowly and gently up and down its hard naked flesh, engulfing half its circumference into the crease down the front of her swimmers.
I took a quick look down between our bodies and saw the base of my shaft engulfed within her warm crease; wrapped in the thin strip of pale yellow spandex that separated her flesh from mine. She rocked upward, the length of visible shaft shortening before only the bell was exposed, with a droplet of pre-cum squeezed from the tip before she slid back down again.
"I think it would be more comfortable in my cabin."
Tash dismounted me, offering me a hand to get up and using that to lead me back to the master cabin. As soon as we were inside it, she knelt down to peel my swimmers down my legs.
"Hey, you're circumcised. I've never had one of those. The only one I've even seen was dad's when I walked into the shower on him and that wasn't standing to attention like yours."
"Yea, well most Aussie men of my generation were probably circumcised. It was just done in a way it's not now."
"It makes them look bigger. That's quite a display you've got there Ned. I can see why Issie said you're a bit of a stud."
She licked up its full length twice, before playing her tongue around the bell.
"Hmmm, it tastes of Amy or Ellen."
I shuddered a bit at that. It was actually both of them from this morning's romp. It had been a busy day and there'd not even been time for a swim since.
But she wasn't looking for me to tell who. Almost immediately she stood in front of me, her arms outstretched to the side.
"Do you want to do the reveal, or will I?"
I took the hint and slipped both shoulder straps off, taking a moment to cup each breast and lick each nipple as they were exposed as her swimmers fell away from them. Then I pulled her swimmers down the rest of the way and slipped them off her leg. I was surprised at the strength of the tan lines she displayed. Her natural skin was almost a milky white; not surprising really given the blondness of her hair. But that colour was in stark contrast to the light brown tan she carried on the rest of her body. The tan suited her, indeed, added to her stunning appearance, but you did have to wonder about the damage to her skin in achieving it.
Even more I had to wonder about the bikini she wore to imprint that pattern. At the front, it was nothing more than three small triangles of radiant white skin. Those over her breasts barely covered her nipples and certainly must have showed a lot of underboob. I suspected I'd be seeing a lot of that bikini soon enough.
Immediately she moved onto the bunk, turning towards me and kneeling on it as she extended a hand to have me join her.
As soon as I moved onto it, she wrapped me up in her arms and toppled us both over so that we were flat on the bed, side by side and intimately intertwined. In a way I was hoping she'd make the first move to let me know what she liked. But she just snuggled her head into my shoulder and lay there. While I wasn't in a hurry, the pregnant pause went on just a bit too long for my comfort, so I broke first.
"What do you like?"
"Do you mean, how do I like being fucked?"
"If you want to put it that way."
"I like it a lot if it's done right. But to answer your question, I'm good for just about anything. My g spot works a treat, I like getting head and I don't mind a good pounding. The only thing out is anal. But you know, the first time I just like to get fingered before you have your turn."
Well, I could hardly just start tickling up her clit. It needed a bit of foreplay first, so I untangled my head enough to kiss over her breasts while I ran my fingers up and down between her navel and the bottom of her mound. That was enough to drive Amy crazy, so I hoped it worked for her.
"You didn't ask why."
"Why what?"
"Why I start by getting you to finger me."
"OK, why?"
"Because I'm sick of guys going off before they get anywhere the first couple of times they get to play with me. A pair of big boobs and they go off like a cheap cracker. I've had them ejaculate on the bed while giving me head and not one has got more than half way in the first half dozen times without shooting his load. So I figure I'll take my pleasure before it happens. I know you might be different, but it's best to cover all bases."
I smirked into her cleavage at the frankness of her description of her past experiences. It confirmed my impression she had tags on herself. She knew she was a stunner. But the tags weren't unreasonable and the package was delivered with good humour. It was little more than a well justified confidence in herself and that was exactly what had appealed to me about Issie no less than it did Tash.
Anyhow, fingering her gave me ample opportunity to have a good play with those breasts. Hands, lips, tongue, even the top of my nose all made sure her nipples got a good touch up. And there was just something about cupping the under-breast in my hand as I ran my thumb across the nipple projecting from the top that was enough to drive a man wild. She reacted nicely to the nipple play too. It was clear she was enjoying it and it was getting her quite excited.
I decided it was time to explore further. Running my fingers down her torso yet again, I dragged my middle finger into her crease and around the turn of her mound. She let out a little hum of delight as I first drew my finger across her now wet and swollen bud.
Having established that first contact, there was little point in playing games. I continued to rub her little nub of pleasure with all the tricks I'd learnt from pleasuring the other girls; enjoying the way her rising excitement communicated itself both through her body and her groans and moans. She was no screamer, but the sound of genuine arousal was unmistakable. But it was also clear this girl had techniques of her own.
The way she squirmed about in her excitement might have reflected a release of her own building feelings, but they were just as clearly designed to excite me as her partner. It flaunted her body at me, throwing her breasts more firmly against the lips that were pleasuring them and turned and lifted that taut little stomach and feminine hips in a way designed to seduce the eye and brush against my body as she stroked her fingers through my hair. All the while her thigh was brushing up and down against my hardened manhood. It was lightly enough not to squash it, firmly enough to excite it, as if she'd got the calibration worked out to a fine degree and using whatever combination of sweat, pre-cum drawn down from the tip and her own juices leaking down her leg to produce a silky smooth slide. I was starting to understand why her former lovers might have gone off prematurely.
It was time to test her g spot. Leaving my thumb to take over from my forefinger in rubbing her clit, I slipped first one, then a second finger into her receptive sex, testing along the front wall of it for a reaction. At first I couldn't detect any over and above what my thumb might be producing. I increased the pressure, raking firmly along the full length of the area it was likely to be. I'm no cock sure lover; always feeling a bit uncertain at this point. Ellen was kind enough to say 'there', Amy's screams told me everything I needed to know. Maybe it was working and I couldn't separate the effect of my clit rubbing from her g spot?
She was still growing increasingly aroused, so I just kept at it, figuring something was working and nothing seemed to be holding her back. Then suddenly her thighs tightened against my hand and she let out a deeper groan. It wasn't an orgasm; I'd triggered the spot.
As she relaxed her thighs a bit from that first reaction, I applied a little more pressure to the spot. The build of her orgasm accelerated noticeably. The soft moans turned to groans as she squirmed and played her body even more seductively against me in a way that was clearly intended to also set the pace of my stimulation of her.
It was only a minute later she climaxed. Her body tensed and her hand came around the back of my head and pushed my face deeply into her cleavage as she lifted her hips and held them there. Almost the moment she brought her hips back to the bunk she seemed keen to have me penetrate her; like she wanted her contractions to bear against my cock. She turned toward me and used her hand to push me into a shallow penetration, then bore firmly down on me
Immediately I understood why so many of her lovers went off prematurely. She was tight; really tight. She was well lubricated and her body was clearly ready for me. It was just her body was gripping me like a too small spandex tube. It was more than her tightening her pelvic floor muscles - which I can generally feel like a hard - although quite pleasurable - washer at the entrance to the girl's sex. No, this was the whole of the immersed length. And as she started bouncing to push me in, it didn't open up any further. All it did was start to sensitise my cock to the point I knew I was in danger of following the path of all her previous lovers.
I slid my upper thigh between her legs and slipped it right under until I could feel it pressing on my own balls. That let me reach down and pull her upper leg over my hip; opening up her crotch. It helped, softening the pressure a bit and I suddenly found it easier to achieve a deeper penetration. But I still wasn't all the way there and she was still bouncing. And now I could feel she had tightened her pelvic floor muscles.
It occurred to me it might have been a point of pride for her to have her new lovers shoot their load prematurely. For a moment I was just inclined to let it go; to feed her ego by not breaking the unbroken record.
It was partly selfishness that held me back. I knew my own orgasm would be a dud if I released that quickly and in that position. Even just a few full length thrusts from on top looking down on that body would be enough to let me blow a really good one, so why not go for it. But it was also a sense that I wanted our sexual relationship to get off on a firmer basis than just being another premature releaser. Besides which, Issie had given me a reputation to live up to.
I pushed her over on her back and mounted her with my legs between hers, lifting her hips up just enough that I could draw my legs up and slide my thighs under hers; something I couldn't do with losing my penetration of her. Tash recognised what I was trying to do, but seemed to have her own favourite version of this position. She used her legs and shoulders to start arching herself up high enough I could just kneel upright and guide my shaft back into her.
She was still tight, but with her legs spread wide to surround my hips, I went in much easier than before. This was a position I often used with Amy and she loved it; very much playing to the sensitivity of her g spot while giving me a great view and a chance to play with other parts of her. But she was only 50 kg and it was little effort for me to hold her hips up where I needed them.
Tash was a bit heavier, but whereas Amy slumped her body down and let me carry the weight and do the work, It quickly became evident I didn't need to worry about whether I'd have any issues about supporting Tash.
Instead of slumping down, she held the arch up. And instead of letting me do the thrusting, it quickly became evident what she really wanted was for me to just hold still and let her play my shaft against her g spot; letting her adjust the angle, speed and depth of penetration to suit her desires.
Once she got started, she quickly tilted her head back so that the centre of her chest arched up too and the weight of her upper body was supported by the top of her head and her upper arms laid flat along the bed. Which meant my view of her terminated with this pair of massive breasts thrust upwards on arched back shoulders; wobbling vigorously as she moved against me, crowned by their hardened nipples pointing skyward.
Instinctively I started fingering her clit and reached forward with my other hand to tweak one of her nipples.
All the while my eyes are transfixed by the sight before me. The glorious flawlessness of her youthful beauty. Curves sculptured into a degree of exaggerated feminine perfection that no artist would dare to emulate for fear of idolising and objectifying women's sexuality. Skin impossibly taut and translucent and glowing in sun kissed colour. And those breasts; Himalayan peaks of astounding enchantment, standing proud and dominating the scene laid out under me. And all of it animated in sexually provocative undulations as she satisfied her needs on my rapidly sensitising shaft.
I looked down and just under my fingers teasing her obviously swollen bud, my shaft disappeared into her body; slipping in and out of it with her every movement, glistening with her juices.



I just hoped her grunts and moans signalled an approaching orgasm. I was being completely overwhelmed by this girl's raw sexual power. She was in some sort of pattern where she'd three quarter bury me for two strokes as she rubbed me firmly against the upper surface of her sex and the take me in completely, jiggle her mons against my finger that would be then captured between our bodies and then squeeze it like a python as she withdrew.
Those withdrawals were mind blowing. They sent a shot of pleasure along my shaft and racing into my brain. Every one of them felt at the time like the last stroke before the best orgasm I'd ever had. I was sure every one would be my last before I filled her with my cum. Somehow I hung on, waiting for her to go first.
Her moans grew more intense but the palpable evidence of her arousal just drove my own to more intense heights. I prayed for her to go. I needed her to go; now, quickly.
At last, with a suppressed, back of the throat, groan, she came. Her thighs clamped against my hips and her sex tightened even further around my shaft. With that I lost it, automatically thrusting my hips forward, throwing myself into a full penetration of her just in time to blast her cervix with the first of many jets of cum; each accompanied by a mind blowing, groan inducing, body folding flood of ecstasy.
Before the last rope had blasted out of my shaft I had somehow pushed her down flat on the bed in an autonomous, uncontrollable attempt to bury my shaft just that little bit deeper in her as my whole being shuddered in innumerable little mini after-climaxes as if every last droplet of seed was being extracted from my balls as my body desperately tried to impregnate the fecund beauty under me.
I lay there over her momentarily before I was overwhelmed by another shuddering burst of cum squeezing pleasure; compelled to lift my hips and thrust in and out of her a few more times. She put her hand over my head and held it against her breast as it happened again. This sudden irresistible need to raise my hips, wrap my arms around her waist and pull her up to me to have another couple of pokes as my whole body shuddered in ecstatic release.
She obviously was pleased by my display.
"Having a good one are you Ned?"
She squeezed my cock inside her, triggering another one.
"Issie was right. You are a bit of a stud. I can see why she fell in love with you."
I was spent. She squeezed again on my still hard cock. But while it felt nice, the after-shudders were over. She stroked her hand through my hair as my head continued to enjoy the embrace of her cleavage. It might have even been a bit patronising on her part, but I wasn't complaining.
She was the one who brought the moment to an end.
"I suppose we'd better get up before the other get back. I'm going for a swim."
When Amy and Ellen motored back to the yacht they found us still in the water. In some ways it was just in time. Tash had started to get frisky again and with her in that stretched to bursting, translucent, deeply plunging one piece, I was back with a hard on; already quite enjoying touching her up through the swimmers. Ten minutes later and they might have caught us in the middle of something more serious. As it was I only just got my erection under control before they came along side us.
Tash and I followed them up into the cockpit as they unloaded their shopping. On the yacht in the tropics, going for a swim is not always an innocent act. It's a frequent follow-up to some hot and sweaty sex.
As I passed her, Ellen raised her eyebrows in a silent but very obvious question. I nodded in reply to which she screwed up her face in a knowing sort of "I might have guessed it" response. On the yacht, there's no secrets.
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I won't say my first rooting of Tash wasn't accompanied by a degree of guilt. Not enough to spoil the root, but even as she seduced me there's been a couple of reservations.
The first had been a concern about triggering a round of jealously in Amy and Ellen. You might ask what the big issue was. After all, they'd already agreed she'd be sleeping with me that night. The ice had already been scheduled to be broken - to mash Issie's words somewhat.
But in the polygamous world of our yacht, little things matter. Tash had been aboard for little more than an hour and the girls were on a trip that would take less than half that and yet I'd still spent it with my cock buried in her pussy. It's hard to put a finger on exactly what the issue was, but it might be something along the line of suggesting that if Tash couldn't wait until the scheduled appointment did that mean she'd be looking for a bit of extra action every time the other girls turned their backs.
The second was more personal. In my dating days, a relationship always came before the sex. Even in the swinging 70's I didn't swing that well. Amy and Issie I known for months before this whole thing started.
With Ellen it had at least been a whole day of interaction with her that proceeded her bedding me. And with her obvious intelligence and admirable sailing skills, I'd already fallen into something of a spell over her.
With Tash I'd surrendered to my lust. Pure and simple lust. Sure, she was smart, funny and great company, but an hour is not long enough for a personal bond to even start to form. And I couldn't help but feel that with our age difference that was somehow wrong; even if she was the instigator. But that's just me.
Ellen of course had immediately sussed us out. Probably Amy had too. And that was confirmed when, as I helped them stow their purchasers with all the excessive willingness of someone suffering a lifetime of Catholic guilt doing an absolving penance, Ellen admitted...
"We knew you would."
"Why?"
"She's like Issie. Just goes at things."
"Is that a problem?"
"No, we knew what we were taking on. Amy and I discussed that she's a bit sex deprived and like all of us, she'll be looking to make up for lost time for a while. Enjoy it while you can. She'll settle down."
I was pleased to see that Tash was doing her own smoothing of the waters. As Ellen rolled into preparing the dinner, Tash offered to help. Normally we each just take turns and Amy indicated she was fine. But Tash pushed a bit further and offered to do the cutting up and other menial stuff to help her along and when Amy relented immediately got up and in to it.
As I sat with Ellen going over the navigation notes from where we'd left off earlier, it was interesting watching Tash in action.
She'd changed into a dry bikini after our swim. It looked new; this might have been its first wear; still a brilliant iridescent pink. And I've have to say it looked like it might have been chosen for its 'fuck me' qualities, even if what best suited her in that area was different from the others. With Amy and her standing there together, it was difficult to keep my eyes focused on Ellen's navigation notes.
But Tash was also showing her people skills. She and Amy were soon amusing each other; at first with just a few little jokes about their past experiences on yachts, then with a light little banter. As they relaxed in each other's company, I couldn't help but notice Tash moved increasingly into Amy's personal space. With them working around a small L shaped bench, Tash's butt was soon rubbing against Amy's as Tash vigorously cut up some salad ingredients, then as she started singing to some soft background music Ellen had running through the cabin, she was essentially twerking against Amy's butt; encouraging her to reciprocate.
She worked Amy up into the mood of it. By the time they'd more or less finished the marinade for the dinner, they were basically dancing with each other; with a finale of Tash turning Amy towards her and grinding her mound against her as they undulated in time with the music. It was a blatantly sexual performance. As sexual for me to watch as it must have been for her to experience. It would seem Tash was working herself into the BOB mood between the girls and in picking Amy she made the right choice, since I've noticed Ellen in a bit more reticent about it all.
Ellen wasn't entirely pleased at my distraction with the other girls. And given the work she'd put into the notes and the time that had saved me - for a much better quality outcome - her displeasure was reasonable. Initially to get me to focus better, she'd shuffled hard against the side of my thigh with hers and put a hand over it high enough that the back her palm rested against my cock which lay off to that side in my swimmers, and her fingers rested down on my pelvic floor under my balls. All while she pointed out the key issues on the notes with her other hand.
As she slowly lifted a finger up and down on my thigh and against the cock, she'd induced a hardness in it. That had worked. Nothing like bringing on an erection to attract a man's attention. We got through the notes with me only casting occasional glances at the twerking butts in the galley and finished at about the same time Amy and Tash started their final mound grinding shuffle dance.
Even Ellen's eyes had been drawn to the final little dance with its sexual overtones. As I'd put the notes down on the table, the hand on my thigh had slipped around the material covering my now extended manhood and started twerking it in time to the same beat as Ellen rocked her thigh against mine in syncopated time.
Finished their little display, Tash joined us at the table while Amy set out some cheese and wine. Tash soon guided the conversation towards finding about the history of both Amy and Ellen, nearly as quickly drawing out their sexual histories. There were few secrets for me in what they revealed, although Tash was clearly disturbed, in an empathetic sort of way, about Amy's past involvement in a highly abusive relationship.
It was Ellen who gently turned the conversation around to finding out more about Tash. The key ingredient to her past seemed to be the fact she had spent most of her teens as a squad swimmer; something which entailed spending four or five hours every day swimming up and down pools under the eye of a coach. As she said herself, when you're up at 5 am to go to the morning squad before school and back in the pool again soon after it, there's not much time for other things; including boys.
In a self-depreciating way Tash indicated she'd was often just beaten by the girls who became household names as representing Australia in the Olympics, and even occasionally fluked a victory against them. While she often swam at state and national level she'd never quite been able to get herself into that top elite rank. Still, she was good friends with many of those who had.
Because the topic had recently been in the Australian press, maybe Ellen's next question was inevitable.
"Did you ever have any trouble with your coaches? You know, being touched by them inappropriately."
"With Nigel? No, he was a sweetie. Actually he was quite a dish; but always completely proper.
When you're swimming that much there are times you need a massage to free up a locked or tight muscle. But he was always careful, even if that meant he couldn't do the job properly. When the whole issue started to get some bad press he always made sure that one of the other girls was present as he gave anyone a massage and then decided even that it was too risky and gave up on them completely.
But that didn't work because the muscles would just get worse and we'd get more cramps and have other problems. So by around the time I was 18, he'd taught the older girls to do it for him. But then, we'd be a lot naughtier with each other than he'd ever contemplated being.
I suppose whether being inappropriately touched invokes a lifetime of trauma or a few moments of sexual playfulness depends on the sort of person being touched and who's doing the touching. We were all good friends, so pretty quickly worked out who were the playful ones and who weren't."
"How much touching are you talking about? Enough to have an orgasm?"
"That was part of the game. After all, you had to make it look as though it was accidental or incidental to the massage you were giving. But, yes, there was one time at the end of a long day I was feeling really relaxed and a girl was massaging a muscle in my upper thigh and as she rubbed my mound with the back of her hand I sort of drowsed off and imagined it was Nigel doing it. Next thing I knew I had my first ever orgasm."
I'd been looking at Tash as she recalled that memory and noticed a certain wistfulness in her eye. It was clear she'd had quite a crush on Nigel. Something I thought she still treasured as part of her past. But Ellen let the reference to her coach pass.
"How old were you?"
"19."
"I always thought those swim squads were a hotbed of sexual activity."
"Not really. Not mine anyway. You've spent half your life with the guys in them; grown up with them as if they're your brothers and friends. Anyway you're too knackered to get up to much.
But looking back, it is interesting in that you come of age with them in a situation where you spend half the day in their close company wearing almost nothing. The girls tend to mature first which leaves the guys feeling rather inadequate. They're also a bit vulnerable in that they don't have much control over their hard-ons and they tend to be pretty obvious when they get one. A couple of girls would tease them, by standing too close to them while you were in line waiting for your turn in the pool, to trigger a reaction. Sometimes you'd see them dragging a hard-on through the pool too; maybe focusing too much on the butt of the girl in front of them or the breasts of those coming the other way. But it was all very innocent.
But then I matured late, so maybe there was a whole lot happening I just didn't see; but I don't think so."
"What do you mean you matured late?"
"I was 17 before I had my first period and until I was 19, I was more like a beanstalk than what you see now. I had some breasts and a bit of a figure, but it was really only after I cut back on my squad commitments when I went to Uni that I fully matured and even grew a bit taller.
The intensity of the training might have had something to do with it. My coach always wanted me to eat more, but I've always eaten natural healthy foods and didn't really want to get into the protein shakes and all that sort of staff, so I didn't."
"So how many boyfriends have you had?"
"Just one; for about a year and a half at Uni."
"How many guys have you rooted?"
"Not counting Ned, 4 including the boyfriend. But that might depend on how you define rooted. One of them kept going off while giving me head and the other two non-boyfriends wouldn't even be fully penetrated before they shot their load every time and none of them were very good about seeing to my needs once they unloaded."
"Is that why you dumped them?"
"No, not really. We were all pretty inexperienced, so I didn't have high expectations. It was more they just weren't right and I was still finding myself."
"When did you give up swimming?"
"Only when I came away to go sailing in my gap year, although I still swim as much as I can. But I cut back a lot during Uni. When these grew they slowed my times a bit. They do cause a lot of drag."
As she'd answered the last question she'd grinned and run the back of her hand across her breasts as the source of the drag.
But in all, it did strike me she was much less sexually experienced that I had thought. Her talk earlier of no guy ever having got all the way in the first half dozen times without shooting his load had created a mental image of many lovers; not the small statistical sample she was talking about.
The evening passed quickly enough. The alcohol content of the night was boosted both the the celebratory bottle of champagne we had for Tash's arrival and the amount of time we'd spent sitting around talking; so our inhibitions were low by the end of it. Low enough that we started doing more - but this time somewhat drunken - undulation dances to Ellen's music; each of them taking turns with me and each other so that there were always two couples bumping into each other in the very confined space of the main cabin. And as before the main part of the undulation was having your crotches rubbing together.
Initially, all of the girls spent their time with me rubbing their crease up and down the length of my erection. Amy and Tash spent their time together in the no less sexually blatant grinding of their mounds that they had before. Ellen on the other hand started off more reserved with the girls; unleashing her lust mostly on me.
Timing was the tricky bit. When to change partners without making the others feel neglected. Two tracks seemed to be the optimum; enough to get into the mood of it, without making anyone wait too long. But the alcohol continued to be absorbed into our systems and as our brains dulled, our lust increased.
As Ellen came back to me on a change of partners, she lifted her crotch and slipped the tip of my erection under it, bending it down through her crease. Then she pressed her breasts firmly into my chest, tilted her head up and pouted up her lips inviting me to kiss her. I was in no mood to resist. We fell into each other's arms as they say, now just gently swaying to the music as Ellen gently dragged her crotch back and forward along the length of my shaft.
I looked over her shoulder to see that Amy and Tash were also now arm in arm. Not kissing, but instead with their heads over each other's shoulder, the undulation of their whole bodies were directed to rubbing their breasts against each other as, now with their thighs pushed hard up between each other's legs, their mounds continued to grind together and down on the other's thigh. Amy looked back at me and gave me a wicked wink and a grin.
As the second track with Ellen started, she started rubbing her crotch harder and faster, no longer worrying about keeping time with the music. I could feel her breathing more heavily even as our tongues continued to wrestle. With one arm around her back and the other holding her hand between our bodies, I slipped the latter up between us to let me start tweaking her nipple.
Soon all pretence of following the music stopped as she just stood their pashing me, working herself up into an orgasm which broke on her with a quiet groan sighed into my mouth about half way through the track. Her thighs closed tightly around my shaft and she stood there swaying in my arms until it passed.
Amy came to me next, having just watched Ellen's performance and copied her in bending my shaft down between her legs. Amy's a bit shorter, so I needed to bend my knees a bit to make our bodies fit together better; but that had the advantage of bringing me up more closely against her inviting breasts.
Immediately I could feel the wetness of the gusset of her bikini permeate through my own swimmers and warm the length of my shaft. As she rubbed herself along its length, her jutting nipples pushed out her bikini top and ran like marbles across my chest as she brushed our torsos against each other's. It was only after seeing to the needs of her erogenous zones that she too tilted her head up to invite my lips to meet hers.
Amy had clearly worked herself up in her dance with Tash. Almost immediately I could feel her thighs quivering in building suspense. She was groaning constantly into my mouth, leaving me wondering what it would do to the mood of the evening if she started crying out the way she often does in the throes of her sexual excitement.
As I tweaked her exquisitely sensitive nipple, her groans grew louder, the quivering of her thighs more intense as her movement against my shaft grew faster. She stopped, bore down harder on my shaft, then gave it a few short fast rubs through her crease before, with a sorrowful moan two waves of intense orgasm washed through her as she just stood there hanging off me.
Amy, even though her orgasm had been in the first dance track, was in no hurry to give me up; just wanting to hold me tightly as she continued to rub herself more gently now along the length of my shaft.
So I was left standing there while I watched Tash dance with Ellen. Ellen's inhibitions seemed to have evaporated somewhat because Tash had her in the same hold she'd had with Amy; one where their legs were intertwined enough that each could bear down and rub themselves on the other's upper thigh while brushing their nipples across each other.
But Tash was the one really getting into it. Like the others, just before her orgasm, she broke rhythm from the music to simply rub herself on Ellen's thigh to maximise her pleasure; tightening her thighs around Ellen's as it occurred and grunting audibly enough for me to hear it.
For me, it had been extremely pleasurable; both visually and physically. But these days it was not enough to bring me anywhere near an orgasm. It might have been in my youth, but not now.
So with the girls temporarily sated, I was left with a prominent erection pushing out horizontally in my swimmers. To me that was no big deal. I'd shot a load this morning with Amy and Ellen and in the early afternoon with Tash and didn't doubt that Tash would be making more demands soon enough. I've never thought prick teasing a crime. An erection induced by a girl is a pleasure in itself, even if that's the end of it.
But Amy had other ideas. She dropped to her knees and started undoing my swimmers in preparation for sucking me off. I told her that wasn't necessary, but that just attracted the attention of the other two who came and knelt either side of her. My increasingly mild protests were lost in the noisy conversation where the girls decided they'd do me in rotation to see who could trigger my release. Four sucks each then on to the next girl. I gave up protesting and surrendered to my not unpleasant fate.
But I soon started to feel like a stripper at a hens' party as the non-involved pair became crowd referees; counting down each suck with a drunken enthusiasm. Amy went first, forcing my shaft to the back of her throat to take the whole length into her wet mouth and then slowly drawing it back out with her tongue pressed firmly against its underside as her lips bound it tightly. At this point of the evening, it wasn't going to take many of those for me to blow my load. I still don't know how Amy (like Issie) can do that without gagging. With each suck the crowd referees loudly counted; "one", "two", "three", "four" and finally "next".
After her four, she bent my cock in the direction of Ellen; causing me to half turn towards her. Ellen licked its length twice before taking it into her mouth. Her more shallow penetration was made up for by a slower suck; working her tongue around it and massaging it with her lips and a discernible actual sucking action. But the crowd referee had its own opinion of Ellen's approach. The licks attracted a call of "foul" and her sucks started getting calls of "too long" and "time"; although Ellen's only reaction to them was to start giggling onto my cock as she sucked it.
With her turn finished she bent it back across Amy towards Tash. Tash had never done this to me before, so I didn't know what to expect. She took it in deeper than Ellen, but not as gaggingly far as Amy. I don't know if it was the sheer novelty of being shared between three women like this or the actually sensations in my cock; but by the time Tash was finished it was pretty sensitive.



I suspect Amy detected I was starting to boil up by the time she got me back. She drew out her four as much as the crowd referees would let her; all the more so when the top of my thighs started to quiver as I stood in front of her and my little moans and grunts made it pretty clear I was about to release. By her final suck, I didn't need to tell her I was about to go; she knew it. She held it in as long as her breath would allow, flicking it with her tongue just before releasing it from her mouth as if anxious to swallow up my seed. I was almost willing myself to let go but just wasn't quite ready.
Her turn was up, but Amy wasn't ready to surrender my release to Ellen. Taking it out of her mouth, she ignored the crowd referee and spent a moment flicking the little nick at the bottom of the bell with her tongue. That did it. The way she had it angled, the first rope sprayed across her cheek under her eye - only just missing going up her nose. As the crowd referees call for a replay and "foul" and Ellen told Amy to be careful or she'd have to wipe the stuff off the cabin roof, the second and subsequent ropes were directed onto her tongue before she slurped up the final bit of cum dribbling out of my cock as it softened in her hands.
The girls thought it was all hilarious; falling or pulling each other down into a pile on the floor and rolling around laughing. The laughing was contagious, but for a moment I was left standing in amongst them with my flaccid cock hanging out until Ellen grabbed the waist band of my swimmers and pulled me down on top of them where I was subject to what might be call significant sexual mishandling and groping.
They eventually started to settle down and we were just left as a pile of bodies on the floor; occasional giggling outbreaks washing through the group like flare-ups in a nearly extinguished forest fire. When their amusement was spent, we slowly and almost reluctantly started to extract ourselves from the tangle.
With that, the evening sort of broke up and, in a leisurely sort of way, we went into our pre-bed routines. As we were in port, that could include a brief hand held hot shower. Because the hot water is generated by the coolant from the engine that we run to keep the power up, it wasn't so much the hot part as the water itself that limits our use of it. Still, at the moment we can top that up from the fuelling wharf.
Ellen and Amy used the bathroom shower, while Tash and I took turns at the transom one. The latter is in full public view, so while at night you can take some liberties, on a full moon like this one you had to use discretion. Both of us did a swimwear shower; in my case as much because mine were covered in the girls' juices and they needed a good clean as well. But then we both stripped off and changed on deck into replacement swimmers, rather than wear dripping wet ones back below.
When we got back inside and I could see it in the full light, I was intrigued by the one piece Tash now had on. It was a bright red colour, and like her others had a deeply plunging back, high cut legs and an enormous cleavage display. But it also had a racing style back, with the shoulder straps meeting a narrow band across her back, which pulled the material tight in under her breasts. But much of the display looked as though it was because the suit was designed for a shorter, slimmer girl and it was only because the material was degraded that it could stretch enough to very tightly conform to all her curves so that she could get it on - just.
As old spandex material does, it looked like the filler had fallen out, just leaving an open weave; which when stretched like this one was, becomes quite transparent. Her nipples were clearly visible; something that seemed to bother her not. It also had a number of cuts and nicks in the weakened material. Stretched as it was, it didn't look as though it would take much to rip it apart.
"Is that one of your old racing suits?"
"Yes, they don't last long when you spend hours in a chlorinated pool every day. You end up having to wear two or three at a time just so you can't see through them. So you just keep collecting them. I knew I'd be doing a lot of training swims off the boats, so I brought a few with me."
After a final cup of tea or coffee, we all retired to our allotted cabins for the night. Which meant Tash came in with me while the other two took the centre cabin.
As I closed the door behind us Tash stood there between me and the bunk; swaying just slightly because she was still a bit tipsy. She hesitated, as if trying to say something that took a bit of courage.
"This is going to sound bold on our first night. But I'm not sure it will be the same once we get to know each other better. Issie said you are willing to pander to fetishes and fantasies."
"That depends on what they are. But I understand we all have them and try my best."
"I want you to tear my swimmers apart and pound me."
I'd already had an idea where this was going when she'd first mentioned the fantasy word. I hadn't forgotten her crush on her swimming coach.
"Do you want a quick rip and bang or a role play?"
She blushed deeply; only her mild intoxication giving her the courage to spell out her desires.
"Would you really do a role play?"
"Coach and masseur?"
"How did you guess?"
"Just a hunch. But a couple of things. First, remember everything that happens is just role play and however convincing it is, I'm only guessing what you're looking for. If I get it wrong you can tell me. Secondly, we need a safe word. A word you can use to stop or redirect the play. What about 'grey'."
"Why grey?"
"I don't know, it just seemed like a neutral word unlikely to be used in a different context. So we're both assuming words don't mean what they say unless they're accompanied by grey?"
"Agreed."
"OK then, get on the massage table."
Tash lay down on the bunk face down. I sat on it alongside her butt; admiring the way the leg seam of her swimmers arched over her smooth flesh and the perfection of the curve of her waist.
"OK, so it looks to me like this hamstring is the problem."
My hands wrapped themselves around the upper thigh of her right leg. I started innocently enough, rubbing up and down her inner and outer thighs a couple of times while stopping short of any intimate contact. After a couple of those, at the top of each stroke I then brought my thumbs together over the top of her thigh, sliding them up her glute and across the bum cheek before I let the thumb of my left hand penetrate inside the back seam of her swimmers and slip down her pelvic floor before returning to massage back down her leg.
"These are very tight muscles you have here Tash. I think we're going to have to go a bit further to fix the problem."
On the next stroke my left hand moved deeply up between her thighs until it came against her pelvic floor. Then I pushed it between the bunk cushion and her thigh, pushing around the top of her thigh as I felt her lips and mound rub against my thumb; bending the thumb to apply more pressure.
I moved my hands back and forwards; maintaining that intimate contact.
"How does that feel Tash? Making an improvement?"
"OK I guess. But does it have to be done like that?"
"What do you mean? In any case I don't see how else we can get to the problem."
"Alright then."
I kept rubbing until I could feel a wetness permeate through her swimmers and around the side of her lips and onto my thumb.
"It's not just your hamstring, but also your pelvic floor muscle that's the problem Tash. Turn over and we'll address it from that side."
"OK Mr Smith."
Since my name's not Smith, I assumed that had to be Nigel's. She rolled over, immediately displaying her spectacular figure; large breasts, tiny waist and now bulging wet mound. I started contemplating the nicks in her swimmers, wondering which were the best to use to rip it apart. There was a vertical one mid stomach looked useful, as did a near horizontal one a bit under the lowest part of the plunging neck hem. Still, there was some way to go before I was ready to do that.
We hadn't really discussed the essential elements of her role play. Her earlier comments about fantasising that it was Nigel who "accidently/ intentionally" fingered her to a climax set a starting point. Her desire to have me rip her swimmers apart and pound her suggested a rather urgent, somewhat forced and possibly resisted ending. But whether in her fantasy the resistance is real or the token resistance of a virgin is hard to know. And between those two bookends lay a lot of possibilities. With none of any of it being politically correct these days, even as a female fantasy.
I put a hand back on the very top of each thighs; penetrating between them with both thumbs to massage the very tops of her hamstrings. But that placed my palms on either side of her mound and that was where the real movement was directed. Her eyes were closed and she was starting to breathe heavily, so I was clearly having some effect.
What little opacity there'd been in the crotch of her swimmers before had well and truly disappeared as they'd become soaked in her juices. There was definitely no lining and her lips were engorged and spread apart; making the area even more responsive to my massage.
My thumbs travelled up along her pelvic floor, through her crease and loitered moving back and forwards over her clit, before slipping back down to the top of her hamstrings again. With each passage I spent less time over her hamies and more on her clit.
"Mr Smith, that's not really working on my hamstrings any more."
"They're all connected Tash and the top of your thigh muscle is no less important. And don't forget you've still got that pelvic floor problem. Look, see how this makes it feel better."
I pushed my thumbs down onto the floor of her crease, running them back and forwards from the opening to her sex to over her clit; still loitering each time over the latter. After about four of five such movements...
"Oh Mr Smith, it feels all funny...ooo...oooo...ooo. Mr Smith, I don't know what happening...oh...oh...oh god, aaaahhhh...mmmmmmm."
Her hips rose firmly against my hands, swayed from side to side and dropped onto the bunk again.
"That's great Tash. Really good progress, but we've got some distance to go yet."
I started rubbing her clit again, and soon.
"Oh Mr Smith, it's going to happening again. I'm sorry, I can't stop it. Oohh...aaaahhhhhh...oh shit...mmmmmmmmmmmm...mmmmmmmmm."
"There's no need to apologise Tash. That just sometimes happens...Now we're going to concentrate on the pelvic floor a little bit more."
I lifted her right leg and spread it well apart before moving into the space that created between her legs, then moved the left leg out to where I'd been sitting; moving them both as far apart as seemed comfortable to her. By now my cock was a hard, towering, cum weeping edifice of raging desire in my swimmers. Before moving, I undone the drawstring and exposed it, which let me pull my swimmers down around my upper thighs as I moved.
As I looked up to her face I noticed her eyes were still closed; no doubt picturing someone else in my place. That didn't bother me. It was part of the game. Indeed, I'd deliberately adopted a soft neutral voice to minimise its intrusive impact.
I slipped a finger under the leg hem on her swimmers and into her sex, feeling up along the front wall of it searching out her g spot.
"Mr Smith, is that right."
"Yes Tash. It's the only way to properly work that area. See?"
I slipped a second and third finger deeply into her now accommodating sex, separating them in the pretence of stretching the muscle where it surrounded the opening but still making sure most of my efforts were concentrated on her g spot, bringing my thumb back over her clit.
But I was also trying to make her sex as open as I could get it. With what I was about to do I didn't want any of the penetration problems we'd had last time.
"Mr Smith, that's so intense I don't think I can stand it. I've never felt anything like it before...oh Mr Smith I think I'm going to pee...no, no, that's not it...I don't know what happening...Mr Smith please stop I'm going to explode...no...no...oh...ah...oh...oh no...oh Mr Smith...shit, oh fuck, oh god...ahhh...ahhh...ooooooooohhhhhhh...mmmmmmmmmmmm."
Tash locked her hips in the air as she continued to moan out her orgasm. It wasn't anything as loud as Amy, but there was no doubt she was sharing it with the others on the boat.
I pulled my fingers out of her sex and quickly placed an opposing pair in the horizontal nick near her breasts, ripping her swimmers wide open from side to side and peeling it apart wide enough to expose the top part of both her breasts. In a flash I had my face buried over one nipple while I tweaked the other momentarily with my fingers.
Tash was too much in the thrall of her orgasm to do more than grunt out a feigned opposition.
Hurriedly I felt down to ferret out the vertical nick over her stomach. Finding it, I again introduced opposing fingers and ripped it wide apart; splitting it from the seam in her crotch to where it intersected the horizontal rip I'd just made.
I dropped my hips to let the tip of my erection find her crease, then surged my cock to make it slip through the floor of it until it found the open wet void of her sex. With as much urgency and force as I dared to use without hurting her, I rammed it home.
"Oh no Mr Smith, that's not right."
Tash had used the word pounded, so I figured that's what she wanted. Certainly by now my cock was stirred up enough that a pounding is what it was keen to deliver. Rising on outstretched arms so I could look down on her body I started delivering fast full length thrusts; each ending with a firm push of my pubis into her mound.
Every time I did that final push, it seemed to undulate up her whole body until it made her breasts wobble in the most delectable way. Just the sight of that body under me as I pounded it was causing a rush of testosterone to flood through my body, boiling up my balls and driving me to pound her all the harder.
"No Mr Smith...oh, Mr Smith...no...oohhh...ooohhhh..."
If she was moving towards another orgasm that was great, but by now I was focused on my own. Her grip on me was still firm and every thrust threatened to be my last. Had it not been for Amy sucking me dry and hour ago I might not have lasted as long as I did. There was just something about the tightness of Tash's pussy that supercharged its effect on my cock.
It was super-lubricated with her juices, so it slid in and out easily enough. But it just gripped; warming my cock and sending shots of pleasure shooting along it with every delightful thrust. Excited beyond reason, as much by the sexual perfection of the body under me and its completely ravaged appearance in her torn swimsuit as I was by the effect she was having on my shaft, I was thrusting hard and fast; full lengths withdrawals stopping just before it slipped out and a fast repenetration that stopped with a crash against her mound.
I could feel the cum being harvested from my balls ready to shoot up my shaft and seek out a path to the depths of her body in the hope of finding an egg to fertilise. Involuntary muscles in my thigh and pelvis were being wound up like strings in a cross bow to deliver that final uncontrollable thrust that would deliver my seed hard against her cervix. Every part of my body was priming itself for this reproductive opportunity driven by the nubile beauty whose breasts were wobbling right under my eyes.
"Mr Smith, this isn't right you have to stop...please Mr Smith I can't control it...no...oh Mr Smith, no...it's happening again...no...no,no...ooohhh...ooohhh...ooohhh...ooohhh...oh my god...Mr Smith...Nigel...aaaaahhhhhhhh...oh...aaaaahahhhhhh."
As she climaxed her sex clamped even tighter on me. The moment had come. As her hips rose into her orgasm, mine came crashing down, thrusting my hardness into the depths of her body as my seed erupted from my shaft and filled her sex. My own grunts drowned out hers; the pleasure overwhelming my brain and leaving me oblivious to anything except the continuing rushing jets of ecstasy up my shaft until my orgasm had run its course and I was drained of cum.
As my brain refocused on its surroundings I found myself lying on top of Tash with her arms tightly binding my neck down onto her.
"Wow Ned. Can we do that again one day?"
"Ned says yes. But Mr Smith says only if you don't tell your parents."
[Postscript
Some of my readers are (quite legitimately) concerned I will never get around to letting them know what lay behind my teaser at the end of chapter 15 that Issie returns after everyone is back in Australia. They'd like to be put out of what could be a prolonged misery with a synopsis (of a story not yet written). Why not; I don't think there's going to be any real spoilers.
When the trip is over Ned offers them a transition into real life by letting them share his large house on his acreage on Bayview Heights, overlooking Pittwater in Sydney while they get jobs, boyfriends and accommodation. The jobs come, but each brings her own level of enthusiasm to the issue of boyfriends let alone moving out.
Amy, perhaps scarred by her previously bad relationship, is comfortable with what she has with Ned and reluctant to move on. The younger ones try, but find Tinder and the local pub rather unsatisfactory experiences and never really get around to even losing their "condom free" status within the household.
Issie was disillusioned with her native Italy. In her small home town all her friends were married or had moved on to the big cities. When she moved to Rome, she was lonely and was unhappy with the men she met there. She qualifies for a 457 visa to work in Australia; so she too returns to Ned's fold.
So Ned's life becomes something between being the guru in a 70's style hippie open love commune and a modern day parent whose kids refuse to leave home; except these kids aren't his and they come with benefits.
The younger ones have time on their side. But Issie's biological clock is ticking loudly and Amy's is not that far behind. Issie finds it just as hard to find a satisfactory man in Australia as she did in Italy; which raises the question of whether Ned would be a father again. Don't know. We'll need to get that far. Maybe that issues becomes the focus of the emotional side of the story.]
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Withdrawing the residue of my erection, I rolled off Tash, slipping my swimmers the rest of the way off me and chucking them onto the floor for the morning.
She just continued to lay there, face up, arms out to her side, staring at the roof. The giant T shaped tear in her one piece completely exposed her breasts, which now rose out of her red swimmers like towering light brown mountains surrounded by a red ocean. It took only the slightest elevation to see the rest of what was exposed. The flaps of the tear were peeled back revealing a V of flesh that extended from under her breasts to where it came to a point as it turned her mound into her crotch. The material around her crotch looked scrunched up from the pounding she'd just had; wet and stained by sweat, her juices and cum.
She looked completely, alluringly, ravished and was making no attempt to strip herself out of the now useless suit.
Her hand slid across the narrow distance between our bodies, brought it over my hips and cupped my flaccid, sticky cock; playing gently with it.
"Ned, I've never had sex like that before."
It was clear it was intended as a positive statement, but "like that" covered a broad range of possibilities. My ego wanted to explore them but my common sense said 'not yet'.
Not wanting to disturb the hand on my cock, I lay as still as I could while I bent my arm around the top of her head and stroked her hair in a silent appreciative recognition of her words. Gradually the movement of her hand stopped. I raised my head just enough to see she'd slipped off to sleep.
I brought my own arm to a more comfortable position and let myself drift off to sleep too; the hand cupping my cock never far from my mind. I vaguely recall drowsing into semi-wakefulness in the middle of the night with her hand now covering a night hard-on, but the next clear memory is of being woken at first light to find her turned on her side towards me, propped on her elbow, running her finger up and down a full erection as she kissed my cheek. She was still in the destroyed swimsuit; the triangular upper flap now draped down partly closing the torn gap
"Morning Ned."
"Morning."
"That was pretty good last night. Where did you learn to do it?"
"What?"
"The role play. The sex."
"I'm sure many young studs your age would know stuff on the sex side that would blow your brain compared to me. But a good professional spends his life role playing."
Then I added with what I hoped she recognised as a self-depreciating grin...
"I just repurposed the skill. But did the role play really make that much difference?"
Tash thought for a moment. It was clear she knew the answer. She was just trying to formulate it in a way she was happy to admit to.
"Yes, a big one. You sussed me out disturbingly quickly on where I was coming from. But the simple fact is that, while you might be too knackered after 5 hours swimming a day to get up to much, the brain didn't stop. You had a mixed group of nearly naked young adults spending all this time together and a hero figure in the coach.
As you're swimming up and down the lanes the brain is looking for entertainment of its own. If you're following a guy with a cute butt - and in a swimming squad they all have cute butts - and you can see the bulge of his balls and dick in his swimmers trailing between his legs, you're going to start imagining things. If one is swimming toward you with a bit of a hard on, you're going to imagine even more because you know he's got randy thoughts too. And when there's no cute butt or hard on to focus on, there's always the coach.
Thinking about sex was my favourite way to entertain my brain while I was swimming. And five hours a day leads to some pretty heavily imprinted fantasies."
"So now you've done it, does that let you tick it off a bucket list or is it like a video you keep wanting to replay occasionally?"
"It definitely a play again video; but then there's some others to put on the play list too."
Tash had a grin a mile wide as she teased me with the last statement. I turned towards her and immediately she closed the small gap between our bodies, slipping my erection inside her torn swimsuit and into the wet warmth of her crease.
Instinctively I brought my hand up, peeled back the flap of material covering her upper breast and covered it with my hand; tweaking her nipple between two out stretched fingers.
Tash put and arm around my neck and pulled my head in towards her breasts and she started rocking back and forwards on my hardened shaft as her other hand held it tight into her crease and against what I reasonably assumed was her clit.
Her bosom was no less inviting for the fact it was surrounded by the remnants of her swimmers. I licked and nuzzled at her upper nipple while my hand fingered the lower one; quickly turning them both into attractive jutting peaks which made the upper one all the more attractive to suck.
As Tash quickly worked herself up into a state of excitement, her initial gentle rocking on my cock soon turn into bunk shaking full thrusts, bending my cock down further so that it maintained its own firm pressure in her crease without the assistance of her hand. She first thrust herself forward slipping right along its length until my cock was pushed deeply into the back of her torn swimsuit, then pulled herself back until the bell itself was playing against her clit.
Five or six of those in very quick succession and she came; nearly suffocating me in her cleavage as she held my head in a crushing grip.
Almost immediately she used her hand to introduce my shaft into her sex, only looking for a shallow penetration before rolling me onto my back and mounting me with her legs outside mine with her arms extending her torso into the air. From there she pushed down to bury me in her until her mound was hard against my pubis. I could only watch with delight as her breasts bounced up and down like a pair of basket balls as she ground herself against me to a second orgasm.
Then squeezing me tightly, she changed her previous grinding movement to a longer stroke one, until she had me squirting my seed into her again. By the standards of the morning romps on the boat it was something of a quickie.
As she rolled back off me it wasn't hard to imagine that my cum and her juices were again filling the much abused crotch of those ripped red swimmers. We both lay there for another hour until I heard the first sounds of one of the other girls in the main cabin.
I excused myself from Tash to get up, put on the pair of speedos I'd thrown on the floor last night and slip out of the cabin. It was Ellen, dressed only in one of her fuck me bikinis, filling the kettle.
"Can you put on some water for me too?"
"Sure Mr Smith."
"So you heard, did you?"
"Let's see now."
Ellen walked up to me, wrapped her hands around my butt, pulled my crotch against hers and started vigorously dry humping me.
"No Mr Smith, No Mr Smith, don't fuck me Mr Smith, don't, stop, Oh Mr Smith, don't stop."
Tash opened the door and walked into the cabin, smirking at what was going on, even if with something of a red face. She and Ellen are both Australian, so know that humour between mates can be at times a bit brutal. Leaving me to the erection she'd created, Ellen walked over to her and put her arms reassuringly around her; bringing her crotch more firmly against Tash's than I was used to seeing Ellen do.
"I'm sure you know you're going to get teased about these things don't you. It's a small yacht and it's our way of breaking down any barriers and inhibitions. But that shouldn't stop you. We all have our little things and you'll get your chance to tease too. But it does sound like Mr Smith was very naughty. Does he need to be punished?"
Ellen turned towards me, giving me the sort of wicked grin that tells you she's contemplating something naughty.
"Tash, you know on the boat we can do a good line in walking the plank and keel hauling for naughty boys don't you. I've always wanted to experiment with a bit of tying to the mast and flogging too, but the local police might take objection.
My goodness. What happened to those? Oh, OK, come to think of it, you don't have to answer that question. Just out of interest, was Nigel's surname Smith?"
Ellen had spotted Tash's shredded red swimmers cascading from her hand, the damage fairly obvious; as indeed was a certain yuckiness in their torn crotch. As Tash folded them up and consigned them to the bin she looked back at Ellen and nodded her head.
"Yes."
Ellen walked over to me, drawing a line down my naked chest with the fingers of one hand, while those of the other drew a line up the erection that was pushing out my swimmers.
"Ned, I had quite a crush on one of my third year professors. I reckon you'd look a bit like him in a pair of hospital scrubs. I might have to see what I can rustle up."
It was about now Amy emerged from the centre cabin.
"What' all this about."
It was Ellen who responded.
"Have a look in the bin."
Amy went over and pulled the red swimmers from the bin; holding them up by one of the shoulder straps to let their full length drape down in a way that showed the damage. Then she held them higher as she examined their crotch. Even from where I was standing I could see globules of dried cum on the patch of material stiffened by dried body fluids.
"Oh dear, they've seen a bit of action haven't they. Explains what we heard last night. Nice one Tash. You may have given me a few ideas too."
Amy reconsigned the swimmers to the bin and we settled down for breakfast.
We had a big day planned. Issie's departure had sent the boat into a bit of a funk. With the week spent on the diving course and then the week before and after her departure spent doing little more than mopping around, there'd been far too little time spent exploring the incredible beauty of Huahine, the island on which the town of Fare, where we were anchored, is based. On our original schedule we were meant to be long gone by now; yet in some ways we'd barely started our stay here.
Certainly the snorkelling and diving around Fare had been spectacular and the girls had tried out the surfing on the famous nearby beaches, especially Ava Mo'a Pass. But all the surfing this side was a reef break and really only Ellen was up to the standard that required. Dedicated though they were, the others had quickly decided the risks weren't worth the benefits.
A lot of what we wanted to look at was on the east side of the Island, opposite where we were anchored on the Western side. Given the choice of hiring a car or trying to get there by boat, we chose the latter. I say trying because, unless we wanted to go back out to sea and circumnavigate the island, our trip would entail using the tender to navigate some shallow internal passageways. With several days' worth of activities planned there we decided to move the yacht to the closest deep-water starting point in Bouyarne Bay. From there we could use the Rib to navigate the narrow channel between Huahine-Nui and Huahine-Iti (which translates as big and little Huahine), down Maroe Bay and around towards the town of Faie, the starting point of our adventure.
The maps told us the trip to Bouyarne Bay should be safe enough. Just the same, we hoisted Ellen up to the spreader and Amy manned the bow pulpit to keep an eye out for coral heads; Tash watching out for their signals while I concentrated on steering.
Anchoring as close as we could to the narrow passageway between the two islands, we piled into the RIB; myself, three girls, two surfboards, a backpack with towels and clothing and a picnic basket. The girls are light, so weight wasn't a problem with the 15hp motor easily pushing us along at planning speed. Keeping everyone and everything aboard and the girls' breasts in their bikini tops as the boat bounced about in the choppy water was a bit harder.
As went entered the narrow and shallow channel between the islands we slowed right down; Ellen and Tash in the bow, kneeling on the floor and looking forward and down to give warning of any obstacles. But it quickly turned out that the underwater wildlife rather than navigation hazards became the focus of attention.
Numerous rays, turtles and small reef sharks seemed to have sought shelter in the relatively safe waters of the channel. The girls got all excited and Amy pulled out the GoPro to get some underwater footage for the blog and video pages. Attaching the camera to a long pole, she bent deeply over the side of the RIB to let her hold it under the water, resist the pressure on the pole from the forward movement of the boat and see what she was filming. Ellen and Tash quickly joined her in bending over the side to look at what she was filming and direct her to notable sights, rather than keeping an eye forward.
All I could do was slow the boat down; both to help Amy by reducing the pressure on the camera pole and to account for the fact somewhat less attention was now being paid to navigation. Mind you, the girls weren't the only ones whose attention to that was flagging.
Opposite me on the RIB, Amy, in nothing more than a tiny bikini, had her arse in the air as she lay face down across the inflated side tube of the RIB, with her knees spread wide apart to brace herself as she filmed the beautiful world under the water.
In my own opinion anyway, nature's most beautiful attraction wasn't under the water. It was just across the RIB from me. Amy's judgement was right. For all Tash's voluptuous beauty, it was Amy's body I was always drawn back to.
Soaking wet from the spray we'd all been drenched with as we'd crossed the more open waters of Bouyarne Bay, the gorgeous azure material of her scrunch back, tie sided, Brazilian cut bikini bottoms clung to the sculptured light olive skin of her bum like it was painted on. The scrunch back drew the material into the fold of her bottom from where it spread out to partly cover her bum checks like a pair of delicate butterfly wings; the waist band arching up each side from where it just exposed the top of her crack to where it met the high cut legs seams and continued on to form the tightly drawn side tie which hitched delectably over her hip.
But as always with Amy, the piece de resistance lay between her legs where the prominent bulge of her mound screamed out her sexuality at me. From every angle, but especially from this one, it was a goldilocks mound; large and prominent enough to bring any male to cross legged frustration with its fecund femineity but not so large as to be gross or distorted. Down the centre of it, the seam of the material snuggled into the faintest hint of the line of her crease; nothing as crude as a camel toe, but enough to never let you forget what lay within.
I knew all too well what lay within. I'd explored it with my fingers, cock and tongue. I've separated her engorged labia and stared lustfully at her swollen clit and the opening to her sex; a wet, dark open void anxiously waiting for whatever I was about to thrust into it. I've watched as my hardened manhood plunged in and out of her body, its length emerging glistening with her juices.
But still that most innocent sight of it delicately covered by a bulge in her bikini bottoms only released my eyes from their fixation and my mind from its desire to plunge my cock into it for long enough for me to take in the sight presented by the other girls.
Tash was on the same side of the boat as Amy; opposite me. Turned to look over the angle of the blunt bow, she also was nearly square onto me, even though further forward. Like Amy, she was kneeling legs apart, bum up as she looked over the side.
I'd been trying, since she arrived on the boat, to work out what it was that felt so familiar about Tash. It was only staring at her butt now that the penny dropped. Appearance wise she very much reminded me of Kate Upton in the movie "The Other Woman" even if she was the complete opposite of the bimbo like character Kate was given. And that extended to the small white tie side bikini she had on to day.
Tash didn't have the prominent mound Amy had, but had a pretty cute butt just the same; broader than Amy's as befitted her more curvy figure. But as Tash had positioned herself to look over the bow, she must have dragged down the front of her bikini pants because unlike Amy's almost painted on ones, Tash's were hanging a little loose. The weight of the wet material had pulled the leg seam away from her thigh, giving me a view straight into her crease and at her sex. Distracting to say the least.
Ellen was alongside me, looking over the opposite side of the boat to the other girls, giving me more of an elevated profile view of her. She too was wearing a tiny scrunched back, Brazilian cut, string sided bikini, a bit like Amy's except it didn't have tie sides. In profile, her butt, capping as it did her long slender legs, was every bit as cute as Amy's; the distraction value increased by the peek down her bum crack given to me by the low slung waist band.
Unlike the others, Ellen was wearing a light gauze, white suntop over her bikini. It too had become wet from the trip across the bay and now clung transparently up against her bikini top, revealing the jutting nipple that the wind across the wet material had raised.
With the girls apparently completely distracted by the underwater sights, I thought I could safely perve at the above water ones without being sussed out; enough that I'd grown a bit of wood that sat as a ramrod straight bar pushing out the front of my swimmers. Not a full on one, but obvious enough even when I was sitting down.
But twice I was caught by Tash. Once when I was staring straight up Amy's butt and looked up to see her eyeing me off. The second time when I'd been staring up the gap in her bikini and suddenly realised she was looking straight back at me; she giving me a cheeky grin and a wiggle of her butt as our eyes met. And there was no doubt she could see the wood.
After we safely navigated the channel, we entered the more open water of Maro'e Bay. With a couple of km to travel down the Bay, Tash decided she's like to give wake boarding a go; something she actually come prepared for with a tow rope.
This was meant to be a fun day, so there was nothing lost in giving it a go. It turned out Tash was pretty good at it; having done a lot with her family. Still, on the choppy waters she wasn't immune to falling and quickly proved that a string tie bikini is not the ideal garment for it when you have a figure like Tash's. The first time she fell she only had a blowout in her top. As she regained confidence, she kept signalling for us to go faster. So the second time she fell she was just about stripped out of her bikini all together. Her pants ended up around her ankles and her top came off completely.
We pulled her aboard stark naked where she tied her pants back on before we turned around and retraced our steps looking for the lost top. Fortunately it had swallowed a lot of air in the fall and we found it floating in our wake.
Each of Amy and Ellen wanted their turn too. Less skilled, they had more falls, but the speeds were slower and after Tash's example they'd tied their bikinis on more securely. The only additional exposure we had was a top blowout from Amy.
At the head of Maro'e Bay we turned left and navigated another shallow channel between the main island and the outlying sandy cay of Motu Vavaratea. Then we travelled North up the deep sheltered bay which forms the harbour for the township of Faie, past the Huahine Pearl Farm and across to a low scrubby cay to the north called Motu Mahara.
We delicately navigated around to the exposed South East corner of it, where we beached the RIB within sight of what we'd come for; a famous left hand breach break. It might be famous, but out here on a small island in the middle of the Pacific we still had it completely and absolutely to ourselves.



The trip may have been complex, but it wasn't that long; only about 7km in all - around 4 nautical miles.
To say the girls were excited is an understatement. They are all keen, mad, passionate surfers in the way that only those who know a surfer can even imagine. But their opportunities had been a bit sparse recently and now they had this perfect rolling break all to themselves; surfers heaven.
With only two boards between the three girls (OK, four of us in total - I was going to have a go too, but was willing to sit back and acknowledge my lesser skills), it was decided that Tash and Ellen should get first go, leaving Amy and myself to set up camp in a shady spot in amongst the low hanging branches of the tropical vegetation.
Amy spread out a towel and lay herself down; trying to get the right balance between sun and shade that let her dry herself out from the wet trip and enjoy the tropical warmth, while not cooking her skin or overheating. I followed suit alongside her, building myself a little sand pillow and backrest under my towel to let me watch the girls surfing (and to be honest, perve at Amy's body sprawled out alongside me).
We chatted for a short while - discussing the bucket list for the next few days on the island - as I took advantage of my elevated position to stare down along the length of her body. Amy's breasts might not have the same humungous quality as Tash's, but they were large for her slim body size in a way that was incredibly sexy; all the more so when the golden flesh of their perfectly shaped orbs was only partly covered by a bikini top that was a little too small for its job. Then there was that stomach of hers; taut and plank flat in a way that continued in a straight line down to where her delectable mound turned down under her crotch with only her gorgeous navel breaking the surface of sculptured excellence. To top it off, the pants she had on today showed a bikini bridge that offered teasing views down alongside her mound; leaving little to the imagination.
Mid-sentence she fell quiet and rolled over on top of me, resting her head on my chest as her legs straddled mine and she wrapped her arms around my upper body. Amy's a contemplative young lady and I searched for what it was had suddenly made her feel the need for solace.
I ran my hand through her hair...
"Are you missing Issie?"
"A little bit. We'd known each other long enough to feel a close bond. I like the others, but there's not been time for the same closeness to develop."
"How are you getting on with Tash?"
"Good. She's fun to be around and certainly makes the yacht more lively."
Her answers had seemed genuine, but none of her answers had offered conversation starters to explore anything that might be bothering her.
I started to give it one more try...
"Are you..."
When she cut me off...
"Ned!"
"Yes."
"I'm fine. You don't need to analysis me. I just wanted some time to feel close to you."
She lifted her head up towards mine, closing her eyes and puckering her lips in an unmistakable request for me to kiss her. I bent my head down to find her lips; pecking them and kissing around her cheek as I embraced her. But I could see the arch of my body was denying her any real comfort. I squirmed off to the side of the sand pillow I'd created, laying diagonally across her and my towels so I could lay flat.
She crawled up my body so that her head was over mine, playing her lips against mine and offering her tongue to lightly wrestle externally with my own. Then she lifted her hips, worked the erection that had grown in my swimmers into its vertical position along my stomach and brought herself down straddling it; squirming on it until I could feel its length settle into the fold of her crease.
"Ned, I don't want this to finish. I don't want to give up your love or the love I feel for you. Yes, I know I have to. I don't need a lecture. But that doesn't mean I want to. But for now, for the next short time, I just want you."
"OK, no lectures. I'm not looking forward to the day either. But I don't think the 75 year old me is going to be that attractive to the 45 you old you."
I immediately regretted adding the last sentence. I'd said no lectures.
"I'd prefer to make that judgment. But I understand."
She lifted her hips up, slipped her hand under, pulled her swimmer's gusset to the side, undid my swimmer's drawstring, exposed me and brought herself down to penetrate my shaft into her; squirming down to bring her mound firmly against my pubis.
"Let me lie here and cuddle you."
As she slipped her arms under mine and lay sprawled across the top of me like a blanket, I put one arm around her and stroked her long hair with the other; letting her lie there in silence. Issie's departure had changed what Amy sought from me. Far more often now she wanted sex, or even just contact, which was intimate, rather than the wild, screaming, bouncing, multi-orgasmic sex she'd chased before. It was almost back to the earliest days of our relationship. The screaming stuff still happened, but the balance had changed.
It was certainly no burden to me to indulge her. I loved the feel of my shaft just lying inside the warm wetness of her sex; revelled in it even. I got enough wild sex to satisfy any man half my age, so some slower stuff was no frustration inducing tease. The grip her sex had on it sensitised my shaft in a way that sent little shivers of pleasure through my body without threatening a release.
But I couldn't help myself. Instinctively as I ran my hand down the length of her long hair to where it cascaded over her shoulder and down onto the towel, I extended my thumb out and brushed it against the nipple sitting inside her bikini top and against my chest. I felt it instantly harden; which encouraged me to leave it there, playing against the jutting projection as even through the thin, unlined material my sensitive finger registered the swelling of the plinth on which her nipple stood and the cute little dimples that dotted its surface.
My brain had just caught up with my instinct and was starting to challenge whether nipple play came within "just cuddling" when I felt her reposition herself to give me clearer access to the nipple as she brought her lips back up to mine and kissed me before planting kisses across the surface of both of my cheeks. I took that as a message that she'd like me to continue.
Emboldened, I slipped my forefinger and thumb into the side of her top and rolled the naked flesh of the nipple between them.
Amy's head returned to rest on my shoulder, leaving me to feel the rise and fall of her chest and the soft sound of her breathing as I continued to fondle her nipple. Lying motionless on top of me, she was clearly enjoying me play with it. Like so much of Amy, her nipples were in the goldilocks zone. A bit bigger and maybe a bit darker than normal, but not anywhere near so big as to have that stretched all over the end of her breast look and feel that I personally find unattractive. There was an immense tactile pleasure in just rolling its hardened cylindrical perfection between two fingers.
Her whole being communicated contentment to me as she lay there; just occasionally shuffling a bit on top of me; pushing her mound ever firmer down onto my pubis and seemingly trying to merge our bodies into one single entity. But always she left me with easy access to her nipple.
It wasn't that long before I noticed her breathing becoming faster and heavier; occasional almost heaving, accompanied by a little spasm through her sex that squeezed against my shaft. Amy is the only one of the three girls - four counting Issie - perfectly able to have an orgasm on nipple play alone; and fairly easily at that. My playing with it had been for my pleasure; but the knowledge it had such a profound effect on her increased that pleasure.
When she climaxed, it wasn't accompanied by one of her screams or any pounding of her body down on mine. It was just a sudden holding of her breath proceeding a deep, satisfying, prolonged groan while I could feel her sex contracting against my shaft. But still she just lay there.
Maybe five minutes later, a second orgasm followed; much as the first.
I was happy to give her nipple orgasms all day. There was clearly something in what was happening that fulfilled some deep need she felt. Amy's no selfish lover, but what she was seeking now was something other than sex in its rawest sense.
But I was also aware the others would be coming back soon. I'd been lifting my head to keep an eye on them and when I saw them coming into the shallows, I patted Amy on her but and told her it was time to get up and do some surfing.
Her instinctive reaction was to squeeze her sex onto my shaft and start moving up and down on me; trying to bring me to a climax. But there was no time for that. Girl on top is my endurance position; I don't cum that fast. And for various reasons I didn't want to finish a performance in full view of the others. I clamped my hand on her bum to slow her movement.
"There's no time for that and no need. We can catch up another time. Let's go surfing."
I half turned to encourage her to get off me. She lifted her hips to slip me out of her and climbed off, kneeling next to me. I quickly covered my erection with my swimmers and picked up the back pack to ferret out my boardshorts; positioning the bag on my lap to hide the erection while I let it settle back down.
By the time the girls reached us I had my boardshorts on and I think I managed to avoid displaying any obvious sign of sexual activity. All they'd seen from the beach was Amy lying still on top of me; cuddling yes, but ambiguous for anything else.
Amy and I took the boards from them and headed off to the water. I'm not going to pretend I'm either a skilled or passionate surfer. Amy shares the passion of the other girls, but being from England, for her it's a newly acquired skill; so she's not up to the standard that their lifetime of surfing has generated. My; well, I've done some over the years, but not enough to show and finesse.
We were both out the back waiting for another wave when Amy paddled over alongside me, slipped her hand half way up the leg of my boardshorts and said...
"Thank you for earlier. I needed that."
She'd caught me a bit off guard with the suddenness of it. I looked up into her eyes and found her staring back; her doe like eyes a deep well of something I couldn't quite put my finger on. Whatever it was, it was clear she meant the words. Before I could answer she was paddling off towards the break area again.
I watched as she paddled onto a wave, transfixed as she lifted her cute butt into a downward dog like position before standing up and shooting off towards the beach. A picture of feminine grace and sexualised athletic beauty
My relationship with Amy was always the most complex; her many years of being with a physically and emotionally abusive partner creating deep needs in her that she seems to find some satisfaction for in our relationship. Issie's departure seems to have deepened it, especially since she's now been on the boat far longer than the other two and we feel some stronger connection between each other for that reason alone.
Still, I worry for her. She tells me she's not damaged and perfectly able to act rationally and to a degree that's true. But she's a lovely person and a stunning beautiful woman. Longer term, she deserves, and should easily be able to attract, a much more appropriate male than myself. I just worry that she won't be able to let go when the time comes for her to move on. In the mean time we share a deep love that's completely out of line with our age difference; but I'm well aware that knowing how much I love her is incredibly important to her. I can only imagine that the whole cuddling thing on the beach was her need for a physical reaffirmation of that.
This was meant to be a day of surfing and only a true surfer can understand that, when you have a perfect left hand break and a beach all to yourself, it really did mean a day. A whole day. The girls continued to take turns on the boards, interspersed with lunch and various refreshments we'd brought with us. I took some turns, but not every one; which inevitably meant both Ellen and Tash spent time on the beach with me.
Tash is proving to be an interesting addition to the boat. I had very quickly formed an emotional bond with Ellen that let me say I loved her. There's just something in her manner and maturity that made it easy for me to do that.
While it's early days, for Tash I can't honestly say it has moved beyond lust. And the reciprocal of that is that she too is just using me for sex. All in the most respectful and even affectionate way of course. But it is more of a close emotional relationship that reflects our age difference with a sexual one that ignores it.
But she has brought to the boat a playfulness that transcends even what existed before, which combined with her forceful personality, has imprinted itself on everything. And often that means a physical playfulness too. A mere one example is that, when I prematurely took the last sandwich, she almost launched herself at me, crawling up over my body to try and reach it in my outstretched hand. We both knew that had she asked for it, then it was hers. And my outstretch hand, in trying to deny it to her was simply an automatic and momentarily teasing reaction to her physical approach to getting it.
The girls have always done that sort of thing; but Tash does it more often, does it as much between the girls as with me, and brings to it a greater exuberance than before.
But she too has picked up from the others the habit of seeking to induce the "full horizontal boner" whenever she can; which you will recall is the girls' semi competition of teasing me into an erection in everyday circumstances which grows in my swimwear so that it points out horizontally instead of vertically. As she climbed over me, it was inevitable from the degree of intimate contact she was going to get an erection. But as soon as she felt through her crotch that the starting alignment of it was going to grow it vertically she bounced herself down on it a couple of times and pinned it there until she changed that to the horizontal one she sought. And as she ate the sandwich, she happily bowed to the applause of the other girls for her efforts.
With the other girls, she has brought into a boat a degree of acceptance of the whole BOB (Bi on the Boat) thing that was only really danced around before. Amy and Issie had started to get into it, but let's just say that, when there some sort of general orgy happening, Amy and Tash seem to have no limits. And even Ellen, who has been pretty half hearted about it, seems to be a lot more comfortable with it now. Still, as far as I know it's only when there is a general orgy - so it's sideline activity while I'm involved - that the BOB really comes into play. At other times they seem very comfortable with being in close physical contact with each other, but I don't know they instigate actual sex.
Like all days, this one had to come to an end and it was time to pack up the RIB for the long trip back to the yacht.
I'd sent the girls ahead with the boards and esky while I packed up the backpack with our towels and excess clothing. As I rounded the bend to where the RIB was I was, to say the least, a bit taken aback with the sight in front of me. The RIB was broadside onto the beach. On the beach side of it Tash was bent over the inflatable sidetube where the mid-boat thwart (seat) was. She was kneeling on the beach with about her upper stomach on the sidetube; legs spread wide apart. Quite an attractive sight you might think. And so it was.
But bent over the top of her was Amy; with the gorgeous little mound bulge of her prominently on display between her equally spread legs.
And bent over the top of her, with her now almost straight but still well spread legs supporting her weight, was Ellen.
I stopped for a moment, somewhat taken aback - if not transfixed - by the sight. I must not have been heard on my approach, because as I walked alongside them and tossed the bag into the boat, Tash looked up towards me to ask, while the other two just grinned at me...
"Ever seen a pussy stack before?"
It took me a second to realise the significance of the co-joined words. 'Pussy' and 'stack', because frankly the concept was foreign to me.
"No."
"Can you work out what to do with one?"
Naturally an answer pretty quickly came to mind. But my first reaction was 'no, surely not'.
"Do you mean..." I wasn't quite sure how to finish the sentence. But I'd said enough.
"Yep, I'm not carry the weight of these fat bitches above me because I like the feel of Amy's tits pushing into my back. We saw the boner you got from watching our upended pussies earlier, so now you can use them. So get on with it. Oww!"
The final exclamation had come from Any's friendly dig in her ribs for the fat bitches comment.
I moved around between their legs. As I looked down on the extraordinarily beautiful sight a lot of things went through my mind that will take longer to set out than my mind took to process them. Still, they're important.
The first was that the boner was back with a vengeance. I'd got a bit of wood on just from the sight as I approached them. Now it was rigid, hard and pushing the material of my swimmers well above the waist band.
The second was 'shit', how do I do this? If pussy stack is actually a concept, I would imagine it's usually associated with an emotionless orgy high on some brain numbing substance, or just part of a mindless porn fantasy.
These are real girls, each with their own emotional and physical needs from my relationship with them and are certainly not affected by any substance. My general rule for sex is that 'the girl cums first'. How do I get that result with three of them in a position that I haven't used on them - I haven't done doggy style with any of them individually let along a stack of them - and where I don't have easy access to all the erogenous zones that I would normally use?
How many pokes does each one get? What about foreplay? Who do I cum into and how do I ensure that result? Their pussies are covered by their bikini bottoms, how do I access them when their legs are interlocked like they are?
With so many question and worries about the whole thing, it was a wonder my boner didn't shrink away. But it was actually keen to get down to the task at hand. I decided I'd just have to wing it, Tash's words of 'get on with it' ringing in my ears.
First things first. I freed my erection from my swimmers, pulled them down my legs and chucked them onto the floor of the RIB under the girls' noses as if to announce the whole thing was about to commence.
Instinctively I ran my hand up and down the stack of pussies a couple of times, the closeness of their bodies making a smooth transition from one to the next. On the third and subsequent times, as I ran my hand along, I extended my finger and pushed more deeply into the front of their mounds to try and tickle up their clits a bit. It was time to expose them.
Amy and Tash were easy enough. With string tie bottoms, I undid the right hand tie and pulled the material aside, fingering each one a little in their clit and sex to see how they were responding and finding them fairly receptive. Ellen's bottoms weren't string tie. Pulling them off her would put a lot of weight on the other girls as I brought her legs up, so I just pulled the gusset aside and fingered her a bit too.
The girls were giggling a lot and responding with ohhs and arhhs to my fingering but on the whole seemed to be treating it all as a bit of a joke; which I found encouraging. It took some of the pressure off. As I stood back for a moment I considered my options. As I was fucking a girl I could fairly easily reach around and play with her nipples or tickle up the clit of a girl above her. Wrapping a hand around to the clit of a girl being fucked or one below her was more difficult because of the overlapping and entangled legs.



But I also knew that with my angle of penetration, hitting a girl's g spot was no sure thing and that apart from Amy, nipple play alone wasn't going to get her there. Really, their clits were the only certain path to give them an orgasm.
I decided to tackle Tash first because at the bottom of the stack, she was the most difficult proposition. I took Amy's hands and directed them onto Tash's nipples to encourage her to play with them; getting Ellen to do the same with Amy. Then kneeling behind Tash I slipped my shaft into her sex, slowly penetrating her and giving her a few thrusts to open her up and get her and my shaft well lubricated with her juices. Then I withdrew and bent my shaft down under her crotch; bringing its length against her clit.
Moving back and forwards slowly while surging and bouncing my shaft to apply more pressure, I started concentrating on really bringing her to a high state of arousal. With a good pattern established I could use my free hands to start fingering each of the other girls while my cock slid back and forwards across Tash's now wet and slippery clit; mainly playing with the other girls' clits but adding in a bit of finger penetration to really juice them up and sensitise their g spots.
As I knelt and bent down to Tash, Ellen's crotch was nearly in my face. I watched in delight as my fingering of her clit caused it to engorge and swell, virtually looked up into the depth of her sex as it opened to my playing with it and saw the honey start to pour out of it to lubricate my fingering of her. Ellen's clit is delightfully, abnormally large and sensitive. I brought my tongue against it and started slurping up her juices; tickling the tip of her clit as I flickered my tongue at it, then taking it between my lips and sucking it.
I could feel and hear Ellen writhe and moan in ecstatic response; all the more so when I slipped my now free fingers covered in her juices inside her bikini top and slimed up her nipple with them before raising it to a jutting peak.
Amy's always a joy to make love to because she cums so quickly. I don't know whether it was Ellen's nipple play or my concurrent fingering of her shallowly located g spot while thumbing her clit, but she soon tensed and let out what was, for her anyway, a subdued cry. Mind you, subdued is a relative concept. Had there been anyone else on the island they would have heard it. The other nice thing about Amy is that, once she cums the first time, she just seems to keep cumming.
By that stage I could tell Tash was getting fairly excited too. Her thighs were rocking in time to my shaft and her breathing getting fairly fast and loud. It was time to finish her off. I pulled my shaft back and thrust it into her sex; deciding I'd just have to put up with the discomfort of forcing my hand between Tash's thigh and Amy's, to let me finger Tash's clit.
I tried to force her legs apart as far as I could so that the tightness of her pussy didn't cause me to go off prematurely. My erection had a lot of work to do and I couldn't afford to lose it on the first girl. Fortunately about a minute later, she too climaxed; her contractions pressing firmly down on the shaft that I held buried deeply within her.
At exactly the same time, Ellen also climaxed to my oral stimulation of her clit which I'd kept up with only a momentary pause as I'd repositioned myself in Tash.
Now it was Amy's turn. I withdrew from Tash and located the tip of my manhood inside Amy's sex. I knew she would be easier to deal with. Elevating myself a bit, I used the back of the opening to her sex as a lever point to drive the tip of my erection down against her g spot; raking it firmly against the front wall. Because of its shallow location, it was something I could achieve with a reasonable degree of success and without putting too much pressure anywhere else.
I quickly checked Ellen was still playing with Amy's nipples; something that contributed a lot to her arousal. Because she was then, now I was using my manhood on Amy, the hand that was previously tickling Amy's clit could be used on Ellen's; since I was now standing too high to bend my mouth down to her sex.
With a bit of elevation, my visual perspective changed; from a close up of Ellen's sex to an overview which brought home to me more forcefully the fact I was actually fucking three women at the same time. Before my brain had been preoccupied with the detail and logistics of what I had to do. Now I'd managed to bring each of them to an orgasm, it was like the pressure was off. Now I could really get into it and enjoy it.
As I looked down I could see my shaft disappearing between the lips of Amy's delightful mound and into her sex; emerging each time glistening with her juices. Just above that, the elastic of the leg hem of Ellen's bikini had exaggerated the bulge of her mound within which I could watch my fingers stroke the length of Ellen's abnormally swollen bud, honey flowing copiously from her sex, down around my fingers and dripping onto my shaft as it plunged back into Amy.
Directly forward I could enjoy the view over Ellen's perfectly formed back. Slim, strong, oh so feminine, starting where it emerged from the sexy line of the waistband of her bikini bottoms, up the shapely line of her figure to where her broad shoulders were covered by her cascading long hair. Only the thin string of the lower tie of her bikini top broke the line of her arousingly naked flesh.
Off to each side was the delightful sight of a line of breasts. Tash's humongous ones, spread apart around the narrow thwart she was resting on and being played with my Amy's fingers, Amy's large ones pull out by Ellen from where they would otherwise have been squashed against Tash, so that Ellen in turn could play with them and the bulge of Ellen's smaller ones, the nipple of her right breast being tickled up by me.
Distracted, almost overwhelmed momentarily by the visuals, I was almost caught by surprise when Amy's second orgasm was announced by her usual deafening screams and the spasmodic jerking of her body. I slipped my shaft deeply into her body and held it here to let me enjoy the way her contractions pummelled its length.
The success I'd had with using penetrative sex to activate Amy's g spot encouraged me to try the same with Ellen. Hers was more deeply located and she wasn't prone to the same sort of continuous orgasms that Amy has, but still, I knew her G spot worked and she was already highly aroused from the fingering I'd been giving her. I withdrew from Amy and relocated my manhood in Ellen's receptive sex.
Once again, by adopting a slightly too high stance and leveraging my shaft against the rear opening of her sex to pressure the tip down against the front wall, I was hoping the g spot would do the trick.
As I stood higher over her and started thrusting I found my eyes focusing down on that single thin bikini string that divided her back. It teasingly aroused me with its fragile bow while at the same time I found it an intrusive man made presence on the otherwise seductively naked perfection of her back.
I reached up and pulled the bow to release it, casting the strings off from her body, so that the corners of the tiny triangle covering her breasts draped down over Amy; repeating the process with the neck tie otherwise hidden by her long hair.
Then I applied the juice slimed fingers of my left hand to the task of teasing up her previously neglected left nipple. Her nipples seemed to like the lubrication provided by her own vaginal juices which I'd transferred there on my fingers. They rose quickly to a full, almost exaggerated hardness as my fingers slid frictionlessly across their textured surface.
My focus now was entirely on Ellen. She wasn't a screamer like Amy. Indeed, when she'd joined the boat her orgasms had been signalled by little more than a silent tensing of her body; a product of previously needing to self-satisfy on a small yacht lacking any real privacy.
Slowly, no doubt influenced by the performances put on by both Amy and Issie, her arousal had started to be accompanied by moaning. To say they rose to a crescendo with her climax would be a gross exaggeration. But they did get a bit louder; usually finishing with a highly audible groan.
Ellen had already been moaning when I was fingering her. Now the moans grew louder, until with a machinegun like series of grunts, she too climaxed.
After letting her orgasm run its course with my shaft held buried fully in her, I decided it was time for my turn. It was something I'd been planning almost from the start. Absent a premature release, the question of who I cum in was not one to be taken lightly. On top of my own desires - and I do often have preferences - there was the semi political issue of keeping everyone happy and feeling equally treated. They cared about the issue, possibly even more than me.
From the outset, I'd decided it should be Amy. She seemed to need it most; as evidenced by her earlier need for affection. Tash had already had enough attention today and was never in the running. Ellen might be a bit peeved, especially since she was the last served, but I'd just need to make it up to her later.
Without making any fuss about it, I withdrew from Ellen and repenetrated Amy; pushing myself firmly into her crotch at the same time my lower stomach pushed into Ellen's.
The fact that I'd got this far wasn't a sign I was some sort of sexual athlete. It was simply the case that the sort of leveraged half penetration I used to stimulate Amy's and Ellen's g spot wasn't all that stimulating to me. Don't get me wrong. It was nice and very enjoyable, in a highly sexualised way. But it wasn't rubbing up my cock in the sort of way that quickly generates a release. Plus Amy and Ellen knew they shouldn't grip me until they knew I was ready to cum. It was just part of the sharing understanding.
Tash had been a riskier proposition because she was naturally tight, I had been using a deeper penetration and she was new enough not to be fully conversant with the understanding. But by getting her well warmed up before starting and spreading her legs to lessen the grip I'd made it through.
Amy well understood my intentions and I could feel her gripping me more firmly even before I started thrusting. As much as one can be delivered with a gentle kindness, she was in for a fast and hard pounding. Between holding an erection in her body for nearly an hour earlier in the day and the stimulation of the pussy stack, my testosterone count was stuck on high.
One part of me wanted to hold her thighs - or at least Ellen's thighs - so I could really slam them home. But I was cognisant of Ellen being there too (Tash I couldn't do much about except finish quickly). So instead I cupped Ellen's breasts, rubbing my palms up and down on them as I banged away at Amy.
I was out to enjoy my own orgasm; but hadn't given up on what I could do for the girls. Although my thrusts were long and fast, I had enough elevation to apply some downward pressure on Amy's g spot. In any case, once she's had a couple of orgasms, she seems to go into some state of enhanced sensitivity that lets even vaginal sex bring on another one.
Ellen was going to be a more borderline proposition. As I thrust in and out on Amy, my lower stomach was moving up and down against Ellen's projecting bud. There was at least a chance that, combined with the nipple play would give her another climax too. But in the end, success or otherwise in that was her problem.
Thrusting in and out of Amy is always a delight. Especially after a lot of sex play, she's just so warm, wet and slippery, with a goldilocks grip. It takes all my willpower not to release after just a couple of thrusts; but that would be to deny myself so much pleasure. And one of those pleasures, especially in the sort of fast and furious sex I was delivering her, was to see her move into what seemed like a constant orgasmic state.
It seemed like after only a couple of thrusts she started up...
"Oh...oh...oohhh...oh Ned...aarr... oohh... ooohhh fuck... shit... oh Ned... aarrr... aaaarrrr... AAAAHHHH... ooorrr...oh Ned, keep going...more...please more... don't let go yet Ned...please... not yet... oh...oh...AAAAHHHHH... oohhh
Half way through that Ellen started up; barely audible over Amy's cries...
"mmmm...ooooo..." "ooooooohh...aaaaaaahh."
The combination of two girls in a state of orgasm and Amy's body quivering and spasming in her sexual frenzy gave me no chance to hold it any longer. My balls boiled as a giant well of pleasure collected in the base of my cock and moments later shot up the whole length of my shaft leaving me able to do nothing except throw myself at Amy's crotch and bury my shaft as deeply in her as I could while I filled her sex with my cum. Wave upon wave of pleasure left me bent over the stack of girls under me until the last shudders of my orgasm had emptied every last drop of my seed.
I barely recovered my composure when I heard Tash from the bottom of the pile.
"I hope you guys are finished. I'm getting a cramp down here."
I pulled out from Amy and eased myself off Ellen, letting Ellen and Amy in turn lift themselves up and off the pile; leaving the four of us standing in a somewhat dishevelled, indecent state. Me naked with my cock still half rigid and dripping juices and cum from the end of it, Amy and Tash with their pants falling off, breasts out the sides of their tops and Amy leaking cum down her leg, Ellen topless and with the gusset of her pants still pulled aside - her mound bulging out.
Bit by bit we restored ourselves clothing wise, even if sweat and bodily fluids permeated them. A swim was in order to freshen up; which required nothing more than a few paces around the RIB where the tepid shallows of the lagoon awaited us. The girls hadn't lost any of their playfulness, running into the water before tackling and pushing each other over like a bunch of teenagers. I was trying to amble in behind them with as much dignity as the remaining wood filling out my swimmers from my last erection would let me.
But any sense of mature age dignity was to be denied to me. As soon as I was in range they all started splashing me, then quickly surrounded me to push me rapidly forward until I was in waist deep water, where I was tackled by the combined weight of three women. One or more of them - and in the melee that surrounded me, I actually wasn't sure who - was optimistic enough to think that groping and then jerking the remaining wood through my swimmers was going to make it grow again. If only. It was going to be at least 15 minutes and probably an hour before that would work.
Mind you, that may not have been the only groping that occurred. When you feel like you're being playfully drowned by the owners of a combined total of six breasts, three pussies and three butts, the mere struggle for survival is going to result in some groping; quite a lot actually.
The playfulness subsided until I found myself lying on my back in water just shallow enough that I could rest my head back on the sand and have a reasonable chance of not drowning. The three girls were lying on top of me; Ellen in the centre and Amy and Tash within the embrace of an arm. A total of four female legs were occupying the space between my widely spread two.
There we discussed our touring plans for the next couple of day. It was going to be intense. There was still much we wanted to see on Huahine, but we were well behind the mental timetable we had set for ourselves before Issie's bombshell exploded on us. We were keen to move on to Bora Bora.
In the slowly shelving water, the girls' bodies floated in that in between state where they rested on me, but much of their weight was taken by the water. In that condition the light beach surge moved them up and down ever so slightly. In the half hour we rested there, that meant Ellen's mound and lower stomach rubbing against my cock restored the wood the girls had been looking for earlier and Amy and Tash had a good rub of their crotches against my thighs. But we all chose to ignore it.
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[There's a change of pace with this story and Amy gets to narrate the next few days and in the process provide a bit more of her back story]
*****
As the last shudders of Ned's climax fell still and the contractions of my own orgasm stopped pummelling his shaft, he slowly withdrew leaving a pool of cum collected in the depths of my sex. Easing himself onto his feet, that let Ellen peel herself off the stack, which in turn released me and finally Tash.
Ignoring the cum that started running down my thigh, I tied the string of my bikini pants up tightly again; leaving for the moment my exposed breasts. Bending into the boat I retrieved Ned's discarded swimmers. Exchanging grins with him, I bent down to slip them over his feet and up his legs where I used my hand to tuck his sticky but still impressive residual wood into his pants; pushing it down until it stuck out horizontal like a crotch level Pinocchio nose.
After readjusting each of our bikinis, Ellen, Tash and I ran into the water to freshen up after the pussy stack; soaking Ned with splashes as he more slowly followed, before tackling him and making him grope and handle us just to keep his head clear of the water. When I put my hand under the water to try and grope whatever was left of his wood, there was another female hand already encircling and jerking it.
I'd never heard of a pussy stack. And even if I had, I could never have imagined myself being part of one. Well, at least until a few months ago anyway.
It had started so playfully. As we'd been walking to the RIB with some gear, Tash had been telling me about how Ned had been perving at our pussies as we'd been bent over the side of the RIB taking videos in the shallow channel on the way up. I was quite pleased when she'd said he'd been especially transfixed by mine nearly every time she'd turned around to look at him; all the more so because I knew from the times I'd come up to get my bearings that the view he'd had of hers was straight up inside the loose leg seam of her pants at her exposed one. I was even more please when she told me he was woody as a result.
When we got to the RIB, Tash rushed in to put the board she was carrying into it; bending over the side of the RIB where the thwart was to position the board. I had just wanted to stow the picnic hamper under the same thwart of the RIB. So I just playfully bent over the top of her, resting my weight on her while my arms wrapped either side of her to put the hamper in its place.
I was about to get off her again when she asked...
"Why don't we give Ned a pussy stack?"
"A what? Oh!"
She didn't need to answer. The penny dropped. Before I could even process the concept, Ellen came along with the other board and Tash roped her in...
"Jump aboard, we're going to give Ned a bit of a poke about on a pussy stack."
"Really? Do you think he'll even know what to do with us?"
So before I knew it, I was the meat in a sandwich. And in the context of a pussy stack, 'meat' is not exactly an inappropriate expression.
But I was surprised by a few things. Where did Tash get the concept? She might try and come across as fairly sexually experienced and permissive, but when we really explored her history, she couldn't be called virginal, but she was no raging nymphomaniac either. And Ellen? I've always thought of her as so prim and proper, even if flirty and sexually playful with Ned at times, and yet she immediately knew what Tash was taking about and just complied.
But I didn't really have time to contemplate the questions because almost immediately Ned had come along and Tash had invited him to party with us. I've known Ned for longer than any of them. I wasn't at all sure how he'd react. I knew he hated to do anything that came across as exploitive; almost being paranoid about it. So being offered our pussies to just have a bit of fun poking about in and then unloading into one of us didn't strike me as his cup of tea.
As it turned out, it wasn't. We were each given multiple orgasms before he took his own. And I was quite chuffed he chose to take his in me.
But the experience went beyond just another round of sex with Ned.
I've always loved the way the closeness of his body communicates the pleasure Ned is experiencing when we share sex; the way it tenses and shudders for such a long time as he climaxes, his grunting and groaning and even just the joyful enthusiasm with which he gently pounds me sometimes.
Frank, my abusive previous partner, denied me even that. He treated me as nothing more than a hole into which he dumped his cum in the most emotionless and unpleasurable way. In retrospect, there were little things that now let me see he enjoyed it, or he wouldn't have sought it so often, but at the time he denied me even the ego boost of knowing that; let alone helping me get something out of the sex directly.
They say the brain is the most important sex organ of all and I can attest to that. The difference to my enjoyment of sex that Ned's gentleness, kindness and love made after Frank's selfish possessiveness and indifference is difficult to believe. Organs that were dead and unresponsive have come alive in the most incredible way. I have trouble accepting it's the same body, even though my occupation of it leaves no alternative possibility.
But what really struck me about the pussy stack - other than the fact Ned unexpectedly delivered some great orgasms - was being in such close body contact with Ellen and Tash as they climaxed. I don't mean some sort of clit rubbing intimacy which in the end conveys nothing about the other person's feelings. No, it was the full body contact that counted. I could feel them tense and quiver; first in their rising excitement, then in their orgasm. I felt how hard and sensitive Tash's nipples became as I played with them through the throes of her arousal. I heard Ellen and Tash moan and groan right in my ear. It was almost like sharing their orgasm and letting them share mine. I thought I'd only ever want to do a pussy stack once in my life, if that. And yet I came away thinking it might be something to repeat occasionally.
I'll be interested to find out what Ned thought of it when I get a private moment with him.
Every time I'm surprised by Ned's thoughtfulness as a lover, I find myself contrasting that with my former life with Frank. Ned says I saved myself from Frank. I give him the credit. In a way we're both right.
Physically I got myself out of harm's way. I was a fool. A complete fool. Frank captured me with his superficial charm in my innocent late teens and I was too enamoured of him at first to see what I'd got myself into. He was possessive, jealous, dominating and sometimes violent. For years I always thought if I was just a better girlfriend and partner, it would all be OK. In effect that it was all my fault. And Frank did everything he could to encourage me to that view.
During work hours I was a successful, well paid professional. At home I was an ill-treated slave who was convinced by Frank that even my professional success was because of him. He vacuumed up everything I earned and spent it on himself; criticising me for not earning more. He made sure my work hours didn't leave time for socialising - even with work colleges - and kept me away from any work function designed for team building that might have facilitated me making friends there. And the only outside friends I was permitted were his; who weren't really friends of mine.
Sex was a joyless imposition. On him by me, if you really believed what he told me. And so was my company. He'd make me undress and contort myself into every position imaginable for him to have sex with me. But always I was told I'd mucked it up and spoilt it. Foreplay? Well I suppose sometimes he'd suck my nipples, but most of the time he'd penetrate me without any and call me frigid when he found me dry and unready for him. Technically, what he often did to me was nothing short of rape; but difficult to prove as such because my lack of consent was suppressed by me in the interests of not getting a beating.
I was expected to give head on demand and god help me if I gagged instead of taking his whole length into my mouth. Ned expresses surprise when I do that or even that I'd want to. The short answer is I taught myself how to do it without too much discomfort and that makes it a pleasure to do it for someone who appreciates it and loves me.
Slowly, despite his brainwashing and control, I grew up and saw what was happening. Escaping was a different matter. Given the violence I'd already witnessed, I came to realise, my moment of departure was a matter of life and death. I secreted away money from pay rises and bonuses I didn't tell him about and decided that the safest escape was just to disappear overseas instead of going to work one day.
It took a lot of planning and secrecy. Only my boss knew what was happening and why, because I needed his help to divert money from my salary and to be able to give notice without making it public. He also was the postal address for my passport, travel arrangements and separate banking accounts. Not even my family knew, because a single misspoken word could be fatal.
From the outset, I'd planned to fly to the US West Coast and find passage on a yacht through the Pacific. That way it would be impossible for Frank to follow or track me down. I would be physically safe from him. I linked up with a yacht and its owner on line and made the arrangements. Then one day I said goodbye to Frank as I purported to go to work, left for the airport and was gone. No luggage. Nothing to give my intentions away. I left it all behind but didn't care, because he didn't allow me anything of value anyway.
In San Francisco I joined a yacht heading for Hawaii. The owner was still preparing the boat, so it was a good two months before we left, giving me time to take scuba and surfing lessons. The trip to Hawaii had been a nightmare; long, rough and with an owner and crew who were moody and often cranky. It was an interesting introduction to oceanic cruising, but wasn't really the post Frank therapy I needed. While we were spending a few months bumming around Hawaii, I'd met Issie off an adjoining yacht at the Marina. She'd introduced me aboard Ned's yacht with a crew that at the time included Louise, and the rest, as they say, is history.
Ned quickly became the man in whom I put all my faith for the future as I'd sought a place of refuge.
But my real escape from Frank was still months in the future. My body had escaped him, but in many ways my mind was still shackled. At a leisurely pace we left Hawaii, bound for Fanning Island. Then by a process of easy sailing and Island hopping, we eventually ended up in Papeete, having lost Louise along the way (in port, to another yacht after she split from Ned; not at sea).
Frank had left me as a sort of asexual hetro-romantic. The pleasure of sex had been denied to me and the message had always been I was crap at it anyway; a message I'd all too easily absorbed. In what I can now look back as being a very manipulative way, I'd also been persuaded I was an ugly duckling who must cover up her femineity in asexual clothing. I say manipulative because I can now see Frank was grooming me for his pleasure while making sure other men didn't see me as attractive. He encouraged me to grow my hair long enough to go down to my waist, but made me tie it up in a severe bun whenever I went out and release it and let it go free as soon as I got home with him. I've kept it long because I actually think it does look fantastic and enjoy the sensuousness of brushing it every day. Now I do it for me.
He also brought me all my underwear. It wasn't frilly, lacy or expensive. But it was minimalist and close fitting. I can now see he used it towards his visual pleasure of me because it wasn't that different to the style of the 'fuck me' bikinis I now choose for myself to flaunt my body to men. He'd make me strip down to it when I got home from work 'so I didn't spoil my good work clothing'. But at the time I never had the slightest hint from him that he found it attractive. There was always another reason he made me do what he did; never one that flattered me.
The winter and work clothing I was made to wear when I went out might best be described as frumpy or dowdy. Figure hiding, old fashioned in its modesty and in drab colours. In summer, when I needed something lighter, he'd make sure it was shapeless and suggestive of me trying to hide a weight problem underneath.
And in each case I say 'made' even though, in the end I might be the one choosing it when we went shopping. I'd just been so conditioned to choose the styles he set me on the track to; although the ramifications I suffered if I got it wrong and bought something he'd call slutty (which I can now see was nothing remotely of the sort) were enough to keep me in line.
I can also see he was clever in how he went about running me down. He never called me fat or thin; because that might have been something I'd try and do something about. No, it was always inferred nature had just been unkind to me and I'd have to live with it but I was lucky because Frank would put up with me if I behaved myself.
But my natural human emotions hadn't been completely crushed. After I joined the yacht, I was still attracted to guys and I wanted them to be attracted to me. But for some reasons they weren't. Walking around a town with Issie, she'd get the attention and it was like I was invisible. I was just unable to see that Frank had conditioned me to act and present myself in a completely unattractive way. The pressure built until that night when as much as I'd flaunted myself, I couldn't even get Ned to hit on me.
And then, in a single epiphany Ned had led me out of the dark, let me see where the issue was, awakened my sexuality and made me realise my own value.
There was just something about how he went about it that completely released me and awoke in me the more confident easy-going person I was as a teenager. If I'm a bit over the top now, that's probably because I feel the need to relive my teenage years, years of exuberance and innocent sexual freedom that I missed out on.
Dear Ned. He constantly worries about me; is scared that I'm damaged by my past and that I should somehow be treated delicately. I know he really frets about anything that might be interpreted as the sexual exploitation of me. But I don't think I'm anywhere near as damaged as he thinks and certainly nothing he's done to me is bad. I needed to explore my sexuality after what Frank did to me and Ned has let me do that; really in a way I don't think a guy my age would have achieved.
He also worries about me being too emotionally involved and thinks I need to hold myself emotionally open to someone more age appropriate for me. He's scared I've latched to him on some sort of rebound. Maybe. I love him, I need him and I need him to love and need me in return. I can't imagine the day we reach Sydney and we somehow have to bravely go our separate ways because it's supposed to be in my best interests. I've been denied the unconditional love that Ned gives me for so long, it's not really all that surprising that I don't want to think of it as a mere temporary interlude in my life. If the love I feel is on the rebound, that doesn't make it any less real. Anyhow, I suspect he's not going to find it any less painful than it will be for me. We'll cross that bridge when we get there, if we ever do.
But it's the value I put on his love that creates whatever tension there is in the polygamous relationships on the boat. I know, and I've admitted to Ned, that I need to feel there is something special about me, something that sets me apart from the others and gives me an advantage over them in holding Ned's affections.
Issie, while she was aboard, had a special intellectual bond with him that I couldn't compete with. She'd known him longer and he trusted and relied on her in a way that I was never going to catch up with. It was Louise's inability to accept that bond that caused her to storm off the yacht. Issie and I were glad to see her go. Ned was always going to be able to do better. She wasn't that nice and certainly wasn't that attractive; however big her saggy tits were. And after she left, Issie and I started contemplating the possibility we would be the replacement (actually, we may have even contemplated it before she left if the truth really be known).
I had no trouble with the fact that my special bond came from Ned's obsession with my body. After being told for the best part of a decade I was an ugly duckling, and a sexually incompetent one at that, to simply be made aware of how beautiful he found me, indeed, how beautiful and sexy I was, did more for me than any other single factor. I like it when he is transfixed by me. The thought of him staring lustfully at my pussy with wood on as I was bent over the side of the boat left me wet with sexual anticipation. And if the feminists don't like that, then maybe one day they should try releasing their inner sexual selves and see it can be as good for them as it is for the men around them. Nature designed women's bodies to be attractive to men and if I have been given one that has that little bit extra, I intend to exploit it to my own benefit for all its worth.
I wasn't being crazy when I approved someone with a body like Tash's being included on the boat. I know what Ned really likes. Physically Tash is now what Louise probably was like at the same age and I more than suspect Ned knows that. He can drool over her tits, and indeed her whole womanly figure, but I know I only have to wiggle my butt at him and he'll come drooling my way; especially after Issie introduced the whole concept of 'fuck me' bikinis.
Issie's departure has done funny things to all the relationships on the boat. Both Ned and I, and even Ellen, felt her departure like a death in the family.
It drew the three of us much closer; as if by finding more in our interpersonal relationships, we could somehow fill the hole left by Issie's departure. Physically too, things changed; especially the sex. As Ellen and I shared Ned in our bunk every night, there was for a time this need for this incredible intimacy. We just wanted to be together; the full length of our naked bodies in contact with each other. Ned's hardened manhood became, not so much a giver of orgasms and seed, as a stake that bound one body to the other and made us temporarily one. With both Ellen and I feeling the same need to be bound to him, it seemed only natural that his shaft should be shared. As Ned lay on his back with the two of us over him, I'd embrace him in my body for a while before surrendering his manhood to Ellen for a turn and then taking him back; all the while the three of us being bound in a tight little ball of humanity. Somehow the knowledge that Ellen's and my most intimate juices were being transferred between us every time Ned changed bodies only increased the intimacy.
Of course it would end in orgasms all round; but they weren't the focus, just an end result.
Tash has filled a little bit of the hole left by Issie. She certainly brings a strength of personality to the boat which is no less than Issie's; maybe more. And with that she has also brought a heightened youthful playfulness over and above anything that existed before, even from Ellen; something that has let me rediscover and embrace the joyfulness of my younger self and has raised Ellen's playfulness to a new level. But I don't really see Ned giving up to Tash the sort of control over the boat that he had surrendered to Issie.
Indeed, I haven't yet seen evidence of any real emotional bond between Tash and Ned. It's only a slight exaggeration to say she uses him for sex and he willing complies. Crew with benefits so to speak.



In a way, both Ellen and I have each been given a bit of what Issie previously had of him. Ellen's intellect is as formidable as her knowledge of sailing and of boats and you can see Ned often bowing to her judgement and letting her take the lead in nautical things. But I've known Ned for much longer and increasingly I've found him turning to me more often for personal conversation and non-physical intimacy; something that I feel brings us even closer together.
Do I ever wake up of a morning and look across and think 'god, I'm sleeping with an old man'? Once or twice. Then I look again and realise he's got a body many current 30 year olds would die for, and I'm actually sleeping with a man who loves and respects me in a way I've never know before. But most morning I just wake up and think 'I'm sleeping with my lover'.
The days that followed the pussy stack were intensely busy as we tried to cover everything we wanted to see on Huahine but had been too distracted to do earlier. Compared to our normal routines, they were also surprisingly light on sex.
The night of the pussy stack it was Ellen and I who slept with Ned. Exhausted from the full day of surfing, we both slept in, waking to find Ned was already out of the bed. And because we were out looking around the island all day, Tash didn't get any solo time with him either. I think it was the first time since it all started that Ned went a full day and night without sex.
The following night it was Ellen and Tash in the bed and while I heard something of a subdued morning romp, it was quick and relatively quiet by the standards of the boat. We had it slated for another surfing day; which meant another trip in the RIB.
I would have been quite happy to have spent the whole trip bending over the side of the boat displaying my tush to Ned. But now Tash had outed Ned for it, I felt a bit more inhibited. This time Tash would know I was doing it deliberately and do a sort of slut shaming on me.
Still, there's more than one way to flaunt yourself and get a guy to grow some wood in your presence and after making sure I was opposite him again, in the tight confines of a bouncing RIB, I played the full range of them; having my breasts bounce out of a bikini top that hadn't been tied as tightly as it needed to be, nipples on high beam in the wind in a wet unlined top, legs spread wide apart to brace myself, falling on him as I tried to move in the rocking boat and as much butt display as I dared without attracting comment from Tash.
I could watch, almost with amusement, as Ellen played the same games; wicked glances between us from time to time, making it clear we knew what the other was doing (and had no problem with it). And the combined effect was to keep Ned with at least half a mongrel (Ellen's term for a half erection) for the whole trip.
Tash, on the other hand actually seemed oblivious to it. This time she was alongside and forward of Ned, where Ellen had been on the previous trip, so in a way was directly in Ned's line of natural vision as he looked forward driving the boat. And there's no doubt he was copping an eyeful of only partly covered humungous breasts in profile, bouncing dangerously in the waves.
But I spent much of the time focusing on where Ned was looking and I was fairly sure that's not what was giving Ned wood. I'd innocently look away whenever he looked my way so as not to put him off, but I know my crotch and breasts were an enormous distraction to him, as were Ellen's. Just occasionally I'd be late shifting my vision as he took another peek at some part of me and I'd just flash him a benevolent smile before looking elsewhere, leaving him to his visual pleasures; or even exaggerating them as I did when I bounced my breasts out of the top for him as we took a wave.
From time to time Tash would look back and even glance down at the wood in Ned's swimmers. But she never really gave the impression she was deliberately flaunting herself at him. And I think that partly reflects the difference in the relationship she has with Ned.
Ellen and I need him emotionally. To that end we use our youthful bodies to keep his attention and his performance at a peak. We're in competition with each other, but not really. But we both have what Ellen calls a 'fear of missing out' which makes us put some effort into the whole exercise.
Tash sort of sits above all that. As long as she can get sex on demand, she's getting what she wants. She has no emotional needs that Ned has to fulfil for her.
Issie had sort of indoctrinated into her the thought that if you want to keep Ned's performance up then you need to keep his testosterone on the boil, and that means flaunting your body to do it. But for her it's a mechanical process. Wearing the right swimwear while around him is about the limit of the effort she feels the need to make. She enjoys playing with him in an overtly sexual manner because she's naturally playful and his natural reaction feeds her ego. But in the end, she's fairly confident that when she wants sex all she really has to do is present her womanly crotch to Ned and he'll service her to her heart's and pussy's content; and in that she's probably right.
But for her, there's no competitive pressure; although I did detect she was a bit peeved by the fact Ned was focusing on my butt last time we did this trip instead of her partly exposed one.
When we got to the beach we fell into the same routine as last time; parking the RIB just around the corner from the surf in the shelter of the lagoon, setting up our gear in the semi shade of the tropical vegetation and Ellen and Tash taking first turn on the two boards we had. Which was fine by me, because I had plans for me time with Ned.
The analytical side of me divides the sex I share with Ned into four broad categories.
The first might be called, in a far too cynical manner, technical sex. Technical because Ned has worked out all the buttons to hit to give me orgasms and he approaches the sex with what almost seems to be the objective of giving me as many as possible before he goes off himself. And I'm being too cynical because it's great sex, it's actually fantastic sex, the sort of sex many women can only dream of; it is just that it's very positional and sequential.
The second is almost the opposite; when I ask him to 'go the animal on me'. When I effectively ask him to just penetrate me and unleash all his passion and go for it. Ned being Ned, he usually feels the need to warm me up with an orgasm or two first, but the fact is, he doesn't need to. When he goes the animal it unleashes something in me too - his passion becomes mine - which makes sure I get as much out of it as he does.
And that contrasts with the third; sex - or more strictly, penetration - as intimacy. Here an orgasm is almost irrelevant to the whole experience. What I really want is for Ned just to penetrate me and stay there. To let me enjoy the deepest possible experience of his body and company for as long as possible. While he's inside my body I can feel as though he's mine and only mine; the rest of the world can cease to exist. While it often finishes with an orgasm, it is really a case of the longer that is postponed the better.
Then finally, there is perhaps the sweetest of all; but one best kept for special occasions or to fulfil an aching need. That's when he makes beautiful love to me. It's sex that is animated, arousing and with a passion driven by tenderness and love instead of lust and desire. It's slow and unhurried as he stimulates my whole body with every part of his.
Even before we'd left that morning, I planned to capture Ned to make beautiful love to me on the beach while the other girls were out surfing. It had been too long; since before Issie had announced her departure with all the turmoil that had brought on. Issie's departure, Tash's arrival and all the surrounding circumstances had culminated in me feeling a hollowness that only such a physical demonstration of Ned's love for me could fill.
Even my choice of bikini for the day had been governed by my intentions.
As we laid out the towels and sat down on them, I wasn't going to waste any time. My brain had been focusing on this moment since we'd approached the beach. I was wet with desire; my nipples already tight and jutting in aroused anticipation.
No sooner had Ned sat beside me on the towels than I turned towards him, wrapped my arms around his neck and whispered in his ear...
"Make beautiful love to me."
Immediately I lay back, dragging him half on top of me to offer him no choice. Tenderly he brushed his hand through my hair and pecked my on the lips.
"Making love to you is always beautiful."
I reached down between our bodies to find his manhood already starting to stretch out his swimmers, running the tip of my finger along it to accelerate the process. Knowing that 'beautiful love' is unhurried, Ned ignored my provocation, caressing my cheek and running his hand repeated through my hair as his light kisses became more intense, his tongue penetrating my mouth and wrestling with mine as his body pressed ever more closely against me.
As I wrapped my fingers around his still swimmer encased erection, he glided the back of his fingers down my neck and up over my breast, circling my nipple until he had teased it into a jutting peak pushing out the filmy material of my bikini top, then gently flicked his fingertip over the top of it, teasing it to ever greater hardness.
Pleased with the result, he did the same to the other nipple; extracting from me a little moan of pleasure.
His manhood had swelled to complete hardness within my grip and was now gently surging as I slowly jerked it up and down. As I ran my thumb across the tip of it I felt a little drop of pre-cum had penetrated through the material. Unhurriedly, I slipped my fingers inside the waistband, ferreted out the drawstring and pulled it to release the knot, then peeled the stretched material back to expose him before embracing the now naked flesh.
He ran his finger down my torso, letting it slip over the waistband of my bikini and run down into my crotch where he put enough pressure on to push it into my crease. There he ran his finger gloriously over my already swollen bud, inducing me to lift my hips and moan again in unexaggerated pleasure.
As I continued to run my palm up and down his shaft, using pre-cum collected by my thumb to lubricate it, he brought his fingers back and slipped them inside the waist band of my bikini to rub them against the wet and slippery flesh of my clit. Already he had me squirming under him, unable, indeed unwilling, to suppress the moans and groans of my rising arousal.
He pulled aside one of the triangles of my bikini top and brought his mouth down, flicking the hardened nipple with his tongue before sucking it into his mouth and twirling it around as I felt his fingers slip down my crease and bend into my receptive sex. Quickly he found my g spot, my little squeal of delight giving him all the confirmation he needed of it.
The all out assault on my erogenous zones had started; fingers on my g spot, thumb on my clit, tongue on my nipple. He always left me powerless to do anything but surrender to the rising tide of my orgasm. My screaming has become a joke amongst the others - an embarrassment since it can often be heard all around the anchorage when we're on the yacht. But I can't help myself. I'm overwhelmed by the flood of pleasure to my brain; it's like a pressure valve until the climax itself explodes it out of my system for the process to start all over again.
My thighs were quivering, my hips slowly rising off the towel in anticipation of the virtual seizure my orgasm would bring. As it burst upon me, my hips just rose as I clamped my hand over the one Ned had in my crotch; automatic reactions that could no more be controlled than the flow of water out of a burst dam.
Ned waited, still flicking my nipple, but holding his fingers still against my sensitive bud, as my orgasm washed through me; one wave and then a second before my hips could be lowered fully back onto the sand.
But I knew that was not the end, merely the foretaste of what was to come.
Ned started to pull at my pants, but instead of lifting my hips to let him pull them off, I stayed his hand.
"You want to leave them on?"
"Would you mind?"
"Can I leave the exposed breast?"
"Yes."
Ned is so understanding. I can't explain why sometimes I delight in our completely naked bodies being joined and sometimes I want the feel of my bikini still on. I do know though why I like bikini sex.
Sometimes, when I ask for him to go the animal on me, it can add to the forbidden feeling of being ravished; there wasn't even time to remove clothes. Even the dishevelled state that leaves me in can add to the sexual frisson and I've been known to leave it on afterwards; soaked in cum and dreaming of him returning for a second round.
But when I'm wanting him to make beautiful love, that can hardly be the reason. The whole idea is unhurried romantic lovemaking. No it's deeper than that and, as much as I don't think Frank has left me damaged, it does emerge from my time with him.
When you're persuaded that you're ugly and denied the ability to wear anything remotely sexy, when you're told that your lady parts are disgusting to look at and then after a decade, discover that you look good enough in a sexy bikini to give a man an erection at 20 paces, that bikini can make you feel sexy as well. All the more so when you discover that teasing can have its own powerful effect on men and the press of the tightly stretched filmy material on your erogenous zones carries with it its own constant low level stimulation. Add to that some residual insecurity about the appearance of my lady parts even though I now know they compare pretty favourably with any of the other girls and the knowledge that the pulled aside leg hem rubs against my labia as Ned's thrusting in a way that stimulates my clit, and you can see why I might have a thing about it.
Ned prefers me naked, indeed really gets off on the process of stripping me; but he understands and indulges me. But he does like a bare boob, so I always give him that.
But I also know Ned likes to be naked. So now it was me who pulled at the back of the waistband of his swimmers, dragging it down far enough that I could hook my toe under them and drag them off his body. He in turn pulled aside the gusset of my bikini to give him access to that part of my body that now so desired him.
I guided Ned's shaft to the opening of my sex, encouraging him to fully mount me. As he swung his knee over me and took his weight on his haunches and elbows, I felt his hardness play around the edge of it, the tip just immersed, surging a bit with Ned's excitement. He pushed himself in a bit further and I felt the full thickness of his manhood start to push aside what little resistance the velvet folds of my wet, excited pussy offered. Gently he indulged me with some shallow thrusts, testing my body's readiness for him.
All the while he's nuzzling at my neck, whispering into my ear how wonderful my body feels and how much he's desiring me.
Bit by teasing bit he edged his way into the depths of my sex with a series of slow ever deepening thrusts, until my body fully embraced the joy of his excited hardness.
For a moment he let it rest there as he stroked his cheek against mine, pecking at my lips and playfully sucked the turn of my chin. Then a thrust, out and in, pushing hard against me as if he's trying to reach out with his extended manhood and stroke my cervix while his pubis pushed against my clit. He circled his torso and hips, his chest brushing my jutting nipples while his pubis brushed against the very tip of my clit and the base of his shaft caused the leg seam of my bikini to rub my wet labia against the deeper parts of its swollen, oh so sensitive length.
I release a moan and involuntarily jerk my hips upward and could feel his lips extend in a smile against my cheek.
Slowly he started thrusting; gentle, measured thrusts as his body circled, all at once brushing and teasing nipples, labia and clit while touching every part of the depth of my embracing sex. My body was lighting up to him again. Even my g spot, still sensitive from its previous stimulation, was being excited by the slippery play of his shaft against it.
Oh god, its building already. Once he gives me that first orgasm, it's like my body just can't resist him. It responds to his every provocation. I just hope there's no one nearby because already my uncontrollable moans are growing louder.
Ned's sucks delightfully at my neck as his thrusts continue. Slowly he works down, sinking his pubis between my outstretched legs and arching up his back to keep his thrusts deep as his head slowly works down my neck, across my upper chest and over the crest of my right breast. The anticipation of what I know is about to come is killing me. Then he does it, flicking his tongue repeatedly across the sensitive jutting nipple.
Oh god, it's too much. Oh fuck, oh shit, I go off like a bomb. Already? I don't know how he does it. I arched my back up and ground against him. But he didn't stop. Still he kept up the slow constant thrusts. My nipple was now is in his mouth, his tongue swirling around its circumference. His fingers had teased up the other one, tweaking it up between two of them, sliding the thin material of the bikini top which still covers it sensually across its surface.
The orgasm just wouldn't finish and I couldn't cease moaning. Wave after wave of contractions wracked my body as it shuddered in an extended flood of pleasure. Ned still didn't stop. Every point of sensitivity on and in my body was being stimulated. Unless it's through my g spot I wouldn't have thought myself likely to have vaginal orgasms, but when Ned gets me like this, it's not just my nipples, clit and g spot that is feeding the orgasm. It's like every square millimetre of the surface of my vagina is responding too.
Just when I think it's over another orgasm quickly builds and I go off again with a string of screamed profanities and an even more powerful thrust of my hips. It's like Ned's riding a wild bronco and yet nothing stays him from the slow, gentle, circling, loving, full depth thrusts he keeps delivering; all the while stimulating my nipples into enormous, hard, exquisitely sensitive peaks.
"Are you loving it?"
"Oh god yes Ned, keep going, please... ooohhhhhhhhhhhh."
I'm beyond conversation. In the throes of a pleasure almost too great to endure.
"You know you are the most beautiful woman I've ever met, don't you?"
"Oh Ned..." I couldn't finish. His words have pierced my brain and triggered the most powerful orgasm yet. My hips are raised, pressing down against him, grinding myself on him as I feel my contractions pummel his hardness.
"Amy, I don't think I can hold back any longer. I'm..."
"Let yourself go Ned. Give yourself the best one you can."
His mouth abandoned my nipple as he raised his head and straightened out his body; his thrusts growing faster and more powerful. I looked up to see him staring down, wide eyed, at my breasts. I gripped him tighter, using the momentum of his thrusts to wobble my breasts as much as I could.
By now he was grunting in that deep male voice he gets during sex.
Each thrust came harder and faster until his rammed himself as deep as he could inside me and held it there. With a deep bellowing moan he pumped his seed out into me; paused for a moment, rammed again and delivered another rope. Three of those and he collapsed down onto me; shuddering and groaning as his body was wracked by a multitude of little mini climaxes.




For a minute he just lay there. Spent.
Then he started nuzzling my cheek. "That was beautiful."
"Did you mean it?"
"Yes."
"You didn't ask what. I didn't mean whether it was beautiful."
"I know what the question referred to."
"Unqualified?"
"Yes."
"Really?"
"Yes, really."
"Why?"
"I've told you why before. But a person isn't just the sum of her parts. You just bring it all together to perfection."
"Why haven't you said that before?"
"Because I've always thought it superficial to comment too much on appearance, whatever my inner self might think. But I know these things are important to you and why. I should have."
I had been on the edge of another orgasm when Ned had blown his load. But his words were more powerful than any finger or cock. A flood of endorphins, Oxytocin or whatever washed through me. Holding him tightly around the neck I felt the need to push hard up against him and while his still hard shaft lay within my body plugging his seed against my cervix, I ground myself against him for the few moments it took to get that one last climax.
Still Ned was hard, and while there was any vestige of his erection left, I wasn't going to release him.
But he had one more surprise for me. Instead of eventually rolling off me, he sat up on his haunches and wiggled down my legs. Pulling at my pants he signalled...
"I really need these to come off now."
He didn't really leave me any choice, rising to his feet so his bent over body could lift my hips off the ground as he ripped my pants off me and down my legs. Then he spread my legs apart and knelt between them. I lifted my head to look down my torso at him; amused by the dangle of his now flaccid, still dripping, cock. I watched as he bent into my crotch and felt his fingers separate the lips of my labia.
His head dipped between my legs as I felt the first brush of his tongue against my clit. A light flicker at first, then another firmer one. But this wasn't to be a slow gentle tease. Having made sure my bud was appropriately swollen, he pushed his mouth against me, his nose resting up on my mound and started firmly rubbing his tongue against me; amusing himself by making slurping sounds as if he was slurping up excessive quantities of my body's honey or just eating me. The next moment I felt a finger penetrate my sex; pushing up and seeking out my g spot.
Already my body was lighting up again, forcing me to moan as I squirmed about under him. His spare hand slid up my flank, pulled aside the bikini top still covering that breast and started tweaking my nipple.
Oh god, he was doing it again; clit, g spot and nipple all at once. Still sensitised from the multiple orgasms he'd given me, the squirming soon turned to quivering and then to bucking; his head barely able to keep in contact with the movements of my hips. I was screaming again; uncontrollably or at least unwilling to control it.
The release came with a string of profanities that did no justice to my conservative upbringing as I lifted my hips and held his head firmly into my crotch by grabbing a handful of his hair.
After I'd settled down, he crawled up alongside my body. I rolled over to be on top of him; enjoying the full body contact.
"You didn't have to do that."
"I wanted to. You know you've got the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen."
"Really, or are you just saying that?"
"Well, I haven't seen that many, but I'm not just saying it."
"Better than Ellen's?"
"Yes. I've told you that before. I said the most!"
"I'm still going to want to be able to have bikini sex sometimes you know."
"That's OK, I understand. I just want you to leave completely behind what Frank told you."
"Why now?"
"Amy, I've always thought there's so much more to a relationship than ranking someone's appearance. I'm not going to say that beauty isn't a big help to being turned on by someone. But it's not everything. But after Issie left and we became even closer I came to understand just how much Frank's running down of you had affected you and still did. And while I've never thought it helpful to tell lies, in this case what I'm saying is absolutely true. So why shouldn't you have the unfiltered version of it."
I lay on Ned for as long as I dared, enjoying the post coital bliss of being in contact with his naked body. But a combination of the sun beating down on my back, the pooling of sweat between us and the knowledge the girls would soon be back eventually forced me the get off him and suggest a refreshing swim might be in order.
The swim was refreshing in more ways than one. As I physically played with him in the shallows his erection came back; stretching out the material of his swimmers into a full horizontal. I've always thought it a bit unfair that I get multiple orgasms while Ned just gets one.
I subtly manoeuvred him into water shallow enough for him to lie back nearly in contact with the bottom and started playing with it; at first more like a teenagers teasing game than something with carnal intent. But carnal intent had always been there.
"Don't say anything, don't reciprocate."
I undid his swimmers and gave him the deepest head I've ever given him or anyone. And that's saying something.
Ned intuitively likes to give as good as he gets; but this time I wanted him to have the last of it. As he reached out to stroke my crotch I stayed his hand.
"No. Just you."
It was five minutes later the girls came back. The first thing they said was that they'd heard me out on the water. Ellen knows what I'm like by now. I suspect Tash is still getting used to it.
Ned and I had our surf and then surrendered the boards back to the girls so they could have a second. As we sat waiting for them we reminisced about Issie.
Two mornings after that, with busy days of sightseeing in between, we sat out on what would be only a day sail to the famous and beautiful island of Bora Bora.
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[The temporary change of pace continues as Amy narrates their first day and night in Bora Bora]
We sailed around the South of Bora Bora and up along its West coast towards the entrance to the lagoon, arriving about an hour before dusk.
Rather than anchor off the Yacht Club, we motored around the corner into Fa'auni Bay to find a more sheltered anchorage.
The night was meant to be a big one, with a dinner and night out at the Yacht Club, so as quickly as we could, four swimwear clad bodies piled into the RIB; towels and a change of clothing in hand, for a much looked forward to pre-dinner shower and clean up at the club's facilities. After so long relying on swims and brief squirts of fresh water from the transom shower to freshen up with, the shower was something all three of us girls were determined to savour.
Having giggled and preened our way through sensuously long showers, dried our hair and brushed and styled it to within an inch of its life, it was a good three quarters of an hour later before we were ready to catch up with Ned in the bar.
We were treating it as a dress up event, so for once we weren't out in bikini tops and mini-skirts.
I'd gone for a mini sheath dress I'd bought under Issie's guidance in Papeete; braless, with a deep v, cleavage displaying, front and little slits up the side of each leg which came dangerously close to showing the string side of the bikini bottoms I was wearing as panties (knowing I'd want to hitch the dress up for the trip in the RIB back to the yacht).
Ellen was in something very similar, except without the side slits. I knew from watching her get dressed that she had on tiny light coloured micro fibre panties and did rather wonder how they would fare when they got wet and transparent on the trip home. I suspected a pussy display was coming up.
Tash went for hot pants matched with a deep vee'd crop top.
Ned was looking suave in long white Chino pants and a light blue polo shirt.
We claimed ourselves a table out on the deck where we could watch the sunset over the lagoon and settled in for some pre dinner drinks.
It was when Ned went to buy the second round that the night fell apart; at least from the point of view of the girls. Ellen was facing towards the bar when she suddenly blurted out...
"Who's the tart chatting up Ned?"
Tash and I turned to follow Ellen's gaze.
A foot away from Ned, and deep in conversation with him, was this tall slender woman with blonde hair that cascaded down to under her shoulder blades. She had on a tight pair of white jeggings that gave her a butt to die for and a tightly fitted blue and white striped top that conveyed a somewhat nautical look. And Ellen was right, she was chatting him up, not the other way around. Her body was half faced towards Ned as she spoke to him; whereas he was still square to the bar with only his head turned toward her.
At first we (OK, I mean I) weren't too concerned. After all, with a body like that, I figured she was going to be about our age and really she wasn't that different in figure to either Ellen or myself. It was pretty unlikely that either another 30 year old would want to seduce Ned or that he'd be all that interested in pursuing her. He had enough young pussy to deal with already.
Still, I found it somewhat disconcerting when she put her hand on his forearm in that way you might do in the course of intimate conversation.
With a bit of nodding in our direction, it quickly became apparent that Ned had invited her to join our table.
I was less pleased when, as they turned towards us to come back to the table, I could see her t shirt had a plunge neckline with a pair of sizable perky boobs hanging out of them. Displeasure turned to almost alarm when her features became more evident as they closed the gap between. As they come into the natural light of the sunset, I noticed her skin was tanned a uniform light brown. But the panic really set in when it became apparent she was much older than I first thought; probably in her fifties - although a well preserved one at that.
By the time Liddy was introduced to us, I was already bitchily looking for flaws to mentally run her down with. The breasts weren't nature's originals. They were about the size of mine, but you don't get to fifty with real ones being as perky as that and through the light, closely fitted material of her t shirt, I could see her bra was too minimalist to provide the engineering necessary to support real ones in the lift up position these were in.
I'm not quite sure what it was that disclosed her age, but it wasn't any deep wrinkles on her face. Age lines were there, but they were quite subtle. If she's had work done, it was understated. They certainly hadn't turned her into the scare crowed featured, balloon lipped caricature that many actresses become. Indeed there was more than a hint of what must have been her youthful beauty still evident in her appearance. And dammit, aren't women her age meant to have a tummy bulge. She didn't. Maybe the tight jeggings were holding it all together, but they were doing a damn good job. No muffin top or anything like it; just a flatish tummy.
I could see the grey roots on her hair, so the blonde wasn't natural either; although her eyebrows suggested in might once have been.
I nearly killed Tash when she graciously gave Liddy the seat opposite Ned and moved down to the only spare one on the other side of Ellen. Do you really want Ned to spend the evening staring at her boobs? Tash was oblivious to the threat I felt, although the glances I exchanged with Ellen told me she wasn't that happy about the situation either.
As the conversation around the table warmed up, I suppressed my desire to strangle her and tried to act like the mature and sensible person I wanted to be.
She was a New Yorker, off another yacht in the harbour; the third crew member on a boat owned by a couple in their late forties. She was ashore giving them some private time, which is why she was alone. Inevitably Ned asked about her family to discover she had three kids in their twenties and in the process disclosing she was fifty five. Three kids and she looks like that? You've got to be kidding me!
The conversation over dinner flowed easily enough, but only added to my discomfort. Ned and Liddy discussed their children and raising them, their own youth growing up in the 70's and 80's, world geo-politics to a depth of knowledge and thoughtfulness I couldn't start to participate in and a myriad of other topics that left the other three of us floundering to meaningfully participate in and me feeling just dumb and ignorant.
The problem was, she came across as quite nice. You could see she was trying to engage us in the conversation and there was nothing in her manner that was patronising or trying to put us down.
But none of that stopped us noticing that she was flirting with Ned. She clearly had designs on him and absent any knowledge by her of what was happening on our yacht, she probably thought she had a clear field to do it in.
The discussion between Issie and Ned at the outset of our relationship when Ned was expressing concerns about the age gap, and wanted us to be free to explore other relationships as we travelled about, kept ringing in my head.
"I get it Ned. We're allowed to have sleepovers."
None of us had ever exercised that right. Had it lapsed? Did it ever apply to Ned? Where's a lawyer when you want one?
However nice she was, indeed, because she was nice, I did not want Ned sleeping with this woman. I felt she was some existential threat. Ned had always made it so clear we, in our own interests, should not regard him as a keeper; just some pleasant interlude before we got on with a more serious part of our life when we got back to land. But the flip side of that was, if he was honest, we were not keepers for him either. We offered him no future.
This woman could be a keeper for him. In my mind I had her getting us kicked off the yacht so they could sail off into a future of happily married bliss. Sure, I was getting way ahead of things. He'd only just met her. I had not the slightest clue what he really thought of her, even if the glazed eyes and intense focus on her indicated a level of interest. His body language indicated interest, but not necessarily carnal intent. Hers was clearly carnal intent. That hand kept slipping across to his forearm as she emphasized some point they were talking about - more and more often. Her eyes were dilated and as the neck hem of her plunge t shirt kept moving wider apart, more and more of the edge of the tiny red bra she was wearing became exposed even as I could see her nipples push out the material of both the bra and T shirt.
I was just trying to keep a lid on myself. I wasn't going to serve anyone's interests - especially my own - by going feral on her. Turning into a jealous bitch in front of Ned wasn't going to do me any favours. Rather, I knew I was much better off playing a game of competitive charm, even if it killed me. And I could see Ellen making much the same decision.
The trouble was, nothing had yet disclosed to this woman that Ned was rooting the three of us. More than that, he was in love with two of us who loved him no less in return. Sitting next to Ned, I wanted to put my hand in his lap and feel up in cock in front of her as some sort of claim on him; but that lacked subtlety.
As the meal finished a band started playing in the background, attracting some couples to start using the dance floor. I saw my chance. With as much polite charm as I could muster, I stood up behind Ned, leaning over him to ask...
"Can I ask everyone to excuse Ned for a dance?"
The woman replied...
"Of course." Ned simply looked a little flustered as he stood up.
At first the music was somewhat fast, leaving me little alternative but to jiggle provocatively and flirtatiously in front of him. But the third song was a slow one. Immediately I draped my body off him, grinding my crotch against his as we shuffled intimately around the floor. As I felt his manhood respond to the stimulation, I couldn't help but smugly think "point made".
But deep inside Ned is a gentleman that tries desperately to be fair to everyone. Clearly he felt some obligation to look after this woman. After the third dance, with the half mongrel still settling down in his pants, he led me back to the table and asked Liddy if she'd like a dance. She was up so quickly, she knocked her chair over behind her.
What we watched next left me head in hands in despair.
They could both dance. I mean properly dance. After getting the measure of each other, they broke into a rock and roll dance that left my jaw dropped down on the table, it was so good. It was like they'd been dance partners all their life as he threw her about the floor with a confidence and style I'd never seen in Ned before. Two rock and roll songs, what I took to be a cha-cha and then came the one that left me feeling sick to my stomach as the band played what, even in my ignorance, I recognised as a waltz.
She nestled into his arms with her tits pushed against his chest as they glided around the floor in graceful harmony. His right leg was between her thighs and hers between his. I'll swear her crotch rubbed on the top of his thigh with every rise and fall of his step. Had it not been Ned and another woman, it would have been beautiful to watch. They dominated the dance floor in their perfection of the dance; attracting the eye of everyone in the room.
Still the gentleman, after that Ned called time on her, holding her hand as they walked back to the table and he escorted her around the other side to her seat before pushing the seat in for her as she sat down. My blood boiled as I thought I saw the damp patch in the skin tight crotch of her pants and could certainly see the push of her nipples in her top.
Ned asked Ellen for a dance, but she was able to do little more than me; jiggle seductively in front of him in the fast dances and hang off him as they shuffled about in the slow one. Why is our generation so poorly educated in these sort of things?
While they danced, it left me talking to Liddy. She showed genuine interest in me, my past and what had led me to a yacht in the middle of the Pacific, but for obvious reasons I didn't really want to get into talking about my history with Frank, so it left me feeling evasive and inadequate. But at least I found out in response that she was a divorcee; making me feel she must have had flaws enough for someone to want to break up with her. Mind you that left me as something of a hypocrite, given my history with Frank and my claim to be the innocent party in that.
Once or twice I felt she circled around the question of the relationships on the boat, but never really gave me the opening to blurt out "You know Ned's rooting the three of us, don't you?" But in any case, I was increasingly recognising that there was nothing I could do to derail however this evening turned out and trying would only make me look bad and leave me in a worse position.
Soon Ned and Ellen were back at the table, Tash politely declining Ned's invitation to dance.
Ned was obviously enjoying the dancing and I willingly took Tash's place at about the same time as some younger guys approached the table looking to get Ellen and Tash onto the dance floor. I saw Tash quickly accept, but Ellen declined.
Having seen Ned in action, at least this time I knew what to do as he took my hand and guided me into some spins and turns. As the music slowed, I did my best to imitate the gracefulness I'd seen in Liddy, but most of the time I felt I was just stepping on Ned's toes.
The night progressed with Liddy getting several more turns at Ned; every time their dancing skills dominating the room. I took every turn I could with him, but felt almost embarrassed to be seen dancing with him so inadequately. Eventually both Ellen and I accepted some of the other invitations we got, but my heart was never in it the way it might have been. And when a guy asked me if I'd come back to his place he had no chance. Even if I had fancied him enough, which I didn't, the only worse thing than being on the yacht listening to Ned bang Liddy would be not knowing what was going on.
Towards midnight Ned and Liddy came back to the table with Ned announcing that we probably should make our way back to the boat. My heart sank as Liddy walk out the door with us and along the jetty towards where we'd left the RIB. Ned and Liddy were walking ahead chatting amicably with Ellen and me sulking behind them and Tash bringing up the rear.
Then suddenly Ned and Liddy stopped ahead of us and Ned gave her a peck on the cheek, before Liddy turned towards us and called out... "Bye ladies. See you tomorrow."
With that she walked along a finger wharf to which a large yacht was tied. Ned stood staring back at us as we caught up with him. For a while we walked on in silence before I found the courage to say something.
"We thought she was coming back to the yacht with us."
"Why would she?"
"You know!"
"Goodness, I've only just met her. Anyway I wouldn't do that to you girls."
"I thought we were allowed sleepovers."
"You are, but that doesn't mean I intend to. I have too much love and respect for you to do that."
The sick feeling of fear in my stomach was replaced by a sick feeling of guilt. I hadn't seen Ned as animated or happy as he had been earlier. He clearly was enjoying Liddy's company. I felt like a child selfishly denying a single parent a chance to repartner.
"What's happening tomorrow?"
"Liddy asked if she could join us for our planned walk across the Island. I hope you don't mind."
Ellen and I looked at each other; a confusion of emotions. I was chuffed at Ned's pledge of fidelity, unsettled by the prospect of spending a day with Liddy and guilty about what I might be denying him. Maybe for the first time I realised the fragility at the heart of our relationship and ironically it wasn't a sense that he was too old for me, rather one that I was too young for him. The fact was that Liddy was a beautiful and very desirable woman. I saw the extra richness that her years bought to their interaction. If I was in Ned's position I don't know I'd give up the chance to fuck the arse off her and sail off into the sunset with her for the sake of a group of girls young enough to be his children.
When I got a chance to talk to Ellen she expressed the same mix of emotions; but added an intention that I had felt without being able to express it so directly.
"I want to spend the night sucking every ounce of sexual desire and need from his body. By the time he gets up tomorrow I want to make sure his balls are empty and his cock is as limp as a sausage left too long in the sun and smells like that of a gigolo's at the end of a busy day."
Well, Ellen always did have a way with words, although the last bit invoked a bit too much imagination. It was Ellen's and my turn to share the bunk with Ned and no sooner was she in the bunk then she gave action to her words, rolling Ned towards her and quickly getting an erection out of him. It caught Ned a little by surprise, since the hour was late and traditionally mornings were the time that those sharing the bunk with him had their way with him.
In response to his whispered enquiry, Ellen simply replied...
"It's been a lovely night and left me feeling randy."
She didn't muck about. Pushing Ned past his desire for foreplay, she rolled over on her back and pulled him on top to mount her; the hands on his butt encouraging him to a vigorous thrusting; something less than a "go the animal" but nothing like a "make beautiful love to me".
Ellen's always been able to cum quickly to nothing more than Ned's pumping her like that and it was little more than two minutes before she tensed and threw up her hips into what I took to be a real orgasm. But instead of releasing Ned to come over to me, she kept pumping his butt to keep thrusting at her. She must have been gripping Ned pretty tightly, because a moment latter he went off with a loud and prolonged grunt.
He collapsed down on her, momentarily spent, before rolling off her and over on to his back between us. Immediately I rolled side on to him and started playing with his chest hairs before tracing my fingers down his torso to where his still firm manhood lay; playing my finger up and down it.
"You know that's not going to be of any use for a while?"
"I'll just have to wait."
Ned rolled towards me so that we were both on our side facing each other. He followed my lead in running a hand down my torso, his fingers tracing down the centre of my stomach until they turned under my mons where a slightly firmer pressure from him pushed them into my crease. Watching him and Ellen had already had a significant effect on me, so he found my body receptive.
I kept playing with his cock while he fingered me and sucked my nipple. Normally that would be enough to have me go off like a bomb in a few minutes. But while it felt great, it wasn't really building to anything. An evening of churned up feelings about Liddy had left me distracted. While his fingers found me aroused and my nipples hardened to his sucking, in terms of moving towards an orgasm, I was feeling only partly responsive to him.
Somewhat for the reasons expressed by Ellen, I still wanted him to get hard and fuck me, but I started to get worried about whether I'd be able to respond in the usual way. And if I didn't, I knew that would have an adverse effect on Ned's response. All of which just worried me more and further inhibited me.
By now Ellen was helping in trying to get him hard again, leaning over his flank and biting along it while she tickled the underside if his ball sack with her fingers. Maybe it was the extra stimulation of Ellen's technique, but fortunately, this was one occasion that Ned's refractory period wasn't too long. One moment he was limp, the next I could feel his cock swell in my hand.



I didn't waste any time. I lay over on my back, and like Ellen had before me, pulled Ned on top, making it clear I wanted him to penetrate me. Then following Ellen's script, I used my hands on his butt to encourage him to some fairly vigorous thrusting; gripping him internally to maximise the stimulation of his shaft.
I could sense Ned was distracted by my own body's lack of reaction. Not having got an orgasm from fingering me, now he was angling his penetration to try and hit my g spot on the inward stroke and then grind his pubis against my clit when he maxed out into me. But that meant his strokes were too long and slow for what I really wanted him to do. I knew from his 'go the animal' sessions what really boiled up his cock and this wasn't it; however much I squeezed him.
And the fact was, he could do whatever he wanted, but my body wasn't going to give him an orgasm until I got my brain back under control.
So I did something I'd never done before. I faked it. With Ned I've never needed to. With Frank I didn't need to because he didn't care anyway; although never at that time having experienced one, I'm not sure I would have known how.
But knowing how wasn't any longer a problem. With a bit of a heavy breathing build up and as loud a cry as my inhibited self would allow, I tensed my body and pushed my hips against him; pulsing my pelvic floor muscles to try and imitate contractions. I kept that up for half a minute before relaxing down onto the bunk and using my hands more forcefully to signal to him it was time to really go for it. He responded and, strange as it might seem, the easy thrust and withdrawal of his powerful shaft had more effect on me than all his attempts to stimulate my erogenous zones. It was like the fact Ned was really getting into having sex with me was... I don't know... massaging my brain into something more receptive.
By the time he suddenly blew his load, I was actually getting quite worked up and as he shuddered out the last vestiges of his orgasm in intimate contact with me, I nearly came. But it wasn't to be and I wasn't going to admit to having faked it earlier and now wanting him to give me a real one. I released him to roll off me and let us all drift off into sleep; a somewhat restless one for me.
About 2 am I was woken to find Ned on top of Ellen, pounding away at her. I internally congratulated Ellen on her dedication to the cause, but thought it would be too obvious if I piled onto that one. So I feigned sleep and let them finish without me; even if somewhat jealous of Ellen's powerful orgasm.
During my many wakeful hours, I tried to reconcile my mixed up feeling about Liddy. I'd known from the outset that, outwardly, I had to play to cool and friendly. Going the bitch on her, either with Ned or directly with her, wasn't going to help my cause one iota. But really, I knew that if I was going to be spending a whole day with her, I was much better off accepting her for the nice person she seemed to be.
And as for Ned's reaction to her; well I had to both trust Ned and, if I really loved him, wish the best for him. The trouble was, I wasn't really sure what either of those platitudes meant.
He'd disclaimed any intention to fuck her. Did 'trust him' mean trusting him not to? And why shouldn't he? Why should it be a breach of trust for him to fuck her when he has the same 'sleepover rights' as we do? Indeed, why is it a breach of trust when he's allowed to fuck Issie and Ellen and we bring Tash onto the boat for him to fuck her too, yet Liddy is somehow different?
And what is best for Ned? Does he really want to repartner at this stage of life or are we just denying him a beautiful old age? And why the hell am I planning a whole future for Ned with a woman he's just met?
I knew what the real problem was. I hadn't fully accepted that this arrangement with Ned was temporary; and I wasn't really ready too. I knew he wasn't going to kick us off the boat in favour of her, or even bring our shipboard relationship to an end because of her. But there was a nauseating fear in the pit of my stomach she could be the doorstop on our relationship. The one that brought it to an end when we reached shore.
It wasn't him fucking her per sae that I felt worried about; it was that being a path to something more intense. I trusted him not to muck up our relationship with him until we got ashore; even if she ended up as crew and joined the daily fuck procession. And that was all the trust he really owed me. The fact I wanted more was something I had to deal with internally.
Having tossed and turned for much of the night, I found myself awake at first light. I shuffled against Ned; pressing into his back and putting my arm over him, trying to make it look incidental as my forearm draped down across the hardness of his night erection. Occasionally I would feign a need to reposition myself, creating a reason to move my arm against the firm flesh of his shaft. While each time it surged in response, if Ned was awake, he was doing a good job of pretending to be asleep.
But eventually I detected a clear sign that he was at least somewhat awake. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, playing ever so gently with it, before subtly tugging it towards me, as if I was using it to turn Ned over.
Eventually Ned took the hint and rolled over facing me. Still half asleep I suspected he thought all I wanted was a cuddle, so he put an arm over me and pressed the full length of his body against mine. But a cuddle was the least of my intentions.
I slipped the tip of his erection into my crease; pushing it against my clit. The frustration of the previous night's failed sex, the desire for him that had been building all night and the half hour of cuddling against him and teasing his cock before he rolled over had already made me aroused and moist. As I rocked back and forwards, dragging the tip across the opening to my sex and back onto my clit, it was copiously lubricated.
Lazily, only half awake, Ned bent the arm lying between our bodies to let him tweak my nipple, squeezing and rolling it between two fingers. I extended my body up the bunk relative to his, until I could present the other breast against his mouth. He took the hint, flicking it with his tongue before taking it between his lips. That also changed the angle at which I slid the tip of his cock back and forwards through my crease, letting me bring it into a shallow penetration of my sex and rim the opening to it, before dragging it back across my clit and playing it against it.
Ned was clearly worn out and sleep deprived by Ellen's plan for him last night; but that didn't have any noticeable effect on his cock. It was rock hard and surging with my playing with it. It was only the rest of his body that was having trouble keeping up. Still, at this point the cock, and what I could get his mouth to do on my nipple, were more than enough.
I soon brought myself to an orgasm, my body spasming forcefully against him as I gave my usual voice to my pleasure.
But even yelling in his ear and throwing myself against him hadn't really roused him to play a more active part. As he continued to limply lay there, content for me to do all the work, I moaned and groaned myself to a second orgasm; at last starting to drain from my body some of the built up tensions and frustration from the previous 14 hours.
Which was nice. But a major object of this exercise was to drain Ned's balls and leave his cock limp and something more was going to be required to achieve that. Just stick it in and go for it side by side? Roll him on his back and mount him? Both of those struck me as letting him be too lazy. I needed to drain him of sexual energy as well as desire.
I brought him into full penetration then tugged at him; making it clear I wanted him to mount me. After all, I knew he was awake, he was just taking it easy. But I also knew he wouldn't deny me my request, so I was playing on his good nature.
Using the technique Ellen and I had used all night on him of putting our hands on his butt to control his thrusting, I soon had him pounding away at me enthusiastically; helped in no small measure by the fact I was arching my chest up, making the sort of display of my breasts, swollen in my arousal and capped by jutting nipples, that held Ned's attention through the whole love making.
He certainly seemed to enjoy it. My hands soon became redundant as the elongated, swollen length of his manhood was thrust repeatedly into the wet, warm, slippery depths of my sex, withdrawn and thrust again. You can tell Ned's really getting into it when he starts grunting; a deep masculine grunt that must originate well down in his throat. He was grunting like, well...Ned when he really gets excited in the throes of sex. For a man who'd been dragged on top of a woman for the fourth time that night, he didn't last long.
Already sensitised by Ned's foreplay, my body was quickly thrown into another orgasm by the crashing of Ned's pubis against my clit and the play of his shaft in my sex; especially around my g spot. As I came again I tightened on him and, in the throes of my orgasm, threw my own hips back at his. The crash of our bodies tipped him over and as he buried himself deeply in me and held it there he groaned out his release; collapsing on me and shuddering and shaking additional little mini orgasms for a pleasingly long time.
As he finished, I held him there on top of me; resisting his usual inclination to roll us both over to take his weight off me. I wanted a bit more 'me' time with him and for as long as his manhood retained enough vestige of an erection to stay penetrated in me, he was all mine. But that time was necessarily limited. As he eventually slipped out I let roll back onto the bunk between Ellen and myself.
I was drained of any ability to sleep and, after tossing and turning all night, was ready to get up and move about a bit. But I didn't want Ned to follow. He might not have known it, but he still had another date with Ellen before that was allowed to happen. For a while I cuddled up tightly against him, drawing the arm of a still sleepy Ellen over both of us to include her in the love in. Then I eased myself out, bringing Ellen's arm down over him to wrap him up. From there I had to trust to Ellen to keep him captured until he was ready for action again.
I slipped out of the room, dressed myself in a bikini, prepared myself some breakfast and retreated into the quietness and sunny warmth of the cockpit to eat it.
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[Here, to maintain the change of pace and perspective, Amy continues to narrate the time spent in Bora Bora]
With Liddy due here at 8 am, 7.40 found me sitting in the cockpit, enjoying my morning coffee dressed in nothing more than the bikini I'd be wearing that day.
Five minutes before that, the sound of Ned climaxing on Ellen had wafted up from their cabin through the small hatch that sat on the port side of the companionway. The loud grunting before his climax and the multiple repetitions of the 'oooooohhhhhh'ing' noise Ned makes as he shudders through the little mini-climaxes that follow his main one told me he'd had yet another good one; maybe too good if our objective had been to drain him of all sexual energy for the day.
It had been anything but a quickie. Ellen is a lot less vocally expressive than I am but I'd still heard her have two climaxes before the sounds made it obvious Ned was pumping away for his. The trouble with having watched so much sex between Ned and Ellen (indeed between him and all the other girls) is that the sounds carry so much mental image with them.
Ellen's climaxes might not be vocal, but they're a visual feast; her body quivering with rising excitement beforehand and aggressively thrown at Ned during it. So it only takes the most suppressed groan from her to bring it all to mind.
And as for Ned, the sight of him in full pumping mode is one to behold. You can see the pleasure on his face and transmitted through his whole body. I've watched as the full length of his shaft has disappeared into Ellen and come out glistening with her juices. That's the thing about sex that never ceases to amaze and arouse me; the sheer intimacy of it. The thought that so much of Ned is so deep inside her (or my) body.
I wouldn't have thought that watching or listening to someone I love making love to another could be anything other than distressing. But at least among the girls on the boat it's anything but. It always leaves me aroused; no less so than this morning when I feared some moistness might be penetrating the gusset of the fresh bikini I had on.
But if that other woman was Liddy, I was far from sure my feelings would be so sanguine.
The routine that would usually be followed told me that Ned and Ellen would now be up and starting their own breakfast. I looked up at the sound of the approach of a small outboard motor to see Liddy sitting in the bow of a RIB with a middle aged couple behind her. Seeing me looking at them, she waved.
I moved down onto the swim platform to help her aboard.
"I hope you don't mind me being early. George and Nancy wanted to start their trip early and needed to get rid of me. I don't mind waiting down here if you guys aren't ready."
"It's fine, everyone one will be up. Come and say hello and have a look at the yacht."
I sussed her out as she moved from the RIB to the platform. She was wearing a white light gauze cotton mini sundress, exactly the same as Ellen's. Long sleeved, it had a tailored cut to hug the body's curves, a button down front and a plunging neckline. The latter seemed to be something of this woman's trademark. A thin tie belt cinched the waist of her dress tightly against her stomach just above her hips.
I'd guess she was wearing one the same size as Ellen's too; which meant it was too tight to accommodate her breasts. She had the top button undone, exaggerating the depth of the plunge at the front and partly exposing the small bikini top she was wearing underneath and an awful lot of breast flesh. This woman also seems to have a thing about red underclothes. Her bikini was a plain red. The top was a slide tri with triangles no bigger than the style Ellen and I wear. Through the translucent material of her dress, I could see the bottom was string sided in a low rise hipster. The back of it wasn't quite Brazilian cut, but not full coverage either; the front a moderately small triangle. Any hope I had that she'd be wearing a grandmother one piece were blown away in an instant.
As I let her climb the ladder onto the aft deck ahead of me, I looked up at her butt. Really! Not the slightest hint of orange peel disrupted the line of her light brown skin. I don't know if her tan was sun induced or bronzer. If the latter she was brave wearing a white dress.
Desperately I tried to find some age induced flaw in this disgustingly genetically blessed woman. I did notice some sun damage to her skin and that it had lost some of its elasticity; bunching up into mini waves where it was compressed as she moved. And just maybe her inner butt was starting to develop some of the hollowness older thin women can get. But then, maybe not. Maybe it was no different to my own.
Moving through the cockpit, I overtook her to lead her down into the cabin where Ned still lurked to find the others not quite as progressed with their morning routines as I thought they'd be.
Ellen was standing stark naked at the galley, filling the kettle. I'll give Ellen her due, she didn't bat an eyelid as I simply waved my hand to her and said...
"You remember Ellen."
To which Ellen managed to reply...
"I'm just putting the kettle on for a cuppa. Would you like something?"
"That'd be nice. Can you do a coffee?"
Brushing past Ellen I led Liddy to the door of the master cabin which was accessed from behind the galley, partly thinking Ned would be there, partly because that's the routine we go through when showing someone over the yacht.
"This is the master cabin."
I looked over Liddy shoulder as she surveyed the cabin and suddenly realised it was making some significant statements about things aboard the boat. There were three pillows lined up across the head of the bed. Strewn around in plain sight were both Ellen's and my dresses from last night intermingled with the clothes Ned had been wearing. And Ellen's tiny panties were hanging on the door knob of a cabinet where they'd been hung to dry after the wet trip home.
Both Ellen's present nakedness and the clothes were a function of the fact we never really had worked out how to deal with our clothing with the rotating room arrangements we had. The master cabin wasn't generously equipped with cupboard space and what was there barely accommodated Ned's stuff. All our stuff was stored in a large locker and storage area that sat on the port side opposite the amidships bunk cabin. Here there was a vertical rack of open shelves, one for each of our gear bags, and a hanging locker and shelving for additional clothing and the boat's sheets and towels.
Normally whoever was sleeping with Ned would take a bikini into the master cabin with them for the morning or just put on the one they'd taken off to go to bed. But we were late getting in last night, dressed in evening clothes, and the usual arrangements hadn't worked out. And nakedness had never really been an issue on the boat; at least once the present arrangements had developed.
I could see Liddy taking in what she was seeing. With Ned not in the cabin, I turned to Ellen who was keeping her cool with her naked state and wasn't making any rushed move to cover up.
"Where's Ned?"
She simply pointed to the closed door of the head (bathroom) on the starboard side.
"Would you like to see the rest of the boat?"
I led her past the galley and main cabin with its table and settee arrangements towards the amidships cabin. Just as I did, Tash walked out of the cabin topless; moving across to her gear bag to get out something to wear. Tash acknowledged Liddy before continuing to rummage through her bag as we brushed past her, moving along the companionway towards the door of the cabin.
In a way, the amidships cabin finished the story Liddy had seen in the master cabin. The cabin contains two vertically stacked single bunks and it was obvious only one of them had been slept in.
Forward of there I showed her the bow cabin; its double bunk little used because it moves about more in a seaway.
As I led Liddy back along the companionway towards the main cabin, Ned exited the head; as naked as Ellen was. Not noticing us, he walked over to Ellen who at this stage had moved across a little to the sink where she was still facing us but the full length of her left side was visible from where we stood, outside the line of the bench. He'd had sex with her three times during the night and, no doubt still washed with oxytocin and loving feelings, pushed the left side of his torso against her left flank, put his hand lovingly on her still naked butt and asked her...
"Would you mind if we used your little backpack as the second bag for our gear today. I'll take my waterproof harken duffel bag as the other?"
Liddy had a clear profile of him; dangling dick and all. Ned's in that happy goldilocks space between a shower and a grower, if you know what I mean. What's there at rest is an impressive enough sight, but there certainly room for growth too. As he so intimately touch Ellen like that, you could clearly watch as a half mongrel developed; it visibly lengthened and arched up, the tip brushing across her thin, blonde, landing strip of pubic hair.
"Sure." And then as Ellen pointed at us, she added... "You know Liddy's here, do you?"
Ned look our way with considerable surprise and flushed bright red.
"Ops, excuse me."
Ned quickly disappeared into the master cabin and closed the door.
I turned to Liddy who had a bemused smirk on her face. "Why don't we wait for the others in the cockpit?"
One by one the others joined us in the cockpit with their breakfasts and Liddy's coffee, Ned dressed in board shorts and a short sleeve polo shirt, the girls both in bikinis. Breakfast finished, we left Liddy momentarily alone in the cockpit while we collected ourselves together for the trip.
Ellen emerged wearing the same sundress as Liddy, apologising for the fact while indicating it was her preferred walking outfit. Over my bikini I wore a mini A line skirt with a plunging front crop top. Tash wore a pair of hot pants matched with a loose fitting tie front, midriff exposing shirt that basically left her boobs hanging in their bikini top out the front of it.
Piling into the RIB, we headed down to the head of Faauni Bay where we'd identified a little canal which would take us past what appeared to be some sort of fish farm complex into the heart of Faauni Township. From there we'd start our walk, which was intended to take us up to the Valley of the Kings, then across to Fittiiu Point and back through Faauni Pass to our starting point; with a swim at Fittiiu Point to cool off.
With the width of the tracks and roads we were using, we couldn't really do much other than walk in a 3/2 or a 2/2/1pattern, with the distance between the front and rear group depending on the walking speed of the constituents of each group. As a slower walker I generally found myself at the back and some distance behind the leaders. Initially Ned, Ellen and Liddy formed the front group with Tash and myself bringing up the rear.
What struck me as we followed the other three was how alike Ellen and Liddy looked. With identical outfits and both with long blonde hair, from behind you could actually pass them off as sisters, if not twins. Only their difference in height - Ellen's 182cm while Liddy would be about 177, with the result Ellen's bikini bottoms always peeked out from beneath her dress, whereas Liddy's just gave occasional flashes of hers - spoilt the illusion of identical twins. From the front, you might have picked them as mother and daughter.
To give her due respect, Liddy made every effort to engage each of us in conversation through the walk. After about 20 minutes, she dropped back to join Tash and myself, Tash taking the opportunity to stretch her legs to move up to the faster group up front.
I must have said something in our conversation yesterday which intrigued her. She'd picked up that my presence in the Pacific was not just a random frolic and that there was something behind it. She gradually turned the conversation back around to our pasts.
I suppose thinking that giving something of herself away would facilitate that, she revealed she'd been widowed at 50; the father of her children dying in a car accident but at least leaving her comfortably off financially. After two years she'd remarried, only to find the apparently charming man she'd fallen for was actually abusive. She didn't put it that way, but she was clearly strong enough not to stand for that. She quickly divorced him; but having obtained enough video evidence of his abuse and manipulation that his attempt to share her wealth failed and indeed, he found himself on criminal charges.
With her kids going their own way and temporarily at a loss as to what to do with her life, old friends of hers had talked her into joining them on the yacht cruise.
That of course opened the way for me to talk about my past and it was actually lovely to be able to talk with someone who understood all too well what I'd been through without in any way being judgemental about my slowness to act. The empathy and understanding she showed in the discussion felt all too real and it was perhaps the most supportive discussion on the topic I'd ever had; not least of all because Frank had always been able to turn on the charm for my parents enough that they did wholly believe what I told them.
But slowly that discussion turned to how I'd ended up on Ned's yacht. And inevitably she very subtly started to probe around the question of the sexual relations on the boat. It wasn't that I wasn't willing to put her out of her misery, it's just I wasn't sure how to blurt out... "You know we all fuck Ned nearly every day."
Still, in ever diminishing circles around the issue, she eventually asked straight out...
"I noticed you and Ellen sleep with Ned?"
I decided to answer in a way that laid out the whole sordid story; making it clear a night sleeping with him was rarely merely that.
"We all take turns. And the one that doesn't get to have sex with him overnight gets private time during the day."
Her jaw nearly dropped, even if her voice remained level.
"So he has sex with each of you every day. How does he manage that?"
I was tempted to tell her he'd had sex five times last night but thought the better of it. Instead I described how Issie had introduced the concept of 'fuck me' bikinis and other clothing and how that, combined with a lot of flirting and other fooling around, seems to keep what we call his testosterone up.
"Do you girls actually want sex every day?"
"We're the ones who always instigate sex. Ned just goes along with it. He certainly never makes us do something we don't want to."
"But why. I would have thought that's more than most women want?"
I described to her Ellen's theory of 'the fear of missing out', but as she kept gently and unjudgmentally questioning me, I began to realise my motivation was far more complex than that. Yes, the fact we've each came aboard in a somewhat sex deprived state contributed to it; but you'd think that would burn itself out - as in fact it seems to be with Tash, who's needs don't seem to be as constant.
But really, as we talked, I came to fully realise how my ten years with Frank had left this giant empty void in my sexuality. The way Ned had linked being loved with intimacy and highly enjoyable sex had made it almost addictive. The void was being slowly filled, but there was a long way to go yet. On top of that, presenting myself sexually and feeling sexy for it, just seemed to make me feel like sex. It was a self-reinforcing virtuous circle if you think having a lot of sex is a good thing.
At one stage, as I nearly broke up while talking about the contrast between life with Frank and life with Ned, she put an arm reassuringly around my shoulder; making me feel quite close to her.
"How did it all start?"
That of course led me to talk about Issie and how we'd been planning to seduce Ned and of the night it had all just fallen into place and of how when each of Ellen and Tash had later come aboard, they been given the choice of participating or not.
"I suspect you and Ellen really love him, don't you? And I've seen how he loves you guys in return. I'm not so sure about Tash."
"I think that's probably right. I suspect Tash largely uses Ned for sex. She respects him, even likes him, but she's more emotionally detached and for that reason Ned probably keeps his own emotional distance."
"What about when the trip's over?"
"Ned has always said he's too old for us and our future lies elsewhere. He's even encouraged us to have things like 'sleepovers' if we meet someone nice while were travelling about, but none of us have ever done it."
"You don't really want to give him up when you get back, do you?"
"Is it that obvious?"
"Certainly for you. Maybe for Ellen too. But what about if you want children. Ned's going to be too old to start over being a father again isn't he?"
I incoherently floundered for an answer.
"I know. Maybe. That's where a big issue is. I'm not sure how that works out."
I think she'd come within a millimetre of having the courage to ask if Ned was allowed sleepovers too; but held back.
Liddy and I had been walking alone for maybe 20 minutes. During that time we'd slowly dropped back from the other three. I'd seen both Ellen and Ned look back occasionally to see where we were. Eventually Ned stopped the lead party to let us catch up. In the reshuffle that brought about I noticed Liddy manage to cut Ellen out form the group and have a long talk with her too before re-joining the party that included Ned.
During the course of the morning we manage to find and admire the ancient stone ruins of the original civilisation on the Island in the Valley of the Kings. From there we moved on across the peak of the ridge that runs from North to South on the island and into the little township around the shore of Vairou Bay, stopping for some refreshments at a general store.
Further along out on Fitiiu Point we looked at an old WW2 gun emplacement before coming to the end of the point itself. Our intention had been that, after a swim here, this would be our turn back point. We moved beyond some cottages and around to the South East of the point where we found a private beach and stripped off for the swim.
It was as Liddy took off her sundress that I had my final disappointment. In a way my mother had kept her figure nearly as well as Liddy. Maybe she'd put on a little more weight and was showing some orange peel. And certainly her boobs had sagged way more than (what I assumed were) Liddy's implants. But overall, she wasn't that different. But mum's stomach displayed clear evidence of the children she'd borne. Her navel had always struck me as looking like someone had stamped it in with a large dried prune; badly stretched and with its edges flappy and uneven and surrounded by stretch marks, there was nothing left of the neatness of her teenage one.
But Liddy had escaped even that. Maybe, because I made a point of looking, I could see it had been changed in the course of her carrying children. But you had to look closely and it was subtle. And not a single stretch mark could be seen on the flawless skin of her stomach. Maybe she lacked the prominent mons that Ned found so attractive in me and there was a general outward curve to her stomach rather than a plank flatness. But she had a better figure than most of today's crop of 30 year olds and I was having a lot of trouble coming up with the distinguishing feature that would make it clear to Ned that younger is better.
Just off Fitiiu Point a narrow deep channel stands between the point and the shallow lagoon that forms part of the outer fringe of the reef. Out in this lagoon is where you find some of the postcard sights of the Island like the resorts with their rooms stretched out on pylons over the water.



With the tide being low, we could see that once you swam across the deep channel, there were large patches of coral sands interspersed in the shallow water, which made it look like an interesting place to explore; right across to the resorts on the ocean side.
The channel looked like it was only 70 meters across at its narrowest point and it was Ellen who suggested we swim across. Ever the cautious one, Ned expressed some concern about currents and wildlife, looking at Liddy to see what her view of the matter was.
Liddy indicated she was willing to follow the others, being a strong enough swimmers to comfortably go the distance. It was Tash who broke the impasse by offering to do a test swim. As a former squad swimmer, she was easily the best and she already amply demonstrated an endurance that made the proposed crossing look like a mere stroll. Wadding in, she quickly crossed to the other side, finding little in the way of a current and enough sand areas between the coral to make walking safe.
So Ned repacked our towels, his wallet and our reef shoes into his waterproof bag and slung it over his shoulder, the remaining four of us leaving the second bag with our clothes hidden in bushes on the beach and swimming in a group over to rejoin Tash. From there we started to pick our way across the lagoon shallows; walking, wading and swimming as the need took, all the time heading towards the ocean side.
It's at times like this Tash's more playful nature tends to come out. I think she gets bored just going from one place to the next, whether that's swimming or walking, and wants to introduce some horse play into it. Ellen and I were wading side by side thigh deep across a section of the lagoon when Tash came rushing up from behind and did a flying tackle which took both our knees out and left us squealing as we fell face down into the water.
In these situations, Ned thinks he can just stand back and play the adult while the kids play; in this case while Tash struggled to stop either of us from getting up. Which is of course the last thing Tash will let him do. Reaching out she grabbed the waistband of his swimmers, offering him the unspoken choice of surrendering to her pull and been drawn into the wet melee or being dacked. The front had been pulled down and his cock was already half way out of his pants before he gave into the former, landing face down on Ellen and myself.
While Ned struggled to extract himself without pushing either of us under, Tash grabbed the bag off his back, stood up and started running across the shallows, looking back at Ned as she teased him...
"Come and get your bag."
She'd only covered a short distance into shallower water and was still looking back when her progress was halted by an unexpected intervention as Liddy gave her a full on flying football tackle before struggling with her over the bag.
Caught by surprise, as Tash lost her grip on it, she could only mutter... "What the..."
She heard Liddy mutter in her ear... "I used to practice football with my kids."
By that stage Ned had got up to chase down his bag, his intended understated intervention suddenly turning physical as Ellen and I tackled him onto the top of the pile already formed by Liddy and Tash. Somehow the game turned into one of Tash, Ellen and myself against Ned and Liddy' everyone trying to grab the bag away from the melee.
Ned's moment with the bag came to a sudden halt as Ellen and I pushed him onto his back and sat on him; me on his face, Ellen over his crotch, to remove it from where his hands held it between us. I'd managed to get it, but as I stood up to run away I suddenly found Liddy straddling Ned between me and Ellen, grabbing at it. The triangle over her right breast had been pulled aside when she'd tackled Tash and it was now fully exposed.
My focus momentarily transfixed by the sight, as I noted it was as uniformly tanned as the rest of her and I desperately scanned the underside of it for a surgical scar, she managed to wrap her arms around the bag, holding it close to her. We both sunk down, each trying to pull it out from under the grip of the other, until she was squatted over Ned's chest and I had the top of his head pressed firmly into my crotch. That let Ned intervene, pulling my arms away to leave Liddy with the bag, her body curled over it on top of Ned.
Liddy started to squirm forward; almost crawling on her elbows over Ned and my legs as she kept the bag under her curled up torso, trying to escape with it. I heard Ellen, still behind her, simply say..."No you don't." With that Ellen grabbed Liddy's ankles, pulled her legs out from under her and back along Ned's torso; leaving Liddy sprawled flat along it, the bag still wrapped in her arms under her.
Released from under the pressure of other bodies I stood up to find a somewhat displeasing sight. When Tash had first pulled down the front of Ned's swimwear she'd - intentionally or not didn't matter - released the drawstring knot. As she'd let it go, the waistband had snapped back against his torso very low - just above the base of his cock, creating a loose fold at the front into which his cock had dangled. With all the girls fooling around on him, he'd grown a bit of a mongrel; probably enlarged to full size by Ellen sitting on it. But trapped as it was in the fold, it had grown outward into what we girls call a "full horizontal"; although since he was lying on his back, that actually meant it was vertical.
With the drawstring loose, his erection had lifted the waistband up, fully exposing the base and half the length of his hardened shaft. Had that been on the yacht with just the three of us fooling around with him, that would have been great. But as Ellen had slid Liddy back along Ned, her progress had been stopped as her crotch came up against Ned's vertical shaft. Now as Tash joined Ellen in bending over Liddy to try and get the bag out from under her, the movement of Liddy body meant Ned's shaft was rocking back and forwards as his naked hardness was rubbed against the gusset of her bikini.
I watched as time and again Liddy's bum rose and her crotch slid up along his shaft and dropped again. The contact was firm enough that each time the hardened length of his shaft was pushed down towards his legs, springing back as her stomach dropped back onto Ned's torso, her bottom dropping to start the cycle again Each time the waistband of his heavily stretched swimmers was pushed further up his shaft until only the top third of its length was still covered, his balls bulging out of the extended leg hems.
I looked to see if Liddy was doing it deliberately. But her movements were perfectly synced with Tash's almost violent jerking of her to get the bag back.
And with Ned's arms helping Liddy retain the bag, the fight for the bag was at a standoff, and his shaft just kept rocking and rocking.
Tash's competitive instinct was up and I could tell she wasn't going to let this old woman get the better of her. Moving over Liddy shoulders, she put her arms under them and physically lifted Liddy into a squatting position, exposing where her arms were wrapped around the bag; which would have been good for the competition except for the fact that now left Liddy's gusset sitting over Ned's mouth, her shins pinning Ned's arms under them. With the water just deep enough that Ned had to lift his head off the sand to breathe, Ned had little choice but to keep his mouth pressed firmly into her crotch as Liddy was lifted up and down by Tash and Ellen in the struggle for the bag. And all the while I could see his eyes transfixed on her naked breast with their now jutting hardened nipples; supplemented as her left one was also fully exposed in the tussle.
All of which sort of me standing by basically watching the girls sort of help Liddy rape Ned; or was it the other way around?
With Ned no longer able to assist because his arms were pinned under Liddy and eventually overpowered, Liddy was forced to surrender the bag to Tash, whose dash with it was brought to an end as Ned finally brought his strength into play. Released to get up off his back, over 50 meters he ran her down, his erection bouncing amusingly as he ran, high stepping through the shallow water, while Ellen, Liddy and myself in turn pursued him. Catching Tash, he lifted her off her feet as he grabbed her around the waist with one arm, the initial swing of her body bringing his still horizontal erection up between her legs. With the other hand he pulled the bag out of her grip. Then he simply held it in the air, using his height to place it just out of easy reach.
Mobbed by four girls, three of whom were jumping up trying to get the bag, Ned just stood there impassively. Tash tried to get him to exchange the bag for his modesty; first exposing his erection, then playing with it and finally pulling his swimmers down around his ankle where Ned was forced to step out of it to avoid being tripped over. Ellen all the while was using her height to try and jump up to get it, until Liddy tickled her into a curled up submissive ball.
I just kept to the outer circle of the tussle; observing more than participating; my only contribution being a few pathetic jumps. Ned wasn't the only one exposed. Tash had all but lost her top in the first tackle as it dangled loosely by the neck string covering nothing. That was normal for Tash. With breasts her size covered by the tiny tops she wears, they were often exposed in our games.
Ellen too had one breast out of her top and her pants dragged so low you could see through to the underside of her mons.
Both Liddy's triangles has slid across and were now bunched up uselessly between her breasts and her pants dragged low enough by Tash to expose a small landing strip of pubic hair. Still I studied the perfectly shaped, brown skinned, orbs, looking for the telltale scars. Now completely exposed and unsupported, I suppose you'd say there was some droop; maybe just enough to hide the scars in, but there wasn't much. I don't know how implants behave, but I'm sure natural ones can't sit up like that in someone in their fifties.
And yet I'd found my attitude to Liddy softening; as was my desperate need to find some flaw in her appearance. I'd come to like the person, liked the way she'd joined wholeheartedly in our game, even if I hadn't been comfortable with everything I'd seen, and admired someone who can look like her at that age. But most of all, I had actually enjoyed our conversation. I think she'd got the message Ned wasn't available for any immediate bedroom antics, whatever fun she'd just had with him. I couldn't exclude any post cruise intention of a serious catch up. I'd accepted our departure from Bora Bora wouldn't signal the last time we'd see her. Unless I was misreading both her and Ned's behaviour towards each other she was going to keep popping up as our respective yachts weaved their way across the Pacific to Sydney.
She clearly wasn't concerned about showing her tits to Ned; although the fact they were uniformly tanned suggested bare boobs were no big thing for her. And the fact that Ned was standing there with a fully exposed erection was hardly putting a premium on modesty.
Ned called a halt to the shenanigans by suggesting we make our way over to the nearest resort to see if we can get a drink at the beach bar; on him.
An hour later and we were swimming back across the channel to where we'd hidden out clothes to start the walk home. Liddy had got us to agree for her to take us to dinner at the club at her expense, since their yacht was sailing in the morning. Normally Ellen and I don't find ourselves together in these walks because she's a fast walker and I'm a slow one; so if there's two groups, she's out the front and I'm behind. But this time I found Ellen had maneuvered herself into being my walking companion. I had a fair idea why.
As we watched Ned, Liddy and Tash walk ahead. Liddy's wet red bikini had caused her suntop to become transparent so that the bikini showed brightly through it as she brushed alongside Ned. It was Ellen who raised the topic.
"What'da think?"
She didn't need to elaborate. I knew what she was talking about.
"I don't know. I like her, but I'm not comfortable with it."
"Same here."
"Why did you impale her on Ned's cock?"
"What'da mean?...Oh that. I wasn't thinking; got a bit caught up in the game. And then Tash came along with her intense competitiveness and what should have been a momentary contact became more like Ned being raped."
We fell into silence for a moment, before I expressed my ultimate fear...
"We haven't seen the last of her have we?"
Ellen put her arm around my waist. It was an unusual feeling. I mean, she's had her fingers up my pussy with some of the threesome antics we get up to when the two of us are with Ned, but this was an altogether different contact. More sisterly. I reciprocated.
"No, she's going to keep turning up like a bad penny. Is it Ned having sex with her that worries you?"
"I don't think that's really it. More what the sex might lead to. She's too nice. Too pretty. Ned's so animated and relaxed when she's around."
I hesitated before admitting to someone in our group for the first time the truth that Liddy had already sussed out.
"I'm not sure I really want to walk away from Ned when we get back to Australia. But if she's around, Ned may not give me a choice."
Ellen moved her arm up to my shoulder, where she protectively drew me into her.
"I know what you mean. I have the same worry. I want to dislike her, but I can't. Do you know she's a doctor too? And so was her deceased husband. I really enjoyed talking to her, but I don't want her to take Ned away either."
I thought I detected in Ellen's answer the same reluctance to give Ned up when we got to Australia. That surprised me, even though I well understood she was strongly attached to him.
"Are you saying you don't want this to end with the trip too?"
"I want to leave the issue open."
"Have you thought of having children with him? You know Issie did."
"He might have a say in it. He's not going to be a young dad. And even though he offers pretty nice genetics, you know that men's sperm starts to get the same problems as older women. The risk of some defects increases. But that's not to say I hadn't thought about the issue. As I think have you."
"Yes, I've wondered about it. I suppose it's the big issue with staying with him after we get back. I just don't have an answer. Especially when the biological clock starts ticking. But I don't want the question answered for me by Liddy either."
"Even if it lets Ned find a more lasting happiness?"
"That's what makes it hard isn't it. Mind you, we're presuming an awful lot. They've only known each other for a day. And we don't really even know what Ned thinks of her."
The rest of the walk home went pleasantly enough with the usual changing of walking partners along the way. Liddy made a point of spending some time with me and somehow the conversation circled around again to deal with abusive partners; especially when they have the knack of appearing so charming to everyone else in the world. And that was the thing with Liddy. She seemed to understand people and knew what they needed to talk about and get out of their system.
But she did raise one thing that left me thinking when she told me that recent research indicated that abuse survivors often suffer Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. As these things do, it left me wondering whether I did. I didn't think so. I don't suffer nightmares or reliving the past. But hell, I wasn't sure I wanted Ned knowing about that. If there was the slightest suggestion he was exploiting me when I was vulnerable he'd close down our sex life and put distance between us and that was the last thing I wanted.
The day had been a longer one than expected, so by the time we were back at the yacht, it was already time to move into getting ready for dinner mode.
We all just grabbed our going out clothes from the yacht, so that the act of dropping Liddy in the RIB back at the yacht club marina where her boat was berthed, also became our one of going to the club facilities for another shower and spruce up for the evening. Long hot showers are a rare luxury on a yacht and an opportunity for one is never missed.
We were still setting up to enter the shower booths when Liddy joined us, already stripped down to her bikini; towel, toiletry bag and after clothes draped in a cloth bag over her arm.
"Sorry ladies. The owners were lining up to use the yacht's shower. I thought it would be quicker if I came down here."
The shower booths themselves were private - in the sense they had a door - but were so small and wet after your shower that drying or getting dressed in them was a joke. We'd discovered last night that, unless you had some serious modesty inhibitions, it was easier to abandon the booth and dry and get dressed outside it. Indeed, because we'd overindulged in the 'hot' part of the shower, in the steamy climate of Bora Bora, it was actually nice to stand around naked to cool back off before getting dressed.
The previous evening, with just the three of us girls in the area, we'd stood naked as we brushed our hair and put on our make up before we'd finally got dressed.
With Liddy as the only other person tonight, I didn't feel any need to go all prudish, so followed the same pattern; as did the others. Liddy emerged from her shower with a towel wrapped around her; it being insufficiently wide to properly hide what emerged from either the top of bottom of it. Seeing us standing around naked as we dried ourselves, she quickly followed suit; letting me suss her out as she stood their completely naked.
It seemed like she had some really tiny pair of bikini pants that she sun bathed in; some sort of thong that covered little more than her pussy and a small triangle of her mons; because the rest was a uniform tanned brown. She had a shaved pussy with just a small landing strip of pubic hair left. That intrigued me enough to ask her about it.
"Ned's always said his generation didn't go for shaved lady parts. Bush was meant to the good."
"My second husband talked me into it and I was silly enough to comply. I didn't want to deal with the itchiness of shaving or even waxing, so I had it lasered. Which is a pity, because now I regret it."
Still I couldn't see any sign of surgery scars under her breasts, although completely unsupported as they were there was enough sag that they may have been hidden in the fold. Nor could I see any orange peel; damn it.
As we got dressed, I was a bit dismayed by her outfit for the night. Ellen, Tash and I were constrained by the fact you only carry a limited wardrobe on the boat. We all had on the same clothes as the night before.
Liddy's dressing started by donning panties in the form of tiny, red, string sided hipsters.
As for the dress, I'm not sure if you'd call it a party dress or a proper dance dress. In some sort of finely woven, sparkly, red spandex, it had a string halter neck which supported two small triangles covering (or partly covering would be a more accurate description; and not a very big part at that) her breasts. They merged with a sheath bodice, deeply plunging almost down to her panties at the back, where it was laced up tightly on her. And the tightness of her bodice simply highlighted the impressiveness of the breasts that sat jutting above it.
From the hips down the dress flared, the light folds of material draping rather provocatively over her butt and even somehow highlighting her mons. And it was short; leaving two thirds of her thighs exposed.
Worn braless, her nipples were obvious even in the warmth of the club when she hadn't been aroused by dancing with Ned. And when they were up? Well, the effect made you wonder why she bothered covering them at all, given the detail which was discernible through the material.



But, with the same band playing as the night before, the real challenge came when she danced. As Ned threw her into spin turns, the flare of the dress spun out horizontal, completely exposing her panties up to the waistband. In a way I was glad that, being so close to her, Ned was probably the only guy in the room who couldn't see them. And you could see by following their eyes, the rest could certainly see them!
Watching her dance with Ned left me with a strange mix of awestruck admiration for the beauty of their dancing, jealous rage at the competitive advantage it gave her and the absolute, panty wetting, hots for the man dancing so beautifully with her.
Perhaps the only good thing was that she'd drew enough attention that other guys started to hit on her. When Ned was dancing with Ellen or me, she'd often get approached for a dance and accepted more than a few; although none of the other guys could dance her as well as Ned.
Maybe the jealously momentarily took control when, after two successive waltz numbers where she was dancing with her thighs interlocked with Ned's and their bodies rising and falling in a way that gave her every opportunity to brush her pussy on his thigh, she did a spin turn near our table that I'm sure disclosed her panties had a damp patch through the gusset. I mean, she's post-menopausal; meant to be as dry as a desert in a drought. And those bloody headlight nipples kept brushing against Ned's chest as she span into him.
But for the most part my night was a rising tide of arousal; not just watching Ned dance, but dancing with him. Compared with the night before, my feelings about Liddy were becoming more calm and sanguine; notwithstanding a few issues about her dress, nipples and damp panties. And that actually meant when I was dancing with Ned I was getting into the joy and excitement of doing that, instead of trying to make a point.
Outwardly I might have looked the same when I was dancing with him; alternating between girlishly, flauntingly, seductive and body drapingly close depending on the speed of the music. But now my brain was focused on seducing him, not pissing off someone else. And when I was up close and personal in the slow numbers, the erection I was inducing in him was for my pleasure - then as I rubbed myself against him, and in contemplation of later in the night as I did a lot more than that - not as visual evidence he was screwing a girl half his age.
It turned out there was a cruise ship in town, because Liddy wasn't the only one being hit on. Compared with the night before, the room quickly became a lot more crowded and had a complete buzz about it. Soon, I wasn't even given a chance to sit down; indeed none of us four girls - yes I'm willing to include Liddy in that - were allowed to.
I suppose it was the first time since I'd met Frank that I really had the chance to cut lose and flaunt myself - completely and fairly outrageously really - in a room full of guys. There's no other way to describe it; I was in an absolute prick teasing mood. Guys would see me dancing with Ned and assume I was an easy target; only too keen to get away from the old guy and into their arms, and they thought, their bed. And I'd give them a dance and flirt, flaunt, flash and drape myself at and all over them, enjoying their youthful bodies and the general press of their male flesh and how easy it was to induce an erection in their pants.
And as much as I got high on it and felt a rosey glow, as much as it did wonderful things for the feminine side of my ego as I had this sense of being mobbed my attractive young males who clearly fancied me, it all only made me want Ned more. The guys were nice enough - most of them anyway. But not once did I think..."I could go for him."
I was just using them to have fun and feed my ego. I hope they enjoyed it; after all, not every girl's going to dance with a stranger as provocatively and intimately as I did with them. But if they were looking for an easy lay, as I made clear in the nicest possible way as I left them, I wasn't going to be it. Not for them anyway. I was warming myself up for someone else.
What it made me realise - for better or worse - is just how much I really did love Ned. There was no shortage of attractive appropriately aged males and I had a ball in amongst them. And yet, not for a moment did I lose focus on where Ned was nor cease to be physically and emotionally drawn to him, even from the furthest reaches of the room. I savoured every moment of the night and yet it was one long foreplay to the orgy of sexual indulgence I wanted to share with him back on the boat.
Fortunately for me, Tash had already declared an intention to play around a bit that night. Ellen and I had reminded her of the condom rule if she didn't want to be relegated back to having to use one with Ned. After all, it wasn't just Ned exposed if she didn't use one, it was us too.
But the fact she was originally scheduled to share Ned's bed instead of me wasn't going to be an issue; she wouldn't even be on the boat. Did I wish Ellen would have followed Tash's lead? Not really. I was used to sharing Ned with her and her presence didn't detract from the quality of the sexual indulgence. Indeed, it was perfectly capable of enhancing it. But when I spoke to her, it was clear she was in a similar position to me; having a ball but looking forward to spending some carnal time with Ned at the end of it.
Liddy? Well she could dance with him all she wanted, but we knew from the outset she wasn't coming back to the boat and Ned was. Ultimately that's all that mattered. In any case, towards the end of the night, while she never stopped looking to Ned for dances, it appeared that one of the many men she attracted the attention of with her pantie displays might be in for an interesting night as he increasingly dominated her time.
Before midnight Ellen and I decided we couldn't wait any longer. We had the hots and we needed Ned to satisfy them. Grinding our crotches against him on the dance floor wasn't enough any more; indeed was only making it worse.
To compound our problems Ned's dancing with Liddy had attracted the attention of every woman in the room. The middle aged US socialites from the cruise boat wanted to use him to show off their own dancing skills and even the younger ones wanted a piece of him because he looked so good on the dance floor.
We baled him up in front of Liddy, pushed both our bodies into intimate contact with him and said it was time to go.
Trish declined to come; indicating she'd look after herself, even in the light of Ned's concerns about how she'd get back to the boat before morning. It wasn't so much that she wasn't entitled to stay out; more that the guy she was staying with couldn't get her aboard the ocean liner he was on, leaving her no comfortable alternative. I'm sure she could have brought him aboard the yacht; but Tash didn't seem to fancy doing that. What Ellen and I were clearly about to do to Ned may have had something to do with that.
Liddy gave Ned a full contact body hung and sloppy lip kiss; indicating she was sure they'd cross paths again soon enough. Ellen and I didn't doubt it. Then she walked him to the door for another hug and kiss.
Ned walked back down the jetty towards the RIB with an arm around and patting the butt of a girl half his age on each side of him; amusingly raising the eyebrows of a few people out strolling along the jetty that we went past. If I'd had him alone I would have happily straddled his lap with his cock up my pussy for the trip home. I was that ready for him; the bouncing of the RIB through the waves providing an interesting experience. But I didn't have him alone and Ellen was feeling no less a desire for physical contact than I was.
Only the need to balance our weight across the RIB so as not to capsize it stopped Ned from having two girls dry humping him as he steered the boat. That maybe and the fact we had to go past the crowded and well-lit cruise boat terminal to get to the yacht.
But still, as we sat opposite him in the RIB, each of us was rubbing a foot up and down the length of his erection as it towered up in his pants for virtually the whole trip. As we came alongside the swim platform of the yacht, Ned, as he always does for us, held the RIB tightly against the platform as we got off.
With Ned's hands fully committed to holding the RIB in place there was nothing he could do as Ellen, getting off first, straddled his head with one foot on the yacht and the other on the thwart of the RIB, grabbed his hair and brought his nose under the hem of her dress; rubbing it into the crotch of her panties. A bit jealous that she thought of it first, , all I could do was playfully imitate her as I followed her off the boat; allowing myself a bit more time than she did to enjoy the play of his nose through my crease and against my clit.
No sooner had he followed us onto the platform than Ellen was undoing the belt buckle on his pants while I worked down the length of the front of his shirt undoing the buttons. Maybe concerned about being stripped naked on the open deck, he somehow pushed us through the cockpit and down the companionway. It was in the galley that he lost all his clothes; with me peeling his shirt off and Ellen kneeling down to drop his pants and boxers all in one go. As I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him while Ellen licked his cock while she was down getting his pants over his feet, I told him...
"Go the animal on both of us."
To which Ellen added..."At the same time."
Ned was momentarily flummoxed. "How do I do that?"
Ellen wasn't going to offer any detailed instructions.
"Wing it. We've had your cock hard for half the night. Just let it and your lust call the shots."
There was a moment's silence, and then she added...
"By the way, don't forget the rule."
"What rule?"
"If I pass out."
"You're not going to do that again are you?"
"Maybe, maybe not. Either way, just keep going. You've got no idea what that next orgasm's like when you do."
He dragged Ellen to her feet and backed us up the additional two paces into the master cabin until she and I were standing side by side. He was in such intimate contact with us and I could feel his manhood pulsing so anxiously that, for a moment, I thought he was just going to back us up against the bulkhead and hammer us both unmercifully into it; still in our dresses or not.
Instead he put a hand under the hem of each of our dresses and pushed two fingers against our wet panties and deep into our creases where he played it against our clit for a few moments before he bent down far enough to bring his whole forearm under the dresses, his hand caressing up along our stomachs as the inside of his elbow lifted the hem.
His hand continued up our torsos, dragging the hem of our skirts with it, until it cupped a braless breast. With his fingers tweaking our nipples, he moved his elbow out sideways, continuing the lifting of our dresses. With its side splits, mine lifted readily. But I sensed from Ned's momentary distraction that Ellen's wasn't being so co-operative. I looked across to see that it had drawn in against her butt and caught there.
Without missing a single tweak of each of our nipples, Ned simply angled the elbow up Ellen's dress more around her back to unhitch it, letting him bring both elbows up to the horizontal and exposing both of us from the breasts down. From there, in one action he grabbed the back of both dresses and lifted them over our heads; dropping them on the floor to let him immediately slide a hand, palm inward, down the front of each of our panties.
I moaned a little as he stroked his fingers along my clit; noticing Ellen bend her knees quietly to the same pleasure. Then he slipped his fingers through my crease and tested the receptiveness of my sex; finding it more than ready for him.
In a single action he dropped the back of his hands to the floor, taking our panties with them and using the lowered position of his head to have a suck on my nipple as he let us step out of the panties. In less than 30 seconds we'd both been stripped naked even as he'd touched us up all over.
He bent down and lifted me up in a cradle position before half throwing, half dragging me on my back into the centre of the bunk, pulling Ellen onto the bunk too as he knelt on his haunches between my legs. Unceremoniously he dragged me by my legs until my bum was up over his thighs, bending his cock down until it sat just inside the opening to my sex. In a single movement, he knelt up, supporting me under my bum just enough that the forward thrust as he rose into an upright kneeling position skewered the full length of his hardened manhood into my sex. I let out an audible gasp; half shock, half pleasure with the determination of it as I was left hanging off his cock like that with my hips raised in the air.
The next moment the hand under my bum was gone as I watched as he pulled Ellen around to make her stand in front of him, so that her feet straddled my chest, her head bent over his, since there wasn't enough headroom in the cabin to stand upright on the bunk.
Wrapped around his hips, my feet were just managing to reach the bunk to take some of the weight off his shaft and my shoulders in supporting my elevated position.
With the curve of Ellen's body, Ned had to lean forward for his mouth to reach Ellen's crotch. It seems like it was right over me that Ned spread apart the lips of Ellen's crease with his fingers and I watched his tongue emerge from his mouth to flick at her visibly engorged clit. In the next moment he shoved a couple of fingers up her sex and I could see him rapidly thrusting them in and out applying pressure to her g spot.
As he was initially playing around with Ellen he'd been gently rocking back and forwards just enough to move his shaft inside me. With Ellen set up, it seemed like Ned's mental attention turned back to me. He jerked his hips in a single rapid back and forwards movement that withdrew half the length of his shaft and thrust it back in; heavily raking against my g spot and crashing his pubis against my clit as he grunted with the effort.
I gasped again and let out a little cry at the intensity of the sensations it generated; overwhelming pleasure but mixed with something else that might be called discomfort, maybe pain.
Satisfied with the effect of that first thrust, he did it again and then again until it became a fast, continuous, hard thrust and withdrawal of his shaft into my sex; each time massively stimulating my g spot and massaging my clit.
Above me, I could already see Ellen's thighs had started to quiver; her body tensing and her breath growing shorter and hypoventilated like she does when she's getting really sexually excited; her juices starting to drip onto my chest.
But as my own arousal grew, I found myself having trouble staying in full contact with Ned. As he'd initially dragged me on the bed, he'd pulled up the corner of the bed covers, leaving me resting on the sheets and him with his knees on the underlying cover of the bunk cushion. Now every time he thrust hard into me, he was propelling me back a short distance; the sheet bunching up under me.
On his knees, with his hands full as he sucked and finger fucked Ellen (or was it more a case of Ellen being full of his hands), initially he was having to throw his hips further and further forward to produce the same crashing termination to his thrust. That was unsustainable and he soon had to shuffle his knees forward, pushing Ellen backward; no easy task when she was nearly rigidly tensed up on the verge of an orgasm.
The stimulation of my g spot was intense, more so after he repositioned and every thrust was delivered with its full force. Settled for a moment, building to an orgasm, I remembered I'd wanted to try and imitate Ellen's hypoventilated breathing to see if I could get the same magnification of my climax. She does it spontaneously; I had to work at it, taking short shallow breaths and trying to breathe out more than in.
I was just starting to feel a bit light headed when it exploded...
"OOOohhhhhh my god, fuuuuuuuucccck, aaaaaaaahhhhhhhh...oh...aaaaaaaaaahhhhhh"
It was so powerful, so mind blowingly intense, it was unlike anything I'd experienced before. It just went on and on. As I'd thrown my hips up as it had burst, Ned had rammed home a massive thrust which had thrown me further back with my head now raised up against the sloped side of the boat.
With his shaft now only half buried on full thrust, the tip of his cock was raking unrelentingly with full pressure against the shallow location of my g spot, prolonging this almighty orgasm and causing me to scream out like I'd never had before; moaning and groaning and crying out as if begging for mercy when I wanted nothing of the sort.
Ned might have moved further forward again, releasing the intensity of the stimulation except for the fact a moment after I came, so did Ellen, breathing out a long soft moan as she curled over Ned and squirted copiously over his hand and down onto my tits. With Ellen frozen in place by it, Ned was left jerking his hips in my direction, the end of his hardened cock banging again and again at my g spot.
As Ellen's climax relaxed a bit, Ned pushed her forward again, again burying himself fully at the end of each thrust to the extent I found my head banging softly against the overhead locker every time he crashed against my pubis.
But now Ellen was seriously hypoventilating as Ned continued to suck and hand fuck her. You could hear her moans; shallow, repetitive, barely breaths at all. All the while you could tell she was building to another climax. The quivering of her thighs was becoming so extreme it felt like the whole bunk was shaking. That just seemed to spur Ned on to finger fuck her harder and faster and that somehow seemed to translate into how hard and fast he continued to fuck me.
Ellen's no screamer, but like this she starts to vocalise; short sharp moans with every thrust of his hand which as it keeps building turns into a staccato, machine gun like stream of hypoventilated grunts. She was clutching Ned's head like her life depended on it, wrapping him up so tightly I was surprised he could breathe.
Then she tensed rigid and let out, what for her, was an enormous cry. I watched as her knees buckled. Ned must have been expecting it, because immediately he wrapped both arms around her butt; letting her torso slip in a controlled way through his grip as she collapsed kneeling onto the bunk over me. From there he directed her limp form off to the side until she was laid out flat on her back on the bunk; only her right lower leg across mine.
From the elevated position of my head, I could see her eyes were open, but rolling and unfocused. The rise and fall of her chest told me she was breathing normally again. But I was still surprised by what Ned did next.
Withdrawing from me just as I was building to another orgasm, he knelt over Ellen straddling her thighs. Leaning over her, he penetrated her, an arm around her back lifting her butt a bit to give him a better angle. Her breasts wobbled as he started pounding her; hard, fast continuous thrusts.
Ned's done this to me when I've asked him to go the animal, but I'd never really watched from this angle as he unleashed himself on one of the others to quite the extent that Ellen was being hammered. It was arousing just watching him in full flight like that; the side view I had letting me see how Ellen's semi limb body was being pushed around like a rag doll. But he must have known what he was doing. I desperately tweaked my own nipples, trying unsuccessfully to find that one more orgasm that Ned had left me on the verge of.



Ellen's eyes had stopped rolling but were not entirely focused either. Her previously relaxed face started to tighten, as If something was developing deep inside her; something she hadn't yet grasped the implications of.
With a sharp intake of breath, followed by a mighty cry, she climaxed again; the almost surprised look on her face a contrast to the way her body tensed and arched, pushing Ned up. As her hips sat there suspended off the bunk by the arch of her back, he gave some final thrusts, propelling his manhood repeatedly in and out of the warm slippery tunnel of her sex.
A little "No!" escaped me as I thought Ned was about to unleash his seed into her. Having been left mid orgasm, I wanted what she'd just got; some full body contact pounding to finish me off and I wanted his seed in me. It was my turn. Ellen had got the last dump this morning. This one was mine.
The 'no' attracted Ned; maybe just in time. He looked my way and I gave him a little coquettish 'come here' with my forefinger to which he replied with a wink.
He withdrew from Ellen, leaving her still heaving out the last of her orgasm before she slipped into a petite mort and turned back to me; pulling my legs down to lay me back out flat again and pushing her leg out to the side. Lifting my head up, I watched as the tower of his manhood, glistening with all the juices that Ellen and I had left on it, dropped between my legs, felt it as its full length and hardness effortlessly entered my body.
Like he had with Ellen, he put a hand under my butt, lifting it slightly off the bunk, opening up a bit the angle of his thrust and pushing his shaft more firmly against my g spot. Then he started; hard fast thrusts that soon had my head banging against the side of the boat again. I know how Ned likes looking down at my breasts as he's pounding me; more so if they're wobbling. With most of my weight on my shoulders, it was easy for me to let my body rag doll to the pounding and have my breasts wobbling around like a plate of jelly on a corrugated road.
I teased my own nipples up to jutting peaks, just to add to the visual effect and because playing with them has such an arousing effect on me too.
The orgasm that had been toying with me all that time soon broke; all the more powerfully because I'd been so aroused for so long. My cry was more a scream; completely unfiltered in the throes of my passion and accompanied by a string of profanities that would shock a whore. I squirmed and bucked under Ned, but he just kept pounding me, never letting my orgasm settle down, it just went on and on, wave after wave of it.
And then just when I thought it was over, just when I thought I couldn't take any more, he pushed me into another climax and the cycle repeated itself.
But Ned too was starting to show signs that he couldn't hold it any longer; or maybe just didn't want to. He was grunting in the way he does when his thrusting turns from pleasuring me to pleasuring him; fast slippery thrusts, no longer looking for maximum g spot or clit contact. You could tell his excitement was boiling over. His eyes were fixated on my breasts as I wobbled them around.
I squeezed him within me and in two more thrusts he was gone; throwing his head back to release an almighty groan; banging his rigid manhood in hard as his ropes of seed flooded against my cervix. And then as all energy drained from his body, he collapsed on me; shuddering and shaking as he was wracked by little mini after climaxes.
He was left panting heavily against the side of my head, his body sprawled over me, his cock still captured by my sex. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pinning him there. He worries about crushing us and usually wants to roll over at this point. I was just worried about him escaping. I wanted to prolong the intimacy of the moment, keep his body in contact with mine and his still rigid cock within me for as long as I could.
By now Ellen had sort of recovered and wanted a piece of the cuddle. She lay down close alongside us and extended an arm over Ned's back. Still face down, Ned put an arm over her in return but as long as I kept his manhood within my sex he couldn't redistribute his weight and the intimacy of his contact to share it more equitably between us. And to the extent I had any control over the matter, I was in no hurry to release it.
Ned was obviously completely and utterly spent. We'd asked him to go the animal on both of us and he'd fully complied and performed with flying colours, but the effort would have drained a man half his age. The real surprise was that he'd held back his release for as long as he did; but that might have been a function of the amount of sex he'd had in the last 24 hours.
Still, he was in no hurry to move. Even after a performance and climax like he'd just experienced, his cock had to soften eventually and it dutifully did; effectively shrinking its way back out of me in a manner beyond my control. But still Ned just lay there; eventually squeezing himself down onto the bunk between Ellen and my closely pressed bodies.
Ellen and I were both clearly feeling the effect of the oxytocin or whatever other hormone it is that floods your body after that sort of love making. We both kissed and preened at his prone, face down body as if that would somehow restore his energy to him; all while whispering flattery and admiration of him and his performance into his ears. Ned hummed in appreciation while disclaiming any excesses of praise we offered him, but no amount of attention was able to restore his strength.
Eventually he found the energy to turn face up whereupon Ellen and I cuddled up next to him, running our fingers down his torso and even teasing his cock up into a new erection. But to have tried to have used it would have been asking too much.
We drifted off to sleep like that until I was woken at about 3 am by the sound of splashing near the transom; soon followed by the sound of someone lowering and climbing up the stern ladder onto the swim platform.
There are some places that yachts like ours are in danger of being boarded by malevolent parties during the night, but Bora Bora isn't one of them. I guessed it might be Tash, but thought I'd better check. I stuck my head out of the hatch to find her completely naked and dripping wet, but starting to unpeg a towel from the lifeline where it had been left to dry.
"How did you get here?"
"I swam."
"At night? Weren't you worried about sharks?"
"A little, but I managed to get out to the end of that jetty so I didn't have very far to swim. Only trouble was, my panties came off as I dove in."
She pointed to a long commercial jetty about 60 meters away which gave access at any tide to the boats that used it. I was surprised she managed to get around the security fence.
Having quickly towelled off the worst of the water, she unpegged a bikini of hers that had also been left to dry and pulled it on.
"I need to go back and get my gear."
There was something in her manner told me she hadn't had a good night and wanted some companionship.
"Would you like me to go with you?"
"That'd be great. It would save me anchoring the RIB while I get my stuff."
I unpegged and donned one of my own bikinis and sat in the front of the RIB as Tash slowly steered towards the shore a bit further up the bay from where we were anchored.
"How was your night?"
"A bit shit. Andrew couldn't get us on the cruise boat so we spent forever looking for somewhere private. We thought we could get down onto the beach but the foreshore is lined with houses and it was hard to find any public access or even any privacy when we got there.
And then when we finally did find somewhere on the beach we could make out, he was a bit of a dud. He wanted to do some titty fucking as part of our foreplay and instead came prematurely between my breasts. I asked him to finger me while we waited for him to get it back up but it was like he didn't have a clue what to do. He might as well have just run a bit of 4 x 2 randomly through my crease for all the sensitivity of it.
Then when he did get it back up the bastard wanted to argue about using a condom and when I finally won that one, he came again before he was half way in.
And that was it. Two ejaculations and he said he needed to get back to catch the last tender out to the ship, leaving me stranded and frustrated on the beach.
I didn't want to sleep alone there, so knew I need to swim out, but it took me a while to find a good starting point. I had to get around the fence blocking off the jetty I swam from and I had to do that almost naked because I wanted to be able to get my gear back when I came back in the RIB. Then because the tide was half way out and the jetty was a bit high off the water I lost my panties when I hit the water as I tried to do a fast dive to give me a good start."
It was clear Tash just wanted to download, so I listened unjudgementally as she laid out her story. The guy she'd left with had seemed nice enough and was certainly a bit of a dish; all of which maybe just added to her disappointment.
I held the RIB in the shallows as Tash went up the beach to get her gear. It was on the way back that she gave me the second half of her tale of woe that probably compounded her feelings about the night.
"You know I could hear you guys at it all the way over on the beach. Especially you; but even Ellen and Ned this time. I suppose it sounded like someone having an orgy rather than a beating, but even so, it's a wonder someone doesn't call the police.
Bloody Andrew was at one stage more interested in what was going on in the yacht than he was in making out with me. I think he half expected I'd take him out there and let him join in.
I hope Ned's got some energy left because I need a bloody good fuck from him when he wakes up."
Ned was awake when I climbed back into bed with him and Ellen. I gave him a whispered briefing on what had happened and a heads up on Tash's likely carnal intentions in the morning. Knowing Tash, I fully expected she'd be pretty direct in fulfilling her intentions.
Tash was a little late waking up. Ellen, Ned and I were already sitting in swimwear in the cockpit enjoying our morning coffees when Tash stuck her head and naked top out of the companionway.
"Ned, can you come here for a bit please?"
Ellen and I gave him a raised eyebrow look as he meekly complied. He was still looking a bit bedraggled from last night but no one was under any false illusions about what was to follow.
In short order, we heard Tash cum with nary a sound from Ned. Ellen looked at me with a grin...
"Fingering. He probably was being suffocated in amongst her tits as he sucked them too."
We shared a little giggle at the mental picture of it. That was in short order followed by the sound of Tash building to a second orgasm; soon accompanied by Ned grunting.
"Sounds like she's getting a good fucking now."
Sure enough, we were soon entertained by the sound of Tash's second orgasm, followed by Ned's; including all the little extra sounds that accompany his little shudders and mini after-climaxes. It seemed he had another good one.
It was about five minutes later that Tash emerged looking much happier than she had before. Ned followed shortly behind. He looked more like he'd just been through a full cycle in a washing machine. We might have asked too much of the poor man in the last day and a half.
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As I climbed off the bunk and put my swimmers back on after having had sex with Tash, I have to admit I was feeling every year of my age. My hamstrings and inner thigh muscles were burning and my back was aching just a bit from having pounded the girls so often during the last day and a half. And while my cock had survived relatively unscathed, there was just something about how it now hung in my swimmers that didn't feel quite right.
I would have thought it would be limp and shrunken but it actually felt more swollen and full and just a bit sticky. I would have gone for a swim to freshen up, but didn't have the energy.
It wasn't that Tash had been particularly demanding; some fingering and fairly conventional and not that prolonged missionary had given her what she apparently needed. It was just it was the straw that broke the camel's - or in this case my - back. In reality, the real demands had come from Ellen and Amy.
I might have said I didn't know what had got into them. But I suspected I did; or at least partly did.
Tash was at least transparent. She was just using me for sex. A dud date and listening to what had been happening on the boat had left her in need of some sexual satisfaction and I was her guaranteed and available path to that. It gave me some inkling as to how women feel when they are used like that; although only to a limited extent. In a way, that's her deal on the boat. She crews and adds a lot of vitality to the mood on the boat and gets sex when she wants it; an equivalent to a friends with benefits I suppose. I've got no problem with that. She gives me the extra crew person I like to have without me having to worry about an extra romantic entanglement and it makes my life easier because I don't have to worry about her being excluded when I'm having noisy sex with the others. And in the case of Amy it's always noisy sex. Very noisy.
In any case, with a body like Tash's, I'd be lying if I didn't admit there was a fair bit of enjoyment for me in it too.
Amy and Ellen's behaviour was more complex. There's no doubt it had something to do with Liddy. I'll admit it, I had a wonderful two days enjoying Liddy's company. Indeed, all the dancing may well have contributed to my stiffness that morning too. We'd just clicked. And while I knew the girls were a bit jealous, I wasn't really doing anything that I wasn't entitled too. Indeed, I was probably entitled to do more, and I know Liddy would have liked me too; but actually having sex with her just didn't seem to me to be right. So it just wasn't going to happen.
Even so, it seemed to drive Amy and Ellen into a frenzy of sexual neediness. Which is why I was now bent over and sore.
As I followed Tash through the main cabin on the way to the cockpit, I looked at the AIS feed on the navigation station chart plotter and saw that Liddy's yacht was now well at sea; having made good progress East in the light morning wind.
I try and put on a brave showing for the girls. I never want to come across as a stooped old man. But there must have been something in my countenance as I emerged from the companionway into the cockpit that gave me away. Ellen got up and caught me half way out of the hatch, resting a hand on my forearm and with her best bedside manner announced...
"Ned, you've had a demanding two days. Amy and I are going to treat you to a full on relaxing, pampered, personally delivered, spa treatment today. We're declaring this a day of rest and indulgence for you."
Ellen gave Amy a little 'get over here' head nod as she spoke, perhaps indicating this wasn't preplanned. As Amy approached, Ellen asked her to bring up the cockpit seat cushions and lay them out in front of the companionway where Amy often sets them out to sunbathe.
Amy duly complied and Ellen was soon laying me out face down on a well padded bed.
"Amy, would you mind starting to give him a gentle rub down while I rig a bit of shade for him. From what I've seen so far Ned, your resort drink is rum and cola. Are you happy with that or do you want me to chase up something more exotic? I'd even run into town to expand our drinks cabinet if you had a passion for something."
"Shouldn't I wait until the mast is over the yardarm?"
"The yacht's laying off facing west enough, I think we can say it's already the right side of the yardarm, so the bar's open."
"Bundy and cola is great thanks."
[Bundy is an Australian dark rum]
Ellen disappeared below, remerging with a light muslin shawl of hers which she proceeded to peg between the boom and the lifelines. It took away the burning feeling of direct sunlight on my back while still offering a generous and relaxing dose of filtered warmth. Another trip below and she reappeared with a tall glass of Bundy and cola; although my first sip through the straw strongly suggested it might be a double Bundy in there.
Amy had been gently massaging up and down my back. Not a full on kneading sort of massage that a professional might deliver; more a gentle stroking. Frankly, that's how I like it anyway. Warm, womanly hands caressing my back. What could be nicer?
Ellen sat the other side of me down next to my butt. She glided her soft hands along the back of my thighs, from my knees all the way up to the leg hem of my swimmers.
"These thighs have taken a bit of a pounding haven't they Ned?"
I couldn't help myself. "Taken or given?"
She spanked my bottom lightly. "Don't be cheeky."
Moving down to kneel beside my knees, she turned to face up along my body and proceeded to massage the muscles more firmly; slow, embracing passes up and down their length, her elegantly long fingers penetrating down between my thighs as they wrapped themselves around my legs.
Ellen looked over to Tash who was still sitting at the back of the cockpit.
"So Tash, tell us about last might. That sounded like quite a swim to get home. I'm not sure I'd be willing to do it."
"I didn't have much choice really. But you can be sure I wasn't mucking about. I might have set a personal best for the distance; more so after I lost my panties on the dive in. Somehow the thought of my half eaten body being found stark naked compounded my fears. Topless, I'd been willing to go with. Naked was something more again. Still, I wasn't going to stop and look for them either.
On the date side, there's not much to tell. He was interesting enough company while we were just talking but a dud lover and really horrible the way he just left me stranded when we were finished. I've already told Amy most of the details; I'm not sure you want to be bored with them.
But I could hear you guys at it all the way over on the beach."
Tash let a moment's silence pass before she added with more than a hint of irritation and hurt...
"You know what really pisses me off? He left me feeling like I was just a couple more notches in his cock that he could go back to the boat and boast to his mates about. Yep, titty fucked her - came all over her breasts! Then I stuck my cock in and pounded her! If the boat hadn't sailed this morning, I'd go and find him and his mates and tell them all what a pathetic premature ejaculator he actually is."
Ellen replied in her best soothing voice.
"Yer, that's the trouble with guys when they're in groups like that. Sometimes it seems like they're looking for approval from their group more than they are the chick they're trying to impress. They might be nice as individuals but somehow lose that amongst friends. Sometimes I think a bunch of girls are better off when they cut a lone male out of the group and exploit him instead."
As she finished her sentence, Ellen gave me another spank on the bottom; making it clear - if it wasn't already - I was the target of that comment.
"Ow. I'm not saying anything."
"Good. Men should be seen and not heard."
Amy had only given us the briefest summary of Tash's night when she came back to bed. At length Ellen drew out the whole sorry story; the titty fuck, condom argument, incompetent fingering, premature ejaculation and all. Plus his abandonment of her. I stayed quiet, figuring this was a girlie talk I had no business even hearing.
The Bundy and cola had gone down fairly easily as the morning warmed up and no sooner was I finished than Ellen replaced it with a new one.
The girls kept talking about guys, their experiences with them and the disappointments they'd caused; all like I wasn't there. It was clear that the male gender hadn't done a lot to endear itself to this group; although they might just have been in the mood for some girlie bitching and download too.
All the while, Amy's massaging got a bit firmer - working more at the underlying muscle - while Ellen's got more personal. The fingers between my thighs found my balls on the top of each movement and eventually found my shaft as it lay in my swimmers under my body. Undoubtedly that last contact was facilitated by the fact my shaft had also grown somewhat firmer with all the female handling I was getting. I'd not been very careful about its positioning as I'd laid down; it was sort of pointing off to the side and a bit down. So that's the way it was now expanding as it lay trapped under my body.
As Ellen touched it, I could feel her prod it with her fingers a couple of times as if evaluating its firmness. Which, in a quantum physics like way, caused a reaction which made the previous evaluation inaccurate.
"OK, time to roll over." A command accompanied by another smack on the bottom. Ellen seemed to be enjoying doing that.
The only problem was I now had the best part of a boner in my swimmers. Yes they'd seen it before. Yes we were all in an intimate relationship. Still I felt a bit embarrassed that I'd reacted so strongly to what was meant to be a mere massage. I rolled over, exposing its hardness lying off at an awkward angle, clearly still constrained by my swimwear, even if I wasn't still lying on it.
But I also suddenly realised how much the one and a half glasses of Bundy and cola had gone to my head; feeling decidedly woozy and relaxed as I turned.
"That looks really uncomfortable."
Ellen stuck her hand up the leg seams and wrapped it around my shaft, at the same time pinching the material of the front and drawing it upwards. Then she repositioned it pointing straight out even as her handling of it completed the arousal process. She'd created a "full horizontal" as the girls call it, even if as I lay on my back it was more literally a full vertical; a Pinocchio nose of clingy, tortured Lycra pushed up by a shaft of blood hardened flesh and sticking out from my crotch.
"That's better; although it's disgustingly sticky Ned. You might need a sponge bath as part of your treatment."
I lifted my head up to look at her handiwork. The waist drawstring hadn't been tied after I'd had sex with Tash. My hardened mast was now pushing both the waistband and leg seams well away from their usual resting spot. I could see straight through the gap and see the bottom quarter of my shaft and to where my balls were now bulging out of the lifted leg seam and Ellen's hand rested just below them.
Amy repositioned herself; folding her legs yoga style under my head and having it nestle deeply into the lap she thus created as she started giving me a facial.
Which left me staring straight up at Amy's breasts. That certainly wasn't going to help my boner settle down. Amy has breasts that are dead centre of the goldilocks zone. Just a bit too big for her slender figure, they stand perky and proud on her normal straight backed posture; projecting golden orbs of absolute perfection.
Like all her bikini tops, the tie slide triangle one she had on covered less than half their flesh; too small even to be tied tightly against the underboob for fear of dragging it down low enough to expose her nipple at the top.
The view I had was of a line of underboob flesh with two side dishes of side boob on each breast. In the centre of the tautly drawn filmy material that unsuccessfully tried to cover them, right on the most outward projection of them from my upward looking perspective, the shadow of her nipples could be seen pushing out into the burnt orange material. Even in their relaxed warm state, I could see the outline of the plinth of areola on which the slightly bigger than normal nipples themselves sat.
My head rested deeply into her lap, the top firmly pushed against the gusset of her bikini bottom where it covered the bulge of her mons. The facial was firm enough that it generated some movement of my whole head and I strongly suspected I wasn't the only one enjoying its effect; a suspicion reinforced as I watched her nipples tighten and jut more prominently into the almost adhesive material of her bikini top.
Ellen was doing her own bit to maintain the firmness of my erection, brushing against my balls and then having the back of her fingers do a little butterfly dance along the length of my shaft at the end of every upward pass of her massage. I could feel the pre-cum starting to weep from the tip of my cock and glanced down to see a droplet of it had penetrated the material of my swimmers and was now glistening in the filtered sunlight.
As a youth I might have been mortified if a girl had offered to give me a massage and I'd put on the sort of sexual display my body was now showing. Then again the girls of my innocent youth probably weren't touching me up deliberately in the way Amy and Ellen were. Whatever; I felt not the slightest inhibition about it. I was relaxed, it felt glorious and the girls could do or see whatever they wanted. If beautiful half dressed women want to handle a man of any age like Amy and Ellen were handling me, they were going to get a reaction. I knew it, they knew it and there was nothing to be embarrassed about.
From time to time Amy would lift my cup and bring it to the side of my face where the bent down straw slipped into my mouth; inviting me to take another long sip of the cool beverage until, before long I heard the sucking sound of the last vestiges of my second glass of the drink being drained from around the ice which cooled it.
Ellen reached up and took the glass from Amy. "I'll go and top this up."
When she returned she gave the glass to Amy, but had in her other hand a damp cloth.
"Ned mate, your cock's sticky and smelly. We're going to give it a bit of a wash."
Without any further invitation, Ellen drew back my swimwear to expose my shaft; still holding it in the upright position the swimmers had bound it in. I laid my head back more deeply into Amy's lap, closed my eyes and enjoyed the exquisite pleasure of Ellen wrapping my shaft in the warm wetness of the cloth and drawing it up and down its length.
After a number of firmly squeezed full length passes, she unwrapped it and used a finger pushed into the cloth to do some detailed cleaning around the recess between the bell and the rest of the shaft before polishing over the top of the bell. Then she finished with a couple more passes up and down the shaft with the cloth wrapped around it. It felt so beautiful that she was lucky I didn't undo all her good work by discharging all over her fingers as she worked on it.
Finally satisfied, she wrapped it back inside my swimwear, restoring it to the full horizontal position it had started in. I quickly I felt the wetness the cloth had left on my shaft penetrate the thin stretched material to make it cling more determinably to my shaft.
By now Amy was leaning over my head to massage my chest; leaving her breasts dangling right where they framed the view of my own elevated shaft apparently penetrating between them and leaving me feeling like I was cocooned between the bodies of these two beautiful women. I felt like I'd died and gone to heaven.
And whether it was the state of relaxation their delightful massaging had induced or the effect of two and a half of Ellen's force fed double shotted bundy and colas, I drifted off into a beautiful sleep full of erotic dreams. I didn't so much wake up as drift back again into some sort of state of sentience.
At first I became aware of the girls voices as they continued to discuss their unfortunate past experiences with the males of the species. Then I recognised my head was still nestled delightfully in Amy's lap and that she and Ellen continued to stroke my body; maybe lightly and with a distracted sort of approach, but no less compelling because of that. And somewhere in that I realised my cock was still sensuously hard and pointing skywards; very much helped by the fact Ellen would periodically leave my legs alone to gently stroke up and down the length of my shaft, as if maintaining an erection was part of her purpose.
I was almost scared to open my eyes; concerned it might trigger a series of events that would unwind the perfection of my present position.
I squinted them open, hoping not to be noticed. There above me, Amy's breasts still filled my vision; her nipples still tightened just enough that the shape of her whole magnificent areola and nipple edifice stood out, tightly bound in the material of her top, from the smooth perfection of the orb on which they were mounted. Still, something jarred and it took my befuddled brain a moment to work out what it was.
Her lips were heavily glossed with bright red lipstick; not something I usually see on the boat. Indeed, even over the last two nights of partying, only Ellen had been wearing lip gloss and that had been a very muted colour I had barely noticed.
The girls were still talking away discussing the ups and down of their romantic life. I turned my squinted eyes down to Ellen; momentarily distracted as she once again played the back of her hand up the length of my shaft. She too had a bright gloss on; this one a vivid pink.
Something was going on. I first wondered whether a yacht full of compellingly attractive males had somehow anchored alongside while I slept; although that hardly accorded with the conversation. With my curiosity aroused I desperately tried to twist my eyes far enough to the side to see Tash; but the slight movement of my head alerted Amy to my waking.
"Hello. I'd noticed you'd stopped snoring."
"How long have I been asleep?"
"About half an hour."
At last I managed to focus on Tash and she too had a bright lip gloss - this one mauve.
"What's with the lip stick?"
"We'd thought we'd do a bit of decoration." Ellen had a devilish smile that told me they'd really been up to something.
"Yea?"
"You need to ask of what."
"OK, of what?"
Ellen put her fingertip on the top of my cock to hold it vertical and with the other hand elevated the waistband of my swimmers to expose the whole length of my shaft. The entire length was covered in alternating brightly coloured rings in the same colours as the girls' lipstick; four sequences of red, pink and mauve.
"Well, what do you think?"
"My first thought is that I wish I was awake when you did it. The second is that I'm surprised one of you didn't get a mouthful of cum in the process. But it's very pretty if that's what you mean. Whether anyone would want me to use it on them like that's another matter.'"
"What makes you think we didn't make you cum? Indeed, who knows what use we made of you while you were out to it?"
Ellen was staring at me in the most coquettish manner as she made the last statement; daring me to call her out on it. I hadn't really had much experience with night emissions since my early twenties; but my recollection was they always woke me up.
"Oh yea, who?"
"A lady never tells."
"I don't think it happened."
Ellen was playing with me. Still giving me a straight faced innocent look.
"Believe whatever you want if it makes you happy. By the way, we knew you'd be disappointed not to have been awake. We agreed we'd do a freshen up of it when you woke up."



Ellen peeled my swimmers right off it, leaving the waistband resting across my ball sack. Amy almost anxiously extracted herself from under my head, lowering it gently back down onto the cushion. She knelt alongside me with her back to me.
"I went first, like this."
She brought her arse up as she bent opened mouth over my erection. Pushing it upright with a finger pushed against its base, her lips didn't make any contact until she had the full length of it jammed in her mouth. I could feel the tip pushed into the back of her throat. Then she brought her lips around it. Tonguelessly, and without moving it up and down, she rolled her lips around its circumference; pressing firmly enough on it to massage it.
All the while her raised arse was half a meter from my eyes. Her bulging mons adhesively covered by the tautly stretched material of her bikini bottom, a feint crease running through the centre of it. The desire to put my hands between her legs and feel her up was difficult to resist, especially with the pants stained by the dampness of her juices which had permeated through as she'd aroused herself by brushing against the top of my head as it rested in her lap.
I could only partly resist the temptation. With a... "That's too tempting to resist..." I ran my fingers teasingly but briefly through it and had her squirm and moan momentarily in pleasure, instead of engaging in a more prolonged arousal of her.
Having freshened up the red circle at the base, she repositioned herself around each of the next ones up and did the same before withdrawing and handing my shaft over to Ellen. Conversation just doesn't feel right when something like this is happening. I had little desire to do anything but rest my head back and enjoy the sensuous pleasure of what the girls were doing.
Amy seemed to like having my head in her lap, because she moved back to where she previously was and repositioned my head back on it.
"Did you like that?"
I looked up. Over the edge of her breasts, her gorgeous round hazel eyes stared down at me, her face lit up with a smile.
"Ah, yes."
Any further conversation was brought to an end by the feeling of Ellen's lips surrounding my shaft. Her technique was a bit different from Amy's; with her lips clamped firmly around it, she jerked her head up and down causing her lips to roll across my sensitive flesh without moving up and down the shaft and smearing the lipstick. All I could do was push my head more firmly back into Amy's lap, roll my eyes back and let out a little moan.
When Ellen finished, Tash moved into position; perhaps a little less enthuasticly, but still willingly.
As Tash finished and moved back to where she was sitting at the other end of the cockpit, Ellen took the waist band of my swimwear and hooked it over the top of my erection just enough to keep it standing upright, while exposing most of its colourful length to a view from the top.
Ellen was in a cheeky mood; looking to prolong as an argument something that hadn't really been an argument on the first place.
"So, there you go; now do you believe you didn't cum when we did it the first time?"
"It might have taken a lot of iron hard control from me to resist cumming just then. Maybe when I was asleep I couldn't exercise that control."
She lifted a hand up as if to slap a bottom that was no longer accessible. For a moment I thought my balls were vulnerable, but she brought the slap back down on the top of my thigh and then circled my shaft with her fingers.
"I'll tell you what's iron hard and it has been half the morning. Is that thing ever going to go down?"
She wasn't wrong about its state. On a hardness scale of one to ten it was a ten and a half; sensitised to every touch from her or any of the others.
"Not while you keep playing with it, but don't stop on my account. That stuff isn't toxic is it?"
"Ned. We put it on our lips. Hardly!"
"Yer, but I don't think you put it in your pussy."
Ellen looked at me with a teasing screwed up face as if suggesting I'd said a naughty word, then took the waistband off it again and held it upright with the tip of her finger, contemplating it.
"I don'no Ned. You know us poor, dumb, females go for bright, shiny, colourful things. It might be tempting. A bit like the male peacock putting on a colourful display to attract a mate. We might have a business concept there. Organic, high gloss, erection makeup! But don't worry, we'll clean you up; polish you up even."
She laid my erection back down onto my stomach, leaving it on naked display and me hoping none of the residents surrounding the bay had binoculars on us.
"Just a sec!"
Ellen disappeared below and came back up with her phone. Holding it close to the side of my erection, she took a photo of it. I've never photographed myself naked before, and certainly not for the purpose of sending it to a girl. But I knew the shot was an anonymous one of a close-up of a colourful, aroused male appendage and little else.
"Do you promise never to associate my name with that photo?"
"Absolutely. I'll give you a tit shot of myself to hold hostage if you'd like."
The conversation turned to our plans for the day; but even as we talked, Amy's continued facial and Ellen's alternate stroking up my upper thigh and the length of my cock meant the erection wasn't going anywhere.
A break in conversation gave me a chance to raise an issue that I'd been turning over in my mind since the previous day.
"I wonder whether, while we're on Bora Bora, any of you would like to have a one on one date night - actually a full date day - with me?"
The next bit had been worrying me and I'd been trying to work out how to put it. But there was no easy way, so I just did my best.
"I suppose it would infer a degree of emotional commitment. More than just a nice dinner, rather a bit of emotional time together and the sort of public displays of affection that's going to have people wondering about both of our morals, given the obvious age difference."
What I had in mind was really intended for Amy and Ellen. I wasn't sure it would feel right with Tash, given the different nature of our relationship. On the one hand, I didn't want to play favourites. But then, nor did I want to be denied the possibility of sharing real relationship experiences with Amy and Ellen just because things were different with Tash. In the end, if Tash really wanted to go along with it, so would I. But I wasn't even sure Amy and Ellen would want to put themselves on display like that.
Amy didn't hesitate.
"Yes please."
Ellen was more curious.
"What have you got in mind?"
"Something special, but I'd like to know whether you're interested before I tell you."
"Unequivocally yes."
I looked over to Tash.
"Would you mind if I didn't?"
"No, that's fine Tash. I thought that might have been your preference."
Ellen couldn't contain herself.
"OK, so what is it?"
"I thought I might take you each to spend a day and night with me at the St Regis Resort."
The resort was the one we'd visited for a drink with Liddy. It was the picture postcard, five star resort, with rooms on poles over the lagoon, that's most commonly associated with Bora Bora. Amy and Ellen's eyes and voices lit up.
"Oh wow!"
I looked across to Tash. She gave me the sort of 'them's the breaks' look and shrug of the shoulders that told me she was a little bit jealous but accepted the position; which was all I could ask for.
For about another hour we loitered on the deck while Ellen and Amy continued to pamper me and keep my colourful, exposed shaft fully aroused as we talked about the future plans for the yacht voyage. Anticipating favourable responses, I'd already done a lot of pre-planning for the stay at the St Regis, but the time came when I thought I should confirm the bookings. That meant it was time to do something about my colourful cock.
Ellen got a warm damp cloth and 'polished' it with all the vigour her promise suggested; although short of an ejaculation, more because I was a bit ejaculated out than she wasn't willing.
After I got off the phone for the bookings, Ellen asked if she could borrow it for a moment and with a massive grin, handed it back opened to a couple of photos she'd just transferred to it; one from the shoulders to their upper thighs of each of she and Amy completely naked. Not just naked, but with their nipples teased up and a suggestion that their crease might be showing signs of arousal too and with a confident, sexualised pose that was intended to flaunt their best features.
"There's the hostage photos I promised you. I hope you don't mind, but Amy wanted a copy of the shot of you, so offered up her own hostage shot."
They were photos well capable of entertaining my lonely self when we got back to Australia and they went their own way. Even when we were aboard and I saw them naked every day, I often looked lustfully at those photos; they were so powerfully expressed.
In planning the trip to the St Regis, my first issue had been how to get there. I thought for once it might have been nice to arrive as elegantly dressed guests instead of wet and bedraggled refugees from a small boat, so wondered what possibilities there were over and above just going there in the RIB.
They ran a once a day boat service from the township of Vaitape. But that was about half the distance away that the direct trip would be. As a trip to Vaitape we made later that day for some shopping showed, we'd end up no less wet; especially since, with the current wind direction, we'd be going through more exposed waters. The timing of the resort boat wasn't great either, getting to Vaitape at 11 and then waiting for a few hours before heading back at 1.30, it was designed for day shoppers from the resort and around the resort's check in and check out time. Since I only had a day with each of the girls, I wanted to make it a more complete day than that would offer.
I could move the yacht; either closer to Vaitape or to the resort. But its present position was sheltered and convenient, so that would disadvantage those left aboard.
So in the end, the RIB it was; which offered us a chance to slowly explore the northern coastline of the island as we circled around the lagoon to the resort on the other side.
Amy and Ellen played scissors/paper/rock to see who would go first and Amy won. So the next day found Ellen driving Amy and myself around to the resort to arrive well before noon. By us both wearing our high waisted waterproof sea pants over our clothing, we avoided having to turn up in nothing more than swimwear; me in a pair of white tailored shorts and a blue polo T shirt and deck shoes. Amy wore a pair of yellow hot pants and a tightly fitted deep v necked t shirt with sandals; although a wave over the bow left the top half of the t shirt wet enough for it still to be plastered transparently to her wind chill raised nipples by the time we arrived.
Ellen left us on the boat dock of the resort, although not before embracing me tightly and giving me a prolonged and somewhat passionate lip kiss in front of several resort staff and guests; that with Amy's t shirt no doubt starting the gossiping that this visit was bound to cause and even more so when the same people then saw Amy and myself walk arm in arm off the dock towards reception.
This was intended to be a romantic date and, while I was intensely aware of any discomfort the girls might feel, for myself I wasn't going to let the opinions of others affect my willingness to engage in public displays of genuinely felt affection.
We didn't expect our room to be ready and reception quickly confirmed that it wasn't. Amy teasingly leaned her wet, transparent t shirt over the reception desk wondering if there were other room possibilities, at the same time dropping a hand down to my balls and giving them a slight squeeze, as if to say 'I've got this'. Watched with eye rolling contempt by the young French girl he was sharing duty with, the poor young male receptionist stuttered and drooled in obvious distraction at the sight of Amy's breasts showing clearly through the material but was still unable to change the situation.
My discomfort at Amy cupping my balls was more due to the knowledge that the concierge who was standing behind Amy, blatantly staring at the way her hot pants moulded into her butt as she leaned over the counter, could probably see what she was doing than it was due to any physical pain.
As became obvious at the nights at the yacht club, Amy was very much starting to like the effect she knows she has on men and enjoys exploiting it. Far from being jealous, I'm rather pleased for her. It's good for her confidence and abodes well for her future ability to find the man of her long term dreams, even if I will mourn the end of our romantic relationship.
We left our bags with the concierge and Amy excused herself while she used the reception lady's room to change for lunch into a dress she'd brought the previous day while we were in Vaitape. Personally I had no problem with the wet t shirt and hot pants, but she had clearly been pleased with this purchase and was keen to display it.
She emerged looking very much the resort guest in a long, white, halter neck dress. It was definitely of the 'new Amy' style. The string tie neck led to a couple of small stretch triangles, providing barely adequate modesty to the breasts they tenaciously clung to. The triangles were sewn to a tight bodice that tucked up closely against her underboob. At her hips the dress flared out into a very floaty skirt piece, split to her knees, that reached down to her ankles and wrapped themselves seductively around her legs as she walked; more so when we got out into the wind. It was extraordinarily flattering to her beautiful figure; the tight bodice managing to fully display the way her breasts gloriously overhung it while highlighting her slim, fit, flat tummied torso and then leading the eye down to where the light material of the skirt piece draped sensuously between her legs.
Hand in hand we walked towards the restaurant for lunch.
When we were shown to our seats I did the gentlemanly thing of helping to push Amy's chair in as she sat down; being rewarded with an eyeful of beautiful breast display and a nipple peek as I looked down to bring the chair in a timely manner.
We were only there for a light lunch. We didn't want to spoil the afternoon resort activities with an overfull stomach. Scanning the menu, we both settled for the grilled fish and salad; indulging ourselves with a bottle of white wine to wash it down with and figuring anything we didn't drink at lunch we could take back to our room for later.
Remarkably quickly Amy turned the conversation towards the events of the last few days. She started by wanting to talk about my dancing and where I'd learnt to dance like that but inevitably she used that to circle the discussion towards Liddy.
I knew it was a delicate topic and I didn't want to get our date off to a bad start, so had to be very careful, but absolutely honest in the answers I gave. Because above all else, honesty is the only basis on which the relationships we have going on the yacht can operate; especially for Amy. While happy to acknowledge that I'd enjoyed Liddy's company, there seemed to be two things really on Amy's mind.
She virtually came out and asked whether I would have liked to have sex with her. All I could really do was acknowledge that I found her sexually attractive, but that the issue never really arose for me. This was firstly because it just didn't seem right in light of what's happening on the yacht - whatever the deal might have been perceived to have been. And secondly because I was never the sort who'd expect, nor even want, sex on a first date or on a casual basis. To me the relationship always preceded the sex.
Amy asked how that accorded with what happened in relation to Ellen and Tash; a fair and difficult question. As I said to her, in a way, the honest answer was 'because Issie made me'; but that was an unfair oversimplification. It really arose as a result of the relationships already on the yacht and was an outflow from that. But even here I wanted to stress it wasn't something I did because it was my 'duty as the captain' or anything like that. Basically the relationships on the yacht are complicated and in the end my normal reservations had to be put aside to everyone's benefit - and I acknowledged, no less my own.
Which led Amy to ask would I have sex with her if she joined the boat. The answer had to be, if she wanted it, yes.
"Do you think she'd want it?"
"My guess would be yes."
"Would you let her join the boat?"
"I don't think that issue would come up. I'd really only want an extra crew if one of you left, and even then, I don't think she'd abandon her friends."
"What if she was stranded for some reason, would you let her join then?"
"Yes, probably."
"Would you like to see her join?"
"You know, the honest answer is no. The relationship I have with you and Ellen is so special, I just think that would complicate it in a way I don't want to happen."
Amy almost glowed in pleasure with that answer. I thought I'd take the chance to add to it an honest revelation about something Liddy had said to me.
"You know Liddy really liked and admired you, don't you. I mean, she thought you were stunningly attractive, but she really admired how you'd gone about extracting yourself from your relationship with Frank and just thought you were a really nice person."
"I thought she might have thought I was silly for not having got out earlier."
"Goodness no. She well understood how complex these situations are. They're words that are easy for someone who's never been there to say, but the reality is far more nuanced."
"What do you think Liddy thought about your relationships on the yacht?"
"I think, once she'd seen enough to have the view they weren't exploitative, she was cool with it. She quickly recognised that there is a real and deep love between each of you and Ellen and myself and I think she satisfied herself you hadn't just been captured by me on some sort of rebound from Frank. She thought you were all really lovely girls and intelligent enough to make sensible decisions. If anything she might have thought Tash was exploiting me for sex, but I think that's judging things with a woman's mentality. I certainly don't think that way."
"I think it was a bit of a shock to her when she came aboard and found everyone running around naked and it was pretty obvious Ellen and I had spent the night in your bed."
"Probably - especially the latter because nakedness is pretty common on a small yacht on a long term cruise. But she made the effort to discover enough about the individuals concerned to understand how that happened."
"What about when you get home. Might you see her as a long term companion?"
"Goodness Amy. I've know her for two days. She's nice and attractive too. But that's a question I could only answer after knowing her for months. She might not even like to live in Australia, let alone still like me when we got to know each other better. Americans can be very polarised on politics and that wasn't a place we even started to go in the time we were talking; and nor did I have any desire to. A holiday friendship is not the same as a long-term romance."
Somehow that burnt out Amy's determination to talk about Liddy. From there the table conversation ranged wide; starting with Tash's adventures the previous night.
Ellen, when she's coming on to me or getting the hots, goes all coquettish. Amy is little short of simply being predatory. You start to feel like some prey being circled by a shark; the only difference being in this case the thought of getting eaten isn't all that bad.



Very quickly after we'd finished talking about Liddy and turned to a variety of other things, that sense of being circled started to settle in.
There was just something about the way her eyes widen and pupils dilate, even in the brightness of the restaurant, that makes her intentions clear. As we held hands in the middle of the table with one hand while eating and drinking with the other, she leaned further and further towards me until one of the triangles of her top fell far enough her breast to give me a down view of her nipple. And she knew it; glancing down and then smiling at me in a way that just dared me to stare at it and told me there'd be consequences if I wasn't interested in it, all at once.
It wasn't long before I felt her foot sliding up the inside of my shins and then my thighs. Her big toe dug into the crotch of my pants until it located the bulge she was looking for, then payed with it until she had made the bulge significantly bigger.
I thought the girls would be the ones embarrassed to be seen in public being affectionate with someone as old as me. But Amy was simply shameless. The table cloth only draped half way down to the floor; not really enough to completely disguise her actions. I don't think she cared in the slightest.
In a way it was wonderful to see Amy so confident and self-assured. In so many ways I loved to see this new Amy emerge from her previous cacoon so completely. Maybe it was the way she's been ever since our relationship first developed and she cast off the shackles Frank had put on her, but in the close confines of the yacht there was no room for her to publicly display that. The confidence with which she displayed and exploited to her advantage the raw sexuality nature had vested in her might not get the approval of feminists, but it gave me confidence she had a bright future ahead in getting the relationships she wanted instead of having them come to her as a default position; although my one reservation with that was the sense that maybe I was actually a default lover - the best available for the time being.
Eventually I overcame my own reservations, slipped off my deck shoe and slipped my foot between Amy's thighs; pushing the loose folds of her dress deeply into her crotch and wiggling it about where I thought it might have a pleasurable effect on her. It must have worked because I watched with delight as her nipples hardened into jutting peaks; one pushing out the material of her dress, the other still clearly visible to me.
Lunch was soon over and we ambled arm in arm back out to reception where the poor young man on reception drooled and stuttered some more while Amy collected the room key from him and got directions to the room.
As we walked hand in hand out along the overwater board walk to our bangalow room that stood on pylons over the water, Amy warped my arm in both of hers and brought it against the centre of her body where the back of my hand rubbed firmly against her mound with every step.
I swiped the key card against the door sensor and opened it to reveal our love next.
Still hand in hand, we look around the bangalow, admiring the tropical casualness of it and the king sized bed, then walking out onto the deck to look down into the sparkling clear lagoon waters. The deck itself had no railing and a metal ladder to let you climb back onto it from the lagoon. Clearly it was intended for swimming from.
Innocently, I ask...
"Fancy a swim?"
"Sure."
We walked back inside to unpack our swimwear. I pulled mine and both the bikinis Amy had packed out of the backpack and put them on the dressing table. Then I turned back towards Amy to start undressing.
"Will you undo my sandal strap please?"
Amy thrust her right foot forward. I wasn't sure why she needed me to do that, after all, she'd managed to slip it off without undoing the buckle in the restaurant. Ever compliant I bent down to it. Immediately she threw the voluminous folds of her skirt over my head, capturing me within them alongside her shapely bare legs. Bemused, I ran my hand slowly up her outthrust right leg, my eyes following my hand's progress, until I discovered just before my hand did that she wasn't wearing any panties; her delightful mound invitingly bare.
I ran my hand up to the top of her thigh, letting my thumb glide across the top of the full length of her crease without penetrating into it.
"Hmmm, that's nice Ned. I hope you're in the mood to do what I'd like you to do."
She brought both feet back into line, spaced half a metre apart. I separated the lips of her crease with my fingers and slipped my tongue against her clit. The playing with her over lunch had more than a little effect even after the walk back to the room; she was moist and swollen.
"Is that it?"
There's something slightly bizarre and discombobulating about conversing with someone, while your total view of the world is of the naked lower part of their body. Amy's knees bent slightly as she moaned in pleasure...
"Oohh, yes."
I put one hand around her naked butt to hold it towards me, while I pushed the other up inside the bodice of her dress until I found the triangle covering her right breast and within it her already firm nipple; tweaking it as I started to tongue her clit more vigorously. I was bemused by what must be her view from above; a barely perceptible bulge in her skirt with a hand emerging from inside her dress and attacking her breast.
"Oh my god Ned, that's beautiful."
She was squirming around in pleasure, with only the hand I had on her butt letting me keep in contact with her. As her honey started flowing more copiously, I took bigger licks through her crease, slurping it up and washing it against her sensitive bud.
"Ooohhh...oohh Ned...yes...oooohhh please...there...more...ooohhh."
The rising symphony of Amy's increasing arousal had started in earnest. As her body adjusted to being stimulated it seemed her expression of it moved from squirming about to something more vocal. With her thighs now simply tensed, I risked moving the hand I previously had around her butt to let me finger her.
Pushing two fingers into her dripping wet sex, I pushed them firmly against the area where I knew her g spot lay. She moaned and cried out a little louder, wrapping the skirt of her dress around the back of my head as she cupped it with her hand. As she started squirming again, my only available response was to push more firmly onto the front wall of her hole to try and keep her pressed against my tongue; which simply intensified the stimulation of her g spot.
By now, she was moaning and crying out loudly enough to be heard outside the bungalow. And yet, to ask her to quieten down from under her dress would have spoilt the moment. Anyhow, it was probably too late for that.
"Oh god Ned...that's it...ooohhh yes...oohh my god...oh fuck...oh shit...aaaahhhhhhhhhh..."
As she came, she tensed her body as if she was trying to crush the fingers I had up her sex and suffocate me in the crease of her mound. But this was only the first act in a multi-act play. I let the first wave of her climax pass before I took my next move. My own erection had been bent uncomfortably in my shorts as I'd squatted on the floor between her legs. It was time to unleash its desires.
As I stood up, I simply brought the dress with me, having it over the top of her head and Amy stripped naked but for her sandals in an instant. While I pulled my polo short over my head, Amy fumbled with the buttons on the waistband of my pants, opening it, pulling down the front of my underwear and releasing my raging manhood to be wrapped up momentarily into the grasp of her hand.
I ripped my pants down my legs and pulled off my shoes in one movement, taking a moment to pull Amy's sandals off as I worshipped her mound with a final kiss. With our bodies freed from all the constraints of clothing, I stood up and embraced her nakedness in my arms, pressing myself against her, her breasts against my chest, as I backed her up against the bed.
Easing my knees onto the crisp hotel sheets of bed and without reducing the intimacy of our embrace, I dragged Amy onto to it, easing her glorious body down onto the soft mattress with me half on top of her. Anxiously, my shaft slipped between her thighs and found her crease; a surge letting the tip run through the floor of it until it located the radiating, wet, warmth of her ready snatch. With a single, slow thrust, the full length of the sensitive, hardened flesh of my manhood separated her velvety folds and buried itself completely in her body.
A sigh gave inadequate voice to the pleasure I felt at the close embrace of my shaft within such beauty. I savoured the press of the full length of her soft, feminine flesh against me; our legs intertwined, our arms wrapped in knots around each other.
The intimacy between us was intense. My erection surged as I simply held it pushed hard but unmovingly within her. Instead it was our bodies which we rubbed together. She squirmed under me in provocative, sensuous delight as I brushed my chest from side to side across her breasts, capped as they were by jutting nipples that bent to my movement like palm trees in a cyclone.
With my head buried into the side of her neck, I tasted the salt tinged flavour of her smooth olive skin and twisted my eyes to watch the movement of those glorious orbs against my chest. She wrapped her arm around my head and repeatedly kissed my cheek as she whispered sweet words of love into my ear.
The passion was overwhelming. In measured steps our lips found each other's and Amy thrust her tongue into my mouth while pushing her mound ever more firmly against my pubis. In the sexual excitement of the moment, my cock seemed to grow ever harder and find millimetres of extra length until I thought it would burst, even as it seemed to desire to reach out to her cervix and penetrate into her very uterus.
Still our bodies moved against each other, squirming, almost wrestling; making me burn with desire for this beautiful woman. I put an arm around the small of her back, pulling her even closer into me. It was as though, if we tried hard enough, our two bodies and spirits would merge to become one.
Amy was moaning into my mouth as we kissed, her mound grinding against my pubis and her nipples against my chest, as she wriggled and thrashed about in erotic ecstasy. You could feel the sexual tension building within her, transmitting itself through her whole body and radiating out through her hot, delicate flesh to penetrate into the very pores of my skin. Her movements grew more urgent, more desperate as a tautness permeated her whole body. I could barely hold onto her, even if it seemed like every square millimetre of the front of our bodies was in such intimate contact that we had become one.
Her climax burst with a loud grunt...and then another...before transmogrifying into a cry that must have been heard three bungalows away. At first she tensed up; almost crushing my cock within her and my balls where they lay between her legs. But, even as she continued to moan, she threw her hips towards me, half withdrawing my shaft and then crashing it back into her. Once, twice and then a third time she did it, before rolling completely onto her back and dragging me over on top of her, still thrusting her hips at me.
The message was clear. Ignore the orgasmic spasms wracking her body and the contractions pressing upon my shaft. Go for it.
All the thrashing about against her glorious female body had left my shaft with not an ounce of extra hardness or length still to give. It was primed, ready and aching to be used.
Her first thrusts had sensitized it to the extreme. As she rolled onto her back and me on top, my swollen cock took control, short circuited my brain's control of my thighs and caused them to contract and expand to pummel Amy's sex. There was no time for me to straighten out my arms and arch my back to look down on her rag-dolling figure. This was sex at its most primeval. Hot, dirty, desperate. Bodies in full intimate contact, abandoned by the mind to seek their ultimate pleasure in another.
I had my head buried in the nape of her neck from where I could look down and see her breasts rolling up and down with the movement of my body; one moment her jutting nipples exposed, the next submerged back under my chest.
Amy had her arms around me, nearly choking me with the neediness of her hold. She was still squirming, wriggling and thrusting her hips up at me and moaning louder than was desirable in a crowded resort; whether in the throes of a new orgasm or the continuing of the old one was always impossible to tell with her. My shaft seemed to fill her. It wasn't being squeezed by her tight sex like Tash's did, but felt as if it had expanded to the welcoming embrace of her body and then expanded some more so that every thrust had to cast aside anew those warm, slippery, velvety folds of her wondrous snatch before my pubis crashed back against her mound.
With sex this intense I was never likely to last long and it was soon clear I wouldn't. My balls started to boil and my shaft heated up with every thrust sending slivers of potent pleasure shooting through my brain.
I groaned loudly and buried my face in the mattress as the first rope of cum blasted itself against Amy's cervix; my shaft buried to the max and broadcasting jets of ecstasy through my body. I held it there, groaning even more, as a second rope, then a third flooded her sex with my cum. For a moment I was left panting against her neck, before it felt like my balls were trying to wring every last drop of cum out of them to impregnate the fecund beauty under me; shuddering through a series of little after thrusts that triggered a continuing run of powerful mini-climaxes.
Finally the extreme passion had burnt itself out. Endorphins and oxytocins still flooded my body but the centre of attention had moved from my cock to my brain; feelings of love and tenderness towards Amy overwhelming my thoughts. Still I lay on top of her, unwilling to break the wondrous contact between our bodies.
A minute passed, then several. As Amy ran her hand lovingly through my hair I willed my cock to hang onto its erection; to stay within her and keep us bound together. Her neck was steaming up with the hotness of my still heavily taken breath. Impulsively I slipped a hand between our bodies and cupped her breast; enjoying the feeling of her hard nipple pushing into my palm.
"Ned. That was beautiful."
"I'm the one who should be telling you that."
"It's still hard. Does that mean it wants some more?"
"Amy, when I'm with you it always wants more. But I don't think it's going to be able to deliver any for a while."
"Want to jump in for that swim then?"
Frankly, while I was still hard and inside her and I was this physically close to her, I didn't want to go anywhere. But we were certainly hot and sweaty. We needed something before we went back and mixed with other resort guests.
"Soon."
"Are you game to streak across the deck and jump in naked?"
"Who's in a naughty mood then?"
"Let whoever doesn't have their cock lustfully up the duff of a sweet, innocent young girl half their age cast the first stone. Not."
"If I offer any rebuttal or comeback on that I'm just going to dig my hole deeper, aren't I?"
"Yep, don't even try. So are you up for it?"
"I was up, but it's going down. I think swimwear might be in order. Many years ago I was anchored with my family at a popular spot on Sydney Harbour when a young guy, on a motor cruiser anchored next to us, took a beautiful young woman in a tiny yellow bikini into the cabin. Five minutes later he streaked through the cockpit and dived into the water naked. Trouble was, streaking naked into the water was the easy bit. Getting out in front of all those people whose attention he'd attracted was the hard bit. After fluffing about trying to build up courage, he had to call out to his girlfriend to bring his swimwear out."
"So, he's the one who did the streaking, but you can describe the woman in exquisite detail. I don't suppose you can even tell me what type of swimwear he had on?"
"No. But you can see the moral of the story."
"Yep, if you're only good for five minutes with a girl, don't make it so obvious to everyone around you. I think I'm going to have to make a run for the bathroom. You're coming out and we're about to make a mess."
I rolled off Amy and she put her hand between her legs and dashed for the bathroom. A swim off the balcony would be nice, but it was time to put on my swimmers.



        Unexpected Threesome Ch. 23

        The date with Amy reaches a climax.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unexpected-threesome-ch-23

Title: Unexpected Threesome Ch. 23

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: Group Sex

Description: The date with Amy reaches a climax.

Tags: dating, group, group sex, date

Series: Unexpected Threesome


It was only three minutes later that Amy came back out of the bathroom to find me still lying flat on my back on the bed, a hand under my head watching her.
In the moments it took her to cross the room, I was overcome with pride in and love for her. Amy had blossomed from the Zeta female who had joined the boat – beaten down by ten years of domination and abuse by Frank – into the Alpha female she always deserved to be. Her posture had always been upright by birth, but even under the shapeless clothes she had joined the boat in, you could detect the round shoulders and pulled in head of someone whose life consisted of staying out of the way of trouble. Now she walked tall and confident; her nakedness fully displaying her swept back shoulders and the way her head stood tall and upright. She showed the confident gait of a woman who knew her worth and strength as it conveyed her across the room.
It was her own internal strength that delivered the change, but I felt for myself at least the role of a catalyst in that. What she had needed was true love and support; it was what she sought from me and what I had given her, even if it was in the context of the polygamous relationships that had developed on the boat.
In a way, and for all its emotional upheaval, Issie's departure had been good for Amy. She had always found comfort in knowing that I was obsessed by her physical beauty above all the others; however uncomfortable I had been in revealing that too her and reaffirming it to her so often. But now she correctly sensed that she had inherited much of the emotional attachment that Issie had previously attracted. Yes, Ellen, with her incredible navigational and yachting skills, had somewhat taken over the running of the boat and I was in absolute awe of her, but Amy had taken over much of that part of my heart that Issie had previously dominated.
She had been on the yacht much longer than the others and we had shared so much of her own personal development during that time that the bond between us was almost unavoidable. She knew it and while I was never scared of admitting my love for her, we had never needed to explicitly discuss that inherited affection.
She came to a stop at the end of the bed, her flawlessly Mediterranean skinned body in all its female, sexualised, fecund, perfection standing tall over my feet.
"I thought you'd be up by now."
"Give me a break. We only finished having sex five minutes ago. I'm not as young as I used to be."
She knelt on the bed straddling me; lowering herself down on top of me then wiggling about to align my flaccid manhood over my pubis and snuggle it down between the lips of her crease. Then she elevated her head on her elbows, looking down at me; teasing me with the breasts that left hanging just under my field if vision.
"I was talking about you getting up for our swim."
"What makes you think I wasn't talking about that too?"
"Yea, sure... Do we really have to get dressed to jump off the deck? Are you sure you won't skinny dip?"
"I don't want other resort guests being put off their afternoon margaritas by bare arse trauma syndrome."
"So you're suggesting my bare arse is going to traumatise people."
"No. There's not a man in the resort wouldn't give his eye teeth to get a good look at your extraordinary cute bare arse. The only trauma he's likely to suffer is the hiding he'll get from his wife or girlfriend for perving at you. But no one wants to see my pale, pasty white, slightly hairy, old man arse."
"You underestimate yourself. But if you insist, we'll wear swimwear then."
For a moment Amy hesitated on top of me. Did she want something other than a swim?
I didn't really intend this 'date' to just be one long orgy of sexual activity. It was a way of getting to deepen my relationship with each of the girls; to just spend time talking to them and indulging their relationship wishes. Doing things like holding hands as we walked, talking intimately and generally doing things that you can't do while living on a yacht full of polygamous sex. But if sex was what they wanted in satisfaction of that, nor did I want to deny them, at least within my mature age abilities.
Her nipples, projecting and hardened by the cool blast of the air-conditioning, were clearly visible to me and within easy reach. Because they were so sensitive, I knew it would only take five minutes of playing with them to have her writhing in the course of an orgasm. I didn't need a hard cock for that; but was that what she wanted?
I waited mutely, letting her take the lead.
"OK then, let's do it."
Amy got off me, found her bikini and started tying it on; releasing me to get up too. Before I had even found my swimmers, she'd playfully run out the door and done a bomb off the deck; treading water in the tepid lagoon until I joined her.
Girls can have a hard time of getting it right in the eyes of guys. If they're not standoffish then they run a very fine line between being needy and clingy on the one hand and tactile and touchy on the other. The former is supposedly bad, the latter good; at least as far as guys see it.
Amy is nothing if not tactile. She likes physical contact and is not afraid to make it blatantly sexual. After we stretched our muscles with a few laps of the water outside our bungalow, I rolled over onto my back and did a lazy half sunken float, half tread water stationary survey of the lagoon from the water level. I suspected it was just as well we got dressed for swimming. The neighbours were a bit close for us to have been skinny dipping and getting out would have been almost impossible without a lot of exposure.
Amy swam over to me, wrapped her thighs around mine and her arms over my shoulders leaving us locked together while treading water, our legs and, when not wrapped around each other, our arms like eight flagellum flapping about propelling us to the surface. The effect of her bringing her crotch tightly against my lower stomach, her breasts into my chests and her tongue into the depths of my mouth was predictable. Fairly quickly my Lycra sheathed erection was pushing firmly into the gusset of her bikini; moving around a lot with the action of treading water, something that only hardened the erection even further.
If I had any doubts that Amy was using it to arouse herself too they were dispelled as she repeatedly brushed her chest across mine as she writhed in my arms; the occasional grope of her breast with my hand confirming she had raised her sensitive nipples to hardened peaks pushing out the thin material of her bikini top.
As her breathing became heavier, her crotch started to squirm about more determinedly as if looking for specific contact and stimulation instead of the general provocation of such intimate contact. Increasingly she was moaning gently into my mouth as we kissed.
It left me wondering if her desire to go skinny dipping was motivated by more than a moment of naughtiness. Still, if it was water sex she wanted, we've done it before by pulling aside inconvenient placed swimwear and I still had doubts about whether this was an appropriate place for it.
After five minutes of passionate embrace, she whispered into my ear...
"Let's go upstairs."
She broke off contact and swam towards the steel ladder up to our bungalow's platform, leaving me to follow in her wake. As I climbed the ladder I desperately tried to position my arms to hide my erection from any watching guests, its prominent hardness not being helped from the fact my face was right in Amy's butt as we climbed the ladder.
As I looked up at it, I could see the gossamer thin gusset of her tightly drawn up bikini pants had been pushed deeply into the line of her crease by my erection; its swollen labia forming two ridges between which ran a wide aroused valley of sexual delight.
As she got the top, Amy crossed the platform and turned on the external freshwater shower provided for guests to wash off the salt after a swim. There she waited under it until I joined her; leaving me no choice but to stand in close face to face contact with her if I wasn't going to display the erection to the world. She knew it too; making sure we were in full body contact and my erection wasn't going away any time soon.
Her hands brushed the fresh water down my body, washing off the salt. First my back, then down my chest between our bodies until her slender fingers wrapped themselves around my sheathed erection moving up and down as if that tower of my raging manhood needed a special wash. She turned her head from side to side under the cascade of water, letting it run through her hair and down her face while again brushing her breasts across my chest. As the water surged on down between our bodies, it flooded across those glorious orbs of female perfection and down to where she held my erection in her grasp.
Now I could see the affects her movements were having on her nipples. Volcanic cones of aroused hardness stretched out the triangles of her bikini top, their slightly darker pigment showing through the unlined, stressed, translucent, wet material. I stroked all over her body, washing it with the refreshing tumbling flow of water until my hand too ended up between her legs, gently moving back and forwards along the line of her crease.
Turning off the tap without turning away from me, she sloughed the excess water from my back, encouraging me to do the same to her. Then she reached for both our towels on a nearby hook and gave one to me.
Passing the towel she retained behind my back, one corner in each hand, she started drying my back with a side to side action. As I reciprocated, our bodies moved against each other, rocking my extended shaft against her lower stomach like an inverted grandfather clock pendulum and stimulating it to the point of bursting.
By now her carnal intentions were more than clear. I'd long since surrendered any pretensions this was just a bit of an idle tease and recognised it was in fact an extended foreplay. Once my back was dry, she did a cursory drying of my side by passing the towel up and down the length of each before bunching it to dry so much of my upper chest as wasn't joined to hers.
Finally she took half a step back so, for the first time, separating our lower torsos, even if the outward push of my erection in my swimmers left the tip resting against her stomach. She teasingly ran the towel down the length of my body, drying it with a gentle side to side movement until the towel brushed against the now pre-cum weeping tip of my manhood. All pretence of subtly lost, Amy wrapped a corner of the towel around my still sheathed erection and her hand around that, to dry up and down its length; occasionally extending the towel between my legs to dry the crotch and material covering my ball sack.
I wasn't the only one being touched up in the process of being dried.
I'd already had a fun time drying her bikini top; teasing those perpertually jutting peaks of her nipples in the process and was matching her rub for rub as I dried the gusset of her bikini pants.
"I think we'd better go inside."
Amy grabbed my erection and dragged me through the door. We didn't make it to the bed. Nowhere close. As soon as we were through the door, she pushed me against the wall, undid the drawstring on my pants and pulled my erection out of it, bending it down and using the tip of it to drag the waist band of her bikini pants low enough to slip my hardened manhood into her crease.
As she rubbed the tip back and forward on her clit, I was being stimulated not just by that, but by the rubbing of the waistbands of both our pants where they crossed the shaft. In the hot passion of the moment, it was too much.
The prolonged foreplay had taken its toll on my endurance. From towards the end of when Amy was playing the tip of my cock against her clit as we trod water, little tendrils of sensitivity had been shooting along its length. The pendulum action of its full length brushing across her lower stomach as we played under the shower had been particularly pleasurable. Far from protecting me from it, the tight sheathing of my stretched swimwear had compounded the effect; the micro movement of the material spreading the location of every sensitive touch across a wider area while perhaps imitating the warm embrace of a vagina, especially as hot water flooded across it.
Now those tendrils of pleasure were escaping the narrow confines of the point of contact and infecting all the way up to my brain. If I didn't stop the extra stimulation of those waist bands, I was in for an early discharge.
Frantically I pulled her pants down; pushing it down her thighs as far as I could until gravity could take effect and drop it to the floor. Then I pulled my own ones down; jiggling my thighs until they slipped down my legs and I could step out of them. That dealt with I could focus more on her. Two quick pulls of the bows and her bikini top came away, exposing the towering peaks of her nipples. One went in my mouth, the other between my fingers as Amy started moaning in response to the extra stimulation.
We really needed to close the bungalow's doors. As the curtains blew intermittently up with the wind, they exposed us to the outside and the sound of Amy's rising excitement would soon be released unfiltered into the world around us. But it was too late for that. We were both preoccupied.
My hips were moving back and forwards as I slipped my erection through Amy's crease; its length held firmly against her clit by the hand she had wrapped around it. The dampness from our swim was soon displaced by Amy's own juices, letting it move effortless across her swollen bud. With each push in I jerked my hips upward; not just putting more pressure on her bud, but imitating a massive penetrative thrust in a way I knew drove her crazy with this sort of sex.
Amy's a renowned screamer during sex; but how much so depends on what she's up to. If I'm thrusting against her g spot you can hear her across a nautical mile of water. At the other end of the spectrum, if I'm just fingering her – or in this case doing it with my cock – she's just loud. But in the confines of a resort, even one with individual overwater bungalows, loud is still too loud when the doors are open. Half the resort was going to know a 30 year old woman was being banged by a man twice her age.
As she got more excited, she really started up...
"Ohhh...oooooohh...ahhhhhh...oohh...ohh...oohhh"
I lightly put my hand over her mouth while mouthing a silent... "Sshhh."
But as she let out another ooohhh, all that did was send us both into a torrent of laughter. Somehow the laughter broke the dam and a moment later the resort was disturbed by the sound of Amy's orgasm.
"Oh my god... oh shit...aaahhhhhhh."
It was too late to do anything about it. I've found I can prolong Amy's orgasms when we're having this sort of sex by keeping up the sliding and pressuring of her clit until it's obvious she wants me to stop. But she quickly pulled my shaft down towards the opening of her sex, standing on her toes to let me penetrate her. As I easily slipped into her I could feel her contractions pushing against my hardness.
The fires of my own passions had long been ignited. I eagerly bent my knees to angle myself to achieve full penetration. Grabbing her thighs and wrapping them around my hips, I lifted her feet off the ground and pulled her tightly against me, turning quickly around and pushing her back against the wall. I didn't have long. The earlier sensitivity was taking its toll. I wanted to make the best use of what was left to me.
Rocking my hips back and forwards, I went from full penetration to half and back to full again in rapid succession; loving the feeling of the tight embrace of her warm slippery sex around my shaft as it moved easily within her. Soon those tendrils of pleasure came back, running up and down my shaft with every thrust.
The wall of a timber bangalow built on a light pile framework over the water is probably not the place to have spirited sex against the wall. The whole building was rocking with every passionate thrust; building its own momentum. If the noise hadn't attracted attention, the slight of one of the buildings rapidly vibrating at the pace of a male's pounding of a woman certainly would.
I was carrying Amy's whole weight and realised I too was grunting, for all my effort to suppress it. I wasn't really trying to stimulate Amy any more, but once she's gone once, her orgasms seem to develop a mind of their own. Suddenly the sound of her second one drowned out my grunting...
"OOOOhhhh...oh Ned...oh yes...ooooooooohhh."
That did it for me. Whether it was her contractions or just a tightening of her sex, a little more pressure from her sent me over the top and I was suddenly blowing my load into her with a series of energetic grunting thrusts.
As I finished and eased her feet back onto the ground, it was as if we'd suddenly become aware of the spectacle we'd made of ourselves as we both burst into peals of laughter that eventually had us actually rolling on the ground; our naked bodies groping for each other as if that would somehow bring our madness to an end. Instead each time we looked at each other we just burst out again.
I realised afterwards it had been decades since I'd done that, reminding me how lucky I was to be able to share this part of my life with those younger than me. It was like their youth was contagious.
Eventually we calmed down and I lay on my back on the floor with Amy's head on my chest as I stroked her hair. When I'd first thought about bringing the girls here, there had been an additional aspect to my plan that I figured it was time to tell her about.
"When you're ready, I'd like to take you up to the resort shop to buy one of those dresses you were all admiring when we came her with Liddy."
Amy rolled over, put her elbows on my chest and looked at me.
"You don't have to do that Ned."
"I know. But I'd like to. I saw how much you liked them and I'd like you to have one. You can wear it to dinner tonight if you'd like."
"Don't you like my new dress?"
"I love it. It looks stunning on you. But I came up with this idea before you bought it and Ellen didn't buy one. So I still want to be able to buy you both one."
"But aren't they too dear?"
"Not really. They're just the price of a nice dress. Not a high fashion one. I've never bought you guys a present and I think it's time I did. I'd enjoy being able to."
As she came to accept the idea, Amy beamed at me.
"Wow. Can we go now?"
"Yep. That's what I was going to suggest."
Amy stood up and offered me a hand to help me up off my back. She quickly donned a dry bikini and covered the bottom part with a small pair of hotpants. Leaving me to put on shorts and a polo shirt. As we ambled up to the main building of the resort, Amy slipped her hand into mine and snuggled in close to me. Not for the first time I wondered how it looked to others to see one so young in a loving embrace with someone my age.
I admired and loved her for being willing to be open about our feelings and not hide behind some facade of being my daughter or some other more innocent excuse.
When we got to the shop Amy tried on about 8 dresses; most of which she'd seen and admired last time we were here. She insisted I comment on each one as she tried it on and presented it to me; not even being willing to let me sit and judge them but insisting I stand and review them from normal eye height.
Four of them were just not right. It wasn't that they weren't sexy enough or anything like that. They just didn't hang nicely on her. And Amy agreed. One was borderline, but Amy didn't like it anyway. Of the remaining three, I definitely had a favourite, but didn't want to impose it on her. They all looked nice and my motives for preferring it may have been somewhat impure. No, they were definitely impure. I danced around a lot, trying to not be judgmental as to the final choice and wanting her to choose the one she liked and wanted to wear; eventually at her insistence, merely hinting at my favourite.



But in some respects I'd found the whole process quite uncomfortable. Not because of anything Amy said or did, but because it suddenly occurred to me this fitted in with the whole sugar daddy thing and I was sure the assistant was judging me and, more importantly, Amy. In a way I shouldn't have cared. But I felt it slighted Amy for her to be regarded as some sort of gold digger attached to me for my money. If she was, she'd so far negotiated a very poor deal. I was well off enough I didn't need to charge the girls for their presence on the yacht and covered most of the expenses, but that was the limit of their benefits. Any one of them was beautiful and charming enough to have negotiated a much better financial deal with a much richer guy if that was their inclination. But it never was about that.
Still, since nothing was actually said, there was nothing I could do about it. Except for the fact Amy had put on such a display of affection that there could be no ambiguity as to our relationship, I would have been quite happy to infer she was my daughter or niece. But it was too late for that.
After I dropped the bag with the dress in it back to the room, we spent an hour and a half hanging around the main resort complex. A hit and giggle game of tennis – given we didn't have any sensible shoes – was followed by a session at the pool bar for nibbles and a couple of cocktails. Doing so was my suggestion. It might seem foolish to younger persons but it avoided the possibility the afternoon would simply turn into one long sex session. As I said, that was never my intention. The tennis was a nice diversion from what you can do on the yacht and I offered Amy the possibility of going for a walk along the beach, which she was less interested in.
Even the drinks got a bit steamy when Amy decided she wanted us to strip down to our swimwear and use the pool wet bar; sitting very close to me as we leaned over the bar and doing things with her spare hand under the water that left me with a giant boner and therefore unable to move until it settled back down.
But eventually it was time to head back to the bungalow to dress for dinner.
Still excited about her dress, Amy was keen to have the first shower; emerging naked from the bathroom with her hair and body washed; encouraging me to have my shower while she finished getting ready. When I came out she was wrapped in a resort dressing gown; her hair blow dried. As I vacated the room, she took it over, leaving me strict instructions not to enter until she said it was OK.
The creature that emerged from the bathroom took my breath away. I've never seen Amy like this before.
Washed, blow dried and styled, the front was plaited and pulled back around to frame the rest of her long hair which now seemed to float half way down her back. She looked straight out of a shampoo commercial, but better. For once her hair wasn't salt encrusted and damp, as all hair tends to be on the boat, and I could see how much its natural auburn colour had been sun and salt bleached; complimented by the blonde streaks she'd put in a week ago. As she did a couple of circles to show me the dress, one fast, one slow, her sensuous hair flew in a seductive arc around her.
Her beautiful complexion doesn't need makeup and she doesn't normally wear any. But this evening she was wearing an alluring lipstick; a pale red colour, which perfectly highlighted her full lips without overdoing it.
But her body in her new dress left me with my jaw on the floor. The one she wore to lunch might best be put in the category of sexy, hippie, bohemian. It was stunning in its casual display of her gorgeous figure.
This one would get any starlet at the Academy Awards the front page lead photograph in the next morning's tabloids.
Of an ice blue, shear, silky material, the halter neck plunged to below her navel; two strips of material dropped from her neck which were just wide enough to look elegantly ravishing rather than just slutty, but narrow enough to leave both side boob and cleavage boob. From the side you could see underboob as well; a tempting tunnel of revelation, which from the right angle, gave a window of vision straight through both falls of the top.
The unlined material made no effort to disguise her nipples which, in the cool air of the air-conditioned room, already broke the smooth fall of the cloth with towering, finely sculptured projections that left little to the imagination.
For the red carpet there would no doubt be some generous use of Hollywood tape to prevent accidents and hide the nipples. But Amy had allowed herself no such safety margin.
Those strips merged into a somewhat micro mini skirt (there wasn't really anything you could call a bodice) that provocatively circled her hips, in a way that was designed to be not quite tight enough to stay up of its own accord. As a result a fold of material dipped at the back to nearly reveal the base of her spine.
Frankly, the view of her back was nearly as arousingly sexy as that of her front. Amy's tall, straight, flawlessly fleshed back was delicately framed by the falls of the front pieces and a skirt which draped seductively over her shapely bottom.
In long white pants, a tucked in collared shirt and deck shoes, I felt like I was underdressed. Nothing but a full black tie dinner suit could possibly do justice to the privilege of accompanying this woman to dinner.
She turned around again.
"Do you like it?"
"You look stunningly beautiful. I love it."
"You know why I chose this one don't you?"
"Because you liked it best."
"Yes, that. But also because I saw the boner you grew in your pants when I tried it on. Just like the one you have now. Why do you think I made you stand up to look at each of the dresses?"
I was a bit taken aback. Yes, it had been my favourite because she looked so damned sexy in it. But I'd wanted her to pick something for her.
"But I hope it's the one you like too."
"Ned, never in my life have I felt as beautiful, as sexy and as confident about myself as I feel right now. In my life until now, I'd never been allowed to feel that way. I love the dress. I love the way it's inspired me to do my hair and make myself up to compliment it. I want people to see me in it and I want you to be on my arm as they do. Is it time to go?"
Amy offered me her arm and I slipped my own through it as I opened the door and let her go out first.
As we walked along the boardwalk towards the resort, I slipped my hand down to hold hers, whereupon she brought her second hand across, folded mine between hers and held it against her crotch.
"Have a feel of the panties I've got on."
As subtly as I could in the public sphere we were in, behind the camouflage of her own hands, I slipped two fingers under the hem of her dress and up against her crotch. I groped about for a moment but could find nothing but bare flesh; an impression confirmed when I found myself unintentionally penetrating between the lips of her crease.
"I can't feel any."
She turned towards me and grinned.
"Bingo. I've never gone commando before today. It's an interesting sensation. I could get to like it."
I grinned back and raised my eyebrows; uncertain whether to be alarmed or seduced by her brazenness. Going commando in the long dress she wore to lunch was one thing. In this mini, where bending over was bound to reveal whatever was or wasn't underneath was another level of boldness again. I was relieved I'd booked a table near the window where no one would have a view up between her legs from the other side of the room.
I realised I still had a lot to learn about Amy; not least of which is whether her desire to embrace her sexuality – and indulge so enthuasticly in it – is a temporary thing letting her make up for her years of repression or the real Amy that has been unleashed by her new found freedom.
Still the extra bit of provocation simply added to the sexual frission I felt just walking alongside her. To add to the prospect of nipple peaks, I now had the possibility of looking down the back of her dress and getting a view of her bare arse. I couldn't help but notice that everyone who walked past us did a double take from the moment we came into their view; the men trying not to be caught staring at Amy, the women no doubt judging us both, while being more brazen about their staring.
My own discomfort was compounded by the fact I had a half mongrel in my pants that just wouldn't settle down and that I was sure was discernible by those that chose to look; although with Amy next to me, who was going to be looking there?
As we walked into the dining room Amy slipped an arm around my back, her hand coming to rest on my butt. I reciprocated knowing full well it was likely Amy was making a statement to the head waitress we were approaching as to our relationship. If she was proud to be seen with me, then there was no reason I shouldn't be more than proud to be associated with her.
The young lady, with a heavy French accent, looked us up and down but managed to engage us with the usual pleasant and friendly greeting you expect from such a person. The poor young lad she called over to show us to the table had something more of a problem. When he saw Amy he turned into a stuttering, fumbling wreak; bumping into a table and nearly knocking over a chair as we weaved through the room towards our table. I could sympathise with him. Most young men have been there and Amy was well off the scale of women who make men feel inadequate as she was presented that evening.
I could even sympathise with his attempts to lead us at the same time as he tried to perve at Amy. You could see him trying to get an angle across her dress to see if he could get a nipple peak. He was trying to be subtle but completely failing and his distraction was at least partly to blame for his clumsiness.
Amy had taken my hand and was leading me as she followed him and I could see her positively enjoying having the young man melt in her hands. Not cruelly. Indeed she engaged him in small talk as he crossed the room. But trying to talk to her simply compounded his awkwardness.
The table I had booked was a small one at the front of the room where it looked out over the lagoon and what would soon be the setting sun. Instead of being square onto the window, it was positioned in a diamond format, so that by sitting side by side, instead of across the table from your partner, you could both have the view out the window.
I stood behind Amy as she sat down, pushing her chair in, even as I took my own opportunity to keep an eye out for any potential nipple peak. Then I took my chair next to her.
In due course we studied the menu and placed our orders including for a bottle of champagne. As the waitress walked away, there was a moment's silence. Then Amy delivered what was something of a bombshell.
"Do you know this is the first date I've ever been on?"
For a moment I was lost for words; especially as I realised I had to pick them carefully. I knew Frank had been her first and only boyfriend, so clearly any failure lay with him.
"Didn't Frank take you on some dates when you were first going out?"
"Not really. I met him when he and his mates used to go to dinner at the same pub as my family went to. So eventually I just sat with his group. Then when he knew he had me and I was living with him, there was this decision for his group of friends to change pubs, which isolated me from my family. Apart from that I got dragged to football matches with him and his mates so I could pretend I was enjoying the game and getting excited about it. I'm not sure I'd call any of that being on a date.
This is the first time I've gone out and sat alone at a table with a man. Well, I suppose lunch today was that. But you know what I mean."
She was looking at me somewhat reflectively. Again I gave my brain a moment to formulate what I thought was the right response.
I picked up her hand in mine and looked her in the eyes.
"You know Amy, you deserved much better than that. I just wish I was at least 20 years younger so I could really do justice to the privilege of being the first one to take you out."
"Why does age have anything to do with it? You easily do justice to whatever privilege it might be. Anyway, I'm the one who feels privileged that you're taking me out."
We just stared into each other's eyes for a moment.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"Should being on a date make you feel aroused? I mean really, really aroused?"
I couldn't help but break into a broad smile; uncertain as to whether to give anything approaching a straight answer to the question.
"I sort of think that in a way is the whole purpose of the exercise. Maybe not fully aroused, but certainly aware of a sexual frission."
"No, it's way past frission."
She took her hand back, slipped it under the table and felt the front of my pants; judging the extent of my substantial state of arousal by squeezing my cock and feeling up and down its length.
"It's way past that too. You are going to get such a fucking when we get back to the room."
"Go easy on me. I'm an old man."
"Yea, sure. You've been up for it before. You'll survive; if only so I can do it again."
Our conversation was interrupted as the champagne arrived. We waited patiently as the waiter poured out a glass for each of us before leaving the bottle in an ice bucket on the corner of the table. I lift up my glass towards her.
"To us and to an extraordinarily beautiful woman."
"To us and you giving me a damn good fucking."
We'd downed two thirds of a glass before the entrees came out. I watched transfixed as Amy started eating. As she took each mouthful, she leaned forward over the plate. In the absence of Hollywood tape, it let the front piece of her dress – no longer tensioned by the weight of holding up the skirt - fall away from the orbs of her breasts. To say the result was a little distracting was like saying the pope's a little bit catholic.
There they hung, in exposed profile; her nipples jutting - whether in arousal or the cool of the air conditioning barely mattered – from the tip of their perky perfection. As she leant forward and then leant back, every mouthful was a tease: like the shutter of a camera opening and closing in slow motion on an erotic scene.
Mind you, even leaned back she was distracting as those towering nipples pushed out the silky material of her dress.
I quickly looked around to see if I was the only one with the right angle to see the display.
She noticed my attention.
"What are you looking at?"
"You."
"You mean this?"
She teasingly dropped the shoulder nearest me forward, exposing that breast.
"Maybe."
She put her knife down and reached under the table again. This time she found my erection hard and full.
"That's better. I'll be needing that soon."
We finished the entrée and waited, champagne glass now refreshed and back in hand, for the table to be cleared and the main course to arrive.
Amy grabbed my hand and held it tightly.
"Ned, I've never in my life felt anything like the love I feel for you. It overwhelms me sometimes."
"Didn't you start out loving Frank?"
"No. I certainly felt affection towards him and I might have mistaken that for love. I wanted to love him because I wanted him to love me. I wanted to be a better girlfriend because I wanted love from him and for him not to beat me. But it's not until I met you I had even the slightest concept of what real love was."
"Do you feel cheated that you don't have me for yourself?"
"It's funny, but no I don't. I suppose because of the way it all developed, I've never known love in any other context; so it feels normal. I don't often even feel jealous. It's like a family and I like that feeling. I know how much you love me and that's all that matters really. But this whole date thing has been really special."
"Well, we'll have to do it more often. It's been special for me too."
"Does love always make the sex so intense?"
"What do you mean?"
"When I was with Frank I didn't really think about sex very much except as a way to please him. You've long known I had never had an orgasm before I met you, but it was more than a lack of pleasure in it. It was more a lack of desire. Now I seem to have this obsessive need for sex with you. I nearly always feel aroused when you're around. I just love the sense of physical contact with you. Is that a normal reaction?"
"When you first fall in love it's generally accepted there's a heightened sexual response which becomes more subdued over time. Yours might just be at the outer end of the spectrum."
"Well I don't see it fading anytime soon."
The arrival of the main course interrupted the flow of such an intimate conversation. As we ate it, I went back to being distracted by the peep show happening next to me; exaggerated now Amy knew its effect.
By the time the main course was finished, we'd also emptied the bottle of champagne, with just enough in our glasses to nearly see us through to the arrival of dessert. I pondered whether to order another. Amy was becoming increasingly frisky and uninhibited; especially with her hands under the table and virtually asking me to finger her as we sat there. It was all very friendly and amusing in a very lovely sort of way. But sharing another bottle with her risked her crashing and given how noisy she is over sex, there was no way I could actually play with her the way she wanted in the dining room.
I was just conjugating such an important matter when Amy leaned across to me, her hand sliding up my thigh until it was against my cock.
"Do you think I'm oversexed?"
I looked at her, trying not to be distracted by the exposed breast her lean towards me had created.
"What do you mean?"
"Do I have an abnormally high sex drive?"
"You normally want sex about once a day; maybe a little bit more. That's probably at the upper end of the spectrum for women your age, but I don't see it as being anything thing other than normal. You're blessed with a body that gives you an enormously pleasurable response to sex; it's no wonder you like it."
"What about today, when I've want a lot more?"
"They don't call it a dirty weekend for nothing. It's meant to involve more sex, even if this isn't a weekend."
"I thought you were avoiding sex this afternoon."
I couldn't stop my face from breaking into a grin. I should never underestimate the intelligence or perceptiveness of Amy, or Ellen for that matter.
"Avoiding is overstating it. You know, us guys get a bad rap for making it all about sex and it's often an unfair rap. I wanted this date to be something more than one long romp in bed, unless the romp was really all you wanted. If we hung around the room, that tends to happen by default. I just wanted to offer you the opportunity for a more varied experience. I figured if you really just wanted sex you'd drag me back to the room anyway. Anyhow, I'm an old fart. I can't necessarily keep up with all the demands of a woman in her prime like you."
"You do pretty well at that you know Ned."
"If I do, that's just because you girls have us men worked out, what with your fuck me bikinis and everything. I don't think I'd be able to do it if you didn't know how to play me like a finely tuned guitar."
"I think the expression is 'fiddle'. You know Ned, it's not every man my body responds to. I could feel my body's reaction to you well before you even first touched me; indeed from the day I first came aboard the boat. Just your presence lit up something inside me I'd never felt before. Frank never had that effect, even in the earlier days and nor has any other guy."
"Well there's probably a bit of pop science in what I say but maybe that's not surprising. Women are designed to be fussy maters for good reason and your bodies are finely tuned to pick one that it judges to be a good genetic match. Yours might just make its choice known to you more obviously than that of other women. But I suppose I want you to keep in mind there are plenty of other men out there closer to your age that will have the same effect on you. It's just a matter of meeting them."



"Sometimes I think you want to get rid of me."
I looked her in the eyes, trying to sus out how seriously to take that comment. It's not as though we haven't had this conversation before. I didn't detect any hurt – or not any depth of hurt anyway. I suspected she was just teasing me, but decided to give a straight answer anyway.
"No; but I love you way too much to let you waste your life on me. You lost ten years on Frank; you can't afford to lose another decade or more on me. You deserve much better. It will kill me to give you up, but I will die a more painful death if my selfishness takes away more years of your life."
The approach of our desserts brought the conversation to a halt. With our champagne glasses empty, I ordered a glass of dessert wine for each of us, which perhaps came a bit too quickly. Amy rather took a shine to the sweet wine and nearly sculled hers down and coyly wondered if she might have another; something I could hardly refuse her.
But the time we'd finished our dinner and were ready to go, it was a very uninhibited and playful Amy I eased away from the table. Holding hands as we left the room was no longer enough. An arm around my back was barely enough. Except for the narrowness of the space we had to navigate to exit between all the tables, Amy seemed to want to embrace me with a two armed bear hug.
Once we were out of the room and on the path back to our bangalow all limitations ceased. She leaned against my right shoulder. As I put my right arm around her back, she pulled it into the side of her dress so that it rested on her breast; her seemingly perpetually hard nipple poking out from between two fingers. With her left arm all of the way around my back and her right across my stomach, we walked slowly back, her hand slipping progressively down my stomach as we walked.
Perhaps unthinkingly, given her already advanced state of arousal, I instinctively tweaked the nipple poking out between my fingers. There is just something about Amy's nipples that make them as much of a tactile delight as a visual one. The nipple and areola are just that little bit larger than normal, but what really sets them apart is the way the areola swells up to create a plinth from which the nipple then juts, making the total projection of the whole edifice all the greater. And while the nipple is as hard as any other, the swollen areola has a fleshy firmness about it which is particularly fun to play with.
As the light spill from the dining room diminished, but well before we'd reached the boardwalk out to our room, she slipped her hand into the waist band of my pants and circled my erection in her fingers, slowly moving it up and down.
Just before the boardwalk Amy suddenly froze...
"OH...oooohhhh."
Holding on to me, she bent her knees slightly as the nipple orgasm I'd unintentionally induced took hold. She paused there just long enough for the peak of the climax to pass. Then she physically dragged me into the shadows of a grove of palms adjacent to the path where she pushed me against a tree and herself firmly against me.
As she passionately kissed me, she held my hand against her breast inside her dress with one hand and vigorously jerked me up and down with the one inside my pants; all while she rubbed her crotch up and down on my thigh. When the hand that had previously been holding my hand against her breast started undoing my belt, I realised she might well be intending to fuck me here and now against the tree. We were only a metre off the path and once your eyes adjusted to the dark, not that well-hidden.
With her tongue in my mouth, I had trouble voicing a gentle protest through our merged lips.
"Shouldn't we...glurp, glurp...go...glurp... to the room... first."
She broke our facial contact and looked up at me with the broadest, cheekiest grin I'd ever seen on her. With a rising inflection that imitated an intention to mock me, she challenged...
"So, you're too old and dignified to have sex with your girlfriend in the open are you?"
"I just thought it's still a bit public right here. Anyway, what I'm about to do to you is going to be way more comfortable on a soft bed."
"What, what?"
The reality was I didn't have a clue. Whatever she wanted me to do.
"Just wait and see."
"OK, but we really have to hurry. I'm as randy as hell."
She garbed my hand and pulled me back onto the path and running at top speed out along the boardwalk to our room, leaving me trailing her trying to keep up my pants, which, with an undone belt and an open fly, were only held up by the underwear clad erection sticking out of the fly and caught against the top button.
The mini dress she was wearing now left even less to the imagination as it flew up with the movement of her legs, revealing her bare butt underneath. Goodness only knew what the front view was like.
As another couple came towards us on the boardwalk I had to resort to trying to keep Amy's body between me and them, since any more overt attempt to hide my state of undress would only draw attention to it and Amy certainly wasn't going to stop and let me fix it. But when you have a stunning, half-clad young woman running towards you dragging an older man by the hand, we were hardly going to go unnoticed.
Amy groped me impatiently, dry humping my butt, as I fumbled the security card against the lock, bursting the door open the second she heard it unlatch, pulling me inside and again throwing me against the wall just inside it. At least this time I could push the door shut.
In an instant she had the top button of my pants undone, my underpants peeled away from my erection and both items of clothing slipping down towards my feet as she again started jerking me off. I wasn't quite sure what she wanted, other than some quick attention to her sexual frustration.
I slipped my hand under the hem of her dress and into her crease, finding it wet and aroused. As I slid my finger across her clit, she bent her knees and let out an exaggerated sigh...
"Ooohhh, that feels so good. I so need that."
As I kept stimulating her clit, it seemed her intention to rip my cock off with her jerking of it slowed down, until the point came I felt I could gently remove her hand from it. Me going prematurely wasn't going to make anything better.
Her focus started to turn into her own rising state of arousal, moaning and groaning as she closed her eyes. That let me turn her around and put her back against the wall, where I could add to her pleasure by pulling aside the material covering her breasts and start sucking them and tweaking them with my spare hand.
Maybe she hadn't been exaggerating about how randy she'd felt. It was about ninety seconds before she came; a prolonged climax, so powerful it left her almost unable to do anything but squat writhing on the floor on all fours and let her groans register just how overwhelming it had been. That was easily a record, even for a girl like Amy who wasn't hard to bring to a climax.
I stood there above her awkwardly, feeling slightly silly with my pants around my ankle, my shirt still on, and an exposed erection pointing skyward, unsure what to do. When she'd collapsed down into the squatting position as she been overcome by her orgasm, she'd essentially torn herself from my grasp. It left me a mere onlooker as she lolled about in her pleasure; just occasionally looking up at me, giggling briefly and then succumbing again to another wave of her climax.
I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my clothes, pulling my shirt over my head; essentially waiting for her to finish.
Finally she look up at me again; still grinning.
"Oh wow. What did you do?"
"I think that was all you."
"You are so going to get it."
With her face already right in front of it, she grabbed my cock, bent it down and started sucking it off as only she can; full depth to the balls. I gently pulled her off and stood her up; wrapping her in my arms. I wasn't sure what me getting it entailed, but a quick ejaculation getting head from her probably wasn't going to help. Even as our bodies came together, she started dry humping me again.
"Are you sated yet?"
"No way!"
"Well, why don't we see to your needs before I go shooting my load?"
I lifted her dress over her head, folded it and put it on the dresser. I didn't want it becoming a casualty of whatever might follow.
"Oh Ned, you're so good to me. I so want you."
With our now naked bodies pressed firmly together, I started backing her up towards the bed. Amy was still rubbing her mound against my erection; clumsily standing on her toes as she seemingly tried to bring the tip down into her crease and penetrate herself with it.
As the back of her knees came up against the bed, I eased her down on it; kneeling on the bed myself to lie her flat out onto it. Still she was groping me, flirtatiously giggling and verbally teasing me; somehow trying to bring my erection into play. But I knew I would last long if she did and with all the sex I'd had that day I was well able to play a patient game even though the beauty and playfulness of her had left me achingly aroused.
I spread her legs, knelt between them and buried my face in her mound. Her crease was dripping wet and her clit swollen; an easy target for my tongue. I penetrated her with two fingers of my right hand, bringing them firmly up against the spot where I knew her g spot lay. My left hand tweaking her nipple completed the stimulation trifecta.
If she was still in the mood where just fingering her had given the orgasm she'd just finished, this was going to explode her brain.
Almost immediately she started bucking and squirming; groaning and tossing her head about like a possessed woman. Her hand alternatively held my hair into her crotch and pressed against her own face as if that would somehow silence her cries.
"Oh Ned... yes...yes...there...ooohhh...more...oh god...aaahhh."
I was having trouble riding her as the movement of her hips made keeping my tongue against her clit a serious challenge. Only the fingers inside her sex somehow pinned our actions together and they were being flooded with her outpouring of honey.
It was clear she wasn't going to last long and she didn't.
It burst with a loud high pitched scream and her usual string of profanities.
"AAAHHHHHHHHH...OH SHIT...FUCK...FUCK...oh god...Ned...oh Ned...aaahhhhhh...ooooohhhh."
Instead of bucking, her hips were now just locked high in the air, swaying from side to side; her thigh muscles tensed tightly. The initial sudden jerk up had pulled my hand out of her sex, but I was still trying to tongue her clit, knowing that prolonged her orgasm.
She grabbed my hair and pulled it; making me come over the top of her or have it pulled out. As I came within her reach, she wrapped her arms around me and bundled me tightly against her. It was nearly impossible for me to support much of my own weight as our combined bodies still arched up at her hips. Like the last one, this orgasm just seemed to go on forever. She settled down, lowered her hips and then was seemingly hit by another wave.
A brief cry and I was suddenly thrust skywards as her hips again rose in the air and swayed from side to side.
All the while she's rubbing her mound against me, maybe searching out the tip of my cock to thrust into her sex.
"Go the animal on me Ned. Please."
"I'm not going to last long."
"Doesn't matter. It's time. I need it."
I put my arms out to each side to take the weight of my upper body and somehow got my legs out to each side of her thighs. She dragged her mound up along the length of my hardened elongated shaft until the tip slipped deeply into her crease. I surged it and suddenly it was immersed in the glorious warm wetness of her body. It plunged easily in until my balls were resting against her pelvic floor.
She eased herself back flat on the bed, as if waiting for the pounding she wanted me to give her.
But then, another cry from her and I was lifted skywards again as her orgasm again held her in its thrall.
But with my body now supported on my four limbs, that was only going to cause a momentary delay in getting started. Going the animal, I mean really going the animal instead of just faking it, requires my blood and passion to really be boiling.
I had under me this gorgeous example of youthful, womanly perfection already writhing in ecstasy. My heart was filled with love for her, even as I stared down and admired everything from the softness of her finely coiffured hair to the magnificence of the breasts that heaved with every onset of another wave of her climax. Somehow until this moment I'd kept a cap on my own passions and desires to make sure I was able to sate hers.
Needing to fake it was never going to be an issue.
I unleashed myself on her.
Powerful thrust followed fast powerful thrust. Full depth penetrations that had my pubis crashing against her mound, grinding against it briefly and then retreating for another delightful rub of the firm, sensitive flesh of my excited shaft along the length of her embracing womanhood.
I'm never sure why Amy responds to me going the animal by seemingly being in a state of continuous orgasm. I'm not targeting any of her erogenous spots as I pleasure myself with deep thrusts into her body. But as long as she's warmed up beforehand, she does and this was no exception.
One moment she'd just be writhing and groaning under me, the next it was almost like a look of surprise came over her face as she was hit by a climax or another wave of an earlier one. The look of surprise would transform into an o face or the bite of a lip as she threw her hips at me; often meeting my thrust half way. There she would rock her hips from side to side before settling down for another cycle.
Through it all my erection, hardened in excitement to near bursting, would be griped firmly in the velvety slipperiness of her sex, every square millimetre of its sensitive flesh being stimulated as I thrust it in and out of the intimate depths of her very being.
All too soon my balls were boiling and tendrils of sensitivity were running up and down the length of my shaft. I tightened my pelvic floor muscles hoping that would somehow let me last longer, even if 40 years of experience told me it wouldn't. The moment had come. I buried myself deeply inside her and waited the last nano-second for what I knew would follow. Almost immediately there was an overwhelming flood of pleasure into my brain as the beautiful sensation of my seed jetting up my shaft and against her cervix caused me to groan uncontrollably. I held there, waiting for the next ecstasy inducing jet that I knew would follow; groaning again.
Then I lowered myself onto her; embracing her as I let my body take control and deliver into her whatever additional jets it had in store before causing me to shudder and jerk in a series of little mini climaxes as the final drops of cum were wrung from my balls.
We were both left panting on the bed; me on top of her, my hot breath steaming up her neck.
Amy started to laugh. A contagious giggle that built to a body heaving guffaw.
"Oh god Ned. That was so intense I thought I was going to die."
I felt her relax under me, her head pressing deeper into the pillow as her sudden silence was only broken by the sounds of her deeply taken breaths. In the depths of her body I imagined I could feel the last of her contractions pressing down on my still hard shaft.
I've always loved those moments just after great sex when passion turns to intimacy. I willed for my manhood to retain its firmness; bonding our bodies together as it bathed in the tactile delights of the depths of her sex. A minute, two minutes or more passed and still we remained joined by the rigidity of my manhood as oxytocin flooded our systems with a passion of love which replaced that of sexual need.
As Amy slowly stroked my back it was as if I could feel her pulling my very soul into her, making us one.
But even the best of things have to come to an end. With a will of its own, my shaft decided its job was done, softening and shrinking until it no longer plugged her sex and a handtowel was needed to catch the inevitable discharge.
I rolled off her to lie by her side, our hands joined between us.
Amy was right. We do need to organise dates more often.
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We were still lying naked side by side, hand in hand, when the doorbell rang. It startled both of us, if only because we hadn't even noticed the existence of such a thing on the hotel room door.
Amy leapt out of bed.
"I'll get it."
She quickly donned a pair of bikini pants sitting on the dresser and had only just thrown the loop of the upper tie of the top over her head when the ringer was followed up by a firm knock.
"Coming."
Amy was holding the lower tie of the top around her back, the tiny triangles of material precariously placed with one nipple half exposed, as she opened the door and stuck her head around. The voice was a thick, condescending French accent.
"Excuse me. I'm the duty manager. We've had a report of the scream of a woman in distress coming from this room."
Waving to me, Amy opened the door wide, forcing me to quickly cover my nakedness with the sheet pushed back to the foot of the bed, as she used both hands to try and complete tying the bow behind her back.
You could see the manager take a step inside to let him better scan the room for any sign of an issue.
"I'm sorry. That was me. I tend to scream when I'm startled. I won't do it again. You can check the room for problems if you'd need to, but you can see that I'm fine."
Amy confidently put her hand out and did a little dance in a circle, as if showing the absence of bodily damage.
"May I ask madam what startled her? Do you need me to summon housekeeping?"
Amy leaned into the manager and whispered something into his ear. Already discomforted by Amy's barely and imperfectly covered nakedness so intimately close to him, the manager's eyes widened and he flushed a bright red. Amy pulled her head back and flashed him a look of lip biting, apologetic innocence.
The manager look suspiciously at me, then turned to Amy, although his voice now was less condescending and just a little broken and uncertain...
"I'm sorry to bother you. I would be grateful though if you can avoid disturbing other guests."
With that he retreated from the room.
As Amy closed the door and turned back to me, she gave me the look of a naughty school girl sharing with her co-conspirator the fact that they'd just been caught at something but looked like getting away with it. A wide eyed, pursed lipped, screwed up nose face usually associated with an attempt to avoid laughing in the face of a close call.
"What did you tell him?"
"I told him I was startled by having the best orgasm of my life."
"Wwwwhat!"
She closed the distance to the bed, knelt on it straddling me and lowered herself onto me.
"Naughty, aren't I?"
"Brazen and affected by champagne is more like it. You can just imagine how he's going to share the story with his colleges when he gets back to the office."
I put my hands around her back and undid the recently tied bow on her bikini top, slipping it over her head.
"I think it's time for us to get some sleep."
"I thought you were undressing me for sex."
"I don't think I'm going to be up for that for a while. Pun intended."
I rolled Amy onto the bed next to me, pulled her pants down her legs and put them on the dresser with the top and covered her with the sheet that had protected my modesty. But Amy wasn't content to roll over and sleep alone. She cuddled up closely next to me; our bodies in full contact. It was comfortable enough for me because my lower arm rested in a pressure free space between her shoulder and her thick pillow. Hers was more uncomfortably located, but I figured when she cramped up she could make her own decision to reposition.
With that I passed off to sleep; drifting into semi-consciousness occasionally to find Amy still there and my night erection now pushing into her stomach. I don't know what time it was, but in the depth of the night I woke, or was woken, to find Amy with her hand around my erection, guiding it into her sex.
I always thought the concept of an insatiable woman was an entirely fictional male fantasy. Yet for the period of this date Amy was as close to that concept as I was ever likely to meet.
It went in easily; her warm, wet, velvety folds parting to embrace it and indicating she was already well aroused.
"Sorry. I didn't know if I should wake you up."
"Yea, I don't think I was going to sleep through it."
"I hope you don't mind."
"Amy, for you anything."
Still, I decided to let her do most of the work. Lying side by side, she started to rock back and forwards, sliding my shaft in and out of her body. I wasn't really sure how that would stimulate her, so I put my upper hand down between our bodies to let me get a couple of fingers on her clit while bringing my head down to suck a nipple. She must have appreciated it because she opened a better gap between our torsos to give my hand and head more room.
Amy must have been randy to start with, because within minutes I could hear and see her biting her lips in an only partly successful attempt to supress the groans that normally accompany her rising arousal. As she came, she tensed up, held me tightly against her and let out an enormous and very audible sigh. Still, that was better than screaming again.
Her own climax having run its course, she just squeezed me tightly inside her and rocked vigorously back and forwards until she induced my own release. A nice one too. Nowhere near as good as the go the animal one earlier, but pretty good just the same. One that still left me shuddering with little mini after-climaxes.
Then she just lay there. I remained hard for a while, but this time as I softened and shrunk out of her she stayed where she was, still cuddled against me, letting whatever discharge there was do what it will. Mind you, I had to wonder whether by this stage I had anything left to contribute to a discharge.
And that's how we fell asleep again.
It was late morning - at least by my standards - when I woke up. Amy was gone.
Ten minutes later she came back into the room, dressed stunningly in the tiny bikini top she'd embarrassed the duty manager with last night and her micro hot pants. Putting the security card on the table she approached the bed as she announced...
"I've organised it."
"What?"
"A late checkout for tomorrow. We don't have to leave until 2.30. I thought it would be nice to have somewhere to come back and get changed after lunch. Or at least that's what I told the clerk."
I raised my eyebrows...
"And you have other reasons? Anyway they'd told me the room was already rebooked."
"It was. But there are ways."
"What have you been up to?"
"There's this guy on duty of a morning who I knew was vulnerable to my charms. So I went down to ask him. I was about to tease my nipples up before I went into reception but noticed they have security cameras everywhere. So then I had to slip through to the ladies room to do it.
Anyway, I teased them up a fair bit, went over and hung my tits over the reception desk, put on my most nice girl voice and sweetest smile and told him how you were going to take a couple of us for a big lunch tomorrow at the hotel and it would really help if we could keep our room so we could change out of our good clothes after lunch.
And there you go. He had to change some things around a lot, but we got there. No extra charge either."
"So you used your sexuality to get what you wanted. What are the feminists going to think?"
"It's ironic. It would be funny if it wasn't pathetic. The feminists would say the same thing as my abusive former partner. Hide your sexuality. It's a demand by which they control you instead of giving you control. But that's their problem. I've come to realise it's one of a woman's most powerful tools, so why not use it."
"Do you use it on me?"
"What do you think? Look how you've grown a half boner just lying there looking at me as we've been talking. You're putty in my hands. Any complaints you want to make about it?"
"No, not really."
Amy striped off her hot pants and tossed them aside, revealing the bikini pants she was wearing underneath. She knelt on the bed straddling me. Lowering the gusset of her bikini pants onto my partial erection, she slid it up and down its length; the silky material quickly turning it long, hard and weeping pre-cum.
Pulling the gusset of her bikini pant aside, she lifted my erection up to the vertical and lowered herself onto it. It slipped easily into her warm, moist body.
"Just lie there old man. I'm going to use you for sex. That's OK is it?"
"And if it isn't?"
"Really, do you want to object?"
"No, just testing."
"Just as well. This whole date thing has done my brain in. I'm still as randy as hell, so I'm not finished with you yet."
She was grinning at me in her cheekiness; pleased as punch at the exercise of her recently discovered confidence and womanly powers; let alone control over me. It was very light-hearted and I didn't doubt a part of her confidence was her knowledge of my willing compliance; just the same, I was pleased to see it.
Holding the base of my erection, she leant back, playing the top half firmly against the g spot located shallowly inside her sex. With her nipples out of reach, and access to her clit blocked by her hand, I put my hands behind my head and lay back and just watched her; her stomach flat and taut, her mound swollen and her breasts bouncing gently while she raked my cock against the front wall of her vagina as her nipples slowly swelled and pushed out towering volcanic peaks in her bikini top.
Again she was biting her top lip, trying to supress her normal tendency to vocally express her arousal. She'd need it this time because g spot orgasms are the ones where she screams the loudest. Like during the night, she wasn't being entirely successful; but at least it kept it down to something that wouldn't be mistaken for an attempted homicide.
As her arousal grew, her technique changed. Instead of mini thrusts, she simply held the tip of my erection at a point inside her sex and rubbed it there. Really, really firmly rubbed it. It was OK for me because the way she was supporting it meant it wasn't in danger of being bent back. But I could really feel the pressure she was applying to that spot.
Initially, every few rubs, she would give my shaft a deep burying in her pussy, as if trying to lubricate up her action. But as she got closer to her climax, even that stopped. Instead she just tensed up; rubbing harder and harder.
Her lip biting converted her noises to a deep, supressed, back of the throat grunting. But even that conveyed this building tightness in her; as if the act of trying to stay quiet had locked down some sort of pressure valve.
To call having sex with Amy something where I could be dispassionate was a travesty. But lying back, as I was, letting her do the work, I at least had a dispassionate view of her reactions. And it gave me the impression of a volcano building up a head of steam and about to burst asunder. For a moment there flashed into my mind a highly erotic version of that scene from Monty Python's Mean of Life where a glutton explodes from overeating; perhaps something more like a balloon bursting when its skin can no longer take the stress of its contents.
It wasn't that Amy was expanding. Well, maybe apart from some delightfully swollen breasts. Just that every muscle in her body, and the skin covering it, seemed tensed and taut to the point it was going to rip apart.
This orgasm was going to be a monster. If she vocalised it, we were going to have the manager on our doorstep again.
Even her vagina was squeezing tightly down on the short bit of my shaft inside it. As her muscles tensed, she couldn't even get a smooth rub of her g spot any more; just something more like a spasm of her muscles delivering a jerk against it, however fast and firmly they were delivered to herself.
Then suddenly she took an enormous intake of breath, her hand let go of my shaft and she let it slide deep into her body as she threw herself down flat on me, burying her face into the pillow next to my head.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr...aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrr...aaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrr."
For as long as each breath would last the muffled cry continued, followed by a deep intake and another cry.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrr...aaaaaaaarrrr...Oh god Ned I'm going to die...aaaaaaaaaaahhhhhh".
Her vagina was tightening against my shaft, the waves of her powerful contractions pummelling it. Almost involuntarily I thrust my hips up, generating a withdrawal and thrust, but that just sent her into another round of crying...
"Aarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr"
But her reaction to that was to start moving up and down on me, playing the length of my now sensitive shaft inside her tight vagina. I could feel the silky bikini covering of her hard nipples slipping up and down my chest, even as her head remained firmly buried in the pillow next to me. But it seemed - or rather sounded - like every movement produced a climax of its own.
"Aaaarrrrrraaarrr." "Aaaaaaarrrrrraarrrrr." "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm."
Three of those and I erupted, automatically lifting my hips and thrusting tightly into her while my body feverishly pumped away to try and hose her cervix with whatever pathetic residue of my seed could still be found in my well drained balls.
I held both our hips up, suspended slightly off the bed, until my climax had passed, and then lowered them, wrapping my arms around Amy's still heaving body.
Her cries had become a sort of humming moan, but still they continued; gradually diminishing. I waited with my arms embracing her; unsure as to what else to do.
And then she started laughing; a manic, heaving, contagious laughter.
"Oh god Ned. That was like the best one ever. Did I really blurt out that I was going to die? Still, it just felt like it was going to explode my brain. What are you doing to me?"
"I think that's all coming from within you."
"Ah no. You don't get away with it that easily. God I love you. It just makes me want you. I just react to you so much. How do I come down off this high? Actually why would I even want to do that."
She brought her head over mine and smothered me in kisses until my eventually flaccid cock flopped back between my legs to be followed by droplets of my own cum. That seemed to be the signal for her to get off me. Wiping between her legs with the now much abused handtowel, she threw it to me as she returned the gusset of her bikini pants to their proper position.
"Time to get up Ned. Let's go to breakfast."
Amy pulled the hot pants, which she correctly sensed caused men around her to melt in some sort of combination of sexual frustration, inadequacy and a compulsive need to somehow please her, over her bikini bottoms. I was still easing myself out of the bed when she turned and demanded...
"Come on, I'm ready." Adding with a cheeky grin..."Your incessant sexual demands have left me staving."
Given the breakfast room was out by the pool, Amy's outfit was probably OK even for a fancy resort like this one; more so given the fetid air of the tropics. And even more so with her body. But I doubted anyone wanted to see a bare chested late middle age (who am I kidding - old) man at breakfast. I pulled on my speedos and covered them with a pair of shorts and a polo t shirt.
As we presented ourselves to the young Polynesian maitre d at her desk and announced our room number, I saw her take a second glance at Amy and then give me a good look up and down; grinning somewhat.
She called over a young local lad waiting on the tables...
"Raphael, would you please take Mr O Neill and Miss Stonehouse-Bryce from room 48 to table 16 please."
When they'd asked as I booked the room for the names of the guests I was faced with the dilemma of what names to give when each of Amy and Emily would have a night in the room. I'd unthinkingly given them both; which had now been attached to Amy as a hyphenated name. Goodness only knows how they were going to deal with Emily tomorrow morning!
But I thought it was rather unusual for her to give the waiter our room number. At first I figured, maybe it was a security thing, so they'd know who did a runner or something. That was until a light in his eye momentarily indicated a penny might have dropped somewhere in his consciousness and I suspected the manager from last night had told a story which had now spread through the staff network.
Whatever was the case, almost immediately he succumbed to the typical young male reaction to Amy. As he guided us to a table by the pool, Amy again leading me by the hand, he suffered from a combination of compulsive staring and extreme clumsiness; in this case accompanied by something of a growing bulge in his tane (lap lap). He somehow stuttered out an enquiry as to whether we wanted a buffet or al la carte breakfast and seemed almost disappointed when we replied we'd be looking after ourselves with the former.
No sooner had we come back to the table with our first course than a pair of becoming young Polynesian waitresses approached asking if we wanted any coffee or tea. I welcomed a cup of coffee, Amy the tea. I was struck by how friendly they were; lingering at the table, enquiring how we were enjoying our stay and when they found we were travelling on a yacht, engaging in a lengthy enquiry about our travel.
I was no less struck by their wrap pareo's. By the standards of what I seen, the ones these two were wearing were incredibly short; both of them displaying remarkably long and shapely legs emerging from them and one even displaying flashes of her panties as the wind lifted a flap of the wrap. They also hung incredibly low on their breasts; seemingly just at the point where, any lower and they'd fall off them. When the one serving me coffee bent over to pour it, I couldn't help but notice I got a look straight down her dress at her tidy, no so little and bra-less breasts; something that got me a kick under the table from Amy.
Eventually the maitre d came over and directed them to another table.
Innocently I said to Amy...
"I have to say, the staff here are very friendly."
Amy looked at me as if I was an idiot.
"Ned, they were flirting with you. Have a look at how their dresses have been hitched up and the wrap loosened so that it hangs off their breasts like it does. I don't want it going to your head, but that display was for you. Don't you get it; every female member of staff knows you're the best lay on the island. And every male knows I'm a screamer. The manager blabbed."
I blushed, causing Amy to grin. She reached her hand across the table and put it on my forearm.
"Just run with it Ned. Enjoy it like I do. Slap on the male charm and give them the ego boost of thinking they're in with half a chance. Mind you, I'm not going to let you out of my sight while we're here."
Let's just say the service we enjoyed for that breakfast was incredibly attentive. Both Amy's aroused young man and my comely ladies fluttered around the table seeing to our every need. Empty tea and coffee cups were instantly filled and used plates immediately removed; always with a friendly smile and a few words. The maitre d took her turn too; ensuring the others didn't linger too long while getting in her own little conversational snatches.
And Amy was right. It's fun being able to turn on the charm when you have no real sexual interest in them but they have enough in you that they are willing, even wanting, to bask in that charm; and maybe wanting a whole lot more, although in my deeper self I could never bring myself to believe that. Of course, 'no sexual interest in them' doesn't preclude a mere willingness to admire a shapely pair of legs or a nice pair of breasts when they're owned by a delightful young lady engaging you in conversation.



Given our late start and leisurely pace, it was 10.30 by the time we left the breakfast area. Emily was due to arrive in the RIB a bit before noon. I was almost scared to go back to the room. With Amy in her present mood, I wasn't sure we wouldn't end up back in bed. And while that of itself can never be a bad thing, what I really felt like was a nice sit down and a read of the international papers scattered around the foyer and poolside area of the hotel.
As we walked arm in arm away from breakfast, I tested out the idea on her. She stopped us, came around in front of me and gave me a faux stern mocking look.
"Don't you want one last fuck?"
My mind raced to deal with the question; especially since it left no easy escape. Was she serious or just teasing? Was I up to it anyway? Was I really going to say no to a fuck with Amy if that's what she really wanted? I'd never had this much sex before in my life. Twenty years ago it might have been a dream fantasy come true. Now I just wasn't sure; especially with my lingering guilt about the differences in our age.
"I'm not sure I'm up for it yet, if you know what I mean."
She looked me up and down; including a good study of the bulge already in my pants. Then looking at her watch, she offered me a deal.
"I'll tell you what, we can sit around the pool for a while as long as we're back in the room by 11.30."
With my arms on my hips, I grinned at her impertinence; and maybe at her optimism.
"OK, deal."
I stripped down to my swimmers and took up a nice armchair under an umbrella by the pool; finding myself a recent edition of the Financial Times. Amy slipped off her shorts and immersed herself in the pool; coming over the edge frequently to flirt with me in whatever way took her fancy.
After half an hour, she got out, dried herself thoroughly and lay down on a lounge she'd pulled up tightly against mine, sunning first her back and then rolling over face up. As she rolled face up, she slipped her arm across to my lounge, teasing with one finger the bulge in my swimwear. That, combined with the sight of her body laid out on the lounge next to me - which even a desire to read the paper couldn't stop me from being distracted by - got a reaction.
She felt it, subtle though it initially was. One finger became a more determined multi-finger fondling which caused the reaction to grow to enough prominence that I needed to hide it with the bottom edge of the paper I was reading.
"I guess you might be up for it Ned. We'll need to go back to the room soon."
"How do I stand up in my present state?'
She moved her hand down to my upper thigh.
"Put your t shirt on. That'll hide it."
She sat up, reached down to the ground and tossed my shirt onto the offending bulge. I put it on, pulling the front down as far as I could as I stood up to slip on my shorts. Carrying her shorts in one hand, Amy got up, took my hand in the other and started leading me back to the room. As we cleared the crowded pool area, she leaned against me; snuggling her head against my shoulder.
"I'm sorry if I've been a bit too pushy and demanding while we've been here Ned. This date thing really has done my head in. You've been incredibly good to me in the way you've indulged me."
I thought it was time I expressed the thought that had crossed my mind so often.
"Actually Amy, I'm incredibly proud of the way you've come to display such confidence in yourself. Not just the way you've used that to get more sex out of me, but generally. You've blossomed. You've learnt how to control your world. It's fantastic and a credit to yourself. And while I don't really want to bring everything back to appearance and sex, you're all the more attractive for it. It really suits you."
"Thanks Ned, but I've really got you to thank for that. You're the one who gave me that confidence."
I thought instead of deflecting her words by continuing to trade compliments with her, I'd let that slide. There was some truth to it, even if I really thought she'd got there largely on her own efforts. But sometimes saying less is more. A moment of silence passed.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"The reason I wanted to have you one last time was because, in a way, there's one aspect of the sex we've had that I still feel the need for and that we haven't really explored."
"What's that?"
"I suppose you might call it intimacy. I don't really want you to worry about touching up my clit or my g spot or nipples. I don't want you to think about giving me a climax at all. Nor do I want any acrobatics or pounding. I just want to have you in me while we really feel the heat of each other's bodies. Is that OK?"
I knew what she meant. We have shared moments like that in the past and I always thought they were special. Maybe they didn't result in the best orgasms, but they were some of the best memories. It was a good way to finish the date.
"Yes, I think I know what you want and I'd like that too."
As we came in the door and I put the security pass on the dresser, Amy pulled down my shorts; leaving my speedos on. A moment later she'd pulled the t shirt over my head and was pulling me towards the bed; climbing on it and then pulling me down on top of her.
I'd learnt with Amy that it was worth actually asking her what she wanted, even if it was a new experience for me to do so. For most of my past life I'd left myself guessing, however keen to please a woman I might have been. But this was one peculiarity of hers I could never be sure of what the answer was.
"Did you want this to be bikini on sex?"
"No, but we can finishing undressing each other in the heat of our foreplay."
That suited me. There was a certain excitement about getting to pull a bikini off Amy's body as my passions got up. Timing was the thing, but I generally just waited till she exposed me as a guide to what she wanted.
Amy wrapped me in her arms and instigated a deep and passionate kiss. While our lips were joined she started rubbing her body against mine as she squirmed about under me. I willingly imitated her; pushing one arm between the small of her back and the mattress to give me a better grip on her.
She slipped my right thigh between her legs, where I could feel it rubbing against her crotch as she wriggled about while she, in turn, rubbed my cock against the flesh of her hip. The feeling of her body against mine was electric. Very quickly there was a towering and very sensitive erection pushing up the material of my speedos, the whole length of which was now being rubbed on her hips.
It might not be intended to be about stimulating her nipples. But I'm a man. With my lips still connected to hers and one arm behind her back as I was writhing about on top of her, I had one free hand. Where I compulsively wanted that hand to be was on her breast. I cupped her still bikini covered breast, instinctively tweaking the nipple between the two fingers it pushed up between as I held it there.
My passion was certainly up; to the point that the way my speedos were being rubbed against my shaft was becoming a bit too stimulating.
I brought the hand behind her back up so I could pull the lower bow on her bikini top; enjoying the sensation of the previously tightly drawn top popping off her breast as I pulled the string loose. I separated our lips long enough to pull the bikini top over her head.
Amy took the hint and slipped her hand down inside my speedos to undo the drawstring; separating my cum weeping shaft from her hips long enough to let her peel the stretched material of my swimwear off the hard flesh of my shaft. Then she eased my pants onto my thighs were she dexterously lifted her leg up high enough to hook a toe under it and pull it off over my feet.
It was time. I wasn't going to pop a hip joint trying to imitate Amy. I started pulling at the waistband of her bikini, edging it down over her delightful bottom, until she took the hint and lifted her hips to let me drop it around her upper thigh. Then I separated my lips from hers long enough to let me bend down and slip the pants off the full length of her shapely legs.
Reluctant to waste the beautiful view I had of her mound and gloriously flat stomach as I extended my arm to her feet, I smothered the turn of her mound and her navel in kisses before doing the same to her nipples as I brought my head back up to hers.
Even before she had her tongue back in my mouth, Amy had wrapped my shaft in her hand and was guiding it into her sex. I gave a little sigh as my aroused manhood entered the warm embrace of her accepting body.
There were no acrobatics or efforts of great physical exertion in what followed. In a way we were pashing like a couple of innocent, fully dressed teenagers might; sort of dry humping each other without being too obvious about it. Our bodies moving against each other; revelling in the sensations of being so intimately close with a member of the opposite sex; the softness of her body, her womanly shape and the feminine aroma of her arousal.
The hand I had around her back pulled her lower torso in tightly against me; our navels kissing each other. Every time we writhed or squirmed against each other I felt the delightful sensation of her ever so suggestive breasts slipping across my chest.
But of course our arousal was brought to a whole new level by critical differences between us and the innocent teenagers. We were naked. It was Amy's delicate, perfect flesh brushing against my body, and we were joined in that most intimate manner of having my own sensitive flesh and blood immersed so deeply and delightfully inside the temple of her body.
And depth was what Amy seemed to desire. Her hands were on my butt, pulling me into her as if my penetration could somehow be made deeper even after my pubic bone was grinding against her mound. Maybe that was what was driving her so patently wild as she squirmed under me like a woman possessed. Maybe it was her clit she was grinding against me.
The nipple between my fingers had swollen to the point it was now the firm engorged flesh of her areola I could feel between them; the hard tower of the tightened nipple itself projecting above them. It beckoned me.
Escaping the embrace of my lips by hers, I kissed across her cheek, down her neck and craned my own to bring that glorious breast within my vision and to my lips. As my hand moved up to stroke her hair, my tongue flicked across the nipple, teasing its hardness, before taking it into my mouth and delighting in sucking upon its womanly uniqueness.
My eyes were turned in their sockets; entranced by the sight of her other breast - its nipple extended - wobbling and brushing against my chest as Amy's body still moved against mine.
Sucking her nipple seemed to bring her to a new height of arousal. She was moaning as she bucked under me. Now she had an arm around my neck, pinning my head against her breasts as the other hand pulled me against her mound. Her hips were thrust up; grinding ever more firmly and faster against me.
You could sense her suppress her usual exuberant cry as her body tightened, her hips lifted even higher and her body was overwhelmed by her orgasm. She held me in the air, her sex contracting against my hardened shaft, and the arm around my neck tightening its grip to the point of almost suffocating me, until the peak of its power passed.
She relaxed down onto the bunk, pulling my lips back against hers and thrusting her tongue into my mouth as she squirmed and writhed even more passionately. But amongst the seeming randomness of the movement of her body under me, there was one recurring action. Her sex had tightened its grip on me and her hips were being jerked back and forwards.
The amount of movement was constrained by my weight bearing down on her. It let my shaft move mere centimetres out of her before thrusting it back in. But it was unrelenting; her tightened sex constantly stimulating every nerve ending in the full length of my aroused manhood as it lay inside her.
I didn't want to come yet. The whole intimacy experience of this type of sex was too good to want to exchange for a mere orgasm. It was as if, for this magic moment, we had become one; a singular being consisting of our aroused merged selves. I'd had felt her orgasm as if it was mine. Even now I could feel another building with her. As far as my mere male brain could tell, a woman's orgasm seems to build passion - it certainly did Amy's - but a male one definitely drains it, and I wasn't ready yet for mine to be drained.
But Amy's action was unknowingly unsympathetic. Those tendrils of sensitivity were multiplying; filling up the surface of my whole shaft. I tried telling myself not to cum; that I'd blown so many loads in the last 24 hours that surely I could hold on longer. But it wasn't working. I tried unpleasant distracting thoughts; but being distracted from the shear eroticism of the experience was to miss the whole purpose of hanging on.
There comes a point when release is inevitable and something in your body automatically cuts in to make it the best one possible. Resigned to it, I gave Amy three hard and fast thrusts before the glorious sensation of my shaft pumping out my seed flooded my brain with pleasure. Then I groaned and shuddered on top of her until my body decided it had nothing more to give.
For once it was Amy who brought our interlude to a premature end. Glancing at the clock she exclaimed...
"It's noon. Emily will be here."
She rolled me off her and leapt out of bed; leaving my still rigid erection to flop against my stomach as it slipped out of her sex. By the time she'd finished putting her bikini on, I was still lying on my back on the bed; my hands under my head as I watched her.
Amy straddled me and lowered her body flat onto me; squashing the residue of my erection, in a not unpleasurable way, under her mound.
"Come on old man. Why aren't you in a hurry?"
"That clock's 10 minutes fast. Anyhow Emily's not going to blow a fuse if we're a few minutes late while I enjoy watching you get dressed."
With the pressure of the momentary time panic suddenly off her, Amy seemed to just melt on me; going coy and serious.
"You know Ned, the hardest part of handing you over to Emily for the next 24 hours isn't knowing that you'll be banging away at her like you have at me. It's just that you won't be near me. I'm going to miss you terribly. We've never been separated for that long before."
"The time will go quickly. Look how quickly our time together has passed. But, let me assure you that the sense of absence will be mutual."
Amy lifted herself off me.
"Well, we'd better go and surrender you to her."
Amy put her shorts on over her bikini bottom and packed the rest of her gear in her back pack while I got dressed. As we walked hand in hand to the resort jetty, we could see Emily steering the RIB between the lines of bungalows towards it.
By the time we'd got there, Emily had secured a line to the jetty but, with the RIB dancing about in the chop against a pier not really designed for anything that small, hadn't yet climbed out of the boat. We arrived just in time to offer her a steading hand.
It looked like it had been a choppy trip. As we had for our initial trip, Emily had donned one of the boat's high waisted oceanic wet weather pants; although with her tall slender modelesque figure, it only came up to the bottom of her rib cage, held there by the shoulder braces that supported it. Normally that would be more than enough protection against the slop that comes aboard the low freeboard RIB in the sort of light chop you'd expect in the lagoon.
But from the neck down she was dripping wet and although her long blonde hair was reasonably dry, it was now very windblown.
Her first action as we leant in to greet her was to hold up a hand.
"Just a sec."
She then started to strip herself out of the dripping wet pants. But even as I'd helped her out of the RIB, my eyes couldn't help but be drawn first of all to the top she was wearing.
It was a very pale blue, loose fitting, crop top with a deeply curved sweetheart neckline. Soaking wet and plastered transparently to her breasts with nothing underneath, it left little - no, make that nothing - to the imagination. The bare flesh of both the top and bottom of her breasts was exposed; the top down the front of the neckline and the bottom as an underboob under the bottom edge of the very short garment. But that mattered little because everything else could be seen through the top anyway; from the tan line imprint of her normal bikini top to the colour of her projecting nipples.
She instinctively pulled the material away from her skin, which reduced the area of transparency a little; but only a little. As she let it go, most of it reattached itself with the same result.
As she peeled the pants down her leg, it revealed she was wearing her white mini A line skirt; the one she'd worn her first day on the yacht. I'd never forgotten how stunning she'd looked that day in it; especially as several gusts of wind had revealed she was wearing a delicate lace thong underneath.
Between the bottom of the crop top and the top of her low slung mini skirt was a tower of slim, finely sculptured alabaster skinned midriff.
As she lifted her leg to step out of the wet weather pants I got a delightful glimpse of the gusset of that same lace thong; not to mention what lay in plain sight underneath its fragile lace material.
Finally, freed from the wet pants, she grinned at us...
"It was like a millpond where the yacht was anchored. But by the time I'd turned the corner to come down the west coast the wind had come up and there was a fair bit of fetch to let a chop develop."
Grinning a bit more widely as she held her arms out, she added...
"I might still be a bit damp for an enthuastic greeting."
Damp or not, I pulled her in for a full body hug, letting her wet top imprint on my shirt, before finishing with a kiss on her lips. Amy followed with a hug of her own before putting her mouth to Emily's ear and whispering in a voice I was clearly not intended to have heard...
"Oh god it was great. I rooted the cock off him. I hope I haven't worn him out for you. Go get him girl."
I watched Emily's eyes popped as she heard the words before her face turned to the now familiar grin.
After giving me a goodbye kiss, Amy tossed her backpack into the RIB and started to follow it; still dressed only in her bikini top and shorts. I couldn't help asking...
"Don't you want to put the pants on?"
"I'm dressed to get wet anyway and I'll be going with the worst of the chop. I'll just chuck the pants over my backpack as a cover for it."
Emily and I watched as she motored back out into the lagoon and disappeared around the corner.
"OK Emily, will we drop your backpack in the room and give you a chance to get changed before we go to lunch?"
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As we dropped Emily's bag back to the room I asked her whether she wanted to change. She pulled at the lower hem of the soaking wet, completely transparent crop top. It certainly had created a lot of attention from passing males as we'd come back to the room; something Emily seemed quite blazie about.
"No, this is what I always intended to wear to lunch. I don't really have anything else suitable. Silly aren't I for wearing it on the boat, but I thought we might end up going straight to lunch. I suppose I can try and dry it better if we have a few minutes."
She slipped it off in front of me and went into the bathroom, where I could hear her using the hair dryer on it. It wasn't long before she came back out, her hands in the air and her breasts exposed, as she pulled the flimsy garment over her head.
"This will have to do. Let's go to lunch, I'm starving."
It was only marginally better semi dry than completely wet. Now its inherently loose fit was more apparent. It sort of gave the impression her breasts could fall out either the top or the bottom at any moment and just dared you to try for a down blouse peek. Had she had anything larger than the tidy perky b cup breasts she had, you would have half expected her nipples to sag under the lower hem. As it was, the way her breasts bounced inside the top was quite provocative. And because it wasn't completely dry, her nipples stilled showed through fairly obviously.
Still, she knew what she had on and how it looked. The show was largely for my benefit, but if she was comfortable being seen in public with it, I wasn't complaining. At least by the time we got to the lunch room the heat of the day had nearly finished the drying process.
The maître d was the same as the one at breakfast, so you can imagine her reaction when I turned up with Emily.
After being shown to our table, I started our lunch conversation with what I thought was a fairly innocuous question.
"How are things on the yacht?"
"The boat's fine, but I had an interesting conversation with Tash. She asked whether you'd mind if Amy and I slept with you all the time and she just asked you for sex when she wanted it. I told her I was sure you would both agree to that, so that's how it will be from now on.
But we got to talking and a lot more came out than that. She sort of starts from the proposition she has quite a strong sex drive that she has trouble fulfilling. Her basically problem is that she can't find guys her age who meet her needs and while she thinks you're a great lover, she's got a hang up about the age difference."
"I can understand that."
"Well actually Ned, it's not as bad as it sounds. She actually thinks you're a bit of a spunk, so it not a lack of physical attraction. And she really desires your ability as a lover compared to the guys her own age she's had. It's just a hang up about sleeping with someone her father's age.
Sometimes she can decide to put that aside in the interests of getting a good root. But other times what she really wants is to be able to feel, or at least role play, that it's not her fault she fallen into bed with you; that she's either an innocent who's been seduced or been forced. The swimming coach she had a crush on was no spring chicken either and it's clear from our conversation, as much as from the time she had you rip her swimwear apart, that she's had a massive fantasy about being forced into sex with him."
"I don't know I can ever be comfortable with even pretending that I'm forcing her into sex. It just seems so wrong. Even that time I role played the coach seducing her I had some reservations. It was cutting along the edge of my comfort zone. But it was such a corny role play it seemed harmless enough."
"Maybe. I don't know how many more of those old one piece racing costumes she's got, but if she has her way you'll be ripping them apart one by one. She sort of intimated that any time you see her wearing one, what she'd really like is for you to lock her in a room and just take her; maybe sometimes tying her up while you do it."
"Wooo. This is getting even more complicated. Now she wants bondage too? Once or twice I've been asked to tie someone up to have sex with them, but here it sounds as though she wants me to force her into a room, bind her and then basically pretend to rape her. That's starting to turn a corny role play into something a bit more serious. But actually, it now sounds as though she wanted you to have this conversation with me and drip feed me all these things."
"In the end, that's what she asked. It's funny. She's so much a person who takes control in every other circumstance, but for this she just didn't know how to start the conversation. And on the bondage, I love you for the fact you're the sort of guy who wouldn't hurt women, but think you're taking it a bit too seriously. Gee, even I could find that an interesting game to play occasionally. Think of it as doing her a favour by spicing it up for her."
"I couldn't really act on this without having more of a conversation with her directly. Is that going to be OK?"
"My reading is yes. In a way I think her purpose was to get all the awkward and embarrassing revelations out of the way indirectly so you can just get to the point and propose some arrangement or agreement with her."
"What I still don't entirely get is why it works for her to take the step of intentionally putting on something that tells me to lock her in a room and take her, but asking for sex and surrendering to the moment doesn't."
"People are complex. We all fool ourselves in different ways. That's just her way of fooling herself. And I think the crush she had on her coach multiplies the effect for her, which is why the racing swimwear becomes the trigger."
"Even when I think about the way she so confidently flirted me when we were interviewing her for the crew position, it just doesn't seem like the same person."
"Ah Ned. I thought you'd understand women better than that. It's easy to flirt. You don't have to be a prick tease to get a bit of a lift from using your sexuality to have a guy wrapped around your little finger; whatever his age. Tash has got the confidence and the body to have done that all her life without even thinking about it. Actually unwrapping the kimono and having the guy come inside is a whole different level of experience and as much as she might like sex, that's when you really have to confront your hurdles."
"Yea, but then she basically seduced me the minute you two were off the boat."
"I suspect she'd built up a bit of momentum and probably justified it by telling herself that's what Issie told her to do. In a way, that's probably why she acted so promptly."
"What about the whole pussy stack thing she instigated?"
"My guess is it was a case of safety in numbers - or something like that. I suspect you'll see more of that approach. It's sort of a 'look how naughty a girl I am' action that lets her divorce herself from the intimacy of sex with someone older. Or that's how I'd read it anyway."
"It's still going to be a hard conversation to have on a crowded yacht."
"I told her I'd suggest you'd take her off in the RIB to finish the talk."
Even though the discussion hadn't been about Emily at all, it left me remembering exactly why I was so in love with her. Apart from the fact she's stunningly attractive, she's just so mature. The tone (if not the subject) of the whole conversation felt like one I would have had with my late wife about our kids instead of a talk about someone her own age.
It's all part of this aura she seems surrounded by; one that makes you feel you're already in intimate contact with her while you're still standing a foot away.
I know the girls look up to her like a mother; even Amy who's four years older than her, so it's not just me.
It also means I feel guilt free about our relationship, even if I can't really work out why she'd love me in return, let alone want sex with me.
With Amy the situation we've fallen into is understandable. Having come from an abusive situation to have someone who is kind to you and actually looks out for and supports you, let alone gives you good sex, could be compelling. But of course, that very explanation raises for me the question of whether I'm taking advantage of her. She say's she's not damaged and knows what she's doing, but, for all her new found confidence, if an independent person stood back and looked at the situation they'd, at the very least, have some doubts.
With Emily, she's totally in control. Quietly and without fuss or even making it obvious. But in control just the same.
All this time we'd been holding hands across the table as we waited for the lunch to come. As the waiter brought our food I could see him try and position himself to get a down blouse on Emily. She knew it too but had the grace to look up and give him a smile and a thankyou; instead of scowling at him. Personally I couldn't blame him. It was almost impossible not to be distracted by her top and the possibilities of exposure it offered.
For some reason, it reminded me to raise with her my intention to take her shopping after lunch.
"I don't think Amy got a chance to tell you as you swapped over, but I took her to the resort store to buy one of those dresses you were admiring when we were here with Liddy. I thought you might like to do the same after lunch; something nice to wear to dinner tonight."
Emily's eyes lit up.
"That's so sweet Ned. You didn't have to do it but hey, there's a dress in there I'd die for. Of course it means I could have worn the dress I was planning to wear to dinner to lunch instead."
She leant in and gave me a kiss on the cheek and a look down the front of her top at the same time. Sitting back up, she added...
"That meant I didn't have to wear this after it got wet after all."
She stuck her chest out and shook her breasts from side to side and up and down, causing them to wobble in the loose fitting top; the briefness of the top being highlighted by the fact her left nipple showed a moment of half exposure at the end of each swing. I hadn't really seen this top before, but clearly somewhere along the line she'd added it to her 'fuck me' collection. And it was certainly having its intended effect.
I suddenly remembered to add...
"There's one other thing about taking you shopping I found when I took Amy. It's sort of your standard sugar daddy move and I'd understand if that was a bit embarrassing for you. I don't mind if you'd prefer to play a less intimate relationship while we're in the shop."
"I don't care what they think Ned and I certainly have no desire to disown you just because of the sensitivities of a check-out chick. But if you're embarrassed then that's OK."
"No, I'm good with it if you are."
When lunch finished an hour later, we found ourselves wandering into the resort shop nearby; Emily making a point of having an arm around my waist as we entered. The assistant was the same one as Amy and I had yesterday; no doubt causing an addition to the trail of scandal we were leaving around the resort.
Emily made a beeline for a rack to the side Amy hadn't really bothered exploring yesterday, pulling out a long red dress in a lightweight satin material.
"This is the one."
A few minutes later she emerged out of the change room a picture of leg crossing, seductive beauty. I was sure it was a rip off of something I'd seen in those red carpet reviews and this one, as much as Amy's, probably got the lead picture. Indeed, the theme of the whole shop seemed to be red carpet imitations toned down to a more tropical look - lighter materials and softer less fussy cuts. Which was probably why it attracted the girls in the first place.
A string strapped backless halter neck led down to some triangles that started just at the top of her breast. On the cleavage line, the triangles crossed over about three inches below the bottom of her breast where the material formed itself into a fitted wide belt structure that circled the garment low on her waist to hold up the long skirt below it and pulled the waistline in, to accentuate her figure, while the weight of the long skirt pulled the material tightly against her flat stomach. The outside of the triangles met the belt along the side centreline of her body. So like Amy's the result was leave a generous display of cleavage and sideboob and more than a peek of underboob trailing in its wake.
The flowing skirt itself just brushed the top of her ankles, making it practical for her to wear with flat sandals
She spun around, showing it off to me. As she came to rest facing me again, she thrust her left leg forward, suddenly revealing the skirt was split to the level of her navel just outside the line of her thigh. The left side of the skirt fell away around her back while the right draped tightly into her crotch revealing not just the whole of her left thigh and her lower stomach above it, but a teasing strip of the left side of her mound. It also revealed she had no panties on; the bikini tan line up her mound and across her hips being clearly visible.
"What do you think? Sexy ah?"
I was a bit dumbfounded; my eyes pooping out as my brain tried to say the right thing.
"It's absolutely stunning, especially on you. But are you going to be comfortable wearing it?"
She looked at me teasingly.
"What's wrong? Is the back too low?"
I gave her an amused, but I'm not playing this game, look back.
"Ok, it does have some coward buttons."
She bent down and pushed together some invisible press studs which closed the overlapping material of the split as far down as the top of her thigh; at least making it something you could wear panties with.
"But I'm not going to promise they'll be closed when I'm out with you."
"Is that the one you'd like, or do you want to try on others?"
"I'll probably get this one but I try some others too."
She spent a happy three quarters of an hour trawling the shop, but the first dress remained the favourite and the one she bought. As we dropped it back to the room, I asked her whether she'd like to change into swimwear for a swim.
She looked at me with an exaggerated contemplative stare. Reaching out, she slipped her hand over my belt and pulled me into her; undoing the buckle of the belt.
"Well Ned, maybe not just yet. The top I'm wearing has done its job. You've had a mongrel in your pants for the last two hours and while I was trying on some of those dresses earlier I thought you'd blow a load in the shop. So maybe it's time to free the mongrel for some exercise. Anyway, I've got a little surprise for you under my skirt; so you don't really wanting me putting on a bikini yet, do you?"
By the time she'd said that, my shorts had been unbuttoned and unzipped and she'd let them drop to the floor and then straightened up my erection so it stood bolt upright, stretching the material of my swimmers well over the waistband.
Before I could even answer, she pulled my T shirt over my head; wrapping her arms around me to bring our bodies together as she brushed her cheek against mine.
"You know Ned. It was only a day, but I've missed you terribly. There was rarely a moment I wasn't thinking about you; thinking about what I was going to do with you when I got you back."
She let her cheek slide back against mine until our lips were together, then slipped her tongue into my mouth; pashing me with the intensity of the movement of her body against mine as much as the depth of her tongue in my mouth. It seemed like every square millimetre of the front of my body was being stimulated by its movement against hers; my stomach as it brushed against the smooth perfection of her exposed midriff, my chest as she slipped her breasts across it, threatening to dislodge them from their flimsy covering, my thighs as they rubbed up and down against hers, but far from least of all, my now rampant shaft as she ground its full length against the lower part of her torso and she angled her mound in to excite herself against it.
Instinctively I brought a hand up to slip under her crop top and cup her breast, teasing the nipple up to a rock hardness until my passion drove me to break the hold she had on me long enough to pull the top over her head and expose the naked flesh of her breasts to the press of my chest.
I fumbled to inch the waistband of her mini skirt down onto her thigh until I could give it a last push to the floor, even as she undid the drawstring of my swimmers, exposed my manhood and confined my swimmers to the same fate as her skirt.
She started to back herself up to the bed, pulling me with her, until she felt the push of it into the back of her knees. Then she simply let herself fall backwards on it; shuffling up until she was completely supported by it before spreadeagling herself out, looking up at me as I still stood over her.
The only stitch of clothing that remained between the two of us was that lace thong. The narrow triangle of its delicate material sat teasingly on her mound. With her legs spread invitingly wide, the triangle tapered into a thin gusset which was now pushed deeply into her aroused crease, the already wet material inadequate to the task of hiding either her swollen clit or the dark hole of her already teasingly open sex.
"I hope you like it. I don't think you've taken me before in this."
I think she was right. Life aboard the boat tends to be lived in swimwear. But, in what I realised later was a rather boring 'I just trying to do the right thing here' voice, I asked...
"Do you want it off or on?"
"Do what you want. It's only intended as a tease for you."
Emily brought her hands in, slipped them under the small of her back and lifted her hips slightly off the bed. Then as she angled her crotch more up towards me, she rocked it seductively from side to side.
"It's offered as is where is. But if you want to do renovations before you occupy it, that's up to you. I don't share Amy's obsession with an equivalent of bikini sex."
She finished by jerking her hips incredibly seductively up and down a couple of times. I couldn't help it. I let my cock surge momentarily; the tall naked edifice of its hardened flesh swelled as it pushed out from where it had been touching my stomach.
"Oh Ned, I think the tenant's rather keen to move in."
It took every ounce of self-control I had not to do a superman leap onto her and just pound her into the bed. Maybe that's what she wanted. Instead I knelt between her outstretched legs, bending down to flick my tongue against her swollen bud. Emily's got a clit unlike any other of the few I've had cause to play with; delightfully bigger and all the more sensitive because of it. More like a clit a guy would think a clit should be designed like.
Emily's not a screamer like Amy. Indeed, after having had to engage for far too long in self-pleasuring on another yacht completely lacking privacy, she came aboard perfectly able to have a soundless orgasm. She's unbuttoned enough now to let out a quiet moan or hum, but we weren't going to have the manager knocking at the door.
And she was already moaning along; all the more so when I took her bud between my lips to suck and pull gently at it while extending a hand to play with her nipple. She still has the art of soundless squirming in pleasure and my efforts were rewarded with a good display of that too. Not anything that made it hard to stay in contact with her, but enough to give pretty good feedback.
Nothing attested as to how genuine her words about missing me were as the speed with which she came to that first climax.
She started to pull me over her, but those panties were far too delicate to be subjected to what might follow. I resisted long enough to pull at them; giving her the hint to lift her butt so I could pull them down onto her thighs and then bring her legs together long enough to let me finish the job.



I could then take my time kissing up the length of her delightful torso - that lovely navel and those glorious breasts - before my lips found hers again. As they did, her hand guided my now anxious manhood into the warm, welcoming embrace of her sex. As our bodies joined completely as one, with my erection penetrated deep into her most intimate space, I felt her roll me onto my side; surrendered to her wish and then let her roll on top of me where I wrapped my hands around her all too cute butt.
Emily's wondrous long, blonde hair draped down to either side of my head, closing my field of vision to the beauty of her face. I felt her bring her legs together, tightening herself around my shaft. Then as she stroked my hair and smothered my cheeks and lips with kisses, she lifted her hips up and down; each time withdrawing my shaft about a third of the way before thrusting it in back in to full penetration.
One of the beauties of making love to Emily is how perfectly my pubis and the base of my shaft meld with her mound. It's as if they are to two adjoining pieces of a jigsaw puzzle; on full penetration fitting together in complete, intimate, all touching magnificence. Her clit is large enough and well enough placed that it's stimulated by most thrusting actions, only the slightest angling letting it rake against my shaft as it moves and then kiss my pubis on deep penetration.
Starting slowly, Emily was soon going at me like a mad woman; a quiet little grunt signifying every thrust as her nipples slipped across my chest in time with them. That grunt soon became an equally quiet staccato 'ooooh' letting me know she was quickly stimulating herself to another orgasm.
"ooooh...ooooh...ooooh...ooooh...ooooh...ooooh..."
She was squeezing me tightly; the upper surface of my shaft being raked provocatively against her tightened pubic floor muscle. But even with that, I was sure I could feel her swollen bud stroking gently along its length with every movement. The mere mental picture of that was driving me to a higher state of excitement.
I knew she was close to coming when she brought her elbows under her and raised her head and upper chest up. Her state of arousal now was palpable; every jerk of her body being matched by a wobble of her breasts held right in my field of vision.
I could feel my balls starting to boil up; or maybe just fruitlessly searching for some seed to deliver after they had been completely drained by Amy. Either way, I knew I didn't have long to go. I deliberately let out a little 'aahh' every time she pumped me; signalling to her she needed to get a move along.
She took the hint, but that just intensified her movement; bringing forward the moment of my own release in the process.
I was only just managing to desperately hold on when she tensed up and slowed her movements to a series of slow hard jerks. She was quivering as she did it; a sure sign for Emily that she's about to come. One jerk, a second and then a third.
That was it, I couldn't hold it any longer. I threw my head back deeply into the bed, thrust my hips up and let out an almighty groan as I felt my seed being pumped into her body. That pushed Emily over the edge too; the tension suddenly dissolving into a fast pumping action that was just as quickly followed by her collapsing down on top of me.
We both lay there panting until Emily broke the silence.
"I so needed that Ned. If you still want to go for a swim, I'm up for it. Actually a cocktail at the pool bar might be OK too."
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[It's been pointed out to me a continuity error has snuck in while I took a break from writing on a holiday. Ellen has started to be called Emily.
I apologise.
In this chapter I have reverted to her proper name; Ellen.]
*****
Lifting herself up on to all fours, Ellen eased her naked body off me, letting my still semi rigid manhood flop stickily onto my stomach.
She beamed me a cheeky grin; clearly amused by what she was saying...
"You did well Ned. I was scared Amy was going to leave you for me with a worn out, shrivelled up cock. Still, we'd better make sure we keep that testosterone count up.""
Crossing to where her backpack had been thrown randomly onto the floor, she bent double at her hips to ferret in it for her bikini. I had little doubt she was putting on a display for me. She'd positioned her butt square on to me, legs just far enough apart that the whole of her butt and crease was visible. At any other time, the more normal approach probably would have been to bend at the knees; or even just pick the bag up and put it on a seat.
Her intended cheekiness was confirmed when she took a moment to look back between her legs at me staring at her, and give me a wink. It was pointless me trying to suddenly innocently look away. I was meant to be staring and she knew I was. It was all part of their way of helping me keep my end up; well, of keeping something up.
I had to admire her confidence. I'm twice her age and still wouldn't have the confidence to display my butt like that; partly because I don't think anyone would find it that attractive, partly just general insecurity.
She found her pants, stood up to slip them on, then bent double again looking for her top. Frankly the view with the pants on was no less provocative than that without; maybe more so because of the tease factor. It was an all too familiar one of her 'fuck me' bikinis.
The pants were string sided with a low waist and a high cut leg. They had a scrunchy drawn seam through the centre butt line. The seam pulled the material into her butt fold and tightly against her cheeks, while also arching down the centre of the waistband until it just showed the start of her bum crack.
The effect was to look something like a mauve, delicately curved winged butterfly had nestled into her bum crack and spread its wings to only partly cover the flawless skin of her cheeks. Bent as deeply as she was, the bulge of her mound completed the picture by forming a delightful tail to the butterfly.
She stood up and turned towards me as she tied on the equally provocatively small top; displaying her breasts as she played around arranging the top into its proper position.
Ellen came back to the end of the bed and offered me a hand to help me get up. I took it and let her pull me first into a sitting position, and then right off the bed. But because she didn't take a step back as I stood up, the result was to bring me into full body contact with her; my feet between hers and my still half mongrel manhood brushing firmly against the gusset of her bikini as I tried to find my balance and not fall back onto the bed. It was only for a moment, but even in that moment, even after all the efforts of Amy and Ellen to drain my balls, there was still something electric about the contact; even a sense that my cock wanted to swell in response, although its real chance of doing that so soon after we'd finished was negligible.
Ellen bent double again as she picked up my swimmers and threw them back at me from between her legs.
"There you go Ned. We'll need those if we're going to go swimming."
The next few hours were spent blissfully loitering around the pool bar area. Ellen had a somewhat different approach than that of Amy.
With Amy I felt like she would have been quite happy to have spent the whole time just having sex. If we weren't in our room, every interaction between us just seemed to be foreplay prior to me being dragged back there for another romp. And that's if I was lucky. It always seemed equally as plausible that she'd just take me wherever we happened to be and however public it was. And if we were in our room, we almost inevitably were in the bed.
With Ellen I thought I could relax more. There was no doubt she had a sex budget she was seeking to fulfil, but she started by being more strategic and measured about it. She'd taken to heart Issie's mantra about building up my testosterone count. In any other context it might have been called blatant prick teasing. In our context, she was simply making a deposit for whatever she had planned later in the day.
Both visually and physically she played with me. If we were both in the pool, then it was almost certainly the case I had an underwater boner because of the way she'd be cavorting with me. Not in Amy's wrap me in her arms and grind her crotch against me way. No, Ellen was far more subtle and playful than that.
When she was near me, her hands had a way of sneaking in and repeatedly fondling or brushing my manhood for just long enough to sustain my hardness, while maintaining an above water demeanor that was all innocence. Mind you, so somehow manoeuvred herself to ensure she got a fair touching up from me in the process.
A poolside observer - and with Ellen's beauty and our age difference, there was no shortage of those - might well have guessed we were in an intimate relationship. But, even with the crystal clear waters of the pool, they would have needed quick and perceptive eyes to pick up just how deliberate and frequent her intimate contact was.
But Ellen's more powerful tool wasn't touch. She and Amy have both weaponised their sexuality. They well understand the power of a wet clingy bikini to turn a strategically placed display of their butt, mons or breasts into a weapon of mass arousal. And whether Ellen knows it or not, the way her wet bikini bottoms always show, in the most subtle and innocent way, the line of her crease, is the most cock hardening of all. Not for her anything as crude as a blatant camel toe. Oh, no! Just a suggestive dimpled line which broadens with her arousal until a close observer gets the benefit of the piece de resistance; the little bulge of her swollen bud projecting out of the line of the crease.
Instant hardness!
Headstands underwater with her emerged crotch right in my face, floating in my arms with her breasts and mons thrust out of the water and a myriad other displays might look innocent enough from a distance, but they all had a cumulative effect.
My constant concern was that the boner itself would be easily visible through the water. Racing briefs don't hide anything in that area and not for the first time I wondered if I shouldn't get more in the habit of wearing boardies when with the girls in public areas. When I was not actually using the safety of a face down swimming stroke to protect my modesty I was constantly having to use Ellen's body to hide behind or turn my back on potential observers or just pretend to be resting facing onto the side of the pool.
Even when swimming, the prospect of a goggle wearing lap swimmer coming past the other way was a constant concern.
Eventually I found refuge just sitting at the wet bar of the pool with Ellen alongside me.
The cocktails at the pool wet bar went down easily - certainly more easily than the hardness of my manhood wrapped as it often was in the fingers of Elle's hand in my thigh. And the fact that she'd pulled my hand across to finger her pussy as we sat there wasn't helping either.
The cocktails were a relative novelty to Ellen, and a second followed the first, and then a leisurely third. Without anything but a few nuts to dilute its effect, Ellen became progressively more playful, giggly and overtly sexual; twice my hand being pulled away from her crotch when I suspected she was on the verge of coming, only to be placed back there a few minutes later.
I thought I needed to slow things down. If she wanted to drag me back to the room she could, but even in the tropics, sitting in a pool for too long can leave you chilled and Ellen probably had reached a sensible limit on the cocktails. I suggested we find ourselves a lounge in the sun.
Her ready acceptance of the idea left me with the problem of getting out of the pool with a boner. I could have just waited for it to go down; but that assumed Ellen in her present state would let it. Instead I had her pass me a towel; which she eventually did only after a lot of teasing which almost certainly declared to anyone watching the reason for the need for the towel. After a quick look to see no one was actually staring, I conveniently used it to dry my front as I exited the pool; quickly grabbing ahead of Ellen, in a very ungentlemanly manner, the laid flat one of our pair of adjoining sun lounges, so at least I could lie down on my stomach.
Of course lying on top of a boner on the relatively hard plastic of a resort lounge isn't the most comfortable thing to do. And with Ellen bringing her hand across and resting it idly on my butt while just occasionally letting her fingers drift down between my legs and finger the back of my balls, waiting for it to go down wasn't working either.
It eventually settled to a half mongrel; enough that I would risk turning over and sitting up with my legs raised onto the seat and my knees held firmly together. I had to look back to my teenage years to remember a time when I had so much trouble avoiding the public display of an erection.
And Ellen still wasn't making it any easier.
By now she'd laid her chair flat and was lying face up on it with her legs spread as wide as the lounge would permit; very much sunning her pussy. Try as I might to focus on the Financial Times paper I'd hunted out for myself, and was partly reading to have something to hide the bulge in my swimwear, the sight of Ellen was a total distraction.
The small triangles of her bikini top left a generous amount of cleavage flesh which exaggerated the size of her breasts and drew the eye up to the place where her tightened nipples pushed out the unlined material struggling to cover them. From there the eye was drawn down the length of her flat stomach to where it disappeared under the waistband of her bikini pants. Or rather only half disappeared, given her bikini bridge actually let me peak down the side of her mons almost as far as the leg hem.
But the thing that was really doing my head in and enlarging my cock was the sight of the crotch of her bikini pants. Even from the angle I was looking - or maybe because of it, since the turn of her mons made it really obvious - I could see that the dimple that usually ran through it, and delineated her crease, had become two distinct and more obvious dimples separated by a hollow.
That and the nipples told me she was aroused. Significantly aroused, if past viewings were anything to go by. And just around the turn of her mons and therefore teasingly out of my sight, there'd be a slight bulge in that hollow where her swollen bud was pushing against it.
Even as a male, I have to acknowledge we're strange, visually obsessed, creatures. Just a few hours ago I'd sucked and fucked everything hidden by that bikini that it was appropriate to do so. I'd seen it all uncovered and could take her by the hand and lead her to where I could uncover it again. And yet the tease factor of that 'fuck me' bikini she was wearing had me with a raging bulge in my swimwear which, if you'll excuse the expression, I wasn't really in any hurry to fuck into submission.
The visual alone was flooding my body with pleasure in just being able to uninhabitably stare at it. I don't know if it's testosterone, but certainly something was being built up inside me. Something that was replenishing whatever had been drained by Amy's demands over the last 24 hours. The slightly embarrassing thing was Ellen knew this. She and the others perfectly understood the way the male mind works - or mine anyway, if others don't want to be joined in my admission - and was playing me for it.
And Ellen wasn't helping things at all by having her hand over on my thigh, touching up the side of my cock whenever she felt it going too soft. Nor by having dragged my hand over onto her lower stomach where, she knew I knew, I could drive her crazy just by tracing my finger up and down between her navel and the top of her bikini. And whenever my hand was too still for too long, hers would give it a push along to keep tracing.
Perhaps things reached a new height of cheekiness when I noticed Ellen surreptitiously look both ways and across the pool to see who was watching, then capture the finger stroking her stomach in her hand. From there she guided the tip of the finger into her crutch. With a "Feel that!", she touched it on the point where her swollen clit was bulging out the gusset of her bikini. She jiggled it a little bit, squirming at the self-induced pleasure.
"See what you do to me."
She pulled my hand up, kissed it and put it on the chair beside her as she rolled over onto her stomach before awkwardly guiding it with a twisted arm onto her back, in a way that suggested I might slip a finger or two under the back waistband of her pants.
But if the back view was meant to be less arousing than the front one, it wasn't working. The way her cascade of blonde hair morphed into a tall, slender, naked back and then into a butt into which her bikini pants were fully moulded, somehow just screamed out 'fuck me' in a way she fully intended.
What surprised me though was that I wasn't the only one succumbing to the moment. She'd only being lying there a few minutes when she slid her head across onto my chest and looked up at me coyly...
"I wanted to wait until after dinner. But I can't stand it Ned. Can we go back to the room?"
"Do you want to swim across the lagoon or walk?"
"Swimming's going to take far too long and we've only just dried off. I need to run."
Immediately she got up, grabbing my hand to pull me up too. Leaving everything except the security card where it lay, I only just had time to grab the towel that she'd been lying on to cover the bulge in my pants as we walked - very fast at Ellen's bidding - back to the room. Ten metres before the door, Ellen took the card off me and led me by the hand as she sped up into the portico. A wave of the card and she shoulder charged the door open.
She slammed it behind her as she used the momentum to push me backward towards and then onto the bed. I just had time to swing my legs on too when she leapt on top of me; immediately struggling, in what was obviously a raging, passion to undo the drawstring of my swimmers to free my erection while she stuck her tongue in my mouth.
"Fuck me Ned. Nothing fancy, just fuck me. I need you now!"
She had my erection exposed and I could feel her using her hand to rub it against the gusset of her bikini pants; flipping the tip against the swollen bud she'd put my finger on earlier. I might have liked to linger a bit longer over the process of undressing her from her delightful bikini; more of a slow teasing reveal. But clearly she wasn't going to allow time for that. I pulled the strings on her bikini top and rolled her over under me.
The waistband of my swimmers were uncomfortably tight against the underside of my balls and I couldn't spread my legs over hers. As much as she seemed determined to just force me into her, if this was going to work, I needed to make an adjustment. I pulled the back of my pants down onto my thighs, then quickly rolled off her to pull them down my legs and off. In an instant, for every moment of which she was pulling at my cock, I'd stripped hers off her too.
As I lay back on top of her, she forced my erection into her sex, bringing her hands onto my butt to make me penetrate her quickly and fully; something to which her body offered not the slightest resistance. Immediately she started jerking her body down against mine, thrusting herself deeper and harder against me.
I've seen Ellen with the hots before, but never as possessed as she was at that moment. The message was clear; foreplay wasn't necessary, get on with it.
With my legs outside hers, I raised myself up on my arms and started thrusting at her. Ellen is one of those lucky few women who can have vaginal orgasms, or at least one from normal thrusting, largely because of her well positioned clit which is easily stimulated by it.
So at first she relaxed, lay her head back and let out a big sigh. Like someone with an almighty itch which was at least being scratched.
But that didn't last long. Soon she was starting to tense up and take short breaths. I could see she was starting down the path of hypoventilating again.
"Breathe Ellen, breathe."
"Yes, OK, but remember, just keep going."
That's all very well for her to say; but she's asking me to keep pounding her even if she passes out. She's a doctor, so she should know these things; but it worries the shit out of me.
The tenseness quickly enough turned to her quivering; a tightened up ball of flesh shaking like a leaf in a gale, her hips held by sized up muscles off the bed. Every thrust produced a little "oohh" of excitement as the tip of her engorged bud slipped along my hardened shaft. But it was all on the outbreath with only the shallowest of intakes.
"Breathe in Ellen, breathe in."
The hands she had on my butt cheeks held tighter and tighter. A long mournful groan escaped her as she ground her clit from side to side against the base of my shaft. The groan rose in pitch; not gradually, but if walking up a series of steps. A sharp exhale of breath until the moan morphed into a long "aaaahahhhhh." With each step, her body tensed further until it was rigid; a steel arch bridge. Her hands held me into a full penetration, as the whole bridge rocked from side to side around the balls of her feet and her shoulder, still rubbing that clit.
There was a final exhaled cry. It was not like Amy's where the volume conveyed her excitement. It was the tone that declared that another monster orgasm had exploded deep within her and the pleasure of that had rushed into her brain with the force of a tsunami.
After a few seconds she fell silent, her previously rigid body now limp on the bed, her arms having fallen away from my butt were now drooped by her side. Her eyes were rolling in their sockets; but they were open and at last she was breathing properly
With the pressure of her hands released from my butt, I intuitively started thrusting faster. They were desperate, massive thrusts generated by my pent up arousal which rag dolled her semi-limp body; wondering if this would end like the previous times.
It did. With a short strangled cry, her eyes suddenly focused and she climaxed again, momentarily freezing her body; the almost surprised look on her face a contrast to the way her body tensed and arched, pushing me up. I just kept passionately thrusting at her. As the peak of her orgasm released her, she started throwing herself back at me.
My manhood was calling time; it was going to go. As her hips sat there suspended off the bunk by the arch of her back, I gave it what it wanted to complete its task, propelling it repeatedly in and out of the warm slippery tunnel of her sex until it exploded in a flood of cum with an orgasm that felt like it blew my balls right off the end of my shaft.
Ellen waited just long enough for the final shudders of my orgasm to subside before she determinably flipped us over to put her on top. Lying deep inside her torso, my shaft was still thick and hard and in no hurry to escape the welcoming clutches of her body.
She lifted her face over mine. For a moment we stared into each other's eyes, pecking at each other's lips before we fell into a major pash, her tongue exploring the back of my throat as a hormonal surge of love and affection towards her flooded my body.



Time stood still. It was a post coitus embrace unlike any other. Tender kisses, followed by moments of unrestrained, face swallowing, passionate pashing that took me back to my first giggling physical interactions with girls on Newport Beach in Sydney. Ellen's attention moved from my lips, to nuzzling my cheeks to kissing across my chest to back again. Still my manhood filled her body as I revelled in its embrace.
Finally, she broke away from her engagement with my lips, elevated her head and looked down at me.
"Oh my god Ned, they are such good orgasms! But I'm sorry, so sorry. I so wanted to wait until we'd had a lovely romantic dinner and then come back and do it."
"Well, we still can."
"Yea, but I spent all afternoon building you up to it, then I blow it because I can't control my own urges. Do you know how many times I had to pull back from the edge of an orgasm while we were at the pool?"
"I thought a couple."
"Five times! In the end I was so randy I thought I'd explode."
"Why didn't you just let yourself cum?"
"I suppose I thought I'd save it for a big one with you."
"Well, it looks to me like you got it, so that must be good."
She grinned down at me with the sort of mock look of condensation that tried to suggest I was such a dag and just didn't get it, all at once. I thought I'd change the topic.
"When are you going to stop passing out on me?"
"I didn't pass out that time. I just went a bit groggy."
"It still scares me."
"You're easily scared."
"No, I value you too much to not worry about you."
"That's sweet Ned. But I'm fine. Under a minute, don't worry about it. Now, isn't it about time we started getting ready for dinner?"



        Unexpected Threesome Ch. 27

        Ellen gets dinner and a good pounding.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/unexpected-threesome-ch-27

Title: Unexpected Threesome Ch. 27

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: Group Sex

Description: Ellen gets dinner and a good pounding.

Tags: group, group sex

Series: Unexpected Threesome


I wasn't sure why Ellen was so keen to start getting ready for dinner. Even allowing for an Amy like preparation time, there was probably another three quarters of an hour before we'd even want to hit the showers.
Mind you, that sort of sex in the tropics does leave you all hot and sweaty. As she got up off me, I felt compelled to ask...
"Isn't it a bit early? Would you fancy a jump off the deck for a swim first?"
She stood naked over me, crossed her arms and looked down at me coyly.
"Maybe. That depends. Is it too soon to be refilling your testosterone bucket yet?"
I grinned at her.
"What? Do you think that for a certain time period after sex I'm completely inoculated against your charms? It doesn't work like that. The fact my dick can't react doesn't mean my head's not absorbing every bit of sexual tease you throw at it. Anyhow, will you really only go for a swim if you can use it to turn me on?"
She swayed her hip provocatively.
"No. I might go for a swim anyway. I just wanted to know how much I can turn it on for you while we do."
"You can turn it on as much as you like. And you'll be turning me on if you do; whether my cock reacts or not. But do it because you enjoy it, because that's the only time it really works for me."
"What do you mean?"
"You mean the 'work for me' part? It's a bit like we were talking about with Tash. Any sexuality that isn't offered freely and willingly and maybe even enthusiastically doesn't really have the same effect on me."
Ellen put on a mock posh English accent, holding a hand out to me.
"Oh, aren't you the proper gentleman. Let me help sir off the bed where he's just rooted the arse off some poor innocent young lady half his age."
As I took her hand and she pulled me off the bed, I put on the same accent...
"Yes, well, the arse was freely offered up for rooting. And as for the lady, she is that. But I don't think she's poor and I'd have some doubts about innocent. Mind you she does have a remarkably cute arse."
"Thank you kind sir. Compliments are always appreciated."
We were soon swimming in the water under our bungalow. Ellen was as good as her word in trying to sexually tease me. She has a natural playfulness to her which makes it all come delightfully easy. I had her breasts, crotch and arse constantly flashed across my field of view - each of them covered in that tiny, moulded on bikini - while I was touched up unmercifully. It wasn't that long before she got a physical reaction from me either; which somewhat pleased her.
But I hadn't realised before, the extent to which she was actually teasing herself up as well. Certainly I now noticed how often both her nipples and crotch were brushed across some part of my anatomy. The trouble always was that a nipple reaction is ambiguous; cold or arousal? It's not always obvious when you're swimming, even in the tepid waters of the tropics.
But there was no ambiguity when, with me standing in neck deep water, she floated herself with her calves on my shoulders and her crotch held somewhat artificially high. Yes, she was playfully giving me a visual display to tease me, but the real tease was the obviousness of her own arousal.
There were those two swollen ridges running through the fine, tautly stretched material of the gusset with the pronounced hollow between them. And in the centre of that hollow sat a fairly small but conspicuous bulge where her engorged bud was pushing it out.
I flicked my finger lightly against it and was rewarded with a squirm and a, 'Oh that's nice'.
That just encouraged me to do it some more. She held herself still; although I could sense its effect on her when she must have pushed her head deeper into the water to raise both her crotch and breasts higher. When I took the bulge between two finger tips and tweaked it gently, there was a little moan, accompanied by a slow motion pulsing of what I took to be her pelvic floor muscles. Whether that was to enhance her arousal or slow it down I wasn't sure.
And it's not as though all this wasn't having an effect on me. There was a raging erection lying in my swimmers and having started from an awkward angle and been captured by the stretchy material was now lying at what the girls call 'full horizontal'.
Framed by her shapely thighs, my only perspective was of her crease, now clearly swollen in arousal, barely covered by the narrow, moulded on material of her bikini gusset. Either side of that, a strip of delightfully provocative crotch flesh lay between the leg hem of her bikini pants and her lovely thighs. Above that, on the horizon of my vision, her breasts seemingly towered out of the water, the volcanic cones of her nipples rising out of them.
The temptation to drop her crotch onto my cock and pound it some more, even barely 40 minutes after we'd finished having sex was certainly there. But of course, we were in somewhat public view and that wasn't really Ellen's game plan. I could only get away with playing with her clit the way I was because of the angle at which we were placed to any external viewer.
If Ellen wanted to top up what she calls my testosterone, it was working. I could almost feel my balls filling up again. I was just contemplating pulling aside the gusset and eating her out when she suddenly squirmed and pulled my hand aside as a prelude to dismounting me.
"Getting a bit heated up were you."
"God yes. I was going for a bit of edging, but I nearly went off again."
"What's edging?"
"What I've been doing all afternoon and trying to get you to do it too; going to the edge of an orgasm and then stopping to start all over again."
"Is it really better in the end if you save yourself? After all, you girls can have multiple orgasms. It's us guys who need to edge because we go all limp and useless after we come."
"'Save myself? You make me sound like a virgin bride. But yes, in the right conditions I think it can; in the sense of letting a monster orgasm build. And a romantic dinner is definitely one of them."
It wasn't long before it was time to get ready for dinner. Ellen took the first shower, emerging naked from the bathroom to free it for me while she completed her dressing in the bedroom.
When I emerged from the bathroom, showered and shaved, I found a goddess waiting for me.
Like Amy, her long blonde hair had been done up and blow dried in a way you just can't achieve on a yacht. Gone was the salty surfer look. With a cute little fringe, there were kiss curls in the layered cut that framed her face and the faintest touch of pink lipstick was the only makeup on her otherwise flawless skin. The rest of her hair had been blow dried and heat wanded into a series of perfectly formed loose waves that cascaded all the way down to the lower part of her back.
But that dress had me once again staring in slack jawed arousal.
She must have tied the halter neck string tie a smidgen longer, because it seemed to me the triangles that covered her breasts were an inch or two lower than they were when she tried it on in the shop. It was only the slightest exaggeration to say the peak of each triangle now only barely covered her nipple. Which in turn exposed a whole lot more side, cleavage and under boob flesh.
Below that the long dress clung to her shapely figure, except where the navel height split on her right thigh caused it to open and reveal the full length of her shapely leg and quite a bit of her hip. There was not the slightest possibility she was wearing panties. She had her right leg thrust a little bit forward again, accentuating the split; although this time, while it revealed every millimetre of her thigh right into her crotch, the front flap draped in a way that fully covered her mons - just.
Mind you, it would only take a gust of wind to reveal everything.
"My god, you look absolutely stunning. Beautiful. You're leaving the coward buttons open?"
"I said I would. Any problems?"
"Not from me, but looking as beautiful as you do, you're going to leave a trail of men having heart attacks in your wake."
"Lucky I'm a doctor then."
"If you lean over them like that, it's certainly not going to settle their heart rates back down."
"We'll cross that bridge when we come to it."
Ellen stood there watching me as I completed my dressing process; the white chinos, collared short sleeved button up shirt and deck shoe assemblage I put on being totally inadequate to be seen accompanying the starlet waiting for me.
As we walked hand in hand down to the resort area two middle aged couples passed us going the other way. Out of the corner of my eye I could see both men transfixed by and drooling over Ellen; their wives conveying what might be thought to be a look of disdain; although that could well be because of the age difference. From one of them there echoed back angry words...
"You were staring at her...", with the sounds of an ongoing argument fading with distance.
The staff were the familiar group; those who knew the story of Amy's orgasmic scream attracting a visit from the manager, of her teasing 'best orgasm of my life' explanation to him and who now saw me turn up to dinner with a second girl, no less stunning than the first. A heady mixture of judgement, flirtation and arousal hung heavily in the air; although I thought Ellen, not being fully briefed on the background, may have been more oblivious to it.
It was one of the local waitresses who'd flirted with me that morning who showed us to our seats; the same seat as last night where we sat on two adjoining sides of the table with a view out the window. On the other side of the room I could see the young man, who fallen into a fluster over Amy last night, trip on a chair as he watched us move to our table.
As we were left alone with the menus, Ellen leaned into me.
"Ned. Is there something I don't know?"
"What do you mean?"
"I don't know. There's something a bit weird about the staff, even allowing for the fact they might have seen you with Amy and the dress I'm wearing."
"You're very perceptive!"
"Oh, oh, what is it?"
I told Ellen about the manager being called to our bungalow over Amy's scream and Amy telling him it was because of the best orgasm of her life and the way that had clearly been spread around the staff.
"That explains the way the women are flirting with you. What dress did Amy buy?"
"I didn't think they were really flirting that much. An ice blue halter neck mini."
"That waitress did everything but lift her skirt and actually offer her pussy and her pareo was wrapped so low on her tits it was ready to just fall off. You had a booking, so she knew you'd be here and on her table. And I saw Amy in that dress when she tried it on with Liddy. It was stunning, so she's going to be remembered. Goodness only knows what they think of you. Two different women in a row. The women who work here are going to be queuing up for you. Next time we do this maybe we should use different hotels."
Ellen thought for a moment, then added with an amused grin as she stroked my face.
"Do you want me to do a screamer tonight and attract the manager again? We'll have hordes of local women swimming out to the yacht on its mooring to have a turn with you."
"I don't think we want to do that. Anyway, you have your own fans. That young gentleman over there nearly dropped a stack of plates when he was distracted by you."
Ellen glanced across at him.
"I remember him from lunch. He was a sweetie. We'll give him a few feel good thrills to make his day."
"Are you going to tease him?"
"No, it's you I'm wanting to tease. But a few little incidental peeks can lift a man's spirits."
"I don't think I've ever heard a girl express a willingness to do that before."
"It's probably the cocktails still talking. I donno, it just doesn't seem like such a big thing that a guy gets a flash of your nipples. Anyway, you've got me feeling randy and sexy and a bit uninhibited."
While we'd been talking, the young gentleman concerned had started approaching the table. Just in time, Ellen saw him and we changed the topic. He stood between us and asked if we'd like to order a drink. Ellen looked up at him and smiled, then leant across to me...
"I wouldn't mind having another cocktail while we choose our food."
As she bent over to lean in to me, gravity separated the triangles of her dress completely from her breasts. Sitting alongside, I could see both perky orbs in clear view capped by somewhat tightened nipples. The waiters eyes popped out and his previous attempt at a decorous manner turned into a slack jawed stare. I thought Ellen's hair might have covered his view, but from the look on his face and the bulge that came up in his tane, it was clear it hadn't covered much.
I ordered two cocktails and, in no great hurry, the waiter left to get them.
"I think he got more than a peek."
"Are you jealous?"
"No, just interested in how relaxed about it you are."
"Well it's partly my mood, but I suppose it's also a reaction to how often as a doctor I've come across women who regard their modesty as some sort of precious object to be locked up. We've sort of sexualised women's bodies by declaring they shouldn't be seen. Most tropical or semitropical primitive societies didn't cover their breasts and it's not as though their men went around in a permanent state of arousal. Indeed some of them didn't have clothing at all.
There are a few creeps and bad people out there, so there are times that, for my own safety I know not to attract attention. But I also think some girls get a bit too precious about guys following their natural instincts in wanting to chat up an attractive girl. I've had some pretty nice human interactions with guys who have cat called me or randomly tried to pick me up. They might have been complete bogans and just not my style so I wasn't going to give them my number, but I've often come away feeling better for having engaged them nicely. Sometimes it's even made my day."
As she'd been speaking, she'd continued to lean into me; partly to let her talk in a quieter voice and keep the conversation private. But very quickly she'd also taken the chance to put her hand on my thigh; slipping it higher until it was firmly into my crotch.
As the waiter came back with the drinks, she sat upright again, innocently taking her hand back. The waiter took his time removing each drink from the tray and placing it in front of us; more so as he bent over Ellen with hers.
"Are you ready to order?"
"Raphael, I've got this!"
I turned around. It was the waitress who'd showed us to the table. I'd wondered whether Raphael had been trespassing table wise. It seemed he had. He slunk off letting the young lady slip into the spot between Ellen and myself. I'd been too distracted by Ellen to pay much attention to her before, but now I had a closer look.
She was standing square on to me, her legs slightly apart and, like this morning, with her pareo hitched incredibly high. Not only did it highlight her long shapely legs, it suggested a flash of her panties- if that's what they wear under those things - was only millimetres away. And as Ellen had observed, the top of it hung almost from the outward most projection of her breasts, showing a deep cleavage and leaving one wondering how long it would be before it just fell off. A name tag revealed her name was Gloria.
"Would you like to order?"
"Actually Gloria, we've been too distracted to look at the menus yet. Could you come back in a few minutes please?"
"Of course."
Ellen leaned back into me; instinctively putting her hand back on my thigh.
"You flirt."
"What'dya mean?"
"The way you called her by her name and beamed a smile at her. She positively blushed a rosy glow."
"That was just being nice."
"Surrrre."
We turned to the menus and a few moments later Gloria was retreating away with our orders; although not before having bent a bit too low than was strictly necessary to pick up the menus and having flashed me a look down her cleavage in the process.
This time as Ellen leaned into me, she first took my hand off the table and put it on her thigh. I quickly discovered that the split in her dress was letting a flap of it sit outside of each of her thighs. Under the table her inner thighs, mons and lower stomach were completely exposed right up to her navel. Even with the long drape of the tablecloths which had largely hid her fondling of me, it was lucky she was sitting facing a wall.
She put her hand on my thigh, then seemed to have second thoughts as she took it back to reposition my hand onto the flesh of her lower stomach. She induced a little movement in it, which I took to be a suggestion I should stroke up and down in the way I knew she liked. Then her hand settle back on my upper thigh.
"See, I'm not the only one willing to flash my tits; although I think her intention is more serious than mine."
"What? Who?"
"Come on! Unless she was wearing some sort of bandeau bra - and I couldn't see any evidence of that - I bet you got at least a flash of nipple, or at least of areola sitting atop those perky projections."
I raised my eyebrows in acknowledgement of the truth of what she'd said.
"Don't worry Ned. Working in the Pacific has reinforced a view I've long had that in the so called first world west we're slowing losing the concept of what it means to be a human. We've got so many rules and inhibitions that the relationship between men and women - especially in my age group - is just losing any real perspective of what's normal. Don't get me wrong, women must have ultimate control over their bodies, but it's just crazy we've raised a generation of snowflake women who dissolve into post trauma stress if a guy tries to chat them up. And now that regularly gets defined as sexual harassment even if it's just once, if the girl regarded it as unwelcome."
"Aren't you exaggerating a little?"
"Maybe. But I suppose what I've seen when I'm out here is, not just unreconstructed men who are willing to admit they find a girl attractive, but more importantly much stronger women who can banter back with the guy and give as good as they get to arrive at the outcome they want. When I compare that with some of the snowflake women as victim narrative I saw at Uni and still see online, I just think that feminism has actually resulted in weaker women, not stronger ones.
I know there are some parts of the world where women really are repressed and made virtually the servants of their males, but that wasn't Australia. Somehow in correcting some of the issues that existed in the 50's we've overshot the mark and ended up with something far less attractive than even back then."
"It sounds like something you feel pretty strongly about."
"Well, as a woman I can say these things, so if I believe them I feel I should when I can. If you said them you'd be written off as a male chauvinist pig."
"I'd have to say that my many women friends at Uni in the late 70's were pretty formidable. I certainly wasn't aware of them being victims. But then I had to allow for the fact I wasn't one of them and they might have had a different view."
"Didn't you ever talk to them about these things?"
"It just wasn't such as issue. I certainly heard some of them talk about seducing the younger male tutors and lecturers and the shenanigans in colleges, but it never came across as women as victims. Most of them seemed equal players in the game. It was something of a time of sexual liberation and they just came across as wanting to be part of it."
"Maybe they were."
"I don't know. The narrative has changed over time and it's hard to go back and analysis what I recall of the times."
Ellen took her hand off my thigh and put it over the top of the one that had been stroking up and down the bare flesh of her lower stomach, pushing it down to the turn of her mons. I took the message to be that she wanted me to finger her.



As I ran my finger through her crease for the first time, I found it moist and with her clit swollen. She gave a quiet hum with the first stroke before going back to acting as if nothing was happening. As her hand returned to my thigh, she searched for the zip of my fly and fumbled about trying to undo it; succeeding only after some effort.
She was about to put her hand inside when we sensed our entrees coming, forcing us both to stop touching up the other. Gloria placed our meals in front of us before moving to an adjoining table to clear some plates. Ellen saw me watching her and turned just in time to see Gloria reach across the table. It was not a typical waitress pose. Clearing the plate from the far side of the table, she leaned on it as, with legs apart, she bent deeply forward at the hip and then curved her torso to bring her chest nearly upright. The result, and even I couldn't deny it was intended, was to lift up the back of her pareo to display an orange satin thong with the bulge of her mons visible between her spread legs and some very nice butt cheek, without giving the guy at the other table a down skirt look.
As Gloria retreated, Ellen leant in, raised her eyebrows and whispered good humouredly...
"I'd better be careful. That was a 'fuck me' display if I've ever seen one. I think she's after you."
A moment later Gloria returned with the bottle of wine we'd ordered. We waited patiently while Gloria poured a glass for each of us and then set up the ice bucket for it. She stood just a little bit too close as I tasted the wine, my elbow inadvertently slipping across her stomach as I raised the glass to my mouth.
As Gloria retreated again, Ellen added to her last comment.
"Oh my god. She's all but throwing herself at you."
"She can't be more than 25. It's all Amy's fault for what she said to the manager. Except for that I'd just be some very uninteresting old European fart."
"The fact you've had two different young women on consecutive days doesn't help. She probably thinks you just have a queue of them ready for screwing and she can join it for the asking."
No sooner had I finished my entrée than Ellen took my hand and put it back in her crease; coolly taking up her glass and having a sip through the smirk on her face as I started fingering her. Only then did she put her hand back in my lap and start trying to get at the erection which soon formed in amongst the layers of clothing.
I quickly regretted having a pair of cotton men's briefs on as underwear; the material was relatively thick and they didn't have much stretch in them. With the short length of the zip in my chinos, Ellen found it just about impossible to extract what she was after. And the swollen edifice of what she was after was now crushed and bent in the confines of its pants prison.
And yet I'm not sure what would have been better. Commando would have given Ellen easier access, but equally exposed my stretched flesh to the vicious metal teeth of the zip. Light cotton boxers; maybe if I had any. A pair of my speedo swimwear would have at least been thinner and more stretchy to accommodate the growth and probably more slippery too, letting her pull it out of my pants more easily.
I knew from the lunch with Amy that probably commando in loose legged shorts would have been best of all, but didn't really match the ambience of the restaurant or the stunning company I was with. But in any case I had to wonder about the prudence of having my engorged cock hanging out of my pants, even if it was under the table.
Ellen's hand eventually wormed its way down the front of my undies to wrap her sensuous fingers around my hardened manhood and start jerking it. Fortunately she did it in situ, instead of extracting it from my pants. The sharp metal teeth of my fly would have made short work of it.
We were still fingering each other when Gloria returned for the plates. I quickly took my hand back as she bent over from the far side of the table to collect the plates; although Ellen left hers where it was; momentarily stilled.
There was no modest upward arch of Gloria's torso this time. As she reached across, her pareo hung down and the orbs of her attractive breasts were in full view; large dark brown nipples seductively capping them. She looked me in the eye with the sweetest, most innocent, face imaginable.
"Are you enjoying your meal Mr O'Neill?"
I smiled back at her.
"Yes thank you Gloria. It's delightful."
With the same view as mine, Ellen cruelly started jerking me off all the faster and harder. It was lucky I've never really been that enamoured of hand jobs; they somehow lacking the lubrication that makes it really stimulating. I fought to keep a straight face.
Gloria added with the broadest smile imaginable...
"I'm glad to hear that Mr O'Neill. Your main course will be here soon. Let me know if there's anything else I can do for you."
In no particular hurry, Gloria brought all the plates over to her side of the table, stacked them and only then lifted them and stood upright, pulling up the front of her pareo with one hand as she rose to make sure she didn't lose it completely.
As she left again I leaned over the Ellen.
"Were you trying to make me go off?"
"No, just helping you enjoy the view. She's doing a better job of getting your mojo up than I am. You'll have to leave her a generous tip."
"I thought you'd be annoyed."
"Are you going home with her?"
"No."
"Are you going to fuck her?"
"Lord no."
"Are you going to see her again after we leave here?"
"No."
"Then all she's doing is boosting my ego by telling me she wants something I've got and she can't have. You know what they say, jealously is the most sincere form of flattery."
"Isn't it imitation?"
"Yes, but jealously is unsatisfied desire for imitation, so another level up."
"That's a very mature attitude."
"I'm am very mature. Now get your finger back on my clit."
My fingers were wet with Ellen's juices by the time the main course arrived. Gloria played putting the plates down reasonably straight. But, as she reached in to top up our glasses, she brushed against me. As she stood up straight, a loose fold of her pareo hitched on my shoulder and the bottom hem of it was pulled up enough to expose her butt again. We both decided to ignore the incident.
"Is there anything else Mr O'Neill?"
"No, that's fantastic Gloria. We'll let you know if we need anything."
I pointedly picked up a piece of mushroom out of my dinner between my thumb and forefinger, the latter being one of the fingers I'd just had in Ellen's crease; holding it up as if I was savouring it before putting it in my mouth and licking my fingers.
"Hmmm, mushroom coated in special sauce. Would you like to taste it?"
"There plenty of sauce where that came from. I suppose what's good for the goose is good for the gander. OK."
I offered her a piece between my thumb and juice coated middle finger. She took the lot into her mouth up to the point my fingers joined my hand. Then singling up to my middle finger, slipped it in and out of her mouth seductively several times between puckered lips, sucking it vigorously.
"Yes, it reminds me of something. I'm not sure what."
We finished our main course at a leisurely pace accompanied by a wide ranging and always interesting conversation. Ellen had been a bit tanked up on the stream of afternoon and pre-dinner cocktails. The chilled wine, which went down all too easily in the tropics, was only adding its effect to what was already there.
Almost as soon as I put my cutlery down, she grabbed my hand and brought it back into her crease as she leaned towards me and rested her head on my shoulder; once again exposing her breasts to my view. Her state of arousal hadn't diminished much while we were eating and almost immediately I was able once again to tweak her swollen bud between two fingers.
You'd swear Raphael was waiting for his chance. He was quickly at the table and Ellen just as quickly clamped my hand into her crotch and held it there to prevent me pulling it away while using her other hand to ensure her action was well covered by the long tablecloth. With Ellen having closed the gap between us, he moved around to the other side of Ellen to slowly top up her wine and then shuffle the cutlery on her plate while having a good stare down the front of her dress. The way she was leaning towards me, he probably had a better view then even I did.
Ellen turned her head towards him without lifting it off my shoulder.
"Are you having a good night Raphael?"
"Yes Mademoiselle."
I was feeling a bit playful myself. At this point I slipped my fingers through her crease and penetrated into her sex. She tensed, but far from using her hand to pull my fingers out, applied pressure to encourage me to push them in deeper.
I bent my fingers to tickle up her g spot. She tensed a bit further and couldn't hold back a supressed undertext of a moan as she asked Raphael...
"Not too busy then?"
"No mademoiselle. Would mademoiselle like to see the dessert menu?"
"Maybe come back in a little while." adding "Thank you" as he lifted her plate away.
Raphael moved around to the other side of me to collect my plate; still transfixed by the view he had of Ellen and forgetting to top up my wine too before he left.
"Now who's flirting then?"
"Yes well, I'm entitled to my turn too."
I could feel Ellen's body start to tense in the way she sometimes does approaching an orgasm. If she was edging again, she was taking it to the limit. But Ellen's been known to squirt with a g spot orgasm. That didn't seem to be a good idea where we were. So even though she lightly resisted the movement, I pulled my now very wet fingers out and slipped them back up to her clit.
It was only a minute later she froze and tightened up; letting out a bare perceptible moan into my ear as she came. Had it been Amy, the whole room would have known, but I was always confident Ellen would be more discrete.
I whispered into her ear.
"I thought you were edging."
"I fell over it."
"Is that going to ruin your night?"
"You'll just have to work harder. But it's not every girl who can say they've had an orgasm mid meal in the main dining room of a hatted restaurant. It was worth it for the skiting rights."
"Aren't you meant to go orgasmic over the food? Maybe take a photo for Facebook of its presentation?"
"To each their own. The foods nice, but your finger's better. And there's no way Facebook will publish any photo of what I want to skite about."
Gloria had been busy across the room and had even missed Raphael's clean-up of our main course. Now she idled up to me on the side away from Ellen, offering me a clipboard.
""Would you like to see the dessert options Mr O'Neill?"
I took the offered menu and Gloria leant across me to pass one to Ellen too; her pareo where it covered her breast all but brushing across my nose. She stood there, her crotch momentarily brushing across the elbow I had on the arm of the chair as she stood back upright and then coming to rest still in contact. In any other circumstance I would have quickly pulled my arm away and mumbled an apology. But my elbow hadn't moved. She'd instigated the contact quite deliberately; albeit with plausible deniability.
Perhaps I was feeling as cheeky, emboldened and intoxicated as Ellen. But, pretending not to notice, I left it there as I studied the menu; the bare flesh of my elbow slowly becoming sensitised to the details of the contact. It was under the hem of her pareo. I could feel the satin of her panties and the flesh of her thighs on either side of it. I was fairly sure I could also feel a camel toe through her panties with the little projecting bone on the end of the bent elbow pushed into it.
There was certainly a radiated warmth; maybe a little dampness.
Ellen had sat back up to look at the menu and I saw her cast a glance at the contact and smirk a little before looking me in the eyes. The menu seemed to have many interesting possibilities, but they were described with a number of French words whose meanings were ambiguous to both of us. Ellen cast me a subtle wink, turned the menu around without lifting it any higher and pointed to a word, asking Gloria what it was.
In exactly the way I expect Ellen thought she would, Gloria bent over me to look at Ellen's menu, backing off enough that her breasts hung just to the side of my eyes, her pareo hanging loose from the front of her body in a way that completely exposed her breasts and gave me a look through the gap right down to where I could see the crotch of her panties and the top of her thighs underneath it. Her face was across mine, apparently focused on Ellen and the menu she was holding; offering me the illusion I could perve without being seen by her. But we both understood the game being played.
I had to admit, it was a distracting sight. Delightful breasts capped by quite large dark coloured nipples, beautiful mid brown skin, a slim, drawn in stomach flaring out to shapely hips and a pronounced mound bulging out her tiny panties.
She hung there as she answered Ellen's first questions and stayed as Ellen pointed to a succession of words requiring explanation. All the while Ellen's looking from the menu, to down Gloria's pareo to my eyes; amusing herself greatly by facilitating Gloria's obvious flirtations in order to tease me.
I was listening to Gloria's answers more than matching them with words on the menu. My eyes were elsewhere.
Finished her game, Ellen let Gloria stand up again as she turned the menu back to herself. As before, Gloria had to hold the front of her pareo as she stood up; hitching the front of it back over the top of her outthrust breasts to stop it falling off her. Then she somehow managed to once again stand close enough to me to bring her crotch back onto my elbow as she waited for our order.
Even having taken our order, Gloria wasn't giving up. She cleared the main course plates from the adjoining table with a legs apart bend across it that displayed a mound bulge that left no doubt as to either the camel toe or the dampness.
The dessert came and was eaten with Gloria offering another flash as she cleared the table. It seemed eventually as if she had it down to a fine art. When she delivered the bill I unfolded it to discover a torn off bit of paper with a telephone number. I waited until Gloria was gone and then showed it to Ellen; putting it in my pocket because I felt at the time it would be rude to leave it. Ellen asked me what tip I was leaving and when I showed her, she suggested I double it.
We were ready to leave. By this stage Ellen was no more sober than Amy had been. Sex was clearly on her mind - completely dominating it. It had been right through dinner. But it manifested itself differently to Amy. With Amy she was wanting to be all over me like a rash. Ellen's was a bit more strategic; outrageously flirtatious and sexy. She knew what was coming, indeed was orchestrating it. But she was treating it as a building storm; an approaching hurricane.
Sexual frisson was in the air like lightning bolts in a monster electrically charged thunder cloud that proceeded the main storm. The wind of desire was building to irresistible force. You could feel the tension building before the storm front.
The games she played with Gloria had simply been part of the build-up. She wanted me randy and aroused and it didn't much matter to her what brought that about.
As we walked back to the bungalow, she played like a little girl, one minute her breasts bouncing delightfully as she skipped alongside me holding my hand, the next running out in front of me, pacing backwards as she turned towards me, bent forward to reveal her breasts and the split of her dress quite deliberately opened to reveal in the half-light a v of nakedness that ran from her navel to her ankles.
"Are you feeling randy Mr O'Neill?"
"You know I am."
"Am I the object of your desire?"
"Completely."
"Are you sure you don't want to run off back to the cute little waitress?"
"No, I want you."
"OOOhhh, really Mr O'Neill. What are you going to do with me?"
"I think the more pertinent question would be what you're going to do with me."
"Am I looking sexy in this dress?"
"Ravishingly."
"Are you turned on by it?"
"Desperately."
"Is your cock hard and needy?"
"It has been right through dinner."
"Are you looking forward to stripping me out of it?"
"I might just fuck you in it."
"Oh Mr O'Neill you are bold. But do you know what I've got planned for you?"
"Dare I ask?"
Ellen closed the gap between us. In a moment we'd embraced each other in a sort of dancer's hold; like in a graceful waltz, Ellen stepping backwards in time with the movement of my own legs. She ground her crotch against the swollen hardness filling my pants and brushed her top across my shirt to dislodge the triangle covering her right breast and completely expose it.
"I'm going to fuck your cock right off your body. By the time I'm finished with you tonight you're going to be a drained, shrivelled up shadow of the stud I started with. And then I might just leave you outside on the doorstop to become Gloria's plaything."
"Won't you take mercy on a poor old man?"
"You've turned me on with your hard body, good looks, intelligence, humour and kindness. Not to mention a magic cock. Sorry but now you have to pay the price. You should have thought about that before driving a woman wild with desire."
"I could easily turn myself into a pathetic, whiney dag if that would help."
"That sort of silly disguise isn't going to save you. You've got a charge sheet for good sex a mile long. No body's going to fall for that pretence."
By this stage we'd reached the point where the gangway to our bungalow joined the main boardwalk. Ellen stopped.
"Can I have the key?"
I gave it to her. By this stage of my stay at the resort, being led into the room for sex was almost becoming par for the course. When I'd first suggested these 'dates' with the girls it had never occurred to me what fuck feasts they'd become. I'd seriously misjudged the forces I'd unleash by giving the girls time alone with me for what I thought would merely be a romantic interlude.
Ellen led me by the hand down the gangway, swiped the card and took me inside somewhat more calmly than either she or Amy had done so on previous occasions. It seemed like her playful sass talking was something of a substitute for a rush to action. She placed the key on the sideboard and turned to face me, leaning back against it.
She opened up the flaps if the dress to once again expose herself from her navel down and then pulled aside the triangles of her top to expose her breasts. There was something about her that was a picture of arousal; swollen labia, hard jutting nipples, maybe even swollen breasts and eyes like dinner plates. My heart was pounding at the thought of the sexual indulgence ahead of me.
"You want to fuck me in the dress? Here I am. Entertain me as you strip yourself naked and come and take me in it...But, you can't cum. I've got a lot more planned for you before I let you do that."
I was grinning at her like a demented child as I kicked off my shoes, unbuttoned my shirt and removed it, and then undid my belt and pants and dropped them and my undies to the floor. Stylish stripteases had never been my forte and I wasn't in any case dressed for one; cursing again the heavy cotton undies. I tried, but had no illusion it was anything other than an awkward, amateurish attempt. Naked, I stood momentarily in front of her, my erection, freed at last from it constrictive clothing prison, hard and reaching up towards my own navel in its anxiety.



Ellen scanned up and down my body as I desperately tried to stand upright with my chest out and stomach sucked in; hiding the food baby that all too easily gets in the way of post dinner sex. Her eyes eventually came to rest on the towering manhood that would soon explore the intimate reaches of her body.
"Oh, Mr O'Neill, you seem rather pleased to see me. Do you know what I've wanted to do all dinner; and I might have if you and Amy hadn't attracted the attention of the staff and had them buzzing around us like bees at a honey pot? I wanted to crawl under the table, take that beauty from your pants and suck it off in the dining room. Now come here and use it to fuck me."
She held her arm out, giving me a come hither finger. Perhaps it was the fact I was as tipsy as she was, but for some reason I wasn't shocked by her brazen sexualised language and behaviour. I've never quite seen her like this before, but she was by nature playful, confident and, when necessary, outspoken. It was simply putting those characteristics to a different purpose. Indeed, far from being shocked I was aroused and drawn in by it.
As I reached out my own hand for her to grab it, the swollen edifice of my manhood surged uncontrollably in anticipation.
She pulled me in towards her; her spare hand bending my cock down to slip it into her crease while the one pulling my hand quickly moved to the back of my head to draw my lips onto her right breast. Then she stood on her toes as her hand guided the tip of my erection into her sex. As she dropped back down I found myself penetrating her until she bent her knees; forcing the last millimetres of my hardness into her body.
She moaned as I started sucking her nipple and moaned again as I slowly bent and straightened my knees to thrust up at her. As I have before with Ellen, I was sure I could feel the tip of her engorged bud drawn up and down the length of my shaft with every thrust; more so as I drew it backwards on the withdrawal. She wasn't making any attempt to grip me. Even as I drew it backwards, I could feel the muscles of her pubic floor, which would normally be tight against the action, were relaxed and letting my shaft slip easily across them.
She was starting to quiver; her legs shaking as they supported her weight; her nipple and areola jutting hard between my lips. That was a good sign. I needed her to cum quickly. She may not have been gripping me, but the delightful, silky, slippery warmth of her sex and the shear ravished beauty of this woman with her sexy dress cast askew was playing havoc with my own arousal. Her instruction not to cum was starting to dominate my mind.
It was too much; in desperation I withdrew and started to simply slide my shaft back and forwards across her clit. Even as wet as it was, it was a far less stimulating action for me and, I hoped, a more stimulating one for her.
It worked. She came; a little hum as she bit her lip hardly doing justice to the prolonged orgasm that had her knees jerking in spasm and my head crushed against her heaving chest. All I could do was keep sliding until I was told to stop.
"Good boy. I thought you were going to be naughty enough to cum for a minute and that would never had done. I'm not sated yet. Nothing like it. You've got a lot more edging to do yet young man because only you can satisfy me. Only you have ever been able to satisfy me. And I need satisfying right now like I never have before in my life."
In retrospect, it was funny. I positively glowed under her praise. Even the 'young man' bit. Like a little puppy dog wanting to please its master. There's just something about Ellen that has that effect on me; our age difference just disappears and I feel like I'm her age again and in the awe struck presence of someone far smarter than me.
"Please undress me."
That's not a command any man is likely to disobey. Without even pulling my erection out from where it was still pressed into her crease, I hitched up the long flowing flaps of the bottom of it and pulled the lot over her head. That's all there was. Except for any covering provided by the gorgeous long flowing locks of her hair which, having been pulled up with the dress now cascaded randomly over her body, she was now naked.
No sooner were her arms released from the dress, and even before mine were freed from their task, she wrapped them around me and pulled me tightly against her; pushing her lips against mine. Distractedly, I folded the dress in half and put it on the dresser before reciprocating her embrace.
As we passionately kissed, Ellen squirmed against me. I could feel the hard buttons of her nipples brushing repeatedly across my chest as she circled her clit against the engorged flesh of my manhood which lay within the embrace of her swollen labia. Already her breathing was becoming heavier again and little moans of pleasure escaped from her directly into my mouth where her tongue explored its furthest reaches. In a panting soft voice, she whispered...
"Oh god Ned, what have you done to me. I just feel so randy; so out of control. I just need you so much. I'm not kidding. Don't let yourself cum. I need to make love to you all night."
I didn't know what 'all night' was meant to mean. I suspected she'd crash well before that. But it was clear something had turned her libido on to overdrive and dissolved her inhibitions into nothingness; something more than the cocktails and bottle of wine. The sensuous feeling of her body moving against me, the delightful way in which I could run my arms up and down the sexy womanly curves of her slender body as we embraced and, not least of all, the wet silky feel of the movement of her clit against my cock were all arousing; important if an older guy like me is going to keep it up. But fortunately they weren't pushing me to an orgasm. Whether she knew it or not, she was edging me to a tee.
Her movements became more pronounced, almost manic; increasingly concentrating on the rubbing of her nipples on my chest and the circling of her clit on my cock. No less manic was her kissing. Her lips were pressed ever more firmly against mine, her tongue moving against my upper palate and the back of my mouth as if she could somehow lick me into an orgasm.
In the last few moments her legs started to quiver again. But even that could stop the frantic movement of her body against mine. Until, in her usual quiet voice...
"Oh, oh, oh Ned. It's lovely. Oh, that's so nice. Oouuu, please keep it going. Mmmmmmmmm."
As her body more or less frozen in its orgasm, all I could really do was keep slipping my cock against her clit waiting for her to signal 'enough'. But the humming just continued; even doubling down once as she bent her knees to press my cock more firmly against her clit. Then, as suddenly as it started, it was over. Ellen stood there, pressed hard but now unmoving against me with her head over my shoulder. I could feel the warmth of her short taken breaths against the back of my neck as her hand moved up to stroke my hair.
"Can we move to the bed Ned? My shins are killing me after that."
I disengaged from her, took her soft hand in mine and led her the few steps over to the bed; holding her hand as she climbed on it, then joining her. Initially we embraced and pashed side by side, but I soon felt Ellen pushing me over onto my back. She knelt alongside me, then straddled over my shins. Lifting my erection up from where it rested on my stomach, she glided her hand up and down it before bending down to kiss it.
"Have I ever told you what a beautiful cock you have?"
"No, I don't think that's been a topic of conversation."
"You do. It's the most beautiful one I've ever seen. I love the way it's circumcised, I love its colour, its size, the bell on the top and how thick and long it looks when you're aroused. I love the feel of its hardness. But most of all I love what you do with it. Can we do some more?"
She didn't really wait for an answer. Even as she spoke, she'd been sliding up my body until she was sitting over my erection. She bent it up with her hand and guided it into her body; sinking down on me until it felt like her full weight was pushing it as deeply into her as possible.
"Do you know how special it is to have someone you love so far inside your body like that? To feel completely joined to them? To feel them touching you where no one else can?"
"As special as it feels to be inside their body."
"Way more than that Ned. While you're there it's like I own part of you. It's mine and you're mine along with it. God I love you. I've never known love like this before. I don't know what you've done to me, but whatever it is, don't stop."
I resisted my responsible old fart inclination to remind her I was too old for her - that she needed to find someone younger. She was tipsy and it wasn't the moment. She might not even remember her words when she woke up in the morning. I just told her the truth.
"Ellen I love you too. More than you can know."
As she bent down to kiss me lightly on the lips, her soft blow dried hair came cascading down onto me, falling each side of her head and thus of mine. Ellen, her body, the very person of her, overwhelmed my senses. My whole vision was framed by the locks of her beautiful hair either side of me, the heavenly orbs of her breasts hanging down from her delectable chest below me and right there in front of me, her enchanting face beaming a smile at me. The subdued waft of her subtle perfume mixed with the gentle smell of her shampoo in the most feminine way. My hands rested in the small of her back where my fingers felt the softness of her skin and the womanliness of her figure.
I was overcome by her. My primeval self, no less than my aching cock - already warm and sensitive in the embrace of her sex - wanted to flip her over and pound her body into my own climax at the same moment as my cerebral self wanted to protect and nature her and grant her every wish.
As she started rocking back and forward on me, it was easy to decide the primeval self could wait. The pounding would come. Just not yet. As her breasts started wobbling with her movements, they attracted my attention and one was soon attached to my lips, the other had its nipple tweaked between two of my fingers.
Completely in control, you could tell Ellen had the art of stimulating herself this way down to a fine art; rubbing her clit both on my pubis and on my willing shaft as it exited and plunged back into her body. In only a few moments she was climaxing again; tensing up as she suddenly sat upright on me - her thighs gripping tightly against mine as her sex pummelled against my increasingly sensitive shaft.
Quickly Ellen put her hand around her back and circled her fingers around my balls.
"I've read this is meant to slow you down."
"I think it's getting close to the point god himself won't be able to stop me."
"Just one more then."
Ellen slipped me out of her, leaving my erection to flop on my stomach as she worked herself up my body. There she carefully positioned herself with her clit over my lips, and leaned forward over me; elevating her hips just so.
I flicked the swollen bud with my tongue; eliciting a delighted moan.
Perhaps with a determination to make this one a monster, I decided to go all out on her. Sucking Ellen's clit is always a pleasure. It just fits so nicely between the lips in its swollen state. Taking it there, I flicked and rubbed my tongue against its tip, moving my lips from side to side to maximise my stimulation of it.
Concurrently, I put two fingers in her sex and rubbed hard against where I knew her g spot was.
The effect on Ellen was almost immediate. After the briefest pause, she started quivering again. You could see the tension building in her. Even her voice - every prolonged moan - was becoming tense.
It reminded me of the build-up of earthquakes around a volcano about to explode. The bed itself was vibrating with the shaking transmitted through her knees. I almost felt anxious about what I knew was about to follow.
What burst upon her was the monster she'd been planning for; not just one, but a string of them. She wasn't loud about it; just a prolonged groan. But it was accompanied by multiple squirts that sprayed out onto my chest and a clamping of my fingers in her sex.
With her face buried down in the mattress and her hips now elevated over me all I could do was watch and listen as Ellen seemed to have orgasm after orgasm; her body tensing as she moaned, only for it to stop momentarily and start all over again. All the while her body's honey is still dripping from her crease - breathtakingly beautiful in its arousal - directly onto my face.
Ellen panted through deeply taken breaths and moments of tensed up climatic waves...
"OK Ned, it's time, fuc...aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh, oh god...fuck me ...Really fuck me, like you've never...aahhh... fucked me before."
It seemed she could barely get the words out between waves of whatever was sending her in to spasms of orgasm. I didn't wait for her to straighten out on top of me. I didn't wait for the spasms to stop. I didn't wait for anything at all.
I grabbed her around the knees that sat astride my shoulders and flipped her off, onto the bed and then onto her back. Pulling her legs straight and spreading them wide, I simply crawled up between them until the tip of my extended, cum dripping, cock dangled over her crease.
To say I eased myself down lacks the drama of the actual moment. It was fast and anxious. I didn't want to wind or hurt her. But I was in a hurry and I wanted to convey that sense of anxiousness to her. But it didn't matter. Another climax hit her and, with another groan, she lifted her hips to meet me anyway. Her crease was still aroused and opened like a flower in bloom and, as our sexual organs crashed together, the tip of my cock very quickly found the opening it was seeking. As her hips sunk back to the bed my shaft sunk deep within her.
I was scared this was going to be over all too soon. There'd been a big build up and some near run things. But Ellen wasn't squeezing or gripping me, was flooded with her own juices and, with her legs apart, my shaft was slipping in and out of her easily, like a well oiled piston. It felt nice, it felt fantastic actually, but not in a way that was going to too quickly deny me the sheer visual and emotional pleasure of pounding this beautiful woman into the bed.
Ellen rag dolled under me, caught in the midst of her own pleasures. For once she wasn't hypoventilating, so I didn't need to worry about her passing out and I could watch her breasts wobble to my pounding without any distractions. And wobble they did. Beautifully, provocatively in all their womanly glory. Ellen was lifting her hips slightly to my action, I could only guess to expose her g spot to more stimulation together with the certainty that her clit was getting in the way of my powerful thrusts and the crashing together of our pubises.
Some powerful force was affecting Ellen. Soon she was moaning in crescendo; but unlike I'd ever seen her moan before...
"Oohh...I can't hold it...Ned, I can't stop it...I can't control it...Ned, oh Ned, I'm going to...I'm going to explode...oh...oh...oh...aahh...AAAAAAHHHHHHHEEEEEEEEEEEEE...AAAAHHHHHHHEEEEEEE."
Her scream nearly deafened me. High pitched and louder than anything Amy's ever done and so unlike Ellen who I've never seen do anything like that before. Immediately she tried to clamp her legs together, pushing mine to the outside as she lifted her hips and with it me, off the bed. Her sex tightened down on my cock, suddenly ramping up my own stimulation. Three thrusts latter I was blasting rope after rope of my seed against her cervix as I groaned and squirmed about in the throes of my own orgasm.
It may not have been pretty to an onlooker. Two people totally caught up in their own intense climaxes, groaning and grunting while overwhelmed by the pleasures, grinding themselves together as they rolled and thrashed frantically about on the bed. And each subconsciously is trying to achieve the impossible; to just make the penetration a bit deeper in some unspoken intuition that a whole world of extra pleasure awaits them.
But eventually we settled down with Ellen on top of me, kissing my whole face passionately.
"Oh wow Ned. [kiss] That was [kiss] incredible. Who said [kiss] there's no benefit in saving it? I've never [kiss] in my whole life [kiss] screamed like that before. [kiss] See [kiss] what you do to me?"
We lay there for maybe ten minutes. After a session like that, my erection wasn't in any hurry to disappear, so I was still solidly penetrated into Ellen when the doorbell rang. We both knew what it would be. But Ellen expressed it first.
"Oh shit. We've done it again."
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Ellen disengaged from me; pushing herself up on her arms and letting the residue of my erection and a pool of cum drop out of her.
The door bell chimed a second time.
"Coming!"
She picked a beach towel up from the floor and tried to wrap herself in it, only to find her 182 cm height left at least one of either her breasts or crotch exposed. Instead she just draped it lengthways down her front; her naked, and rather cute, bottom completely visible to me as she opened the door.
As for myself, I was in a post sex mess. My chest was still damp from Ellen's squirting and my cock semi-hard and sticky and now pooled with the discharge from Ellen's delectable sex. For the second time I had to pull a sheet over my nakedness, although a number of damp stains quickly penetrated through it and the way it settled over my still only half flaccid cock left nothing to the imagination.
As the door opened I could hear the manager's voice.
"Mademoiselle, you promised you woul..."
His voice trailed off as Ellen appeared to him and he realised it wasn't Amy. I could see him studying her semi nakedness, probably realising she was uncovered from behind.
"Excuse me Mademoiselle, we've had a report of a woman screaming in pain as if being attacked or in distress."
Unlike Amy, who playfully acted out the role of a naughty child with him, Ellen stood ram rod straight, looked him in the eye and addressed him something like a doctor might telling a patient he had cancer. It was an admirable achievement when you're standing naked in plain view of a stranger, with your modesty protected only by a towel held draped down your front by an arm across your chest, while the cross draft through the door seems determined to blow it to the side and expose far more than is appropriate. She even managed to avoid any slurring of her words, given her still tipsy state.
"I'm very sorry. I'm certainly not in any danger or at risk of being hurt or in any pain. I was simply given the best orgasm I've ever had and it caused me to cry out. It's not something I normally do, so it caught me by surprise. I apologise and I won't do it again."
Somewhat flustered by a turn of events he wasn't expecting and a reply which, for all its expressions of contrition, in tone almost came across as a slap down, the manager looked across to me.
"Monsieur, is the other Mademoiselle well?"
Even allowing for the awkwardness of expression his formal French English might produce, it struck me as a slightly impertinent question. Was he trying to embarrass me in front of Ellen by letting her know I had another woman with me the previous night? About the only legitimate concern he might have as a hotel manager was that I'd had a succession of hookers in my room. In defence of the girls, it was for that reason I decided to give him a straight answer that laid all the cards on the table.
"Yes. She back on the yacht looking after it while my other girlfriend crewperson here has her turn with me."
Which told him I had two, way too young, girlfriends who were both aware of each other. I could only imagine what that would do to his brain and the gossip circles around the hotel. I deliberately refrained from offering their names, even at risk of depersonalising Amy and Ellen, because I felt it was none of his business.
With, he no doubt felt, his duty having been done, the manager excused himself and retreated from the room.
Ellen in turn discarded her towel and her formality and did a playful, naked superman leap on top of me.
"So, I'm officially a girlfriend now am I? Wow! Does that mean I can call you my boyfriend? You are so going to have waitresses buzzing around you like flies at breakfast tomorrow. I think I'd better find a cricket bat the beat them away."
"Just because I haven't had cause to use the term didn't mean you weren't one. Mind you, 'boy' hardly seems appropriate. Anyhow, when they know you're both actually girlfriends, they'll realise I'm not available so not worth the effort."
"That assumes they get told that part of the story or even that they care. Just a plain 'another screaming orgasm' makes a much better story."
I threw back the sheet again to let Ellen roll onto the bed beside me. She settled in, cuddled against me and, as I thought she would, soon crashed into a deep sleep. Unlike Amy, Ellen seems to have been sated by our evening's activities. For the first half of the night we both slept soundly and to the extent there was any restlessness in the second half, cuddles seemed to satisfy her needs.
I was lying on my back awake in the morning admiring her naked body laid out next to me, when Ellen too drifted into wakefulness. As our eyes met, she stretched out her long limbs, in the process closing the tiny gap between our bare flesh and wrapped herself around me.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm. That was such a lovely night. Thank you. I suppose I should be embarrassed about the way I was sex talking and coming on to you all the way home, but I'm not. It was fun letting myself go like that. I've never done that to anyone before."
"It was delightful to see you so uninhibited. But I thought you might not even remember it this morning."
"Oh no. I was nowhere near that drunk. Anyhow, there's no way I ever want to forget an orgasm like that."
Ellen looked across the bed to the clock and added...
"Goodness, is it that late? We'd better head off to breakfast soon. Did you come up with that cricket bat for me?"
As I lay on my back, Ellen settled in with her arms wrapped around me and her head on my chest. She purred as I stroked her beautiful long blonde hair, gliding my hand across her head and then letting a bunch of hair slip between my fingers as I traced its lovely, silky length all the way down to its termination in the small of her back.
Inevitably such intimate contact had its effect and right under her eyes my manhood swelled, stood upright momentarily as it repositioned itself from its original flaccid resting spot between my legs and flopped onto my stomach. From there, it completed its growth, expanding in girth as its tip inched itself suggestively in the direction of Ellen's downturned face.
Ellen playfully stroked it up and down with the tip of a single finger; causing it to surge.
My physical reaction didn't really mean I wanted sex. Not after last night. So I was rather glad when she seemed content to let me keep stroking her hair while she played teasingly with my engorged member. After about five minutes, it was Ellen who broke the spell.
"Well, I suppose we'd better get up and go to breakfast."
With a planned walk along the seaward beach of the Island after breakfast, Ellen dressed in one of her 'fuck me' bikinis covered only the tiny mini skirt she arrived at the resort in. I went for speedos under shorts and a polo shirt. With a beach bag with hats and a few other necessities we headed off for breakfast and what, frankly, was one of the most bizarre mornings of my life.
We were no sooner out the door than we were confronted by the sight of a room cleaner's trolley with its operator bent deeply over it; apparently fiddling with something at its furthest reaches. With her white cleaner's pareo hitched high, her whole butt and crease were on display, clearly showing she had nothing on underneath.
As she heard our approach she stood up and turned towards us. Like most of the female hotel staff, she was quite a beautiful Tahitian local, probably in her early 20's. What was immediately noticeable was that her pareo was held up by being hitched over only one breast. The other was fully exposed; a sizable perky orb, capped by a large dark nipple. Feigning ignorance of her exposure, she beamed a broad smile at us.
"Good morning Mr O'Neill. Would you like me to make up your room while you're at breakfast?"
I cast a quick look at her name tag; not an easy task since it lay in the fold of material under her exposed breast.
"Good morning Mohea. You may, but are you aware we're checking out today, but not until 2.30?"
"Yes Mr O'Neill, but I thought you might like the room freshened up for you. I'll make it again after you leave."
"Thank you Mohea."
As we continued hand in hand down the boardwalk, Ellen nudged me in the shoulder.
"You flirt. Where's that cricket bat. Did you see how the flower behind her right ear was turned backwards. That means she was telling you she was immediately available; as if her pussy display as we walked out the door wasn't doing that anyway. I bet she's left her telephone number in the room when we get back."
"What do you mean about the flower?"
"Those flowers they wear in their hair aren't just decorations. They tell you about their sexual availability. Left ear is taken, right ear is available, both ears means married but available anyway and backwards means available now."
"Where did you learn that?"
"I was doing some cultural research while waiting on the yacht yesterday. The missionaries weren't entirely successful in imposing their conservative sexual mores. The local culture has managed to retain some of their original more relaxed attitude to sexual engagements."
I didn't have time to explore further. The path to the breakfast room seemed rather crowded with hotel staff that morning.
Two cleaning staff, both very young and attractive women, stood on the side of the walk letting us past. Their eyes had been on us from the moment we'd left Mohea and they giggled and whispered to each other as we approached and both had flowers displayed backwards behind their right ear. In what was intended to look like an accident, but clearly wasn't, one of them brushed her arm across her body in a way that lifted the front of her Pareo, revealing a rather cute but very naked mound covered only in a well trimmed bush.
"Good morning Monsieur, Mademoiselle."
"Good morning ladies."
Four more of the staff just seemed to happen to be idling along the path we took to the breakfast room that morning - every other morning there'd been none. Two of them were young women showing enough breast that their areolas were half exposed over the top of their pareos, but the other two were guys. The latter two were topless, dressed only in their lap laps and had been seen to reposition themselves onto the side of the path where Ellen was as we approached. While they were trying to look nonchalant, I'd noticed them suck their stomachs in and lift their chests out as we'd approached. I'd also noticed Ellen start to sashay in a somewhat sexually suggestive way.
"Bonjour Mademoiselle, Monsieur."
Ellen flicked her hair and beamed them a smile.
"Bonjour."
Distracted as I watched Ellen and the boys, I felt a body gently collide with me on the other side, the natural swing of my arm as I walked causing my hand to slip between the legs of the other person. In that instant it took me to respond to the contact and turn towards her, even with the relative insensitivity of the skin on the back of my hand, I realised it had come into contact with the naked crease of a woman. A very damp naked crease.
As you do in that sort of collision, instinctively I stopped, froze and turned toward the woman standing millimetres away from me to find that the contact had dislodged the precarious hold her garment had previously had on her breasts and that they were now exposed. Indeed, since the projection of her breasts had largely been holding the garment up, it was rapidly slipping off her body. Her friend, standing behind her, held her hand over her face as she giggled at the charade.
"Bonjour Mr O'Neill. Pardon, I wasn't watching where I was going."
Even as she spoke and while standing millimetres from me, she had grabbed the garment, unwrapped the front to open it up and in the process revealed her full nakedness to me; a somewhat stunning full nakedness. Then in no great haste to block the view I had, she hitch it back to breast height and wrap herself back in it.
"Excuse me Mr O'Neill. I had a clothing malfunction."
She offered me her hand. Dumbfounded by the events, I took it and shook her hand, letting her pin me in place as she looked me in the eyes and offered a beaming smile.
"I'm Tahea. I work in reception."
I felt Ellen pinch my butt.
"We need to get to breakfast."
"Sorry Tahea, I was the one not watching where I was going. Enjoy your day."
"I intend to Mr O'Neill. I intend to. But it's off to a good start. What do you have planned?"
"After breakfast, we thought we might go for a walk up along the northern beach."
"It's very beautiful. I'm sure you'll find some delights up there."
As we walked on, I noticed Ellen was still putting on an exaggerated swing of her hips as we walked away from the guys. Now it was my turn to comment as I teased...
"Now who's flirting? I saw you walking like that."
She gave me a playful wack on the butt.
"Yea, well, you just had a woman deliberately expose herself to you. What's good for the goose is good for the gander."
I remained acutely aware of the thought I had Tahea's dampness on the back of my hand. I lifted it up to look at it. I could see it glisten in the morning light and brought it to my nose to take in the wonderful aroma of a woman. It wasn't water. Something had made her very aroused. I felt the dampness with the finger of my other hand, smearing its slippery texture across my skin.
Ellen noticed and elbowed me in the ribs.
"Is that what I think it is? Did she slime you? The bitch. Where's that cricket bat?"
What struck me when we entered the breakfast area was that there seemed to be more staff on duty than normal and, except for Raphael, they were all young women. I quickly discovered it was no accident.
We were shown to a table outside next to the pool by two waitresses. Because they pulled the chair out for each of us, we dutifully sat down, even though we knew we'd shortly be getting up again to select our breakfast from the self service area.
After I thought they'd left, I sat back in my chair with my hands spread lightly gripping the edge of the table, about to suggest to Ellen we go and get some food, when one of the waitresses came back, slipped her pareo over my hand and leant on it as she bent and reached across to fill my and Ellen's water glasses. As she did, I felt the raised knuckles of my hand lightly worked down into and through her naked crease.
The glasses filled, she stood upright with her crease still on my hand and half turned towards me.
"Good morning Mr O'Neill. I'm Rarhu. Can I offer you anything more?"
"I think that's enough for now Rarhu. We're about to get some food."
And that, pretty well, was the story of that breakfast. There were six waitress in the room and in the hour and a half from when we left our room until we'd finished breakfast, I saw and touched up as much pussy as I had in my whole previous life. Every time I left a hand or elbow projecting anywhere, it seemed to find itself under the hem of a pareo. The coffee was topped up after every sip and every time I moved I seemed to find myself in collision with a waitress, often with a clothing malfunction following. Every plate or other item on our table which gave even the slightest impression of being finished with was cleared immediately, usually accompanied by a butt or breast exposing bend over the table.
It became a game; leaving a hand on the edge of the table to see how quickly it was claimed by another pussy and with what flimsy excuse and increasingly, how damp they were.
By the end I could tell you who was wearing the cute pink satin thong, who had the lace thong and who had no underwear at all (the rest of them). And among the rest I knew who had a Brazilian and who had bush. I could even describe most of their breasts and nipples and give you a pretty good guide to how easily aroused they were.
And yet it was all done with a subtlety that seemed not to attract the attention of other guests.
Ellen was cacking herself laughing at the whole, never ending game; more so as I ended up being slipped three pieces of paper with names and phone numbers on them.
As we left, the six of them all came over to say goodbye, like at some official engagement. Ellen waited until we were out of earshot.
"So, how many pussies did you just touch-up over breakfast?"
"All six of them."
"Were they all naked?"
"No, two had panties."
"Wet?"
"Well, at least half were fairly moist."
"You know the irony of this don't you?"
"What?"
"When we got here, you were concerned I'd be embarrassed about being seen to be in an intimate relationship with you. Now I've got women even younger than me wishing they could displace me in your bed. And guys thinking that, if she can keep you happy then she must be a bit of alright, so they're ignoring all the stunning local beauties to chase me."
"They'd be chasing you anyway. But I suppose it does make me more comfortable about publically showing affection towards you without embarrassing you."
The icing on the cake for the morning - if I can call it that - came as we were strolling back along the beach towards the hotel after our morning walk and swim.
The sun was still low in the Eastern sky and the sea was an ocean of reflected light. Just beautiful in that way that only tropical waters can be.
We were still only dressed in swimwear; enjoying the warmth of the sunlight on our bodies as we let it complete drying us off after our swim.
Somewhere not too far up ahead, obviously off in the bushes to the side of the beach, we heard a drum start up a fast beat. It continued as we approached until we came to the point where we could see what was happening.
There was Gloria and Tahea, dressed only in tiny, red mini wrap skirts, both split to the side knots holding them together low on their right hips. They were both dancing in that somewhat familiar hip twirling Polynesian style. I've seen plenty of tourist versions of the dance in our travels; but this was something again even allowing for the fact it more accorded with the Tahitian version.
In almost perfect synchronicity, they danced without their feet seemingly moving; their hips swaying and circling powerfully from side to side apparently driven only by the strength of their stomach and thigh muscles. They both had beautiful, tall, slender, womanly figures that had only been hinted at under their work pareos; even when I got a look down the full length of Gloria's when she'd bent over the table. Indeed, they were gorgeous; flawless brown skin, impressive breasts, and beaming smiles that lit up their beautiful faces. I felt my cock swell a bit just at the sight of them.
The only other parts of their bodies that moved very much at all were their arms which seductively moved from out stretched to their side to overhead and then out to the front. Amongst all this movement, their sizable breasts, still perky in their youthful beauty, merely wobbled sexily.
They beamed us another smile as they saw us come into view. Gloria cast a quick look across to Tahea and, as one they turned on the spot, their cute butts now the focus of attention as their fast hip sway and circling continued with their arms held above their head, elongating their figures. Another quick glance across from Gloria and they turned back. As they did, they loitered with their right side facing us for just a moment; the movement of their hips flipping the split skirt open enough to make it quite clear they had nothing on underneath.



As we kept walking toward the centre of the opening, the angle of our view opened enough to reveal it was Raphael playing the drums, wearing nothing more than the two girls. And while I'm no expert judge of male figures, I would guess that Ellen probably would have found the display quite attractive. And all three of them had a flower in their hair turned backwards.
As the girls turned back around to the front, Gloria spoke in a voice remarkably free of panting, given how vigorous their dancing was...
"You can stay and watch if you'd like Mr O'Neill, were just practicing the dance we put on for the tourists."
I very much doubted this was the version the tourists got; unless there was an x rated show somewhere. Even discounting the lack of clothing, this was a highly sexualised version of anything I'd seen before.
From what little I'd seen, the Tahitian form of this type of dancing is somewhat different from the more familiar Hawaiian version. The Tahitians move about less, and move their arms less; the arms moving slowly through a series of fixed postures out to the side or above their head and, less often, in front. The key aspect of their version seems to be the way they hold their feet tightly together and move their hips in a really fast circle; turning from front to back and to the front, with the back view showing their butts performing an ancient version of twerking that leaves any modern performer for dead.
Recognising this was clearly a set up, uncertainly, Ellen and I stopped at what we judged was a respectful distance, and loitered to watch the show.
Gloria held out her hands to the front, signalling me with her fingers to join her. At the same time Tahea motioned to Ellen.
I know at the tourist shows they often get the audience to join in and embarrass themselves, but given the events of the last couple of days, this was a more calculated invitation. Indeed, given Raphael's past smitteness towards Ellen, I even had a momentary concern as to her safety.
I looked across at Ellen who was clearly having the same thoughts, although maybe absent any sense of danger. She smirked at me and waved her head in a way that indicated I should accept Gloria's invitation.
Cautiously I approached her, accepting the hands Gloria held out towards me as she never stopped circling her hips to the fast drumbeat while Ellen did the same with Tahea.
Almost immediately the girls drew their hands out wide to their side, drawing our bodies towards theirs; even more so as they drew them back even further so that it projected their chests out and forced us into contact with them.
Ellen seemed relaxed about it and just went with the flow, soon in full body to body contact with Tahea, their breasts interlocked, even as she got into the spirit of it and did a reasonably persuasive - if amateur - version of what the other girls were going with their hips. I had instinctively adopted a stance that held my hips back from contact with Gloria's crotch, even though that meant her breasts were rubbing on my chest, quickly causing her nipples to become large hard buttons.
"Can you sway your hips Mr O'Neill?"
To be honest, I had been too shy to even try. Call it the inhibition of being post middle age.
"Not as well as you Gloria."
"Let me help you find the rhythm."
With a glance across to Tahea, who then followed in time, Gloria raised her hands above her head, pulling mine with her. Like Ellen and myself, Gloria was a tall slender 6ft in height with legs that were quite long in relation to her body. She'd left me no choice, pulling my body up straight so that my hip met her already thrust forward one.
When Ellen and I had been frolicking in the water earlier, she'd had intentionally kept me aroused; partly because she likes sexual play, partly no doubt as part of the girls' 'top up his testosterone' policy. As the girls are prone to amusing themselves by doing, she stuck her hand down the front of my swimmers and positioned me into the full horizontal position. This is their name for when the stretchy material of my speedos is holding my erection in a way that sheathes and holds it as it projects it horizontally forward; instead of letting it rise to the vertical. Inevitably it stretches the leg hems away from my thighs too; letting my balls hang out in a way that amuses them further and has even let them teabag themselves with them.
As I'd gone back to flaccid, it had sat itself in my swimmers in what you might call the 'cocked' position, sitting facing downward, so that upon any further arousal it would be trapped by the material to stretch out horizontally again.
Almost immediately as Gloria raised her hands and pulled me against her, the tip of my cock had slipped under her wrap and between her rapidly moving thighs. I couldn't help it or resist it. It caused me to become aroused; my manhood pushing itself between her thighs and up against her crease. Gloria just looked me in the eyes as she kept the circling movement up. I could feel the hot wetness permeating my swimmers as my erection was moved vigorously within the confines of her crease.
At first I still twisted my back, angling my hips away from Gloria's as much as I could to minimise the extent to which my erection penetrated between her legs. But the posture was unnatural and uncomfortable.
Again I looked across to Ellen; uncertain as to whether I should bring this whole sexualisation of the dance to a halt. She may not have been able to see where my cock was positioned, but she can't have had any doubts as to what was happening. It might have been playful and fun, but it was a blatantly sexual act. In a conventional relationship it would definitely constitute unfaithfulness. Mind you, Tahea seemed to be giving her mons a pretty powerful rub against Ellen's too.
And then there was the question as to Raphael's role in all of this. My head's movement caught Ellen's attention and, as the other girl kept circling her crotch and rubbing her breasts against the corresponding parts of Ellen's anatomy, she gave me a broad smile and an eye rolling nod in a way that said 'go along with it'.
I gave up my uncomfortable attempt at modesty; straightening my back and letting as much of the length of my erection slip between her legs as a normal stance would permit, which was most of it.
I'd been amazed at how Gloria had been able to dance like that without it affecting her breathing. But now for the first time I could hear the tone of her breath changing; it was faster and heavier. From staring at me as she had been initially, her eyes slowly closed as if they were looking inward. She started biting her lip.
A little squeal escaped her and she suddenly froze on the spot as she obviously climaxed, bending her knees to press my erection more firmly into her crease as she rocked it back and forwards a bit. She momentarily tried to start circling her hips again, but almost instantly was overwhelmed by either more of the first climax or another; rubbing her whole body up and down against me as she slipped my erection through her crease.
For a minute she just hung there pressed against me, her head over my shoulder panting and heaving into the side of my neck, all while the drums kept up their rhythm in the background. More cautiously this time, she started circling her hips again, bringing her arms down and then slowly forward to disengage our bodies, looking across to the Tahea, who matched her moves while dancing with Ellen.
With a signalling yelp from Gloria, as a coordinated trio, the three of them called on their stage dancing skills to rotate their positions. In two graceful leaps, Gloria swung towards the back of the clearing to the drums as Tahea's leaps spun her in a circle as she landed in front of me and Raphael, more worryingly, presented himself in front of Ellen.
Even with the momentary silencing of the drums as Gloria replaced Raphael, the dancers hadn't missed a beat.
Almost immediately, Tahea and Raphael performed a synchronised raising of their hands to draw myself and Ellen into full body contact against them and, in my case, my erection under the hem of her skirt and into the wetness of her crease as their hip dancing continued.
Having my erection within Tahea's crease as she danced like that was a bit like sticking it in a washing machine; albeit a gentle, warm, wet and very slippery one. Her crease wasn't quite the centre of rotation of her hips, so the tip of my erection was being moved around in a fast circle as I felt each thigh muscle contract and relax to induce her hip movements. It wasn't hard to imagine that the movement of it against her clit must have been extreme; certainly faster than I thought most women liked to be stimulated down there.
But combined with the way she was rubbing her nipples on my chest it must have been working for her. In less than a minute and a half, she let out a blood curdling scream - more war cry than orgasmic - as I felt my shaft flooded with a hot liquid as, I could but assume, she'd squirted.
She kept circling; but now with tensed up thighs, letting out a number of war cry like grunts as each wave of her climax or climaxes seemed to peak; her whole body sizing up into a momentary spasm which saw her aggressively thrust her hips forward with every grunt.
Slowly, she lowered her hands and brought them forward, letting me - indeed, telling me to - disengage the contact between our bodies.
The drums built to a crescendo until their constant rhythm dissolved into a number of single loud beats accompanied by a war cry like yell from each of them; signalling the performance was over.
Tahea and Raphael stood motionless in front of Ellen and myself without any apparent awkwardness on their part; like performers waiting for an encore. I felt acutely awkward; uncertain what to do. I looked down. My erection still projected well forward, the material covering it; dark stained with fluids which continued to drip off it.
Tahea stepped forward, took my hand and kissed me on the cheek, ignoring the way my erection prodded back under her skirt, whispering into my ear...
"Thank you Mr O'Neill. I hope you enjoyed our performance. I can promise you a performance and delights unlike anything you've experienced before if you could join Gloria and myself in the bushes behind us."
"Thanks Tahea, but I'm not in a position to do that."
As she moved her head away, she left some parting words...
"We can meet later if that suits you better."
As Tahea stepped out, Gloria replaced her, doing the same...
"Thank you Mr O'Neill. Think about what Tahea offered. It will be worth your time."
I took Ellen's hand, expressing thanks for their performance as we continued to head back to the resort; not quite sure what to make of the whole episode. I just felt the need to talk to Ellen about it.
"That was weird. Were you comfortable with it all?"
Ellen laughed.
"Is weird the best word you can come up with for that? It was outside my comfort zone, but I didn't feel threatened or offended by it if that's what you mean."
"What about the girls all but raping me? Didn't that bother you?"
"I think raping is a rather emotional word for what was a consensual involvement by you. If you're asking whether I was jealous or annoyed by it, not really, or not much anyway. I knew you were looking for my permission to participate and I freely gave it. Just about every woman on the island has wanted a piece of you since the manager blabbed about the screaming orgasms. If that's all they get, then Amy and I are doing well. Anyhow, Raphael dry humped me - although he wasn't dry after he'd finished."
"Didn't that worry you? I thought you girls hated such creepy behaviour."
"He didn't last long. About thirty seconds. As long as he kept it in his lap lap and rubbed it on my stomach, I could deal with it. I certainly wasn't going to let it go between my legs. As for the bigger question of creepy behaviour, it's contextual. If someone tries to do it in a crowded train, it's not just creepy, it's sexual assault. But again, what happened was consensual. He'd had an erection tilting up his lap lap from the moment he'd come into our view. Once the girls started dancing with us, I knew how that part of it was going to end and I was ready to control things if he tried to go too far. You've stirred up a hornet's nest of sexuality in the place with what's been happening."
"ME? I think I might have had some help in that."
"Ahh no. You're the one who's brought a succession of stunning woman into the resort and made them have screaming orgasms. We were just the innocent victims. Don't ask me to protect you from all the woman who are now going to be chasing you. By the way, have you noticed the front of your swimwear is somewhat... stained and unusually configured? We might need to fix that before we get back."
The erection was still pushing out the front of my speedos, my balls hanging out the stretched leg hems and the material over the top surface of the erection very wet, although no longer dripping from Tahea's squirting.
"Yea, I might need to jump in for another swim before we get back. Don't you think Tahea over egged it a bit with her screaming. I mean it was little more than a good fingering with a somewhat thicker finger. Surely it wasn't going to produce an orgasm that intense. Although she did squirt. I thought that only happens with a g spot orgasm?"
"On the squirting, I don't know. That's how it works for me, and even then, only rarely, but everyone's different. And if she did squirt, then it probably was an intense orgasm. But Ned, Ned, Ned, how many times do I have to tell you that for women, sex is often as much in the mind as it is in the crotch. As far as she was concerned she had the stud every other woman on the island wanted between her legs. That might have been enough to trigger a monster for her. So there you are, now there's going to be another woman telling everyone how you blown her brains with a screaming climax. We'd better get you out of here before things get out of control."
"You don't think what just happened was a bit out of control?"
"It was unusual. 'Out of control' is probably taking it too far. But were on a holiday on an exotic island with different traditional customs and you've attracted attention to yourself. That's meant to be part of exotic holidays, isn't it? That's why I went with it."
"Did you hear Tahea's invitation?"
"Yes. Are you tempted?"
"I can hardly do that."
"Isn't it every man's dream? As I've said before, you gave us permission for sleepovers, so you should have the same freedom."
"Any dreams I have at the moment are limited to you and Amy. No I'm not tempted or disappointed I'm not in a position to take her up on it."
Ellen cuddled into my shoulder.
"You know Ned, I feel guilty admitting this to you, but I feel enormously happy hearing you say that. The thought of you sneaking off into the bushes with them for some wild sexual romp somehow fills me with jealously."
"Why should that make you feel guilty? That's just human."
"Because in theory we're meant to be in some sort of open relationship and feeling jealous might make you feel hemmed in by us."
"As I've said before, the openness was something that applied to you girls so we didn't close out the possibility of you meeting someone closer to your own age. I was never wanting to take advantage of it. You girls have offered me so much I'd be a fool to want more."
Having moved a short distance down the beach from where the others were, Ellen led me back into the water to freshen up. She found great delight in 'cleaning up' my swimmers by rubbing her hand up and down the length of the projecting erection to 'cleanse me of the sexual taint of other girls' as she so eloquently and jokingly put it.
It might have done that, but nothing she did in the water let my erection subside. I came out with it bigger than when I'd gone in. I was going to have to let the rest of the walk do that and just hope no one else came along the beach; although as Ellen turned playful and started physically flaunting herself in my path, it took longer than it might have.
We managed to get back to the room without any further incident. There we changed for lunch with Amy; Ellen into the loose hanging, plunging crop top worn braless and 'A' line mini skirt she wore to lunch the previous day, me into a pair of shorts and a polo t shirt. Since I saw Ellen go commando, I did too.
Our timing was good. As we arrived back at the reception area, we saw Amy motoring the RIB towards the resort jetty. After we helped her ashore and tied the RIB up in a way that wouldn't interfere with other users of it, Amy stripped out of the waterproofs she'd worn to protect her lunch clothes from the chop of the lagoon.
That left Amy in the pair of yellow hot pants and tightly fitted plunge necked t shirt which had also been her lunch outfit for the first day. The fact she had no bra was obvious. But it took only the most casual observation to conclude she had no panties on either.
It wasn't coincidence that their clothing outfits hadn't changed from the previous lunches. In an environment where the standard outfit each day is nothing more than a 'fuck me' bikini, they have a limited selection of clothes. When you narrow it further down to clothes bought since coming aboard with the specific purpose of arousing me, that are in that zone of not being too casual for a fancy resort lunch but not being excessively formal either, the selection was narrowed further.
I'd known all along that Amy's procuring of a late checkout for our room was strategic. The girls obviously had some carnal intent for me and the thought of that, combined with the sexuality of their clothing meant there was already a half mongrel in my pants by the time we walked into the dining area. To make matters worse, because I was commando, the swollen tip of it was edging its way towards exposing itself out the bottom of the leg of my pants.
To try and hide it, I let the girls lead, an arm around each of their waists drawing them together as I walked behind. But that left me trailing in the wake of these two beauties; the sensuous waft of their femineity, the play of their gorgeous long hair on their back and the sexualised movement of their tall slender bodies all ensuring that the half mongrel wasn't going away any time soon.
Because I hadn't booked for lunch, and with today being our check out day, our presence perhaps not anticipated, there was less of a gaggle of waitresses. But you could see those who were there somewhat taken aback to see Amy back with Ellen. For a while that shock value seemed to keep them at bay; even the young waitress who'd been most aggressive at breakfast called Mohea. Plus, with a girl on either side of me, both of them sitting and leaning in as close as the layout of the table would permit, others found it difficult to get a point of access.
Our order was taken by the cute little Mohea, whose best attempt at seduction was limited to more than a little peak of areola showing over the top of her pareo.
Ellen's was less subtle. As soon as Mohea left, I felt Ellen's hand slide up the loose leg of my shorts and wrap itself around my manhood. With a cocktail in the other hand, she continued a detailed download on Amy of the events of the day with a completely straight face even as an erection exploded into her hand. She guided it out of the leg of my shorts and let it stand upright; drawing the lower hem of my pants tightly up against my balls in the process as the tip of it rested against the underside of the table, hidden only by the long table cloth.
All I could do was sit back in my chair with my hands on the edge of the table grinning like a Cheshire cat as Amy looked at me and kept repeating "really" in slack jawed astonishment with each new revelation and all the time Ellen's polishing my manhood; her hand occasionally giving the table a jolt as she misjudged the length of the appendage she was polishing.



The girls were two cocktails in and had broken off from the last details of the dancing episode to choose the wine for lunch, when Mohea arrived with the entrees. I'd been going easier, knowing someone had to stay sober enough to drive the RIB home.
It was probably just in time. With her inhibitions dropping with every sip of her drink, Ellen gave every impression of being ready to slip under the table and give me a blow job. She sat upright as Mohea went to slip between her and me to put my food on the table; although she was still able to reach across surreptitiously under it and circle my manhood.
I wasn't quick enough to move my hands and sit forward. Before I knew it Mohea had her naked pussy resting on my hand as, in no great haste, she lowered first mine and then Ellen's plates onto the table, then bent and reached across to put Amy's in front of her too.
Mohea was of a more diminutive stature than the other waitresses. She'd stood on her toes to slip her crotch over my hand. For the same reason she had to bend fairly deeply to reach across to Amy, giving me a momentary view of the middle two knuckles of my hand disappearing into the crease that ran through her bulging mons.
As if to remind me that Mohea had an exposed erection pointing up at her pussy more or less right under where she had it rested on the table and my hand, Ellen was jerking me furiously while completely unsuccessfully trying to suppress her amusement in doing so.
As Mohea disappeared with an order for a bottle of wine, Ellen finally released my shaft to give her two hands to eat with. But that didn't mean my erection instantly subsided. The girls' clothing had been specifically chosen to excite me and they weren't shy about flaunting their breasts with their jutting nipples even as they ate.
It was Ellen who suddenly turned the conversation to a more serious topic.
"What do you see happening when we get back to Sydney?"
"What do you mean?"
"Are you just going to kick us off the boat and wave us goodbye?"
"Aahh, that's what you're asking. No, and I hope you'd know me better than that. But it is something I have been thinking about and I suppose I should have talked to you about it before.
I've got a large house on an acreage at Bayview Heights overlooking Pittwater. It presently has a house sitter looking after it.
It was our family's home where I raised my kids, so it has plenty of bedrooms. My thought was to invite each of you to stay there until you settle in, get jobs and work out where you want your life to go. But of course, whether you want to do that is entirely up to you. I mean, I know Ellen has family living nearby, so that might not suit her as well."
Amy chimed in...
"Would there be a time limit?"
"I don't see why. You know, because we've talked about it so often, that my hope for each of you is success in life, but especially that you will come to find a love that will better serve your longer term ambitions. It's not that I want to lose you, but it's just wrong that I would selfishly hope that you would anchor yourself to an older guy like me who's not going to be in a position to be a good father for any children you want and who's just going to get older and more decrepit well before you're ready to be stuck with that."
"What if we decide we want to be anchored?"
In a way, this had always been my fear with Amy. A fear for her sake, not mine. I understood that after the decade of abuse she suffered, there was a danger I'd be adopted by her as a safe port in a stormy world. I looked her in the eye.
"The love I feel for each of you is deep and real and permanent; or at least as permanent as any love can be. It's not a love of convenience for the duration of the trip. In a way you're asking me whether I love you enough to deliberately hurt you by rejecting you and kicking you out, just because I think that's the best thing for your long term happiness. I certainly do love you enough to be concerned about your best interests over mine. But to actually hurt you would break my heart. If I knew beyond any doubt that your path to long term happiness was best served by that, maybe I'd bring myself to do it.
If you were absolutely sure to be lucky enough to find a younger fantastic guy who'd be a worthy life time partner and father of your children, then I definitely should do it. But I'm not arrogant enough to believe that life offers any such certainty. You're intelligent women. All I can do is make the consequences of the choices clear and let you decide.
Maybe that and make it clear you have the option of a soft exit and a chance of coming back if things don't work out."
Ellen put her hand over mine and asked...
"What about you Ned? What do you want out of life?"
"I believe in love. I've lived with love for most of my life and it suits me. I want to find a love that will last me into my older years - or at least has a good chance of doing so. Someone I can share those years with."
"We understand that Ned. Maybe that's even what makes us feel insecure about an older woman like Liddy attracting your attention. Still, you might be underestimating the staying power of a younger woman. But I think you're right about one thing. Until we get back onto dry land and settle in, it's really hard to predict what any of us will decide is the best way forward. I suppose I'm just really grateful you've been thoughtful enough to have planned these things ahead."
I looked into Ellen's eyes as she spoke those words. The love I saw in them both drew me and scared me. It drew me because it reflected back the love I felt for her but it scared me because it made me worry that she, perhaps like Amy, was in too deep for her own good; that maybe what should be for her a mere fling on the yacht had gone way beyond that.
And yet, I found my desire to fight against them in that rapidly dissolving.
Lunch passed quickly enough. After all, in the girls' mind it was a mere prelude to something else and there was a strict 2.30 time limit on that.
What minimal inhibitions they might have started lunch with had been reduced to nothing by the cocktails and wine. Ellen particularly seems to fall into some sort of sexual overdrive by these meals; pulling my hand across to finger her between courses only to rip it away just as I felt her quivering on the verge of a climax. But the 'edging' as she's previously called it, clearly left her aroused, randy and somewhat frustrated.
Amy would have liked the same, but her clothing was less facilitatious of it; the tight hot pants offering no easy access. And while the material they were made of was thin enough to let me finger her through it, the bright yellow material clearly showed any damp stain, making her eventual exit from the dining room awkward. But she did persistently brush her hard and jutting right nipple against my left arm and with Amy being one of that ten percent of women who can have nipple orgasms, I was very much attuned to the way her breathing was reacting to her doing that.
Ellen had also started up her new found attraction to sex talking me and Amy had risen to the challenge of being an equal participant in it. Visually they were increasingly deploying the full gamut of their available tools; a coy, sultry sexuality radiating from their beautiful faces, their feminine manes of long hair flicking around in a way that would do a shampoo commercial justice, and of course, their breasts.
As Amy held her shoulders back and the front of her t shirt down, the orbs of her breasts had become increasingly exposed though the plunging neckline until the edges of her areola and the full depth of her underboob were plainly visible while Ellen only had to lean towards me to give me a peak down the front of her loose crop top at the glorious breasts that lay within.
The way they were leaning in to me, Mohea hadn't been given a chance to get anywhere near me.
My erection had come on gone and come again, even without Ellen's hand around it. It was going to be a challenge just getting away from the table. As I waited for the bill, as subtly as I could, I readjusted it to just sit upright in my pants, instead of hanging out the leg of it. I hoped that if I pulled the loose bottom hem of my polo t shirt over it, it might go relatively unnoticed.
The bill of course, in a way that had become all too familiar, had Mohea's phone number folded up in to it. I pocketed it, thinking that was less rude than leaving it on the table.
While we'd been in the dining room, Ellen's and Amy's sex talk had, of necessity, been quite and based on ambiguities. Once we were out of sight and earshot of the reception area, Ellen really started to lay it on. She danced and skipped around in front of me, flaunting herself...
"Well Mr O'Neill, the great stud of Bora Bora, are you up for two of us? Can you satisfy us both?"
She reached in to my crotch and felt the half mongrel sitting there...
"Come on, you can do better than that, or am I just going to have to find it with some girl on girl with Amy?"
She planted herself in front of Amy, put an arm around the small of her back and ground her mons against Amy's while tweaking Amy's already jutting nipple with her other hand; all while doing a fairly good imitation of passionately kissing her. At least I assumed it was an imitation, because frankly I couldn't tell if Ellen's tongue was actually thrust into Amy's mouth in the way she suggested by her actions.
Initially it caught Amy by surprise, but she quickly showed she was up for the game by reciprocating the action to an extent that became almost inappropriate in the public area we were in.
I offered the only response I thought might stop them ending up on the ground with their legs interlocked. "You know I'm up for it."
Ellen broke away and went back to skipping and flaunting herself across my path.
"I donno Amy. He seems to have tags on himself doesn't he? Remember how Issie used to get off watching him have sex with one of us. Maybe we should line up all these local girls wanting a part of him and see how many he can deliver these screaming orgasms to while we watch and play with ourselves. How many of those telephone numbers have you got in your pocket?"
In a flash, Ellen's hands were inside the pockets that were on either side of my shorts. She ferreted about in them, deliberately playing against the bulge of my manhood and balls while she vacuumed up the bits of paper that had been absent mindedly thrust at me over the last 24 hours.
She pulled out a handful of them.
"There's six, just in these pants!"
Amy started to pick up the vibe of Ellen's verbal teasing. "Na, he's an old man. It would kill him."
"Do you mind, it's more polite to say middle aged."
Amy had picked up remarkably quickly on what would seem to an outsider to be the brutality of Australian banter between good friends; something Ellen had come deeply imbued with.
"What, you think you're going to live to 120? No, definitely old. Mind you, he's a good enough root, isn't he Ellen? So maybe we should keep him for a bit longer. Still, it would be an interesting way of putting him down when we're finished with him."
"Well he's set a new bar for performance by making me scream last time. Are we finished with him if we can't do it very time now?"
I butted in. "That's not fair. You're not a screamer."
"How do you know? Maybe I'm just really repressed. Or maybe you just weren't good enough until last night."
"Because you told me. Anyway you promised the manager not to do it again."
"Did I? I don't think so. I think that was Amy. I think I just told him you caught me by surprise. I could even suggest the surprise was you were good enough to make me."
With Ellen dancing along backwards in front of me, she hadn't seen a middle aged couple approach from the other direction. I cast her an obvious upwards glance in their direction, causing her to look around to see them. Her reaction wasn't the one I expected.
"Let's put on a show for them."
She came and cuddled up against my free left side, her arm right around my back, instinctively causing me to put my arm around her. As I looked to her side, I could see that she'd brushed her body against me in a way that had caused her loose crop top to ride up and forward. The forward part let me look straight down it at her naked breast. The up part lifted the bottom hem to expose most of her right underboob; or at least the line of shadow suggested it was only underboob. But I couldn't actually see what was visible from the front. Knowing Ellen in her current mood, she may have had a nipple sticking out too.
Amy responded by going from simply holding my right hand to also pressing herself close with an arm around me and mine around her.
The couple gave us a judgemental stare. Even I had to admit, the scene suggested little else than an old guy was taking two inappropriately aged ladies back to his room optimistically thinking he was up to giving them a good pounding.
As soon as we were past them Ellen slipped a hand down the front of my pants, tickling up my manhood. Her starting comment of ...
"You're still not up for it, are you Ned. I think Amy and I had better call in the services of those nice local lads who chatted me up this morning."
As my manhood swelled into her palm, her words turned to...
"That's more like it. Maybe we'll give you another chance. Yes, it's feeling good now Ned. It's even getting me quite randy just feeling how anxiously it's surging."
All this was happening while we were walking along the boardwalk towards our room in broad daylight. It was probably only the fact we'd left lunch early and most others were still having theirs that saved us all from getting kicked out of the resort for inappropriate behaviour.
And the fact was, Ellen's randiness had been evident from half way through lunch. She was just about ready to get under the table and give me a blow job after the entrée; although how that would have fixed her own randiness I was never really sure of. Cocktails either did or didn't agree with her, depending on your point of view; but they certainly made her randy. But her admission of it changed her demeanour from one of trash talking to just straight out sex talking.
She danced about in front of me again and flipped up her skirt, revealing her naked mons.
"I hope you're ready to give this pussy a good fucking, cause it's got your name on it Ned. It's calling out to daddy like you wouldn't believe. I'm wet, my clits swollen ready to burst and I got a hole the size of the grand canyon wanting you to fill it."
The flipped up the front of her crop top, exposing her breasts.
"Look at these nipples. They're like mountainous rocks wanting you to soften them with your lips. Can we walk faster? Aren't you in a hurry too Amy? Shit, is he teasing up your nipples?"
Focused on me and the swelling in my pants, Ellen had only just noticed that, after the couple had walked past, Amy had lifted the hand I had around her waist up to under her armpit where she'd positioned it over her breast; inviting nipple play. Prone to nipple orgasms, she'd been quietly humming with her head against my shoulder at her increasing arousal. I'd even seen her slip some fingers surreptitiously down between her legs a couple of times to play momentarily in an area of spreading dampness in her skin tight shorts.
"You're not the only one...oohhh...feeling randy. You know how sensitive my nipples are."
Adding with a grin and a wink directed at Ellen
"It's working too. I might cum before...ooowww...we get to the doorway."
"Aahhhh. Not fair. Gimmie the key. No I'll get it."
Even though it took longer, Ellen stuck her hand in my pocket to pull the key out, but instead got distracted wrapping her fingers around my hard shaft and rubbing it up at down.
"Oh Ned, it feels so nice doing that. I just want it. I just need it in me."
"We're nearly there."
"I can't wait."
The key now in her palm, she grabbed my hand and started pulling me the final few metres down the boardwalk to our room. As she pulled me off balance, I pulled momentarily at Amy's nipple in my other hand. Amy froze, bent over moaning...
"Ooohh that's so nice. Ohh, I'll catch up in a second. OOoohhhh."
Ellen wasn't waiting for her. I was dragged to the door, pushed inside and she had my pants down around my ankles and my shirt over my head in an instant; jumping up on my naked body to let the hardness of my erection slip under her skirt and easily into her sex.
"Oh, that feels so fantastic."
She eased her feet to the floor and with her hand on my butt, leaned back and ground her mons in a circular motion against my pubis, using short withdrawals and thrusts to add to the stimulation of her clit by brushing it along the exposed portion of my shaft.
"Oh, oh, I needed that. Oh yes, it's good. Aahh, that's great."
She bit her lip and hummed as the accumulated sexual frission and play over lunch caused her to quickly climax; pulling herself tightly against me as her legs quivered and refused to support her.
"Oh, that was good. You are so going to get fucked before we go home. But now we can get down to real business."
Amy had walked in the open door and closed it behind her as Ellen first started to climax; waiting until she finished. Ellen walked over to her and embraced her...
"What say we put on a bit of a show for him?"
Grinding her mons against Amy's she started to peel Amy's shirt over her head. It took Amy a moment to realise that Ellen had in mind some serious girl on girl action; more so than anything they'd done before. Indeed, after she came on the boat Ellen had been the slowest to adopt the BOB (bi on the boat) attitude Issie had tried to instigate.
Amy looked at me where I stood leaning naked against the dresser with a full erection, gave me a sort of screwed up "what the heck" look and pulled Ellen's lips down onto her now exposed breasts; multiplying Ellen's circular movement of their mons with a thrusting and circular movement of her own. She edged Ellen's skirt past the join of their mons and let it drop to the floor before slipping her hand up underneath Ellen's loose crop top to play with her nipples.
Ellen started to try and ease down Amy's tight little shorts but found it impossible to move them. Breaking away from the hold she had on Amy, she knelt at her feet, her face almost touching the quickly spreading damp stain permeating the pants. Then she peeled them down, kissing Amy's mons and penetrating her crease with her tongue as she guided the pants to the floor and off Amy's feet.
As Ellen knelt there, Amy pulled Ellen's crop top over her head and then pulled Ellen to her feet where the two now naked women continued their dance of the grinding mons, each brushing their nipples against the other. Ellen started backing Amy up to the bed. When they reached it, she broke away to position a pillow in the centre of the bed and one of those giant euro style reading pillows on top of that, before covering both with one of the new bath towels Mohea had left sitting on the edge of the bed when she'd made up the room.
Ellen climbed onto the bed; lying across the pillows in a way that caused her back to arch and left her crotch suspended in the air. In response to Ellen's signal, Amy lay on top of her. For a brief moment they sort of pashed, grinding their mons and rubbing their chests across each other while they did a fair imitation of passionate kissing.
Then I watched as Ellen slipped both her legs inside Amy's and spread them as wide as was humanly possible, opening up to me a vista that would excite any man. Two aroused women, their creases suspended off the bed and merged into a single inviting line. Two swollen clits, almost touching each other and two receptive sexes, barely a finger length apart; all engaged in some sort of rotating dance of mutual stimulation. And because of the way they were bent over the pillow, it was all capped by Amy's cute, olive skinned butt.



Ellen's voice rose from under Amy.
"There's your playground Ned. Come and play."
I didn't need a second invitation. I knelt between their legs, more than a little transfixed by the eroticism of the sight in front of me. With a raging erection, there was a part of me that just wanted to stick my cock into one of the offered holes and pump the living daylights out of it. But that would mean missing the more nuanced fun of the situation.
I stoked my finger the short distance between their two swollen buds; both their creases wet and slippery with their juices. Ellen gave a little hum, while Amy, as is her style, gave a louder moan. Having established that worked a treat, I slid my finger repetitively across the two of them; able to watch their buds give slightly to my stroke and fascinated by the difference between Amy's conventionally sized clit - if there is such a thing - and Ellen's significantly larger one.
They stopped grinding against each other, content to let me provide the stimulation; although I could see that Ellen was tweaking Amy's nipples. Both responded in a way that signified their growing arousal; Ellen's legs quivering a little while Amy squirmed about. But the clearest signals came from the noises they were making and, very predictably, Amy was obviously leading the charge towards an orgasm, her moans getting louder and breathing much heavier until after not very long...
"Oh shit, oh Ned...aaaahhhhh...fuck...oooohhhhhhhh..."
Amy pushed herself down hard against Ellen's hips, grinding them together again. As I've learnt to do with Amy, I kept stimulating her, which just seems to make her orgasm go on forever or just turn into another one.
But there was something else I wanted to try. I lay on the bed with my head between their legs, the pushing of my sensitive erection against the mattress reminding me it was patiently waiting its turn for some action. Angling my head up, I crawled up close enough to lick both their pussies at once; long strokes of my tongue which started down with a poke into Ellen's sex and finished in Amy's and then spent a moment flickering across the top of both their clits in between. They squealed in delight; bucking about with the pleasure of it.
Three minutes of that and Amy had cum again while Ellen was quivering up a storm. It was a visual delight for me, even though at the top of each pass I ended up with my nose stuck in Amy's butt crack. But it was a bit hard on my neck. It was even harder on my cock which was calling to be involved as a participant.
I knelt up between their legs again. While I contemplated what to do next, I made a u shape out of my thumb and forefinger and inserted the thumb into Amy's sex and the forefinger and middle finger into Ellen's. Because Amy's is shallowly located, it was easy to bring the top of each digit against each of their g spots, and rub them while putting a lot of pressure on them by drawing the digits together. Then I used the web of skin between my two digits to tickle up their clits as well.
The effect on both girls was nearly immediate.
Amy had reached that stage of what always seems to me of being in a state of continuous orgasm. Whether it's one long one or a serious of them is beyond my ability to distinguish, and hers too from the times I've asked her. But this raised it up a notch. Her squirming increased as her moans steadily rose in pitch and loudness.
Ellen's was more surprising. Certainly the quivering of her legs and lower body increased. That was normal for her. Indeed, with Amy squirming on top of her, keeping their two creases connected closely enough to keep both fingers in was becoming a herculean task of finger strength.
The surprise was that, normally Ellen isn't that vocal. But, like last night, she seemed to have crossed a threshold with what I was doing that made you wonder if you were even making love to the same person.
"Ah Ned, it's happening again...ooooooohhhhhhh...oooooooooohhhhhh...Ned I can't stop it...oh...oh...oh"
Even as she spoke, Ellen's quivering became extreme. Her legs were tightened up so much that she was actually lifting both Amy's and her own hips clear of the pillows with Amy nearly bouncing off Ellen with every jerk of Ellen's legs.
I was just starting to wonder what sort of situation I was creating, with both girls seeming ready to explode, when Amy had a massive climax, yelling at the top of her voice...
"AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH...AAHhhhhhhhhhh...oh my god...aaaaahhhhh...oh sshhhhhhiiitt..ooooohhhh...aaaaaaahhhhhh...ah...ah..."
As I kept up the pressure on her g spot, she ground herself down on Ellen's mound with what little force her lithe frame could manage and certainly not enough to overcome the strength of Ellen's legs supporting her in the air.
Maybe it was Amy grinding against her mound, maybe it was just time with what I was doing to her, but Amy's hadn't even passed the peak of her climax before she was joined by Ellen. My hand was flooded by her squirting as what were almost her final pleas for mercy were brought to an end by an ear-piercing high pitched squeal...
"Oh Ned...oh Ned...I can't...oh Ned...Ned...Ned...please...it's too much...oh...ohhh...AAAAAAHHHHHHHEEEEEEEEEEEEE...AAAAHHHHHHHEEEEEEE."
She almost threw Amy off her as she suddenly launched her hips even higher; a massive jerking motion proceeding an almost violent swaying of her hips from side to side.
My own cock was bursting with pent up desire. My problem with using it until now had been satisfying both of them at once. They'd had their turn, now it was mine.
I pushed my haunches as deeply as I could manage under Ellen's raised legs. As I squatted there, I took my erection in my hand and bent it down. I had a choice of holes to find my own pleasure in. There was no safe answer in terms of keeping everyone happy.
On the spur of the moment I chose Ellen's; probably because she was face up and I prefer my sex that way, a little because I wasn't finished with her yet and more than a little because her playful sex talking had immersed me again in that ethereal spirit of hers that inhabited a space outside her physical being and which always drew me too her. Amy's delectable little mound would just have to wait.
With Ellen under Amy I couldn't easily lie over her, which is why I'd pushed my legs under hers, and the depth of my penetration was limited by the access permitted by the spread of their legs.
My now very sensitive shaft slipped easily into the warm slippery wetness of Ellen's body. The angle of penetration imposed by the way her sex was presented to me and the limited depth of penetration it permitted meant her g spot was going to get heavily raked by my thrusting. It was one of the things that influenced my choice. I exaggerated the affect by holding the base of my shaft firmly upwards.
The way Ellen was now screaming in the orgasm told me we'd crossed an interesting threshold in our sexual relationship. It wasn't as though things weren't intense before - after all she'd passed out from hypoxia with some of her climaxes. But this was different, and I wanted to see where pushing it further went.
My first penetration of her caught her still arched up in the last throes of her orgasm. After penetrating her as deeply as I could to ensure her body was ready for me, a fast upward thrust sent the tip of my shaft raking heavily along the front of her sex and the g spot that lay within it. Three quick ones of those left her audibly gasping for breath and her legs already quivering again.
"Oh Ned...oh Ned...oh Ned...ooo...ooo..."
Amy quickly worked out my shaft was now in Ellen and started to roll off Ellen and extract her leg from around me. For a moment I let her be. I couldn't satisfy both of them at once.
But without Amy there, I could engage with Ellen more vigorously; pulling her further back over my haunches so that each thrust was applied almost vertically into her g spot before her vagina bent my shaft to allow its deeper penetration. Then as Amy's weight was no longer a factor at all, I rose on my knees, pulling Ellen's hips up, to let me really get some movement into my thrusting.
In a very un-Ellen like way, she continued to vocalise her reaction; the noises a seeming combination of shock, pleading and pleasure with a touch of hypoventilation thrown in...
"OOO...OOO...OOO...OOO...OH NED...OOO...NO...OH NO...PLEASE...OOO...TOO MUCH...AAHH..."
Amy knelt next to me and tried to engage me in kissing while I was thrusting into Ellen. But she clearly found me a bit too distracted for her liking. Apart from anything else my thrusts into Ellen were causing what almost seemed like a rolling wave movement down the length of her body which had the most delightful visual effect of throwing her breasts into a wobble and Amy was blocking the view.
So Amy retreated to kneel alongside Ellen where she sucked at her nipple while extending a hand along her body to finger her clit as I kept pummelling her sex. Amy's additional stimulation clearly had an effect, ratcheting up all Ellen's manifestations of her arousal another notch.
You could tell Ellen was like someone perched on the edge of a massive waterfall about to go over. She was quivering so violently I could barely hold her and her hands were tightly clenched around giant clumps of bedsheet as if that would somehow save her.
The inevitable climax broke with a squealing rush...
"OH...IT'S TOO MUCH...OOO...OOO...AAAAAHHHHEEEEEEEE...AAAHHHHEEEEE...AAAAHHHHHEEEEE."
She threw her hips up so violently again I almost lost my penetration of her. I held her there, enjoying the feeling of her vagina contracting against my swollen manhood.
I'm not one to think of myself to have enormous sexual stamina. There are days I go off quickly like a cheap cracker, others where I can thrust away for a long time, enjoying the feeling, but not having my balls boil up on me and it's somewhat the luck of the draw what happens on any particular day. So far, my thrusting into Ellen had made me think today was in the latter category.
I was just starting to contemplate laying Ellen back flat on the bed and pounding her beautiful body all the way through the mattress (in the nicest, most considerate way, of course) to what I hoped would be a pretty good climax for me, when Amy showed she had different ideas.
Ellen was still in the throes of her climax when Amy, having helped Ellen on her path to orgasm, was kneeling back next to me and in my face again. But this time she was much more aggressive about it; throwing her arms around my body and pushing me backwards as she thrust her tongue in my mouth. Caught off guard and forced off balance, I had to let go of Ellen's thighs and grab hold of Amy as my shaft slipped out of Ellen.
Sensing my vulnerability, Amy twisted and pulled me off to the side and over Ellen's leg where she had me flat on my back. Suddenly all over me like a rash, I felt her get a leg over me and my manhood pushed effortless into her anxious vagina. With me pinned down, Amy could take a moment to reposition herself to her liking until I was under her in a reverse missionary; her head alongside mine as she pumped me vigorously, although not with any determined grip on my shaft.
A little guiltily, I looked across to Ellen still sprawled on her back over the pillows and at an angle to me. As she stared back with an abandoned look on her face, I watched as she settled her hips back onto the pillows, only to be gripped by another wave of her orgasm and lift them into the air again with closed eyes and an audible groan. I reached my hand out to her and had her release the bunched up sheet and grab it just in time to crush it as she tensed up.
But Amy wanted more than my cock inside her body. With a tongue forced between my lips again, she grabbed back my attention before lifting herself up on her arms, slowing the pumping of my manhood and grinding her mons against me at every full penetration while making sure her breasts came as close to as our relative heights would permit to being dangled over my eyes. I took the hint and lifted my head to suck one while teasing the other with my free hand.
Amy was still in that orgasm frenzy she is lucky enough to get into once she has had her first one and it was clear she was going for another. As her arousal grew you could see her focus was increasingly on the play of her clit against me; either as she ground her mons down on my pubis, or as she tried to slip it against my shaft as she slid it in and out of her body. But Amy wasn't Ellen with her larger clit, better positioned for playing against my shaft. The grinding was where she was getting her real dose of pleasure from.
As her moans and groans increased in tempo and loudness that - and my playing with her nipples - became almost the only form of stimulation she was taking from me. Which sort of left the tip of my full penetrated shaft with the pleasant sensation of circling strangely inside her vagina with the ambiguous possibility it was brushing against her cervix in the process.
The climax when it came was accompanied by a classical Amy vocal release...
"AH...AH...AH...Oohh...oohh...OH FFFFFAAAAAAAKKKK...OH SHIT...AAAAAAAAHHHHHHH."
She collapsed down on to me, moaning in my ear as I felt the powerful contractions of her orgasm push against my hardness.
She was still moaning and contracting when I felt Ellen's hand separate from mine and moments later her arms pushed between Amy's and my flesh at Amy's waist. She bent down to Amy's ear and in the sweetest voice I heard her ask...
"Can I have another turn?"
The voice might have been sweet, but her physical actions left no room for argument or delay. Immediately Amy's hips were lifted off mine and to the side; my rigid shaft slipping out of Amy and landing on my stomach with a dull thunk.
As soon as Ellen had cleared Amy's still contracting body off my lower stomach and upper thighs, she wormed herself into position and squeezed Amy off the rest of me, before reaching between our bodies and guiding my shaft into her sex.
Almost immediately it was apparent Ellen wasn't looking to pleasure herself. She was making sure she was the one to harvest my seed.
Lying along me, she nuzzled the side of my face while she gripped my shaft tightly and raised her hips up and down to cause it to slip in and out of the warm, slippery embrace of her welcoming vagina. Until now I'd been enjoying the pleasure of the play of my manhood in their bodies without that extra stimulation that tells you a climax was impending. Nice, very nice in fact, but the sort of pleasure that deludes you into thinking you can sustain it forever. No longer.
Almost immediately, those shooting tendrils of pleasure started to play along the length of my shaft. They were mild and unthreatening at first. Sort of the goldilocks of tendrils that added to your pleasure without tipping you over and bringing it to an end. But Ellen was clearly not going to take any risks about being the one to receive my seed.
If I had my druthers I would have flipped her over and gone back to my original plan of pounding her lovingly into, and maybe right through, the mattress; and I'm sure that would have been her preference too. But I was clearly in the middle of a complex interaction between the girls. I figured it was better to play the innocent victim of their sexual games than be accused of favouritism. The climax might not be quite as good, but the aftermath would be far better.
Ellen sensed that first change in my breathing that told her she was having an effect, accompanied shortly thereafter by a moan I inadvertently let escape. She tightened it more and started pounding me faster. But I could tell I wasn't the only one getting some benefit out of it. She was clearly managing to rub that nicely positioned clit of hers against my shaft with every movement as her own face tensioned and little sighs of pleasure whispered in my ear.
Then it was suddenly like someone had flicked a switch. The tendrils multiplied over the whole surface of my now well used hardness. My moans became involuntary and irrepressible, which simply encouraged Ellen to go at it harder. Shots of pleasure escaped my shaft and flooded my balls and right down into my groin. When I knew the moment had come, I thrust myself hard up at Ellen. She took the hint, pressed me deeply into her body and waited the nano-second that followed before the first jets of my cum flooded her cervix.
Ellen, in her perceptiveness, had my ejaculation routine - how I maximise my enjoyment -down pat. What I do when I'm on top, she now emulated. She waited a moment for the intense pleasure I experience with those first ropes of cum to subside, then as she noticed my initial hard push against her soften, she thrust in and out again a couple of times before she induced in me another hard thrust for a second wave of pleasure - and I have always assumed another flood of cum.
There's not always a third, but in a good one there is, and this was a good one. Ellen picked it like she was feeling it herself; timing those little extra thrusts to really maximise my enjoyment.
Then came the pièce de résistance, a pause, followed by a little jiggle, which seems to give me a wave of little mini additional climaxes. And she timed it all to perfection.
Spent, I relaxed still groaning back onto the bed wanting nothing more at that moment than for my still hard shaft to just stay inside this beautiful woman forever. But Ellen sensed, having satisfied me, she was now free to finish her own orgasm. Changing her angle and slowing things right down from their previously nearly frantic pace, I felt her slip my shaft once again in and out of her vagina as she brought her clit into contact to slide along its juiced up length.
It didn't take long. In less than half a minute her vagina was again contracting on my shaft as her head was pushed into the pillow alongside mine and, more Ellen like, delicate little moans reached my ears.
Our time was short. Checkout time was approaching and for all I knew the manager of the hotel was once again approaching with reports of screaming women being subjected to terrible things in the room.
But, just for a moment, for as long as I could, I wanted to enjoy the feel of my still rigid manhood resting inside Ellen as her beautiful lithe body lay cuddled on top of me. It wasn't that Amy's was any less lithe or beautiful, it's just that if they started jostling for possession of me, the residue of my erection would be gone before I could enjoy having it inside the victor.
I was lucky Amy decided to just cuddle in on top of both of us; letting me get the best of all worlds.
But time wouldn't stand still. I waited until the very last moment I could without breaking faith with our checkout time. Our bags were minimal, but already packed, but eventually I had to get up to go. The girls opted for their fuck me bikinis and a lather of sunscreen for the trip home. I had to go into reception, so put shorts and a t shirt over my speedos; if only to give me somewhere for my wallet.
As the three of us walked out of the room, we were greeted by a large gaggle of predominantly female and giggling and twittering staff members who seemed to have been loitering within earshot. They were unfailingly polite as we walked past, keen to greet us and attract my attention, but I got the impression they could just as easily have burst into a round of applause. They come for a show and they'd got it. The girls' screams, and even Amy's normally loud climaxes, would have been in easy earshot, given the light, open construction style of the rooms.
If we'd stayed around for another day, the cricket bat Ellen wanted would definitely have been required. And yet I couldn't help wondering what the fuss was about. I was not bad for my age, but no stud. I cared about satisfying the girls, but had no magic bag of tricks or high performance cock. Really, it was the girls who were the performers.



But it was good for my ego, and I perceived not bad for Amy and Ellen's to be seen with someone everyone else wanted a piece of. I returned the greetings of the individual members of the audience in a way Ellen would call flirting, had a few more phone numbers thrust into my hand and witnessed a couple of wardrobe malfunctions. But I figured it didn't matter. We were leaving and wouldn't see them again.
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While the nights I'd spent at the hotel with each of Amy and Ellen had been memorable, there was something nice about being back on the yacht as a single family.
If there was any lose end it was Tash. The nights at the hotel had been avowedly for my lovers in an emotional sense and Tash was more comfortable excluding herself from that category; something I fully understood. But that wasn't to say she didn't feel left out by not being included and it was understood, without having to be spoken, that somehow had to be compensated for.
But first I needed to have "the talk" with Tash. The one that followed up on Ellen's disclosure to me that Tash wanted sex from me, but wanted to be assuaged of any guilt in having sex with a much older man by role plays of being seduced, taken, or even forced.
Corny role plays I didn't mind doing. They could even be fun as long as they never ceased to be truly playful. Anything that inferred being forced I was very uncomfortable with. Far from being erotic, sex that has any suggestion of being non-consensual leaves me cold and probably impotent.
I suspected there was a middle ground to be found, but we needed to understand each other. In addition, in this "me too" and "no means no" world, I needed some protection against later assertions I acted inappropriately.
And so, as agreed, Tash and I spent an hour talking in the RIB while it was anchored a sufficient distance from the yacht for the discussion to be private.
Much of the ground had already been covered by Ellen. Her wearing one of her one piece swimwear was the signal for me to act. The worn out old ones, left over from her squad swimming days, could be ripped apart. The new ones just taken as a signal.
She liked the role play where I acted as her coach and seduced her, but she wanted more variety which went so far as, shall we say, compelling her to sex and that could include some serious bondage.
We agreed on the 'safe word' and covered some ground on how she could redirect the play. But I also asked her to use her lawyer skills to give me a hand written document that set out our agreement; especially the fact that in these games, absent the safe word, "no" definitely didn't mean "no" at all.
But she also stressed that, for all her hang-ups, there might still be times she just asked for sex or otherwise seduced me.
The written document was duly delivered to me within an hour of us returning to the boat and after letting Ellen have a quick read of it as a sort of witness, I filed it away.
The interesting thing was that as Tash delivered me the document, she was wearing one of her new one piece swimwear; the deeply plunging, high cut one made out of translucent material that went transparent when it got wet.
In a way it didn't surprise me. The girls' stories from the nights away had clearly left her with a sense of having missed out on some pretty good sex and more than a little frustrated.
Ellen took the hint and organised for she and Amy to have a shopping expedition ashore; making it clear she'd be gone for a couple of hours. So that left me alone on the boat with Tash needing to come up with a story line for the role play she wanted from me; and there'd been more than a little suggestion in our talk that something more down the 'forced/ bondage' end of the spectrum was hoped for sometime soon.
I'm no great shakes as an actor, more than a little self-conscious when I need to and not entirely imaginative about such things; so this was certainly not going to be any academy award winning performance. I'd made a few subtle preparations before the girls had left in the RIB, so when I came down into the cabin from seeing them off, I steeled myself to put on a show of being manly and intimidating as I pretended to insist on her submitting to me.
As I came down the companionway, Tash wasn't in the main cabin where I'd left her when I'd gone up on deck. I tippy toed through it to the amidships cabin and looked in to find Tash bent deeply over her bunk fiddling with something in her seabag.
Was it a set up for me? Probably.
The sight presented was certainly an alluring one. Her one piece was a high legged extreme Brazilian cut at the back; not quite a thong, but nearly as close as you can get to one without having the back of it disappearing completely into your butt crack. Otherwise completely cut away down to the deep curve of the waistband, with only two thin straps supporting the frontpiece, I was presented with her womanly figure in its near naked form. As she stood there bent over as she was, my eye was immediately drawn to the significant bulge of her mons between her legs; barely hidden by the flimsy material of her swimwear.
So, it was game on!
I snuck up to her, pushed my hips against her butt and the bulge in my swimmers between her legs and grabbed her tightly around the hips; quickly letting my right hand slip up her body to cup one of her impressive breasts.
Just as quickly I lifted her off the ground, rather enjoying the feeling of my manhood preforming a full horizontal as it swelled between her legs; stretching out the material of my own swimwear as it poked into the back of her mons.
"You're coming with me young lady. I have plans for you."
Tash straightened herself up in my arms; necessitating that I move the hand lifting her at the waist down into her crotch to give me a better grip on her while the other hand supported her under her breasts. She squirmed about it bit.
"No, no, don't."
Tash was an even less convincing actor then me. She'd have to do better if she really wanted a role play. But even then I had to fight my instantaneous inclination to put her down and just say 'OK, whatever you want'.
I turned her around and started carrying her back into the main cabin. She warmed a bit to her role as we exited her cabin into the main one; kicking her legs a bit and giving a more persuasive version of...
"Please, don't...put me down...no...no."
But there was no safe word and her kicks and squirming were carefully calibrated not to dislodge the flimsy grip I had on her. But I rather hoped she didn't get too persuasive. I already was fighting my natural reaction to comply with her verbal requests.
In the middle of the main cabin, I put her feet back on the ground, and brought her hands behind her back. I'd already dug out and thrown on the adjacent lounge some of the ties we use to support the lee cloths for the lounge when it is used as a sea berth.
[A lee cloth is a vertical flap of material used to make sure you don't roll out of a bunk when the boat heels at sea. When not needed it is hidden away. On my yacht they are held up by a number of lines strung up to the hand rail that runs along the roof on either side of the cabin; the hand rail themselves being there so you have something to hold onto while the boat is being thrown about in a seaway. The lines are set up for quick use with a loop of Velcro designed to go around the handrail, to which is tied by a length of line joined to an eyelet on the lee cloth with a bowline knot.]
I fiddled to wrap a Velcro loop firmly around each of her wrists, then took the lines attached to them and tied them up to the hand rails; leaving Tash secured with her wrists apart about six inches above her head. If she really wanted to, it wouldn't have been hard for her to slide her hands together, so that one hand could undo the knot securing the other or open up the Velcro binding; but that was an intended imperfection in the way I played the game - this time at least.
So now I had her strung up, what was I to do with her?
I walked around to in front of her.
"Well young lady, now I can play with you. What will I do?"
But it occurred to me, I'd already made one mistake. Strung up as she was I couldn't undress her. Given how cut away her swimmers were, and how narrow the gusset, that was no big deal; everything could be pulled aside quite easily. It was just something to remember for next time.
In my own mind I already had something of a game plan played out. Nothing too radical; all stuff I knew turned her on. But there was one thing I wasn't sure of, and that was kissing. A young girl can be put off an intimate relationship with someone older for a spectrum of reasons that starts with absolute physical repulsion down to a general inhibition about the age difference. It doesn't take too much imagination to know the physical repulsion is the more common reason and if that was Tash's reason, there's no way she'd want to be kissed; and for that reason I'd always been a bit cautious about how I did that with her.
But Amy and Ellen both love kissing me. I have trouble keeping their tongues out of the back of my throat and they seem to really get off on it - as do I. So it wasn't entirely safe to assume Tash didn't want to be kissed. I nuzzled the side of her face and noted that she didn't turn away; resolving to come back and test the issue further.
For the moment, there were more interesting fish to fry.
Her breasts beckoned me. Humongous by my standard - I don't know what size, but DD or greater I would guess - they still stood proud with a youthful perkiness that was irresistible to any male. With the tips of each of my forefingers, I circled where her nipples pushed out the filmy unlined material of her swimwear, raising them into towering peaks.
The front of her swimwear was nearly as minimalist as the back. Deeply plunging at both the centre and the sides, the triangles of material that left, supported only by string straps that traversed her shoulder and dropped down to attach to the back at the waist, were completely inadequate to their task of modestly covering her breasts. Even though the nipples were hidden - as much as they can be by translucent material - cleavage, side boob and under boob were all displayed in spades.
I slipped my hands under the side of the triangles and pulled the triangles to the centre, completely exposing the orbs of her breasts. Unable to resist the temptation of sucking on them, I took one jutting nipple into my mouth while I fingered the other one. Tash was squirming about, but it was difficult to tell whether it was a play at resistance or a pleasurable reaction.
That question answered itself for me when I slid a finger through her crease. A heavy dampness had already permeated through her swimmers and my finger effortless pushed a fold of the now slippery material between her well spread lips and against her clit. She moaned a little, bending her knees to let her hang from her hands.
I hadn't really done that much to her yet, so it seemed the game itself had been more than a bit of a turn on for her; something that encouraged me, not just for that moment, but for the future as well. Pulling the gusset to the side, I enjoyed the sensation of my finger stroking against her wet, swollen bud.
I was surprised how quickly she came to nothing more than my fingering and nipple play. It wasn't a monster and, like Tash nearly always is, she was much quieter than Amy but more vocal than Ellen; bending her knees and hanging by her hands as she bit her lip and groaned through it. It probably demonstrated how frustrated she'd become being left on the boat while Amy and Ellen were taken away for what became one long sex session.
By this stage I'd had a monster erection pushing out the material of my swimwear since I'd first taken her around the waist. I could hardly have been criticized had I just decided to drop my daks and found my own pleasure in the tight warmth of her sex. But that was the problem. She always was tight; really tight. I was likely to be as quick as she had been; the whole show over in ten minutes when Ellen had given us a couple of hours. And I couldn't rely on a quick refractory period to induce a second round.
So I decided to ramp up my stimulation of her a bit instead.
But, having brought her to a climax with a virtue silence between us, I felt I had to continue the role play, whispering into her ear...
"I haven't finished with you yet young lady. You'll be coming to the mere click of my fingers before I release you and then I'm going to fuck your arse off."
She just groaned in response; as far as I could tell, a sexual groan rather than one for bad acting.
Dropping to my knees I tongued her clit; nearly drowning in the honey that was flowing from her. Having started her off, I slipped two fingers into her sex, raking hard against the front wall where I knew her g spot lay.
She responded beautifully; squirming about in pleasure as she moaned and groaned. You could tell her arousal was rising, but it was a slow build up; really slow. This second orgasm wasn't going to be a quickie. Her groans were getting louder and her squirming more intense, so I wasn't lacking encouragement. But eventually my tongue got tired and my neck sore from giving her head, so I used the thumb of the hand that had two fingers up her to keep stimulating her bud; letting me stretch my legs by standing up, even if I did need to bend at the waist to keep my fingers in her.
But that bending pretty well put my face in her cleavage, so sucking her nipple became something that gave us both additional pleasure.
By the end she was getting fairly loud. Loud enough I was glad we were anchored well offshore and away from other boats because she was loud enough to carry some distance over water; especially as the companionway hatch was open. I'd had enough of people reporting women with me getting tortured. It was almost like she was in agony from the build-up; needing the cleansing effect of a climax that was always on the precipice but just wouldn't come.
But cum she did; what seemed to me like an earthshattering release that left her rigid with her hips thrust forward one moment and squirming while hanging on the end of her tethers the next all while moaning profusely.
I kept stimulating her until there was nothing more of her climax to be extracted. That had taken long enough. Now I was my turn. I was tempted to put on a pirate smirk and suitably matched accent to try and say something truly evil. But wimped it; probably just as well as it wouldn't have seemed right in the context of the passions that were running.
"Well young lady. There's a price to be paid for all that pleasure. Now you're going to be well and truly fucked."
Tash really hammed up her reply.
"Oh no. Please good sir. I'm an innocent lass. You'll ruin my reputation."
"I'm going to ruin more than your reputation."
By now my cock was dying for some action. It had been weeping pre-cum into my swimmers for half an hour. I unsheathed it, dropped my swimmers to my ankles and theatrically flicked them with my foot to the furthest forward corner of the cabin.
"I won't be needing these for quite some time."
I dipped my knees, held my cock and guided the tip to the opening of Tash's sex. I could feel the radiated heat and dripping wetness, but as always with Tash, she was tight to enter. I centred it in her sex and gave a slight thrust; trying to ensure it stayed where it was until I pushed myself in deeper.
I could see why Tash's younger lovers went off prematurely. It was flooded with lubrication and not lacking acceptance; merely diameter. And that meant the initial stimulation of your shaft bordered on the extreme as she gripped your shaft like a wet slippery circular vice.
I went in a little and then withdrew by that amount; bouncing into her until that amount of my cock was comfortably embraced by her. Then I repeated the process; gradually easing myself in until I had full penetration. That didn't mean she wasn't still tight; just not as impossibly, climax inducing tight as we'd started with.
Slowly I withdrew a third of the way and then thrust back in. It was still a bit too nice. The tendrils of pleasure were running up my cock already. I wanted this to be a marathon pounding of her, not a quick cervix spray.
I waited a moment and then withdrew and thrust again; savouring the shots of pleasure as I did a bit of what Ellen would call edging. I was half way through delivering a series of really enjoyable thrusts when I first of all became aware of the presence of some sort of craft near our boat and then immediately saw three beautiful Polynesian faces peering in both the starboard hull and cabin windows watching proceedings. I got enough of a glimpse of hanging breasts and exposed midriff to know they were topless with just those tie sided mini wraps around their waists.
There arose a chorus of sweet voices with familiar French accents...
"Mr O'Neill, can we come aboard?"
I looked up and saw the faces wobbling as if there was an earthquake under them, before they disappeared accompanied by the dull 'thunk' of human bodies against timber, splashes and cries for help.
Instinctively, even if reluctantly, I withdrew from Tash and rushed up on deck, erection bouncing against my stomach as I regretted tossing my swimwear to where it couldn't easily be accessed quickly. Hurrying to the aft starboard rail, I saw an upturned Polynesian canoe drifting towards the transom and three women floundering about in the water; one of them holding her right hand in her left up out of the water.
Heading down onto the swim platform, I kicked the swim ladder into the water to help the two women who were already swimming that way, while the third held onto the canoe. I quickly tossed the tender painter, normally stored rolled up on the platform, to the third woman; asking her to tie it to the outrigger of the canoe to stop it drifting away and to collect in the paddles. All of this was done with a prominent erection which refused to respond to the moment by subsiding.
While I was supervising the securing of the canoe, the other two had got themselves up on the swim platform and I became aware of a pair of wet young naked female bodies in close contact with me. While keeping half an eye on the third female now swimming across the gap to the swim platform, I got to take a proper look at them for the first time. It was Mohea and Tahea from the resort and a second look at the swimmer told me it was Gloria, whose skirt fell off her ankles even as I watched her. They were the three most persistent flirts from the resort staff. Actually, considering Tahea and Gloria had engaged me in a dance that resulted in them having orgasms, the word flirt hardly start to describe them.
But, in their early twenties, they were probably also the three most stunningly attractive. The sort of Tahitian women who brought about the mutiny on the Bounty. Tahea and Gloria were tall, lithe, perky breasted ladies with something decidedly seductive about their feminine form. Mohea was shorter of stature but had a very womanly of figure still based on a light, slim frame. And womanly figure very much included breasts that were sizable compared to her frame.
Their flawless Polynesian brown skin went without saying, as did their long flowing dark hair. But for each of them there was just something about their faces that made their beauty stand out. A soft, symmetrical, almost childlike beauty brightened by the most engaging smiles and brightest eyes.
Mohea had a wet arm around my back and her torso pushed against me - capturing my erection nonchalantly between our two bodies as if that was entirely normal - as she held up a finger to me which was bleeding profusely from a slit flap of skin.
"I was scared of attracting sharks."
With Gloria now up the ladder too and the three of them using the smallness of the platform to press their wet naked selves against me, I started to direct them up the ladder into the cockpit. Given the choice of flashing my naked hairy white butt at them as I went first, or staring at theirs as they preceded me, I chose to be a gentleman and allowed them to go first, noticing that each put on a mound squeezing, butt swaying display as they went. That erection still wasn't going anywhere fast.



As I followed them into the cockpit, I directed them to the seats along either side as I physically brushed past them to the companionway.
"Ladies take a seat up here while I get the first aid kit for Mohea."
I disappeared down the companionway, heading for the first aid cabinet just near the galley, acknowledging Tash who was still tied up to the handrail and patiently waiting for me.
"I'll just be a sec. You know you can untie yourself?"
As I opened the cabinet and pulled out the small wounds kit, I quickly became aware of a press of wet bodies behind me in the small confines of the cabin. As I turned around it was to plant my erection firmly back against Mohea's stomach again.
My problem was, I knew why they were here and in that context, an erection wasn't really an embarrassment. So the mortification that would normally shrink one back to nothing in most circumstances just wasn't cutting in. Indeed, there was nothing accidental or lacking in intention about the constant press of their naked bodies, the knowledge of which simply exacerbated the situation; not to mention the size of my erection. But for them moment I was just playing it straight and dealing with the mini crisis at hand.
Tash hanging there in front of them was one of my concerns. And in the small cabin, that meant if I was at the centre of the semicircle of wet bodies, Tash was brushing against the outside of it. Or rather, they were brushing against her. But Mohea was bleeding everywhere and Tash was able to free herself if she wanted, so I decided to deal with Mohea first.
I pushed past them to the navigator's seat, placing the kit on the table to let me dig out some Steri-Strips and Band-Aids. Then I asked Mohea to present her hand to me; thinking me sitting and her standing would give me a comfortable access to get a tidy covering; even if it did leave me looking at her crotch. But in some ways, that was better than her breasts, which were truly spectacular. Not enormous, just really nicely balanced to her body, beautifully shaped and capped by the most attractive nipples. Not that I noticed!
Instead she sat on my lap, her good hand around my neck, her thigh pushed against my erection and her bleeding hand held just next to her breast. So much for minimising distractions.
I washed her finger with a saline squirt over a drip tray and then opened the Steri-Strips for the delicate job of using them to plaster back the flap of skin before wrapping the finger in a Band Aid. I was holding her hand with one of mine, trying to ignore the now jutting nipple against which her positioning forced me to rest it, while gingerly bringing the Steri-Strip against the wound when she slipped her good hand from around my neck, dropped it between our bodies and wrapped up my erection and slowly started polishing it.
"Mohea. I think it would be better if you didn't do that."
She ignored me. Without a free hand to enforce my edict, I decided to let it pass for the little while it would take to finish bandaging her finger.
The job done I gently pushed her off as I stood up; unwrapping her hand from my shaft as I did.
"OK ladies, would you like to tell me what's going on here."
Mohea ignored me again, leaping her petite frame up on my stomach, wrapping her legs around me and kissing me on the lips as she repeated "Merci, thankyou..." several times. Which was all very nice except for the fact her leap had brought her crotch above the tip of my erection and as she slid back down my torso she was in danger of impaling herself on it; although I doubt she regarded it as a danger. It all happened so quickly that I could already feel the entrance to her receptive tunnel before I leaned forward and tipped her off.
"OK ladies, calm down and tell me what this is all about."
They continued to press against me and fondle my manhood as it was Gloria who answered.
"Mr O'Neill, when we saw the young ladies leave we thought you were alone and would like our company. So we paddled out. But we accidentally capsized the canoe and fell in the water where our skirts fell off and Mohea hurt herself. Thank you for rescuing us."
I strongly doubted the capsize was accidental and equally doubted the loss of the skirts were accidental either. But at least she was upfront about their reasons for paddling out.
"Well, I'm sorry ladies, but as you can see I'm not alone and not available. And even if Tash here wasn't present, I couldn't enjoy the sort of company you have in mind. I'm in a relationship with these girls and that precludes having sex with other women."
Just then, Tash piped in with a cheeky offering...
"Well actually ladies, he is allowed to sleep around under the relationship agreement."
I threw her a mock evil look; noticing as I did that Tahea was now standing next to her with her hands wrapped around the handrail too.
"Thank you Tash for that helpful input. But ladies, it's not as simple as that. I love these girls and wish to be faithful to them. So I'm not available after all."
Gloria pushed herself to the front and pressed intimately against me as she ran her fingers down my chest to my shaft and then along its length.
"But Mr O'Neill, we could offer you such pleasures as you've never dreamed of. Take us to your bed and let us show you."
I put out my hands to create some distance but only succeeded in cupping Gloria's breasts.
"I'm sorry ladies, you are very beautiful woman and I'm sure my life will be poorer for not accepting your company. I am very privileged that you would think me worthy of that. But I can't. It would not be right and it would be hurtful to my girlfriends. I think we had better go and right your canoe so that you can get home."
Gloria took my hand and before I knew it, had it touching her crease.
"But Mr O'Neill, we are all naked."
I eased my hand away.
"I've noticed that Gloria, and so am I. I think maybe we should right the canoe and then see if we can find you some dry clothes to go home in. Let's go and do that."
Tash helpfully piped in again.
"There's Amy's old clothes I'm sure she won't be needing any more."
Actually, that wasn't a bad suggestion. Amy had a collection of old, shapeless and very unflattering clothes left over from the days before she broke out of the mould that Frank had imposed on her. I don't think she'd miss a few pairs of pants out of that; although whether these girls would be seen dead in them was another matter.
I eased myself past the three girls, ignoring their groping of me, where I stopped at the foot of the companionway suddenly again aware of the hazards of displaying my naked hairy white butt as I went up the ladder.
"OK ladies, after you."
In the press of bodies, Mohea was closest to me, so with a hand on her butt, which in any other circumstances might have constituted a "me too" moment, I guided her to the ladder and pushed her up it; unable to resist the temptation to have a good perve as I did.
That left me a bit more room to grab Gloria's hand, pull her to the ladder and push her up by the butt too.
"OK Tahea, your turn."
I looked to find Tahea still standing next to Tash with her hands tightly around the handrail.
"Come on Tahea."
"I can't Mr O'Neill, I tied up."
I crossed to where she was to find that she wasn't just hanging tightly onto the rail; she was tied to it. When I got out the ties for Tash, I accidently grabbed three; leaving the third on the settee behind Tash. But whereas I'd set Tash up for a quick self release, Tahea had used a slip knot around both her wrists and the rail, which having pulled it tight with her weight, she now couldn't escape from.
She was facing the same way as Tash with her hands around the back of the rail and the knot to the front; meaning that's where I had to stand to undo it. I quickly found myself in the same situation I'd been in dancing with her. She was as tall as me and we both had our arms over our heads; she tied, me trying to undo the knot.
In practice that meant I couldn't establish and separation from her. I could reach the rail while standing a little back from it, but Tahea could stand an equal distance forward; pushing against me.
As I fumbled with the knot, Tahea thrust herself forward and rubbed herself up and down on me, starting with her breasts against my chest.
"Oh Mr O'Neill you are so bold. Are you going to take me while I'm helpless?"
"I'm not sure I'm the one being bold Tahea. And no."
Tash was in a funny mood, because she added...
"Yes, he can be quite bold you know Tahea."
"Tash, you're not helping."
"I donno, it's making me quite hot watching you deal with all this. It's helping me."
I ignored her and kept working on the knot. But Tahea kept pushing the limits, angling her crease so she could rub it up and down my erection. I could feel the lips of her crease wrapped around half the circumference of my cock. She was wet and slippery too and starting to get fairly excited.
I angled myself back away from her, but that didn't help at all. She was equally capable of angling herself forward to meet me again, except instead of rubbing on my lower cock, she was increasingly working towards the tip. Not a good idea I thought.
"Tahea, can you not do that please."
She ignored me.
The problem was, I'd managed to loosen the knot a smidgen. If I took my hands, or either hand, away, the weight she was putting down on it would tighten it again and I'd be back to square one. I tried shaking my hips to dislodge her; but that achieved nothing.
In the end I decided it was easier to just stand upright as close to the knot - and therefor Tahea - as possible. It made untying the knot - which was completely jammed - as easy as it was going to be. Whether Tahea was managing to bring her clit into contact with me at this angle was beyond my knowing, but something was clearly exciting her as she kept rubbing herself up and down.
Why didn't I more firmly deal with her? Well, the difficulty with the knot was part of the reason. But maybe it was also the familiarity of the circumstance. After all she'd already cum by rubbing herself on my cock yesterday at the beach dance. And that was under Ellen permissive gaze. I suspected these girls were used to being fairly forward with any males they target and I'd be really surprised if they were often rejected. I was dealing with a different culture from our intolerant one and somehow, at the time, felt as long as I didn't let my cock penetrate her sex, neither of us were doing anything too bad.
She came, groaning as she sunk down on her bindings - making it even harder to pry the knot apart. At least she didn't scream and squirt like yesterday.
"Mr O'Neill, make love to me like you were to the lady here."
"I can't do that Tahea."
"Please, please, just quickly."
Finally I freed the knot enough to pull it apart.
"No Tahea, I definitely can't. Right, we've got you freed, let's go on deck."
I walked her to the companionway and Tahea started to comply, but as she stood next to me about to climb the ladder, she suddenly threw an arm around the back of my neck, pulled me against her and thrust her tongue into my mouth while grinding her mound against my erection again. Caught completely off guard, it took me a moment to react. I pushed her gently away, although even as I did she wrapped her fingers around my shaft and started jerking it.
"Please Mr O'Neill, please. I am such a good lover."
"I know Tahea. But I can't. I'm simply not free."
I unwrapped her fingers and butt pushed her up the stairs; following close behind with her swollen mound squeezed between her legs right in my face. Once again I had to ease past the press of their naked bodies to get to the swim platform.
"With your injured finger, I think it's better for you to stay here Mohea, so maybe Gloria can help me right the canoe."
I dived in and swam out to the upturned vessel; aiming for the point where the bar for the outrigger intersects the main hull. I figured if I stood on the outrigger and pushed it down into the water, I should be able to flip the craft back over. There wasn't much buoyancy in the outrigger, but I still thought the weight of a second person might be handy, which is why I'd asked for Gloria's help.
She was soon alongside me; intimately so, as her legs intertwined with mine as she trod water. But it was easier for me to ignore that for the moment. I eased my way along the bar until I reached the outrigger. It was too narrow to stand on and the main hull too far away to use it as an additional support, so I sat on it, straddling it, letting the weight of my upper torso start to push it under. But of course, the more my torso sunk into the water, the less downward force it applied to the outrigger, until we reached a point of equilibrium.
By this time Gloria had reached me. Straddling the outrigger, she sat on it with her front pushed hard against my back, her arms circling my waist and hands wrapped around my erection. I had to concede she was persistent. But never the less, her additional weight did push the outrigger deeper.
As the outrigger circled around under the main hull, it drew the latter closer to me. With Gloria stabilising the rig, I was able to move my feet onto the outrigger and stand on it, putting my outstretched hands on the bottom of the hull to balance myself and simply trusting to the fact Gloria would let my erection go as I repositioned myself.
As I stood up, it lifted more of my weight above the water and pushed the outrigger deeper again. Gloria followed my lead and we were soon able to kick the outrigger under the main hull and let the buoyancy of it bring it up on the other side to right the boat.
That left Gloria and myself face to face in the water, hanging onto the side of the main hull.
Almost immediately she threw both her arms around my shoulders and kissed me...
"Thank you Mr O'Neill, thank you."
As she did, she wrapped her legs around my waist and the lips of her crease surrounding my shaft, rubbing it up and down as I suspected she tried to locate her sex over the tip to have me penetrate her.
With one of my arms hooked over the side of the canoe, to support us both out of the water, my options to force a disengagement were limited. I put my free hand between our bodies, to try and push her away; but my inefficiently placed arm was fighting the whole strength of her body's core and legs leveraged against the arms she had around my neck.
"Gloria, we can't do this."
The decisive moment came when she worked herself to the right spot and I suddenly found the tepid water that surrounded my hardened shaft replaced by the warm embrace of her sex; a sudden jerk of her body burying half its length inside her.
I can't deny there was a moment when I was simply tempted to let it happen. I'm a male after all and Gloria was truly stunning and the embrace of her sex felt amazing. And that probably slowed my reaction. But Ellen's gratitude at the way I'd resisted the attentions of the Island's girls came to mind. I did the only thing I thought would bring this to an end. I let go of the side of the canoe, instantly submerging both of us, hoping that the struggle for breath would make Gloria disengage. It didn't. Confident in the water, she clung on tenaciously; jerking against me enough to bury me a bit deeper in her.
With two hands I tried pushing at her waist, but the wrap her legs had around me couldn't be broken. So I paddled and kicked for the surface. Grabbing a breath of air, I trod water as I used my hands to unwrap her legs.
"Gloria, we can't do this. You've got to stop."
She softened her hold enough my hands could do the job of separating us and extracting my cock from her sex. But she hadn't given up.
"Please Mr O'Neill, just a quick one."
"I don't know why you want me Gloria. I'm an old man."
"But you are a great lover. Better than any I know."
"No I'm not. I think it's more correct to say I've got great girlfriends who are very responsive. I'm nothing special really. Anyway, it just can't happen. I'm going to give you a boost up into the canoe. I'll toss you a bucket to bail it out."
I didn't wait for a response, putting a hand under her butt to push her into the half-filled cockpit of the canoe. Then I swam back to the swim platform where the other naked women were waiting. A quick detour to the cockpit locker and I had the bucket; tossing it to Gloria to empty the boat.
Then I left the girls on the swim platform while I went below to solve the clothing problem. Tash was right. Amy's old clothes were perfect; probably not from the point of view of the girls, but in terms of clothing no longer needed. On the way through the cabin I found Tash still hanging there.
"Do you want me to untie you?"
"No, I'll wait. Hurry back."
I found two old grandmother style bikini bottoms and a rather unattractive pair of old shorts; all clothing that satisfied Frank's requirement that Amy de-sexualise herself and which Amy certainly wanted nothing more to do with. The girls came topless, so I figured they could leave that way.
I had a rather attractive woman hanging in the main cabin waiting for a good fucking, so I made sure I kept the momentum up for the girls' departure. Pulling the painter in to bring the canoe closer, I helped or pushed the girls aboard - depending on your perspective - passed them the three paddles and pants coverings, recovered my bucket and cast them off. I watched in a little amusement as they tried on the bottoms I'd given them; they reacting in some disgust before Tahea and Gloria decided they'd prefer to be naked anyway.
I waved and smiled at them and thanked them for visiting before deciding it was time to attend to Tash; my half mongrel developing back into a full erection at the mere thought of what I was about to do to her.
"Why didn't you untie yourself?"
"Because there's something hot about being bound up while the guy who was about to force himself on me has to physically fight off the amorous attentions of three other beautiful naked women forcing themselves on him when it's happening all around me. I was fantasising about you ending up being tied up next to me and being fucked by those girls. They were certainly persistent. Do you have any idea how aroused those women were and you were running around with a cock as rigid as a baseball bat? I've never felt so many hormones running together in a room in my life. Are you going to fuck me or stand there talking?"
"Are you asking for me to just take you? No more foreplay?"
"Do I really have to ask? You're meant to be forcing yourself on me. But god yes. I'm as randy as hell and dripping juices on the floor."
I went through the process of penetrating her again; finding she was nearly as tight as the first time. I was still keen to give her a good pounding before I went off, even though the eroticism of the invasion of the boat by the girls had made it harder to keep the sort of clear mind that helps that.
I started the process of edging again; enjoying the play of my shaft in her body until the tendrils of pleasure told me to pause. At first I used the pauses to suck her breasts. But then I started to nuzzle her face as well; eventually brushing my lips across hers. She didn't turn away from that, so I eased my tongue against her lips and found it readily accepted into her mouth. The next time I did that she thrust her tongue aggressively into mine.
I was deliberately taking my time. But that left me thinking I should be paying more attention to her pleasure. I've have had Tash go off just with a penetrative pounding, but it's very much the exception rather than the rule and usually occurs when she already warmed up from some clit and g spot orgasms; whereas Tash's previous orgasms were now some time ago.



By arching my back so that I could suck her nipples while nearly fully penetrated, I created a v shaped angle between her mons and my pubis which let me slip a hand into the gap to tickle up her clit with my fingers. It gave both of us a treat. Tash clearly started to become very aroused; her breathing, moaning and squirming about was all testament to that. But as she squirmed her hips about, it moved my shaft inside her sex in a really nice way. Not in a cock bursting way, just that sort of way that circles the tip of your cock at the top of her sex to remind you you're penetrated deeply into this most beautiful woman.
I alternated, slow partial withdrawals and thrusts into her still tight sex as I stood upright enjoying my full contact embrace of her body and the brush of her breasts against my chest, with the bent down, nipple sucking, tickling up of her clit. Each time I started thrusting again I took myself to the edge of no return before stimulating her as I let my excitement settle back down again. The thrusting session were, by necessity, short enough that Tash was getting the best of it.
On about the third rotation she came. I stood upright, and embraced myself against her, as her body tensed and she pushed her hips aggressive at me, bearing down as if trying to push my already fully emerged cock even deeper; all the while her previously firm grip on me tightened in waves with her contractions.
She moaned through half closed eyes...
"Oh my god that was beautiful."
But her contractions had sensitised me again, so instead of going back to thrusting, I tickled and sucked some more.
"Oh Ned, what are you doing to me? Oh dear...oh...mmmmmm."
She was rapidly getting aroused again, but I was still anxious to take my turns. My shaft was starting to slide more readily in and out of her. I enjoyed the slipperiness of her sex - still tight but less so, which gave me a longer burst of thrusting. Then as the tendrils returned, I went back to tickling and sucking.
"Mmmmmmm yes, nice, oh...oh...ooohhhhhhhhhhh... yes...oh yes...ooouuuuuu..."
I was about to stop and give myself another turn at thrusting when it became clear I'd taken Tash beyond edging...
"Oh yes...yes...oh god...yes...YES...YES...OOOOOUUUUUUU...AAAARRRRRRRR.."
Again I stood and embraced and pressed myself against her to receive her climax. This time her contractions were even more powerful. The press of her against my shaft sensitised it massively. About half way through her orgasm, I realised I'd reached that 'ooh, ooh' moment where that momentary flash of warmth spread through my cock and told me that, whatever I did, my own climax was imminent and all but unavoidable. It was time to make the most of it.
While she was still contracting and moaning in orgasm, I went crazy, pumping her body rapidly with deep hard thrusts. She was tight, even more so as I thought I could still feel her contraction mid thrust - but slippery; letting me go at her with a will. Her grip on my erection was unrelenting. Those tendrils quickly spread throughout my cock; filling it up and escaping down into my balls and groin.
Oh god, it was time. I thrust hard in and held it there, pushed against her body and let out a heaving groan as my cum hosed against her cervix. I paused, and thrust again for another pleasurable release. It had been a big one. The sort that blows out your brain and leaves you wishing it could go on forever. My knees went all wobbly under me. I clung to her, still groaning in pleasure with the little mini climaxes that follow a good one, waiting for my strength to return.
Even then I was happy to stand there still penetrated with the residue of my erection, steaming up her neck with my heavy breathing. And she was in no hurry to disengage either.
Of course, when Amy and Ellen returned, they were all too happy to get a full download of what had happened - at least as far as the visitors were concerned. Ellen repeated her threats to get herself a cricket bat; but the truth was I think they were a little chuffed that other girls were so desperate to get a piece of the action that they had and even more so that they were rebuffed.
But it did make us think it was time to move on. We'd attracted a lot of attention and clearly we were being observed. And that created a little uncertainty about security. In any case our next destination beckoned.
It was always harder to tell with Tash because she's less open. But I think the events changed her attitude a bit too. Seeing other girls her age so determined to have sex with me reduced her inhibitions about our relationship. That's not to say she fell in love with me; nature doesn't work that way. But it became evident her need to feel taken, to assuage her conscience, diminished a lot. Mind you that simply exposed the fact that she was more than a bit kinky about experimenting with bondage and forced seduction regardless. And having her swimwear ripped apart as part of that. So the one piece rules still applied. But that's another story.
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[I'm sorry about the long gap between the story updates. You might call it writer's block. But it's really more the case that as relationships mature, sexual interactions become more set in their ways.
Ned still might have been getting a lot of sex from some stunningly attractive and far too young women, but you already know their ways and means. And it's not really in the nature of Ned or the girls to have got more and more kinky, just to provide better reading fodder for those wanting to go that way : )
Of course Tash was always an exception. But even variations of her slightly deviant way of coping with the age difference can seem repetitive. The old swim coach ripping apart the swimwear of his student routine went only so far; as did variations of Tash's associated bondage fetish.
But there occurred a new development of this story I was heading towards narrating. So this story is something of a segue way to that.]
*****
Our time in French Polynesia had come to an end.
Even if it might be every man's dream to have three stunningly attractive, lustful young women invade your yacht looking for sex from you, the reality was more unsettling. I held nothing against them (if you'll excuse the pun). They were nice people following their own rules of existence. But the experience left all of us feeling a little vulnerable.
We knew we were being observed and that affected our comfort levels. We brought the yacht around closer to the main township and went about provisioning it for our tour through some of the smaller and more remote nations of the South Pacific.
Two days after the invasion we were steering a course out of the Bora Bora lagoon. After a couple of brief stops at some of the tiny and more picturesque islands of French Polynesia we set a course West towards the Cook Islands. It was about 550 Nautical Miles which we estimated would take us about four days in our heavily laden state with the South East Trade Winds at our back.
The crew were now divided into two watches of two each; running a four hours on and four hours off rotation. Ellen was the obvious other watch captain, so the only real question was how Amy and Tash were to be allocated. If I was being completely noble, I would have ensured Ellen and Amy were matched, leaving me with Tash. That would have put my two lovers together, minimising any possibility of jealousies arising.
But I wasn't that noble. I preferred the idea of sharing watch with someone I had an emotional connection with. So although I more 'let it happen' rather than arranged it, Amy was allocated as my watch partner. I knew I would need to more than make that up to Ellen while still also meeting Tash's lesser demands upon me. But I trusted to Ellen's level headedness to make sure jealousy didn't really build to any extent. That would be bad for the boat.
You might think that the four hours on, four hours off, system left plenty of time for play. After all, if you only sleep for six to eight hours, that leaves another 4 to 6 left over. But it not that simple. The "Off Watch" is more correctly called the "Watch Below", because that's what they are; responsible for cooking and cleaning and tending to the needs of the on watch, while available to be called up on deck in an emergency at any time. Add to that the fact you don't crawl into a bunk and fall immediately asleep - at least for the first couple of days - and that 'spare' six hours disappears very quickly.
And of course, now we were back at sea, any sense of sex being able to be a private affair was gone. At best I might be pounding a girl below while the others listened to every sound (and maybe peeked down the deck hatches), but it was just as likely I'd be performing on deck in front of an audience. Indeed, while the weather was benign, Amy's sun bathing cushions in front of the main companionway remained set up, almost for just that eventuality.
For the last few days at anchor before we left, the girls had made sure their sexual needs were well satisfied. With Amy and Ellen back to sleeping with me as a threesome and the morning sex that inevitably followed, they got off to a good start. That's not to say there weren't additional demands from them, but once we were away from Bora Bora and the threat of invasion, the girls were well capable of ensuring two of them went ashore when visiting the other islands, leaving me aboard to bang away in some privacy at whoever was chosen to remain with me.
Tash's demands were less insistent, but she still presented herself in her new one piece (as a signal for me to take her) twice and just asked for sex another. So she wasn't in any danger of recovering her virginity either.
The first day at sea is always a bit disorganised in terms of settling into the watch system. After all, you've just had a good night's sleep at anchor (and the sex the morning brought), so once you've cleared port, the watch below isn't exactly in the mood for more sleep.
My practical solution to that is to let things run until the 4 pm watch changeover. Then I think it's a good idea for the watch below to try and get some rest for the night ahead. Which is what Ellen and Tash did.
At 7.30 they were back on deck, having cooked dinner. That left Amy and me to retire to our bunk at 8 pm. And with the privacy of the ocean, we'd all lost our clothing by the noon watch; four naked person on a yacht in the middle of the ocean.
To say that Amy seeks a somewhat interesting sleep arrangement while at sea is an understatement. Essentially, she like to sleep penetrated. That's right, with my erection inside her.
As we lie down together naked side by side, she engages in some foreplay to get us both well aroused. That's not something Amy finds very difficult to induce in me; so there's no problem there, however tired I might be. Then she bring a leg over mine and brings me into her. Then we cuddle up and try to go to sleep without making any great effort towards thrusting.
Rather what happens is that the roll of the boat in the seaway pretty well does it for us. As the aft quarter of the boat lifts to a passing wave, inevitably our bodies roll a bit and with our different body size and body posture that both causes a small in and out movement of my shaft and rubs Amy's nipples across my chest.
Getting to sleep isn't that difficult; especially after a day or two at sea. It's not as though I'm so deprived of the opportunity to dump a load that I feel frustrated if I can't bang away at her until I do. Quite the opposite. I rather savour the opportunity for some extreme intimacy without having to make a big effort. And being aroused somehow makes sleep easier; in the same way a night erection can be a signifier of still being in a sleepy mood. The stimulation itself is nice - very nice actually - but not so much as to be more than a mild and pleasant distraction from the sleep process.
Amy tells me it induces in her the craziest erotic dreams. Dreams that often result in her having an orgasm; sometimes twice in a single off watch.
If I'm awake, you can tell when it's about to happen. She's normally a complete screamer while having sex. But in her sleep these are suppressed to what start as barely audible moans and slowly, indecisively, build to restrained grunts; maybe with a bit of sexually orientated sex sleep talk thrown in. But her nipples are the real give away to when she's about to go. Sensitive at the best of times, quick to harden and well capable of giving her an orgasm through their stimulation alone, from the time she starts brushing against me with the waves, they harden and jut. But just before her sleep orgasm, something more happens that's difficult to describe. It's like her whole breast swells and are capped by nipples that become as hard as acorns.
I'm a breast man through and through (well actually, Amy's stunning mons also has a particular attraction for me) and if I'm awake as she's showing every sign of going to cum, it's impossible for me to resist the temptation to play with those acorns and their swollen base; even suck them.
Her climax semi-awakens her and, even in her half sleep, she grasps my body tightly as she prolongs her orgasm by thrusting hard in and out until it runs its course. But what she doesn't grasp tightly is my shaft. She knows if I want to find my own orgasm in her I will; and she'll help me do it. But otherwise, to make me cum will lose her the benefit of my erection and on a good night in this strange afloat world, she can be back asleep with my hard manhood still in her and having more erotic dreams, mere minutes after her climax.
An hour later she might have another; although we hadn't yet got to three on one watch on this trip.
As for me? Well, I have my share of erotic dreams too. For some reason, they're always associated with water; specifically making love to a girl in it. I don't know why; maybe because my first sexually orientated physical contact with girls was fooling around with them as friends at the local pool and beach. In that way that sometimes happens with young adults first discovering the opposite sex, there were two girls in my friend group quite happy to muck about in a way that got me aroused. They'd know it - it's hard to disguise in swimwear - and getting that reaction from me only seemed to encourage them. And when I think back to the way they'd wrap their legs around my thigh - with their crotch firmly against it - as we trod water, I can only guess they were aroused too. Their nipples were certainly jutting out their bikini tops; something my youthful, aroused self never failed to notice.
Superficially we were playing some completely innocent game - often in a bigger group. But the reality was, the pleasure we were finding was in an entirely different sort of game.
And it was with one of those two girls that I had my first real pashing session; once again while standing neck deep in water at the beach. It was the first of many I shared with her in and around the local pool and beach one delightful summer.
As a youth and even into early adulthood, my wet dreams were always triggered by a dream about making out in water.
And now as Amy subjected my erection to hours of non-stop low level stimulation while I slept, I was back to having those dreams again. During the five nights our trip eventually took, we slept this way during every night off watch. That's every eight to midnight watch and the following 4 am to 8 am watch - ten of them in all (the daytime ones being too hot to sleep that way).
Four times I climaxed to a dream of making love to a girl in water, which sort of brought to an end that particular night of perpetual penetration as my cock fell into a floppy mess. But it wasn't always Amy I was dreaming about. Ellen was two of them, and overall she occupied as much of my dream time as Amy did. Even Issie and Tash crept into the dreams. And don't tell the girls, but so did Liddy.
When I didn't actually have a wet dream, I'd awake so randy from my dreams and state of constant stimulation that I'd need to pound Amy into the bunk to dump a load into her before I got up - until Ellen intervened. But Amy was always happy to take my load; indeed was a bit peeved when Ellen sought her share. Mind you 'pound into the bunk' sounds more dramatic than it was. After that period of stimulation, my endurance time was measured in fractions of a minute.
Even at night on the tropics, we could only sleep so intimately if we had as many hatches open as the weather would safely permit and with a cool breeze blowing across our bodies. And since the master cabin is directly under the cockpit, it would be fair to say that nothing that happened was unknown to Ellen and Tash in their on-watch positions.
It's bad enough when the worst they can say about you is they heard you snoring.
But Ellen told me subsequently that they could hear Amy first start to moan and talk in her sleep and everything that followed. And since the boat was on auto-pilot and they had nothing else to do, they weren't averse to looking down the hatch to watch proceedings; even more so if the sound was of me pounding Amy after I woke up. They were quite amused by the frenzied humping/thrusting action Amy got into as she climaxed in her half-awake state and my passive submission to it; more so if she captured my head awkwardly and uncomfortable jammed against her chest because I'd been sucking her nipples.
With Amy getting the privilege of sleeping with me, Ellen of course wanted her turns. That fear of missing out never really left her. She knew it was pointless trying to seduce me as I first came up on deck after blowing a load into Amy. My refractory period isn't what it once was; even if the girls have improved it remarkably.
So the first night she came up on deck half an hour early for her midnight watch, took my hand, led me to the cushions in front of the companionway, lay down face up, unbuckled and took off over my head the Inflatable lifejacket with its attached emergency light and personal ELB transmitter which is a standard part of our night-time outfit (a rather curious sight when wearing it naked; more so when naked and aroused). Then she demanded I go the animal on her. No foreplay; just fuck the arse off her as she so eloquently put it.
That's easy for her to say. Just sitting for hours across from a naked Amy had left me half aroused to start with, so I had no problem getting it up, even with Amy still standing there on the helm watching on. I've had to do plenty of audience performances before. But sticking my fully aroused dick into a girl - especially one I love as much as Ellen - and just starting to hard fuck her before I even know if she's ready, is more than I can do.
I tentatively penetrated her, making sure she was receptive and lubricated. I don't know what she'd been doing or thinking about in her bunk, but she was; wet, open and slippery. But somehow I didn't then create the right sense for her of being jumped on and passionately taken - almost ravaged. She wacked me on the bottom, cried "fuck me" in a somewhat insistent voice and threw her hips up at me to turn my half penetration into a full one in an instant.
I didn't need a second invitation. It's easy to get passionate about making love to Ellen. Even in the moonlight, the sight of that tall, lithe, beauty faced, blond haired young woman under me was enough to drive me wild. I went at her with a will; knowing that - unlike many women - her swollen bud was well capable of getting itself in the way of my shaft both on the way on and the way out. She wouldn't be lacking stimulation.
She was soon writhing under me; hypoventilating as Ellen often does in her excitement in this sort of extreme sex. Originally it was accidental in the heat of the excitement. But she found the oxygen deprivation enhanced her sexual excitement, so now I wonder whether she does it deliberately.
I'm always looking for any sign she's about to pass out. My strict instruction from her is to keep going. And while there's a certain sexual frission in pounding away at a limp body, it scares the shit of me when she does it. Fortunately she seems to have managed to control it better; taking herself to the brink, without going over.
This time she took herself to the brink of passing out, but not beyond, and was rewarded with a monster orgasm that had her throwing her hips up - and me with them - and suspending them there while she rocked from side to side and moaned incessantly. My role through this is to simply keep pounding because it prolongs her orgasm; and let's face it, I'm enjoying it too. But her hips were high enough I initially had trouble getting enough footing to keep the thrusting going in the way I was.
But I wasn't to be denied my pleasure. Quickly grounding my knees properly between her legs again, I thrust away, this time her lifted hips causing me to go in with a somewhat more vertical motion that raked along the front wall of her sex.
It reduced my pleasure a bit because I didn't get the long, slippery firmly held thrusts that really blow my balls. But as it stimulated her g spot, the effect on her was almost immediate. She cried out in what, until recently, was a very un-Ellen like way. Not as loud or as profound as Amy, but more than loud enough to announce the effect it was having on her.
That just encouraged me to go all the harder; thrusting forcefully upwards before I let my manhood slip along the length of her sex and all with a pace that matched my elevated passion.
Ellen's thighs were quivering madly - almost in spasm - as she held her hips in the air, receiving my pounding of her g spot. It culminated in her having another massive orgasm. And as my groin was soaked in a gush of warm fluid I knew she'd squirted; something only Ellen does and even then only rarely with a really good g spot orgasm.
I just kept thrusting, even as she eventually lowered her hips, grabbed me around the neck and squeezed me tightly against her; rocking gently back and forwards.
My endurance time when I'm having sex with the girls is highly variable. With my balls constantly kept empty by them, it would be fair to say on the whole it is as long as it's ever been in my life. Then again, the sheer amount of sexual provocation they throw at me, can have the opposite effect; as evidence by the quick ejaculation I have after trying to pound Amy with an all night erection.
This one was a marathon; as the 'go the animal' ones, for some reason, often are. With Ellen momentarily sated and applying a moderately firm grip against my shaft, I got to enjoy that slowly building pleasure of my manhood thrusting rapidly in and out of the warm slippery void of her body.
There is something about that which goes beyond the stimulation of my erection. It is almost like an affirmation of my manhood as it does the job it was made for. Every muscle of my body is straining and working as, elevated on out stretched arms so I can look down at the feminine beauty below me, I throw myself uninhibitedly to the primeval process of stimulating my balls and shaft to release my seed so that it can - forlornly in this case - attempt to impregnate that beauty who has done me the ultimate compliment of willing receiving that seed. She's physically calling for the deposit of my seed in her as I feel her tightening her sex around me to pleasure me and stimulate my release. It generates almost a sense of masculine power. Not a toxic one I'd argue; just a man being a man in the fullest sense.
And then there is the physical pleasure. That feeling that your shaft is getting harder and harder; an unyielding rod of wood which, even after you're fully aroused, feels as though it is still growing longer. Those little tendrils of pleasure that shoot up and down your shaft like static electricity until a threshold is passed where, instead of being momentary, it's almost like they start to fill your cock up. That's when you know a boundary has been crossed. You're going to cum. There's no stopping it; just a few more moments are left to you to pound all the faster and harder to make the most of the last few seconds.
Maybe all men have a slightly different way of enjoying their climax. Mine is simply, in the last nano-second, to bury myself to full penetration and hold it there, letting me get maximum enjoyment from what I assume is the feeling of my seed rushing up the length of my cock and spraying itself against the woman's cervix.
In this case my final release came when I heard Ellen gasp out another climax as the movement of my shaft stimulated her clit and felt the additional pressure of her contractions; both of us finishing in a heaving, writhing mess.
Knowing Amy had been standing there watching the whole thing made the untangling of our limbs and my need to go to the back of the cockpit and brush past Amy to use the cockpit shower to give me a quick rinse to wash off the sweat and juices I was covered in, both humiliating and an act of sexual provocation towards the woman I would soon be sharing the bunk with, all at the one time.



Privacy might have been nice. But the whole purpose of having two watches of two person was to have two people on deck at all times. Nothing would be more tragic than having a helmsperson disappear overboard while their watch mate was down below having sex.
The second night Ellen sought a repeat performance at the end of the 4 to 8 am watch. At least that meant I didn't need to feel guilty about taking my PFD off when my own rules said they had to be worn during the hours of darkness. But it also meant her beauty was laid out under me in the full light of the morning.
It wasn't as spectacular. No hips thrown up, no g spot orgasm and no squirting. And yet, for me, it was even more enjoyable; maybe one of the best I've had. Chastened from the previous night, I took her with the passion she wanted; jumping on her and giving immediate vent to my lust. What followed was just a long session of hard thrusting on top; pounding away at this beautiful women in a way that gave me permission to maximise my own enjoyment, secure in the knowledge her truly spectacular clit would get itself stimulated more than enough to satisfy her and finished with a bellowing, ear shattering roar that gave full vent to the intensity of my climax. And as it turned out, I still got to feel and see her have two orgasms before mine.
By now I might have worked out how to maximise my enjoyment and get the best orgasms; but that doesn't mean I understand the anatomy of it. I tend to assume that the sometimes mind-blowing rush of pleasure up your shaft at the moment of release is caused by the push of your ejaculate. But what about what I would call the second and sometimes third waves of it? The timing doesn't seem right for it to merely be additional ropes of cum. And then there's the shuddering little mini-climaxes that follow a really good release; where just jiggling my shaft inside her produces additional intense feelings of pleasure. I describe then as my body emptying my balls of every last drop of cum; squeezing out every last seed as if nature has dictated that it is even more important for me to impregnate a woman who can give me that sort of climax.
Each and every one feels like a climax in itself; and yet we know that us men only get one.
And since I have been fortunate enough in life to spend most of it ejaculating into women and not into my hand, it's not exactly something I've got to study.
The following night Ellen tried interrupting my intention to pound Amy at the end of our off watch after being penetrated into her while we slept. Sensing I was awake and Amy wasn't, she attracted my attention through the hatch and made it pretty clear she wanted me and my erection on deck. As silly as it sounds, I suspect Ellen just felt Amy was getting an excess of my sperm compared to her. But that is just my guess at the psychology.
But it was a bit of a failure. As we made out in front of Tash, Ellen got the sperm alright. A fraction of a minute after we started - just like happened with Amy. You can't be enjoying erotic dreams, with your cock up a woman, for that long without it affecting your endurance and a change of woman doesn't change the outcome. So I had to give Ellen some head and fingering to satisfy her needs.
And when she did it the following night, the result was the same.
Which brings us to Tash.
She doesn't feel the emotionally driven competitive pressures that Amy and Ellen feel. But she got to watch and hear an awful lot of sex during the five days we were at sea; and that inevitably had an impact on her own level of sexual frustration.
On the third day out, in the middle of Amy and my midday watch, she came on deck in one of her old one piece swimsuits and went to the bow, where she loitered watching the bow wave while bent over the pulpit. The one piece swimsuit is our recognised signal that she wants to be taken by me and the way she postured where she was gave me a fairly clear indication of what she wanted.
I asked Amy to look after the boat while I went forward.
I found these role plays hard enough to do when it was just Tash and me in a private setting. Tash it seems is into bondage and likes me to role play taking her in, let me say, a way that leaves her no option but to comply, to assuage her conscience about having sex with a lover more than twice her age. The one piece swimsuit is our agreed signal for that game to begin and in this game, 'no' definitely doesn't mean 'no' unless the safe word is used.
The fact is, I'm a lousy actor and I hate even acting out forcing a woman into sex. But a deal with Tash is a deal. My only salvation is that Tash is an even worse actor than me, so her played resistance is so pathetic as to almost negate the whole charade. Still, doing it in front of Amy was another level of challenge.
I can't deny that Tash in these one pieces is a picture of sexualised womanhood. The old ones like these are left over from her squad swimming days and clearly were bought before her last growth spurt. Knowing Tash they were probably pushing the boundary in the first place, but now they are stretched to bursting just for her to get into them; leg hems stretched to the top of her hips, backs plunging down to the top of her bum crack with the material itself folded up into her bum crease, neck hems barely covering the nipples which cap her large breasts and the breasts themselves seemingly ready to burst through the old and desiccated material. To cap it all, the tightly drawn material highlights and exaggerates her mound as it moulds to its flesh and is drawn up into her crease in a pronounced camel toe.
If they were ever lined, they no longer were - even through the gusset. With much of the filling having worn out of the Lycra material, they ranged from translucent to completely transparent; especially if they got wet.
This deterioration of their swimwear is why you see most squad swimmers wearing multiple layers of swimsuit because the cost of constantly replacing chlorine affected ones is just too great.
If they were the right size, the saggy material would probably look fairly daggy. But stretched tautly over the body of a woman they were never remotely designed to fit, the result was spectacular. More so since the material was now fragile and often showed places where Tash had put a fingernail through the cloth while pulling it on. They did invite one to rip and ravage, which is probably why Tash chose them as the signal.
This particular one was a plain orange colour of a shade which nicely complemented her pale skin.
It was debatable whether the bow was the best place for this. Unbeknown to Tash, while she was asleep below, something of a cross swell, from a storm further South, had developed over the top of the wind waves of the SE trades. Every now and then the bow would dip into a trough of the trade wind swell at the moment a peak of the cross swell would slap against the bow. It would burst on it and explode into a cascade of water which drenched the foredeck. There was little power in it and it was nothing dangerous. In this heat, might even be welcome. But it might catch her by surprise.
At least with the genoa rolled up so we could fly the asymmetrical spinnaker off a short bow pole, there was plenty of room for both Tash and me in front of the forestay.
Am I meant to sneak up on Tash, run at her threateningly or just amble up and then turn forceful? Is it the forcing or mere bondage that is really important to Tash? Even after our lengthy talk, I didn't really know how to approach this whole exercise and felt even more anxious and self-conscious about it in front of Amy.
I ambled up innocently; certainly enjoying the view I had of her bent over butt with her swollen mound between her legs - just like last time. On the pulpit seat there was a roll of black electrical tape. OK, that told me how she wanted the game played.
Naked as I was, I was fairly aroused before I even reached her. When I got there, I bent my shaft down and put it between her legs, surging it to push it into the camel toe through her mound. At the same time I put my hands over hers; pinning them to the pulpit. Then I started slowly drawing my shaft back and forwards through her crease; knowing it would be stimulating her clit.
"No, no, don't."
Really! Did we have to go through this? I played the game.
"Yes, yes, I will. I need a good fuck and you're going to give it to me."
I took one hand off hers and reached for the tape, starting to bind the pinned hand to the pulpit rail. She struggled, using her free hand to try to resist the binding. She struggled persuasively, but never enough to stop me.
"No, please, no."
With one hand bound, we had a tussle to grab and pin down the other one. But all the time, she's actually sliding her crease back and forward along my shaft quite rapidly; clearly enjoying the sexuality of the wrestling match. I took my time overpowering her, letting her make the most of it.
As her resistance faltered, I took it as a sign she was ready to move on and taped the second hand down; leaving her helpless and with limited options to resist me further and me with no shortage of options as to what to do with her; although limited by her doggy style presentation to me.
Mind you, doggy style sex isn't my favourite. When you've got a girl - especially one with a figure like Tash's and her towering breasts - it always seems to me to be a terrible waste not to be facing her so you can be aroused even more by the femineity of her figure. Still, if that's what turns her on, I was happy to comply; more so since she was relatively sex deprived compared to the others at that stage of the trip.
If cloth ripping was part of her game, that was a good place to start. I noticed the line of material down her bum crack was particularly worn and desiccated; it does rather seem to be where Lycra swimwear goes first. So without stopping my slow rubbing of my shaft through her crease, I ripped the lower part of it apart down to the crotch join and simply slipped my erection inside her swimwear to give her the feel of my hardened flesh directly against her swollen bud.
A little moan told me she liked it and I didn't doubt I could bring her to an orgasm that way. And certainly the feeling of my sensitive firm flesh slipping through her wet, slippery, crease was pleasant enough for me too, especially with the strange sensation of my shaft poking into and being encased by the front of her swimmers as I pushed in. I giggled at the imagined sight of it; a long thin Pinocchio nose of stretched spandex being pushed out from between her legs and disappearing back in again every time I pushed forward and withdrew. And I could add to both our enjoyment by wrapping my arms around her, putting my hands inside her swimmers and teasing up her nipples.
But there was something about it that made it seem just too mechanical. There flashed into my mind that scene out of Love Actually where the two lighting, stand in, actor replacements stimulate sex. Nearly naked, they rub themselves against each other stimulating sex for the director and lighting assistant in a completely mechanical sexless way. I wanted to give Tash what she sought, but I wanted something a little more passionate.
I dropped to my knees, turned around, shuffled backwards and brought my head up between her legs. Bending my neck back gave me a spectacular view of her swollen, spandex covered mound, a giant wet camel toe running through it and towering above it the front of her torso, bent over me.
Gravity can be the enemy of breasts; although Tash was still young enough hers were still naturally perky. But there are times it can also make them wondrous. With Tash bent over and her upper torso nearly horizontal, hers now hung down in a way that made them look humongous. With the nipples that capped them already teased into jutting prongs by my playing with them, the worn out spandex did nothing but stretch even more as they hung down far enough to nearly rest on the pulpit seat and block the path of my head. I strained my eyes up to see if I could make eye contact with her, but that possibility was also blocked by her breasts until she bent her head down enough that her eyes just peeked out from below them.
"What are you doing down there?"
I would have thought my intentions were obvious; but I still answered her.
"You'll see."
The unlined material of the gusset of her swimmers had gone completely transparent with its wetness. Standing proud in the valley of the camel toe I could readily make out her swollen bud. I lifted two fingers up and rolled it in a gentle circular motion. Tash tensed her thighs and moaned, indicating she liked it.
I let her enjoy that for a minute or two before I decided it was time to taste her; pulling the gusset aside and lifting my mouth up to bring my tongue to flick against her. Her juices flooded into my mouth, the smell and taste of her fecund, youthful, womanhood exciting my senses enough to leave me surging my erection and thrusting it pointlessly into the air behind her back.
"Oh god..." she moaned in a prolonged sigh, slowly starting to rock her hips.
I brought the fingers, which were already wet from playing with her clit, into her sex and rubbed them hard against the front wall, knowing just how deep to go to find her g spot.
"OOOHhhhhhhh.." she softly moaned some more, "That's so nice."
Until now, the Southerly cross swell had left us alone. But I suddenly felt the bow of the boat fall away, and the next moment an explosion of cool ocean water momentarily hid Tash's torso from me, followed immediately by a cascade of salty brine pouring off her body across my face and into my mouth.
Neither my mouth nor eyes were closed in time and I found myself spluttering out its contents as I waited for my vision to clear. My fingers were still in her, but I'd instinctively dropped my head away from the torrent of water.
As my vision cleared and I shook the water from my face I found my view of Tash had changed. Now wet, her swimmers had gone almost completely transparent; a fine gossamer covering of her body that stuck to it like a second skin. Her large nipples, hardened by cold and arousal, now jutted massively towards me from the end of her suspended breasts.
Even though it had already been a tease when dry, I been contemplating ripping her swimmers apart to improve my visual stimulation. Now I lost interest in doing that. The swimmers would survive for another day. If anything they'd become even more of a turn on than her naked body could ever be.
As I brought my face back to her swollen bud with its new salty taste, I found myself once again instinctively surging and thrusting my erection into the air behind her in my heightened arousal.
The wave had done nothing to slow Tash's progress to orgasm. Maybe the sudden spray of cold water had even accelerated it. She was moaning away and rocking in a way that almost let you feel what she felt. I could tell she was on the verge of a big one.
As she came, her thighs tensed and she sighed an enormous moan. I left her sensitive bud alone, but continued to play against her g spot to prolong her orgasm; reaching over my head with my spare hand to tweak her nipple.
Now it was my turn and I contemplated my options. It was such a waste not to stare at her erotically beautiful body as I thrust away at her. I studied her positioning to see if I could somehow bring my head up onto the pulpit seat under her breasts, arch myself up on my legs and penetrate her between her legs; but it just wasn't going to work - at least without doing a back injury. Doggy style would have to do.
But I wasn't to be denied one indulgence. I rested my head up on the pulpit seat and took delightfully into my mouth one of the enormous teats that projected down from the end of her suspended breasts. Even though I kept tickling up her clit with my fingers, this was entirely for my pleasure, not hers. I didn't even need to unwrap it from its transparent gossamer sheath. It was arousingly sexual as it was; both in appearance and texture.
I sucked that teat like I was trying to draw milk from it; rejoicing in the way it hardened further as I pressed its thick extension against the roof of my mouth and rubbed my tongue against it. Tash moaned; probably more from my stimulation of her clit than her nipple. But that didn't matter. Keeping her happy let me wallow in the eroticism of the mammary pleasure.
My cock was aching with a desire to be brought into this sexual game. Even though I knew Amy was watching and I'd look ridiculous, I just couldn't supress the need to gratify it with little air thrusts from time to time. As I brought my spare hand up to play with the other nipple I again evaluated whether I could somehow, in any way, take her from the front to let me continue to enjoy the sexual delights of her breasts.
I arched my back up and even managed to slip the tip of my cock into the tear at the back of her swimmers and across the opening to her sex. But that was the limit of my flexibility. If I even tried for more, I'd need traction for a month. But still, I was reluctant to surrender to that desire if it meant giving up my present indulgence.
It was Tash who forced the progression. She was clearly becoming quite excited again.
"In me, in me!" she exclaimed.
OK, it was time to finish this.
I wormed out from under her and stood behind her upthrust butt; initially steading myself with my hands on her hips. With one hand I bent my anxious erection down and slipped it into the rip in the back of her swimmers, using the tip of my erection to push her pulled aside gusset back into place to let it access her sex. Locating the opening to her sex, I guided it in.
She was as tight as she always was. Slippery, wet and clearly aroused, but requiring some pressure to achieve penetration. She was pushing hard back against me, making it obvious he was in a hurry and I shouldn't pussy foot about like I usually do when first entering her. In a single smooth movement, I pushed it all the way in; immersing my manhood fully into the strongly embracing warmth of her body.
As I wrapped one arm around her hips to tickle up her clit again and the other around her upper torso to slip the hand into the side of her swimwear and play with her nipple, she groaned again.
With my knees bent to align my entry with the angle of her sex, I enjoyed a couple of full length slow thrusts; letting my, until now, deprived shaft indulge itself in the full pleasure that her tightly embracing body had to offer. As always with Tash and her tight little sex, I couldn't be sure how long I'd last, but I wasn't finished in pleasuring her yet.
I straightened my legs a bit, leveraging the middle of my shaft against her pelvic floor muscle to press the tip firmly against the front wall of her vagina. I could feel her body react as she found all her most sensitive places being stimulated at once; g spot, clit and nipple. I kept my thrusts short and hard; spending as much of every thrust as I could hitting her g spot with the tip of my shaft. I needed her to cum quickly.
It wasn't just the tightness of her sex driving me to my own climax. I could feel the firmness with which the mid-length of my shaft was raking across the hardness of her pelvic floor muscle was driving me inexorably there too; but not as pleasurably as I'd get from going back to the well aligned, full length, completely immersed, fast thrusting penetration I'd done as I first entered her. I wanted time to finish her and then give myself a few good thrusts to finish with.
I knew I had her on the edge, but she wasn't as consistent in her manner of orgasm as Amy and Ellen were; instead being a lot harder to read. I was distracting myself, partly by almost praying for her to climax, partly by getting all phobic about the ugliness of the view that Amy must have as she steered the boat, as my hairy, white, old man, butt kept mooning her with every thrust.



Silently, I was yelling to myself...
"Come on Tash, come on, just cum..." over and over.
She was clearly enjoying it. The moans and groans of pleasure told me that. But I almost got the impression she was holding back from climaxing - if girls can do that - to prolong her ecstasy. Then at last, her release came...
"Oh...oh...ooooooohhhhhhhhhhh...aaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrr..."
There was no time to worry about prolonging her orgasm. Mine wasn't far away. I brought my hands to her hips to steady myself, bent my knees just enough to align with her, and went for it; pounding her to get as many thrusts in as I could before my climax brought it to an end.
It was only five. But it was enough to cause a monstrous wave of pleasure to shoot up my shaft, leaving me wobbly kneed and spent; draped over her back as my body weeded out every last drop of cum in my balls and delivered them to her in a series of little mini after-climaxes; all while I could still feel the press of Tash's orgasmic contractions on my cock.
Even after my climax had completely finished, I still just lay there, enjoying the press of her sex on my still hard manhood; wondering if it was her contractions that I could still feel varying the pressure. But I couldn't stay hard forever. As I softened, I eventually withdrew, letting the juices I'd plugged inside her ooze into the gusset of her swimwear.
I always find that moment awkward. I'm never sure what I should do not to make it feel like I'm just doing a 'bang and run'. This time Tash made it a lot easier.
"Oh god Ned. That was beautiful. Thank you."
"My pleasure. I suppose we'd better untie you."
Still draped over her back, I extended my arms down to unwrap the tape that bound her to the pulpit. As I freed her, she stood up, turned around and wrapped me in her arms, planting her lips on mine and penetrating my mouth with her tongue.
Now the bow of a yacht isn't that safe a place to stand unsupported while at a sea. As I reciprocated her hold, I did so with one of my arms circled around the rolled up jib on the forestay; binding us both to it. Just in time too as the bow again dropped into a trough to be slammed by the cross swell to let another explosion of sea water drench us. Tash moaned and shuddered, rubbing her body against me and her mound against the residue of my erection as she even more aggressively kissed me.
It was a delightfully sexual and sexually provocative moment. It left me wondering whether she'd even had some sort of mini orgasm from it; although I refrained from actually asking her that.
I just held her, responding appropriately but passively to her entreaties, until she decided to bring it to an end. She unbound us, kissed me with one final peck on the lips and with a...
"Thank you again. I might go and get dry..." retreated back to the cockpit and down the companionway.
The rest of the time at sea passed without Tash making any more move for sex.
And so it was that on the morning of the sixth day at sea - after a longer than expected passage - our first view of one of the Cook Islands came into view.
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It is difficult to plan an entirely satisfactory path through the Pacific from Tahiti to Australia; at least if you want to see everything worth seeing. You end up zig zagging all over the ocean.
To simply say you've visiting the Cook Islands really says nothing. It consists of a multitude of islands, spread over thousands of nautical miles of ocean. We chose three. The main one of Rarotonga from where we sailed north to one with a reputation for beauty called Aitutaka and thence further north to Pukapuka.
Unfortunately we could do little more than a sail past Aitutuka because the entrance to the reef only allows a draft of 1.7 metres, even at high tide; and we're nearly two metres. And at Pukapuka we could only land by going around to the western lee side of the island, dropping the anchor into our RIB and motoring it over to the reef; leaving the anchor nearly high and dry while the boat sat in hundreds of metres of water. That allowed us to take the RIB through a small channel long ago blasted through the reef to explore the three islands within the lagoon.
Liddy's boat - the Southern Belle - constantly came up on our AIS, and it was hard to hide from the girls that I was following our dance with it with some interest. But we never managed to share an anchorage with it during this part of the voyage.
[AIS -Automatic identification system - is a system where a boat puts out a signal which can be picked up on the chart plotter of other nearby boats. It is mainly for collision avoidance, but is also useful for keeping track of friendly boats in the same area.]
I would have liked to visit Nuie, but that was a major detour back South. Instead the logical path was to Samoa and then onto Tonga. That in turn led us to Fiji.
The ratio of time at sea to time at anchor was considerably skewed by all this travel. While the sailing is enjoyable, it did significantly complicate the sex life of the boat.
The initial trip to the Cook Islands had told me that I couldn't just keep Amy as my watch mate without causing issues. Ellen is a very flexible young lady and not one to make a fuss. But I could tell she was put out by Amy always getting to share my bed. In the end, I decided I needed to rotate the watch arrangements, even though I trusted Ellen the most as being the best second watch captain.
The difficulty is that in this part of the Pacific there are no shortage of mid-ocean reefs and the trade winds don't really have the reliability that they do in the North Pacific. Sailing is a lot more demanding and hazardous than in other parts of the world. The number of yachts you see high and dry on a reef is testament to that.
Ellen's attention to detail in navigation and just general lifelong experience on yachts was invaluable to me. But then Amy was no slouch in actually sailing the boat, so the reality was that on passages where we knew we'd not be near any known hazard, she was a perfectly adequate watch captain.
When she did get to share my watch, Ellen was initially no less wanting to sleep with me penetrated in her during the midnight to 4 am off-watch than Amy had been; although as we sailed further north and the spring progressed, repeating that for the morning off-watch became impossibly hot and sweaty.
Ellen's more prominent clit, with its ability to be stimulated against my shaft in that position meant she was more likely to orgasm and more frequently; especially if a sea was running, increasing the movement. But I found with her I was also more likely to have a wet dream; bringing the whole thing to an end for that watch. Why, I don't know.
Of course, when Ellen shared my watch, it was Amy's turn to demand a performance from me on the cushions laid out in front of the companionway hatch while it was Ellen that looked on.
All the while, Tash just got her less demanding needs met as they arose; although the variations on bondage and role playing that could be carried out on deck at sea meant she more often just had to ask for more conventional sex on the same cushions as the others.
By the time we got to Fiji a significant decision had to be made. Cyclone season was fast approaching. Either we had to accelerate the trip through and rapidly bring it to an end in Australia, or we had to find somewhere to wait out the season. It seemed nobody - not even Tash - wanted to make a race for home. Nor did anyone just want to lock up the boat somewhere safe and fly home for the summer; and here again I thought Tash might have wanted to.
Mind you there are problems with locking up the boat like that. In this part of the world, by the time you get back, the yacht is likely to have a thick covering of mould coating the inside and the diesel in the tanks is likely to have turned into something with the consistency of treacle. The diesel problem can be reduced by making sure the tanks are full - leaving no air gap for condensation and the bacteria which causes the problem to breed. The mould problem is harder. Cleaning well before you leave helps. But with no-one to empty any dehumidifier, the mere availability of shore power doesn't solve the problem. In any case, reliable power in this part of the world is a rarity.
I had planned ahead enough to book well in advance, first a mooring in the Vuda Marina on the Island of Vitii Levu for the shoulder cyclone season and then a dock in the cyclone pits they have there for the peak season. They are popular and overbooked enough that a surrendered booking can be reused, but a late one can rarely be obtained.
The mooring let us continue to explore the islands of Fiji while the weather was suitable, while giving us a bolt hole when not. And the pits gave us somewhere to really batten down the hatches when the worst storms were likely to come through.
A week after we arrived, Liddy's boat, the Southern Belle, also came into the marina. I couldn't disguise from the girls my pleasure in that. In a way they'd been monitoring the progress of Liddy's yacht as much as I had; just with a different perspective.
For the next couple of weeks they were gracious enough to let me include Liddy in many of our activities; even more so after Liddy's friends flew home for a couple of months leaving her on her own. It didn't escape me that Amy and Ellen would take turns making demands on me to the point of sexual exhaustion the night before Liddy was going to be joining us for something, nor that they chose the absolute extreme and beyond of their 'fuck me' bikinis and other clothing for any outing that included her.
But I well understood their concerns. If that was the limit of their resistance to her, I had no cause for complaint. All I could do was make sure my behaviour towards Liddy never strayed beyond the 'proper'.
Mind you, 'proper' could vary with the circumstances. Once we were on a beach, Tash had a habit of starting somewhat tactile games; like grabbing something and challenging you to get it off her. With the girls in flimsy bikinis, if the beach was private or remote enough, that could involve a significant loss of clothing. And once they lost theirs, you could be sure I wasn't going to be allowed to stay the only one with my modesty intact.
And to the girls credit, they included Liddy on these games as if she was an old friend. And she wasn't immune from either getting stripped or doing it
Liddy had been with us for a while when Ellen and Amy had gone into town and returned much later than expected; very animated. Ellen couldn't wait to tell me something.
"We met Liddy in town and had lunch with her."
I had to admit, that was interesting because their relationship with her is a bit love hate. She's gets on very well with the group and we have a lot of fun with her, but they are wary of her as a romantic threat; something all the assurances from me can't curtail.
"We've organised it."
"Organised what?"
"You and her to have a date; and if you want... well, you know afterwards."
"What? Would you like to slow down and tell me what this is all about?"
Ellen took a deep breath.
"Sorry. Let me start at the beginning. Amy and I aren't really sure we're ready to give you up when we get ashore, however much you say we should because it's in our interest to do so and you love us too much to deny us a better future.
But we also recognise that it's in your interest to cover your own future by keeping an eye out for someone more your own age. And we love you enough to recognise that and want your needs covered too. And you and Liddy have always got on like a house on fire; so it's quite possible she might be someone suitable.
So we put our cards on the table with her. We'd encourage you two to get together if she'd completely and absolutely guaranteed that, if something developed, she'd accept she was in a shared relationship. No squeezing or bitching us out. It would be a romantic foursome instead of a romantic threesome."
Amy piped in.
"Actually it was a bit more complex than that. We negotiated room for Tash and Issie too."
I could see why they couldn't ignore Tash. My heart had skipped a beat at the mention of Issie. I still had an enormous soft spot for her - to say the least. But I wasn't sure where Issie figured in this, since last I heard she was off chasing males to be the father of her children in Italy. Although not with much success. Still I let that little side ally pass me by.
I looked at them with wide eyed disbelief and asked, with a taken aback, rising inflection in my voice.
"And Liddy thought that was OK?"
"Yes actually. She said she could see our relationship with you was a lot more than just using you for sex and that had stopped her making any move on you. She was old enough to see that relationships come in many forms and that we had made ours with you work and she couldn't see why she couldn't do the same."
By now I was hanging there slack jawed. This was starting to sound like something out of a midday soap opera.
"And since we knew you wouldn't act on it if we left it to you, we've already arranged a date for Friday. Dinner at the club and afterwards you'll spend the night on her yacht... with the expectation that if all goes well you'll...let's say, be unfaithful to us. Of course, the actual conversation was much longer than that. We've just given you the gist of it."
Of course, this wasn't the first time the girls have effectively added to my sexual partners. In a way both Ellen and Tash got there the same way. But this was a bit different. To put it bluntly, the others came aboard with the message 'here's a new crew member who, by the way, expects you to screw her like to screw us.' But Liddy's was essentially different. More like 'we've organised you a date and a screw with a potential new life partner.' Sort of a blind date that wasn't all that blind.
And yet, I was trapped. I could hardly cancel the date. That certainly wasn't the message I wanted Liddy to get. And in a way, nor did I want to. I was just that it felt sort of...the only word I can think of is bizarre.
Friday came around all too quickly and I found myself turning up at the club at the appointed hour - essentials bag in my hand - to find Liddy waiting for me at the bar.
I have to admit, she was leg-crossingly gorgeous. More so for her 55 years. Medium height, slender, with an upright figure that was somehow curvaceous around the hip but still flat through her stomach and carried perky breasts that were on the C cup borderline, she was wearing a tiny little black mini sheath dress that clung tightly to her figure and was capped by small, string strap supported triangles that barely decently covered that part of her breasts that had to be covered.
After giving her a greeting kiss on the cheek, we were quickly shown to our table. As I followed her I couldn't help but stare at the long elegantly shaped legs that emerged from the daringly high hem of her dress. If women are meant to dress demurely on a first date, Liddy certainly hadn't read the message.
She half turned towards me as she walked.
"I suppose you think this is all a bit strange."
"That's an understatement. Don't you."
"Yes. But Ellen is very persuasive. Somehow it seemed quite normal by the time she'd finished with me. That's not to say I'm not a bit nervous."
"You're not alone in that."
We set the topic aside as we sat down and instead started with the sort of pleasantries one does on this sort of date...'how's your day been' and then a long discussion about our children because everyone likes talking about their children. That sort of stuff. But gradually the conversation turned to our histories and how we'd got ourselves to the point of being on a yacht of the middle of the Pacific. I knew the girls had already had this conversation with her and was aware of the sketchy details - as she probably was of mine. But it was better to hear it first-hand.
What I found out about Liddy was that she'd been brought up in a very conservative Jewish household with a doctor for a father. Pushed into medicine by her family, she'd meet and married her husband - another equally conservative Jewish boy - while they were both in their first year of medical studies.
She regarded it as a good, if unadventurous, marriage. As loving as you can reasonably expect a 30 year marriage to be.
Religiously, they'd certainly grown much less devout over time, even if they were still constrained by the conservative instincts indoctrinated into them as kids. Her husband was a bit nerdy, so it had actually been Liddy who had, for instance, nurtured her children's' sporting instincts; even down to doing football tackle practice with her sons.
His death in a car accident on the way to a medical conference at the age of fifty had shattered her. She was comfortable financially, but emotionally vulnerable.
Her parents and a local rabbi, both detecting an opportunity to redirect her back towards a more religious lifestyle, introduced her to a man a few years older than her. He was handsome and initially quite charming. But as soon as they married he became controlling and aggressive; increasingly forcing her to accept and follow the most conservative and oppressive tenants of her religion. When she started resisting that, and especially its imposition on her children, he turned violent.
Liddy didn't muck about. She stayed only long enough to record hard evidence of his violence, then divorced him and had him charged.
The experience had been cathartic. She'd not just completely abandoned the religion she felt (although she admits in retrospect, slightly unfairly) put her in the way of the harm the man inflicted on her, her rebellion against that found and released in herself a more outward going, adventurous and much less conservative woman.
A few years later, with her kids largely grown and independent (except for financially), some friends had suggested she come with them on this trip. They were more of the hippie style and she hadn't found it difficult to embrace their attitude to things like semi nakedness. Indeed, she'd come to realise she was reasonably attractive and proud of her appearance. Being able to really flaunt it, while still feeling in complete control, actually gave her a sense of power she'd never felt in her life before. Her wardrobe was now full of clothing of a type she couldn't have imagined the old Liddy owning and she never thought she could wear again the sort of clothing she'd spent the first 53 years of her life in.
She recounted amusingly how shocked, and then encouraging, her kids had been when they'd first seen photos of her on the trip.
I'd pretty well been drawn to Liddy since the first time she chatted me up in the bar in Tahiti. Yes, appearance was part of it. Like Amy and Ellen, she was very much my genotype perfect woman. But the magnetic attraction was way more than that. We'd just clicked; found ourselves on the same wavelength on so many things. She came across as kind, gentle and generous, while still being incredibly strong and self sufficient.
Sometimes a first date can undo all the good feelings that had proceeded it. Sometimes, when everything is magical, it does the opposite - reinforcing everything you previously thought good about the person to the point you find yourself falling down a deep, almost inescapable, well of emotional engagement with the person.
In that context, physical attraction can act as a drag or accelerant to the formation of the emotional bond.
As I sat across the table talking to her, Liddy's was accelerating mine at light speed.
Indirectly she'd already covered off why, at her age, she seemed to me to have the skin of a 30 year old. Her parents had originated in the middle east, giving her a natural olive complexation. But growing up, living and working in New York in a conservative Jewish family who encouraged her to concentrate on being an indoor, academic, swat and then being in a job that entailed long hours, meant she virtually never saw the sun until she'd cast off on this trip. Even when she had interacted at sport with her kids she had been, as she put it, "heavily clothed".
She had a long mane of dark honey blonde hair. The slight showing of grey roots made it clear it was dyed and her auburn eyebrows revealed it probably wasn't her original colour. But it suited her no less for that.
With large brown eyes a man could drown in - and I was - her face was soft and alluring.
But her dress and breast display left me constantly fighting a losing battle to keep my focus on her face. Any moment I thought she might blurt out...'Hey, I'm up here.'
Those small, barely supported, triangles trying to cover her breasts left a deep cleavage display. Not just cleavage, but the top and sides of her breasts were amply on display too. And as the night progressed, her nipples gradually started to push out the stretch gossamer material that covered them. The room was warm enough that it shouldn't have been the cold doing it. The thought she might be displaying a state of arousal that matched mine drove me to absolute distraction.
Yes, it was obvious that breasts that size on a woman her age couldn't be that perky if they were natural. Any reservations I might have had about the girls being bitchy about the issue when they first met her had to be put aside. They had been right. I got a glimpse of it all in the beach games; enough to certainly raise doubts. Now there could be none. There couldn't be any bra under that dress; and I'd certainly studied it closely enough to be left in no doubt. They, to use modern parlance, had to have been augmented. But that made them no less distracting.
Throughout the dinner, there was a half mongrel in my pants that just wasn't going to go away. The thought that it was preordained that I'd be spending the night with this beautiful woman drove me to distraction even as the nervous butterflies in my stomach grew more active as the night came closer to its climax.
By the time we finished dinner and left to go back to her yacht, I felt as nervous and inadequate as a 16 year old on a first date.
As we boarded the yacht, Liddy asked me if I'd like a cup of coffee. The question took me way back to my dating years, where I never was sure whether the invitation to come in for a nightcap was truly an invitation for a drink or something else. In those days I thought it safer to think of it as a drink and sat around awkwardly wondering if I should make a move on the girl.
In my shyness, I usually didn't and I've always wondered how many erotic adventures, and maybe even interesting relationships, I missed out on by leaving the young lady disappointed.
"A tea would be nice if you have that."
I stood just outside the galley continuing to chat with her and admire her beauty as Liddy boiled the kettle and made a coffee for her and a tea for me. I could see Liddy was as nervous as I was about the question of where we go from here. In a way there was no doubt that we'd basically been set up to have sex in this whole arrangement. My girls clearly had that in mind in what had been planned, no less than we did in agreeing to it. I was going to be sleeping in her bed that night and everyone's understanding was that sleeping wasn't really the purpose of the night.



But I was of a generation where first date sex wasn't really the way the game was played. For all the fact our generation had a reputation for being permissive, it was essentially a transitional generation. Yes some were very permissive, but others were slow to adopt the new rules and just as conservative as our parents; and I was very in the letter category. You certainly couldn't assume every girl was going to jump into bed with you just because you'd had a nice date or two. Most wouldn't, even if those who would thought you were some sort of retard when you didn't make a move on them.
Am I babbling? I am, and it simply reflects how this moment was taking me back to my dating years and all the nervousness and uncertainty that accompanied it.
I always was hopeless at this transition from dinner to first sex and nothing had really changed.
Apart from Amy, the girls on the yacht had pretty well thrown themselves at me, so I'd never really had to make the first move. With Amy it all just sort of happened by accident, with no time to think or worry about it. Really, this was the first time I'd found myself in this position in close to forty years.
As I stood with my butt resting against the dining table just outside the galley, Liddy approach me with a cup in each hand.
She was, as she had been all night, a vision of beauty by anyone's reckoning. Upright, and no longer half hidden by the restaurant table, I was able to admire her in her full glory as she glided the few steps that separated us.
As she handed the tea to me she stood a bit too close in the confined quarters of the cabin; the tip of her nipples brushing intermittently against the loose folds of my shirt. She loitered there, even after I'd taken the cup from her, turning her head to the side to give her room to bring the cup to her mouth.
Showing I'd at least learnt something in the last forty years, I decided that was as much of a signal for me to make some move on her as I could reasonably expect.
I put my arm around her, slipping my cup onto the table behind me to let me wrap the other around her as well, and pulled her gently into contact with me; ignoring the fact she'd be able to feel the erection forming in my pants. But my pick-up lines hadn't improved.
"I hope you enjoyed dinner tonight."
She put her cup next time mine on the table, wrapped her arms around me and snuggled her head into my chest.
"It was lovely Ned. It's a long time since I've been..."
Her sentence trailed off; maybe strangled by any fear her words might slight the memory of her deceased first husband.
I brought one hand up to stroke through her hair as the other presumptuously, if instinctively, slipped down to cover her butt. Like a cat being patted, she signalled her enjoyment of the stroking of her hair by gently rubbing her forehead against my chest and letting out a little hum of pleasure.
As I stared down at the top of her head, I watched as it slowly tilted. Eyes closed, she turned her face up towards mine. For just a moment I had a peak down her dress where a nipple had been exposed as the triangle of material had been pulled away from the sheath like embrace of the orb as it caught on my shirt. Then my lips met hers, and for a moment, nothing else mattered.
They say kissing is a way of evaluating your potential partner. Smelling and tasting him or her to see if - well, if you want to be entirely analytical about it - your immune systems are complementary. But the result, if your body rates them a passing mark, is electric.
I felt a fire of passion ignite in me; one that seemed to be reciprocated in Liddy. Her tongue thrust itself into my mouth as I felt her hand slide inside the back of my shirt and her warm flesh rub up and down the naked skin of my spine. The hand that I'd had in her hair was now cupping her head as it tilted back, the one I'd had on her butt now massaging it gently. I found the courage to slip that hand under the hem of her dress and bring it up to rub it against her panties; exploring them. Low waisted hipsters, string sided, a very thin, maybe lacy material.
I brought my hand up onto the bare flesh of her naked back; lifting the tight fitting skirt up with it. Liddy was starting to slowly undulate against me and I was sure she was rubbing the crotch of her panties against the hard bulge of the nearly full erection that was curled around uncomfortably in the confines of my underpants. Once again I quietly cursed myself for not going commando.
Her dress was now half way up her back; dragged there as my hand explored higher and higher until a bent elbow let me extend it out of the top of the dress to rub across her shoulders.
I felt her spare hand move between our bodies and undo my belt and top button, pulling the fly open to let the bulge in my undies escape. Liddy wiggled her body against me, all the time rubbing her crotch on the bulge, until my pants dropped to the floor around my ankles.
It was she who made the suggestion on both our minds.
"Let's move to my cabin."
Turning me away from the table, she pushed me slowly backwards - one moment kissing and undulating, the next taking a quick peek around my torso to make sure we were going straight - towards the bow of the boat where an open door had already revealed to me a plush forward cabin with a large berth. The pants around my ankles came with me, threatening to trip both me and Liddy. But they contained what I thought were some necessities.
I lost them as we needed to step through the bulkhead forming the entrance to the cabin; but at least they were now only a stretched arm's length away.
As soon as we were in her cabin, Liddy started undoing my shirt buttons. I figured that gave me permission to finish taking off her dress; pulling it over her head to reveal the spectacular body I already knew resided beneath.
She broke contact long enough to climb up and kneel on the bunk; offering me a hand to have me join her there and letting me see the sexy little red undies she'd been wearing. Kneeling beside her, I eased her down flat onto her back, laying half over her as we started kissing again.
I never did like guessing games, so I came to the critical question.
"What do you like?"
"What do you mean?"
"What do you like your sexual partner to do?"
Liddy hesitated.
"I don't really know. My first husband only had one way of doing sex; which is what I think is called the missionary position."
I asked with a rising inflection that I immediately regretted.
"Did that work for you?"
"You mean in terms of giving me a climax? No, not at all. I generally faked one for him. But he was very loving, he was just young and came to our marriage from a conservative background and was as innocent as I was, and didn't know any better. And even though we were doctors, neither of us took the lead in learning more.
Don't get me wrong. We enjoyed our sex and had an active sex life. He liked a lot of foreplay, in terms of kissing and cuddling, so I wrapped my thighs around one of his and undulated my body against him while we were kissing to excite myself. Although, when I came that way, I always felt I had to hide it from him.
And as for my second husband, he did much the same, except a lot rougher and without the foreplay. And they're the only two men I've been to bed with until tonight."
Wow. I suddenly felt like I was bedding a virgin, even if she had been married to her first husband for 30 years. I was certainly made to realise I was in a position of some privilege.
"Is there anything you'd like me to try?"
"Amy and Ellen tell me you're a great lover. Just do to me what you do to them."
"They're being too kind. They're very responsive lovers would be a better way of putting it. I don't really do anything that you wouldn't find on the first dozen pages of a sex manual. Let's put it the other way around. Is there anything you know you wouldn't like?"
"I've heard some men like anal play and other kinky stuff and I wouldn't like that. But in terms of normal sexual interaction, I can't think of anything. But I suppose I don't really know until I try it. I'd like you to show me new stuff."
"Well, let's do a deal that you can ask me to stop anything you're not liking. But no faking or hiding it. OK?"
"OK. Maybe I should add, I'm not as moist as I used to be. There's some lube behind the fiddle on the shelf next to your head and since I know that's the rule with the girls, some condoms too."
I'd been kissing her gently on the cheek as we'd been talking, and stroking up and down her stomach, while she been using the arm under me to rub against my back. The whole conversation had been conducted with a tenderness that I found quite touching.
I brought my lips against hers again and suddenly felt her hand against the back of my head pinning me there as her tongue sensuously invaded my mouth. She wrapped her thighs around my upper one and lifted her body against mine. I could feel her crotch pushed hard against me as she started undulating.
If that's what she enjoyed, I was happy for her to find her pleasure that way. But I wanted to offer her other options.
I extended the range of the fingers that had been stroking her stomach; gliding them down over her panties to where her crotch disappeared against my thighs and then up between her breasts where my fingers spiralled in around a nipple until it did a circle around the raised flesh of the jutting edifice. On the third trip down to her panties, I slid my fingers under the waist band and pushed inside them until I felt the start of her crease just where it met my thigh. I pushed a bit harder, forcing a finger as gently as I could between my thigh and her crotch. Immediately, she relaxed a bit, giving my finger room to move there.
I felt for her clit and easily found the swollen bud; stroking it a few times. But she certainly wasn't as wet as the other girls get when I'm doing that, so I wanted to proceed cautiously. I did another path up to her breasts and then down again. And while she raised her crotch back against my thigh when I took my fingers away, she immediately relaxed it to give access to my fingers when they returned.
I loitered there a bit longer this time, my soft fingering of her inducing a quiet hum and a whispered, "oh, that's nice" in my ear. But she was still dryish. The last thing I wanted was for this to cause her discomfort as things got hot.
It was my turn to whisper in her ear.
"I think it's time for your panties to come off. Wait there."
With my fingers still lightly tickling her clit, I broke away from the hold her lips had on my own, kissing down her chin and neck and over her upper chest until I came to her right breast. I loitered there, admiring its powerfully arousing beauty as I kissed the flesh of its orb. I couldn't help but notice it was uniformly tanned, without bikini lines.
I was transfixed by the perfection of her nipple. Like Amy's, when it's aroused, it seems the whole areola swells to create a volcanic cone like structure on which the hardened nipple sits; exaggerating the jutting effect. I flicked my tongue against it; inducing another hum and a slight squirming from her.
Almost reluctantly I moved on from her breast, kissing down her stomach. As I approach the waistband of her panties, I pulled my hand out and restored them to their natural sitting position on her body, stroking her crotch through them. That let me plant a final kiss on her panties where they covered her mons. I took a moment to give them the admiration they deserved. They were incredibly sexy. Fire engine red, constructed of the finest lace, they were as I'd originally felt, low slung, string sided hipsters. The front piece was a narrow topped v which spanned less than half her lower stomach while the crotch sat moulded tightly against her mons and labia and strained and stretched to cover them; the lace teasing me with the shadowy details I could see through it. A broad crease of material ran between where her swollen labia stretched out the gusset, advertising the extent of her arousal.
I planted a kiss between her legs, pushing my tongue deeply into the fold of the material and running it momentarily up and down her crease.
Again, I needed to overcome what was almost a reluctance to move on. But slipping a finger under the string waistband at each hip, I pulled gently at them, signalling Liddy to raise her hips to let me pull them off her and down her legs. I brought my face between her legs again and my tongue against her clit; flicking it rapidly. She squirmed more, raising her hips in pleasure as I noted how devoid she was of pubic hair - just a small landing strip - and how her tan line, such as it was on her olive skin, was even narrower and lower waisted than the panties I'd just taken off her. I couldn't wait to see what bikini bottoms had generated that.
But it wasn't how I wanted to give her the first orgasm she got from me. I had a slightly different order of events in mind.
I kissed back up her body, loitering to pay more attention to both her breasts, until I was lying half over again. But Liddy had her own idea of the next step.
"My turn."
She bid me to release her from under me and lie on my back. As she kissed my neck, for the first time she slid her hand down my torso and slipped her fingers under my undies; lifting up the waist band to release my aroused manhood from the uncomfortable bent position it had grown into. Laying it out over my stomach, she stroked her fingers up and down it; encouraging it to fill out to the full state of rigid hardness that its previously curved posture had frustrated. Now it was my turn to moan in the sensuous pleasure of her touching. I could almost feel the pre-cum start to weep from the tip of it.
She eased the waist band softly back across the hardened shaft and kept playing with it as she kissed down my body. I put my hand over the fiddle that hid the contents of the shelf, feeling around for what Liddy had told me lay there. Finding the packing of both I lifted them over and dropped them down onto the bunk against the side of the boat where they could be easily accessed. After spilling a couple of condoms out of the box, I picked up the tube of lube to check the seal had already been broken and it was ready to use; putting a squeeze of it on one of my fingers.
That let me then just lie back and enjoy what Liddy was doing; looking down to watch as, if nothing else, it let me enjoy the droop of those lovely breasts and their excited nipples as she bent over me.
When she got as far as my undies, she kissed the tip of my shaft and then flickered her tongue against it before she too took the waist band of my undies and signalled for me to lift my hips to let her remove them. As she came back up, she licked up the length of my shaft a couple of times before again kissing the tip.
I couldn't help wondering if that was the first time she'd brought her lips to a male penis. It was inconceivable she'd given her first husband head. Whether, like Amy's, her abusive second one had forced her into it or simply taken his enjoyment in her vagina was not really for me to know.
A moment later she was lying again alongside me on her back, pulling me over her to kiss some more.
As I came over her, I slipped my lube covered finger into her crease and coated her clit and the opening to her sex in it. As much as I could judge things, I decided it was time to get serious with my stimulation of her. As I played with her clit, I escaped the clutches of her lips and brought my head down to cross her body and take her right nipple into my mouth; bringing the hand of my right arm - otherwise supporting me on its elbow - up to tweak her left one.
With a little, very New York, "oh my" she started letting out little moans and ohs. As she got more excited, her breathing got heavier and she started jerking her hips rapidly up and down to rub her clit even faster and more firmly against my finger. She came with a prolonged...
"Oh...ooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...mmmmmmmmm."
All the time she kept jerking her hips making it clear she wanted me to continue the stimulation; something which seemed to prolong her orgasm.
When she finally settled down, she took the hand I had on her clit and gently moved it away, then taking my shaft in her hand she pulled it over her, as if wanting to feed it into her sex. Instead of climbing aboard, I sort of passively resisted.
"I thought you'd want your turn now."
"Soon, but when you're ready, I'd like to try something else with you first which might give you a more intense experience."
"What, more intense than that? I can't remember having an orgasm even that nice before."
"I'd like to see if we can find your g spot."
"Oh my. I've never thought I had one; or at least never had any sensation that indicated I did. But you can try if you'd like."
She rested her head back, her hand still wrapped around my shaft but fairly motionless. I'd put a fair gloop of lube into her crease, so there was plenty there to slime up my fingers as I inserted one, and then another into her receptive sex. As I raked them firmly across the centre length of the front wall of her vagina I watched for any indication I was hitting the right spot.
There was nothing immediate - but that wasn't uncommon. After I'd settled into a routine, I went back to the not unpleasant task of sucking one nipple and playing with the other before bringing the thumb of the hand I had up her sex down onto her clit to stimulate that; thinking that if the g spot was simply an internal extension of the whole clitoral organ, getting it aroused could only be a good thing. She gave out a little hum of pleasure, but I took that to be more from the clit and nipples than having set her g spot on fire.
She was quickly starting to breath heavily again, but I didn't really want to bring her to another clit orgasm until I was sure we weren't going to get anywhere with the g spot. I was just about to back off on the clit when she squeezed her pelvic floor muscles tightly against my hand, lifted her hips a bit and let out her now familiar cry...
"Oh my."
There followed a stream of little 'ohs' and 'ahs', whether of pleasure or pain was unclear, as she almost seemed to be wanting to pull her sex away from me; apparently overwhelmed by whatever sensations she was feeling down there. I know that at first it can feel like a discomfort, but absent a specific request from her to stop, I took it to be a sign of progress and ignored her body's involuntary retreats.
But at least I knew I was in the right area.
It wasn't long before I got a far more positive reaction. A sudden, quite vocal, almost surprised sounding, 'oohh' as she spread her legs apart further, as if wanting to make access easier for me.
I increased the pressure and quickened the rate at which I raked across the sensitive internal spot. She squirmed all the harder. You could also sense her internal battle between physically reacting to the intensity of whatever she felt and trying to hold still so I could keep doing it.
This time as she came, she clamped my hand inside her with her own as she squeezed her thighs together and raised her hips, vocalising her pleasure with almost a hissing sounds, repeated with every heavily taken breath...
"Hhssssssssssssss...hhsssssssssssss...hhssssssssss...oohhhh...hhssssssssssssss."
I kept raking her g spot and sucking her nipple, waiting for a signal to stop. Instead, she momently relaxed her hips, only to throw them up again and repeat the whole process...
"Hhhssssssssssssssss...hhsssssssssssssssssss...hhhsssssssssssssssssssssssss."
This time as she eased herself back down, she lay there heavily panting, almost reluctantly pulling my fingers out of her sex with the hand that had previously clamped them in there.



"Oh my...hhhhuu...hhhuu...hhhuu...oh Ned, that...hhuu... was incredible...hhhuu...hhhuu...your turn."
I let her recover while I reached across her for a condom and some lube and prepared myself for the next part of this adventure. Even before she'd opened her eyes again, I physically pulled her over on top of me.
She grinned and with an amused voice taken through her still panting breath, joked...
"Isn't this...hhhhh...supposed to be where I just get to lie on my back...hhhhh...and think of America?"
"Nope, this is where you hopefully learn a new trick."
"Am I going to have to do anything?"
"Yep."
"Can I wait a sec?"
"Yep."
But there was one thing that didn't have to wait. I pushed my hips up until the tip of my erection found the opening to her sex. She took the hint and bore down on me until she had full penetration. That was nice. Now I could wait until she was ready.
Liddy must have thought she just had to do the work to give me my orgasm, because she raised herself up just enough to let her smoothly slip my erection in and out of her; applying a firm pressure.
"Hang on, that's really nice, but not what I have in mind. I want you to either lift yourself up on your arms or actually sit on me and experiment with grinding your clit against my pubis as you move in and out a bit. The idea is to see what works for you."
I put my hands on her hips and encouraged her as she experimented with angles, quickly finding one where she was deeply penetrated and pushed back firmly against my balls while also bearing down hard on my pubis, which seemed to please her. I must admit, this is one instance where Liddy not having any pubic hair helps. I could always feel my wife's scratching away at the base of my balls when she did this. With Liddy well lubed up, she slid against it smoothly.
She experimented with a few short thrusts and hummed in pleasure.
"Oouu, that's nice."
"Keep going."
She leaned further forward. It let me hold my head up high enough to get my lips around a nipple; flicking my tongue against it to bring it to hardness and then sucking it.
But it also let her slip my shaft in and out of her a bit more while still exciting her clit on my pubis. Normally this girl on top stuff feels nice for me, but not orgasmic. I can let the girl go for as long as I want like this, really enjoy it, but still have a good chance I'll be able to roll her over and maximise my own enjoyment by pounding her afterwards.
Not this time. Maybe it was the excitement of the night and of the foreplay that proceeded this point. As her action stimulated my shaft more, I suddenly realised a threshold had been passed and she was working me to my own climax. It was just that warm feeling you get in your cock that tells you your balls are starting to brew up. If I completely stopped her and left time for it to reset, I might have avoided it. But that wasn't fair to her. No, the real question now was whether I could hold my climax off long ago to let her have hers.
The problem wasn't just the in and out movement; although that was stimulating enough. She had me buried so deep, it sort of created an illusion that I was maxing out in her sex; maybe touching her cervix, maybe just circling the tip of my hardened shaft up the very top of her vagina. It was hard to tell, but it felt incredibly intimate. The effect was in my brain as much as my manhood, but it was not the slightest bit less erotic for that fact.
Desperately, I tried for a subtle repositioning that might reduce my stimulation. But Liddy was in a position of complete control. Oblivious to my dilemma, she simply cancelled out what I did with her own repositioning.
I increased her stimulation, playing with her other nipple with my hand while I did everything I could to maximise the stimulation of the one in my mouth.
All of this was having a wonderful effect on Liddy. She was grunting like crazy and her breathing told me she was getting nearer to a climax. But so was I.
Instead of suppressing my own grunting, I let it loose; somehow hoping that would provide a more climatic mood, which might push her along. It might have, but it pushed mine along too.
It was a race. One I desperately wanted to lose.
I tried all the usual tricks. Don't focus on those beautiful breasts, think of worrying thoughts. But they weren't working, They were just likely to produce a damp squid orgasm for me.
I was just getting closer and closer. There was a warmth spreading through my whole shaft; those tendrils of pleasure filling it up.
Just in time, Liddy came; a grunt followed by a cock squeezing closing of her legs as she collapsed down on me, tensed and squirmed about. I desperately tried to get a few full length thrusts in to give my own climax some substance. But a single pathetic half withdrawal signed the deal. Knowing I was about to squirt my load, I thrust hard back in and lifted my hips up - and Liddy with them - as the ropes of cum pleasurably shot the length of my manhood.
As we each vied to maximise the enjoyment of our orgasm, we became two hot sweaty bodies squirming about against each other like a pair of kids wrestling on the couch.
Mine finished first and I collapsed back down onto the bunk with Liddy still writhing on top of me; tensing up and relaxing with every wave of pleasure.
Shortly, she finished and let herself just drape over the top of me; her breasts pushing firmly into my chest as her hair cascaded down either side of my face, closing my field of vision to anything but her eyes. They lit up in amusement as her body shook with the giggles.
"What?"
"Nothing. It's just I've never climaxed together like that. All that wriggling about. It all seems rather tawdry when you think how it must look to an outsider. Wonderful to experience, but humans at their basest. That's not a criticism, there's something to be said for the human as part of nature; it's simply an observation."
"You know there are times when more than one of the girls are in the bed with me that you do get to watch it as an outsider, don't you. How would you feel about that?"
"I don't know. I can imagine a whole lot of emotions - embarrassment, jealously and who knows what else. Yet it must also be an incredibly erotic experience too."
She fell silent, just lying on top of me.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"I know for you that was just ordinary sex. Maybe the sort of thing couples do all the time. But I've never had sex like that before. I've never had an orgasm I didn't feel I had to supress. Never had an orgasm while the man was in me. There are so many things that are the first time for me I'm almost embarrassed about it. It was beautiful. Thank you."
There was nothing I could really say without making a fool of myself, so I was lucky she cut short any possibility of me doing so by planting her lips on mine and invading my mouth with her tongue. We lay there kissing and pecking for a while until she signalled for me to roll her onto the bunk next to me.
A bit more kissing and pecking as we lay side by side and five minutes later she was asleep.
It struck me that it had been a successful first date.
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I woke up to find Liddy still asleep, lying uncovered on her back next to me.
Her nakedness was not the slightest bit less distracting and arousing than that of the other girls. I lay there inappropriately transfixed by the beautiful breasts that sat proudly on her chest; perfect orbs of womanly seductive attraction slowly rising and falling to her breathing.
The morning glory I'd awoken with meant the job of being aroused had already been undertaken by my body as I'd slept. Now the hardness of my shaft, and the way I couldn't resist surging it as I looked at her, just emphasised the desire I already felt to again carnally engage with her.
The temptation to touch her, to wake her and make beautiful, passionate, love to her, was almost too strong. Woman value their sleep; usually more than sex. I decided I should get up least I did something which might spoil the mood of the previous evening.
The overnight kit I'd brought onto the yacht was pretty basic. Just a toothbrush and a pair of my usual swimming briefs; the latter specifically to have something to put on in the morning. I pick up the swimmers and pulled them on as I quietly exited the cabin and moved forward into the galley.
There was of course no way my erection would naturally fit within the confines of my low slung swimmers. But the very advantage of them was the degree to which the material would stretch. I pulled the waist band up and over the tip of it, settling the waistline down in its normal position inside it to let my erection stretch out the material; leaving it as a sheathed pole which reached up to within two finger widths of my navel.
I like my morning glories. Of course, if the girls sleeping with me want morning sex, then it will be long gone before I get up.
But when one does survive any morning sports, I savour it and encourage it to last as long as it can. It feels good. It feels nice. Maybe it's just the delusions of age and a not yet wholly awake brain, but It makes me feel more manly. I even like the way my swimmers sheath it; almost wanting to put it on display as they gently and provocatively embrace it.
In the sexually charged environment in which I find myself, prolonging one isn't hard. The mere memory of what I shared with Liddy last night was all it took on this morning.
I don't display it to provoke a reaction from the girls I share the boat with. But I don't try and hide it either. My previous life shyness about being seen aroused in any circumstances where I wasn't about to use it carnally would be pointless where I exist on a yacht with a number of girls whose whole purpose sometimes seems to be to keep me aroused. But, if the girls are up, they will often take an interest in it in a way that prolongs its existence. Usually that's just a matter of being playful - tactilely or visually - and it will wither naturally when they grow bored with it. But, just sometimes, the interest goes further than play and the erection's existence is snuffed out in an ejeculative explosion.
On this morning I had a powerful desire to sustain it for as long as possible. I'm an early waker and I assumed Liddy would be asleep for another hour. So it certainly wasn't so she'd see it. I just felt randy and aroused. My manhood was sensitive and it just felt good in its fully hardened state.
As I leisurely filled the kettle and put it on the stove, I let my shaft brush against the side of the bench. Even that light stimulation was enough to make it involuntarily surge. I was lost in erotic thoughts about the previous evening when I thought I heard a noise behind me.
I turned and there was Liddy. She was dressed only in what was clearly her sunbathing bikini bottoms; a small postage stamp of red material covering just the bottom half of her mons and barely wide enough as it extended through her crotch to hide her labia, supported by highly stressed elasticised strings.
I saw her eyes drop to my erection as it came fully into view. It was as if it was my manhood that she was greeting.
"Good morning."
I felt almost interrupting as I answered on its behalf.
"Morning. Did you sleep well?"
She glanced momentarily up - just enough to signify the answer was for me - before drooping her line of sight again.
"Like I haven't in a long time thanks to you."
She closed the few steps between us.
"You know, the girls told me they prefer to see that in what they called the full horizontal position. I gather, if it doesn't grow that way, they do this."
She stuck her hand down the front of my swimmers, bent my shaft down horizontal and rearranged it so the stretched material now held its hardness in that position. I'd been a bit lazy about tying the knot, so both the waistband and the leg elastic were now pulled away from my body. I looked down to see though the gap to where my balls were dangling out either side of the stretched out gusset.
She closed the gap between us, slid my erection between her legs and wrapped her arms around me; snuggling her head against my chest.
"I can see why they like it like that."
"Is there anything they didn't tell you?"
"We had a long discussion and they were very open. I learnt more about sex in that discussion than I've ever learnt from marriage or books. I feel like in some ways I know more about you and your love life than I ever did about my husband. You know both Amy and Ellen are completely in love with you, don't you. I mean, arranging this was an incredible and selfless act of love on their part."
"I know. And while I love them just as much, it scares me sometimes that I'm somehow going to be responsible for derailing their life. At their age they need someone much younger."
"Yes, we had that discussion. They think that's a decision for them to make; but they admire your selflessness just the same."
She fell silent as she let me gently stroke my hand through her hair. But with the silence came an awareness that she was rocking her crotch on my shaft.
"Ned, that was really beautiful sex last night. I've never had sex like that before. It just conveyed a gentle passion that made me feel so good. And the orgasms were beyond anything in my previous experience."
"I'm surprised that, as a doctor, you didn't look to expand your marital repertoire."
"We came from an environment where even spouses didn't talk openly about that stuff. And I'm an ER doctor and Max was a surgeon, so it wasn't part of our general practice. I suppose we just fell into a pattern that we didn't really know we should change. I didn't even know that nipple stimulation could supercharge an orgasm like that."
"Didn't Max like playing with your nipples?"
"A little, but not much. He certainly liked looking down on my breasts as we were having sex. But you can't really play with them in the missionary position."
Almost automatically, I brought a hand up and playfully twirled one of her nipples around a finger.
"I hope you don't mind that I've always liked playing with them."
"Play all you like. Does it bother you they're not real? I figure it would be pretty obvious."
"You mean your breasts? No, why would it? They make you look stunning. But I might be curious as to why you felt the needed to have them. It doesn't really seem like you."
"Actually, my mother talked me into it. I came out of puberty completely flat chested. And the trouble with conservative clothing is that just about the only thing to attract a man with is a very obvious bosom pushing out your chest. Basically my mother inferred I'd never find a good Jewish boy to marry if I couldn't... project the right image, if you'll excuse the pun. That's not a dig at Jewish boys. I think my mother thought all men would take that view; but the presumption was that it was a Jewish boy I was wanting to attract. That was before I met Max, so maybe it worked. And my mother wasn't one to do things by halves. She thought if an image was worth projecting you should do it properly, which is why they're a bit big. "
"OK, since we're on the topic, I wouldn't have thought a full Brazilian was your style either. After all, our generation wasn't really into that stuff. In fact, if I recall correctly, in my day young men were more excited by a sighting of bush."
"Yes, that was at Aaron's insistence. Before we got married he more than dropped a hint that he expected me to be clean down there on our wedding night. Foolishly I complied instead of dropping him. But I shaved once and it got so itchy I went and got it lasered. Now I can't undo it.
It's a nuisance because, when Ruth and Daniel asked if I'd mind if they followed their usual pattern of not worrying about clothing at sea, I felt quite exposed. Ruth has a full bush which sort of hides everything, whereas I just felt everything of mine was on display. But I didn't want to be a complete prude. That's why I have these tiny bikini pants. They're like my bush substitute."
"And a very sexy bush substitute at that, if you'll let me say so."
Liddy fell silent as she lay her head back on my chest again. By now the movement of her crotch against my shaft between her legs had become quite obvious. It was a gentle rocking stroke, not a furious rubbing. Somewhat the equivalent of the way I was stroking her hair; but in a far more erotic place. I ignored it, letting her take whatever pleasure she wanted from it.
Having found an excuse to start playing with a nipple, I wasn't going to give that up; moulding it between gentle fingers into a hard jutting edifice of a swollen areola capped with a tightened teat.
I was powerfully aroused and more than happy for this to finish in sex. But I wanted it to be Liddy's idea, not mine, even if my desire was unmistakable.
Liddy just kept rocking. As I looked down at her, her head again tilted up; her eyes closed, her lips puckered for a kiss. Our lips met and she passionately embraced mine, thrusting her tongue into my mouth as she mashed against my face.
I hadn't until that moment realised how heavily she was breathing in aroused excitement. It gave me permission to tweak her nipple for her stimulation, instead of just keeping it hard. She moaned a gentle sigh into mouth my in response; dropping her knees down so that the previous rocking of her crotch now became a firm rub against my shaft.
Her hand came around the back of my head and pinned our faces together as the rubbing on my shaft became faster and harder. She was soon sighing rapidly into my mouth through her heavy breathing as we kissed. I was surprised just how fast she'd become aroused. I sensed she was about to climax.
With an intake of breath, her thighs clamped together around my shaft and she thrust her hips forward, bringing our pubic areas into firm contact while she let out a low guttural moan...
"Uuuuuuuuugggggggggggggg...ooooooohhhhhh."
She held me there until it was clear her climax had passed.
"Ned, can you make really passionate love to me like you do to the girls. What do they call it?... Go the animal. I've never had that."
Even as she broke away a bit - although with my shaft still between her legs - to take my hand and lead me back to her cabin, I hesitated.
"You know that doesn't always hit a woman's erogenous spots. Ellen and Amy might be a bit unusual in how they respond to it."
She continued her turn towards her cabin.
"I know, but I want to feel the real, uninhabited passion. I've just had my turn, now I want you to give everything as you have yours."
"Your husband must have got passionate with you, didn't he?"
Liddy stopped and turned back towards me.
"Ned, Max was a good and loving husband and I loved him dearly and he gave us three wonderful children. But, like many surgeons, he was on the autism spectrum. Passion wasn't in his repertoire. And as for Aaron, I think Amy described it best when she said her abusive partner would never show passion because it would make her feel wanted and good about herself. That was Aaron to a tee."
I felt suitably chastised, even if there was nothing in Liddy's voice conveying that. In fact, I rather thought she appreciated the opportunity to explain herself. Still, as she momentarily stood there, I closed the gap between our bodies, embraced her with my shaft back between her legs again and kissed her on the lips.
"Sorry. I shouldn't have asked. There's nothing I'd rather do than make passionate love to you and if that means you want me to go the animal then that's what I'll do."
She hugged me back; snuggling against my chest as if consoling herself while dipping her legs enough to bear her crotch down on my shaft.
"There's not the slightest thing to be sorry about. My past is my past and except for Aaron, there's no regrets. But I'd prefer you to understand why I ask what I do, so it's actually nice to put my cards on the table."
As we reached the cabin, she knelt down and pulled my swimmers off; releasing my erection to point skyward again. In a moment she had me sheathed in a condom and it covered in lube; her hand massaging my shaft arousingly as she applied it. Then she put herself on the bed and lay down on her back with her legs teasingly apart, the tone of her voice challenging me as she matter of factly said...
"OK, take me."
I knelt straddling her, my shaft a keen rigid pole towering over her pubis. I was randy as hell and wanted nothing more than to do just that. But 'go the animal' sets a high hurdle. Ellen yells at me if I don't react with unabridged desperation, even if I am just trying to make sure she's really ready. There was no way I was going to take that approach with Liddy.
The bikini bottoms had to come off and yet I've always found removing them at my own pace rather erotic. I looked down at them. The thin strip of material was tightly drawn over the lower part of her swollen mound and through her crotch and had been folded into her crease in a deep camel toe, exposing her labia on either side. They were blatantly sexual in a way that went way beyond anything even the girls wore. They were also wet. She might not be as dry as she thinks. For my own pleasure, I stroked my finger through the wet fold; feeling through the fine material for her swollen bud underneath.
"You look so sexy laid out like that. I could cum before I even touch you."
Liddy squirmed in pleasure. "Don't cum yet."
There was something incredibly sexy about those bikini bottoms and the way they sat on her like that. I played with her bud through them as I asked...
"I'd really love to play with you before I unleash myself. Can I please?"
Liddy moaned a bit, pushed her head in pleasure back into the bunk cushion and lifted her hips slightly as, between groans, she managed to reply...
"Yes...oouuu...if...oouuu...you really want to."
I managed to isolate her bud in a stretched sheath of the fine wet cloth, tweaking it between my fingers. There was just something incredibly visually and tactilely exciting about it; more so because of the way Liddy writhed in pleasure in response.
I wanted to play with her nipples too, but kneeling on my haunches as I now was between her legs, I could barely stretch a hand up to reach one while still keeping her sheathed bud in erotic view. I pulled Liddy's hips, elevating them over my folded knees, shortening the reach while angling her crotch up towards me in a provocative manner.
I hadn't started this intending to give her an orgasm. It had been a bit of an indulgence for me before I surrendered to my cocks still insistent desires. But now I had, as she was responding so forcefully; well, we could both benefit. As I played with her bud and tweaked her nipples, enjoying the way she writhed and started to quiver, she vocalised her pleasure.
"Oh Ned, that's lovely...there...oh yes...mmmmmm."
I wanted to taste her - actually I wanted to taste that wet bikini - as I tickled that beautiful clit. Extracting my knees from under her, I bent between her legs and flicked my tongue rapidly at the sheathed bud before sucking it into my mouth almost hammering it with my tongue while still reaching up to tweak her nipple.
She was getting really excited now somewhat between jerking and quivering her hips to the point I had trouble keeping her in firm contact. Overcome with desire, I ripped the gusset of her bikini aside and sucked the naked flesh of her bud between my lips. Almost immediately, she came.
"Oh my...mmmmmmmmmmmm...mmmmmmmmmmm."
By now my own desire was boiling. It was time to go the animal. The pants had to come off. I pulled at them; not needing to feign impatience as she lifted her hips to let me take them down. Then I was back over her again; my legs outside hers.
In a moment of unguarded honest desire, I audibly sighed...
"My god you're beautiful. I so want you."
With my hips still in the air I bent down to her, swallowing a breast in my mouth and swirling its already jutting nipple passionately with my tongue. Slowly but deliberately, I lowered my hips, contorting my back to let the tip of my erection seek out that beautiful warm void into which I would soon release myself.
Surging my shaft through her crease, I found it, a powerful forward thrust of my hips half burying it in her without finding any resistance. I jerked forward again, fully penetrating her and then returning to the half-buried starting point.
With all my weight taken on my haunches and arms I had completely free movement over Liddy without having to worry about crushing her. Reluctantly, I released her breast from my mouth as I straightened out my arms. The reward was to then be able to look down on those beautiful orbs. My shaft surged with the delight of it.
I thrust firmly into her again, grunting with the effort and pleasure as I brought my balls firmly up against the lips of her aroused labia and my pubis against her mons. In a way I was still getting the measure of her; testing her body and see how our erogenous zones melded. If it was Ellen, she'd be smacking my bottom and yelling at me to get on with it; but Ellen would know what I was up to. I figured Liddy would allow me a few moments before the pounding began.
Superficially, the key behind 'going the animal' is to be entirely selfish. To stir up your deepest sexual passions and desires and go at the sex to give you the best possible orgasm. I'd certainly stirred up my passions. But the very love that has to be part of what stirs up your passions to that extent makes it impossible for you to be entirely selfish. To not hurt the other person is an absolute priority - which is why I get into trouble with Ellen when I hold back and take the time to make sure she's ready. But because you love them, you also can't but want to pleasure them too and for most women, that's not always easy when you're the guy on top going at it for all you're worth.
I gave her three additional, progressively faster, thrusts, each accompanied by a pleasurable grunt from me; taking care to penetrate her fully and bring my pubis against her mons in the hope of offering her some clit stimulation. Having mentally mapped out the way our bodies came together, it was time to fully go the animal.
I started thrusting, long full thrusts that gave full vent to my cocks desires; enjoying every pleasure that the warm tightness of her sex had to offer. Yet each finished with the crashing together and momentary grinding of our pubic areas; each was monitored to make sure she registered no discomfort from an over-hard hit. And every one was accompanied by an unforced grunt that conveyed pure, unadulterated pleasure.
You would think when you're indulging yourself like this, you'd have the endurance of a match flame - burn brightly and go out quickly. And yet it doesn't seem to be the way it works for me. Other things will make me go off like a cheap cracker - like last night - where almost the first tendril of pleasure started an inevitable slide to orgasm.



This doesn't. That might because the real animal pleasure of it is multifaceted. It's more than just physical - although there's no shortage of that. It just makes you feel so manly. It feeds the ego to know a woman loves you and has voluntarily offered her body like this for your enjoyment. It takes you back to the essence of sex; of stimulating you to the point of releasing your life giving seed while bonding you to the recipient. It's just so primitive and uninhibited.
And maybe, just maybe, that's why, against all expectations, I normally draw multiple orgasms from Ellen and Amy as I do this.
The ache of desire my shaft had felt from the time I first woke up this morning was certainly firing my passions. I looked down at Liddy to stir myself with a woman of extraordinary mature beauty. That beautiful smiling face looking up at me, those perfectly featured womanly breasts and nipples, of astounding proportions on one so slender, held my eye and boiled my desire as I thrust away at her.
Liddy's hands were on my bum, and even through the blur of my passion, I was acutely aware of any messages they were giving me. But the only message I could get from them was to go harder and faster.
The breasts were driving me crazy, even as I pumped away at her. I dived onto the right one, taking the top half into my mouth as my tongue flicked the nipple, then retreating enough to let me suck it vigorously. To keep pumping, that left me having to hump my back and drop my hips so that my shaft now came at her from a sightly low angle; heavily hitting the upper wall of her sex before raking along it as my shaft aligned itself for full penetration.
I'd stroked twice before Liddy suddenly came; wrapping her arms fully around my butt as she lifted her hips up tightly against me. As she cried out, I shortened my stroke; repeatedly hitting what must have been that sensitive spot on her front wall, all the time sucking her nipple. She held it there, swaying from side to side for about thirty seconds before she relaxed back down, the hands back on my butt fairly clearly telling me to pound her hard again.
Surrendering my mouthful of breast, I raised myself up again to stare down at them as I went for full length strokes.
Liddy was squeezing me firmly now, instead of just leaving me to slip in and out effortlessly. But still her hands said 'keep going'. It was feeling beautiful; the very pinnacle of the rampant manhood I'd been feeling since I'd woken up. And yet, for all its glorious feeling of fantastic sex, I still wasn't brewing up. There was a lot more to come before I came.
Again her breasts beckoned. Again I dived on them; this time sucking the left one for all it was worth And again I humped my back and dropped my hips to keep humping her.
It was on the fifth stroke she came this time. But as she raised her hips and swayed them, she also turned them upwards. Her intention may have been to let me bang away all the harder at what I assumed was her g spot, but it also caused the bottom of my hard working shaft to rake firmly along her tightened pelvic floor muscle. It was a provocation of a different dimension. In a few strokes I recognised my climax was on its way.
I was determined to make the best of it. I gave Liddy a few moments to get the best of her orgasm, then I dropped a bit more weight on her, pushing her back to the bunk. With my eyes transfixed on her breasts, my shaft performing long fast strokes in her now ever tightening sex and a running commentary of my bellowing grunts, I dumped my load; holding myself suspended over her as I felt my body empty my balls, then go back and clean them out of any leftover seed for another mind blowing dump.
It left me panting and spent; suspended over Liddy on my elbows and knees, unable to move or speak, although not insensitive to the jutting nipples I could feel on my chest. I made no attempt to withdraw the shaft that was reluctant to give up either its erection or the pleasurable feeling of being completely immersed in her sex.
Grinning from ear to ear like a Cheshire cat who'd caught the mouse (double analogy intended), Liddy patted my thinning hair like a mother might pat a well behaved son.
"Oh wow Ned. Now I know what the girls are talking about. Do you know in the last fourteen hours I've had more orgasms than I've ever had in as many weeks of my life? And each one was better than anything I've had before. How do you do it?"
"I don't do it. You do."
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Continuing directly on from where chapter 32 left off, this is another one that has been difficult to get out. Maybe it's not truly 'writers block' more a concern that in trying to develop and be real to the characters, I may not have 'sexed it up' as much as some readers would like.
But it is what it is. One for the followers of this series, certainly. As for the casual reader, I'm not so sure.
I can just hope you'll like it anyway.
*****
As I lay there with my shaft still deeply immersed in her, I could see Liddy was both intrigued and confused by my assertion that she was the one responsible for all the orgasms she'd just had. That confusion quickly manifested itself in words...
"I don't know what you mean."
"Well, you just came up and took the first one; which don't get me wrong, is absolutely fantastic. You could have done that any time to any lover in the last forty years."
"Maybe, but I never found Max standing around in the kitchen nearly naked with an erection. But what about the others?"
"Well, I just fingered you to the second. There's nothing too clever I did for that. But you're the one who gave me permission to do so and drove me crazy with desire to want to. And I'll come back to the standing around naked and aroused issue."
Liddy smiled and raised her eyebrows at me.
"Were you really that crazy with a desire to finger me?"
"Absolutely. And eat you out too. You offered yourself to me legs invitingly apart in that tiny sexy bikini with a wet camel toe folded into your crease and a beautiful breast display. I wasn't kidding when I said I could nearly cum just by looking at you. What man isn't going to respond to that?"
"I can think of one or two. But anyway what about the last two. You did those."
"Not really. I might try and do certain things to stimulate you. But frankly I haven't really got a clue whether they're working. I don't know if I'm hitting the right spot or not and every woman's a little bit different. You're the one who has to be excited enough that what I'm doing works and, I can only suspect, adjust your own position a little to help it.
I've always been a bit nervous about the whole go the animal thing. But it seems to me that it works because my heightened sexual excitement is shared by the girls and it makes them more responsive. And maybe, by them talking about it with you, your expectations were raised and you were responsive to that too. After all, the whole things going to flop if the woman's lying there thinking... 'hurry up and get it over with will you'."
Liddy laughed.
"That sounds like a playback of my 'lie back and think of America' comment."
"I knew you were joking with that one. I'll be honest Liddy. I know I've found myself in a rather special situation. Look at the way we're talking. I could never bring myself to have this frank a conversation with [my late wife] Alison. And that's largely because I doubt she would have willingly participated. From what you've said, the same probably applied to Max.
It's largely the girls have brought this about, really starting with Issie, who never beat around the bush on these things. They sort of sexualised the whole environment and suddenly what wasn't possible became possible, including talking honestly. And in the end, that facilitated me being discovered standing around at the galley with an erection when you got up and you being willing to act on that."
"They told me they sexually tease you to keep you at your peak. In fact, from what they told me, it seems a wonder you don't have a permanent erection."
"They weren't lying. It works too; although I was aware of the effect even when I was married.
You've been fairly honest about giving me insights to your marital sex, so I suppose I can give you insights into mine without feeling I'm slighting Alison's memory. We had an active sex life right up to the time she got sick. But there were plenty of times in the later years I was trying to bang away at her with not much of an erection. It didn't always come up when I wanted it too and didn't stay as hard as I might have liked.
A couple of times my daughter arranged to take a group of her Uni friends out on the yacht for a picnic at a beach up the harbour. Alison and I were entertaining a dozen, beautiful, really lovely young women dressed in nothing more than tiny bikinis. They were nice kids. We knew most of them from previous visits to our house and on the yacht they interacted with us well and didn't treat us as though we had leprosy. They also weren't scared about getting close and personal when, say, I was supervising them while they had a steer of the boat or showing them how to use a winch.
I can tell you, the fastest growing and hardest erections I'd had in quite a while were for the week or two after one of those trips. It wasn't that I was thinking of having sex with one of them. It was just that being in such a sexualised environment somehow gave me a hormone boost. It was better than an elixir of youth.
Alison could have the same effect on me if she decided to dress attractively. But like a lot of women, there came a time she sort of decided she was too old to flaunt it, even if she still had a lot to flaunt. So I sort of lost my hormone boost from that direction and had to find it where I could.
And as for what the girls do with what they call their 'fuck me' bikinis and sexual playfulness, all I can do is repeat that it works. If you'd told me two years ago I'd be able to sustain having sex two or three times a day I'd have laughed at you.
And normally I can't even hope to stimulate a g spot with my shaft unless it's rock hard. So again, if the girls enjoy sex with me, it's largely of their doing, not mine."
Liddy put on a very intentionally cheeky voice, to offer...
"So, I only get good sex if I dress like a tart."
All I could do was smile broadly.
"Oow, I don't think I want to even start to go there. It sounds like pretty dangerous territory for a male. All I can say it that you seem to have discovered that you like certain things about yourself and that does good things for me. But ultimately, it's your body and your choice."
Liddy nudged me in the flank.
"That was a cowardly answer."
"Absolutely. You live a lot longer that way."
Through all this I'd remained hard and penetrated in Liddy. It wasn't entirely my doing. The sexualised conversation and her playful attitude towards it had helped. So was the fact she was squeezing down her sex on it occasionally. She cheekily raised her hips and ground her mons on my pubis.
"It's still hard. Does it want more?"
"Well, it always wants more, but there's a difference between wanting more and sustaining itself for more. It's still enjoying the afterglow of the last one, but there no substance behind it."
"If I put that bikini back on and sat on your face, would that give it substance?"
"I don't think that a spent erection can ever reacquire substance. But with sufficient provocation it can be induced to surrender its existence to make room for a new one; and that might well be sufficient provocation. But it sounds to me as if you're the one who wants more."
"I don't know. I once asked the girls if they really wanted sex every day, let alone multiple times a day. It seemed like a guy fantasy that just didn't seem normal for a woman to want. And yet look at me now...I'm not sure... but I think I do. I'm not sure I'm satisfied enough yet to give you back to the other girls. Which actually sort of accords with what the girls said about the fear of missing out."
"It's been a long time for you, so it's nothing to feel guilty about. But you're being a bit hard on guys. I've never had a fantasy about having sex multiple times a day, nearly every day. Occasionally, for a dirty weekend with my wife, maybe. But on a sustained basis, definitely never. If you'd told me in advance that, if I touched one of the girls on the yacht I'd be subject to some sort of Greek mythological type curse that required me to service each of them daily, I have run away in fear."
Liddy playfully dug me in the ribs again.
"Fear of the sex or fear of not being able to perform?"
"Definitely both. And I still don't know how I do it, except to be able to honestly say, yet again, it's the girls that do it."
By now I had gone soft enough it was time to withdraw. I lifted my hips, letting the residue of my erection slide out of her. Liddy signalled for me to roll off her onto my side and as I did that, she sat up, getting me to roll further onto my back.
"I'll deal with this."
Liddy slipped the used condom off me - capturing my cum in the saggy end - picked up her bikini pants from the foot of the bunk and disappeared out of the cabin.
When she returned, she had a fresh pair of the postage stamp like mini bikini pants on; the same stretched string and tiny swatch of material style, except these were in a hot pink. She also had a wet cloth in her hands, which she proceeded to use to gently, but very thoroughly, clean my manhood. She took her time too; the warmth of the cloth and the tenderness with which she went about it sensitising my cock to an extent I wouldn't have thought possible after so recently having had sex with her.
Chucking the cloth into the corner near the door, she stood alongside my head. With her hands above her head placed flat on the roof of the cabin, she slowly and very provocatively swayed her hips with an open legged, thrust forward, stance. With the low bunk, that resulted in her mons being virtually right above my face as it oscillated sexily across my line of vision. Liddy was looking down at me, a broad cheeky smile lighting up her face.
Whether she'd pressed it there to excite me, or it was naturally how it sat, I wasn't sure; but a pronounced camel toe ran through the tiny crotch.
I didn't want to stop the dance; but nor did I wish to lie there like a stunned mullet. Grinning back, I pushed my finger into the camel toe, letting my hand move with the sway of her hips; teasing her as I lightly rubbed it. It must have had a nice effect on her because her nipples tightened and jutted as I watched.
She bore down on my finger; making a dip of her hips a part of her dance.
"I think it might be time to sit on your face."
"Sit away."
"How do I do it?"
"You've never done it before?"
"No."
"That depends which way you want to face. Straddle my shoulders and just have the front of your crotch overlap my chin. You know you don't have to wear the pants don't you."
"Yes but I've never done this before. It makes me feel less shy that they're there. You can do what you want with them, but I feel better starting this way; especially as I thought you liked them."
"They're beautiful and very sexy. If you'd like them there, that's all that matters."
Still, swaying her hips to an imaginary beat with my finger following every move, Liddy complied; kneeling over me in a provocative dance before lowering herself closer to my lips. I lifted my head and wrapped my mouth comfortably around her mons. A bit like Amy's her mons consisted of a sexually suggestive narrow prominent bulge, with a tight turn at it's base; just right for wrapping your lips around. I forced my tongue deeply into the crease in her pants and sliding it up and down the thin unlined material over where I knew her clit was. Getting a better sense of where the obviously swollen bud now lay, I turned the tip of my tongue up to it; alternatively flicking it and pushing the quickly wet material of her pants down to mould around it.
Liddy quivered around on top of me without moving much, the little constant stream of 'oooowwww' telling me I was hitting the right spot.
After a while, I dropped my mouth away as I came up for air; bringing my fingers up to continue stimulating her while enjoying the view I had of her bud, sheathed as it was in the finest most ductile spandex.
Liddy managed to get some words out between her moans.
"Ned, how do I do a 69?"
"You know that's where you're sucking my cock while I'm tonguing and sucking you, don't you?"
"Yes."
"Turn around and bend down over me."
Liddy took a moment to face the other way. As she settled over me, she commented...
"Does that mean my ass is over your nose?"
"Sort of."
"Oh my, I'm even more glad I've got the bikini pants on now. I don't think I could do it otherwise."
Which rather amused me, because she was about to stick my cock in her mouth, but was more worried by the proximity of her ass to my nose.
As she bent over, I noticed these were slightly different pants to her red ones; having a two inch wide strip of material through the back of them - folded deeply into her crack - which flared out to a whale tail at the waistband, instead of the crack floss more commonly associated with thong swimwear. Which in some ways made them even sexier from the point of view I then found myself in; even more so because of the nicely rounded, firm ,olive skinned glutes that framed them.
Liddy ran her hand down my stomach until she reached my manhood. By then it had started to recover from its earlier exercise. It was sensitive and less than flaccid; even if not exactly hard. Her first touch of it was delightful; just a little burst of pleasure. As I felt her lips surround the tip, I lay my head back and let out a little groan as it engorged and hardened into her mouth.
If Liddy hadn't done this before I wasn't exactly expecting her to deep throat me. But I could tell she was putting her heart and soul into making the most of it to pleasure me; with half its length going in and out of her mouth as both her lips and tongue were applied to stimulate it, while all the while sucking furiously on it.
At first I had her bum rising and falling in front of me with every suck of my cock. It was a delightful and very stimulating view - especially in that tiny bikini and more so because of the way it wrapped itself seductively around her bulging mound. But it made it impossible for me to stimulate her with anything but my finger. She must have sensed that I tried a few times to bring my lips to her crotch only to collide with her retuning bum or have it run away from me as she sucked me in, because she changed her technique to one that reduced the movement.
That let me suck on the turn of her mound again, forcing my tongue up against her clit. I figured Liddy was now sufficiently engaged down the other end that she wouldn't mind if I exposed her down my end; pulling the tiny strip of material aside to let me flick my tongue directly against the flesh of her engorged bud.
Her labia were swelled up and open like a flower in bloom and her sex was clearly receptive. There seemed to residual lube on her clit from our earlier engagement. Tenderly, I penetrated her with my finger, finding her sex also still well lubricated; both with her own juices and what was left over from before.
With first one finger, then a second, I sought out where I thought her g spot lay; raking my finger firmly against it as I continued to flick my tongue on her clit.
If this was Ellen, I be in danger of getting squirted in the face as she came. Fortunately - although only on a sample size of one - Liddy hadn't yet shown any inclination to this.
I heard and felt Liddy moan onto my shaft in her mouth. I'd found the right spot!
As I took the flesh of her clit between my lips and flicked the tip of it with my tongue, she started squirming on top of me; even more so as I reached out with my spare hand to play with her already jutting right nipple. There was every indication this was going to be another quick climax for her. Just as well, because I could already feel the first indication my balls starting to brew up for mine.
Suddenly Liddy started deep throating me; every swallow accompanied by a little gag at the end. Even though it was powerfully stimulating, I hated that she might be doing because she felt obliged. I managed to mutter between the lips I had wrapped around her clit...
"You don't have to go that deep"
Immediately followed by an urgent...
"Oh god I'm about to cum."
I only just managed to hold it while Liddy deep throated me twice more. Virtually simultaneously with the feeling of my shaft being withdrawn from her mouth, my body convulsed and I dropped my head back and let out an almighty moan as I released.
I could feel Liddy keep pumping me with her hand as my ropes of cum squirted pleasurably up the length of my shaft; all while I still had my finger up her sex pleasuring her g spot and had brought my thumb up to her clit to take up where my tongue - now too busy moaning - had left off.
I closed my eyes, groaning as I enjoyed the after surges of my climax while Liddy continued to gently pump my still hard shaft, letting my fingers pleasure Liddy almost on auto pilot. As my body released my brain from its excessive focus on my own enjoyment, I put more effort into Liddy's; putting more pressure on her g spot, tweaking her nipple just that little bit harder and working my tongue furiously against her clit. It took a bit longer, but she suddenly froze and tensed as she gave out a cute little "ou" and rested her head down on the residue of my erection as I could feel her body contract in climax.
She held herself there until it had passed. Then she turned herself around and lay down on top of me. As her face came into view I could see my cum dripping off her eyebrow and the tip of her nose. She saw me looking at it and smiled.
"You guys like squirting all over girls' faces don't you?"
"I think sometimes us guys get a bad rap. That's very sweet of you, but you don't have to do that on my account. It's not that big an issue for me. In fact it's not really an issue at all."
"OK."
Liddy got up and picked up the damp cloth from the floor; wiping her face with it before settling back on top of me.
"That was beautiful Ned. I was always a bit scared of oral sex, but you make it seem simple."
"It is, but you only do it, or let me do it to you, if you enjoy it."
"I know and I did."
Liddy rested on me pensively for a moment.
"I don't think I was spilling any secrets when I admitted to you I actually asked the girls why they wanted so much sex. I admitted to them, it didn't accord with my prejudices about women's' sex drive.
It was Amy who answered first. She basically said that after being trapped in an abusive and loveless relationship for over a decade, the relationship with you made her feel like she was 18 and full of rampaging hormones again. It was just all so new and novel that she just wanted to give vent to what she felt. She originally thought she could never trust or have a relationship with a man again, so to find such love and feel such trust was like taking the lid off a shaken soda bottle.
But you know, I think in a way the fact that it's a polygamous relationship might have helped her. It sort of gave her a "safety in girl numbers" security feel, even if she doesn't always want to share you. And I can sort of relate to that. I found myself wanting male company but being careful about relationships. Being admitted to the 'girl club' you have on your boat and hearing all about you from them before I gave myself physically or emotionally to you overcame some of those reservations."
I couldn't help but raise with Liddy the issue that has always worried me about Amy...
"But doesn't that just confirm my fear that I'm taking advantage of a damaged person?"
"No, let me overlay my own experience here. Amy made an entirely rational decision to be wary of men. That doesn't mean she's damaged. Just that she's learnt a lesson. But her decision to give herself so much to you was also entirely rational. She found a safe space and one that lets her give full vent to her feelings. You should be pleased she feels that way. She's a smart girl and has learnt not to suffer indignities rather than walk away from them. She's perfectly capable of deciding that it's no longer working for her; but that's not her present decision."



"I always thought it was Issie who created the sexualised environment and Amy who led on the number of times they wanted sex, so maybe you're right. The shaken soda bottle rings true; although that would suggest it will level itself out eventually."
Liddy grinned at me.
"Well it had better. How long do you think a man of your age can continue like it is at the moment?"
"Ouch! But the thought had occurred to me. I suppose that's one of the reasons I thought they eventually needed to find someone their own age. But that doesn't explain Ellen."
"Well she has a slightly different perspective. She acknowledges that, both as a woman and a doctor, her current frequency of sex is abnormal. But she puts it down to the environment. What is normal on the yacht might not be normal in the greater world, but it's sort of contagious and becomes the new norm. Plus she would add there is always that fear of missing out. It's not so much a fear of you rejecting her if she doesn't offer a lot of sex, more of in her own mind becoming a second tier lover if she doesn't keep up with the others. It's a sort of sexual competitiveness. No one's making her, she wants it, but she knows underlying that is an instinctive competitiveness."
"Isn't that bad?"
"I don't think so. I understand the feeling myself and we've only just made love for the first time. I wasn't kidding when I said I wasn't ready to give you back to the others yet. Each for their own reason, you've got a number of women very subtlety competing for your attention. Enjoy while it lasts. I suspect as long as each gets what they want - and to your credit I think they are - everyone is winning."
"So are you ready to give me back to the others yet?"
"No, but I understand it's time for me to do so. I was taught to share nicely, and so clearly were the others, and I know my turn is up."
In a way, Liddy was right. I had promised the girls I'd be back around 10 and it was already past that. It felt a bit strange, but now it was my turn to do the infamous 'walk of shame' as I got dressed in the clothes I'd worn last night for the short walk back to the other yacht.
For the time being Liddy was staying on her friends' yacht. She'd join us for all our day trips, but she felt some obligation to be the yacht's guardian. In return, it was agreed I'd spend every Thursday night on the boat.
That's not to say she only got sex on Thursdays. She took a while to get used to group encounters, but eventually learned to join in; especially when they started with some sort of game on a remote and private beach. And like the others, she found moments when she could sneak me off for a quiet private one of her own.
But Christmas was coming, and with most of us planning on visiting our families, some subtle positioning started to occur.
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There's a category of YouTube Travelogues pejoratively referred to as "girls in bikinis on boats". As the name infers it usually deals with the travels of a cruising yacht with at least one woman sailor frequently seen in a bikini.
They can range from the OK to the downright awful; with probably a separate rating given for the degree of exploitiveness. You can measure exploitiveness in any number of ways. The percentage of bikini time and the smallness of the bikinis relative to the largeness of the breasts might be one, although for the reasons mentioned below, I'd argue that of itself is the wrong one.
While not any expert on them -- after all it's not that easy to browse the internet at sea -- the ones I find most exploitive are the ones where the boyfriend/ director wants to be the star of the show and the girlfriend in a bikini is used as an, often patently reluctant, eye candy backdrop.
Complementing an Instagram feed, Issie had started one of these bikini travelogues in Hawaii. If you wanted to sub-categorise it, you might kindly refer to it as a girls having fun exploring the world, directed, narrated and performed by the girl stars; with their male skipper being an occasional (and definitely not decorative) backdrop. The feminist complaint might be that there's even more eye candy than normal. Much, much more. Almost the only time the girls aren't in bikinis is when they've half fallen out of them and the framing of the shots always seem to have a sexually inspired angle to them. The comment would be accurate even if you disagreed with the pejorative intention.
Personally, I've avoided the exploitive word, because the only girls being exploited are those exploiting themselves; something of an oxymoron.
Like the current crop of Instagram influencers, Issie certainly set out to entertain a male audience while trying to inspire the female one with a girl power theme. She took it right to the edge of what might be thought of as soft pornographic without going (very far) over it -- at least in what was actually published. The beach games and other playfulness where the girls all but stripped each other -- and me - were bad enough. But sometimes what was published was also the prelude to actual sex; I've got the film to prove it.
Either way, the girls succeeded in targeting the market while still making a reasonably entertaining travelogue from anyone's point of view. It proved to have an immense on line following and, back up by an Instagram feed, produced some nice pocket money for the girls through advertising revenue, sponsorship and even product placement.
When Issie left, it was Amy who took over the creative direction and in some ways she even sexualised the product further. Since, by her own hand and actions, she often came across as the most sexualised, I sometimes even wondered if she wasn't producing it from the point of view of delivering an 'up yours' to her former abusive boyfriend.
As we explored Fiji, the production of these videos continued. And surprisingly, when Liddy joined our group, she was as willing as the others to play up to the camera as she and the other girls (and me) were filmed diving, snorkelling, playing on the beach with the others and generally exploring Fiji. We were filmed doing other things too; but they never made it to publication and everyone understood and agreed they never would be. They made for some amusing film nights on the boat though!
Mind you, Fiji is a very different country to some of the other Pacific Islands, and you had to be careful to be respectful of their social mores. The missionary influence has been much stronger in Fiji than it was in, say, Tahiti. The unwritten rules vary somewhat with where you are -- the tourist areas are much more relaxed than the capital city of Suva. But in the non-tourist area, even girls in shorts and showy t shirts would be frowned upon. And bikini tops in downtown Suva would be a definite no no.
Up until the boat was put into its cyclone storage before Christmas, the summer was spent exploring the many beautiful Islands and reefs of Fiji on day and short overnight trips from our central base at Vuda Marina. The filming was a part of this, but incidental to the exploring itself.
Shortly before Christmas, the boat was craned out of the water and deposited in one of the cyclone dry storage pits adjacent to the marina lagoon.
These are a very simple, but ingeniously effective way of protecting a boat from a cyclone. A pit is dug in the ground which is intended to take the keel of the boat. As the boat is lowered in, the pit and area is padded with old car tyres which leaves the hull of the boat level with the land, well supported, and pretty well immune from being blown over in a storm.
There is some other preparation required if you are going to leave the boat for a while. It's prudent to take the sails completely off (instead of leaving the jib on its roller and the mainsail in the boom bag) and generally bring in covers, dodgers and other canvas usually left out, because if a storm hits you want as little windage as possible. But that meant we could all go home to have Christmas with our families without having to worry about what might happen while we were away.
As a final precaution, I topped up the fuel tank and ran a dehumidifier in the boat for a couple of days before we left
But only most of us went home to our families. Amy had no desire to fly to England, so came home with me and joined my kids and their spouses and my grandchildren for Christmas lunch.
But in a way that was the start of a whole cascade of arrangements which otherwise wouldn't have been made.
My original plan had been to return in late February. While the boat was in the pits, there wasn't really much we could do. I figured if I limited the unoccupied layup period to about two months, with a few precautions, the boat would be OK.
But it quickly became evident that both Ellen and Liddy were somewhat put out by Amy having a free go at me for two months. They were too nice and noble to throw a tanty about it, but some attempted repositioning started to occur to reduce Amy's advantage.
Ellen's parents live only about 8 km from my place at Bayview Heights in Sydney and originally Ellen was going to stay there for the break. But when she found out about Amy, she gently enquired whether she might transfer up to my place after Christmas day. I had no problem with that -- although Ellen's parents might have had a different view. Had it been the only issue, that still might have been how things panned out.
But then Liddy came into play. Her original plan was to come back to Fiji two weeks after Christmas to look after her friend's yacht. When she asked me if she could instead fly to Australia to join me, I could see she was torn. She felt some obligation to her friends to fulfil her original arrangements and yet, if she did, she was certainly missing out on whatever the group of us might share -- in the bedroom or otherwise -- in her absence.
Tash didn't care as much and was simply happy to rejoin us at the end of February.
In the end, I thought it was easier to bring forward my return to Fiji to coincide with Liddy's, assuming correctly Amy and Ellen would come too. In the mean time, Amy and Ellen would get through the awkward process of meeting my kids (where Ellen was younger than all three of them) and see what my (and maybe their future) living arrangements were in Sydney. In anticipation of that, I'd pre-ordered to have my previous Queen sized bed swapped out for a King Size one.
In many ways the trip brought into focus many of the challenges that we'd face settling into domestic life when we got back to dry land. And that started on the first day when Amy and I lobbed into the house where the young lady, Kate, who was my house sitter was still residing.
She was a University student who I knew quite well from the yacht club. Indeed, she was a frequent member of my racing crew. Her parents lived at the tip of the Palm Beach peninsular and my house was a much shorter trip to both Uni and her part time job. When you combined that with the freedom of having her boyfriend come to stay whenever she wanted, you could see the attraction for her of minding the house. But the boyfriend thing also demonstrated she was no innocent vestal virgin. And I had been entirely relaxed about her staying in the house while we were there. After all her room was down the far wing of the house and I had hoped she might be useful in introducing Amy and the others to the local young persons' social scene.
At dinner that night I was pleased to see that she and Amy got on fantastically; it was an evening of merriment and fun; although I did see her countenance drop momentarily when she suddenly realised that Amy was my lover, not just another member of my crew staying with me. Had that been the end of it, no harm might have been done.
But there was little doubt Amy's screaming orgasms both that evening and the next morning could be clearly heard down the other end of the house and when Kate dropped a comment at breakfast the following morning, even that doubt was removed.
The problem was, Amy was treating this visit a bit like an extended version of the one on one live in date we'd shared at the luxury hotel in Bora Bora. And I could see that, until Ellen joined us after Christmas Day, she was going to make the most of it. And for Amy, a big part of that was having my body for herself and using it to its fullest. I don't mean that pejoratively, just as a statement of fact. As best as I can read it, after ten years of an abusive, loveless marriage, she was feeling decidedly deprived of good, loving sex and was determined to make up for it.
Probably the real damage was done as we sat around and swam in the pool the following day. To put it bluntly, Amy was all over me like a rash. Now by my age one has learnt to deal with an involvement in normal public displays of affection without getting aroused. I was no longer the 17 year old who grew a boner just holding the hands of a girl as I walked down the street.
But what Amy did went well beyond the normal.
After a lot of teasing foreplay by her In the solar heated pool, she had me pressed up against the wall of it grinding her crotch against me while she pashed me so enthuasticly Kate probably thought she was trying to eat me. And if it wasn't a full erection she was grinding herself against when she started, it certainly soon was. There can't have been the slightest doubt in Kate's mind that she was watching Amy rub her clit up and down the full length of it. Swimwear still on maybe, but it was blatantly sexual just the same. When I thought Amy was about to start moaning, and maybe even pull our swimwear aside and have me penetrate her there and then, I gently broke away with a...
"Maybe we should get out. Things are getting a bit hot."
I sort of guided Amy to the steps before I did a couple of laps to let my erection settle down before I exited the pool too. I wasn't entirely successful and the bulge that Kate saw the wet swim briefs clinging to as I climbed out of the pool was way more than I like to display in public; but at least it wasn't the full stretched version that had existed a few minutes before.
As I dried myself, I tried to let it settle right down under the cover of the towel, before lying on the sun bed between Amy and Kate. But Amy clearly had the hots, and wasn't going to leave it there. She came and sat beside me on the sun lounge and bent down to start kissing me again. Initially she had her hand on my chest; but she progressively slid it down until she was playing with my manhood. My body had already been primed by the earlier encounter. Before I knew it, Kate had a full profile view of my spandex sheathed full erection stretching itself well over the waistband of my swimwear with my balls very likely hanging out of where the legs elastic had been pulled up in the process.
I was aware the sight of that, and of a girl not much older than herself pashing a man twice her age, would be enough to make any self-respecting 22 year old vomit. It was time for Amy's evident needs to be taken private. I pulled my lips away from Amy's just long enough to get out...
"I think we should take this inside."
With absolutely no dignity I then had to get up and walk past Kate with that erection bouncing and surging in its swimwear covering as we headed to the bedroom. There Amy demonstrated her swimwear sex fetish and desperation by pressing me against the wall just inside the closed door, pulling aside the crotch of her still wet bikini pants, peeling free my own erection from its spandex covering and taking me there; bringing herself to another screaming orgasm before vigorously squeezing out mine.
After Amy put on another screaming performance that night and the following morning, Kate politely decided she might go home to her parent's for Christmas and was packed and gone that day however much Kate and Amy continued to seemingly get on fantastically as if nothing had happened. Was that Amy's intention? It's hard to say. Amy's demand for sex didn't let up until my kids arrived for Christmas a week later, so that hadn't been put on.
And with the pool there being warm, very private and freed from any fear of becoming shark bait while in flagrante, she continued to show a particular fetish for water sex to compliment her bikini one. She instigated us making love in it about every second day, even as she resisted my traditional tendency to take advantage of its privacy by swimming naked (once my kids had originally left home) and instead insisted I put on swimmers. I continued to be cautious about Ellen's warning about "the incompressibility of water" and tried to penetrate her with her crotch above the waterline. Amy showed no such reservation and did everything up to and including making love to me while we held our breaths in bursts completely under the water. The only compromise when she made love to me that way was for her to substitute short jerking and grinding squeezes for the long strokes she normally encouraged me to in bed.
Still, I suspect Amy was more than pleased to have me entirely to herself for that week.
Fortunately, for the couple of days my kids stayed with us over Christmas, I managed to persuade her to supress her screaming as she climaxed; although it was occasionally a near run thing. And I only managed to supress her libido to the extent of cutting out the day time sex. She made sure our morning and evening routines continued. There was something about having me to herself that made her nearly insatiable.
When Ellen arrived after Christmas, Amy and Ellen made sure the new bed was put to good use; as Amy still continued to instigate pool sex on a regular basis, into which Ellen was now incorporated.
But the bottom line was that Amy, Ellen, Liddy and myself were all back at the marina in Fiji by the second week of January.
It wasn't that hard to occupy ourselves. Liddy's yacht was still in commission and we had permission to use it within reason, which we did.
But that changed somewhat early to mid-February. A tropical storm had developed off Vanuatu. At first it moved south eastward towards Tonga, skirting the bottom of Fiji; giving us some very wet weather, but no immediate danger. Then it intensified to become cyclone Winston before moving back to the north west where we were, deepening into a category five cyclone.
From the outset, the storm had been intense enough that we had started preparations. The bimini and dodger that we had reinstalled for our comfort on the boat were taken back in and we did everything we could to strip the boat of superfluous topside gear. By the time we were finished, the forward cabin and much of the amidships cabin were crowded with equipment. The RIB was deflated and lashed firmly, but well padded, on deck.
After heavily provisioning the boat, topping up the water tanks, recharging the batteries using a generator I kept on board and dehumidifying it as much as we could, we turned to Liddy's yacht and did the same for hers. However, Liddy was going to sit out the storm with us. Her yacht might have been in a well sheltered lagoon designed for the purpose, but there were still risks with it being afloat and if things did go wrong in the middle of the storm, there'd be nothing she could do to save the boat.
Of necessity, much of this had been done in heavy rain and moderately strong winds. Now in tropical climates, you sort of have two choices when going out in the rain. One is to don a layer of clothing and wet weather gear over that. The other is just to accept you're going to get wet and a bit of wind chill and go out in swimwear. As long as it's warm enough -- and summer in Fiji definitely was, even with a cyclone bearing down -- I've always tended to the latter approach.
The trouble with the full rig is that you come back into the boat with water almost cascading off your wet weather gear, usually with the rain having penetrated through it to soak the clothing underneath regardless. So, either you strip off before coming below, and get soaked to the skin anyway as you stand on deck doing that, or you flood the inside of the boat and are still soaked to the skin and then have to deal with dripping wet clothing. In the end, the human body conveys a lot less water with it and doesn't flap about in your face while you're trying to work like the wet weather gear does. The only downside is that sometimes the rain stings in the driving wind. With the wind only a noisy, but tolerable 35 knots, we could put up with the stinging.
Still, it must have made for an amusing sight as, on the 18th, we first worked on our deck, then went across to Liddy's yacht to attend to hers. Three women in tiny bikinis and a guy in speedos frantically clearing the deck in rain so heavy you could barely see where you were going and then running barefooted through the mud in the rain down to the dock to repeat the process on another yacht.
We took refuge in the cabin of Liddy's yacht for a moment's respite; to dry ourselves and boil the kettle, and make final internal preparations on the yacht, knowing full well a return trip to our yacht lay ahead of us. We were an interesting sight. Wet and bedraggled, the girls' hair was a tangled dripping mess. Each of them had nipples raised to towering peaks by the rain and wind, with their dripping bikini tops and bottoms plastered to them; except for one of Amy's where a combination of wind and cascading rain had washed and blown her top off one of her breasts.
I was actually watching as that happened to Amy's top. She and I had been adding an extra lashing to the RIB tied down on the deck of Liddy's yacht -- Amy working one side, me the other. A ferocious gust of wind had brought down a cascade of driven water. Not rain -- more like having a bucket of it poured over you while standing behind a jet engine. I couldn't work out here it had come from. Maybe the wind had dislodged a pool of it atop the radar dome or maybe it had collected in the track on the boom; who knows in those conditions.
But a bit like diving through a wave (or at least I would guess like that -- I don't wear bikini tops), it had peeled the edge of the previously plastered top away enough for the wind to get under it. I watched with some amusement as it filled with wind like a spinnaker as it popped off her breast, flapped viciously twice and collapsed into the lee of her exposed breast in a dripping wad of cloth.
Amy just looked up at me staring at it and gave me a wink before getting back to the job of lashing down the RIB.
To limit the water brought aboard, the four of us tried to dry ourselves while squeezed onto the drip towel many yachts spread out at the bottom of the companionway steps. Even without the floor space restriction imposed by the towel, in the limited standing space of the main cabin of her yacht, there wasn't really room for the sort of arms out, vigorous drying one normally does with a towel -- especially for your back. Pushed close together, after we patted down our own fronts, we took to doing some cooperative drying. You dry my back and I'll dry yours so to speak. Or at least that's what it started out as.



I was drying Amy's back when she turned around...
"Now the front."
Her breast was still hanging out. Even though she had pat dried her front before I did her back, but water was still running in a stream out of her long hair, across her breasts and down her front. She stared at me with big dilated eyes as I ran the towel slowly down her hair, rubbing it between two hands, trying to collect up at least the surface water to stop it dripping. As I reached the bottom of the hair line on her right side, she thrust her chest out...
"It's been running down my chest and stomach too..."
I took the hint and pat dried her breasts and stomach and even down to the top of her bikini line.
"A bit further..."
I rubbed the towel across her mons and through her crotch, repeating the movement a number of times, raising my eyebrows and grinning at her as I checked...
"Is that what you'd like?"
But she wasn't going to entirely let me get away with that. A significant hardness had developed in my swimmers.
Partly that had been a degree of sexual frission as I stood in very close proximity to three attractive, barely clothed and now dripping wet woman. Even as we'd been working out in the rain, there was a certain spirit of shared primitive adventure surrounding the whole preparation exercise at this stage which I found added to that frission; more so because of the close, even intimate, physical contact that much of the preparation required simply because of the severity of the conditions. The incident with Amy had simply been one example of that; a sort of high point of blatant sexuality visually, but not even close to being the most intimate as we'd worked together in close proximity on a yacht that was already rocking in its berth.
As we dried ourselves, that was compounded as Ellen had been rubbing her butt against mine as she towelled herself -- enough to half peel down her bikini bottoms. I don't think it was deliberate; just a function of the lack of room. And Liddy had just about had to swallow my cock as she's bent down to dry her feet. OK, swallow my cock was a small exaggeration, but her face had been willing pressed up against my wet swimwear sheathed manhood as she'd done it. She'd compounded the frission by looking up at me and making chomping movements with her mouth while millimetres away from the bulge.
But the bulge had certainly enlarged to something much more as I'd touched up Amy.
She stretched out my swimmers to release the bulge from its curled up position. As it straightened upwards she tucked the swimmers around it, then slid her finger up and down its length a few times to complete my arousal.
"I suspect it's more what you like. I'll dry your back now."
I was about to turn around when she took the towel off me and simply pressed her body against mine as she reached around behind my back to start patting it dry. As she rubbed the towel up and down, she rubbed her crotch against my erect shaft.
After about three up and down movements, she released from the towel the hand on the side away from Ellen and Liddy. I felt her reach between our bodies, pull the gusset of her bikini pants aside, then peel the front of my swimmers off my erection. A moment later she stood on her toes, still rubbing my back with one hand as I felt her guide my erection into her body with the other.
The morning had been a busy one, I'd been up early to keep the momentum of storm preparation going. Without that being any big deal for me, there'd been no waking up romp that morning. That first penetration of my rain chilled shaft into the wondrous slippery warmth of her sex felt incredible.
It was difficult to repress an audible groan of pleasure. In fact I couldn't. It was only the wind howling in the rigging and ran pelting heavily on the deck that didn't immediately announce Amy's action to Liddy and Ellen standing right next to me.
With exaggerated movements, Amy kept rubbing my back while lifting herself up and down on my shaft by some repeated ballet like pirouettes. For the moment Liddy was focused on drying Ellen's back and Ellen was turned away from us, so Amy's actions weren't visually spotted. But I knew from the outset the secrecy wasn't going to last long and couldn't help but wonder how this was going to play out.
Amy had clearly been heavily aroused when she'd first brought me to penetrate her. She was wet slippery and clearly fully receptive as I'd gone in without the slightest resistance or friction. In fact as I reflected, I could see that she'd very likely been sexually touching herself up even as we'd worked together. The exposure of her breast had been the only one I'd noticed at the time as having a sexual context because of my focus on getting the job done. But her breasts had often been resting on my hands or arms and her crotch had frequently straddled my thighs as we'd braced ourselves against the wind. Moving was part of the job, so both were being rubbed against me and with all the girls having jutting nipples out in that wind and driving rain, Amy's weren't significant except for the fact hers are always bigger than the others. And as for any wetness down there -- well, who was to know in those conditions.
So I figured whatever lay ahead, it was going to help if I could bring Amy to a quick orgasm. On the side away from the other two, I brought my hand down and slipped it between us to finger her clit. The other I brought onto her exposed breast and its cold jutting nipple; unable to escape the fact it would be easily seen by the others once their attention came our way. But Amy's nipples are too sensitive not to be stimulated if you want a quick reaction from her.
Her movement quickly changed from an up and down one to a grinding of her mons -- and presumably her clit -- against my pubis and the base of my shaft. That was a lot less immediately obvious and since it crushed my finger out from where it had been between our bodies fingering her, let me use it to play with her nipple instead of the one nearest the others.
By now her head was resting on my chest, her face away from the others. Still making a pretext of drying me, her moaning told me she was approaching climax. But since it was still drowned out by the conditions, just for a moment I thought we might get away with this without the others knowing.
But that was failing to allow for Amy. As she came, she did a full Meg Ryan plus. Throwing her head and the top half of her torso back, all pretext of towelling me disappeared as, holding me by the hips, she jerked her body repeatedly and forcefully against me as she cried out loud. Then suddenly turning weak kneed, she caused my shaft to bend out horizontal as it slipped out of her when she collapsed to the floor.
Like a man caught naked as the tide had gone out, I was left there with my erection exposed and Amy spent and on her bum at my feet, knees up with her exposed, just fucked, pussy there for all to see. I sheepishly turned to the other two somehow hoping they were still distracted and a quick slip of my erection back into my swimmers would fix everything. But no; they were standing there staring at the scene with wide eyed, 'what the f..' faces.
Ellen stepped between Amy and myself and stuck her finger into my chest. With raised eyebrows and a rising inflection indicating her faux imitation of real annoyance, she yelled over the howl of the storm...
"So, you thought you could get away with a quick fuck did you, without having to be put to the effort of looking after Liddy and myself. Don't think I didn't notice you snuck out of bed this morning without seeing to your morning duties. Couldn't be bothered ay? Or aren't we pretty enough anymore? Starting to look around for even younger pussy to play with maybe?"
There wasn't really anything I could say as her jabbing finger slowly backed me up against the companionway ladder. Anyway, she was clearly enjoying herself working herself up to a confected, and wholly put on and not to be taken the slightest bit seriously, rage.
"Don't you think I have needs just because of a bit of rain outside?"
The companionway ladder lent back at an angle of about 15 degrees to the vertical. By this stage she had me pressed flat against it, her crotch pushed against my exposed, pushed forward, erection.
"It's just lucky for you Amy didn't drain your balls."
She rubbed herself up and down on my shaft...
"And that you've managed to keep it hard."
She pulled aside the crotch of her bikini pants and, like Amy before her, lifted herself up to have me penetrate her. As she levelled back out to fully immerse me, she grinned...
"Ah, that's better. In fact it's nice that Amy pre-warmed you. Given what it's been through, I bet that thing was like a shaft of ice when you first stuck it in her."
She screwed up her face and poked her tongue playfully out at me, like a little girl might to a friend in the playground. Then closing her eyes, she moved her hips alternatively slowly away and back towards me; bending my shaft as she withdrew it, then plunging it back in to grind herself against the base of it. I knew what she was doing. I could almost feel the swollen tip of her large, prominent clit being drawn along the length of my shaft with every movement and the manner of her movement was intended to increase the pressure applied against it. She may have been humming or moaning through what quickly became a little round circle of mouth but I couldn't tell over the din of the storm.
I just watched transfixed as this tall, slender, beautiful young woman pleasured herself on me...just used my body for her sexual delight. I had to be amused by the way Ellen became turned on by her own trash, dominance and sex talking. She really seemed to get off on it; working herself up into...sexual frenzy sounds a bit too dramatic, but something related to it. But it also turned me on too; if only because I got to watch this display of confidence in someone I cared so dearly about and of the sexual invitations implicit in it.
Casting about, I noticed Amy still sitting exposed, knees apart on the floor just watching us with a smirk on her face and who knows what thoughts in her head. She'd have a pretty nice view of Ellen's cute little butt as it worked away on the hard shaft she had buried inside her; and probably of my balls between Ellen's legs. To my left, Liddy was actually filling the kettle with the nonchalance of someone who'd broken away from a mere conversation to get everyone a cup of tea. It was clear she was still getting used to this whole group sex thing. It wasn't sharing me that seemed to unsettle her; rather the effectively public sex -- whether she was the actor or the audience.
Ellen leaned into me and yelled over the noise of the storm into my ear...
"Play with my tits fuck you."
I couldn't help myself. I yelled back...
"You already are."
It took a moment for her brain to process my reply as she leaned back into her grinding position again. Then she just grinned and poked her tongue out at me again.
Her tits were eminently playable with. It was only my loving focus on the effect of her arousal on her beautiful face that had distracted me from them until now. The wet material of her tiny top was moulded to the delightful orbs that they struggled to even only partly cover and in the centre of each triangle jutted out her tightened nipples.
I cupped a hand over each of them. Ellen didn't share Amy's near obsession with bikini sex. Flesh on flesh contact was her preference. I pushed the triangles aside and took each nipple between my fingers. They were cold and wet to the touch but I could feel them harden further and to warm as I tweaked them.
It was with a certain disconnect that I watched Ellen bring herself towards her orgasm. Yes, it was my body she was using and it both felt nice down there while providing a degree of interconnectedness. But my role was essentially passive; to offer up my manhood for her use. The real pleasure lay in just watching Ellen. It was almost like watching porn while being part of it at the same time -- good porn, nice porn, loving porn or at least porn where the actors are making a good job of convincing you of it; if that even exists.
As she became more aroused, she almost seemed to glow; or at least to radiate the pleasure she was feeling inside her body. Maybe it was just a manifestation of the aura that I always find encircles Ellen, but it had a powerful effect on me. Not one that was going to brew up my balls and make me cum. No a deeper, far more meaningful effect than that.
As her legs started to quiver in excitement, that effect only became stronger. I could almost feel the orgasm building inside her. She might not scream like Amy does, but she doesn't need to. She conveys her arousal far more effectively through her body than her voice.
Her orgasm, when it came, was obviously a good one. She pressed herself against me shaking and quivering -- no longer just her legs, but now her whole body as little waves of it overcame her and her strong contractions pummelled my shaft. And then, when it was all over, pressed her mouth against mine for a passionate kiss.
Still binding me tightly, she turned to Liddy and yelled over the top of the storm...
"Hey, Liddy. Do you want him or will I finish him?"
Liddy just tapped her finger on her wet bikini top, indicating she was up next. Almost reluctantly, Ellen stood on her toes again to release my shaft -- now copiously covered in the juices of both herself and Amy -- from the embrace of her body and vacated her position in front of me.
Liddy stepped into her place -- still needing to negotiate her way around Amy, who seemed content to sit there staring up at proceedings with the full length of her crease still on display. In the brief time between Ellen stepping aside and Liddy filling her place, I was left staring down at Amy. She flashed me a grin. With a raise of her eyebrows, she licked her tongue provocatively across her open lips, before jerking her hips, and the exposed pussy her thighs framed, momentarily upwards to attract my attention down there to what seemed like a very aroused womanhood.
Any possible reaction from me was cut short as Liddy pushed her body up against me. The possibility of whispered sweet nothing was negated by the storm. With my back still flat against the companionway ladder, and thus my body angled back with it, Liddy leaned against me and kissed me as I felt her hand pull aside the gusset of her tiny bikini pants. She wrapped her hand around my now sticky shaft and bent it down to slide its tip through her crease and back up to what I presumed was her clit. Playing with it there for a few moments, she then slipped it back down her crease to enter her body.
Normally Liddy and I use lube; particularly if we're planning vigorous sex. But I went in easily without it. Whether that was because of the juices of the other girls coating my shaft or Liddy's own arousal, who could say?
Amy and Ellen had slipped me in and out of their bodies with a loose grip; letting me enjoy the movement of my shaft within their sex without being pushed to orgasm. Maybe because the other's had already had their turn, Liddy did nothing of the sort.
Pulling the triangles of her bikini top to the side of her impressive firm breasts, she rested her jutting nipples on my chest. Then gripping my manhood almost crushingly firmly inside her sex, she moved her body to rub her nipples up and down on me.
The result was almost no movement of my shaft relative to her sex; only the brushing of her nipples on my torso. The only analogy I can think of is gripping your shaft in both hands and jerking it up and down without sliding it along. Except, instead of being a pair of cold, dry hands doing the job, this was full immersion in the warm, moist and delightful embrace of Liddy's vagina. I could only imagine that for her, she might have been trying to grind her clit against the base of my shaft.
I've never been one for wanking -- I just don't find it works that well and haven't often been frustrated enough to need it. But this worked -- if working is defined as bringing on an orgasm. With the second upward movement of her nipples on my chest I could feel that first sensation of my climax starting to brew up. With the fourth I had to whisper in her ear -- or at least a whisper loud enough to be heard over the storm...
"I'm about to cum."
If my intention was to let her know that a change of approach might be necessary if she wanted a longer performance from me, it failed. All I got in return was...
"Good, enjoy it."
By the sixth, my ability to resist the inevitable was spent. All I could do was hold her tightly against me while I jerked my hips -- lifting her bodily up and down - as my seed sprayed her cervix and I hummed with pleasure in her ear...
"oohhmmmmmmmm."
But it seemed Liddy wasn't content with that. As I eased her back down, she squeezed a bit tighter and jerk again. A flood of pleasure shot up my shaft and invaded my brain. I turned my head upwards and hummed again, loud enough for her to hear me over the storm...
"oohhhmmmmmmmmmm."
Five times she did it, each eliciting the same result. By then my shaft was so sensitive, I didn't think I could stand another. I squeezed her butt tightly with my hands, limiting her movement. Still she managed a series of little mini jerks, each of which sent another progressively diminishing shot of pleasure through my body, until there was no more to be had. Sensing that, she stopped, leaving me weak kneed and shuddering under her.
It was far from the most intense orgasm I'd ever had, but it was certainly one of the longest. Her wish had been fulfilled. I certainly enjoyed it.
But as the climax passed and my focus could shift back from my inward self to Liddy as my sexual partner, I was aware she hadn't been satisfied. I slipped a hand down to push it between our still firmly embraced bodies to tickle her clit. Sensing what I was doing, Liddy intercepted my hand even before it had pressed itself between our stomachs. She lifted it to her lips and kissed it...
"That's OK, I got what I wanted."
She winked at me, then rested her head on my chest and held me tightly for the several delightful minutes it took for my shaft to start softening inside her. As I stroked her wet hair, I couldn't help but ask...
"Where did you learn to do that?"
"What?"
"Prolong my orgasm like that."
"Just then. You seemed to be enjoying it, so I kept doing it."
Then with a final kiss on my lips, she released me and readjusted the gusset of her still wet bikini pants to its proper place.
As Liddy moved aside to the galley, it left me with a clear view of Amy again, still sitting as I'd left her; on her butt, knees up and spread apart and her crease and breast still exposed. I tucked myself back into my own pants, then offered her a hand to help her up. She took it and let me lift her to her feet. Bringing her body into full frontal contact, she cupped my balls in her hand and brought her mouth to my ear, and essentially confirmed my suspicion that I thought her sex still looked aroused as I'd lifted her up...
"I'm not sure I've got all of what I wanted yet."
"Later maybe."
"More than maybe."
After our warming cup of tea, we tidied up the cabin of Liddy's yacht as best we could. This would be our last visit until the storm had passed. Externally we'd doubled up the mooring lines, brought in everything that we could and double lashed down everything we couldn't. Internally we hung up the wet towels, closed all the sea cocks and turned off the gas and just hoped for the best. The yacht would have to look after itself.
The lagoon was designed as a cyclone shelter; but nothing is perfect. The expected tidal surge, refracted waves coming through the entrance, another boat breaking away from its mooring and crashing into Liddy's and the rigging getting tangled in that of the yacht alongside as it heeled bare poled to the wind were all known hazards. And that, to use the words of an infamous US politician, is before you factor in the unknown unknowns.



The dash through the wind, driving rain and mud back to our yacht left us as wet and bedraggled as before. But at least this time a change of clothes awaited us and, because it was our home, not someone else's, we could be a little less paranoid about getting stuff wet as we dried ourselves. We were going to be locked up in the yacht for quite a while. There was plenty of time to sort things out.
But as we dried ourselves and generally sorted things out, I couldn't help but notice that Amy stuck to me like glue. Although apparently going about the processes like everyone else, the fact was there was rarely a moment when some part of her body wasn't in contact with me. In the close confines of a yacht, that can happen, but Amy was clearly making it deliberate and it started to become increasingly -- although still incidentally -- sexual. It was clear she wasn't kidding when she'd said 'more than maybe'. Something had clearly got into her. This was taking the frothing soda bottle analogy to a new level.
We were about to settle around the table for yet another cup of tea or coffee when Amy intercepted by attempt to slide along the seat by taking my hand and pulling me against her as she stood there...
"I need you now."
"What do you mean?"
"In the master cabin."
I could have played the innocent all day until she was completely explicit about what she wanted. But that was pointless. I looked towards the already seated Ellen and Liddy who were watching us with a combination of intrigue and amusement. They might not have been able to hear Amy's words over the storm, but her actions were making it clear something was up.
As Amy took my hand and walked me aft towards the cabin, I looked back over my shoulder at the other two with an attempted 'I don't know what this is about' look. We all know that Amy can be as randy as hell sometimes, but there's usually a more logical connection to when it's exercised. Given we were preparing for the biggest storm any of us had experienced, this just seemed completely random, even by her standards.
As we entered the cabin, Amy closed the door behind us and actually pulled the locking bolt across -- something that never happens. Then she pushed me on my back onto the bed and insisted I lift my hips while she pulled my pants off me. That left me naked; lying and just watching as she pulled the strings on her bikini top and removed it, then pulled her pants down. Even that was different. Amy's got something of an obsession about bikini sex. Normally she would have leapt on me with it on and might or might not have permitted me to remove it as things developed.
For a moment she stood there naked over me; her full beauty on display. Her gorgeous softly featured face framed by long hair which, even in its still wet and bedraggled state, could seduce men with its feminine charm. Her flawless olive skin. Her slender womanly figure with its perky full breasts capped by those wonderous nipples. Her washboard flat stomach which ran all the way down to her distinctively bulging, sexually suggestive mound; that mound which just seemed designed to advertise the playground of delight that lay within in.
Her actions both left plenty of time for and provided the visual stimulation for my manhood to respond. When she lay on top of me, there was a rock had shaft lying between our lower stomachs already aching with desire.
We'd never really properly dried from our time in the rain. In an atmosphere of close to 100% humidity, it was impossible to do so. Both her flesh and mine were still cool and damp in a way that acutely sensitised me to every point of contact between our bodies; unlike the amorphous feelings between hot sweaty bodies that you normally experience on yachts in the tropics.
As she lay on me, offset with her left leg slipped between my thighs, I could feel her beautiful bulging mound pushed against my right thigh; thoughts of the engorged bud that lay within it and now being gently stimulated by the contact flooding my mind. My shaft lay in the smooth rounded recess between that delightfully sexy mound and the skin of her thigh, where almost immediately I could feel it surging and discharging pre-cum onto my stomach.
Her nipples, cold, jutting and raised on her swollen areola came to rest below my own; moments before her lower chest and stomach merged with mine as she eased herself down and transferred her weight onto me.
Instinctively I wrapped my arms around her.
"What's brought this on Amy?"
Amy seemed to ponder the question.
"I need you."
"I know. But why now? Why so urgently?"
"Just a sec.."
Amy lifted her hips and guided my hardness until it was just inside her sex. I hadn't realised how cold even the flesh of my blood engorged manhood was until it was overwhelmed by the warmth of her body as she dropped her hips and pushed herself down to immerse it completely in her sex.
She rested her head on my chest and just lay there silently. I didn't want to ruin things for her, but needed to understand what was happening. As gently as possible, I repeated my question with a soft spoken...
"Well?"
"You're going to think I'm silly."
"No, I never think that. I know you much better than that."
She turned her head to rest her chin on my chest and looked pensively at me.
"It's complicated. You know, the biggest adventure I actually shared with Frank was walking to the local pub with him for a night with his mates. Not much of an adrenalin rush there even if the area was a bit dodgy. And of course the biggest fear I had in his presence was getting beaten by him; and that was a constant fear. A fear for my life sometimes. Frank was never my partner in adventure; always my nemesis.
Our trip so far has been pretty benign in terms of weather and risky situations.
So this is the first time in my life I've had to work hard to face a challenge and really prepare for something dangerous with my lover both on and by my side, instead of him being the source of the danger. There's just something about sharing that with you that's really affecting me. It's an incredible feeling of togetherness and support. And it just makes me want more intimacy with you and I just can't let the moment pass without giving vent to that.
Can you understand that?"
Oh god! There were depths to Amy I couldn't even begin to anticipate. But I could understand it. I was feeling a sort of sexual frission sharing the preparation with the girls, so I can see how her background might amp that up. A simple 'yes' seemed like a grossly inadequate response.
"Yes, I understand that. You're not being silly. I feel really very privileged that I'm allowed to be the one to share that with you.
You know, I felt more than a little sexual frission preparing for the storm with you lovely ladies, so I can easily see how your background might multiply that."
"Ned, you know, as I sat on the floor looking up between their legs as you had sex with the others it struck me that I should be jealous. But I wasn't. Not the least. I could see your manhood, that precious part of you, intimately disappearing into their bodies, giving them something that I wanted more of for myself. I could see their swollen labia, like little fingers seemingly pulling you into them, grasping your shaft as if they wouldn't let you go. With every thrust I watched their juices coat your manhood as if trying to stake a claim to it. I watched Ellen quiver with excitement as she approached orgasm and saw the jerks and spasms of your shaft and balls as you came into Liddy.
But all I really saw was you giving love. Giving it to them like you'd given it to me. And somehow I felt satisfied that what they were receiving didn't diminish what was available for me.
I know penetrative sex and love can be entirely different things. God only knows how often I had to lay on my back and let Frank use my vagina in a way that had nothing to do with love. But this was different. What I saw was love and all I knew was I hadn't had enough of it. I wanted more."
How do you respond to that? What do you say that isn't just putting your foot in it? The adult, and even the parent, in me wants to try and bring her back to a more grounded perspective. Sex and love aren't always the same. When her horrible history with Frank becomes the base off which our relationship is built, it always leaves me worried that I'm exploiting her vulnerability and taking advantage of the damage he did to her; however much or often she denies it.
But there's a time and a place for grounding and that moment wasn't it.
"That's very poetic and beautiful Amy. And I do feel a love for all of you; one that's not diminished by the fact it's shared around."
"Ned. Roll me over and just make love to me. Nice love. Real love. Gentle love. I came to realise why Liddy said she got what she wanted after you came into her without her having a climax. Sometimes it isn't about getting orgasms, it's about the merging of bodies and feeling the passion the other person has towards you and giving an orgasm to the other."
I didn't really get a chance to respond. Almost immediately it was Amy rolling me over, leaving me on top of her. I brought my knees up under me outside her thighs, to let me take more of my own weight and give me more freedom of movement as I tried to satisfy her request. But what did it mean? Maybe less emphasis on her orgasms? Maybe being more lovingly lustful with her -- if that's even a concept -- without actually going the animal.
I nuzzled her cheek and slipped my lips across hers as I slowly performed some deep long full body thrusts that brushed my chest against her nipples, making sure each finished with a strong push into her mound.
All the while I stared into her beautiful eyes; doe eyes that looked back at me with their dilated pupils. And as always, I couldn't help wondering why I was being allowed -- being encouraged -- to make love to someone so beautiful and young.
On the third pass of my lips across her, she licked them, inviting me to loiter over them as our tongues wrestled. And then as if I'd stirred a fire of passion within her she brought her hand around the back of my head and pulled me down where her tongue invaded the back of my throat in an intense kiss. At the same time she started lifting and dropping her hips in time with my thrusts; meeting my full penetration with a firmer collision with her mound and then lifting her chest to tease her nipples more forcefully through my chest hairs.
Her eyes were closed, her head buried deeply into the bunk cushion, her long, wet and still bedraggled hair spread like a halo around her and yet still she wasn't ready to release my lips from hers. Quietly at first she started moaning into my mouth; her tongue going limp as she dealt with whatever she was feeling.
"Oh Ned I...mmmmmmm...I wanted this to be about you."
"It is. I'm loving every minute of it."
"Ooohhhh...Oh Ned."
The hand behind my head started pushing it down. It wasn't hard to work out she wanted me to play with her nipples even as I kept up those long slow thrusts.
I arched my back to let me keep achieving full penetration as my lips were pushed down to her right nipple. I looked down at the breasts that rose from her chest under me. Glorious orbs of female perfection. Large for one so slender, beautifully round and upright, they were capped by areola which seemed to swell to thrust up the large jutting nipples which sat atop them. They made you feel as though you could cum just looking at them.
I circled the nipple with my tongue, watching as Amy arched her chest up at me and hummed in pleasurable response. As I did it again, I knew it was teasing her; offering her a mere taste of pleasure while denying her the full measure of it. Her nipples were so sensitive she could be brought to orgasm just sucking on them.
The hand on the back of my head applied a downward pressure that told me to do just that. The feel of the nipple's jutting hardness in my mouth was a tactile delight. I held the flesh of the swollen areola in my lips while I first flicked my tongue against its firmness and then sucked it like a baby, rubbing my tongue up and down its length. All the while I was still slowly long thrusting her.
Amy was undulating her whole body under me; bring her hips up to meet the thrust of mine, then raising her chest to force her breast more firmly into my mouth; moaning constantly.
"Oooooohhhh...oh Ned, I'm...ooohhh...going to cum."
"Good, let it rip."
Although, since it was said with a nipple in my mouth, the diction might not have been as clear as the written words suggest.
I sucked harder on her nipple.
"But...but...oooohhhhhh...oh god...oh Ned...oh Ned...aaahhhhh...AAAAAAAHHHHHHHH...ooohhhh...oh...oh...oh."
With Amy, I knew better than to stop just because she was climaxing. I don't know why she'd think it was a problem. Half the fun of making love to her is playing her body like a fiddle and bringing it to an almost constant state of orgasm.
She started to run her fingers through my hair instead of forcing my mouth down onto her nipple; while at the same time gripping me more firmly internally as I kept up the thrusting. I took the opportunity to transfer my attention to her left breast. But it seemed like the previously undisturbed nipple brought with it a more acute sensitivity. Almost immediately I got a reaction...
"Oh no, oh Ned..."
As another climax built in her, she pushed my head down onto her breast again and softened her internal grip.
"Oh god, oh Ned, OOoooooohhhhhh... AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH...oh...oh...hhhh...hhh...hh..."
Until now, I'd just been along for an enjoyable ride. It felt great, I was strongly aroused and absolutely loving the visuals and the sense of oneness with her. But I was nowhere near cumming. But with this orgasm, as her contractions pummelled my hardness, I felt her grip tighten even more firmly around me. Something in it triggered the first vestige of my own approaching climax.
I wanted to make the most of it. I lifted my head up so I could look down on the stunning female beauty that lay under me as I thrust faster and harder. Sensing what was happening, Amy had her hands on my butt, encouraging me.
It was a lovely measured build up; every stroke sending a jet of pleasure up my shaft without bringing it to an instant end. But eventually it had to happen. I knew the next one was the last. I thrust hard and held it there as ropes of cum filled her sex; each one accompanied by a groan inducing shot of ecstasy that ran the length of my shaft and flooded my brain.
After the usually shudders of additional mini climaxes that follow a really good orgasm, I settled down on top of Amy; much of my weight still on my haunches.
Amy ran her hands through my hair again...
"I'm sorry Ned, I wanted that to be about you like Liddy had done, instead of about me. But I couldn't help myself."
"There's nothing to be sorry about. It's not like a guy where when he shoots his load it's all over. I'd feel guilty if I cum and you don't and I love watching you really get off on having sex with me."
"But what about what Liddy did?"
"Maybe she just wasn't really in the mood for an orgasm but wanted to be part of the sex play anyhow. I don't know. But rest assured I enjoy sex much more when my partner cums; but even that's not to say you should fake it."
"I've never had to fake it with you."
"Well, that's good. But the day might come when it's not working for you and know that all I'm wondering at that stage is whether you want me to finish anyway or just stop. You're allowed to ask me to stop."
I lay me head down on her chest and rested there until it was time for me to reluctantly withdraw. After getting dress again, Amy gave me one final kiss as I unbolted the door and rejoined the others.
I was uncertain how they would have reacted to Amy's sudden need for sex. Things can get a bit competitive at times. But Ellen just gave me a quizzical look as if recognising something was out of balance and wanting to know what it was. But there was no easy answer to that. I gave her that "I don't know, but you're right, something is strange..." skyward glance in return.
Which fortunately seemed to satisfy her.
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On the 19th February the storm passed over the outlying Fijian Island of Vanua Balayu. Already, where we were on the North West corner of the main island of Viti Levu, we were completely battened down and essentially confined to the cabin.
The wind was much stronger and the rain more intense than it had been the day before.
Locked down as the cabin was, with four of us in it, high humidity and with only a few dorade vents for air flow, the effect was soon to produce a fetid sauna type atmosphere. After all, this was the tropics in summer, even if a cyclone was nearby.
Amy and Ellen were inclined to want to strip naked for comfort and Liddy and I eventually decided to follow suit; Liddy having lost her previous inclination towards substituting her micro bikini bottoms for complete nakedness since the other girls were no less devoid of pubic hair than she was.
Or at least they were naked until Amy decided it was appropriate to pass the time with a game of erotic playing cards she'd researched and modified to her tastes.
The game required that each player start with five items of clothing. Two tops and three bottoms. And for reasons that will become obvious, the bottoms had to be string tied at the side.
That was easy enough for the girls. They had a plethora of string sided bikini bottoms. But it didn't suit my wardrobe. 'No worry' said Amy. 'Louise left two of hers on the yacht when she left in a huff', which indeed she had. Issie and Amy never really took to Louise and the feelings had been mutual. In fact Louise had left the yacht in a huff after giving me a 'them or her' ultimatum I refused to act on.
As a result her voluptuous figure subsequently became a running joke with the girls of which the bikini pieces left in the wash as she'd stormed out had been a central part; being used for a variety of practical jokes between the girls and they often accusing me of having used the pants of them as 'wank cloths' while sniffing her bikini tops. If I couldn't immediately perform for them on demand, the suggestion would be made that I'd wanked myself soft on them. They'd even point to some wear marks on the front of them as (entirely false) evidence of their misuse in that manner.
I was made to try them on for the game and they sort of did the job; neither fully comfortable nor modest, but they were deemed by the girls - between giggles - to fit the bill. But that was only two. Still 'no worries' continued Amy, as she cut off the waist of my oldest pair of speedos to the point that the side of the leg hem was severed. Some hand stitching of elastic ties produced something that was both more comfortable and modest than Louise's contributions. In retrospect, I might have been willing to offer up two more pair of mine; but the deed was done.
Bikini tops were nominated as being appropriate for the girls. I was made to try on Louise's. "The hammocks" as the girls pejoratively called them. Not completely lacking in dignity, I drew a line at that when the three of them doubled up in laughter and offered to go and get some melons to stuff them with. I offered up some old minimalist singlets I had. 'Not enough flesh showing' insisted the girls, so they promptly cut them off into tiny crop tops which barely covered my nipples; leaving me looking ridiculous.
The game was played with two decks of ordinary playing cards. Each player was a 'suite holder' of one of the four suites - I drew diamonds, Liddy spades, Ellen Hearts and Amy Clubs. Each denomination of card represented an action that the person turning the card either had to perform on the suite holder or had to be performed by the suite holder on that person.
Amy's quickly scrawled notes on the rules for the game were as follows. Mind you there was some improvisation as we went given you sometimes ended up with conflicting oblogations -
2: Tell suite holder in intimate detail a sexual fantasy you have about them
3: French kiss the suite holder for one round ("FOR")
4: Suite holder kisses you FOR
5: Finger the suite holder FOR
6: Suite holder fingers you FOR
7: Give suite holder oral FOR
8: Get oral from suite holder FOR
9: Get a pair of pants from suite holder FOR
10: Give a pair of pants to the suite holder FOR
Jack: Suck suite holder's pants FOR
Queen:Suite holder sucks your pants FOR
King:Suite holder sits on Ned's erection while player fingers her FOR
Ace:Free pass to suite touch holder anywhere FOR or have Ned fuck them to climax
Two consecutive cards of a suite: Suite holder loses an item of clothing
Three consecutive cards of a suite: Suite holder fingered to orgasm (sucked to orgasm if third card is a 7; while sitting on Ned's erection if it's a King)
You can sort of get the drift of where this was heading.
We sat around in a circle on the bunk to play; so nothing was going to be under the table. The winner was somewhat difficult to determine. There was some sort of fuzzy equation that took into account the order in which you found yourself naked and the number of times you'd been brought to a climax.
Amy drew first and drew the 3 of hearts. That required her to French kiss Ellen until Amy's next turn. Then Liddy drew the five of hearts, so Ellen very quickly lost one of her tops, but also had Liddy finger her until Liddy's next turn.
This was not a game where turns were taken in rapid succession. We had a lot of time to kill. We were all happy to sit around and watch as the person whose turn it was went about their designated activity.
I watched with interest as Liddy approached the task of fingering Ellen. Amy and Ellen are now completely comfortable with playing up to the role of being 'BOB's' (Bi on the boat: Issie's re-use of the American female college concept of LUG's - Lesbians until graduation). Their French kissing each other looked just as passionate as anything they do with me. Liddy was aware of all this before she signed up for the relationship, but this was all new to her. She was still adjusting to having sex with me in front of others, let alone getting it off with the girls.
But at least in relation to this first test, she seemed unfazed by it. She moved alongside Ellen, put one hand around her shoulders and the other down her pants without the slightest hesitation.
With Amy all over her face and Liddy down her pants, Ellen had some trouble drawing and reading her card, but when she pulled the five of diamonds, had to contort herself further to put her hand down my pants and stimulate me. I'd had a half boner just from watching the first two plays. My speedos might be able to stretch to accommodate a full one. Louise's old bikini bottoms were certainly never designed for that. The tip of my erection was soon pointing out over the top of the three layers of pants I had on; although, again for reasons that will become obvious, Ellen made sure any pre-cum was discharged onto the inner most bikini bottom.
When Amy next drew the two of spades, she had to take Liddy's outermost pair of pants and put them on herself.
And so the game continued.
When Ellen drew the king of clubs, Amy had to sit penetrated on my erection while Ellen fingered her, with Amy again making sure to wipe my shaft down afterwards with the inner most of the bikini pants I was wearing.
The reason for making sure bodily fluids collected on the inner most pair of pants became evident when Liddy drew the jack of diamonds. She had to use her lips and teeth to undo the ties of the inner most of the bikini bottoms I was wearing, pull them out from the over layers and suck on (or at least hold in her mouth between her lips) the part where my shaft had been weeping or wiped on them until her next turn; where upon I put them back on as the top layer.
Even at this early stage, the area around the centre of the waistband was heavily impregnated with my pre-cum and Amy's juices.
To facilitate Liddy getting them off I lay on my back as she identified which of the three side ties belonged to the inner most pair and pulled the strings with her teeth. The real merriment started when she then moved around to over my stomach to pull them out. I already had a boner that was standing well proud of the waistband and thus pulling it clear of my stomach, so it wasn't that hard for her to pick out the underlying layer with her teeth even if one misjudged move nearly stuck the end of my cock up her nose [and no, her nose is way too cute and my swollen cock way too thick for anything more than the very tip of it to enter her nostril. But that was enough for her to get pre-cum up it] and have Amy and Ellen rolling in laughter on the bunk at her reaction.
The actually pulling wasn't that comfortable for me. Even though I lifted my hips, there was a fair bit of drag [and since it was a pair of women's' bikini pants, you can take that with both its meanings] which meant Liddy had to pull pretty hard and crush my balls somewhat.
Liddy looked rather amusing when she emerged from the exercise with the pants hanging from her teeth and just as amusing when she had to turn them around and hold the impregnated area in her teeth for the next round.
After a number of rounds, Liddy, Amy and myself were topless with Ellen down to one layer of top and Liddy down to only two layers of bottom. There'd been much fingering, a fair bit of oral and numerous suckings of some fairly juiced up pants and Ellen had been fingered to a climax by me while I French kissed her after I'd turned up the three of hearts as the third successive card of that suite.
When, a couple of rounds after I'd fingered Ellen, I turned up the five of clubs, it was also the third club in a row. That meant, not only did I have to finger Amy to a climax, I then had to remove her pants and suck on them. Amy's ridiculously easy to bring to orgasm in the right circumstances and this was one of them - especially when I improvised the rules and sucked on her nipples too. Her pants were already wet with her juices when I first put my hand down them and dripping wet by the time she'd climaxed.
After the difficulty Liddy had pulling my pants out of the inner layers, I improvised on that too. Instead of pulling them up out of the waistband, I pulled aside the gussets of the outer layers of the pants to let me pull them out by the crotch. As I stuck my tongue inside the now loose leg hem of the wet innermost layer to create a space to get my teeth around it, I 'accidently' [which means quite deliberately] tickled up her clit with it. Already aroused and sensitised, Amy reacted so positively to the contact - raising her hip and moaning loud enough to be heard over the storm - no one objected when I spent a couple of minutes finishing the job as she added to the juices already in the pants with another climax.
They were a particularly tasty treat as I held them in my mouth for the next round; more so as I amused the others by making an exaggerated sucking of them.
By the end of that same round Liddy had experienced her first French kiss with both Ellen and Amy and done it quite persuasively.
Two rounds on, Ellen had drawn a king as the third successive card of Amy's suite and had to suck her to orgasm as Amy sat on my erection. To say that by this stage Amy was in one of her highly aroused states of constant near orgasm is no exaggeration.
Early in the game, when Amy drew an ace of Ellen's suite, she'd chosen to very intimately touch her up, with Amy even rubbing her crotch on Ellen's thigh. But when, at this mid stage in the game, she'd drawn an ace of Liddy's suite, she elected for me to fuck Liddy to orgasm as the others watched.
I realised this might have been another hurdle for Liddy; and Amy was very deliberately pushing her over it. There's a difference between slowly working up to sexual activity as part of a threesome and just lying back and getting yourself cold fucked while an audience of two sits there watching and provides a running commentary; more so since it only stops when you have an orgasm which, if not actually real is sufficiently persuasive to satisfy the critics. No one else was going to have a turn until Liddy had her orgasm.
And there was pressure on me to get it right enough to give her a decent chance of an orgasm anyway. Just jumping on her and pounding her was no guarantee of that outcome.
I moved over next to Liddy and helped her lay on her back. I'd been aroused enough by the game that it only took Liddy wrapping her hand around that part of my three quarter mast that emerged from the waist of my pants and slip it down inside them to finish its growth to full hardness. With a subtle hand over the fiddle of the shelf that ran along the side of the boat next to the bunk, I'd already managed to get a squeeze of lube on the end of my finger from a pre-positioned tube.
As I lay down alongside her I spoke into her ear, loud enough to carry over the storm noise, but I hoped quietly enough not to be heard by the others...
"Are you OK with this."
"I think so, but I'm feeling as nervous as an unprepared actress on an opening night. I hope my performance is up to scratch."
"You think you've got performance worries!"
As Liddy spread her legs, I pulled aside the gusset of her remaining two layers of pants and slipped my finger into her crease, wiping the lube where I needed it and feeling up her clit. While the requirement was to fuck her, not finger her, I took my time about it; especially with the attention I gave to her clit. If it was only half engorged when I started, I was moderately confident I'd brought it to full engorgement and then some by the time I rolled onto her. A finger into her sex deeply enough to tickle up her g spot also made sure she was ready for me.
I guided myself into her.
Liddy was no Ellen, whose large clit was positioned for good stimulation during penetrative sex. Nor was she an Amy, whose excessively sensitive nipples and general ease of arousal achieved much the same result. As I'd already acknowledged, just pounding her wasn't likely to get her there.
My initial missionary penetration of her was really just to allow for some intimacy and foreplay and make sure her body was accepting of me. After nuzzling her and engaging her with some gentle thrusts, I withdrew.
Kneeling between her legs, I sat on my haunches and dragged her hips up over my thighs. Bending my shaft down, I achieved a slight penetration and asked her to hold it there while I dragged her further up over my thighs; deepening the penetration.
Amy and Ellen certainly weren't contributing to making this a romantic or erotic connection; with an amusing running commentary, which could just as easily been that of a professional wrestling match with pins, throws and holds. They named what I was about to do Liddy as the 'all point stimulation G banger' - as in g spot banger. Even Liddy was having trouble supressing her amusement, which was great except for what it might be doing for her level of arousal - or mine for that matter.
But their description was accurate. I was now able to finger her clit with one hand, tweak her nipple with the other and rake her g spot with jerking thrusts, all at the one time.
I tried to close the running commentary out from my mind and focus on making love to Liddy as if the others weren't there; although that was difficult when some witticism would penetrate my conciseness and cause me to giggle, as it did from time to time for Liddy.
But both the hardness of Liddy's nipples and the state of engorgement of her clit were telling me I was making progress; in as much as I've noticed before that, even when being tweaked, her nipples are only really completely hard when she's well on her way to an orgasm.
The issue started to become that, if this game was to work, it was fairly important that I finished Liddy without cumming myself and with my erection intact. Even with Liddy's loose grip, my shaft was being intensely stimulated at two very sensitive points - the upper surface of the bell where it raked Liddy's g spot and the mid-way point of the bottom of the shaft where it levered itself past Liddy pelvic floor muscle.
I started to feel that sense of a climax brewing in my balls. Desperately, I slowed my already measured rate of thrusting and put more effort in stimulating her clit and nipples; always looking at her face to try and judge if I was being successful. At times I even stopped thrusting; only for it to be noticed and mockingly commented on by the other girls.
But at last Liddy reached a point where her eyes were closed and her head was pushed back into the bunk. Her lips formed into an 'o' and I could see and feel a more pronounced rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.
I breathed a sigh of relief when her hips were thrust up and back at me as she arched her chest and lower torso while her contractions pressed against my shaft. The others were convinced enough to give her a round of applause.
I still had my erection intact, but it was a near run thing. I still wasn't sure how many of those aces I'd survive before unavoidably climaxing. The girls weren't supposed to grip me, which helped. But what happened in the courses of their climaxes wasn't always controllable by them or me.
The matter became mute when Amy drew a third card in succession of my suite and had to jerk me to a climax. Taking too long to get there by hand, she elected to deep throat me; withdrawing just in time to add my discharge to the mess already wetting up the pair of Louise's bikini bottoms which were at that time the only item of clothing remaining on me.
When Ellen turned up the jack of my suite next up, she got to suck the mess off it.
A few more rounds and Liddy was naked while I was left only wearing a very wet, way too small and uncomfortable pair of Ellen's bikini bottoms for a round. My erection had recovered and the pants were returned to Ellen with interest after Liddy drew a king of hearts, causing her to finger Ellen as she sat on my erection. When Liddy used her doctoring skills to cheekily push her finger up alongside my erection to stimulate Ellen's g spot, she inadvertently brought Ellen to a record fast squirting climax.
That set off a sort of 'can you finger them to orgasm within one round of the table' competition. Amy, highly aroused and very sensitive on her nipples, was easy meat for everyone who turned a five, six, seven, eight, king or ace of the right suite; which was quite often. Some of us may even have taken just a bit longer than we needed to when we had our turns while she was being subjected to stimulation. She started to get nearly hoarse from her screaming orgasms.
Normally when I drew an ace, I elected to touch up whoever's suite it was. I wanted to preserve my erection and the girl's dignity - especially Liddy's, who was already coping a hiding (or more to the point, a regular enough fucking) at the instigation of Amy every timed she turned up Liddy's aces. But it wasn't until later in the game I first drew an ace of Amy's suite.
On the spur of the moment I elected to fuck her. Partly because she'd nominated Liddy for it a couple of times. Now being a couple of ejaculations down, you'd think at this stage of the game I'd be able to keep it in my pants; or at least I should have been able to if I was still wearing any. But the other reason was - and if I was honest, the main reason was, I wanted too. Really, really wanted to, as in had a rampaging erection at the thought of it. She'd had to sit on my erection while someone else tickled her up a couple of times by now and it had only stocked the fires of my desire.
There was just something about the current state of her manic sexuality, that a combination of the game and the tension from the rising storm had her in, that made the prospect of fucking her irresistible. Whatever it was that had lit those fires, it went beyond the mere visual. There was just something about the mood she was projecting. Mind you, the visual was fairly compelling too. I was in the company of three stunning, wholly or nearly naked women, but more than the others, it was Amy's body that was screaming 'sex' at me.



She was down to a single tiny pair of bikini bottoms. She sat on the bunk facing me in a crossed legged yoga pose that gave me a view straight into her crotch and the bulging mound within it. Her breasts sat magically suspended there, swollen in her state of arousal and capped by those wonderful engorged and raised areola on which sat impossibly jutting nipples. The flatness of her stomach kept drawing my eyes down to the dipping, low slung waist band of her bikini pants just below which sat the soaked thin, almost transparent gusset, now moulded into her crease in a way that displayed every feature of it; her swollen labia, engorged clit and a little dimple where the material looked as though it was being drawn into her cock ready sex.
And even at that point I had no intention of stopping when she came.
Ellen picked up on how aroused I was and couldn't resist commenting...
"Hey Amy, did you see how his boner hardened when he turned the ace. Look at the size of the thing. If it grows any bigger he won't be able to get it in. Look, its surging and dripping pre-cum already. I bet he's going to hose you out before he finishes with you."
Trust Ellen to read me like that. I chucked her a smug wink as I moved across to where Amy sat; staring at me with an aroused manic grin on her face. When Ellen starts trash talking, it seems to inspire Amy. In a voice made sultry both by intention and the hoarseness from her screaming...
"So, you've got the hots for me have you? Bring it on. I can take whatever you can grow. I'll have you going off like fireworks on Guy Fawkes Night."
As soon as I was in reach of her, she put her arms around my neck and lay back; dragging me on top of her, spreading her legs to leave my erection pushing firmly into that soaking wet gusset of her bikini pants.
Anxiously, I reached down to pull the gusset aside to find my hardness almost immediately sucked into her sex like it was vacuum propelled. For a moment I let it rest there; luxuriating in the warm silky, slippery embrace of her body. I had nothing fancy in mind. If Amy was playing to form, she'd quickly be climaxing to nothing more than a good, old fashioned, in and out fucking and that was exactly what I intended to give her; well that and a good suck of her nipples.
As I started slow thrusting, I arched my back to bring my lips down to her right breast, sucking it into my mouth to let her jutting nipple play provocatively between the roof of my mouth and my tongue while my lips enjoyed the sensuous delight of the firm flesh of her breast and the unique texture of her swollen and raised areola.
Almost immediately, Amy started moaning loud enough to be heard over the storm. The moan turned to a cry, which minutes later turned to a scream as she came. She was nothing if not predictable. But for me, it was never going to end there. Amy's hands were on my butt, giving me the same message. Keep going but harder and faster.
I raised myself up on my arms to look down on the beauty lying under me, giving both her and me what her hands were demanding.
Almost immediately I heard Ellen's voice over Amy's moans.
"Hey mister time. Time. That's not the rules. Liddy, tell him he's got to stop."
"Somehow I don't think telling him is going to do it."
Ellen moved around to straddle Amy's head, flashing a repeated T sign in my face as she put on a stern schoolmistresses look. I just looked up at her with a stupid grin and shook my head.
"Don't cum. You're not allowed to cum."
"I don't think the rules actually say that."
"But Amy only gets one orgasm."
"Tell her that."
Amy heard my reply, but her reaction was broken by the forces building within her. "Too...oh...late. Oh!...Oh!...aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh"
True to form, those words were the only ones Amy got out before she screamed again, throwing her hips up at me and now gripping me tightly as her hands told me to keep going at it. She passed into that zone where she seems to be in a continuous state of orgasm.
My balls were brewing up a storm to match the one outside.
Ellen moved around to the side and I could feel her trying to lift me off Amy; quickly followed by Amy taking her hand off my butt just long enough to give her a slap on the wrist.
"You'd better be good for more when you finish with her."
Oh god, I could feel a massive orgasm growing in my shaft. To the extent Ellen's words registered my brain may have silently offered up a 'fat chance'. Every square millimetre of the shaft's hardened flesh was sensitised and radiating bursts of sensuous joy. Amy was clamped down tightly on it and every pounding thrust of my shaft up the silky, slippery, warm, embracing tunnel of her sex drew forth from me a groan of pure, unadulterated pleasure.
As Amy built to yet another orgasm of her own, our cries and groans merged into a sort of symphony of expressed sexual ecstasy.
My climax went off like a bomb just ahead of Amy's. I dropped myself down flat on her and held myself at full penetration as the first rope of cum raced up my shaft to spray itself against her cervix. As I withdrew to pound myself back in for another wave of it, Amy's went off too; her rising hips crashing against my forceful thrust. Two bodies seemed to struggle for a shared desire for ever deeper penetration.
A pleasure driven struggle for domination saw us roll over, putting Amy on top as I withdrew for another thrust to satisfy the mindless, insatiable demands of my climax. But suddenly, Amy's body, vagina and all were gone; instead lying on the bed next to me.
Ellen had forced her hands between us, caught Amy by surprise and flipped her off.
My erection was caught there, exposed, raised in the air, ready to deliver another burst of cum, as it suddenly found itself deprived of its source of pleasure and the vessel into which it was to be delivered. As if it had a mind of its own, it hesitated, uncertain how to proceed. An air shot onto my stomach seemed likely when just as suddenly as Amy's departure, Ellen was sitting on it. The pressure clamped it momentarily, preventing another release.
As Ellen lifted herself up, squeezed its tip and guided my erection into her own sex, it was like a dam had burst. I had barely entered her before that third wave had its day, the shot of cum quickly overtaken in her vagina by the rushed entry of my shaft up the full length of her sex.
Like Liddy had the day before, Ellen clamped me immovable tightly inside her and jerked it up and down; using the down thrust to grind her clit on the base of my shaft. An intense mini after climax overwhelmed me, causing me to cry out loud as I thrust myself more forcefully up at her.
Beside me, Amy was swinging her hips through the air, still nosily in the throes of her orgasm.
Again Ellen jerked me and again it produced a powerful reaction. A third time, then a fourth were the same. It was only with the fifth my reaction moderated.
Ellen sensed that and started to move my erection in and out of her sex, turning her hips to bend my shaft to slide it against her clit on both the inward thrust and withdrawal. She was of course using my post climatic erection. It had been a great climax, and for a while that meant it stayed hard. While it did I tried to assist along the climax she was obviously seeking by bending up and sucking and playing with her nipples.
But the erection's life was always destined to be limited. As it started to soften it became intensely sensitive; no longer in a good way. Of course, one's instinct it to remove it and protect it, but with Ellen on top of me and clearly there with a purpose, that was not an option. Or at least, not a politically acceptable option.
I gritted my teeth and let her run with it. At least with a full Brazilian and wet and slippery from all our play, there was nothing abrasive about what she was doing. You wouldn't really describe the feeling as pain. You might even describe it as too intensely pleasurable to be coped with, but it took a lot of will power to let her keep going even more to keep sucking her nipple as I experienced it.
As it softened further, it came out of her and she was left rubbing her clit urgently up and down on my flaccid manhood as it flopped back and forward with her every action.
When she finally climaxed, she first threw herself down on me, then rolled off onto the opposite side to Amy, where she too thrust her hips into the air, swaying it back on forth in pleasure.
For a moment the three of us lay there. I knew I was panting heavily and as I turned from side to side I could see the chests of each of the girls were also heaving with heavy breaths.
Then just as we settled down, Amy again tensed her body and arched her hips in the air while crying out loud enough to be heard over the storm with what was clearly either another orgasm or at least a final wave of her last one. Talk about a show off. It had been at least three minutes since Ellen had thrown her off and I hadn't touched her since. It makes you wonder what is wrong with that girl - although in this case you'd have to say 'wrong' in a good way.
For another minute we lay there, Liddy sitting patiently at our feet with a grandstand view of some heavily sexed out genitals, before she asked...
"Are we finished the game or are we going to keep playing?"
It was Ellen who answered.
"Amy's not naked yet, we have to keep playing."
When two rounds later I drew the jack of clubs as the second club in a row, Amy was rendered naked as I undid the side ties with my teeth then slipped my tongue under the gusset and lifted them off with my lips. They were dripping wet. Globules of my cum which had been discharged from her body were still evident on the inner surface, standing proud of where her own juices had been more easily absorbed into the fine material.
I had to hold that inner side in my mouth for a full round. Interesting isn't it that I derived pleasure from sucking on her juices by blanched slightly at the presence of my cum.
But still no one made and effort to finish the game.
In the end, one limitation on the game was always going to be my ability to raise an erection after multiple orgasms. Recognising that, with the one exception of my decision to fuck Amy, when an ace was turned, generally both the girls and myself chose the touching option - more so when Amy became so sensitive that just about anything would set her off and Ellen wasn't much less sensitive.
But Amy always chose to have me fuck Liddy when she turned an ace came up in Liddy's suite. I think it was just teasing her, given her recent reticence about public sex and they certainly made much of playing the participatory audience.
But the third time she squeezed me tightly and before I knew it, it was me climaxing. The game had been going on for some four hours, we were all naked and it was my fifth ejaculation. And after that, for the next half hour no amount of playing, sucking or flaunting could raise my erection. With dinner time fast approaching, we called time on the game.
And as for who won; frankly we lost track of how to score it. Ellen deemed Amy the winner because she'd had the most climaxes; and no one was going to argue with that.
The game had been an interesting diversion from the rising intensity of the storm. It was only when we stopped we realised that it was way more intense than when we started. The wind had reach a deafening howl which almost drowned out the high pitched scream of the wind whistling through the rigging.
The evening radio told us the cyclone was predicted to make landfall on the main Island of Fiji on which we were located, during the night. Not for the first time, I wondered whether the boat was the safest haven. It was a calculated decision that had nothing to do with looking after it.
Simply put, the boat was a strongly built monocoque structure specifically designed to withstand gale force winds. The windows were small and heavy Perspex which were going to be far more resistant to wind or impact damage than that of accommodation ashore. Yet, even the upmarket hotels I'd looked at on the Island struck me as not being nearly as impervious to winds; especially in their roof attachment. In the back of my mind was the fact Fiji had never experienced a cyclone of this strength; so its building codes and experience weren't necessarily designed for it.
My evaluation was that the main hazards for the boat were the mast going over the side and some flying object piercing the side. The former was unlikely; the latter possible, but even that risk was diminished by the lack of any great source of debris upwind of us. Even if either of those events occurred, as long as you weren't in the impact zone - and that can be adjusted with the direction of the wind - the boat would remain a viable, albeit, less comfortable shelter. In contrast, when a roof is torn off a building, debris is likely to fall down on the occupants wherever they are in the building.
Only time would tell if I'd made the right decision.
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As we ate dinner that night, and tried conversing over the howl of the storm, a nagging concern that had been building in my mind ever since the latter part of the game, consolidated inside me.
It had nothing to do with the storm; at least not any storm that involved wind and rain. Something was wrong with Ellen. Not physically. Rather she was out of sorts. Maybe even sulking with me. The problem was, I thought I knew why and already I was feeling guilty about it. Ellen was too calm to throw a full tanty. Maybe the others hadn't even noticed it; she was too graceful to apply it indiscriminately. But I had and, to me anyway, it was directed only at me.
I would guess it all started, when I gave vent to a moment of lust towards Amy in the sex game and elected to give her a good fucking and extended that to my own climax, instead stopping at hers as I was meant to. I should have taken the safer game offered option of just touching her up.
Normally I let the girls instigate sex and set the rules - after all, I can hardly say I don't get enough. But what I did with Amy in the game broke the pattern and identified just one of them as, in that moment, an object of my uncontrolled lust. I should have known better. Jealously is a terrible thing to let ferment in a group relationship.
But there was something about the way Ellen forcefully pushed Amy off me and took over the use of my erection that should have alerted me to an issue. If that had left any doubt, that slightly put out treatment I was getting since confirmed it.
We were in for a long and difficult 48 hours as the cyclone passed over us. It was something I wanted to get out of the way. But as I've learnt through 30 years of marriage, there's a preliminary dance that has to be gone through with these things. I managed to get her far enough away from the others to ask her...
"Are you annoyed with me? Do we need to have a talk?"
"Why do you ask? No."
However pacifying her words might seem, there was something sufficiently dismissive in her tone to tell me I had a problem.
"Are you sure? You're acting like you might be? Would you mind if we had a talk anyway?"
"Why?"
I took her by the hand and led her forward into the amidships bunk cabin. It would do for a private space and being on the downwind side of the boat and with only a small window, I hoped it might be quieter. But, with a lot of topside gear now stowed there, room was tight. I sat her down on the lower bunk and sat alongside her.
It was a far from comfortable arrangement. Ellen shuffled herself across the bunk to rest her back on the side of the boat on the far side of the bunk. I followed. But that too was awkward. There wasn't enough headroom between the double tier bunks to sit up straight, so we were both left leaning forward.
There was no chance of this being a whispered, sweet nothing conversation. To be heard over the storm, you still needed to almost yell; but even then, I doubted the others could hear us.
"Now I know I've upset you and while I might be able to guess what the cause is, I think it would be better if you expressed the reason yourself. We've always run this relationship on an open conversation basis and I think it's important we do that now."
Ellen took a deep breath, hummed and look down pensively. I waited, giving her time to formulate her words and taking solace from the fact I wasn't meet with another immediate denial. Ellen's one of the smartest and most level headed women I've ever had the privilege to deal with. It was one of the reasons I'd taken so seriously even the slightest evidence of her being offside. But I'd also jumped in the deep end of this conversation relying on an assumption she wouldn't put me through a three day dance before we could really get down to a serious talk.
"I didn't like the way you suddenly got the hots for Amy and fucked her in front of us like that, especially after you passed over doing it to me. It's says you have uncontrollable lust for her but not for me."
The way I was sitting was killing me. And it was too impersonal sitting side by side like that. I couldn't look her in the eyes unless she turned her head towards me; and she wasn't doing that.
"Just a sec. I can't sit like this."
I repositioned myself to lay on my side along the edge of the bunk, my head held up on my bent arm resting just outside her legs. Now at least I could look straight up at her eyes; which was important from a discussion point of view. But in this case it was also important because we were both stark naked and I could also look straight up between her legs at her pussy and straight up at her breasts too. We might be used to nakedness, but from some angles, it was more intimate that others.
"You're right, in the sense I definitely did wrong. It was a thoughtless surrender to a spur of the moment lust, even if I would offer as a partial excuse the fact that I was seeking to reciprocate Amy's constant requiring Liddy to submit to a fucking from me. But I completely admit, I lost the benefit of that excuse as soon as I didn't stop after Amy's climax."
"Sorry Ned, but apologising doesn't change my feelings that I've been downgraded to some sort of second rate love interest."
"Oh Ellen, you're nothing of the sort. Look, I don't think it's ever been a secret from either you or Amy that there are certain features of her appearance that drive me wild with desire. Just little sexual obsessions that really rock my boat. And yes, in a weak moment today, they caused me to act in a way I shouldn't have.
But it's also no secret that Amy's intensely jealous of the intellectual bond I share with you. In Amy's mind, that small advantage she has in physical appearance is just a token compensation for her sense that I'm a lot closer to you than to her.
And don't for a moment think that anything I've said suggests you're not a stunningly attractive, sexually desirable woman. Goodness, I hope I don't have to tell you that you're model material in a way Amy could never be. But more than that, I'm in awe of your intelligence and depth of character."
Ellen was finding her seating arrangement no more comfortable than I had. She'd been shuffling to the point of distraction. Still tight lipped, she broke eye contact with me as she moved to mirror my own position. As if there was not the slightest thing provocative in that action, she lifted the leg closest to my head over it; momentarily spreading her legs apart at 90 degrees and leaving me nowhere to look except straight up her pussy. The then other leg followed, turning her lengthways along the bunk and letting her shuffle down so that our bodies were parallel and her head was level with mine.
Even on the narrow single bunk, there was a respectful distance between our two naked bodies.
I knew I was somewhere in a Hobson's choice of digging a deeper hole for myself or a second no less undesirable one. But I didn't want anything I'd just said to be taken as a put down or dismissal of Amy. As she mirrored my arm supporting a head position, I felt compelled to add...
"Don't get me wrong, I'm not knocking Amy or suggesting she's nothing more than a sexual obsession. She's a beautiful, intelligent, delightful lady who I love very much. But she's absolutely right in her assumption about the bond I feel to you."
"Really? None of that explains why you've never felt strongly enough about it to lustfully leap on me like you did with Amy."
As she spoke, I could see a tear form, trickle down her cheek and fall onto the bunk cushion. "Oh god' I thought to myself, what have I done. I hated the thought that I'd hurt this wonderful young woman.
The problem was, her very display of vulnerability and the way she'd been willing to open up in communicating with me had an unexpected effect. It suddenly aroused me; physically aroused me. Not just a little. Even after all the ejaculations and sex I'd had that day, I quite quickly grew a full boner; hard and aching with desire for her. As I lay on my side it stood out from my body, supporting itself in a horizontal position parallel with my torso and already weeping pre-cum. And because of the narrowness of the bunk, it was mere millimetres from contact with her.
At one level it was simply a feeling of love. I wanted to hug her and be hugged by her and just tell her everything was alright and there was nothing to be upset about. It was the clearest possible statement of my feeling of lust towards her. And yet, maybe not the lust she wanted. The desire I felt was not to pounce on her and pound her all too beautiful body into the bunk in the way I'd wanted to do with Amy. It was simply to penetrate her; unite with her as we intimately dealt with what it was that was vexing her.
Still, that was all a distraction from her last verbal challenge; however seemingly related it might be. If there's something a man's meant to learn over 60 odd years, it's that sex isn't the solutions to all your problems with women.
"Of course there's been times I've wanted to leap on you and have sex. Completely inappropriate times when I've had to nail myself down not to do it. I don't know how often as I've sat there in absolute awe and respect of your navigating skills as you've explained your notes for an upcoming trip to me or updated me at sea, that I've been sitting there with full wood under the table just wanting to lay you over the chart and fuck you. I'm sometimes too aroused to even take in properly what you're saying.
I've had to fight hard to resist the temptation. But I've done so because I thought that was the proper and respectful thing to do. As us guys keep getting told, it's not all about sex.
All that happened today was that circumstances arose where, at least as between Amy and me, there was implicit permission for me to act. I just didn't think enough about its effect on you, and that was wrong. Very wrong and I deeply regret it."
"Really? You get aroused when I'm taking to you about our course?"
"All the time. We're sitting in close contact and I've got this beautiful, intelligent woman who I love and is so much impressing me with her abilities. I know it's not right that one of my reactions should be that I want to fuck you, but I always do just the same. But my brain tells me not to act on it. When I usually sit there for five minutes studying the chart after you've finished, I'm as much waiting for my erection to go down and wondering how I hide the deposits of pre-cum that have penetrated through my swimwear."
As we spoke, we were close enough she'd have to have looked hard down between our bodies to actually see I was aroused, but just far enough apart she couldn't feel it. But just the slightest repositioning by her made the tip of it brush momentarily against her stomach. I dare say what she felt was unmistakable for what it was. She looked down between us, bringing her head close enough that her long hair was in my face, as she bent forward to look past the projection of her breasts.
"Are you aroused now?"
"That's hardly a deniable fact. You've seen it. Achingly so."
"Why?"
"Because as we lie here talking I'm reaffirming my emotional connection with this wonderful person. Of course the fact she's a beautiful and very sexy young woman multiplies the effect. In that pantheon of reasons, the fact she's lying next to me completely naked is almost irrelevant; but doesn't hurt."
"So why aren't you surrendering to your lust? Doesn't that prove my concern?"
"Far from it. Our relationship is more than about sex, however lustful I might feel towards you. I brought you in here because I'm hating the fact I hurt you and I want to clear the air. Us men are supposed to understand women just don't want to be jumped on and fucked as the solution to all your issues with us."
"But this issue was specifically about how you respond to lust."
"Maybe, but I don't have your permission. In fact, because of my concern you're annoyed with me, my starting assumption would be you'd dislike me to initiate any physical contact. Gee, every ounce of my being is wanting to hug you and comfort you, whether or not that leads to sex. But I don't even feel I have permission for that. The difference earlier today was the game clearly gave me permission to act."
"Ned. Just stop over thinking everything and hug me."
I closed the short distance between us, slipped one arm under her neck and the other around her back, drawing her into full contact with me; or at least as much full contact as the throbbing erection pressing into both our stomachs would permit. It felt wonderful as she hugged me back; pressing her breasts and their now hard nipples against my chest and then more forcefully bringing our hips together so that my erection was pressed deeply into the warm flesh of her stomach.
I couldn't resist her any longer...
"Can I penetrate you?"
"What are you Ned, Mr Fucking Darcy? This isn't Jane Austin. Just fucking fuck me."
For all Ellen's sensibility and intelligence, there's no doubt that growing up on the Northern Peninsular of Sydney gives you a down to earth directness in ones approach to Australian language. It might be upper middle class but it hasn't lost its working class origins.
But the fact was, as much as I ached to do just that, I personally would have preferred a middle step. A prolonged penetrated hug, however clumsy my suggestion of it, would have made me feel a lot better about reconnecting our relationship before we moved onto make up sex. A straight out quickie just felt a bit dirty and manipulative. But there are times Ellen just needs to be listened to, and I knew this was one of them.
With her top leg already over mine, I dropped my erection between her legs and brought it up into her crease. The tip readily homed itself into the opening of her sex. This was all happening so quickly, I couldn't help but take a cautious approach to the speed of penetration, but Ellen was having nothing of that. She pushed herself down on me. Just for a moment, I allowed it to be pushed away, slowing my immersion in her because I thought her body wasn't ready. But she just pushed harder; unwilling to let things happen gradually.
I knew I'd get into trouble from her if I pussyfooted about, so then I just held myself rigid while she controlled the rate of penetration. But still, Ellen was pushing hard against what I thought was considerable resistance.
My next resort was to start some shallow withdrawals and push back; seeking to penetrate her in a series of short thrusts which I hoped would lubricate and open her at the same time, while appearing to her give her an urgency of sex she seemed to crave.
But she took it at face value; responding with longer, harder and even more urgent jerks that had me fully penetrated in her in three of them. And then she just continued them, quite passionately; raising the possibility we complete the whole thing side by side like that. Now, no sex is bad sex, but in terms of really good orgasms, I'd rare managed a beauty like this. They usually turn out something like damp squids.
There was no doubt I had the hots in her. I wanted her, I wanted to cum in her and my cock was absolutely aching for it.
If it was a passionate fucking she really wanted, it was time to give it to her, whatever my mere male judgement of her readiness was. I rolled her on her back and me on top of her, my legs outside hers, lifting myself up on my arms to take in the beauty of the woman laid out under me. Long, and slender bodied with flawless fair skin, her beautiful angular high cheeked face looked engagingly, invitingly almost pleadingly up at me. Her breasts weren't overly large, but, catwalk model like, more than enough to mark out her womanly figure and capping them were delightful jutting nipples.
I gave her my first good thrust and groaned in pleasure at the feeling of it flooding the length of my shaft, burying myself as deeply as I could and screwing around where my balls met her crease. With a second one I was starting to work up to my rhythm, disturbed only slightly as Ellen lifted her hips and threw them back at me. Her thrusts were telling me to go faster and I obliged, trying to synchronise with her.
As I sped up, she relaxed back to accept my thrusts; seeming satisfied I was getting it right and as happy for me to do the work as I was to perform it. But she was squeezing me more tightly than I was used to from her. It felt wonderful. But the trouble with lust is that it invades your brain and erodes your staying power. Part of you might be worried about performance, but the brain's master controller is sort of going "Forget performance, with lust like that you're made for each other. Just deliver the bloody seed and fertilise the woman." And, since the master controller has the direct neural path to your erection, Ellen's tight grip was making the message ever harder to resist.
Ellen was showing every sign of heavy arousal, but she hadn't climaxed and I didn't think she'd get there ahead of me. As if begging her to ease up, I shouted at her over the storm "I'm going to cum" as I slowed and then paused my thrusting trying to hold it back. But she put her hands on my butt and started pulling in and pushing me out; basically insisting I keep thrusting.
It was too late anyway. I decided to make the most of it, delivering her a couple of massive thrusts before I collapsed down over her, groaning and writhing as a powerful orgasm caused my hips to go into a virtually uncontrollable spasm of thrusts and shudders designed to maximise my pleasure and wring every last drop of cum from the bottom of my balls.
Like every premature male, I begged an apology and I tried to slip my fingers down between our still bound together bodies to finger her to a climax. She intercepted my hand and brought it up to her shoulder as she brushed her other hand through my hair.
Putting her hands around my back and drawing me firmly against her, she squeezed my still hard erection tightly and lifted her hips to push forcefully against my pubis as she circled against it; all while humming in pleasure. I wasn't really sure what that was about. She obviously enjoyed it, enough to do it a second time. But as far as I could judge, it wasn't an orgasm. It seemed more like the display of pleasure I felt when I first penetrated her.
I couldn't help myself. I had to ask...
"What about you?"
She pulled her head back to get a good view of my face and gave me a wide and very reassuring grin.
"I'm good. I got what I really wanted; well actually, more what I needed. A climax isn't always everything you know."
Ellen pulled me firmly down on top of her for a full length body hug. My face was mashed into the bunk cushion alongside the fall of her long blonde hair. I still felt guilty. Not just about going prematurely. More about the feeling I'd got off too lightly for my transgression. She was telling me I was back in her good books, but I somehow felt I should have paid a heavier price and that the makeup sex came much too soon - in more ways than one.
Still, I wasn't complaining. And in any case, I was still fully hard and my cock was thoroughly enjoying loitering in her sex as we cuddled. Maybe this was the cuddle I'd originally wanted before I'd pounded her, so I could hardly complain if it all worked out in the end.
We'd been like that for about five minutes and I was nearly flaccid when there was an almighty 'bang' against the other side of the boat which made up both leap in surprise.
"I'd better see what that was."
Reluctantly I climbed off her and opened the door into the main cabin. The noise of the storm was significantly louder than before. Amy and Liddy were sitting at the table with a cup of tea.
"What was that?"
Liddy answered...



"I think it was a palm frond hitting the side of the boat. I got a glimpse of the branches before it blew off again."
We were in for a long night. The radio told us the storm had passed directly over the island of Vanua Balavu to the North East of the main island we were on and was now heading across towards us. Already, Vanua Balavu had observed a national record wind gust of 306 km/h (190 mph) and the storm was still intensifying.
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The battering the boat had got from a single palm frond made me focus on contingency planning and avoided Liddy and Amy getting a chance to ask questions about what had happened in the cabin with Ellen.
That first impact made it hard to imagine any circumstances where we'd be safer outside than in the boat in this cyclone; even if it was tipped on it side and dismasted and reduced to a battered shell by flying debris.
Still, we were in new territory here. Cyclones are not to be toyed with. Especially an unprecedented category five. I insisted we all pack a grab bag of wallets, passports, small valuables and some spare clothing, in case we had to do a dash for it. That of itself is nothing new to a long distance sailor. A grab bag is essential in case you suddenly need to take to a raft. It's just when you're ashore, it might have different contents.
I also suggested we sleep at least partly clothed, so we weren't running through the storm naked.
Ellen laughed at me.
"I'll bet that's the first time a man has ever asked a woman to dress to sleep with him. I'm comfortable with running naked if my life depends on it; although frankly it's hard to think of circumstances where we'd be safer outside in the dark than with the boat. And, for me anyway, it's too fetid even to put a bikini on. I'll put one within easy reach and risk it if that's OK."
Ellen was right about it being fetid. With the boat closed down, any clothing was going to make you sweat. The dorade vents were howling with the flow of air that they were admitting; but it was 100% humidity. So there was a tug of war between the right answers.
Amy has a thing, well actually a sexual obsession, about bikinis. She likes sleeping in them, and doing much more than that in them. Usually she'd be worried about us thinking her peculiar if she did -- and unless we were at sea and likely to be called on deck at short notice -- we would, which inhibits her. So she was quite happy to take the invitation to sleep in one of her 'fuck me' ones; a particularly brief and very fuckable one in this case if I can be excused for observing that. Just that sort of right shape and colour that provided absolutely maximum tease while complimenting her body.
Liddy watched Amy put hers on and decided to follow suit -- to some extent. Liddy's choice of swimwear fell back to her micro bikinis; which evidently came with a micro, virtually see through, slide tri top I hadn't seen before. Whether that really offered any degree of modesty protection for any sudden dash, I reserved judgement on. It was a compromise I suppose, offering minimal sweating in exchange for minimal coverage. And who, as a male was I to comment or pass judgement?
Mind you, I'm of two minds about truly micro bikinis -- as opposed to the very brief Brazilian cut ones the others girls wear. Sometimes they look almost too try hard to actually be sexy. Liddy has fairly good taste in them as far as they go, and a body that complements them. The thong pants with a crotch patch just big enough to barely cover -- well her crotch and maybe a third of her pubis -- in the bright red and pink colours she wears can look smoking hot, especially when she's on her back and it's wet with her juices and plastered into her crease. I've never been a fan of the micro tops which have a postage stamp sized nipple cover held together with the usual bikini string ties. It just looks weird. In this case Liddy's was a bit more balanced, having enough vertical length that the lower string tie sat underneath her breast instead of cutting across it, even if it was only just wide enough to be a nipple cover.
In the end I was sorry I'd raised the issue. I was a bit with Ellen. Naked would be more comfortable and the risk of really urgently needing something to wear -- unless you were worried about a storm surge overwhelming the presently high and dry boat and our bodies being dragged indignantly naked from the sunken vessel -- was remote. And if I was to drown, I think being discovered naked would be the least of my worries; and that was assuming anything we were wearing would survive the maelstrom of the storm. It was a somewhat morbid thought that the girls' bikinis certainly wouldn't.
I'd look out of the cabin window towards the boats afloat in the lagoon just before raising the issue and it wasn't a pretty sight. Even through the rain smudged vista I had, you could see the boats rocking crazily at their mooring with the surge coming in the entrance and the force of the wind. It certainly wouldn't have been very nice for Liddy had she stayed on hers.
And lord help us if there was a storm surge high enough to let the sea breech the entrance and float us off. Yep, clothing would be the least of our worries if that happened.
But I put on a pair of swim briefs almost in penance for setting the hares running on the issue.
Wanting to conserve power, we retired to the bunk soon after dark. Even though the bunk is large, four of us in it is always a crowd and certainly highlighted the fetid air and sweating issue the night would bring. But on this night no one wanted to sleep alone in the centre cabin, and so no one really complained.
The harder issue was the sleeping order. If there's just three of us, I sleep in the middle with a girl on either side. Four means one of the girls is out of contact with me, and they usually aren't pleased about it. I leave it to them to organise and, in a system I haven't quite worked out because Liddy is only an occasional guest, they have their turns. In this case it was Amy who drew the position away from me and next to the lee side of the boat, with Liddy between Amy and myself.
Still concerned about making up with Ellen, I settled down facing her and she responded by lying on her side facing me and cuddled against me. That meant my erection -- the tip of it poking out the top of my swimmers - was quickly once again separating the flesh of our stomachs; but that was a familiar enough situation it passed without comment. I could feel Liddy's butt against mine, meaning she was facing towards Amy.
There was no way the storm was going to let us sleep. It was going to be a long night.
As you lay there, you could sense its centre getting closer. The noise was overwhelming and just got louder and louder. Initially certain noises would stand alone and above the general background cacophony; the distinctive whine of the wind through the rigging and the howl of the flow of air through the narrow, baffled opening of the dorade vents being two. But then, like an orchestra adding a new instrument, a new sound would rise as the wind passed a certain threshold while it bypassed some object. A screeching off somewhere towards the stern, a caterwauling somewhere off to port.
Soon after midnight, it reached a new level. It was like it became malevolent and violent and it felt personal; directed individually at you as if the storm had a vendetta against you. The background noise was like a large, loud train, constantly getting closer and closer and threatening to demolish the boat as it swept unthinkingly through it. Sometimes, just sometimes, the build up of noise would climax in a particularly vicious gust which would make the whole boat shudder and rock on its mountings, making you wonder whether all 20 tonnes of it might be picked up and carried away.
It was difficult to remain rational. To know that it was physically impossible for that to happen. To know there was no actual train, however much it sounded like it. Even to know there wasn't that much upwind of us to be picked up and thrown at us in a way that would pierce the side of the boat, break through the intervening cabin and get us where we lay, were all rational conclusions that gave little comfort.
I couldn't help but wonder how the girls were faring. I even wondered if we might not be better getting up and distracting ourselves with a game of cards or something. I managed an occasional 'are you OK' exchange with Ellen as we lay with our faces pushed against each other and my arm wrapped around her. Even though I could sense Liddy moving around enough to indicate she was awake, communication with the others would be a major event.
About 1 am I felt Liddy rolling over against me. When her breasts could be felt pushing into my back and her hand came over my hips and found my erection buried in the soft flesh of Ellen's stomach, I just thought she was changing position. But a moment later I sensed her lips next to my ears...
"Amy's having a panic attack and I can't seem to help her."
I repeated the words to Ellen and rolled over to face Liddy, lifting myself up on an arm to be able to see Amy in the soft red glow of a night light we'd left on, curled up into as much of a foetal position as the limited space would permit, her body heaving and shaking violently. With no small amount of intimately personal contact, I managed to roll across Liddy to bring me next to Amy.
Almost as soon as I put an arm around her, she sensed it was mine, straightened herself and wrapped herself around me; her arms tightly binding my head, thrusting it into her chest, and a leg over my hip pulling me against her. For a moment it brought to mind being attacked by the facehugger in Alien. I half expected a proboscis to be shoved down my throat; a not unreasonable feeling since she'd latched on high on me and a breast was caressing my lips.
I was still completely aroused from being cuddled up against Ellen, but Amy was clearly in significant distress. I tried to put sex out of my mind; although with a raging erection and a breast in my face, wasn't entirely successful. She was shaking violently and even over the storm, I could hear her heaving sobs interrupting her rapid shallow breathing.
As I wrapped her up in my arms and turned my head sidewards to get it out from between her breasts so I could breathe, I could hear her heart racing and felt how chilled she was.
I gently tried to exert some downward pressure to being our faces into better alignment. At this point verbal communication could only be carried out by almost screaming; and I wasn't sure that would be helpful. Call it egotistical if you want, but I was hoping some tight cuddles from me might help calm her down.
Slowly ever so slowly, I managed to squirm up against her until my eyes were somewhere between her breasts and chin. By this point, her crotch had come up against the tip of my erection; two unyielding objects which unless something gave, prevented further alignment of our bodies. I'd tried to bring my hip back to tilt my erection down and let it be pushed horizontal between her legs, but her grip on me was too strong even to permit that.
I struggled against her iron grip to tilt my head back so I could actually look her in the eyes. Tears were streaming out of it as she continued to heave and shake.
I desperately wished I could talk to her. But to simply scream out "are you OK?" or "what's wrong?" was going to get nowhere; especially as I couldn't get my lips anywhere near her ear without fighting her grip on me. She was clearly not OK and desperately scared, or something like it. And screaming supposedly soothing words over the storm noise didn't seem productive.
All I could hope was my hug would have some calming effect -- which seemed a rather optimistic wish.
But it was difficult to ignore the way her crotch was shaking and hammering against the exposed top of my shaft as she shook and heaved. It just seemed wrong, but it was extraordinarily stimulating; more so as I felt it push its way into her crease where it was embraced by her bikini bottoms and then rapidly moistened by her body. While it let me ease her face down just a little bit closer to mine, that it turn found the tip relocate itself into a depression in her swimwear matching the opening to her sex.
With her bikini obsession, Amy had actually caused us to have sex this way on more than one occasion -- my shaft pushing her bikini pants into her vagina. I knew it could go a fair way in before the tension in the material stopped its progress; especially with the ones she was wearing because the narrowness, stretchiness and thinness of the crotch material meant that, simply by the fact it pulled the waistband down, there was almost no limit to the depth of penetration.
For one last time, I tried to move enough to let my shaft pop out between her legs or at least between our stomachs, but she simply wasn't allowing me that freedom of movement.
Amy was now pushing down on me -- causing me to penetrate her. In so far as her face moved closer to mine, that was good. But it just all seemed wrong. I might just have been able to get my hands down there to pull the gusset of her pants aside, but that seemed to acknowledge sex was happening in a way I wasn't comfortable with. And the deeper I went, the less of the chance a quick pull of her leg hem would pull it aside. Indeed, with what felt like at least a quarter of my length in her, it was soon too late; unless Amy helped by lessening her downward push and letting me withdraw.
Still Amy pushed down on me. I could feel the tension in the material bearing down on the tip of my erection even as her juices saturated it; but nothing stopped it until I was fully penetrated.
At least at last we were face to face. I stroked her hair as I tried to speak comforting words into her ear as I rested my check against hers.
As I hugged I tried to get her to focus on her breathing. The hyperventilating she was doing couldn't have been good for her.
"Breathe deeply and slowly Amy. That's it, follow me..."
It helped, but was far from a solution. As we bound ourselves tightly together, she was still shaking like crazy, but at least I did succeed in getting her to focus on her breathing and I hoped that might eventually distract her from the cause of her panic. Not that there could be any doubt what the cause was.
The sound of the storm was unrelenting and every time one of those express trains came through and made the boat shudder and shake, she'd jump in my arms and just about crush me in her grip. I could sense she was fighting the panic but still overwhelmed by it. For an hour I lay there with her. The amount of energy she must have expended with her continuous shaking must have been incredible; compounded by the effort her body put in jumpily reacting to those bigger gusts. I wondered if I shouldn't get up and get her some sweet drink to replenish her blood sugar, but there was no way she was letting me go.
But by now I was battling my own demon; and it had nothing directly to do with the storm. I was in danger of cumming. There'd been an hour of unrelenting stimulation of my hardness, every shake and jump of Amy's adding to the pressure. And the bikini pants weren't helping. The folds of the now slippery material, which tightly embraced it, seemed to magnify the natural effect of her vagina.
I'd tried focusing on her, tried to shame myself with guilt, tried to pretend nothing was happening; I'd tried every delaying trick in the male inventory, and while I had managed to delay it considerably, there was a limit to everything. My shaft had been awash with that pleasurable pre-climax feeling for longer than any man could hold.
Finally I knew it was going to happen. I was embarrassed by it and didn't really want her to know, although the evidence of it would be there to see and feel on her bikini bottoms when this was all over, let alone that provided by the collapse of my erection afterwards.
I knew it was going to be a big one. It just felt too good and had for too long. I bound her even tighter into me and suppressed my body's natural desire to thrust and groan as I felt my seed rush up my shaft and into the material of her pants. I held her there as it felt like rope after rope of cum came to an inglorious stop in those pants. I could only hope that with all the ejaculations I'd had in the last 24 hours my balls were relatively dry and it was all pumping action and no juice.
I didn't soften immediately. Indeed I stayed firm for longer than I expected. But it happened. Amy quickly noticed. At first I could feel her vagina squeezing me, as if trying to stop me going. Then as I fell completely out, she put her hand down there and wrapped it around my balls, as if confirming there was no more erection to be had. I also felt her pull her pants out of her vagina; which no doubt would have revealed to her they were smeared with my cum.
And all of this while she was still shaking like crazy.
It was what she did next that surprised me.
She pushed me down onto her nipple. Now when a woman pushes your lips onto her nipple, you tend to take it as an invitation -- make that a demand -- for it to be sucked or played with. I might, in the circumstances, have been confused by the request. But I wasn't going to refuse it.
As presented to me, it was still covered by the diaphanous material of her tiny bikini top. It was also not yet tightened; identifiable only as the slightest bulge in the material. The latter only added to my uncertainty of what was happening with Amy.
Her nipples are extraordinarily sensitive, well at least in a way a male finds attractive. They tighten and jut to an enormous edifice at the slightest provocation and upon her first arousal, and they are well capable of giving her an orgasm just by playing briefly with them. And yet, after her vagina had readily and willingly swallowed up my cock for the best part of an hour -- which to my simple male mind requires a certain degree of arousal -- her nipples were showing not the slightest reaction.
With my arms still around her back and my head bound up in her iron grip, it was easier just to touch her nipple up with the tip of my tongue through the thin material of the top, rather than try and get a hand in to move the top aside. And knowing Amy, that's probably what she preferred.
I poked my tongue out and flicked it across the dimple in her top marking its location. I was immediately rewarded by its hardening; pushing out the material as it jutted towards my mouth. The way she was still shaking I could have got away with doing little more than holding my tongue against it and letting her shaking do all the work of stimulating it. But to have done that would have missed all the fun that any play with Amy's nipples offered.
As her breasts and areola swelled up, I took the engorged areola between my lips and rubbed my tongue vigorously along the length of her nipple, encouraging it to grow to full length and hardness, pouring as much saliva onto it as I could to saturate the material to plaster it to the nipple and let me get the real feel of it underneath.
Then like a baby drinking its mother's milk, I could push the large, thick, elongated nipple against the roof of my mouth with my tongue and just suck on it. This wasn't part of some quick sex play. It was clear Amy was finding some sort of strange comfort in what she was getting me to do, but there was no reason to think this wouldn't be going on for some time. It might seem like some sort of male fantasy to have a nipple to suck on for hours, but you still had to be comfortable.
I had one arm squashed under Amy from when I first bundled her up. When we were face to face, it was under her neck where it wasn't particularly pressured. But as I'd slipped down her body, it was under her arm with her full weight on it; uncomfortable for both her and me.
I pulled it out from under her and cupped her lower breast with it; taking the time to pull the top aside to give me flesh on flesh contact with that nipple. It too quickly reacted; jutting up between my fingers to make playing with it relatively effortless. But it also let me use the flat of my palm to push back against her crushing grip a bit. Dying suffocated on the breast of a young woman might sound like some sort of dream, but the reality is less desirable. Amy took the hint and eased up enough that her breast could sit comfortably in my mouth.



After a short while, I also took the opportunity of the reduced pressure to pull my face away from her breast, pull the now soaked top aside and take the bare nipple back into my mouth; a much more satisfying mouth feel for me.
I tried to relax. There was no indication Amy was heading for an orgasm; no moans, no screaming, none of the delightful fuss she makes about good sex. This was going to be a long night. She was still shaking and any noises she was making came across more as whimpering than the sounds of pleasure. But clearly she wanted me to do what I was doing. She had my head held to her breast and her body was certainly positively reacting to it; at least in so far as it offered me a large firm teat on which to suck.
As I played the nipple against the top of my mouth I sort of imagined myself as a baby again; pretending I was being sucked off to sleep. It was actually remarkably soothing. I certainly felt less stress about the storm as I did it; even thought that I might be able to drift off to sleep -- although that never actually happened.
Every now and then Amy would reach down to check out my cock; or brush her knee across it to do the same. She was clearly looking for another erection. With that sort of attention, it wasn't that long in coming. The fourth time she reached down, Amy felt out my balls in their swimwear sheath and found half an erection above it. Putting her hands down my pants, she wrapped her hand around it and played with it; quickly eliciting the other half in all its now refreshed hardness.
There was no subtlety about what followed. She pulled my erection out of their pants, cast aside the crotch of her bikini bottoms and pushed me in; allowing me to release her nipple and realign our face to face contact again.
I looked at her. She was still shaking. But I could sense the way she was deliberately taking deep breaths and the tears had gone, as had the worst of the heaving. She feigned a weak smile at me and closed her eyes, pulling me in so that we were cheek to cheek and I couldn't observe her as intensely.
Outside, in the dark, the storm continued to rage. We were simply helpless on-lookers to whatever fate it determined for us; although deep in my heart I had no cause to be concerned about our personal safety. That of the boat was another matter, but I'd long resigned myself to simply dealing with that.
Without the bikini pants sharing my shaft's space in her vagina, for quite a while, I found it a bit easier to maintain my erection without excess fear of cumming. Her shaking was still quite provocative, but at the end of a day of excessive sex and a sleepless night, not more than I could take.
But these things are cumulative and her shaking was unrelenting. After an hour and a half, that first sense of my cock warming up came back and with it came the need for the delaying tactics. This time the final release came just as the first streaks of a dirty dawn were starting to break the pitch dark of the night. Something hit the side of the boat with a loud thump. Amy nearly jumped out of her skin; involuntarily tightening her vagina as she bounced up and down on my shaft.
That was all it took. I fought it for a few moments before surrendering to the inevitable; again holding her tighter and burying my shaft deeply as I suppressed the thrusting and groaning that I'd normally carry on with.
And again Amy pushed me down onto her breast until she felt my recovery.
As the dawn lightened to as much as it was likely to manage in the conditions, Liddy and Ellen decided to get up; leaving me laying, once again penetrated into Amy.
As the dawn moved on, while the storm continued unabated, Amy's shaking diminished. Maybe it was the thought that being able to see the reality would let you overcome what the mind imposed on you, but half an hour after the others had left us, Amy lifted her lips to my ear...
"I think I'm OK to get up and have breakfast now."
"That's great."
As I pulled back to withdraw, she clamped her hand on my bum and lent in again...
"Wouldn't you like to finish first?"
I stroked her hair, amazed she'd could even consider what she thought might be my needs in the present circumstances...
"No, that wouldn't even feel right. I'm only worried about you."
She lightly kissed my check...
"Maybe, but I'm worried about you."
As my hips pulled back to complete my withdrawal, I replied...
"Well then, you've got nothing to worry about."
We joined the others in the main cabin; staring out the window at the fury of the storm as ate a light breakfast. Visibility was very much limited by the driving rain and spray from the lagoon; but we could see enough to be glad that Liddy wasn't on her yacht. It looked decidedly dodgy with the masts of the yachts there scribing arcs through the air as they rocked about.
There was clearly a tidal surge, but it didn't look to bad.
The day continued more or less as it had started; with there being little to do but sit around and eat and stare out the window. Conversation was limited by the noise of the storm and it was a constant distraction from any other activities we tried; playing cards and reading among them.
I kept an eye on Amy, but she settled down even more as the day progressed.
By that evening the wind had at last started to abate. It was still decidedly unpleasant outside, but within the cabin life was starting to revert to normal. Conversations could be carried on, and even a brief raising of a head to the outside out of a quickly opened hatch, might be contemplated.
As Ellen was preparing our dinner, Amy managed to catch me alone in the master cabin.
"I'm sorry about my performance last night."
"There's no need to be sorry. But I hated to see you like that. Are you vulnerable to panic attacks?"
"I didn't think I was any more, but the violence of the storm triggered some old fears. Over the last few years of our relationship, when I sensed that Frank was building up to a violent episode, I'd be overcome like that. I just haven't had that feeling of impending violence since I left him, so nothing had triggered one. But the storm brought it all back."
I put my arm around her...
"Oh Amy, I'm really sorry to hear what you suffered through. I mean, there's nothing surprising to hear that a person has a bit of a melt-down when they know they're about to be bashed and that storm last night certainly invoked a feeling of impending violence. I can see how it might trigger it. Did Frank take pity on you when he saw you like that?"
"I don't think empathy was in Frank's repertoire, at least where I was concerned. But it did often divert him from bashing me. Seeing me curled up and whimpering on a bed like that seemed to turn him on. He'd rape me instead, which in some ways was a lot better an outcome for me. His bashings could be pretty brutal. I sort of knew how to get through the rapes without too much injury -- emotional or physical."
I shuddered to hear that news of what Amy had been through. My heart broke for her. Instinctively I hugged her more tightly.
"Oh Amy. I'm surprised you ever were able to trust a man again."
"You already know Ned that sex with Frank was never very nice. The first time he actually raped me, it took me by surprise. I was curled up in a foetal position suffering this panic attack, thinking I was going to die of it, even if I survived Frank's bashing and instead he suddenly undressed and started violently ripping off my clothes. Once he got me naked, he forcibly straightened me out, pinned me down and did it.
That first time, I stupidly resisted to the best of my ability to do so, which only meant I got hurt more. But I also came to realise that fighting my resistance in a way drained his anger and satisfied it with what he thought was a humiliating rape.
And at least the actual sex didn't hurt too much. He was selfish enough to want to enjoy the sex, so he didn't really want me too dry and while he was rough and uncaring, once his cock was doing the thinking for him, it was basically just giving me a good pounding he was after. I could survive that. After all, he was my partner, and by then I'd seen plenty of bad sex from him and was long past the point of thinking of this as some sort of higher level of betrayal by him. I think stranger rape might have been different. But from Frank I was beyond being mentally damaged by being raped by him. I could easily compartmentalise the indignity of it.
By gripping him just right I could bring it all to a quick conclusion. And it sort of satisfied him to leave me naked, whimpering and fucked when he'd finished, particularly as he'd enjoy calling me a pathetic, weak, looser, whore or something like that as he got dressed again and threw my clothes back at me.
When he turned violent, the panic attacks were real. And given the history that caused them in the first place, well justified. But, after that first time, I was thinking clearly enough to feign enough resistance to his rapes to satisfy his need to think he was actually raping and humiliating me, while basically looking after myself and trying to minimise the hurt. I had to draw a fine line of fighting back, but not so much as to take his violence to a higher level.
So I'd resist him stripping me, but as he did, I'd align my body so the clothing came off without badly bruising me like it did the first time. And even as I was seemingly trying to resist him straightening me out and jumping on me, I was sort of trying to prepare my body for what I knew was coming."
"How do you do that?"
"What? Prepare my body for rape? You know, I'd read somewhere that the female body knows to lubricate itself, even when being forcefully penetrated. It's sort of preadjusted to the possibility of rape to minimise the damage. And that reinforced my previous experience of just bad sex with Frank that there's a difference to being what I'd now think of as aroused and merely accepting.
Before he'd strip me, he'd rip his own clothes off; playing the role of the big tough man and I suspect thinking he was threatening me with the rampant erection he'd be displaying. I'd just focus on the erection, sort of telling my body it was about to cop a pounding and to get itself ready and I found that worked well enough to save me from any real injury or damage."
"I'm surprised after all that by the fact you seemed to want me penetrating you through the storm. Actually, I'm surprised you ever wanted sex with a man again."
"I knew I had to find a way of dealing with the panic attacks. They were almost more scary than Frank. There was no way Frank would let me get professional help. It was clear he liked the effect he knew he could have on me. So I looked for help on-line to see if I could find a way to control them. When there's a well justified fear of being bashed, it's not as though I could talk myself out of it. But one thing I read would help deal with it was to focus on a single object. And what I found worked best, especially when his big sweaty body was on top of me blocking my view of anything else, was focusing on Frank's erection.
As he stood over me stripping me, it was a signal I was going to be raped, not bashed. It helped me get my body ready for what was to come and even as it was in me, by focusing completely on it I found some reassurance things probably weren't going to get any worse than they were at that moment; and I was usually able to deal with the rape itself. And as for the name calling, it was water off a duck's back. By then I'd worked him out. He wasn't going to crush me with words; especially ones as hypocritical as those.
So focusing on his erection and deep heavy breathing gave me some modicum of a sense of control.
Don't think I'm in any way comparing you to him, but having your erection in me gave me that something to focus on. I know the storm is different to diverting Frank's violence, but the technique was such a well-practiced one, it worked anyway. It didn't stop the panic attack, but it helped enough to let me get through it.
And as for the question of ever wanting sex again, I've actually always had a somewhat Jane Austin idea of relationships. No, actually, that's not a good description because sex -- actually good sex - was always part of my ideal relationship. I was always a romanticist and Frank never managed to kill that or my inherent sex drive, even if he never came even close to satisfying it. I just had to confine it to my fantasies and they involved some pretty wild sexual ones.
You probably think that screaming I do during sex is put on. It isn't, it's the real me; well, more or less the real me. In the first thirty years of my life I didn't know what real sex could be like. All I knew was the rape and abusive sex Frank handed out to me. So when you showed me good sex, I wasn't going to let any inhibitions or reservations hold me back from vocally expressing my enjoyment of it. Actually..."
Amy paused. I couldn't see her face because her head was over my shoulder. But something told me to let her finish her sentence, however much I wanted to blurt out a stream of sympathy.
"You know Ned, I'm not completely oblivious to the human subconscious. If I'm really honest, there might just be a small element of 'up yours Frank, I'll show you what you're missing' in my displays too; even if Frank isn't there to see it..."
She paused again. This time she pulled her head out from over my shoulder and looked me in the face; almost staring into my eyes.
"You know Ned, at first I thought if I could just be a better partner for Frank then he'd give me more of the relationship I wanted. That it was all my fault. After a few years I realised that wasn't going to happen and it was him, not me, but it never stopped me wanting more. Eventually I realised I needed out, but had to find a way of doing it without ending up dead.
Frank has made me wary of men and relationships, but I don't and never did believe Frank is in any way typical of men.
I knew that if I let him undermine my desire for a good relationship and my confidence in myself, that would let him win even after I'd left him. I wasn't going to let that happen. He might have left me inexperienced as to what a good relationship and good sex was and with some really bad dressing habits, but you helped me come through that.
My desire was always to find a better man, even If I was very cautious about my ability to identify one. But you've helped me there too."
Listening to more details of Amy's past nearly brought me to tears. As I looked back into her eyes, I could see both a depth of hurt, but also a depth of wisdom. The wisdom of someone who has been through something terrible and come through the other side. I knew Frank had been bad, but the sheer horror of this new revelation of what he'd put her through shook me to the core.
I was horrified by the thought that, had it not been for the storm and the panic attack it brought on, I might never have known about this part of Amy's background. I couldn't help but wonder what else she was sheltering us from.
You can't hear this sort of stuff from someone you love and not be moved by it. I've always admired her strength in the way she came out of that relationship, but never more than this moment. Most women would need a life time of therapy to get over what she went through, but she seemed able to just rationalise her way through it.
Whether you could really say she wasn't damaged by Frank might be another question, but she'd certainly come out of it better than you'd expect.
"God Amy, you are such an incredible woman. I'm left dumbstruck by your strength and foresight..."
I hesitated, not sure whether in the light of what I'd just heard, I had the slightest right to ask the next question. Even less so when I suspected I knew the answer and it seemed trivial in the context of things.
"Just out of curiosity, why did you have me suck your breasts when I went limp?"
"I needed that something to focus on. It was a quick improvisation in the dark and in a moment of desperation. It wasn't as good as your cock, but it helped just the same. But you can see why I wanted your cock back as soon as I could get it."
I just held her tight for a while as she cuddled into me. I think I was more moved by this discovery of additional details of her past than she was having to dredge it up. I was having trouble in not heaving with emotion myself, whereas, she seemed calm and collected.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"I think it's important you know that I never want to have children. I don't have any maternal instinct in me and it's not going to change as I get older, or as you suggest, if I meet the right man. It's a far deeper conclusion than that. I've seen some awful shit and I'm not sure I really like the way the world is headed. I just don't want to bring a child into existence."
"Why do you need me to know that?"
"Because you being too old for more children is the main reason you offer up as to why we all need to go out and find other lovers when we get back. I don't want you just assuming that's the way it will work. I'm pretty sure I never want another lover. I just want you for however long you last. You saved me and gave me a whole new life. You were and are my saviour. I like what you've offered. In fact I love it and I love you. The thought of making another draw from the lottery barrel of men, just because you're a bit older than me, doesn't have any attraction to me. I love you and want to keep loving you."
Oh god. How does one respond to that? More so in the light of what we'd just been through. Amy's push back on what I thought was in their long term interests was becoming firmer. It's not that I savoured the thought of giving them up -- the opposite was true, I dreaded it. But the very fact I loved them made it necessary for me to have them address their future.
It wasn't something I wanted to argue with her about. The future would play out how however it did. But there was one thing I couldn't let pass without comment...
"Amy, I know I've said this before. But, whatever contribution you think I made, it's important for you to recognise you saved yourself. You preserved your own sanity through those horrible years and came out of it with a positive view of life. And I'm even more impressed by your achievements in the light of what you've just told me.
You organised your own escape. You are one strong, cleaver and resourceful woman. What little I did pales into insignificance in comparison. I just happened to be the right person in the right place to help you with the next step; but that's all. However much my ego might glow with your words and I value your feelings towards me, I just can't let you undervalue yourself."
"We'll have to agree to differ on that Ned. You found a girl who was still lost and turned her onto a woman confident in the world. That's pretty important to me. Had I fallen in with the wrong person, things could have still turned out badly."
The night that followed was benign, relative to the previous one anyway. The cyclone moved off back over the ocean. It was still very windy and wet, but not enough to stop you falling into an almost death like sleep to compensate for the sleepless one that proceeded it.
The following dawn gave us the first opportunity to survey the damage.
Our yacht came off lightly. A bent stanchion from where it had been hit by a flying palm frond was the only damage we could find. And that was easily fixed.
Liddy's yacht wasn't too bad. Some damaged rigging and a large ding where it had been hit by another boat that had come adrift and struck it a passing blow on its way to the rocks seemed to be the worst of it. It was also lucky we had doubled up the mooring lines as several had been frayed through and parted with the violent movements induced by the storm. We prepared a list for the owners so that they could bring with them whatever they needed when they returned from the States.



Only a few yachts had suffered more than that sort of minor damage. One unattended boat had broken loose after its jib had partly unrolled. The jib had been shredded, as had the dodger canvas. It had then careered around the lagoon, striking a few boats -- including Liddy's -- before coming to rest against the rock wall.
Its starboard side was damaged by the rocks, but, because of the moderate of waves hitting that particular place, nothing too badly. To avoid it sinking in the lagoon, the Marina staff craned it out of the water.
A couple of others had their poorly stowed canvasses and sails shredded and just about every one of them had some damage to rigging or topsides from the violent movement induced by the wind.
It was the locals who copped most of the damage to their infrastructure and housing and indeed, themselves. Much of it just wasn't designed for a category 5 cyclone. It was really nice the way locals and yachties all pitched in to help clean up and repair, using whatever was available; including things like generators, pressure sprayers and water makers off the yachts, since the local power grid was down. And over the next few weeks, Ellen and Liddy put their doctoring skills to good use at the local clinics and wherever they could. Having done volunteer work as a doctor in Fiji before, Ellen was especially attuned to cultural needs. I was more than happy to help them out as a mere dogsbody, doing whatever unskilled jobs would help them in their important work and incredibly proud of Ellen and her abilities.
Overall, it created a lovely community feeling for the rest of our stay; although it broke our hearts to see what the locals were left to deal with.
Two days after the cyclone, Liddy moved back to her yacht and I recommenced my Thursday night stays there.
With Liddy's yacht damaged, ours stranded ashore and much of the main Island not really suitable for tourism, then our main focus really became doing what we could for the locals.
Because of the cyclone, Tash put off her return to the boat until mid February, just after we had put the yacht back in the lagoon from its position ashore. We were all glad to see Tash back. She represented a vibrant, energetic breath of fresh air in the boat; someone inclined to lead us all towards a more adventurous approach to things than would be the case without her.
As yet unwilling to take the next long stage of our journey because of the cyclone risk, Tash pushed us to make the most of our time. Once our ability to help the locals recover diminished, then, instead of lazing about the Marina, short day or overnight trips to other parts of Fiji became the order of the day, adding hours of provocative footage to the girls' travel blogs in the process. Of course we still had to be sensitive to the fact the locals were going through a recovery process; but they also needed tourist dollars to survive.
Sexually, I detected, at first, almost a determination in Tash to stay apart from the deeply carnal activities on the boat -- in great contrast to the sexualised playfulness Tash often provoked for the cameras. She was vivacious and no less inclined to wearing nothing more than the fuck me bikinis the others wore. But in her physical dealings with me while we were on the yacht and sex might occur, her behaviour might best have been described as 'proper'.
And I was quite comfortable in saying that she was completely entitled to adopt that approach. I entirely understood her being discomforted by our age difference, quite apart from her entitlement to choose her sexual partners. So I reciprocated, letting her set the rules. Sleeping with me was definitely not a prerequisite to being on the boat.
In conversations around the dinner table with the girls, it soon became evident that the time back home had done nothing to break her man drought. Indeed, at the end of one conversation she simply blurted out that she'd had no intimate contact with a guy during her time away; partly as the girls mutually lamented the lack of eligible men. But I couldn't help but suspect it was also partly a way of declaring that she was still 'clean', in the sense of not having to go through the sexual health quarantine rules that strictly apply to any new participants in our carnal circle or to anyone having an affair outside it.
It was about three and a half weeks after she'd returned that I was down in the cabin preparing a snack while the girls were enjoying sundowners (evening drinks shared between yachties) in the cockpit. Tash came down into the cabin and slipped past me to go into her midships bunk room.
She quickly emerged dressed in one of her old one piece swimwear. That was the agreed signal that she wanted me to instigate sex; more than that, to actually effectively force her into sex or at least role play it. In a way I never really understood, it was her way of getting past our age differences; that surrendering to being taken was somehow different to wanting sex with someone so much older than her -- even if she had to be the one to give the signal for that to occur.
If she's wearing one of her two new one piece outfits, I'm meant to strip her or otherwise bypass them (if you get my drift). If, as in this case, she's wearing one of her multitude of old ones from her squad swimming days, I'm meant to rip it apart. Evidently, when you're squad swimming every day, the chlorine in the pool is really hard on the swimwear and they don't last long in any reasonable condition before becoming quite desiccated and see through (which is the reason that modesty often requires squad swimmers to be wearing two or three layers of them). So you tend to end up with a large collection of old ones; and Tash certainly did.
More than a few had been ripped apart in the months leading up to her going home. But it seemed she must have had a bottomless supply of them at home from which she was now drawing. This was a light blue one I hadn't seen before.
As Tash is happy to admit, she was most competitive before she, shall we say, fully matured. In her own words, melon sized breasts are not an asset for competitive swimming. As a result, these old swimmers have always been too small for her; their now flimsy material literally bursting in an effort to accommodate her voluptuous figure. What might have once been quite modest outfits are now anything but.
I could only guess that Tash was now digging deeper into her draw of them, bringing forth smaller sized ones from even younger years, and thus even less able to contain her breasts, or anything else.
I couldn't see how she'd even managed to get into these, let alone how the old material was standing up to the strain of accommodating her figure. The material was stretched so tight it was essentially transparent. Her breasts were all cleavage bulging out from the overburdened neckline, so much so that the edge of her areolas were visible. And she'd clearly grown much taller since acquiring these because she only been able to get into them by drawing the leg seams up over her hips and the crotch obscenely up into a giant and very uncomfortable looking camel toe.
When she awkwardly blurted out..."Mr Smith, you were going to massage that tight leg muscle...", the terms of the game were set. Mr Smith was her old swimming coach; one on whom she obviously had a massive and never satisfied girlie crush and who I'd already discovered was the subject of more than a few fantasies.
"Just a sec Tash and I'll get onto you..."
Feeling a bit smug about my quickly improvised pun, I passed the plate of nibblies I'd been preparing up to the girls still in the cockpit, adding...
"Tash is in a one piece, looking for Mr Smith."
Both the meaning of Tash's one piece swimwear and the history of Mr Smith was well known to the others; the latter mainly from overhearing her role play, especially as she climaxed. Those words were all it took to tell the girls I'd be occupied for a while.
Ellen quickly came back with a wink and...
"That Mr Smith is such a naughty coach. I'm surprised we allow him on the boat. I'll have to get him in private one day and give him a piece of me."
"You mean a piece of your mind?"
She smirked as she replied... "Not necessarily."
How this particular game predictably plays out has been narrated in a previous chapter, so probably isn't worth repeating in full. Needless to say, a full body massage ends up loitering for quite a while on what is discovered to be a very tight upper leg muscle. That, of necessity of course, morphs into pelvic floor muscle massage which somehow needs to focus around the clitoris.
After that muscle is relaxed by a couple of orgasms, it's discovered it's necessary for some deeper --let's say more penetrating - massage using what by then has conveniently developed into an extended appendage of my own.
Through all this Tash gets to progressively play the role of an innocent and naive willing student, to one who becomes slightly concerned, to one who mildly resists to one who finely succumbs to the pleasures offered.
At a convenient time the crotch of the swimmers needs to be torn apart to facilitate the... 'cough'... deeper massage and the front of it needs to be torn apart; really just to let me play with her tits.
The ripped swimwear seems to be an important part of the ritual for her, but quite different in its motivation from Amy's bikini sex. As far as I can fathom it, for Tash it's firstly a signifier of being taken by, rather than giving herself over to, an older man. But it also lets her live out a fantasy of being taken by that specific former coach on who she had a crush. So I'm not allowed to simply remove it or even just pull it aside.
Am I offended that she is fantasying about making love to someone else while I'm the one doing the deed? Not the slightest. If it works for her, it works for me. After all, with the females having to share me, I can hardly complain if one of them is screwing someone else only in her imagination.
Often she will sleep in the ripped and now cum stained swimmers afterwards. I more than suspect that lets the fantasy of getting herself done over by her former swimming coach linger on by loitering in her ravaged state. Indeed, it often causes her to instigate another round still dressed in it.
The only additionally noteworthy thing about this encounter was really the effect of the swimwear being way too short for her length wise. If anywhere I share Amy's fascination with bikini sex, it's in the way the filmy material of the girls' fuck me bikini pants mould into their aroused crease and is plastered there by their body's juices during foreplay. It's fun to look at the effect and to play with their clit and the opening to their sex through it (before preferably removing it to give them a good pounding).
With Tash in this outfit, the effect was even more spectacular. It was more than moulded there. It was more like it was vacuum bagged into it; transparent in its wet, desiccated and highly stretched state, her swollen clit a more pronounced and finely detailed feature than any effect I'd seen before and her aroused hole plainly visible and just asking for a fingering. It was a fingering both her hole and her g spot got a good measure of as my just slightly too long fingernail readily pierced the material to give me an easy digital penetration of her.
After my climax had finished, my cock had slowly shrunk and I'd collapsed on my back onto the narrow bunk next to her, she put her arm over me, telling me I wasn't going anywhere for the next short while, even if I could hear the others having dinner.
As I rested with my arm under her head, she closed her eyes and played her fingers slowly up and down my chest, occasionally drawing a line down to my crotch where she would circle my balls looking for any reaction.
I took the closed eyes to indicate it probably still wasn't me her mind was lying next to, but found not the slightest offence in that.
If you play with a man's cock for long enough you're going to get a reaction and eventually Tash got one. She teased me up to full length and hardness, but then seemed satisfied to just keep teasing; running the back of her hand gently up and down it while she brushed her nipples with subtle movements against my upper arm.
It was actually quite relaxing and very nice to just have her doing that and I was more than content to lay there and have it continue; even feeling like I could drift off to sleep. But clearly the point came it no longer gave her the contentment she wanted.
Without much warning she gripped my shaft with her full hand and started moving it up and down as if intending to jerk me off. Then, when she was apparently satisfied it was ready for action, she used her grip to pull me over (on a move with me or lose it basis) into a missionary position on top of her; quickly guiding me through the by now slightly enlarged finger hole I'd originally made in her swimwear crotch and then into her sex.
Tash was still as tight as she always been. But by now I knew I just had to apply enough pressure to overcome her body's initial resistance to penetration; trying not to join the disgraced ranks of previous discarded lovers who inevitably found it too much and climaxed before even achieving full penetration.
With her hands on my bum and the action of her hips being thrust up at me, she was making it clear that any foreplay was over and I was just meant to go for it.
Now with Amy and Ellen, there's a good chance they'll come to an orgasm with me simply doing just that. With Tash it's not so easy and I usually finger her to one before starting; mainly as an insurance against failure and partly because it can sometimes warm her up to be more orgasmacially responsive to penetrative sex. But we'd already bypassed that step.
There are different positions I can use with her to improve the outcome -- especially if I use one that hits her g spot -- but none of those were being offered to me either.
As I lifted myself up on outstretched arms and looked down on her voluptuous youthful body, I first of all noticed her eyes were still tightly closed. I could only guess that it wasn't me she was making love to and that the obviously alluring Coach Smith was getting another go -- in her mind anyway.
The second thing was to lament that her one piece swimwear was an unfortunate distraction to enjoying the view I had of her body. Yes, their highly stressed covering of her body can be stimulating for a while, but there comes a time there's no substitute for the hot intimacy of the naked body and the flesh on flesh contact it offers. And a one piece is not the same as Amy's tiny bikinis when she wants to indulge in her obsession about sex in those.
Normally by now these one pieces would be so shredded it would barely matter. But this one had survived better than most. With only minor enlargement, the finger hole I'd made in the crotch while fingering her had served as the path for penetration, whereas normally I'd need to rip it more forcefully apart from the stomach down to the crotch seam to offer the same access. And her melon sized breasts poked out through short vertical tears in the material, which left the material flowing around them like flood waters around a hill.
I contemplated doing some more ripping, but it had been Tash who had subtly indicated 'that's enough' last time -- but encouraging me to move on with my carnal taking of her body -- and it was clear whatever role game that was playing out in her mind then was still being continued now.
And given I was being asked to make love to an extraordinarily sexy woman a little more than a third my age, I was in no position to complain. I decided it was best to simply play out the hand I was being dealt.
I bent down to suck her nipple as I started the thrusting her hands were demanding. Normally Tash loosens up a little as the sex warms up, but not much. And this was no exception. She was still tight; highly stimulatingly tight. It's no wonder her younger lovers don't last long.
I was at a loss as to how to guarantee her an orgasm in all of this. In other circumstances I might have withdrawn and done a bit of fingering or changed position into a g spot banging one. But Tash had control and was dictating a missionary position pounding.
All I could really do was linger on full penetration, try and go that little bit deeper and mash the base of my shaft into her crease, hoping I could give her some clitoral stimulation. And yet, that too immediately presented problems. Circling what seemed to be the highly sensitive very base of my shaft around in the hard tightness of the opening to her sex was sending my arousal through the roof and boiling up my balls something terrible. And Tash's hands were telling me to stop doing that and just pound her.
I quickly decided I might just as well listen to the message her hands were giving me and enjoy the ride. If it was a pounding she wanted, it's a pounding she'd get. So I just went for it, angling to maximise my own enjoyment but in a way that would let me last as long as possible.
It worked. Both in the sense her hands relaxed as if they'd got what they were seeking and I was soon groaning away, building to a monster climax. She must have been able to tell I wasn't going to last much longer, and yet the now more gently applied message from her hands was still the same. Keep going.
Inevitably that pleasurable warmth flooded my shaft; that beautiful state of erotic high that you wish could last forever but is really a mere short interlude to what will briefly follow. The climax was beautiful; wave after wave of ejeculative pleasure as I discharged my cum deeply into the most intimate parts of her body.
I was left moaning gently into her ear as the final shudders of my climax rung themselves ecstatically out.
I collapsed onto her and then, after loitering enjoying the sensuality of my continued penetration of her for as long as I could, rolled onto the bunk beside her. Again, she immediately put her arm over me, as if binding me into the bunk.
Maybe half an hour passed as we lay there in silent close contact and I found myself drifting off to sleep. Gently I moved her hand off me and turned to exit the bunk.
"Stay the night Ned."
"I've just got to brush my teeth and have a pee. But I'll come back."
I exited the bunk room and went into the now dark cabin. The girls had finished dinner and gone to bed. "Oh well" I thought, "a missed dinner isn't going to make me starve."
As I passed the open door to the master cabin, Ellen's voice came softly out.
"Mr Smith's been kept very busy. I hope he's got a good performance out of his favourite athlete. He's missed dinner. There's some in the icebox if you want it. Is the naughty man going to go back and keep touching up his charges or come to bed with us?"
I walked to the opening of the door. In the dull light I could see Amy naked on her back next to the side of the boat and Ellen's naked body on her side on the outside of the bunk. As she heard me approach, Ellen rolled onto her stomach and lifted herself up on her elbows to look at me.
"Thanks Ellen. I might skip dinner tonight. I've told Tash I'll be back."
"Well, if you're going to skip dinner, I hope you had a good feast of pussy to keep you going."
I let out a little giggle as I replied.
"I think it would be more correct to say the pussy's been feeding on me."
"And is it the old fart in front of me who's getting fucked or the stud swimming coach?"
Ouch. Ellen certainly knows how to get to the heart of matters.
"Definitely the stud swimming coach."
"Yea, well, if the old fart wants a good fuck, there's a willing young lady waiting for him right here with a pussy ready to provide all the sustenance he's willing to spend time drawing from it."



Amy's groggy voice cut in...
"Make that two."
"That's a tempting thought, but a promise to Tash is a promise. She doesn't ask for much of my time, so I figure she entitled to a turn."
I attended to my needs and started to head back to Tash's cabin; finding her waiting outside the bathroom for her turn as I exited it.
As I passed the master cabin again, Ellen's voice came out of it...
"Aren't you going to give us a goodnight kiss and cuddle?"
A goodnight kiss and cuddle is part of the routine I share with Ellen and Amy when I'm sharing a bunk with them. As a historic accident that continued as a habit, our group sex usually happens in the mornings. As we settle down of an evening we share a full length naked cuddle and brief pash. Sometimes, just sometimes, one of them will linger in the cuddle long enough, and start getting handisy with me and intimate enough in their pashing that it's clear they want sex; but it's the exception rather than the rule.
I entered the main cabin to find Ellen on her back, ready to receive me. The cabin, located as it is towards the aft end of the yacht, tapers in a way that gives side access to about half the length of the bunk. I stepped down the side, put a hand to support myself either side of her shoulders and bent into Ellen, letting her put her arms around my neck as she kissed me.
As she held me there, she expressed her dissatisfaction with what I was offering.
"No, do it properly."
The additional pressure around my neck made it clear what properly was -- lying on top of her, or at least in full length contact with her as I usually would. I lowered myself onto her warm body, to have her wrap me in her arms and undulate her body against me as she gave me a prolonged pash.
"It's still sticky."
Ellen was referring to my flaccid manhood, which had being lying against her mound as we kissed, still covered in Tash's copious undried juices.
"Yes, well it would be, wouldn't it."
"Do you want me to suck it clean for you?"
"I don't think I should ask that of you. Anyhow, it's not very responsive to such indulgences just yet."
As I started to lift myself off Ellen, Amy's arm came between our bodies and around my chest...
"Me too."
I gently eased myself over onto Amy. She struck me as groggy, like someone who's just been woken from a deep sleep. But there was nothing reticent about her embrace of me.
My legs had been outside of Ellen's. Instead, Amy aggressively pushed one of hers between mine, leaving my left thigh in turn between hers, pushing hard up against her crease and leaving my cock resting in the dip between her thigh and her pronounced mound. She lifted her chest into mine, letting me feel the hard jutting buttons of her nipples and her firm breasts rub against me as she too undulated her body against me; but for much longer.
Ellen's embrace had been nicely intimate. Amy's was blatantly sexual. She was rubbing her crease heavily against my thigh. As she did so, my cock was being rubbed along the dip which was keeping it safe from the pressure she was applying to my thigh, flopping back and forward as she moved up and down, and her nipples were drawn across my chest; all while her hand over the back of my head pinned our faces together.
On any other night, this would have been an obvious request for sex and I couldn't help but be mentally seduced by the delightful feminine feel of her body. I suspected Amy had woken in some semi-erotic state and was reacting almost a little autonomously. But the simple fact was I had nothing to offer her. At that moment I neither could, nor, given Tash would be waiting for me, should satisfy her blatant request, however tempting she made the thought appear.
I cupped her breast in a hand and rolled myself to the side, using the cupped hand to pleasurably separate our bodies.
"Anyway, I better get back to Tash."
Amy reluctantly, and slowly, released me from her grip to let me climb back across Ellen to escape the room.
Even after that, I beat Tash back to the room. As I lay on the single bunk, I realised that would leave me pinned to the wall as Tash climbed in beside me. It was going to be a cosy night.
When Tash came back in, she was, to my disappointment, still dressed in her swimwear and she stayed that way as she climbed into the bed. There were now two discharges of cum and juices drying out in the crotch. You'd think she'd want it off for that reason alone. And if I was going to spend the night pushed closely together with her, I rather fancied her naked.
The bunk we were sleeping in was never intended for two. Two of us didn't have room to both lay on our backs. I sleep on my side anyway; but it sort of meant my first choice of which side of my body to sleep on might of necessity be my choice for the whole night.
Given the choice of facing the wall or facing Tash, I chose the latter, she also choosing to start the night facing me. So we settled down with our bodies in full length contact, our upper arms over the waist of the other; lower arms squashed under us as comfortably as it would fit; which in my case meant cupping Tash's breast.
After our exercise, drifting off to sleep wasn't hard, even if my cock soon was.
It was probably about 2.30 that something woke me from an erotic dream. That something turned out to be Tash playing the tip of my erection lightly against the swimwear pushed up into her crease; clearly touching up her clit. With the closeness of our face to face sleeping in a single bunk, for all I know it may have been resting there before she even touched it with her hand.
Tash is a funny one. So confident, so exuberant, such a leader normally; she just doesn't seem to be able to get her love life under control. She'll happily go without sex on our otherwise sex charged yacht for a month and then surrender herself to a night of insatiable endless sex -- or at least as endless as her mature aged lover can deliver. And even then, she often needs the role play to overcome her inhibitions. At times she has no problem with my age when taking me as a lover, at other times it's a major barrier.
Since she's nearer a third of my age than half of it, I can be empathetic to her issues; to a point.
I lay there, pretending to continue to be asleep, seeing how far she'd take it.
When she pushed herself closer against me, brought her mound firmly down onto the base of my bent down erection and started running it hard through her crease, the idea of playing at being asleep plainly couldn't sustain itself. I responded by drawing her in with the arm I had over her back; letting her know I was awake.
But I'd decided it was time for the swimmers to come off. I pulled down one of the shoulder straps. She went to resist, but I continued anyway, playing a role one last time by explaining...
"It's time to revel all to your coach."
She relented, letting me peel that side off as far as I could, then submitted as I pushed her onto her back to give me access to the other shoulder. From there as I lay alongside her, I induced her to alternately fold up each leg to let me half pull, half tear the fragile garment entirely from her body. It may have ended up under her thighs, but at least it was off. That point having being established I was happy to go back to letting her guide the sex; as long as it entailed bringing her to a climax. The earlier episode where she'd just had me fuck her to my own climax had left me uncomfortable and guilt ridden; however nice the climax had been.
I lay back down beside her, running my hand from playing with her delightful breasts, down to her crease, waiting to see if she'd turn back on her side and continue to rub my erection into her crease to pleasure herself. But she seemed content to let me finger her.
I don't know how long she'd been playing the tip of my shaft against her clit, but my wet finger soon told me she'd got a good head start on me. I slipped two fingers into her sex to rake her g spot while my thumb stimulated her clit, then leaned over her to suck her nipples; changing nipples each time one of the by then jutting edifices became sloppy and wet.
Wanting to try something new, instead of just rubbing my thumb against her wet clit, I vibrated the tip of my thumb quickly against that of her clit. Trying to do that while hard raking her g spot with two fingers of the same hand is a bit like trying the old 'pat your head and rub your tummy' trick. It may have had some impact on how I was stimulating her g spot, but I didn't really have time to find out.
Almost immediately her arousal went into overdrive; her body tensing as she moaned through a long indrawn breath. That was instantly followed by an orgasm. Not an ordinary orgasm, more something almost life defining. I lifted my head from her breast just in time to see her eyes roll back in her head as she squirted and her legs kicked straight out, whacking the bulkhead with an almighty bang. Her legs shook and quivered and just kept doing it; every part of her body below her waist in a constant state of spasm. Her moans were a long stream of short, sharp almost crying like noises.
It was almost like she had to fight to overcome her upper body's frozen state to reach down and pull my hand from her crotch, then pull my head into her breast, demanding I suck it. Her breasts wobbled provocatively under my face as her shaking legs transmitted a vibration through her whole body. It went on for minutes. Not just one or two, but seemingly five. Every time I thought it was subsiding, she'd suddenly spasm up and start again.
Eventually the hand over my head was moved to under my armpit, telling me to mount her. Her legs were still shaking as she guided my erection into her body.
This time I wanted things to be more personal. Just pounding her with outstretched arms might feel great and offer great visuals, but on the spectrum of sexual interaction, it's somewhere down near the 'using their body to pleasure yourself' end. Whatever just happened -- was still happening - seemed to warrant more than that.
Supporting my weight on my haunches and elbows, I moved my whole body against her as I thrusted my manhood in and out of the tight embrace of her shaking sex. The nipples, hard and jutting firmly up from her large breasts, bent back and forwards with every movement of my chest against them. But more personally, it let me nuzzle against her cheek, kissing it lightly and then stroking my own cheek or nose across it. But in a way, she was almost too out of it from her not yet completed orgasm to react.
I passed my lips across hers to test out her attitude. Her tongue came out and wrestled with mine and our lips jostled each other, but she didn't encourage me to go further.
What did seem to excite her was when I started sucking her neck. She held my head down; making it very clear I should continue. It's funny, but with my head down like that, my chest positioned to brush against her nipples, my weight on my haunches and elbows tucked tightly against Tash's flanks and my back accordingly bent to facilitate my vigorous thrusting, the mental picture popped into my brain that I must look much like a male dog does anxiously humping a female one. We might be face to face, but somehow the posture seemed the same; or at least in the moment it did. That didn't make it any less fun.
I was trying to penetrate deeply enough for the base of my cock to find some contact with Tash's clit where it lay swollen in her shaking crease; but as always it was hard to tell.
The answer only came when I noticed Tash's head pushing itself back into the pillow again as those little crying moans started to reach a new crescendo, suggesting she was approaching another orgasm or at least a new wave of the earlier one. That just encouraged me to try harder. Suddenly she double kicked the bulkhead, her lower body shaking and spasming all over again.
With my erection now being pummelled and shaken by the effects of her climax, it was enough to quickly tip me over the edge and a minute later my brain was flooded by the pleasurable feeling of the rush of cum up my shaft.
It had all been so intense, so physical. Tash fell into a state of la petite mort.
I must have fallen back to sleep fairly quickly because my last memory of that interaction was rolling off to the side with my sticky, still half swollen erection resting between her thighs as she faced me and my back pushed firmly against the side of the boat. If Tash came out of that catatonic state I last remembered her in, she must have looked at the male sleeping next to her and thought "typical male".
That memory can't have been too wrong, because I woke the next morning to find myself in much the same position. We were lying face to face, each with an arm across the other, with Tash having me wedged firmly up against the wall and I now had a full night erection between her thighs and up against her crotch. However, a bit like an erection that grows in a too tight pair of underpants, the result wasn't entirely comfortable. Her thigh gap in which it had initially rested had somewhat closed as she's slept on her side. My hardness had been only partly successful in pushing between them. For the rest of its expansion it was bent and folded, the top of the fold pushed heavily into the front of her crease.
It seemed Tash was still asleep, but I had not the slightest ability to move without waking her.
I lay there, uncertain what to do. It had been a cramped night in a small bunk and one part of my body wanted to get up to get my circulation going. Of course another part of my body, even if somewhat uncomfortable, was clearly showing no lack of circulation and was more than wanting to get up too; but an entirely different sort of 'getting up', even if I was inclined to think it had more than enough indulgences for the night.
After maybe half an hour, I was just starting to think I'd more or less force my way out of the bunk when Tash drifted back to wakefulness. She opened her eyes to find me staring right at them; which must have been disconcerting for her. Maybe instinctively, she lifted her top leg over mine, opening up her thigh gap in a way that let my erection straighten out between her legs, even if it was still wedged firmly along the length of her crease.
"Thank you for last night Ned."
"My pleasure."
"Was it really? Do you mind the role playing?"
I hesitated a moment, trying to get the right calibration for an answer to a question that caught me off guard.
"I'm happy to indulge you. I suppose sometimes it might take away from the real intimacy that I think is important for sex, but not so much that I'd want to deny you what's important to you."
"You're a great lover Ned. The young guys just don't seem to know what to do."
"I'm only an OK lover. Great sex always takes two people contributing to make it great. I'm sure there's a lot of young guys out there who know a lot more about what to do than I ever will. I grew up in different times and with a more limited repertoire."
"I wish I could meet them if they're out there. Some of what the young guys want to do is pretty disgusting. They watch far too much porn. And go off far too quickly."
"I'll have to bow to your experience on that issue."
Now Tash hesitated; even blushed a little.
"Do you want sex?"
I had to smirk; kindly I hoped.
"I only want what you want."
"Really? Doesn't that thing between my legs say otherwise?"
"That's going to happen when I'm pushed naked and up close against such a beautiful woman, regardless of what I might want. All it means is that I'm clearly willing and able."
"What if I said I only want sex if you want it?"
"That sounds like a stand off. OK, let me break it. What I'd really like is for you to make love to me. But I'd also entirely understand if that's not something you want or are in the mood for. But, at the other extreme, I don't need to ejaculate into you just to tame an erection. That would make me really uncomfortable."
With a smile, Tash touched me on the nose, little a mother might when gently reprimanding a child.
"You're such a dag Ned, and I say that in the most complimentary way. Fuck! Every other guy I've had anything to do with only ever seems to be able to think about 'ejaculating into me' as you so eloquently put it. But you know, I do want to make love to you. You've earned it. I don't mean in some sort of transactional sense. I mean in a feelings sort of way."
Tash backed across the bunk, creating space for her to pull me into the centre of it. Then she brought herself forward again. As I move forward, I became aware of something wet under my thigh. Looking down I realised it was her bunched up swimmers, which seem to have taken the brunt of her squirting during the night. I threw them onto the floor before allowing Tash to roll me on my back and mount me. She had the top third of my erection pinned into her crease, no doubt in contact with her clit.
Supporting her upper body weight on her elbows, she rubbed her clit along my shaft, nuzzling my cheek with hers and brushing her nipples across my chest.
"Does it annoy you that I haven't fallen head over heels in love with you like the others?"
"No. Everyone gets to choose who they fall in love with and given our age difference, I might have been more concerned if you did blindly love me."
"What about the way I use you for sex. Does that annoy you?"
"No I'm flattered that you'd want to do so. Why would it annoy me?"
"Because you know as well as I do that the role playing lets me deflect our age differences; and that's putting it nicely."
"That's understandable. If I reversed the positions I'd be the same. Anyhow, are you role playing now?"
"No."
"Are you making love to me?"
"Yes, you know I am."
"Yep, and that makes me a pretty lucky man. So I've got nothing to be annoyed about."
"You always seem to have the right answers, don't you?"
"I try, but then, I mean them too."
By now, after increasing her arousal by teasing her clit against the length of my shaft and then working the tip of my erection against it, Tash was fidgeting her crotch around, aligning the tip with the opening to her sex. I felt the wet, radiating warmth of its embrace it as she found the right spot and pushed down for a degree of initial penetration.
As always, she was tight, almost bending my fully hard erection as she bore down on me. But at least this time, it was her judging how fast to go in, best summarised by 'faster than I'd be game to push against the resistance'. She pushed it in deeply, until her mound was hard up against my pubis and the base of my cock; the top of my balls seemingly embraced by her labia.
She stimulated herself by rocking back and forwards on it; inflaming her clit by rubbing it against my pubis in a circular motion without much changing the degree of penetration. Instead it just screwed my cock around inside her in a very provocative way.
With her upper torso extended on her outstretched arms, her breasts hung seductively in my line of vision. I played with them, as much for my pleasure as hers, alternatively lifting my head to suck them and tweaking them between my fingers while I lay back almost drooling at the pure eroticism of the sight of them.
She soon brought herself to a prolonged climax, easing herself down so that she was moaning in my ear as I felt her contractions bear against my manhood, while I continued to vigorously tweak her nipples.
As soon as it was finished she was back again on her outstretched arms, circling again.
For me, the feeling was nice. It was erotically nice to have my cock embraced by her body and nice to know that it was me she was getting off on and not some fantasy male. But I've always found the reverse missionary position one that doesn't too quickly test my endurance, even with Tash's tight sex.



Once or twice some change in the screwing motion of my erection in her vagina caused a surge of pleasure to flood through its length, but it was never prolonged enough to start that process of brewing up my balls; letting it subside before it got an unstoppable momentum.
She brought herself to another climax; this one a bit longer, her lower body quivering in response.
Through her moaning in my ear, she added...
"Oh god Ned, that was nice. How do you do it?"
I stroked my hand through her hair...
"I don't. You do."
"What do you want me to do for you?"
"I want you to enjoy yourself for as long as you want and I last."
Again she lifted herself back on her arms and started circling. But now her movement included a bit more in and out. That was a bit more provocative. I started to calculate how long I could last. I knew if I just lay here and let it happen, it would be something of a damp squid discharge. Nice enough, but not something that was going to blow your mind. That's just the way I find it happens if I'm triggered by these subtle movements, instead of some good firm thrusting.
Tash was clearly working towards another climax and I dearly wanted her to get there before I felt compelled to override her movements and thrust from under her. I tried countermoveing to her action, minimising the in and out movement while increasing the circling action that was clearly working for her; all to give me a bit more endurance.
To try and move her along, I furiously sucked at one nipple while tweaking the other; acutely focusing on her breathing, trying to judge how close she was and whether anything I was doing was making it better or worse. As her nipples jutted further and became as hard as rocks and little moans started emanating from deep within her, I fought to hang on just that little bit longer.
I was so pleased when she came again. This time as she bent down over me to moan in my ear, I wrapped my arms around her and started furiously pumping up into her quivering sex. Her moans rose in pitch as they were joined by my own groans of pleasure. Even before her climax was finished I was flooding her sex with my cum as wave after ejeculative wave of it pleasurably rushed up my shaft to forlornly invade her body.
In the end, she was left collapsed down on top of me, both of us panting in a spent state.
She recovered first; easing herself off the bunk. But immediately she almost fell to the floor.
"Ohmygod, my legs are killing me. I seemed to have pulled every muscle in them last might."
She struggled to don one of her fuck me bikinis. She bent down and gave me a quick kiss on the lips...
"Thanks Ned. That was great. I was getting desperate for a good fuck, but I never expected what you gave me last night. Now I'm famished. Are you ready for breakfast?"
I watched her arse wiggle and her legs wobble as she exited the cabin before I eased myself out of the bunk. With nothing to put on, I leisurely followed her out, still naked. Ellen was sitting at the table facing me while Tash was in the galley serving herself some cereal.
"Morning. How was the night?"
She asked it straight, although I didn't doubt the question had an undertone. I was about to answer as Tash cut in...
"Want some cereal?"
I stopped by the edge of the table as I answered Tash... "Please."
As I was momentarily distracted, Ellen cupped my balls. My cock, sort of flaccid, but still with that post sex swollen feeling, rested across her wrist...
"My god, it's even stickier than last night. Look it's covered in gunk."
I looked down. She was exaggerating. Yes, I suspected it was sticky to the touch and there was some evidence of...'cough'... dried bodily fluids -- both mine and Tash's I'd say. But 'covered in gunk' was definitely a beat up.
"Sorry, I'll go and put something on."
Ellen beamed a smile at me...
"Definitely wash it first. And who threw who against the cabin wall last night? For a minute I thought I was going to have to stage an intervention."
Tash leaned over the half bulkhead that separated the galley from the bench seat Ellen was sitting on. Putting an arm around each of her shoulders, she cupped Ellen's breasts as she brought her head alongside Ellen. Then looking up at me, she answered...
"That was me having orgasmic seizures. I'm starting to see what makes Amy such a screamer."
Ellen squeezed my balls a bit in mock torture of me as she looked at me with challenging eyes...
"So, you're giving other girls seizures and not me. Are you playing favourites?"
"You've passed out many times."
See broadened her grin as she obviously amused herself with her thought...
"That's different. I probably just fell asleep. A seizure is taking it to another level."
"I can't control how you react. But we can work on seizures if that's your ambition."
"Good. Now go and wash that thing before it starts to smell."
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It was getting late in the cyclone season. It was time to leave Fiji. We'd explored it to death and the next leg of our journey could be protected by good forecasting and route planning with just an appropriate amount of luck thrown in. That and a full dose of Ellen's navigational and planning skills.
The next stop was the island chain of Vanuatu. We be sailing in company with Liddy and the yacht she was on. That didn't necessarily mean always being in visual range. Indeed at night, that can be more of a hazard then a safety benefit.
No, with the boats nearly the same size and approximately the same speed, it meant leaving together and keeping in contact; knowing each was only ever a shortish distance away from the other. Ideally, one would always be able to track the other on the AIS.
The day before we left, while Amy and Tash were ashore with Liddy getting last minute supplies for both yachts, Ellen sat me down at the dining table in the main cabin, laid out all the charts and her notes, and gave me her usual detailed navigation briefing and trip plan.
Sailing in these tropical areas isn't something to be taken lightly. Quite apart from cyclones, many yachts have come to grief on a reef. We were already aware of one that we'd sat on for sundowners (evening drinks shared between yachties) that had suffered that fate; as had the yacht we'd saved Ellen from. Mind you, with the gaggle of beauties I have on the yacht, we're a popular target for sundowner invitations.
Modern chart plotters are great, but all too easily breed complacency. If zoomed out to large scale while crossing ocean distances, a reef in the way can just disappear from their display altogether. Ellen spends hours poring over the charts covering our intended routes, identifying any potential hazard, working out current flows that can affect our course made good, integrating all of that with the weather forecast and generally making sure the trip will be as safe as possible.
Then she gives me a download like this. The intellect and attention to detail she brings to the job is incredible and absolutely invaluable to my sense of security as the skipper of the boat. Which is why it has always embarrassed me that I'm usually sitting there alongside her with a massive boner under the table while she's going through it. It sort of just reinforces any prejudices about men only being able to think through their cock.
Superficially, the problem has always been that she usually only has one of her 'fuck me' bikinis on as she briefing me and for us both to see the features on the chart she's pointing out, we tend to be sitting incredibly close. As she bends over the chart to point something out to me it often puts her teasingly covered tits hanging right in my line of vision and if I point out a feature on the map to ask her about it, I often find my forearm brushing against the underside of her breast.
But it's deeper than that. There's just something so special about Ellen. Part of that is the aura that surrounds her. Just sitting next to her feels inappropriately intimate, as if, already being inside the force field of her aura, I'm violating her body. Violating with permission maybe, but even more sexually exciting because of that.
The other part is our intellectual bond. She can play my brain like a fiddle, challenge me in debating the most obtuse topic, banter amusingly with me and then leave me awe struck as to how someone so young can know so much and apply the knowledge so intelligently.
And being a mere male, all of that translates into a sexual desire for her.
There have been times it's taken all of my self control not to bend her over the table and have sex with her on it. But l have always hidden my arousal simply because I didn't want her to feel I was devaluing her work. And that usually meant sitting at the table for a while after she'd finished and got up - me apparently studying the chart, but as much in reality waiting for the boner to go down.
I had of course revealed this weakness to her as I attempted to mollify her jealousy about my giving vent to a moment of extreme lust towards Amy. To my relief she'd seemed to have got some comfort from my admission instead of being offended at my lustful weakness.
This briefing was following the usual script.
Half way through it I was sitting there with this great boner stretching my swimming briefs well over the waistband and I could feel it weeping pre-cum. Ellen's body was pressed against mine from her hips to her shoulder and as I looked to where she bent over the chart pointing out a reef, I could see just an edge of her left areola peeking out from the hem of the tiny triangle bikini top covering her breast. I was trying desperately to focus on what's she saying and all I could think about is undressing her and giving vent to my lust.
But none of this was new. All I could really do was try harder to concentrate.
It was mid-sentence that Ellen drew back from the chart, sat upright and without saying anything, put her hand under the table and brushed it lightly through my crotch. Immediately detecting my balls standing firm and proud from the hard base of my erection, she used two fingers to touch up the length of my shaft, judging its hardness at various points and overall length before circling the tip and feeling the pre-cum that had permeated through the material.
She turned and looked at me...
"You do get excited don't you. There's nothing half-hearted about that, is there?"
Her raised eyebrows widened the appearance of her eyes and the smirk on her face had a 'come fuck me' invitation about it. That's my problem. I've never really been an entirely impulsive person. I'm always inhibited by the myriad of questions that are attached to any course of action. That's why I let the girls instigate the sex. That's also why, when I gave into a lustful impulse towards Amy, Ellen felt slighted as me never having responded to her that way.
Even now, even after the incident and subsequent discussion with Ellen, even with her 'come fuck me' look, I had to mentally rip out the nails that had me pinned to the seat in indecision.
I put one arm around her shoulders and the hand of the other inside her bikini top where the barest sliver of exposed areola had been teasing me as she worked through her plan. Pulling her in for a kiss, I tried to bring her delightful breasts against my chest; although really as nothing more than the first step in getting my erection into her body. To my relief, rather than surprise, Ellen immediately responded, bringing both arms around me and rubbing them up and down my back.
We wrestled briefly on the seat, groping and caressing each other, as I urgently tried to overcome the obstacles preventing me from bringing my aching hardness into play against her. But the limitations of human geometry and the way the table overlapped the seat made it impossible to get our legs from a sitting position to a lying one without doing significant injury to ourselves or the table.
With an extreme impatience born of mutual unleashed lust, I instead drew her up onto the table. As she got her legs onto the seat cushion, turned to face me and rose against me to sit me with her legs straddling me, her crotch half over the side of the table and her feet still on the cushion, I sucked and nuzzled her breasts as they passed across my face and rubbed my hand deeply into the gusset of her bikini pants, pushing the material into her open crease and feeling her already swollen clit as juices permeated through the cloth to dampen my fingers.
Now it was my turn to draw my feet up onto the seat, still rubbing her crotch as I rose; kissing her passionately as my free hand pulled the lower string on her bikini top to free her breasts from the top's teasing embrace and leave them exposed for my carnal viewing.
As I hastily elevated myself up on my knees on the seat, the tip of my erection hooked under the edge of the table. Too impatient to backtrack, I simply continued to rise, letting it bend down below horizontal within its swimwear sheath until it slipped off the edge, flicking upwards. As it released I thrust my hips forward, driving the tip of the shaft, whose return to vertical was slowed by the swimwear, into where it was captured by her crotch.
Dry humping her to give some outlet to the aching demands of my erection, I laid her down on her back on the table with my body over her. I continued to dry hump her as I shuffled us both further onto the table to bring my legs to a position where they could drive the lustful pounding I was about to give her.
Satisfied with our position on the table, with the clumsy impatience of a teenager who's suddenly realised for the first time a girl has consented to actually have sex with him, I reached down each side to pull the side ties of her bikini pants. With my hips already raised to facilitate my dry humping of her crotch, I slid my hand between our bodies to pull the now freed material from between her legs. With one of the two layers of material separating our bodies removed, as I brought the tip of my erection back into her crotch, I immediately felt the warm juices of her body soak through.
As I'd pulled Ellen's bikini pants off her, the back of my palm had brushed seductively against the back of Ellen's as she slipped her hand into my swimwear to undo the drawstring and let her pull the waistband wide open. She slipped her hand inside my pants again, wrapped her fingers around my shaft and slid them down towards the tip, pulling it momentarily away from the contact with her crease to let her flip the material over it and expose it my naked shaft for the real action.
Then she guided it into her sex.
I can't describe the pleasure and sheer relief I felt as my shaft rapidly and easily penetrated fully into her beautiful body.
As I lay on top of her, she started to peel the pants off my bum, but I was already thrusting and in too much of a hurry to risk a hernia going through the contortions required to get the pants down my legs and over my feet while lying penetrated on top of her. And I certainly wasn't going to delay things by withdrawing and sitting up to do it.
Instead, with the waistband tucked loosely under my balls, I rapidly banged away at her; encouraged by the hands she had on my partly exposed bum and the way she lifted her hips to throw them back at me to meet each thrust. With the weight of my upper body supported by my elbows and forearms, my head was suspended a mere inch over hers, each of us staring intensely into the eyes of the other, stupid grins on our faces.
Normally I'd bring myself up on outstretched arms to let me stare down at her beautiful body as I fucked her. But there was something too raw in the lust I felt for her to follow the normal script. To raise myself up felt like it would be too cerebral, too missionary even. No. What I wanted, what we both wanted, was for sex that was fast, dirty and hot.
As I pumped away at her, I could tell Ellen was as inflamed as I was. As I watched her eyes roll back in her head as she bit her lips, it was apparent she'd already reached a new height of arousal. I could see she was heading for a quick orgasm. The crotch play and dry humping had got her nicely warmed up. That very special clit of hers; big enough and well enough positioned that it was stimulated against my shaft as I thrust, made this sort of selfish pumping sex with her as guilt free as any you could have. I'll swear I could feel it drawing up and down the length of the upper surface of my erection with every thrust; adding a little to my arousal but sending hers through the roof.
Her mouth formed into a little 'o' just before she put her hand behind my head and pulled my face in to kiss me; thrusting her tongue deeply into my mouth as the up-thrusting of her hips to meet mine became harder and faster. She was groaning into my mouth; just demur little Ellen like groans, but groans just the same. And, with our lips sealed together, almost drawing the breath from my lungs with the depth of her own breathing.
As she came, she let out the slightly less demur little groan that typified her orgasms, pushing her hips up at me and holding my bum in tightly, as if trying to hold me at full penetration. But I was too worked up to stop banging away at her yet. My thrusts were guided by her into a shorter, deeper penetrating version of the full length previous ones, but as I felt her contractions bear down on my hardness, they were no less pleasurable.
Ellen tightened her grip on me, adding to my building excitement. I craved more of the movement of my body against hers, so I brought my legs up under my haunches to let me take some of my own weight. Then I slipped my arm under her waist, lifting her back off the table and bringing her stomach up to mine, also making my chest brush firmly against the nipples that stood proud over her upthrust breasts while touching my cheek against the softness of hers.
There was something terribly passionate about holding her up like that. An intensity of connection. Maybe a male dominance and control sort of thing, but I'd argue against it being toxic. I could feel the effects of my thrusts on her body; feel it slightly rag doll under me with every thrust, even as she pushed back in response.
It also gave me an angle against her tightened vagina that seemed to give her the even deeper penetration she was signalling for; making it easier for me to grind my pubis deeper into her crease and against her clit.
The loose triangles of her bikini top rested between her breasts. As they bunched as I moved against her they, to my lustful mind, despoiled the purity of her nakedness. Still thrusting as I balanced up on one elbow, I flipped it over her head to remove its distraction.
My own groans were signalling to her that my climax was well on its way too.
It seemed she wasn't ready for that, because in a very un-Ellen like way she started moaning...
"Oooouuu, no...not yet Ned...ooww...ooowww...please...Ned please..."
As she sensed my groans growing a bit more determined, she continued...
"Please Ned, a bit longer...oh yes...that's good...oooouuu...oouu...oouu...Ou..."
By now I was desperately hanging on; already angling my hard jerking thrusts to try and reduce the stimulation added layer by layer with every one. Just in time, what had been building in Ellen burst forth...a prolonged, deep primeval moan...
That was the end of me. With a bellowing groan I came, hard thrusting into her and holding it there with every surge of cum that rushed up my shaft and sprayed itself against her cervix.
With each of us immersed in the throes of powerful climaxes, we ended up as two writhing bodies, locked in an unsynchronised battle of pushing, thrusting hips and grinding actions, squirming and half rolling, each of us trying to maximise our own pleasures while emitting random groans that came together about as well as a badly out of tune orchestra.
I lay on top of her, both of us panting and sweating, in absolutely no hurry to withdraw my manhood from the delightful embrace of her sex for as long as it stayed hard. But in a very practical Ellen like manner, she eventually unromantically declared...
"Ned, I think we'd better get up. I'm leaking onto the chart."
It had been all of five minutes since I'd first thrust my hand inside her bikini top. A possible record for a quick quickie if ever there was one.
Laughing at the thought of Ellen's concern about staining the chart, I eased myself off her, allowing Ellen eventually to sit up and, with no towel handy, causing a significant discharge right onto the main Island of Fiji.
As I grabbed a paper towel and wiped up the worst of a stain - one that would remain as a perpetual reminder of this little interlude with her - I couldn't help notice her body had left a distinct Turin Shroud like sweaty imprint of her naked body. A shadow of that would also permanently imprint itself on the chart. I'm not going to deny that in the years that followed, I occasionally pulled that chart out and held it to a light that exaggerated the imprint, vividly remembering the specialness of the moment.
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We spent nearly three months cruising Vanuatu in company with the yacht Liddy shared with the couple who owned it.
From the day it happened, the arrival back of the owners of Liddy's yacht had created a little something of an issue for her in so far as our Thursday is her 'sleepover' night with me arrangements were concerned.
Even though she had, for a year, put up with the noise of the couple indulging in sex on the yacht while she was aboard, she felt quite inhibited about me coming aboard one night a week to meet her needs. The first time we tried it Liddy was incredibly distracted by every noise we made.
The problem for Liddy went beyond just being heard making noise. They were old family friends. They'd known both her husbands. They'd also known her when she was, in her own words, 'a good Jewish girl'. It might be the case they were willing to run around the boat naked in front of her and have her do the same, but Liddy felt embarrassed to be caught in the act of being sexually liberated, even though they'd known from the outset it was happening.
So just having me on the yacht and disappearing into her cabin with her immediately created a degree of discomfort for her.
Mostly - probably entirely - it was in Liddy's head. As far as I could see, they weren't actually passing judgement on her. In fact they seemed to me to be pretty liberated people themselves and made a point of being nice to me while I was there.
Liddy, instead, spending Thursday night on my yacht, didn't entirely solve the problem.
Firstly there was the issue of the logistics for her staying the night. On the other yacht, Liddy had me to herself for that one night. When she'd moved aboard our yacht for a longer period, she willing shared the bunk with the other girls and participated in the group sex. But when she only had one night a week with me, she sort of felt she should get exclusive access.
Even though the other girls understood that, it wasn't a trivial thing to accommodate the arrangement. My cabin was pretty well Amy's and Ellen's permanent bunk. Rather than displace them, I moved into the forward double cabin for the night with Liddy. But that wasn't really used very much and had long since become the default storage area for extra equipment and other stuff. So we had to clean it out every Thursday morning - cluttering up the passageways with the gear - then repack it Friday morning.
But for Liddy the real problem was still going back to the yacht the next morning in what she felt the others knew to be her 'just fucked' state. What we did on those Thursday nights - being her one and only night of the week was, let's just call it, pretty intense. But neither of us are spring chickens any more. Arriving back on her own yacht Friday mornings left her hyper sensitive to every bow legged stance or limp, let alone any sign of a discharge or dampness, least it reveal the intensity of the sex she'd just had.
But the simple fact was, it was just in her head. She knew it and started to become more blazie about it over time; until the point came we were able to have noisy sex on Liddy's yacht; often able to hear the other couple doing the same while we did.
After we'd finished cruising Vanautu, a critical change of arrangements occurred. From there, we were heading to the Loyalty Islands and on to New Caledonia in the WSW direction that would eventually lead us back to Australia. The owners of Liddy's yacht were heading NW to the Solomon's, then on to Indonesia to continue their World trip.
It took her a while to finally make the decision, but Liddy elected to come with us.
That left five of us on the boat.
In many ways, that made life easier. It meant that, while we were at sea, there could be two watches of two, with me as the floating skipper; able to supervise and help out with both watches as required. Of course, it also freed me up to meet the sexual expectations of both watches, without compromising my 'two persons on deck' rule.
Ellen was one watch captain with Tash as her offsider. Amy was the other, with Liddy. Ellen was particularly chuffed about the new arrangement because, with Tash normally sleeping in her own bunk, Ellen got me to herself when I retired to the bunk during her off watch. It sort of made up for when Amy got me to herself when there were only four of us aboard.
While actually cruising both the Loyalty Islands and New Caledonia, where there was only daylight sailing, Ellen, Amy and Liddy equivocated between having four in the bed and taking turns at one of them sharing the bunk cabin with Tash on a rotational basis. Four in the bed was pretty crowded and still entailed one of them taking turns not being in contact with me. But in the end, that's mostly what they did; with the exception of Liddy sometimes taking her 'odd girl out' turn as a chance for a less crowded night in the bunk cabin. Tash just claimed her more modest sex quota as the mood took her.
Sex with three of them at one time was pretty bizarre; even by the standards of what went on in the yacht. There is no manual or cultural heritage for a three woman foursome. It's not something any of us had even thought about before. So we had to make it up.
I suppose we tried everything. One on top (or the bottom) with one to each side, one to my front, another cuddled against my back with the other waiting her turn off to the side and a variety of other combinations that left me with hands, tongue, thighs and cock all over the place trying to keep all of them engaged at once. Whatever way, I seemed to end up with a female body pressed against every inch of my flesh.
But like a long married couple, certain regular patterns of sexual behaviour soon emerged for our group sex.
The pussy stack became one of the three regular fall backs; three of them face up with their hips - legs apart - stacked one on top of the other, their bodies fanned out in a tight semi-circle which left me with a view of each of their breasts and the inner arm of the lower bodies just free enough to be capable of independent movement and to let the shoulders of the top girl rest on the bunk.
The girls organised their own rotation of who was on top and who was on the bottom. I was responsible for remembering whose turn it was to take the cum shot and making sure I didn't go off prematurely and get it wrong.
The girls had started the idea. The first time it happened on the boat, I'd come naked into the cabin after my shower to find the three of them stacked on the end of the bunk, their knees bent over the end so that their lower legs bent towards the floor and their pussies were right on the edge of the bunk ; all of them grinning up at me like Cheshire cats. For this first one, Amy was on top, Liddy next fanned to my left and Ellen on the bottom fanned to the right. So much for any subtly in the foreplay. Clearly there was going to be bedtime sex.
Only Ellen was cheeky enough to try and break the ice...
"Oh dear, we seem to have fallen on our back on the bunk. I hope you won't take advantage of us."
My manhood had responded to the sight in a fairly predictable way. But on the spur of the moment I blurted out a parry to Ellen's challenge...
"Wouldn't think of it. I'll go and see if I can use the top bunk in Tash's room for the night."
I started to back out of the room, closing the door as I went. Ellen dealt with me unmercifully...
"Get back in here you dropkick and take advantage of us. Age must be affecting your judgement even if it isn't affecting your cock."
In an entirely mature way, I responded by poking my tongue out at her as I re-entered the room and went to kneel down between their stacked legs. But I underestimated the quickness of Ellen's playful wit and even that turned against me...
"I hope that tongue's a promise and not an insult."
As much as one can think with a raging erection, I pondered how best to approach the human puzzle I was presented with; how to satisfy everyone, make it seem romantic and sexy and engage them as loving people, not just a stack of vaginas made available for my use. Only once before had I been offered up a pussy stack and that was when Tash initiated one where they were all bent face down over the soft side of the beached RIB.
I seemed to have carried that off acceptably, but in that first moment it struck me that this one was a more complex puzzle. Now I had three pairs of eyes and expectant faces looking straight up at me - well actually, more accurately, looking down between their legs at me. And those faces were the faces of people I loved dearly; imposing a higher burden on me to get it right.
Face down offered none of the problems such as who, if anyone, should I be kissing and which breasts should I suck or play with. And face up also reminded me that in this stack, the young, adventurous, emotionally unengaged ringleader Tash had been substituted by the much older, more conservative and possibly coerced Liddy.
Finally, in some ways, the angles of approach to everything in the stack seemed more contortionist face up; or so I thought in that first moment.
But I needed to act quickly or I knew Ellen would soon come out with her 'get on with it' directive; always pushing me to be more impulsive and urgent with my love making instead of exercising my more natural caution.
I gently ran my finger down through the three stacked creases, from top to bottom. Amy and Ellen were already aroused; their creases open like blossoming flowers and already moist to the touch. But Liddy, in the centre of the stack, wasn't; my finger running across the top of her labia as much as through her crease. So in a way, the need for foreplay that identified directed my next move.
Still kneeling between their legs, I ran my hand up, palms down but thumbs extended, between their legs and up each of Amy's flanks. That meant that, after crossing over the delectable threshold of Amy's mound and upper thighs, the flat of my hands dropped down and ran across the exposed lower stomach of each of Liddy and Ellen and up until I cupped their inner breast; all while my thumb stroked gently, and I hoped sensuously, along the side of Amy's body, extending over her slender frame to just reach the outer surface of her stomach and lower chest.
Both Liddy's and Ellen's nipples responded quickly to my touch; rising into hard buttons jutting over the delightful projections of the orbs of their breasts. At first I didn't want to just tweak their nipples in some sort of erogenous zone direct attack, choosing instead to run my hands up and down their bodies a few times with their nipples as the terminus.
But when I'd done that and had them responding nicely, I was able to tweak the inner breast of each of them with the tips of my fingers, while lifting my thumbs up to drag to the side and circle both Amy's nipples; getting an immediate and impressive reaction from them too.
All the while I'd been still kneeling between their legs, my face almost planted in their collective crotches, watching Liddy's labia for an arousal reaction from her. When it came, I wondered whether it was time to move on to clits and g spots. The truth was, I was being cowardly. Kneeling where I was, I could play the nipples of all three of them; almost without favouritism.
And yet, laid out before me were the naked bodies of three stunning woman. All I had to do was stand up a little to view them in all their carnal delight. But that might mean I'd have to make a choice as to who to pleasure with my lips and tongue.
The visual temptation was too great. I climbed onto my feet; bending over them as I continued to tweak their nipples as I took in the vista under me.
I decided to help Liddy along; bending down to her outer breast to take it into my mouth and play with her until now unoccupied nipple; all while contorting my arms and hands to keep tweaking the others.
Bending over bought the mid-point of my shaft into light contact with Amy's mons. Taking advantage of the fact that, as the one on top, she had her arms and hands completely free, Amy wrapped her arms around my mid section and lifted her hips to started running her crease along the length of my shaft; humming in satisfaction as she pleasured herself. I could feel how wet and aroused she was.
My thumbs could soon feel Amy's nipples harden and jut even more as she quickly worked herself into a higher state of arousal. Emboldened, she lifted her crease until the tip of my erection slipped into it; then her hand guided it into her sex.
This was all happening a bit faster than I'd intended to go; but that was probably inevitable with Amy on top. I initially pushed myself in to fully penetrate her. But only momentarily. After a couple of quite enjoyable full length thrusts, I withdrew to a shallow penetration, dropped my hips a smidgen to let me thrust at her in an upward direction, then thrust firmly in a way that raked the tip of my shaft against the front lower half of her vagina.
With a sensitive g spot and even more sensitive nipples, I knew Amy would be easy meat for a quick orgasm. And with Amy, once she's had her first orgasm, more just seem to keep coming (or is that cumming).
Had I thought too much about it, I might have worried that starting Amy so early in the proceedings would leave the other two with a big catch up - something I'd feel responsibility for. But that's the thing about having your cock full of blood and buried in a woman while your eyes are overwhelmed with the sight of beautiful female flesh laid out under you. The brain doesn't have the time to think too much.
Amy didn't disappoint. She was soon squirming, writhing and moaning up a storm. I had to wonder how Liddy, immediately under her, was coping with being bounced around on like that. As Amy reached her expletive ridden climax, she threw her hips up at me like she usually does to hold my hardness in maximum penetration while her contractions bear down on it; but I tried to use an embrace of her waist to limit her tendency to slam them back down on Liddy while she follows that up with a series of hard, full length, thrusts to prolong her climax with.
Now Amy had climaxed, it was time to get serious with the others. My options were limited. I suppose I could have just worked my way down the stack; withdrawing from Amy and penetrating Liddy, while still bent over the three of them; sucking nipples and playing with breasts to my heart's content.
Instead I dropped back to kneeling upright between their legs. Liddy was now visually as aroused as the others, so I didn't need to worry as much about the niceties of foreplay before fingering her clit and sex. I found the kneeling position put Ellen's sex at about the half the extended height of my engorged manhood, so it seemed like a good idea to bend it down and penetrate her.
It worked because it let me comfortably half penetrate her in an upward direction. Ellen's g spot lies a bit deeper than Amy's shallow one; but I could go more than deep enough to firmly rake it by just rocking back and forwards. That also created a space between my body and the three crotches in the pussy stack so that I could easily finger the others and even watch the erotic sight of my shaft slipping in and out of Ellen while my fingers immersed themselves in the bodies of Liddy and Amy.
Again, going with habit and what worked in the past, I fingered Liddy and Amy by penetrating them with two fingers to tickle up their g spot while stroking their clit with my opposing thumb. On past form, Liddy was going to be the slowest to reach a climax, which meant I took it slowly with my thrusting of Ellen while concentrating on reading Liddy's reactions to make sure I was having maximum effect on her.
As for Amy, she sort of just kept climaxing to what I had to admit was almost robotic fingering of her; doing little more that automatically mirroring with her what I was doing to Liddy. I could only hope Amy's erotic high was having as powerful effect on the girls as it was on me. I could feel my shaft surging as a reaction to her obvious state of pleasure. Indeed I had to forcefully resist the urge to simply hammer away with my shaft in Ellen as a response to it.
As Liddy breathing became heavier and her bodily reactions signalled she was getting closer to a climax, I upped the stimulation of Ellen; thrusting a bit faster and with a firmer upward pressure on her g spot. Soon Ellen's thighs were quivering up a storm; quickly joined by Liddy's.
Liddy went first; moaning loudly as I felt her thighs tighten and she started writhing. She tried to reach around the top of Amy's thigh to hold my hand into her sex as she usually does when fingered to a climax like this. But with Amy already writhing around on top of her in her almost continuous state of orgasm, couldn't reach me. It didn't matter. I knew what she liked and just kept at it.
Two sold thrusts later and Ellen joined the climax party. Now I had three women in a stack, all randomly writhing and hip thrusting, moaning - or in Amy's case, screaming - and each of them reaching out to instinctively hold my hand, head or body closer to them; but none quite able to grab me. Even Amy on top would sometimes start to bend forward to try and grab me; only to have to throw her head back on the bunk and raise her hips again as she was overwhelmed by another wave of her climax.
I just kept doing what I had to do to make their orgasms run on as long as possible.
As Liddy and Ellen relaxed back spent on the bunk, I knew it was my turn. There was no point waiting for Amy's climax to pass. As long as I kept stimulating her, she'd keep climaxing; more or less anyway.
I lifted myself onto my feet. It was Liddy's turn to take the cum-shot. I bent over the stacked girls, bending my now quite anxious shaft down to locate it at the entrance to Liddy's sex. As I moved my torso further over the girls, I brought myself into full penetration of her.
On this first attempt at a fanned out pussy stack, I found it difficult to get a comfortable position. Initially I tried not to put my weight on the girls. That meant moving my feet back to keep them on the ground to support the weight of the lower half of my body, while spreading my arms out wide to put them on the bunk either side of the fanned out girl stack to support the upper half; putting no weight on the girls at all.
The advantage was it gave me an almost unlimited ability in both stroke length, speed and angle, to maximise my shaft's pleasure from pounding Liddy while also giving me a great view of the three gorgeous bodies laid out under me. The disadvantage was it was torturously uncomfortable on every part of the rest of my body and lacked the immediate intimacy I usually like to be part of sex.
I let my shaft have its pleasure for as long as I could take it. But as I felt the first twinges of those shoots of ecstasy that signalled my climax was on its way, I flattened myself out on the girls, bringing my body down so it straddled Amy and Liddy. It meant almost my full weight came on them but it was beautifully intimate; Amy's large breast and hard nipple pushing into my chest as I sucked Liddy's neck while I humped her through my final pre-climax moments.
The orgasm was a good one and while the pussy stack, using more or less the sequence of events outlined for the first, became one of our regular techniques, it wasn't my favourite. I suppose you could call it efficient. We all got orgasms and, in the scheme of things, took a lot less time and energy than some of the alternatives. But to me it lacked intimacy and passion; or at least meaningful passion rather than just the type that boils up your balls and makes you dump your load.
Another common group sex position certainly had more intimacy and passion, even if it did lack structure. I doubt it has an identifiable name; or at least one any more generic than an orgy; although the girls did christen it with one.



If you walked in mid orgy, you'd probably find one girls straddling my cock, riding it or pleasuring herself on it, one sitting on my face having me pleasure her and one straddling my stomach between them (as far as I can tell) likely being fingered by the one by the one sitting on my cock. If you stayed watching, you'd see them rotate after they all had an orgasm - although, if one of them was taking too long, they might not wait for the straggler.
Amy would almost certainly be screaming, or at least moaning up a storm which would make Meg Ryan's acting look completely pathetic, Liddy moaning quite audibly and Ellen somewhat grunting.
The girls, in mocking reference to the famous 69'er, called it the one eleven.
If Amy and Ellen were the two over my face and stomach, it's very likely the one on my face would be turned around and pashing the one on my stomach, playing with, even sucking, each other tits while the one behind still fingered the one in the middle. In a group sex situation, Amy and Ellen have completely accepted Issie's concept of BOB (Bi on the boat) and embraced it as a way of having multiple orgasms while they wait their turn on my cock. Liddy's happy to go through the motions of fingering (quite skilfully, so Ellen tells me), but less inclined to get into a full on pash.
Anyway, when Amy and Ellen were fooling around like this, because of the way the one on my face was leaning into the one behind her, the girls said the one eleven had become the forty one.
As for me? Well, with my tongue buried in one of their creases or up their sex and the weight of three women on me, I'm barely capable of sound or movement. I liked to use my hands to play with the tits of the one on my face, or sometimes reach back to the one on my stomach. At some stage, the last one to ride my cock would tighten her grip on me and you'd definitely hear some grunting. As I've come, it's been known for the one riding my cock to get thrown off by the throw of my hips; although frankly that's somewhat disappointing as I'm left squirting my seed into the air afterwards, so I try not to react that vigorously.
Most of the time, the somewhat erotically narrow view I've got means I barely know who I've got my cock in. All I know is that I've got to hold it until the third one before I cum. But the girls know that too, so they're not too tight on me until then.
More intimate still is when they all lay down on me; leaving me buried under a pile of three fanned out female bodies, each vigorously rubbing their bodies up and down on and pashing me on whatever flesh each one can access, almost tussling for prime position. I can feel their hips shoving each other as my erection exits one vagina and is pushed into another. Sometimes the angle it's bent at, or the tone of Amy's or one of the others cries, might tell me who bouncing on it, but at least half the time they seem to be in some sort of upside down pussy stack and I don't know which woman I'm penetrated into.
And partly that's because always, those without the cock in them are wetting the top of my thighs with their juices as they rub themselves on them. So they're moving about as vigorously as the one riding my cock.
It's almost amusing as I'm just lying there with three women pleasuring themselves on top of me periodically having one of them go off into an orgasm; or sometimes all three together will be in the throes of one.
In some ways the body pile on is my favourite group sex position. It's just so intimate; the women's lips all over my face, six breasts rubbing up and down on my chest and upper arms, three creases fighting for the attention of my manhood and six beautiful legs entwined around mine. Who could ask for more?
If it sounds a bit passive for me, it is. But that's a positive. I can erotically respond to whatever erogenous zone I come into contact with without having to worry about favouritism or getting it wrong; which takes a lot of pressure off me. The only real issue is it's so overwhelmingly erotic I've been known to cum before everyone's satisfied they've had their turn.
It's nothing that a bit of selective fingering and breast sucking won't fix immediately afterwards, but for that reason, while it might be my favourite group sex position, it's not the girls'. And of course, they're the ones in control.
Of course there are times - many times - when the girls ditch the group sex thing and look for individual attention.
I have to say, that's more my style; even if it means I spend half the day in bed.
As time has gone on, we've all reached a better understanding of how this works with the least friction or jealously. From my point of view, the answer is easy. I'm allowed to respond to a come on from them without having to worry about what the others might think. Essentially it's up to the girls to sort it out and, so far, it seems to work with a minimum of friction.
Initially there were some Ioose rules between them to make sure things didn't get out of control. But as they got to know and trust each other better, the rules fell away and it's become a much more 'we'll sort it out' approach. I know there are days they'll basically have a schedule for me, others they'll be operating on a whim; but then a whim that will generally inspire the others to follow.
All I have learnt my cost is that it's better if I don't surrender to a sudden rush of lustful blood to my head. That can lead to jealousies. But then, with my balls constantly drained, that's hardly a major problem.
Perhaps what was most surprising was the fact that things hadn't really settled into a more normal routine. And by that I mean even newly minted couples get over having to have sex every day in a relatively short time and girls, the ones controlling our relationship, are meant to have lower sex derives than men.
.
And yet, the intensity of the sexual relations on the boat stayed as high as they'd always been.
As much as these things can be analysed - and you can be sure that Liddy and I have - the catalyst for this seems to be Amy. She admits that after the horror of her marriage, good sex in a loving relationship is simply something she can't get enough of. It's like she's discovered sex - real sex - for the first time and found, not only does she like it, it's like she's addicted to it.
When she first joined the boat, Liddy described Amy's need for sex as being like the effervescence you get when you open a well shaken pop bottle. But what has surprised Liddy is you sort of expect that effervescence to burn itself out fairly quickly. Patently, Amy's hadn't. It might in time - I'm sure it will - but has shown no sign of doing so yet.
That seems to do two things that sets the tone on the boat. Firstly, the sexual environment that Amy creates on the boat - and with the noise she makes, there's no getting away from it - seems to be somewhat contagious amongst the girls. Even Liddy admits her libido runs at a level she never expected to see again, or even experienced before, and Ellen is just as likely to instigate sex as Amy.
But secondly it creates a pressure on the girls that Ellen has described (and Liddy has concurred) as a fear of missing out. Whether that's a fear of missing out on good sex or a fear that not participating at Amy's level with somehow disadvantage them in whatever competition might exist for my affections is a bit ambiguous. I'm not sure even the girls know, but suspect it's a bit of both.
Liddy doesn't always want sex every day and will often excuse herself, or just not demand it when Amy and Ellen seek individual attention. In that both her libido and mental strength to overcome the fear of missing out when it suits her to are probably reflecting her - shall we say - more mature years.
Tash of course stands apart from all of this. Clearly the sexualised environment generates a sexual frustration in her that she, from time to time, seeks relief from me for. But without any emotional connection to me, the whole fear of missing out thing doesn't seem to affect her.
As for what it means for me? To state the obvious, I'm being asked to ejaculate between once (but only after penetrating three women) and four (when Tash puts up her hand too) times every day. And sometimes even more than that when they're in a particularly frisky mood. When it's four times in a day, given my far from fast refractory period, it means no small part of my day is spent rolling around in a bunk with a woman. It's lucky I'm retired and I have a sufficiently large crew that, even at sea, my absence can be dealt with. But I admit, it doesn't seem normal; more so at my age. And I can only be amused by the thought of how pathetically mean my squirts of cum must be by the time I've serviced four girls in as quick a succession as my body will allow; not that my climaxes are any less enjoyable for it.
The group sex at least shortens how long I spend in the bunk (and I would guess means someone gets a decent cum shot), even if I do feel it lacks emotional involvement.
But I'm no superman or stud. As I've admitted many times before, the only reason I can carry it off is because of the girls. Issie initiated a thought process where the girls took it upon themselves to constantly 'boost my testosterone' as Issie so delicately put it. When they're dressed at all, it's in what she (and now the others - including me) called 'fuck me' bikinis and other clothing. Basically clothing that's so brief and suggestive that any normal man in close proximity is going to be, if not actually aroused, completely distracted by the feminie display.
Back that up with their constant sexualised playfulness and contact with me with an explicit intention of keeping me in something close to a permanent state of arousal in their presence and somehow having sex four times in a day doesn't seem like such a tall order.
I was surprised that Liddy succumbed to joining in the fuck me clothing and playfulness as readily as she did. She can be as cheeky as any of the younger ones when she decides to. While the yacht she was on was essentially a clothing optional one at sea and I think Liddy's style is a naturally showy one, it struck me the blatant sexualisation of it was probably novel to her; something she confirmed when I had a chance to discuss it with her. And it certainly didn't concur with her modest, good Jewish girl, upbringing. But she says it's fun and makes her feel young again to be part of the young girl group.
And even though Tash has chosen to be emotionally separated from the rest of us and has something of a (perfectly reasonable) hang-up about having sex with someone nearly three times her age, she has no hang ups about the fuck me clothing or sexual playfulness. In fact she's often a ring leader with the playfulness. Maybe she's just a natural tease; something I've always thought was a woman's prerogative.
They say that all good things must come to an end. There's no doubt that for all of us, the yacht trip had been a good time; for most of us life changing. We'd already extended the trip by close to a year. But as we left New Caledonia, we knew the next stop was Australia, and that meant home.
We'd dallied in New Caledonia for as long as we could, sort of waiting for the Australian summer to catch up with us again. It was fun. Lots of snorkelling, diving, surfing, swimming (a definite water theme there) and generally touristing around.
The girls got lots of footage and photos for their popular (and profitable) YouTube and Instagram feeds and more than once Amy sexualised underwater displays for the camera turned her on so much she did her impression of a shark and predator and hunted me down for underwater sex. The others preferred theirs on the surface; and even more so on the boat.
But as summer approached, so also did the tropical cyclone season. Either we had to make for Australia now, or it would be another half year. And with jobs awaiting for the girls, they didn't have that time.
So with something of a heavy heart we set sail and left New Caledonia behind.
Ellen plotted us a course to intercept the Australian Coast near the Queensland border; the idea being to go through customs at Southport Port of Entry, then cruise down the NSW Coast.
So it was that at 5.30 am at the start of a calm sunny day, Ellen shook me awake from a sound sleep. We'd agreed that she would. She'd plotted to bring us within first sight of the coast at dawn.
"The sun will light up Mount Warning in ten minutes."
Originally named by Captain Cook on his voyage of discovery, the name means what it says. A high feature, visible from well out at sea, the coast nearby has a number of dangerous reefs.
Tash had been a bit blazie about it, but as the other Australians on board, this first sighting certainly had meaning for Ellen and myself. With both of us naked - as we usually were at sea - she held my hand as we walked up to the bow. Motoring to the West in the calm conditions, you could feel our beautiful boat and home carving its way through the water; seemingly as excited as we were.
Ahead of us was just the gloom of the early morning western sky. But the air seemed to be clear of sea mist and with luck and Ellen's expert navigation, we hoped to see the moment the sun rose high enough to light up the top of the mountain.
We stood there anxiously, Ellen holding onto the pulpit next to the rolled up genoa, her delightful naked body resting back against me as I cuddled up behind her, my arms around her, my chin over her shoulder. Very much like Jack and Rose in the Titanic for fans of the movie. Except they weren't naked.
It wasn't meant to be sexual, but it aroused me anyway. But I doubt she expected anything other than to feel my erection pushing into the cheek of her bottom.
Slowly the dark western sky started to lighten.
There, just a few degrees to the South of directly ahead, a shape emerged. Then it lit up. Brown at first, then an increasingly intense shade of green. Mount Warning.
Ellen looked back at me, a tear in her eye.
"It's nearly over isn't it?"
I was choking up myself. All I could do was mouth a sympathetic 'yes'.
What Liddy did next made it a moment I'll remember for the rest of my life. Through the speakers of the boat's entertainment system, there started up the unmistakable sound of Peter Allen's song from the early 1980's, "I Still Call Australia Home." Softly at first, there came the opening verse...
"I been to cities that never close down
From New York to Rio and Old London Town
But no matter how far or how wide I roam
I still call Australia home"
Copyright prevents me from setting out the words in full here, but if you want to see the power of the words in the context of our arrival, they can easily be found...
By the second verse, the tears were streaming down both our cheeks; the words just too close to the completion of a long boat journey. I was already heaving in the knowledge of the next verse, which Liddy turned the sound up for...
"Someday we'll all be together once more
When all of the ships come back to the shore
I realise something I've always known
I still call Australia home..."
It was more than either of us could take. Ellen turned to me, her whole body heaving as she hugged me and sobbed into my shoulder. But I was no better; just a crying mess.
The song must have eroded Tash's composure too, because suddenly she joined us on the bow; wrapping her hands around both of us as she too sobbed and heaved under the emotion of it all.
Liddy played it one more time. As I found myself quietly singing along, through my tears, the all too familiar (to me anyway) words, the girls joined in until we finished the last verse in a crescendo of loud sobbing voices.
"But no matter how far or how wide I roam
I still call Australia
I still call Australia
I still call Australia home"
I turned back and blew Liddy a kiss.
We stood there a few more minutes, taking in the sight of our native land coming up over the previously darkened horizon.
As we came back to the cockpit, Ellen altered course a few points to the North to set us on the course for the Southport bar. I took the moment to get Liddy alone...
"How did you know about that song?"
"I flew Qantas into Australia while I was visiting there a couple of times in the 80's and they played it over the plane's sound system on final approach. I saw how many of the Australians cried, so I thought it might be nice to play as we approached the coast. I downloaded a copy in New Caledonia."
I gave her a kiss.
"Thank you."
With the throttle wide open and surrendering our nakedness for swimwear, we reached the customs station at Southport just after breakfast. For the first time in I don't know how long, we were on a schedule - and a tight one at that.
The bright lights and heavy traffic of the Gold Coast held no interest for us. Fortunately we cleared customs and refuelled fairly quickly, letting us pass back out over the Southport Bar to set a course South for Byron Bay.
Ever since she's holidayed with her family there as a teenager Ellen had fancied the idea of spending a night or two in a yacht anchored in the bay; and frankly, so had I. The practical issue was that Byron Bay is sheltered from the South and West, but completely open to the North and East. The forecast was for two days and nights of light SSW'ers, with a reversion to NE'ers after that. Which is why we were suddenly on a tight schedule.
It's an interesting town. The coastal centre of hippie culture in Australia, the low rise town centre is perpetually full of foreign backpackers. And yet just outside the town centre is some of the most expensive coastal real estate in Australia owned by some of its most famous celebrities.
On a boat where we usually only use the motor to enter port, we again we opened the throttle heading South. Skirting the rocks at Point Danger (Cook was nothing if not literal in his naming of geographical features), we reached Byron mid afternoon; anchoring in the SW corner of the Bay, far enough out to be safe from breaking waves and falling tides, but well tucked away from the wind and swell.
I had some serious plans for the next two days but first it was time to dive in to enjoy the Byron surf. The girls dug out the two well used surfboards we had on board and we used one to transport some towels and money ashore in a waterproof sea bag. After all those months cruising the remote corners of the Pacific, the first priority was ice cream, chocolate and real cappuccinos.
Swimming ashore, we stashed the surfboards and bag (too decrepit to be attractive to anyone), dried ourselves as best we could, I conformed to millennial standards by donning a pair of board shorts over my speedos (the girls won't let me be seen in speedos more than 50 metres from the beach) and we headed down the main drag of the town in search of our long deprived luxuries.
We certainly attracted a lot of attention. And it wasn't because of my bare chest (because in Byron a bare male chest is not that unusual). There was no shortage of girls walking around in bikinis, but few had bikinis as revealing as our groups'. And I might be biased, but there were even less worn by girls as attractive. Every male in town turned their head to follow us as we walked past them. Far from being put out by it, I got the impression the girls were lapping it up; especially Amy.
I suppose most people thought we were a family group; me and Liddy as the parents with three daughters. Certainly you could pass Amy and Ellen off as our children; similar tall lanky body shapes as Liddy and myself with maybe Amy having inherited Liddy's olive complexion and Ellen my more pale one. And Amy's breasts might be thought to have come from Liddy if you didn't know Liddy's weren't real. But voluptuous Tash? Definitely a ringer there.



But they must have thought we were an unusually close family group since neither Amy nor Ellen were shy about taking turns walking with an arm around my waist and a hand tucked under the waistband of my pants.
We didn't have to go far to sate our need for the foods we'd been deprived of. After that it was back to the beach for a swim and surf. The old surfboards and the girls' far from suitable bikinis clearly led some of the males to dismiss them as serious surfers; so I was amused to watch them being taken aback when they showed their true style. It was also amusing to watch the males stare intently hoping to catch a glimpse of the bikini top displacement which would inevitably follow a wipe-out, duck dive or even an untidy dismount.
Late afternoon we swam and paddled back out to the yacht to prepare for our night out.
I'd booked us a place for dinner at the Byron on Byron; one of the fanciest dining places in in one of the fanciest boutique resort hotels in town - indeed on the North Coast.
At about 6.30 pm we motored in the RIB towards the sheltered corner of the beach where it curves from the South to the West. The RIB could only safely take four people; especially if we were to encounter any surf near the beach. So in this first load it was Liddy, Amy, Tash and myself as driver.
All the girls were dolled up to the nines; hair blow dried and styled and with just a touch of lippy. The only thing missing was clothes. There was no guarantee of getting ashore anything like dry, so at this point they were all just wearing versions of their fuck me bikinis. Ellen and a waterproof sea bag containing their going out clothes would follow in the next load.
I reconnoitred the beach as I approached it. There wasn't much surf - had there been, the bay wouldn't have been suitable as an anchorage. But still, even a tiny wave can flip the boat as it breaks on the beach and I didn't want to risk spoiling the effect of the girls' makeup.
The shallow waters in the corner proved to be quite benign. Judging the timing between breaks, I managed to ground the boat and get the girls out without anything more than the odd splash dampening their bikini bottoms.
Then I went back out to get Ellen and the gear bag. Driving back to the boat into a bit of a chop did leave me rather wet from my waist down and with that, my swimmers fairly soaked. Still, in short order I had Ellen and the gear bag back on the beach. The five of us then lifted the boat up to the tree line, a little out of sight and well away from the tide.
The girls had already debated where they were going to get dressed. Right there on the beach. Both Tash and Ellen had volunteered that the nearby beach change shed wasn't that nice a place to get dressed in nice clothing; a bit grotty and the floor always seemed wet - especially, like now, at the end of a hot and busy summer's day.
Really, all they had to do was slip a dress over their head and, should they so choose, pull the strings on their bikini tops to remove them as an under layer.
So I ended up in the centre of a circle of girls getting dressed. Now a yacht is not generally somewhere where elegant clothes are a daily necessity. Indeed, on the whole, they aren't required at all. So what emerged from the dressing process was a diverse range of styles.
Liddy had chosen one of the dance dresses I'd seen her in when we first meet way back in Tahiti; a lovely little red mini sheath dress with small, cleavage displaying triangle tops supported by spaghetti straps over her shoulder. From the top of her hips, the soft material flared out. When she was dancing, there was enough of a flare that a spin would clearly reveal the top of her panties. But when she wasn't spinning, the material draped seductively down to a point teasingly high on her thigh, static drawing the material against her in a way that erotically defined both her crotch and the cheeks of her butt while the fine spandex material did nothing to disguise her nipples.
Amy was in the dress I'd bought for her while on the date night at the resort in Bora Bora.
Ice blue and of a shear, silky material, the halter neck plunged to below her navel. The two strips of material which dropped from her neck were just wide enough to look elegantly ravishing rather than just slutty, but narrow enough to leave both side boob and cleavage boob. From the side you could see underboob as well; a tempting tunnel of revelation, which from the right angle, gave a window of vision straight through both falls of the top.
The unlined material made no effort to disguise her nipples which, once she had slipped her bikini top out from underneath in the cooling evening air, already broke the smooth fall of the cloth with towering, finely sculptured projections that left nothing to the imagination.
There wasn't really anything you could call a bodice. Those strips merged into a somewhat micro mini skirt that provocatively circled her hips, in a way that was designed to be not quite tight enough to stay up of its own accord. As a result, a fold of material dipped at the back to nearly reveal the base of her spine.
Amy's tall, straight, flawlessly fleshed back was delicately framed by the falls of the front pieces and the skirt which, like Liddy's, draped seductively over her shapely bottom. With her long legs, it left the view of her back nearly as arousingly sexy as that of her front
Like she had for the night on Bora Bora, her hair had been washed, blow dried and styled in a way Amy never otherwise does. The front was plaited and pulled back around to frame the rest of her long hair which now seemed to float half way down her back. Its natural auburn colour now more sun and salt bleached than ever, was complimented by the blonde streaks she'd touched up a month ago.
Ellen was also wearing the dress I'd bought her on Bora Bora. A backless string halter neck led down to some triangles that started just at the top of her breast. On the cleavage line, the triangles crossed over about three inches below the bottom of her breast where the material formed itself into a fitted wide belt structure that circled the garment low on her waist to hold up the long skirt below it and pulled the waistline in, to accentuate her figure, while the weight of the long skirt pulled the material tightly against her flat stomach.
The outside of the triangles met the belt along the side centreline of her body. So like Amy's the result was leave a generous display of cleavage and sideboob and more than a peek of underboob trailing in its wake.
The flowing skirt itself just brushed the top of her ankles. The skirt was split from the bottom all the way up to the level of her navel just to the outside of the line of her left thigh. That meant that if she thrust her left leg forward, the left side of the skirt fell away around her back while the right draped tightly into her crotch revealing not just the whole of her left thigh and her lower stomach above it, but a teasing strip of the left side of her mound.
The reality was both Amy and Ellen were probably overdressed for the night, even if underdressed in terms of the amount of flesh they displayed. Their dresses would have been at home at a formal ball, or more so on a red carpet; provided in both cases they didn't mind attracting attention and the male gaze. But they both loved their dresses and weren't going to be denied the chance to wear them.
Tash's dress was perhaps the least dressy. The shape of the spaghetti strapped, triangle topped, stretch sheath dress wasn't that different to Liddy's without the flare. But the material was more a daytime beach spandex/cotton than an evening party one. Still, it was showy and very attractive on her; even if her breasts required her to wear at least a small push up bra underneath.
All the while the girls had been slipping their dresses on, I'd been rubbing my swimwear with a towel, trying to dry them so I could pull my pants on over them. But they were still uncomfortably damp. With the girls all but ready, my time was up.
With my collared shirt already on, I scanned around me. Apart from the girls, there was no one too close and the girls formed a reasonably protective screen. Without making a fuss of it, I dropped my swimmers and quickly pulled my long white pants on commando style, then shook out the sand my rush had trapped in them.
Ellen had been looking into the circle, watching me.
"I might do that too."
Without any fuss, she put her hand inside the split of her skirt and her finger under the waistband of her bikini pants, and pulled them down, the movement momentarily revealing the whole of her mound; throwing her pants to me to add to mine in the bag.
"I've always liked commando and they were a bit damp."
The reality was, I couldn't really feel any dampness on hers. So as I put them in the bag, I didn't put them in the wet section like I had with mine, but instead stored them separately. Mine weren't going to be very nice to put on when we got back. I didn't want hers to end up the same.
Amy had been watching Ellen and you could see her ponder for a moment...
"Good idea. No point being uncomfortable."
Lifting the back of her skirt, she bared her bum as she too slipped her bikini pants off and tossed them to me. Well, actually, she playfully threw them at me. Succeeding in having them hit me in the face and dangle off my nose by one of their side strings while I'd had my hands full dealing with Ellen's. Fortunately I managed to avoid dropping them in the sand while I added them to the dry section of the bag,
As we'd seen before, with an ankle length skirt, Ellen's lack of panties would be safe enough as long as she kept that split together - even if we'd also seen that her record in doing so wasn't that great. With Amy's short skirt, she'd be lucky to be able to sit down without a pussy display. The girls were in a funny mood; somewhat high on the cheeky sexiness that they can get on special occasions. But in Ellen's case, I could also sense her mood was affected by being back on home soil.
"OK, are we ready to go?"
I started to walk off, only to notice Liddy wasn't following.
"Hang on. You can have mine too."
I turned and watched as she too bared her bum as she slipped her hands under the back of her skirt and stripped off and passed to me yet another pair of dry bikini pants. I gave her a quizzical look. After all, I'd been here with Ellen and Amy before. But Liddy was older and I might have thought more conservative about these things. But she just returned my look with a smiling, shoulder shrugging, 'so what' challenge.
Instinctively, everyone looked at Tash.
"No, I'm keeping mine."
I gave her a grin as we all turned and headed along the beach to where we could pick up the maxi-taxi to deliver us to the restaurant. As we exited the beach and onto the parkland behind we stopped to brush the sand off our feet and put our shoes on. Let's just say, what followed was neither elegant nor particularly modest.
As Ellen bent down, she spread her legs in a way that - I'm willing to concede probably unintentionally - opened the split right up for a full pussy display. Amy bent down for her shoes and immediately realised she was flashing her bum at everyone behind her. Two or three times she tried to reposition, always with the same result.
I offered her the bikini pants back, but she declined. In the end I came to the rescue and knelt on the grass to put them on for her; having her grin down at me while she lifted the foot I was shoeing onto my knee in a way she knew had me looking straight into her pussy.
The flare on Liddy's skirt gave a little more modesty. But I think she liked the idea of me shoeing her. So she waited until I finished Amy and asked for the same service. Tash just flashed her bikini pants as she bent over to shoe herself.
Fully dressed, we moved across the park to the curb where the maxi taxi was due to pick us up to take us to the Byron at Byron.
As we boarded the maxi taxi, I felt I had to make sure Amy and Liddy used the rear facing seats behind the driver, least he be so distracted by the view in his rear vision mirror we had an accident. The flare on Liddy's skirt at least dipped between her thighs enough to provide a first blush disguise to her exposure. Unless her thighs were pushed tightly together, Amy's hid nothing. I spent the whole trip trying not to stare down at her pussy.
Amy's exposure was compounded by another problem. Ellen long dress and the flare on Liddy's mini one offered some material they could sweep under their butt when they sat down so that their - there's no subtle way of putting this - naked VJ wasn't in contact with the seat as they sat upright. At least in her first attempt in the car, Amy had no chance of creating such a barrier. So she sat forward on the seat with her knees up and body angled back. With her knees interlocking mine as we sat facing each other in the car; let's just say the view I had was scenic. I did offer to reach behind for the bag and retrieve her bikini pants, but she declined with a cheeky smile and a light grind of her knee against the half erection she could see in my pants.
Fortunately our table was close to a wall, and in these modern places where old fashioned table cloths are a thing of the past, I was lucky enough to be able to arrange things so that those who needed to be able to face a wall could. It was lucky Tash kept her bikini pants on so I could safely have her in the outward most facing seat; even if I could see a middle aged man facing us from two tables away clearly distracted by the view he had of them.
Mind you, the comment 'I was able to arrange things...' is only half true. The fact was Amy and Ellen were pretty clever at organising things so that, by the time I sat down, the only free seat was the one between them.
In the group situation I'm in, you have to be sensitive to these sorts of things. Liddy's a very good sport, adopting a mature understanding of these games, but that doesn't mean you can take for granted her easy acceptance of every situation that is presented to her as a fait accompli. I gave her an inquisical look; as if asking for permission to take that seat. She rolled her eyes, grinned and motioned towards the seat; giving me the permission I needed.
The dinner was delightful; not just the food - although that was superb - but the company too. The girls were in great spirits and the conversation flowed easily and with a lot of fun. That might have been helped by the fact the girls drank too much, but only a little. The truth was the relationships on the boat were close and always humorous and taking them out to an occasion like this simply raised the interactions to a higher more intense level.
Maybe the non-stop laughter attracted a bit of attention from other guests, but it was mid-week and the place was only half full and it was all good hearted. Anyhow, if we attracted attention, it wasn't necessarily the laughter that was doing it. It was clear that every male in the place was completely distracted by our table - and it wasn't me they were looking at (at least not without being judgemental).
That started with the male drinks waiter. The food waitress was a dear. Friendly and attentive in the nice Australian sort of way. Quite attractive too, if I might say so. I'm sure in other circumstance the drinks waiter would be just as professional, but the poor young guy was a bit overwhelmed by the feast of stunning female flesh he had to deal with. After all, they were all displaying generous amounts of cleavage, three of them had nipples showing through on high beam and it was clear both Ellen and Amy would display a naked breast if you were looking from the right angle as they bent forward; leaving him constantly tempted to position himself accordingly.
Plus, so that Amy had something to sit on, she'd brushed the short length of the back of her skirt so far under her thighs that, if she sat forward and I sat back, I could see a fair length of her butt crack was exposed. And I'm sure - distractingly - so could the waiter. I definitely doubted the wisdom of her going commando.
It didn't help him that both Ellen and Amy also started to flirt and play with him in a friendly sort of way; reducing him to a bumbling, visibly half aroused state. Ellen was the main culprit and ring leader; but the irony is, that's her normal reaction to a guy she finds even half attractive. Many a time I've seen her do that to a guy - leaving him flustered, off guard, clearly physically aroused and embarrassed because of it, and come away afterwards and indicate 'he was a sweetie' or 'he was cute'.
So there's neither malevolence nor cruelty involved. Rather her instinctive chat up approach to a guy seems to be a deal where the poor male is overwhelmed by visual stimulation, feminine charm and razor sharp wit. Those too cocky to submit are discarded. But those reduced to a reptilian brain state whose internal brain processes are reduced to the point they are proceeding something along the lines of...
"Nice girl...oh, I just got a flash of her tits...oh god, I can see straight down the front of her shirt...she's funny...is she flirting with me...oh no, I'm getting a hard on; how embarrassing, she'll see it in my pants...fuck, she'll think I'm an idiot, I've just walked into a telegraph pole/dropped a stack of cups/tripped on the curb/(insert appropriate indignity)...why can't I think of any witty response to what she just said...why can't I speak to her without stuttering..." well, they're more highly judged.
And actually, from what I've seen so far, I think her judgements are general pretty correct; so maybe it's a pretty good sorting approach. The nice guys do seemed to get overwhelmed by her. And those who aren't, I wouldn't like to see her with.
As for the other guests, quite apart from the visual treat the girls offered, the judgmental aspect came from the fact the girls were also playing up to me. There were many times that both Amy and Ellen - the two sitting next to me - had a hand around the back of my chair in a way that was too friendly to be appropriate to our age differences; often both at the same time. And Liddy, even though she had to lean across the table to do it, made sure she was just as tactile as the others.
Amy and Ellen were both clearly aware that, just by leaning in the right direction, they'd open up to me an exposed view of their breasts and didn't hesitate to do so. Ellen, who's is probably the most inveterate flirt, would often be looking me directly in the eyes as she did so, moving from daring me to be distracted to flicking her eyes downward with an enormous grin, as if to say...'what's wrong with you? Look at these'.
Especially as the night moved on, Ellen was constantly dragging my hand down to encourage me to finger her; leaving me to do so while monitoring not just the others at the table, but every other person in the room to make sure they weren't watching; although frankly the possibility that the others girls didn't notice my arm moving off in the direction of Ellen's thigh is negligible. And I hadn't forgotten the wet stain that left in the back of her dress when she had me bring her to a climax that way in the restaurant in Bora Bora, so there was always a limit on how far I'd take it with her.
I had to look for reassurance from Liddy so often, it was a wonder she didn't end up with a muscle strain from eye rolling.
Amy tried to get me to do the same, but her reaction to being touched up is so over the top 'Meg Ryan' that I had to stop almost as soon as I started. And of course they both at some stage - and often at the same time - had a hand down touching me up to a state of hardness; but I had to draw the line when Ellen started to pull my zipper down.



With all the fun and laughter, we'd been among the first to have arrived at the restaurant and absolutely the last to leave. It was four quite drunk girls I piled into the maxi taxi back to the beach. I'd had to stay under the limit to make sure we could get back safely to the yacht.
It was only the light of a half moon which lit up the mostly deserted beach when we got back to the RIB. I handed Ellen, Amy and Liddy their bikini pants and pulled out the inflatable lifevests and laid them out on the thwart running across the RIB. The girls put on their bikini pants before all four of them stripped off their dresses, rolled them up and handed them to me to put safely into the water proof bag; leaving me in a circle of topless beauties.
Digging deeper, I found Ellen's bikini top and watched her put it on as I rummaged deeper in the bag for the rest of them. But Amy chimed in...
"Don't worry about mine. I don't need it just to get back to the boat."
The other two quickly agreed with Amy and went topless. Since Ellen would be waiting on the beach for the second trip, maybe we'd accidently come up with the right configuration of who had a top and who didn't. But that didn't mean I'd get to watch three pairs of bouncing breasts on the trip back out to the yacht. After I'd changed into my still wet swimmers and we'd carried the RIB back to the water, I had to insist we all put our lifevests on. It was now dark and they were too drunk to risk being satisfied with just having them handy in the boat; erotically tempting though that may have been.
The first trip out to the boat was relatively uneventful. The water was calmer than during the day and the wind had dropped. The girls were crazily playful in their semi-inebriated state and seemingly determined to do whatever it took to ensure I did the trip with a full boner - including having Amy on the floor at my feet sucking my cock for a while. But we got there safely; more so since one tends to drive very carefully when there a woman with your cock in their mouth. The thought of what her teeth might do if there was a big jump over a wave was more than I wanted to risk.
Then I had to be careful unloading them; making sure they were safely into the cockpit without falling overboard; all while Amy, and to a lesser extent Liddy, kept teasing up my cock. Grabbing it as I gave them a hand out of the boat and grinding their butt against it as I tried to guide them up the ladder.
But it did mean I was feeling as though I was running late in getting back to Ellen. She was by herself, near naked and a little tipsy on a dark beach and I felt guilty about having left her there. I'd tried to make it two trips of two girls to leave someone to keep Ellen company, but no one had volunteered and Ellen had positively discouraged the idea. So it was alone she was left. I gunned it back to the beach, getting there in the smallest fraction of the time it took to go out and unload the girls, even though that meant getting more wet.
As I approached the shore, I could see Ellen waiting just where the water meets the sand and with no bag in sight. In my naivety, I'd hoped she would be standing deep enough to let me avoid bringing the motor up, with bag in hand and ready to go.
I stood up, brought the motor up and jumped out to walk the RIB in to where Ellen was. I was just about to enquire where the bag was when Ellen got in first.
"You took your time. I suppose you allowed yourself the opportunity to stick your cock in that drunken little mound of Amy's that you're so obsessed with."
The written words paint a harsh picture, but the raised eyebrows and the tone of playful challenge conveyed a different message. She was teasing me; taking the opportunity to never quite let me forget my lustful taking of Amy in the course of a sex game. Completely forgiven, but never to be allowed to be forgotten.
I came back in a mocking voice of excessive patience; like you might with an exasperating five year old.
"No. But they were drunk, just like you are, and I had to make sure they didn't fall overboard. Where's the bag?"
"Yea, well that boner you've still got in your swimwear tells me, whatever happened or didn't, you're not really in a position to play the innocent. Those things don't grow of their own accord. And while I might be a bit drunk, I'm not too drunk to give consent."
It was true. There was close to a full boner still showing. I hadn't re-tied the drawstring after Amy played with it, which meant the waistband was pulled visibly away from my stomach and the way it had moved around in my swimwear with the bouncing of the boat on the fast trip back to the beach had stimulated it enough to maintain it. But the implications of the last sentence took a moment to sink in, letting Ellen pounce.
"Ahh Ned, you're such an innocent little dag. Keep up. I'm going to be the first one you screw back on home soil. Let's get the RIB a bit further up the beach."
Without even allowing me time to react, Ellen grabbed the bow and had it dragged well out of the reach of the wavelets. Then she came up to me and put a hand around my waist; pulling her crotch against the vertical shaft of my erection.
With the sort of tone a mother might use to explain a difficult concept to a child, she circled a finger around my chest hairs as she looked me in the eyes.
"Ned, we're going to have sex. Here on the beach. OK?"
"Won't the others worry about us if we take too long?"
"No, it's all arranged Ned. They're not expecting us back any time too soon. And when you do get back, Amy's going to have her way with you too. So no falling asleep. As for Liddy, she's not sure. But I bet she does. As for taking too long, don't you dare think this can be a quickie."
"When did you guys arrange this?"
"In the lady's room. You don't think we just went there for a piss do you? Actually, it was funny because we'd been planning away without realising one of the other cubicles was occupied. You should have seen the look on the face of the lady in there when she came out. She was staring at us for the rest of the night."
Ellen took me by the hand and led me behind a large boulder that sat on the back of the beach about two metres from the scrub. There was the bag and a towel already laid out. Standing by the edge of the towel, she turned and ran her finger down my chest, continuing across my stomach and down into my wet swimmers where she circled my erection with her hand as she peeled the swimmers back to expose me.
"I thought you'd be all over me like a rash."
"I'm sorry. You've caught me completely off guard. My brain's taken a moment to catch up with my desires."
I wrapped an arm around her, drawing her into me; running the other hand through her hair. I dipped my knees enough to spear the tip of my erection into the crotch of her bikini; displacing the hand she had around my shaft as I straightened up to bend my manhood so that it's length ran through her crease and between her legs.
She too put an arm around my back, with the palm of the other held flat against my chest. A lovers' embrace. I pecked her on the lips.
"It was a lovely night we had tonight Ellen. I'm such a lucky man."
"It was good, wasn't it? Just nice with a really good spirit. But that's the thing. I feel as though we've been living in this beautiful bubble which is about to dissolve around me. I don't want to lose it, but I'm not sure the decisions mine. I just want things to go on as they are in suspended animation; as if I could somehow make time stand still. I can hear the real world knocking on the door and I don't want to open it."
"I know. I feel it too. The emotion this morning was a little bit coming home, but just as much a sense of impending loss."
"Can't we go on?"
"I suppose I can, but I'm not sure it's fair to you. You've worked so hard to be a doctor and if you don't return to practice you might have to go back and sort of start again. There's a whole life of living ahead of you and I don't want to be responsible for swallowing up your younger years until it's too late for you to bloom as you should and get the full range of life experiences."
"You're talking about pushing me out to get married again, aren't you?"
"I will never push you out. But when you love someone, really love someone, you can't be selfish. For myself I would put you back into a sealed bubble and keep you by me until the day I die. But that's the trouble with the boat. It is a sealed bubble. In the real world I can be confident you'll make the right decision for yourself. If a young man comes along and sweeps you off your feet I will die a thousand deaths. But if that can happen for you, if temptation can come your way, then I have to let it. It's the next part of your future knocking on the door and I shouldn't lock the door to keep it out."
"I know Ned. We've talked about this often. I just don't want to believe the moment is here where it all becomes real."
"It's not here yet, but we both know it's coming."
Ellen slid down my body, the erection between her legs flicking upwards as she released it. As she kneeled down, she pulled my swimmers down around my ankle and off my feet.
"Ugg, these are wet and cold."
"Tell me about it."
I watched as she sprawled herself out seductively on the towel, legs exaggeratedly apart, giving me a come hither sign with her index finger. I knelt between her legs and eased myself down over her body; trying to keep my weight on my elbows and knees as I brought my flesh into full length contact with her youthful beauty.
Rolling us both on our sides, I wrapped her up in my arms, taking the opportunity to pull the lower tie string on her bikini top and pull it over her head before cupping her upper breast with my upper hand and letting its nipple rise between my fingers.
Ellen pushed her thigh between my legs, bringing her mound into firm contact with my upper thigh. I could feel her subtly rocking back and forwards on it, no doubt stimulating her clit but in the process stimulating the tip of my cock and making it rock hard as it brushed in synchronised movement against her stomach.
We tenderly, indeed passionately, stroked each other's backs while kissing; running our hands up and down from the bottom of the necks to the cheeks of the bottoms. But whereas Ellen's hand ended over my bare butt, mine ended over her bikini pants. I pulled at them; peeling them off her bum cheek and then encouraging her to free up her thigh long enough for me to strip them down her legs.
As she slipped her thigh back between mine, she winced...
"Your balls are freezing."
"You're the doctor. Isn't that meant to be good for them?"
"Maybe for your sperm count, but I'm not allowed to show any interest in that. So I'll stick with nice pre-warmed ones if you don't mind."
Putting her hand down between our bodies, she guided the tip of my manhood into the opening of her sex. As she pushed down, she winced again; her vagina contracting tightly onto my half penetrated shaft...
"Ah, ah, ah...that's freezing too."
"Sorry."
"You're lucky I'm kind hearted enough to warm it up for you."
She pushed down, completing my penetration of her. With Ellen - actually with all of them - I tend to take my clues of how to proceed from their own signals. There's a danger with that where Ellen's concerned. Sometimes she wants me to show unbridled, uncontrolled, lustful passion towards her and waiting for her signals hardly displays that. A sharp 'get on with it' - only half joking - is often the result.
But I'd long sensed tonight was different.
From the making of landfall this morning and right through the day and night, Ellen was clearly affected by the approaching end of the journey.
Normally when a little drunk like this she'd be sex talking me; telling me what she was going to do to me in vivid detail, accosting me forcefully and engaging me passionately. But tonight her approach was completely different.
What she seemed to want was cuddles and intimacy. For a while after complete penetration, we undulated our bodies against each other, thrusting gently and deeply; bring us both to full arousal, but in no way seeking to march towards any orgasm. Our senses heightened and erogenous zones fully engaged, we went back to the passionate stroking with which we'd started; playing with each other's lips and lightly kissing instead of thrusting our tongues down the other's throats; occasionally renewing the thrusting undulations as our physical arousal waned.
For a long time, we bathed in each other's physical presence. Silently, unhurried and unforced as if our intimate connection alone was enough to convey every message there was to pass between us. My hardness simply lay deep inside her tender body; binding us together as one, embraced in her warmth and love and surging occasionally as the intensity of the connection seemingly overwhelmed it.
But after a while, something in one of the undulations triggered a force inside Ellen. Admittedly I'd pushed myself hard into Ellen, seeking to add to her pleasure with some contact against her clit, withdrawing at an angle I knew often brushes along and excites her clit then penetrating deeply to give my pubis a chance to grind against it; even if only momentarily.
Ellen pushed me on my back and came over me in a reverse missionary; her legs outside mine and her mound pushed hard against my pubis and the base of my shaft. Lying over the top of me, I watched as, with closed eyes, she moved her body up and down on mine, rubbing her nipples against my chest as she slowly and deliberately slipped my manhood half out of her and then pushed it firmly back in; burying it deeply as she worked her mound against the base of my shaft to stimulate her clit.
She wasn't in any hurry. Every movement was calibrated. She brought her head down alongside mine; nuzzling the side of my neck.
With each movement she whispered into my ear in a series of short sentences semi...
"Ned."
"You make me feel so loved."
"Oh Ned!"
"I don't want this to end."
"I just want..."
"everything to stay the same."
"Oh Ned, I can feel it building."
"Oh Ned, I'm coming."
"Oh, oh."
"Oh...aahhhh...ooohhhh...eewwwww."
She pushed herself down hard on me and then, as if suddenly in a rush, gripped me tightly and started rapidly humping away at me.
I patted her hair and softly spoke to her...
"Take it easy. I'm not in a hurry. If that feels good for you fine. Otherwise let's wait a while."
Instantly she stopped and eased her body onto me; allowing her full weight to be supported on my chest. As she did so I could feel the tail end of her contractions still bearing down on my manhood. She tensed from each one; clearly still drawing pleasure from it.
I repeatedly ran my hand down the length of her long hair on down her back to the cheeks of her bottom as I felt her body relax. Ellen was clearly dealing with a lot of bottled up emotions and I wanted to let her talk about them without having to rehash old discussions about her leaving me to find a more age appropriate lover.
"Is it nice being back on home soil?"
"You know Ned, I felt more emotional about than I thought I would."
"You must have if you felt making love on it was important to you."
"Yes, well, it's not often I feel entitled to own you, but I think being entitled to claim that privilege was my right."
"I'm still amused you girls organised it all like that in the ladies room."
I felt Ellen jiggle in a little laugh...
"You'd be surprised what gets organised in ladies' rooms. Actually you'd probably be surprised at how much of your life we plan for you when you're not there too."
Ellen's little jiggle caused my shaft to pleasurably surge inside her. Almost autonomously I undulated my body against her; thrusting my shaft deeper and my pubis into her crease.
"Are you looking forward to seeing your family again?"
"Yes, I suppose so. But I have to admit, everything's tinged by the dissolving bubble."
We laid together still and silent for as long as it took for me to brush my hand through her hair and down her back twice; each time drawing my hands back up along her flanks until I could brush against her breasts where they lay squashed against my chest and touch up her nipples before starting again.
"Ned, you know I enormously value the intellectual bond between us. I love just having time to sit and talk with you. Whether it's cerebral conversation or just the fact you can banter with me and deal with my cheekiness better than anyone else does, no one else makes me feel like you do. I suppose that's the most important component of any loving relationship, isn't it? And that transcends any age difference.
I'm not sure I'm really putting this right, but I want you know you also make my vagina ache. Even before I came aboard the boat, after what I knew about you from Amy and Issie and what I saw as you passed by ours, I'd be aroused by your mere presence nearby. Living with you, it's only a slight exaggeration to say the physical closeness to you leaves me in a constant state of aroused wetness.
I know we play up to you to boost your testosterone, but you know, in the process, I nearly drive myself crazy with desire too. You just have that effect on me. Why? I don't know. No other guy has ever done that to me. So maybe you can see why I find it all so confusing. I fully understand what you say about someone my own age and I know you're right. But in some ways it just seems like I'm being forced to accept a second best in the process. At the moment, the bubble's protecting me from that."
Ellen undulated against me; squeezing my hardness inside her as she did so. Then she undulated again; this time without squeezing but finishing with a prolonged movement that I could feel was rubbing her clit subtly against the base of my shaft.
It seemed to excite her because she lifted her weight off me and started moving against me again. As she long thrust my shaft in and out of the depths of her body, I could feel her angle my shaft back enough that her prominent and well positioned clit would be sliding against it with each movement. I was sure I could feel it doing so; although that might have been wishful thinking.
She was squeezing me tighter this time; maybe trying to stimulate me to an orgasm too. But the reverse missionary position has always been one of erotic pleasure rather than orgasmic stimulation for me. Yes, I've been known to climax to it eventually, but I can get a lot of fun out of it first.
And that fun started with sucking Ellen's nipple which had come within the reach of my lips as she lifted herself up. As her long, golden blonde hair cascaded down either side of my face, it was as if I was completely immersed in her feminine beauty. With my hand around her slim waist and in the small of her back and my shaft immersed in the warm wet depths of her gorgeous body it was as if we were merged as one - her pleasure was my pleasure.
And her pleasure was very much making itself known. Most of the time, Ellen's not a screamer like Amy - although she's been known to let them rip on occasions. But a quiet moan can convey just as much intensity of pleasure as any scream and Ellen's were doing just that. As I pulled away from her nipple and looked up at her face I could see her eyes were tightly closed and her mouth drawn into a small circle through which emanated sighs and moans drawn from the deepest part of her body; possibly the very depth my hardened shaft was at that moment vigorously exploring.
I could tell she didn't have long to go so went back to sucking her nipple with a new intensity.
Ellen's moments were becoming faster and harder. Even more than before, she was working herself along my shaft now, rather than burying it deep at the end of each stroke and grinding against my pubis. Her grip was getting ever tighter too. For the first time my shaft was becoming dangerously sensitised; in the sense that the countdown to my own orgasm had started.



I could feel her thighs quivering as both the exertion and her arousal were causing Ellen to breathe audibly fast and hard; each breath finishing with a little...'aahh'.
As she came, she froze momentarily, then rapidly plunged my shaft to a new depth inside her as she threw her hips down onto me, held it there momentarily, then lifted herself and threw it down again. Three of those, each accompanied by a very audible groan and she suddenly laid down on me and forcibly rolled us over.
The message was clear enough - we'd been here many times before. For want of a more delicate word, she wanted me to pound her into my own climax. It was starting to be just in time too. I finished the roll the momentum of her own action had only partly completed and straddled her thighs with mine; lifting myself on outstretched arms so I could look down on her beautiful body as I humped away at it.
Ellen used her hands positioned on my butt to encourage me to plunge fast and deep into her; which was great because it was exactly what my now anxious shaft wanted to do. My balls and shaft were brewing up ready to explode; each plunge raising the temperature to a new pleasurable height. The sort of pleasure that makes your brain feel as though it's going to explode. The last three plunges were incredibly intense; drawing from me noisy groans of almost unbearable ecstasy.
Then my orgasm exploded as ejeculative waves rushed up my shaft to flood Ellen's sex. I collapsed down on her, still shuddering with the climatic after-waves from it. They'd still for a moment until another shudder would send a rush of pleasure to my brain and induce me to lightly thrust her yet again.
But finally they came to a stop and I was left still on top of Ellen, my shaft not quite as hard as it had been, but still enjoyably lying within her sex. I started to roll to the side so I didn't bring my whole weight down on her, but with the arms she had around me, she stopped me and gradually induced me to believe staying where I was wouldn't crush her. With my head face down alongside her, bit by bit I let my weight bear down on her beautiful, seemingly fragile body.
"Ned."
"Yes."
"If I find another younger guy, can we still love each other?"
"What do you mean?"
"Can we still have a bond of love between us even though I'm shacked up with someone else?"
"If you mean can we stop having sex but still have strong feelings between us, I suppose so, as long as your new partner isn't put out by it. Most breakups are hurtful in a way that destroys the bonds that previously existed. But given you'd only be doing what we both know is in your best interests to do, it doesn't have to be hurtful. It will be painful - especially for me - but that's different from hurtful."
"It'll be just as painful for me Ned. But sexually, I'm a one man woman. Children need a family and to know who their dad is. Any partner is going to have to be strong and confident enough to know he has me to himself sexually but I have enough warmth and love to share with others without taking away from what he has."
"I thought you liked men who dissolved into jelly in your hands like you did to the waiter tonight."
"He was cute, but you misread me. Intellectually I need them to be smart and strong, like you. I want them to challenge me, get my jokes and return my banter like you do. Where I find it a bit of a come on is when they turn to jelly when they can't quite handle the sexuality. I think it's better for the guy to walk into a lamp post if I'm wearing fuck me clothing that have a... "I've seen so many tits and pussies before, I'm too cool for that to have any effect on me, but I'll have sex with you anyway..." attitude. After all, in the early days we girls could reduce you to a bumbling fool and from what Amy and Issie told me, that was even more so when it first started. And there are times we still can."
"Thanks for that."
Ellen poked me in the ribs...
"You know I mean that in the nicest possible way. What we have on the boat wouldn't work if you were an arrogant self-centred stud like persona. Firstly I wouldn't feel about you like I do and secondly you'd be feeding your ego by stirring up jealousies between the girls."
I didn't really have a reply. The fact was they could reduce me to a bumbling fool; very easily.
By now my shaft had shrunk. Just the flaccid tip of my manhood still plugged the opening to her sex. I thought I could feel the first stirrings of a new erection and while the thought of experiencing the feel of it extending to refill her vagina was tempting, I knew other duties waited me on the boat.
"I think it might be time to get back to the boat."
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As we motored slowly towards it in the RIB, Ellen and I could hear the yacht long before the dark sea mist gave us anything more than a view of the sharp glare of the boat's masthead and cabin lights.
It was the sound of riotous merriment and laughter.
As we boarded and came down into the cabin, we were greeted by the view of Amy, Liddy and Tash sitting around the galley table comfortably enjoying the ship's bottle of port. They were talking and laughing so much they didn't notice our arrival until we were virtually standing next to them. Still dressed only in the bikini pants I'd delivered them back to the boat in, their breasts were all bouncing animatedly as their bodies shook with the laughter.
And yet, surprising though that may sound, I felt a bit robbed by their state of undress. What they had each been wearing to dinner had been so boner inducing - especially Ellen's and Amy's dresses, but the others too - that I'd regretted missing the opportunity to strip them out of them as part of the foreplay to the sex that I always knew would follow. The outcome was of course predictable. Short of a group orgy on the beach, the need to get back out to the yacht was always going to see them out of the dresses well before any sex. But that's not to say I didn't regret it.
Amy spotted us first and in a loud voice asked...
"Did you two have a good fuck?"
Ellen, who'd chosen to come out to the boat topless like the others, looked at me with an amused face.
"I'll get us some glasses."
"I'm just going to get changed out of these wet swimmers."
When I came back into the cabin in a pair of dry speedos, Ellen was sitting comfortably with the others. In the light of what Ellen had told me earlier, it didn't surprise me to find that the seat left for me was next to Amy. As I sat next to her, she put her hand on my upper thigh, quickly sliding it up to cup my balls. It felt nice, but Ellen had just drained them and Amy wasn't yet able to get much of a reaction from them.
She sidled up to me and slurred...
"Too early is it?"
Oh dear. I'd delivered them back to the boat moderately drunk. Now they were much more than that. Ellen gets cheeky when she's drunk. Amy gets amusingly giggly and frisky. I wondered if the girls' plan for the evening included them crashing out before they had their turn.
Until now, the need to drive the RIB back meant I'd been fairly abstemious. Although one of us still had to remain reasonably sober while the yacht was anchored in an open bay, I sipped at the glass of port Ellen had poured me.
Amy had gone from merely cupping my balls to running her finger along where my swimmers stretched to accommodate the underside of my flaccid shaft. It was acutely sensitive in a very pleasant way. It was still too early for a full reaction even to that, but she felt enough of a stiffening to encourage her to keep doing it.
"So did you get any sand in it?"
Amy seemed determined to talk about the sex Ellen and I had just shared on the beach; which was actually unusual. Normally when one of the girls takes me off for some private time then, absent some unusual scream or other notable noisy manifestation of what was happening, it attracts little more than a knowing raised eyebrow.
We'd ignored the first question, but Ellen rose to the challenging of answering her...
"No, too abrasive."
"You must have drained him. I can't get a reaction."
"I have that effect on men. He should be good by tomorrow or the day after."
"I have a lovely little swollen mound and some perky large breasts which I reckon will have him up in ten minutes."
Suddenly Amy's free hand came around my head and, catching me limp and completely off guard, pulled my face down between her breasts. I could hear them all laughing at my sudden predicament; Amy's breasts jiggling with the amusement she'd caused herself. But Ellen was laying it on as thickly as Amy...
"Yes, he's always had a thing about those, weak little man that he is. They might just do it."
By now Amy had my swimwear sheathed cock between two lightly held fingers and was jerking it. Bit by bit it was hardening and extending in her hand. It seemed I was going to be the subject of a running commentary...
"We're getting there."
I could see that for myself. Amy had me pinned into her breast with her hand and wasn't letting me up. Surrendering to my fate, I thought I could at least bring my hand up to play with her nipple; watching it rise between my fingers even faster than my cock was growing in my pants. But Ellen just had to encourage her...
"Go girl."
By now Amy had her hand fully wrapped around my manhood. It didn't feel like full wood, but it was a good part of it...
"I've got him heading to a full horizontal."
"Well, you know what to do with him when he gets there. He's no spring chicken, so you'd better use it before he has a heart attack."
With my voice muffled by Amy's breasts and drowned out by the laughter of the others, I meekly protested at Ellen's rudeness...
"Do you mind."
I figured two could play at the game. With the hand I'd had on her nipple, I drew a line down her lower chest and stomach and slipped a finger into her crotch; pushing the gusset of her bikini pants into a crease that was already open and damp, making it easy for me to find the swollen nub that lay within. I slipped my finger across it several times.
The reaction was typically over the top Amy - multiplied by her inebriated state. She squirmed in a pronounced way while letting out a loud...
"Oooouuuu...aaarrrrrrr...ooohhhhhhh..."
The other three laughed at her reaction before Tash chimed in...
"I think you'd better take that elsewhere before he just fucks you on the table in front of us."
Without letting my head up out of her breasts, Amy shoved my hips with hers, signalling me to slide them off the seat. Only when she felt her hips at the edge of the seat did she release my head; finally letting me stand somewhat upright to display to the others the hand she still had wrapped around the three quarters erection in my pants.
Ellen couldn't help herself...
"He's not really all the way there yet. Still a bit of a soft cock really and not much use to you like that. But bury his face in the mound of yours and he'll be as good as new."
Amy thrust her hips forward, circling her mound in front of her...
"Don't worry, it's going to be a whole lot more than his face that I've got buried in it before long."
Amy turned me towards the companion way and stood close behind me; her arm circling around my waist and her hand around as much of an erection as she'd managed to raise as she frog marched me towards the ladder.
At times like this I just turn meekly compliant. It seems strange, playing the hen pecked old man with little more than a blank grin on his face while being teased and sexually manhandled by a group of inappropriately young ladies. But in terms of the group dynamics, it works and I'm past the point where a sense of pride stops me from playing the submissive fool when I need to.
Up on deck, Amy directed me to the cushions lashed in front of the spray dodger which the girls - especially Amy - use to sunbathe on. She was stumbling a bit, so I helped manhandle her into a prone position; something she just saw as an opportunity for sexually manhandling me, rubbing herself against me and generally using whatever she could to touch up her erogenous zones, which didn't make the job of safely navigating her into position without her falling overboard any easier.
Before I laid down alongside her, I dropped my swimmers to my ankles and off my feet. As I bent down to strip Amy's bikini pants off too, she clamped them to her body and grabbed my partial erection with her other hand, pulling me down onto her.
So, I thought, this is to be pants on sex for Amy; something she has something of a thing about. As she explains it, she just feels sexy and desirable in the small little bikini pants she wears and that translates for her to better sex - or something like that. They're a tiny little garment anyway - the gusset isn't even nearly wide enough to span her crotch, so they're pretty easy to work around.
But they, and a concern if I didn't get something started soon she'd just fall asleep, did make me decide to finger her first, instead of orally stimulating her, while I waited for my manhood to fully recover from Ellen's draining of it.
I laid down next to her, her hand still jerking at my manhood. Lying over her to suck her nipple, I slid my hand down inside the waist band of her pants and into her crease where a swollen and wet clit awaited my fingers.
Her nipples are always a delight to suck or play with. Large, with her whole areola seeming swelling up under a nipple that tightens to a wondrous peak, you can actually take the whole thing into your mouth and play with your tongue against it as you push it onto the roof of your mouth. For those wanting to relive childhood fantasies of being breast feed, they'd be a dream. But even if you don't go that far, they're a textural and erotic delight. More so since you can get her to cum just by sucking them. If you play with her clit or g spot too, you'll have her squirming and screaming in a state of constant orgasm in minutes.
And the only difference to that whole scenario this night was that in her fairly inebriated state, she was giggling and carrying on like a randy schoolgirl being touched up for the first time even as she reacted to the erotic stimulation with her usual physical and vocal over the top reactions.
The weight of my head on her breast pinned her chest down as her hips squirmed, lifted, quivered and even jerked about with her increasing arousal. The moans and groans that she vocalises her excitement with quickly rose in pitch and loudness to what I call her sexual screams.
They're not screams in the sense of a woman being attacked or over acting in a horror movie. They are for the most part identifiable as sounds of sexual arousal; well, except maybe for her prolonged 'aaarrrr's, which could I suppose be mistaken for someone who's hit their hand with a hammer. Rather, they're screams in the sense of being in that high pitch register that comes from the back of the throat and loud - very loud. Sometimes deafeningly so if you've got your ear next to her mouth - as you tend to have when sucking her breasts from the side.
It's pointless asking her to tone it down. After a ten year abusive relationship, Amy's found an enjoyment of sex that's released all the self preserving inhibitions that previously burdened her and she's not going to put it back in a box just so as not to be judged by others. Anyhow, why would you even want to her to do so? Well, except when, like this night, your anchored just off a crowded town having sex on deck in the full knowledge that the sound will be travelling undiminished over the water.
But even that wasn't going to stop Amy.
As she came for the first time she threw up her hips as she unleashed her usual string of expletives...
"Ooooohhhh...OOOOOHHHHHH...OH GOD...OH SHIT...OH FUCK...AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH...OH MY GOD...AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH..."
That of course isn't the end of it. But her moans and groans at least taper off as the rest of her orgasm runs its lengthy hip thrusting course. But nor does it ever sate her either. To her being fingered, or even sucked, to an orgasm is simply an entrée of what she expects to follow. At least the sexual excitement completed my own refractory penance for what I'd enjoyed with Ellen and as Amy's warmly wrapped hand was telling her, I was back to full hardness.
My erection was dragged over her body in the direction of her sex; rather firmly and urgently so actually. Either I followed it or lost it; and I don't mean that in any harmless way. I could have just mounted her and pounded her into deck as I found my own enjoyable release; in a way that's what I was being invited to do. And it's not as though it wasn't likely to have given her another orgasm if I did. She might not have Ellen's magically sized and positioned clit that manages to be stimulated by just about everything happening down there, but her first orgasm seems to sensitise things enough that mere vaginal thrusting will generate another.
But, I suspect like many men, I get as much pleasure from seeing my partner orgasm as I get from my own. And Amy is always particularly rewarding. I wasn't finished with her yet. I submitted as she pulled my body on top of hers, bringing my legs together and forcing them down between hers, where I used mine to force hers apart. I also submitted as she pulled aside her bikini's gusset and guided the tip of my erection into her sex and encouraged me to fully penetrate her. After all, what man wouldn't? But it also got her to release the iron gripped control she's been exercising over it since she started playing with it under the table.
And since I was there I took the opportunity to enjoy a couple of long thrusts into her delectable body as I continued to suck on her delightful nipple.
But it was all just a prelude to what I planned to do next. Planting my knees firmly on the cushion between her legs, I wrapped my arm around her waist and took the weight of her body as I used my other arm to attempt to kneel upright; all while maintaining my penetration of her. It's a bit of a hernia inducing contortion, but I've managed it before. But tonight we were on an arched, rocking deck and I had an inebriated, giggling and very floppy young lady. I surrendered to the inevitable, withdrew my shaft from her warm embrace, knelt on my haunches between her legs and pulled her butt up over my thighs, all while Amy's squirming and fooling about; partly because she seemed to still be in the final throes of her previous orgasm and was reluctant to have lost the feel of my manhood inside her, partly drunken playfulness on her part.
"What'da do'ng?"
I had to be amused how corrupted Amy's original cut glass English accent had become under the influence of a group of Australians and an excess of alcohol.
"You know."
She certainly did. We'd done this before and it was all but guaranteed to blow her mind with multiple orgasms
"Oouu you are naughty."
I doubted Amy had ever seen a "Carry on" movie from which that quote originated, so was doubly amused how much she did a good imitation of Barbra Windsor.
"Not as naughty as you."
I looked down to where the action was about to be. I'd pulled Amy a bit too far up my thighs. With one of her legs either side of me, her crease was now pushed firmly against my erection which was now full and hard and standing proud against my stomach. I wiggled myself backward to open up a small gap.
This is always an arousing view of Amy; which is one of the reasons I like the position. It highlights her beautiful mound; a mound that has this glorious line that continues straight on from her plank flat stomach until it turns tightly under her crotch. Wide enough, without being too wide, it is the goldilocks of mounds. Not too big, not too small, it creates an impression of being swollen in a perpetual state of high arousal, like a beacon to the sexual playground that it contains.
Her desire to have sex with her bikini pants on does nothing to subtract from the effect; at least not with the sort of bikini pants she constantly wears. Even in the colour draining light of the half moon, complimented by whatever light spill there was from the cabin or the nearby town, their burnt orange colour perfectly complimented her olive skin. The narrow rectangle of cloth that constituted the front of the bikini - not flaring out in the slightest as it rose up to meet the waistband - failed to fully cover the width of her mound, leaving teasing strip of flawless mound flesh either side. The gusset was still pulled aside from her crease, both leg hems sitting outside her left outer labia, swollen in its arousal and pushed up more prominently by the pressure from the leg elastic.
And there within her crease was the most obvious sign of her arousal; a swollen bud and the opening to her sex, a large dark hole ready to receive my manhood.
There are other advantages to this position, the major one of which is the way it throws her largish perky breasts upward on her body as it angles down from where her hips are elevated on my haunches and leaves them more vulnerable to wobbling as her body rag dolls to my thrusting.
I could have happily sat there and stared at it all for ages. But the reality was I had but a moment to contemplate it. I had brought up onto my haunches a woman still in the throes of an orgasm and she was expecting me to continue the momentum of it and bring her to an even higher state of sexual excitement.
I bent my shaft down to locate the tip of it within her sex. Then, elevating her butt slightly with one hand, I rocked back and forwards. The effect is to firmly rake the front wall of her vagina at a shallow penetration - right where her g spot is.
The effect was immediate.
Amy was lifting her hips, squirming about and moaning loudly.
As I used my spare hand to flutter my fingers against her clit, her reaction intensified. My mere rocking back and forwards was enough to induce a delightfully distracting wobble of her breasts. But that wasn't nearly as distracting as being able to watch my shaft moving in and out of her body as I rocked.
Amy cries were again increasing in pitch and loudness until they again became virtual screams. Her hips were moving about so much I was having trouble ensuring I maintained the shallow penetration I was using with her and didn't just pop out. I elevated my haunches a bit, taking the weight on my knees and lifting her butt, tilting her deeper, which let me use longer and deeper strokes, while still keeping a firm pressure on the front wall of her sex.
It wasn't an easy position to hold, and I was really relying on Amy cumming fairly quickly. Fortunately she obliged, clamping her thighs around my hips as she let rip her usual expletives...
"FUUUUUURRRRRRKKKKK...OOOWWWOOOOHHHHHHHAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH...OH GOD...AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH..."
She was throwing her hips against me, making it really hard to keep my balance with my precarious posture. I squatted down flat on my haunches again, burying my shaft as deeply as the angle would permit, intending to wait there until the most powerful part of her orgasm had run its course.
It was then I received confirmation of how much Amy's sounds were travelling over the water. A spotlight lit up on the shore, a bit North of the main township, towards Wategos. It played against the water, obviously seeking out our range and bearing until I saw it light up the bow. With the boat facing South it was coming from just aft of our starboard beam. With Amy laid across the boat with me on the port side, it left me looking nearly directly towards the shore from where it was coming.
I watched frozen as the beam played along the length of the boat. Amy was still moaning and squirming and I could feel her contractions bearing down on my hardness, but she'd settled down a lot from just a few moments ago. The beam approached us, first lighting up Amy's head and face, then her glorious breasts before I watched it sneak up her body until it was me in the glare of it. But it kept moving, offering me the hope that our reasonably still figures had been lost in the clutter of the deck.
It swept towards the back of the boat, seemingly found nothing and then swept forward again, still missing us.
I watched as it swept in a wider arch across the bay, maybe seeking out any other boat that might have been the source of the noise, until, probably bored, it switched off.
Only then did I feel it was safe to continue. It was my turn and I intended to enjoy it. Fully penetrated, I lifted Amy's hips again and walked my knees back until they were well clear of her butt and I was angled forward towards her. Then I eased myself down flat on top of her, quickly moving my legs outside hers.



Amy grinned at me and put her hands on my butt as I lifted myself up on outstretched arms over her upper torso, staring down at her. I started thrusting, slowly at first, then working up to a nice rhythm. Now I was the one grunting; but nowhere nearly as loud as Amy had been. Satisfied with the speed and angle of my performance, Amy took one hand off my butt and started playing her fingers through my chest hairs.
But Amy wasn't to be outdone for long. Although I was mainly staring down at her arousing breasts, I noticed out of the corner of my eye that she'd closed her eyes and formed her mouth into a little circle; out of which she quickly started moaning again. At first we seemed synchronised. But Amy quickly got ahead of me, her moans started to rise in tempo and volume as her hips started quivering under me.
Up to then, I'd been travelling nicely. Quite enjoying the feeling, without thinking it was going to end too soon. But I could feel Amy tightening against me; upping the ante. Without getting to the level of screaming, Amy came first; squeezing her thighs, hips and sex around me and the shaft I had buried deep in her body. What had been nice suddenly became ball brewing. I started thrusting harder, wanting to get the best out of my climax; something that only seemed to drive Amy to new orgasmic heights. She was screaming again. Full on expletively screaming.
As my seed rocketed up my shaft and exploded against her cervix, I let out a bellowing groan and collapsed flat down on her, humping her between waves of my climax until I was left shuddering pleasantly on top of her as my body wrung out the last of the cum from balls and delivered it in little waves into her body.
And there we both lay, still and spent, as that accursed spotlight did another scan of the boat.
As it travelled up and down the boat three times, it fortunately still managed not to spot us. After it left us alone, Amy ran her hand through my hair...
"That was nice. Now what are you going to do for Liddy?"
"I thought Liddy wasn't up for it."
"At this point I'd say you're the one not up for it. But before you came back with Ellen, Liddy was saying she was feeling quite romantic and wouldn't mind a bit of a romp."
"It's gone all quiet down there. Do you think they've gone to bed?'
"Maybe, but that doesn't mean you're necessarily off the hook."
I lifted myself off Amy and then helped her to her still tipsy feet; guiding her back to the cockpit and down the companionway. The others had in fact retired for the night, so after some brief preparations and a final check of the boat, we joined Ellen and Liddy who were already lying still and silent on the bunk in the main cabin; me crawling in next to Liddy with Amy on the outside of me.
That presented me with my usual bedtime dilemma; which way do I face when I have a lover on either side. It was compounded on this night by the fact one was a woman I'd just made love to, the other was one I was supposed to make love to next.
Normally I show my cowardness by lying on my back. But when I sleep that way, I snore terribly, so as I'm drowsing off I turn one way or the other - usually judging it by which of the two has snuggled up closest to me and in any case in the knowledge that I'll be tossing and turning during the night.
Had they both been awake, I might have given Amy a prolonged goodnight cuddle before turning to Liddy. But Liddy was seemingly asleep, albeit facing me.
I faced towards Amy, who quickly cuddled against me, wrapping her arms around me and interlocking our thighs to the point I could feel her mound pushed against my thigh. Which was nice, except for the fact as she fairly soon crashed out under the effects of drinks and tiredness, it was difficult to disengage to ensure I didn't lose circulation in a limb overnight.
It was maybe ten minutes after I became convinced Amy had dropped off that I felt Liddy's hand circle my waist; playing up and down my stomach and trying to push down through the tangle of bodies to .my pubis. I took her hand, brought it up and kissed it, then returned it before starting the process of disentangling myself from Amy. Gingerly moving her upper leg from where it crossed mine, I then took the arm she had over me and laid it down between us.
Now I could at least turn around, although I had to sit up a moment to move the arm that Amy had previously had under my head. Finally I could cuddle up against Liddy. She pulled my butt in tightly against her, our naked bodies in contact for their whole length so that my still flaccid manhood rested in her thigh gap where I thought I could feel the upper surface of its softness embraced by her crease. Like I usually do when I'm cuddling the girls, I let her have the above the shoulder space for her arm, arching my back just far enough away from her upper torso that the hand of my lower arm could cup her breast without being crushed by my own weight.
As often happens when I'm engaging with one of the girls while the others are asleep, we conducted a whispered conversation
"I thought you were asleep."
"Sorry, I was. I didn't mean to but I must have dozed off."
"Did you have a nice night?"
"I had a great night." Liddy hesitated. "Actually I can't remember a night I've enjoyed more. Maybe the night of dancing when we first met is the only one that even comes close, but still wasn't as good. My face is still aching from all the laughter. It's funny, being around the girls makes me forget my age and lets me carry on as if I'm still young. It's a nice feeling."
"Yea, well, it seems to have the same effect on me."
"I've noticed. You managed to keep Amy entertained for quite a while."
"I hope her noises didn't keep you awake."
"Clearly not. You get used to them."
"It attracted some attention from the shore. There was a spotlight looking for us."
"So that's what the light shining through the window was."
"I hope you didn't feel neglected during the night. The girls can be a bit pushy sometimes. I tried to make sure I had your approval, but that's hard to judge sometimes."
"I noticed your concern and I appreciated it. I think they're rather delightful in their randiness and cheekiness. I can compete if I feel the need to, but I know you'll look after me without me having to do that. Anyway, their randiness rubs off on me, so I can't really complain even about that."
"That reminds me. I was surprised you went commando under your dress for dinner."
Liddy teased me..."Are you judging me?"
"Definitely not. It was just you had a very short dress on, so I thought it was rather brave of you."
"Nowhere near as brave as Amy in hers. I thought, why not. I've spent my whole life being buttoned up. It was fun and naughty in a good sort of way. Actually I found I quite liked the feel of it. I might do it more often."
Triggered by the soft warmth of the feel of Liddy's body against mine and the close intimacy of the moment, my manhood which until then had laid completely flaccid, came to life; quickly hardening and growing until it was hard up against Liddy's crotch and between her thighs.
"Sorry."
I started to reduce the pressure, but Liddy's hand on my butt stopped me.
"Leave it where it is. It's good."
She opened her thighs just enough to let it straighten out, then clamped them across it again.
"Ellen said you weren't interested in..." I had to think of an appropriate phrase..." lining up tonight; although Amy cast doubt on that."
"It seems there are no secrets between the girls. Did she tell you about the lady in the cubicle as we were talking about you servicing us?"
"Yes."
"It made me feel like a naughty little school girls caught smoking in the toilets. But actually I rather liked the feeling. She was probably ten years younger than me, but from my eyes standing in the group I was, I felt I was no older than the others. She stared at us for the rest of the evening; especially at you. I think she saw you feeling up Ellen. She nearly choked on her food and quickly looked away; although kept peeking back again as if she couldn't bear to take her eyes off it."
"Oh dear."
"That's her problem. But I did tell Ellen in the ladies room that I wouldn't be lining up to be serviced tonight. I thought the girls were being rather optimistic as to what you could do in one night, given how late it was and drunk they were. And then, by the time we got back to the boat and were sitting around drinking the port I may have intimated to Amy that I was feeling a bit in the mood and might see what developed. And I can feel what's developed between my legs right now."
"Did the lady really hear you talking about being serviced, using that word?"
Liddy stroked her finger along my nose in a faux patronising manner...
"Ah yes my dear stud. What else can you call it when you're called on to keep four young randy women constantly satisfied? OK, so one of those is completely deluded about being young, but that doesn't change things. Just a second..."
Liddy put her upper leg over my thigh to spread her legs apart, reached down and introduced my shaft into her sex; pushing down on me until I was substantially penetrated, stopping momentarily and then pushing again until I didn't feel I could go any deeper at that angle.
"Now, where were we?...Actually, on a completely different topic, I assume you've notice how unsettled Ellen is by our landfall in Australia."
"Yes, we talked about it on the beach. Funny, but Amy is completely unaffected by it."
"You didn't mention me! But that's because, a bit like me, after her ten years of an abusive relationship, Amy's in her second life. She's made up her mind and knows in her heart that nothing is going to change. Ellen's still working through her first life. She knows you're right about her future, but doesn't like it."
"I think that's about how I'd put it too."
Without saying anything more, Liddy pulled me more tightly against her and undulated her body against mine, using short movements along my shaft to withdraw and then push back hard and grind her crease into my pubis. For the moment I was content to use the hand I'd had cupping her lower breast to tease up her nipple while stroking up and down her back with my other hand.
For a while I could tell what she really wanted was the intimacy; and I'm rather partial to that too, so I let her go for it. But eventually I sensed she was starting to become a little frustrated. This wasn't a great position for Liddy to achieve a climax. She didn't have Ellen's magical clit that was able to get in the way of just about any penetrative stimulation, nor Amy's extreme sensitivity in just about every erogenous zone.
But nor, in the crowded bunk with the others asleep, could I throw her into a more facilitatious position.
I brought my upper hand down between our stomachs in what I hoped was a clear invitation to finger her if she wanted. She responded by pulling away enough to allow a small separation between our bodies, leaving me still about two thirds penetrated. It gave me just enough room to slip my fingers down onto her clit while at the same time bending my head down to her breasts.
Now I was able to finger her, suck her upper nipple and play with the lower one between my fingers. She in turn rocked gently back and forwards on my manhood; withdrawing until I was about a third penetrated and then pushing herself back on it until my fingers stopped her plunging it any deeper.
That quickly changed the picture. She was suppressing any moans, but there was no missing the change in her breathing. Her rocking on my shaft became progressively more pronounced; her body more tightly clamped on it.
As she came, she quickly pulled my hand out from between our bodies and pushed down hard on me; bring my shaft back into full penetration and her crease back hard onto my pubis. When her contractions finally stilled, she used a hand on my butt to signal it was time for me to take my turn.
I really would have liked to roll her one her back. This was my third time tonight and I suspected I wasn't going to be quick about it. For me the missionary position gives both the best, but also the fastest orgasms. But there wasn't space to do it between Amy on one side and Ellen on the other.
Liddy brought her upper leg back over my hips to give me an easy unrestricted movement; gripping me tightly as I thrust away at her using long, slow, pleasurable strokes at first; still playing with her nipple using the hand trapped between our bodies.
It felt nice - delightful actually - but after a while I started to be concerned she'd be growing annoyed at how long I was taking. For all its niceness and the total hardness of my shaft, nothing was brewing up and I don't like my partner feeling like there're nothing more than a receptacle into which I'm trying to cum, even though they may have had their turn already. There was nothing Liddy was doing to raise this concern; it was simply me and applied to all the girls any time I'm left thrusting away with nothing happening.
I thrusted faster and harder, trying to bring it on; although that just raises an internal voice that I might be hurting them, again not supported by anything they say or do.
Suddenly with a little...''oouu...ooouuu..ooo" Liddy came again. That seemed to do the trick for me. With any concerns about taking too long or hurting her washed from my brain, the brew up started. I humped her uninhibitly until, with a groan that was louder than I wanted, I felt the rush of seed up my shaft signalling the start of a mind blowing orgasm.
"Sorry, that was a bit noiser than I intended."
"Not my problem. Anyhow we're used to lying in bed listening to you bang someone else."
Liddy giggled as she amused herself with a thought...
"What was that about?"
"Just a silly thought that if you woke one of the others up making sounds like that you might suffer a me too moment. But it'd have nothing to do with the me too movement in the outside world, if you know what I mean."
"Very funny' I added drolly..."sort of."
"OK, it's late. Give me a break."
Liddy cuddled firmly against me; resisting my initial attempt to withdraw. I left it there, letting nature do the work until my manhood was nothing more than a flaccid plug at the entry to her sex, and then, not even that. Sometime shortly after that I faded from consciousness for the night.
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It had been a late night and, by the time I woke up, the sun was well into the sky; at least by my normal standards.
I looked briefly to my left and right. The girls were still asleep; delectable in their relaxed uncovered nakedness in a way that caused my morning erection to surge. Still, we had a big day ahead. A special lunch ashore after which Tash was catching a flight home.
Once we left our anchorage in Byron Bay, we were planning a leisurely cruise down the coast through towns Tash was all too familiar with and she was already late for recommencing work. So she was bailing on us; an entirely reasonable thing to do. And since we were only day sailing between towns, it wasn't going to make the slightest difference to our crewing watch schedules.
I rolled as gently as I could from my back onto my front; although a lack of space meant I couldn't stop my erection from flopping onto Amy's hip and then sliding down her side as I completed the roll. Then I lifted myself onto all fours to crawl to the head of the bunk and thereby out of it without disturbing the others.
From the elevated position of my outstretched arms, I took a moment to admire the sight laid out around me. Amy to my right was on her back; her eyes lightly closed with her hair cascading down onto the bunk and surrounding her beautiful face. Her breasts pointed perkily skyward. Capped by those stunning nipples they sagged off to the side just enough to indicate how real and attractive they were. Her stomach dipped down to make the rise to her prominent mound all the more sexually inviting; an invitation I'd happily and very enjoyably accepted last night.
Immediately on my left was Liddy; also on her back with her dyed blonde hair also cascading onto the bunk under her. But in Liddy's case, the size and perkiness of her breasts at her age left no doubt they were surgically assisted; although no less sexually provocative for that.
Between Liddy and the side of the boat was Ellen; turned on her side towards Liddy and cuddled against her with her arm across Liddy's stomach.
I admit, on all fours, able to feel my hardness resisting the effect of gravity as it surged even harder at the sight of the naked women around me, I felt momentarily like a rampant horse among a paddock of fillies. That's not a boast. As far as I know, I'm no better hung than average. Just a description of what it's like with your aroused cock hanging suspended like that.
I eased myself forward towards the top edge of the bunk. I was nearly there when I felt a hand grab my erection. I looked down between my arms. It was Amy. She pulled it towards her and sleepily lifted her head to give it a kiss. Then she let it go and lay down again.
I finished crawling out of the bunk. Now we were back in civilisation I couldn't go on deck to have my breakfast entirely naked, so I slipped on a pair of my usual speedos; tucking my erection into them and pulled the waistband down so that my hardness was tightly sheathed by the stretched material and rose a significant distance over the waistband.
I've said before that I savour my morning glories. They feel nice; all the more so when on most mornings I can stare in at the naked beauties while I pour my cereal. Amy, especially, was now sprawled out in a particularly sexual manner, having spread somewhat into the space I'd vacated. But the view of them and memories of the sex I'd shared with each of them last might, meant my cock hardened, not softened as I went about getting breakfast.
Indeed, as I looked back into the room I surrendered to an urge to surge it; looking down to watch as my sheathed hardness pushed away from my stomach and the bell swelled. I held it there for as long as I could; enjoying the burst of sexual energy it gave me.
There are times women are right in their judgement that men think with their cock. Mine was insistently telling me it wanted pussy. There was nothing loving or romantic about the message. Even after yesterday where I had more sex in a day than many men get in a month, it just wanted to be submerged in the warm embrace of a woman's vagina. Still, that wasn't a new message. It's a demand it's made nearly every morning of my adult life; one that thirty years of marriage teaches you to ignore. Few women want to be woken from a deep sleep because their partner is feeling a bit randy.
,
I turned back to pull the coupe plate from the cupboard for my breakfast. Some sound alerted me to another's presence and I turned my head to find Tash quietly approaching me, dressed only in a tiny bikini bottom; her enormous breasts hanging free and swaying slightly with her walk. Unembarrassed by my erection, instinctively, I turned to face her, whispering...
"Morning. Can I get you a bowl out?"
She closed the distance between us, letting her reply almost into my ear...
"I thought that would be you."
She looked down between our bodies.
"There might be something else you can get out for me. That's an impressive morning erection you have there Ned. Would you like to put it to some good use?"
As she spoke she slipped her hands inside my pants and pulled the waist band of my swimmers back over the tip of my shaft and two thirds of the way down it to let her wrap her hand tightly around my hardened flesh. Then she pulled her head back enough to flash me an inquisical grin.
I smiled back at her and, in a tone that I didn't think I got quite right, replied...
"Sure."
The truth was, I'd been caught flat footed and unprepared by her sudden sexual come on.
It had been well over a week since Tash had last sought sex from me. But it had been much longer since she done so without having me indulge her in some fantasy that justified her ignoring the age difference between us. Her extensive collection of degraded old one piece swimwear had been torn to shreds one by one as she'd had me play the role of the swim coach she'd always had seduction fantasies about or simply role playing forcing myself upon her in one way or another with some sort of bondage a common request.
The one piece swimwear - whether the old ones that would be torn to shreds or the new ones that would be removed or worked around - were a signal she wanted sex that didn't even require her to admit it by words or any other action.
But even when she gave a more direct signal than a one piece and wasn't asking for role play, Tash's engagement with me was more at the level of having sexual games; concentrating more on the sex and the game and avoiding any real emotional connection. So this direct request was quite novel.
Which is why, in that spit second I had to reply, I struggled to find the right tone. The answer was always going to be yes. That wasn't the problem. Rather it was that, if it had been one of the other girls asking, the answer would be tinged with love, passion and an immediacy of desire (or else, if I want to be honest about it). But when the request comes from someone who, because of our age difference, has always been just a little bit transactional about sex, too much enthusiasm from me might be scary for her, but too little might be insulting.
I mustn't have got it too wrong. She kissed me on the cheek, giving my erection a couple of jerks before releasing it to turn back towards her room. Sashaying sexily towards it, her fingers gave me a come hither sign over her shoulder; me following with my now released erection swaying back and forwards as I walked. As we entered the room, she closed the door behind us and directed me to lie on the bunk. Immediately she pulled my pants down the rest of the way; signalling me to lift my hip to assist her.
Then I got to watch as this stunning voluptuous blonde, just over a third of my age, grinned at me as she dropped her bikini pants to the floor so we could have sex. Taking control, Tash climbed over me; settling with her legs outside mine and, as far as I could tell, my shaft laying in the front part of her crease. Her breasts pushed firmly into my chest as she eased her weight fully down onto me, bring her lips to my ear again.
"Ned, you've been so good to me while we've been on the boat - so understanding and patient. I know you must feel as though I've just used you for sex without giving any love back in return and I suppose I have.
But before I go, I want to show you it was more than that. I want to make beautiful love to you like you do for the other girls. No games, no dress up, no fantasies, no pretend. Just real love making. You and me."
She nuzzled my cheek with the tip of her nose before pecking at my lips.
Now lightly biting my neck, she started rocking herself up and down on me; clearly stimulating her clit along the length of my shaft. I brought my hands up alongside my chest so that her nipples brushed against them with the movement of her body; quickly hardening into large jutting projections.
I could feel her crotch first moistening, then wetting, half the length of my shaft as she moved her clit along it. Her breathing became heavy, then morphed into little moans which in turn became vocalised 'oohhh's' and 'aahhh's' as she progressed through her arousal towards a climax. I could sense her moving her nipples more deliberately against my hands to maximise her stimulation of them.
Releasing my neck, she elevated her head as if clearing her airway to more firmly express her rising excitement. Knowing she liked it, I elevated my head enough to suck firmly on the side of her neck; holding on like a sucker fish as her movements became ever more pronounced.
As she came, she seemingly made a desperate attempt to quickly have me penetrate her. Then, as if overcome, she gave up on her attempt. Instead, with the tip of my shaft barely inside her, she lowered her head alongside mine and moaned into the bunk cushion quivering under the impact of her climax while grinding her hips against mine.
I waited, stroking her hair, as she fully savoured her orgasm.
Finished, she lifted her head and pecked my lips again...
"That was nice Ned."
I could feel her pushing down against the shaft already shallowly penetrating her. She was, as always tight. At first my shaft bent under the pressure, but Tash realigned the direction of her push in a way that negated that and let it accept the full force of her action.
Bit by bit, it slipped in. I could feel she was wet and aroused and it didn't seem to cause her any particular discomfort but, as always, it just seemed as if her vagina was too small to accommodate me. I didn't really think that was how these things were meant to work; but who was I to judge and that's not in any way a boast about or comment on me. I was more concerned not to join her list of held in contempt younger lovers who, because of that, always seemed to climax before they'd even managed to penetrate her.
As she got me completely inside her and my balls almost pushing up against the back of her crease, she lifted herself up on her outstretched arms.
Closing her eyes, she looked upward as she started lifting herself up and down along my shaft reverse missionary style. In terms of actual changes to my degree of penetration, her movements were minimal. I could feel my shaft was only slipping in and out of her to the slightest extent. On the other hand she was very firmly rubbing her clit on my pubis.
I had to be slightly bemused. Tash's idea of making beautiful love to me wasn't quite the same as I applied to the other girls. Clearly at this stage she was mainly pleasuring herself. But that wasn't to judge her. She was young, I was old. I could rely on the girls to experience multiple climaxes and still be ready for more. As a man, Tash was only going to draw one from me and that would render me pretty much useless for much else afterwards. It was fair enough she drew her full measure of pleasure first.
Anyway, I was genuinely touched by her willingness to set our age difference aside and set out to make real love to me.
Having watched transfixed for a while as they bounced delightfully up and down with her movement, I lifted up my head to suck her right nipple, playing with the left between my fingers. Again, I could sense her growing arousal. Tash was no Amy; whose first orgasm seemed to signal a continuous stream of them while you kept stimulating her. But on the whole, she didn't take long to bring to an orgasm if you were getting it half right (which is probably what annoyed her so much about her younger lovers). And if you kept at it, subsequent ones were - for a while anyway - even faster again.
As she got more excited, I started biting lightly and sucking the side of her neck again; bringing my other hand up so that one was playing with each nipple. The neck sucking was something she'd got me to do in one of our more recent role play sessions and really seemed to add to her arousal; so I'd added it to my repertoire with her ever since.
Tash was really getting excited; bearing down on my pubis and rubbing herself vigorously against it almost to the point it hurt. If she didn't have a full Brazilian I'd be feeling fairly abraded by now. Just my pubic hairs were enough to make me think I'd have to do something about them too if we were going to do this very often.
I was having to suck pretty hard on her neck just to keep my mouth in contact; her flesh being ripped about between my teeth regardless of how light a pressure I applied and her breasts were wobbling about in my hands like moulded jelly; the hard nipples like a cherry on top as they circled in my palms.
The experience for me was highly erotic and very pleasant. But I was in no danger of going off prematurely. My manhood was embraced firmly within her body, but most of the movement was external and not too stimulating in a way that would race me to a climax. I've always liked reverse missionary for that reason.
With a couple of loud grunts Tash's hips momentarily tensed up and she climaxed. I wrapped my hand around the back of her head as she dropped her face into the bunk alongside my head; moaning into the cushion as I felt her contractions bear down on my shaft. Just occasionally she'd lift her hips and thrust my shaft in and out of her, I presume to prolong her orgasm.
Her orgasm wasn't quite over when she turned her head and bit firmly on my neck, lifting and dropping her hips to cause my shaft to slip in and out half its length. At first the pace was measured. The feeling was delightful; with her tight grip on me, tendrils of pleasure were running up and down my shaft with every movement.
But I quickly started to wonder if she wasn't getting more excited by it than I was. She started grunting into my neck as her pace accelerated to the point the hand I still had around the back of her head felt more like it was there to stop her ripping my throat out than as a loving gesture. She seemed to be using her teeth as a hinge point for her whole movement as her hips humped up and down; her clit crashing down against my pubis with very thrust.
Any complacency I might have had about my endurance evaporated as those tendrils of pleasure became surges of exquisite sensitivity. It was unrelenting and I had no measure of control that would let me slow things down or take the pressure off. With a loud grunt I climaxed; intensely pleasurable at first, but still Tash kept humping me in some sort of sexual frenzy. There was not even any way I could align her frantic humping with my own ejeculative waves. She just kept pounding away at me.
Aware that I'd climaxed and clearly looking to give herself another orgasm, she became almost frantic. The feeling in my shaft had already morphed from pleasure to that extreme sensitivity. I tried taking the pressure off by mirroring her movement; lifting my hips as she lifted hers to minimise the stimulation. But her movements were too unpredictable and all I ended up doing was ending up in some sort of uncoordinated dance with her.
With the tightness of her sex, I could sense it was all going to fall apart as soon as my manhood lost any hardness and that's exactly what happened. On one of her downward thrusts, it just bent and popped out.
Tash didn't miss a beat, pushing the residue of my erection down between my legs and rubbing her crease along it. But soon that was gone too.
I didn't want to leave her half-finished. Sticking my hand down between our bodies towards her crotch to signal my intention, I rolled her off me and onto her back.
As soon as I'd got her there and recovered my neck intact from the grip of her teeth, I penetrated her now very wet and sticky sex with two fingers to stimulate her g spot while using the thumb of the same hand to rub her clit and sucking the nipple nearest me.
Tash was soon quivering with excitement. Whatever had been building inside her was clearly powerful and there was no way she was going to have let me leave it half finished.
After making sure I was hitting all the right spots and had her back on the path to a climax, I cheekily tried something I'd done to good effect with her twice before. Instead of just rubbing her clit with my thumb, I started fluttering it rapidly against it.
The effect was immediate. She came. Hard. Once again, her legs straightened out so hard and fast they smashed into the bulkhead with an enormous crash. She may have even momentarily blacked out. With her legs quivering, her body went into some sort of spasm where hips rose off the bunk as she squirted copiously. Even after she managed to lie back flat on the bunk she was left shaking vigorously as she moaned away.
She was still moaning and shuddering when she somehow found the energy to throw herself on top of me and just about swallow my face as she thrust her tongue in my mouth and kissed me passionately. Then, as if she was suddenly completely drained of energy, her head lolled to the side of mine leaving her quietly groaning as little quivers intermittently ran through her body.
"Oh my god Ned. I've never cum like that before. What ar..."
She hesitated as another quiver ran through her body.
"What are you doing to me? Can you write it down so I can get future lovers to do it? I'd hate to think that's the last time in my life I'll have an experience like that."
I let her rest on top of me until she recovered some semblance of energy. Then she eased herself off the bunk, but immediately collapsed on the floor; giggling.
"Oh my god, every muscle in my legs has turned to jelly and hurts like hell. Sorry about the mess. Ill clean it up after breakfast."
I watched bemused as she struggled about on the floor, still half in a fit of giggles at her immobility, to try and put her bikini pants back on. Having finally succeeded in that, she then discovered even her arms muscles had gone on her and she couldn't reach behind her back to tie her bikini top; instead eventually asking me to tie it.
But as I shared her amusement with the effect of the orgasm on her body, I recognised that was the last erotic engagement I'd ever be having with her. Whatever might happen with the other girls, Tash wasn't going to be part of it. She knew her future lay elsewhere and that was starting with moving back in with her parents in the Shire, at the other end of Sydney.
Tash and I were sitting in the cockpit, enjoying the early morning sun as we ate our breakfast, when Amy came up to join us holding her own bowl of cereal. It had been a late night and I wasn't surprised the others were a bit late in emerging.
Like Tash, she was dressed only in one of her small 'fuck me' bikinis; not that I could talk given I was only wearing speedos.
"What the hell was that noise?"
Tash and I both knew she was referring to the loud bang Tash had made when she'd kicked the bulkhead as her body had gone into some sort of seizure as she climaxed.



"I had another climatic seizure."
"You know Ellen's going to be a jealous as hell."
"What am I going to be jealous about?"
Ellen appeared. Dressed only in a small bikini bottom, her breasts hung delightfully bare. Amy answered her.
"Tash had another seizure as she came."
"Yea, I heard. It nearly made me jump through the roof." Ellen looked me in the eye with a cheeky grin..."and I'm waiting Ned. I'm still waiting."
I gave her a faux knowing look in reply..."Maybe you're not a seizure type of person."
"You can play me like an accordion in every other sexual outcome. I think you should still be able to pull a seizure or two out occasionally."
Eventually Liddy also emerged, moving past the rest of us already sitting around the cockpit to take a vacant spot towards the stern. As she turned to me to say something, she suddenly stopped with a frozen stare, looked across to Tash and blurted out...
"Oh my god, you have matching hickies."
I looked at Tash and sure enough she had a welt on her neck from where I'd been sucking it. I just hadn't really focused on it. If hers was that prominent, I hated to think what mine was like given the punishment my neck had taken from her. Ellen and Amy of course had to have a look; Amy sticking her tits in my face as she bent around me to examine it.
Ellen of course had to be the one to really lay it on...
"Aren't you a bit old for a hicky Ned? I mean really, shouldn't you have left that behind in your teenage years. We're the ones who are going to have to be seen with you today. What are people going to think?"
Liddy chipped in...
"They're going to think I did it aren't they."
Tash blushed...
"Sorry guys, I got a bit carried away."
Ellen straddled my lap; spreading her legs wide, she pushed the gusset of her bikini pants all the way up my thighs until her crotch sat touching the tip of my flaccid manhood where it stood pushing out my swimwear. Instinctively I wrapped my hands around her lower waist.
Ellen curved her body down to suck the other - left - side of my neck; pushing my head back while supporting it with a hand around the back of my neck and rested her naked breast on my left bicep...
"Maybe he needs a matching one to make it look OK."
As the others giggled, she sucked it. Firmly; but in no way comparable with the punishment Tash had melted out to it. But I didn't really have time to think about my neck. The effect of Ellen pushing her crotch against my manhood was predictable as it quickly hardened; pushing firmly into her crease, but with nowhere else to go, initially bending and folding as it reached the limits of the space Ellen's body permitted it.
She started very subtly rocking her hips back and forwards, eventually manoeuvring the tip so that it was freed enough to straighten out under her crotch; a full, hard, horizontal erection along which I could feel her rocking her clit. There was also enough movement of her nipple against my bicep to raise it to a hard button. Whether the movement was obvious enough for the others to notice I wasn't sure; but the effect on my manhood certainly would be.
She released my neck and came up for air; still rubbing her clit as she purported to examine her handiwork...
"Nothing! That skins as tough as leather and getting a bit bristly now too. I'm not sure what Tash did to him to give him the one on the other side. Oh well; it was worth a try."
Ellen backed off me, returning to the seat on the other side and leaving the sheathed hardened rod of my erection fully exposed. As I watched her retreat, she poignantly looked down at it and then gave me a looked that almost expressed satisfaction in causing it. There was no way the others wouldn't react to it in some way; and predictably, it was Amy who made the most obvious move. Wrapping her hand around it, she commented, more to amuse the others than as something directed at me...
"Ah Ned, Issie was right. Our fuck me bikinis do work a treat don't they. It's just so easy to get a hard on out of you, isn't it."
It was a rhetorical question, which apart from recognising it with a round of giggles and Tash leaning in and wobbling her breasts from side to side, we quickly moved on from.
After taking our time over breakfast and cleaning up, we started to sort out the details of the day ahead.
Lunch was to be at the Beach Café; another trendy, upmarket establishment, this one over-looking the bay, but with a more casual atmosphere than the Byron at Byron we'd been to last night. Before that, a swim and after that, saying goodbye to Tash as she caught the bus to the airport.
The logistics of getting ashore were a bit more complex than last night. The lifeguards were likely to get a bit toey if we tried to take the RIB onto the beach through the daytime crowds - even if we did that up at the Pass, where the commercial tourist boats launch.
So it was going to be another swim ashore, with surfboards and waterproof bags for the gear; including our lunch clothing. Tash would be travelling light - so her aeroplane bag could be included in the waterproof stuff. On a yacht you travel light at the best of times and what wouldn't fit in her carry on backpack could be left on the yacht and come back to Sydney with us.
So it was that about 10.30 the five of us chucked in the two surfboards - one with a waterproof bag strapped to it - and dove in after them to swim ashore; the four girls in variations of their fuck me bikinis and me in speedos - naturally.
It wasn't a short swim. We had to anchor well outside the breaker line at low tide. All of us were strong swimmers, so that wasn't really an issue; although for me, there was always a bit of a concern about sharks this far out. The girls took turns paddling the board without a bag tied to it, while I navigated the board with the bag; alternating between pushing it forward and swimming after it and just holding onto the back with extended arms and kicking it forward.
Foregoing her turn on the board, Ellen made a point of swimming alongside me; often breast stroking to match my pace as I dealt with the board. About half of the way to the breaking point of the waves, she picked a moment when I was kicking the board along with extended arms to duck dive and use a lifetime of mucking about in water to gracefully come up under me, face up, in the space delineated by the back of the board, my spread apart arms and my head. As she rested her elbows on my arms to support herself, I found myself intimately face to face with her, her body extended down along mine, her feet kicking outside my thighs so that I wasn't the only one propelling both our bodies and the board through the water.
Ellen had been in a strange mood since we'd made landfall yesterday. She had openly admitted our approach to home was causing her to be unnerved by what she called the dissolving of the bubble existence we'd lived on the yacht. She knew it would force her to eventually choose between continuing our relationship and taking what I thought was the more prudent approach of finding a more age appropriate long term partner. But for the moment, this was reflected in certain aspects of her sexualised behaviour.
Normally it would be Amy who'd be most likely to come onto me in the water; and Issie when she was aboard. But now I had the front of her body pushed up hard against mine. And, like occurred over breakfast, there was not the slightest doubt as she'd wiggled her thighs and lower body against me that she'd set out to induce the erection that had resulted; an erection that in this case she then intentionally brought her crotch against the tip of, so I was effectively pushing her through the water with it.
She transferred her arms from resting on my elbows to around my neck as every thrust of my legs drove the tip of my manhood into her crease and every kick of hers wiggled it about in there; all while she made light of it...
"I hope you don't mind if I get a ride with you?"
"Do you mean a ride with me or from me?"
With a voice of feigned innocence, she replied...
"Why Ned, you'll make be blush. Whatever could you be talking about. Anyhow, you know my views on the incompressibility of water." [Which simply reflected Ellen's views on the medical risks of, shall we say, enthuastic penetrative sex in water.]
"You don't have to compress any water for the ride you're getting."
Ellen grinned at me.
"Arr Ned, you see right through me don't you."
"I'm trying to come up with some pun based around 'feeling right through' given the wood I've got pushed up against you, but I can't make it work."
"No you can't can you. Let's face it, when it comes to verbal sparring, you're not really in my league. But that's OK, I love you anyway."
It was nice to see that, whatever was bothering Ellen, it hadn't diminished her playful cheekiness.
"Anyway Ned, you're right. I turned myself on a bit when I fooled around with you over breakfast.
It left me a bit randy.
And now I've got that big swollen clit of mine positioned right on the tip of your cock.
That should be a nice mental picture for your head.
Just think, your engorged bell is weeping pre-cum as it plays against my enlarged clit; its hood drawn back.
I can feel it flicking rather delightfully against your bell as we speak and all separated by just two layers of the finest, thinnest material.
Every time you kick I get a lovely jolt of pleasure.
Is that doing your head in?
My heavy breathing isn't...just from the swimming you know.
That swollen clit is throbbing Ned... really throbbing.
I'm determined to cum before we get to the beach...but even that won't do anything to cure...the ache I have in a vagina that's just gapping open and wanting your shaft to fill it.
Pity there's no where we can do that till we get back to the boat this afternoon.
All of which means you're going to have to get out of the water...showing a giant boner in your wet clingy pants."
Ellen's little sex talk wasn't rapid fire. It was slow, measured and delivered with a coy face and a tone that was as sultry as hell, as if talking me though her movements; especially as her words encouraged her to jerk and dance her crotch more forcefully against me. And she was right. The mental picture was doing my head in. Her clit is well above average in its prominence and there's been times I've been quite content drawing her up onto my haunches as I knelt between her legs and watch the action as I've brought her to a climax by doing nothing more than bending my erection down to flick the tip of it against that swollen nub of hers.
Of course when we do that on a bed, her climax is usually followed by me throwing her back down on the bed and going the animal on her (to use an expression coined by Ellen). There was no way that was happening here. Ellen was effectively transferring her frustrated randiness to me in all of this.
Ellen brought her lips against mine and thrust her tongue into my mouth while rapidly micro rocking her crotch against the point where my manhood speared firmly into her crease. Since I was the one completely responsible from keeping us both afloat and safe from drowning, there was little I could do while she used my body to pleasure herself against except keep on kicking towards shore like I had been all along; although, now as I kicked, I threw my hips forward a bit in a sort of thrusting movement.
Ellen hadn't been kidding about her state of arousal. I could soon feel her legs quivering; a sure sign for her of an impending climax.
Her thighs tensed and she hummed into my mouth as she came, then circled her crotch against the tip as she prolonged her orgasm. After relaxing her head back; leaving it floating with the water lapping nearly over her face, she looked up and around to see how far we were from shore. We were very close to the breaker line. Already the rise and fall of the swell had become more pronounced as the waves entered shallower water.
Then she reached one hand down and circled my sheathed shaft starting to jerk it.
"Do you want me to deflate this thing or are you going to come out of the water with a boner?"
I grinned at her.
"After what it's been through in the last 24 hours, I don't think it's going to deflate under a hand job any time soon. I might just let you take the board ashore and do a quick lap of the beach."
"So, embarrassed to show a boner are you?"
"Yes, I'm not a teenager any more. I'm supposed to be able to keep it in my pants by now."
"Well then, you'd better stop playing with girls half your age, hadn't you?"
I raised my eyebrows...
"Is that what you really want?"
Ellen smiled and give me a kiss on the cheek.
"Alright, I'll take the board ashore. Don't perve at all those cute bikini butts in the water as you swim past face down though, or you'll never get ashore."
25 metres of swimming up and back was enough to bring my manhood back to a reasonably flaccid state; letting me join the others on the beach.
Coming ashore in the little protected corner of the beach where it turns from running South to running out to the East, we didn't even bother drying ourselves before getting some small change to go up the short path through the coastal scrub to the outdoor counter of the Beach Café itself for a morning fix of Cappuccinos, chocolate and ice cream - all the things you can't get on a yacht travelling through the tropics.
Bikinis and swimwear generally was nothing unusual at the outdoor counter of the café. Even my wearing of my speedos there only just met Ellen's rather brutal 50/50 rule for the wearing of them; not more than 50 metres from the beach and only allowed to be worn by an old duffer over 50. Mind you, my experience is, with the passing of years, they're becoming less commonly seen and the acceptable distance from the beach grows seemingly shorter.
Conversely, as common as bikinis still were, very clingy, dripping wet bikinis as small as the ones the girls were wearing and each with their nipples on high beam were, let's just say, somewhat rarer. Once again, I found myself at the centre of an attractive group of mostly tall women attracting the gaze of every male within viewing distance; with several trying their luck at hitting on them.
As before I was assuming our tight little cluster was being mistaken for a family; Liddy and me as parents with Amy, Ellen and Tash as the daughters. A few suitors took the family friendly approach of sidling up to their chosen girl while she was well within the group and engaging them in seemingly innocent conversation in the off chance it might lead somewhere. But more often, you could see the young studs circling the pack, trying to isolate out their chosen prey, and from what the girls told me later, they weren't lacking in directness when it came to making their intentions clear. Probably a function of the density of the backpacker influence in the area who, I'm led to believe, treat a place like Byron as one big fuck fest.
But the family thing didn't stop even Liddy being hit on; or at least chatted up by a male a good decade younger than her, while the rest of us were swimming after the café trip.
Each of the girls has a different reaction to the approaches.
Amy bathes in the male attention, but expects it to come without her having to seek it other than by them being turned on by her fuck me clothing; and always from the point of view of her being in the safety of the herd. Given her past, she likes the ego boost she gets from the fact guys find her attractive and even the fact they want to have sex with her. After all, in a way, that's how this whole group sex thing on the boat got started. But she makes sure she basks in that affirmation without the slightest risk of that having any adverse outcomes for her. If a suiter is over-persistent, she simply retreats to the safety of the inner circle of her protective 'family'; no need to argue with them or even be any more impolite than simply ignoring them.
Ellen is more gregarious. She likes to engage people and enjoys a good banter and is body confident; but where males are concerned that makes her an outrageous flirt and prick teaser, even if she's not always entirely aware that's what she's doing. But in the end, even if she might judge a guy 'cute', she has not the slightest intention of a follow up, which does make the possibility of a misunderstanding more likely.
If they become over persistent, she tries to cast them off nicely, but if they turn nasty, she can stand her ground and give as good as she gets. I heard her deal with some guy with an Irish accent with the final words..."Mate, just piss off." She explained later, he came on with nothing more subtle than a 'how about a fuck' and simply wouldn't take no for an answer, becoming increasingly hostile as she tried to bat him away.
Unlike the other two, Tash is open to the potential of more than a superficial engagement with another male - if you get my drift - but because of that is much more fussy who she engages with. Let's face it, when you're as voluptuous and under dressed as Tash, you're likely to attract a certain type of male and that's not always the style she's looking for.
So whereas Ellen and Amy have somewhat prolonged engagements with others, Tash's tend to be short. To put it brutally, the guys is sized up and - more often than not - discarded, before he's much passed his opening line. And flying out this afternoon as she was, her criteria for engagement on that morning seemed to be fairly narrowly defined.
Some time in the water working up an appetite followed our morning snacks; a mixture of board riding and body surfing, as our only two boards were shared around. Liddy, on the other hand, spent most of the time on the beach; only going in for an occasional cooling dip before coming back up to sun herself again.
Around midday we all collected on the beach; giving us some time in the sun for our swimwear to dry before they were covered with the clothes we'd be wearing to lunch. Because, as nice as the food and as beautiful as the setting is, the Beach Café is very much in that 'throw something over your swimmers' style.
Of course, since she was flying home afterwards, Tash went and changed properly into dry clothes; emerging in a pair of leggy shorts and a tight fitting t shirt. Maybe it was lucky Australian airlines generally don't get as puritanical as some overseas ones. The rest of us just threw on our overclothes on the beach.
Liddy wore a more causal version of her usual mini sheath dress with spaghetti stringed shoulder straps and no shortage of cleavage; even more prominently displayed when she slipped her bikini top from underneath.
Ellen's outfit was the same as the one she'd worn to lunch on Bora Bora. It was a very pale blue, loose fitting, crop top with a deeply curved sweetheart neckline matched with her 'A line' micro mini skirt. With her bikini top also slipped off, the top exposed the bare flesh of both the top and bottom of her breasts; the top down the front of the neckline and the bottom as an underboob under the bottom edge of the very high cropped garment.
It sort of gave the impression her breasts could fall out either the top or the bottom at any moment. Had she had anything larger than the tidy perky b cup breasts she had, you would have half expected her nipples to sag under the lower hem. As it was, the way her breasts bounced inside the top was quite provocative.
But what really made the top such a tease was the fact that its loose fit and cut away profile told you that merely standing in the right place was likely to offer a down blouse view of her naked breasts; something male waiters or the males who tried to chat her up never seemed to fail to notice.



But, maybe not surprisingly, Amy was actually the one with the ultimate attention catching outfit. It was a long, white, linen, very simple halter neck dress. If the dresses Amy and Ellen wore to the Byron at Byron the previous night were of a 'starlet, formal, red carpet, front page picture guaranteed the next day' style, this was a hippie version of the same idea. And in that sense, was right at home in Byron.
The backless, string tie neck led to a couple of small triangles, providing barely adequate modesty to the breasts they draped across the front of, rather than wrapped around or clung to. The triangles were merged into a frontpiece that itself draped down to join the waisted skirt part of the dress at her hips. From there the dress flared out into a very floaty skirt, split on the sides to her upper thighs, that reached down to her ankles and wrapped themselves seductively around her legs as she walked; more so when we got out into the wind.
It was extraordinarily flattering to her beautiful figure. Because the waist band carried the weight of the dress, the hang of the upper part of it was quite loose. The triangles didn't so much embrace her breasts, but hung across the projection of them; like a piece of paper might. That meant from the side her breasts were basically unsupported and fully exposed in profile; only her nipple barely lost in the material and even the edge of those were visible from some angles when their initially cold wetness as she first pulled the bikini top out from underneath it caused them to fully jut, pushing the triangles out even further.
The loose front piece also meant that side view gave a wonderful perspective of her flat stomach and slender body.
To cap it, her wet bikini top had dampened the material of the triangles covering her breasts, causing them to go translucent and show through the colour of her jutting nipples until it finally dried half way through the meal.
All of which meant the girls attracted no less attention as we moved up to the café and lined up outside to be seated at our reserved table. I was standing innocently at the front of our group talking with Liddy to the lady in front of me in the queue, when I turned around to find Amy, Tash and Ellen surrounded by five topless guys who I'd guess to be about 30, Australian and with an impressive surfer's build and just bought milk shakes in their hands. Oblivious to my presence, I could observe them unnoticed as I watched them interact with the girls.
Three of them were clearly positioned to take advantage of the intimate view the girls' clothing offered. One was standing just over Ellen's shoulder and you could just about see the eyes pop from his head as the slightest lean forward by her opened up the view down her shirt and across her naked breasts. And from time to time you could see the two standing either side of Amy lean back just enough to admire the side view of her breasts and lower torso. I could see the boardies on the guy my side of Amy showing clear signs of his partial arousal. The eyes of the fourth was clearly captivated by the front view of Amy's cleavage, while the fifth seemed to be focusing on chatting up Tash.
But as much as Amy's exposure was attracting the visual attention, it was clear Ellen was dominating the conversation. It was she they were mainly directing most of their talk to and she, much more so than Amy, responding.
She caught me observing the group and flashed me a wicked grin and a wink.
Eventually we came to the head of the queue of people being seated and the girls broke away from their persistent suitors to follow us to the table; one by a beach facing window with a view over the bay and our yacht anchored serenely in it. Mind you, it did make me realise how publically the yacht was moored. From this elevated position, the state of dress or undress of any of us in the cockpit could be keenly observed, as could any shenanigans happening on deck during daylight hours.
Lunch was a riotous as the dinner the night before had been. Even though Tash was leaving us, the mood was one of celebration of what we'd shared, not of loss; with many amusing stories of past episodes repeated, many of them with me the butt of playful jokes. It certainly turned a bit ribald at times and there could have been little doubt in the minds of those around us that the yacht was a place of unconventional sexual arrangements. While, in the interests of minimising the imaginative response of those nearby, I might have been inclined to play a straight downbeat face to such talk, the girls were having nothing of it. If I played a dead bat to a comment, it would only encourage the others to tease me more - with twice the volume.
While the lunch went as long as it could, in this case the time was subject to a limit. We needed to be at the Byron bus terminal by 3.15. Running a bit late, as we walk quickly up there, we said our goodbyes to Tash. She may not have been as deeply involved in the sexual relationships on the boat, but she was very much a key part of the group. Young, playful and free spirited it was often Tash who pushed us along to make the most of our time anywhere; maximising both the experience and the fun we had enjoying it.
And so, in the end, there was a tear in most of the girls' eyes as they gave a final hug and kiss on the cheek as she boarded the bus.
Then it was back up towards the Pass for some more swimming and surfing. Or so I thought. Leaving Liddy spread on a towel sunbathing and Amy and Ellen with a board in their hands seemingly heading off for a surf, I started to jog towards the water to bodysurf, only to suddenly find Ellen jogging alongside me. Happy to have her company, I challenged her to race me to the water. It was a draw, but as we dived in, there was no doubt she got there with less effort than I'd expended to keep up with her. I was panting heavily and she barely breathing any faster than normal.
We swam out the back of the break to where I stood up to wait for a suitable wave. Ellen came up alongside me and put her arms around my waist from behind to whisper in my ear...
"Let's go out to the yacht."
"What about the others?"
"They know."
"Is this another ladies' room arrangement?"
"What do you think?"
As she said that, Ellen slipped the hand around my waist downwards to cup my manhood, causing it to engorge within her grip
"I think I've been set up again."
"Any complaints?"
"No."
I slipped my hand behind my back and pressed my open palm firmly into her crotch as I added...
"Although sometimes I feel like I'm just a body in a slave market the way you girls trade me around."
Ellen slipped her crotch up and down my hand as she punned in reply...
"I'm not sure what that's got to do with what you're actually feeling. But anyway, we do it in the most loving way. Come on, let's go."
She released me from her grip as she turned and swam powerfully out towards the yacht. I followed closely enough behind to be able to watch her cute butt as her legs kicked strongly with every stroke; even though the erection in my swimmers caused a significant drag through the water.
Five minutes later I found myself being patted dry by Ellen as she towelled me in the cockpit and I towelled her in response. As I stood there with a raging erection in my clingy wet swimmers, pat drying Ellen in the most intimate of spots, I was painfully aware of the grandstand view of the yacht we'd had from the café. As soon as we were no longer actually dripping, I suggested we go below.
Following Ellen down the companionway steps, I found her standing on the floor towel we spread out at the base of it, waiting for me. Even as I was still descending the step steps, hands over my head balancing myself with my usual grip on the companionway hatch, Ellen grabbed my sheathed erection, bent it forward and opened up an access path to slip her other hand inside my swimwear and pull the bow which tied off the waist string.
Almost as soon as my feet were on the floor, Ellen was kneeling at my feet, pulling my wet swimmers down and off my feet. Then she bent my erection down again to slip it into her mouth.
Taking in about half its length she alternatively sucked it and slid her lips up and down it a few times before taking a prolonged suck. Then, staring up at me with a cheeky grin, she withdrew it and started licking it like I saw her licking the ice cream cone earlier this morning.
All I could do was stare down, running my hand first through her dripping wet hair, then down across the face of her breasts where her nipples were jutting on high beam pushing out the material of her bikini top.
I lifted my head up and moaned in pure pleasure as she suddenly thrust it back in her mouth and started deep throating me. With my eyes closed and my head lolling with the ecstasy of her fellatioing of me, I fumbled as I tried to pull the neck strings of her top to let me start undressing her. Finding them and pulling the bow, I slipped my hands across her breasts again as I pushed the material off those beautiful orbs.
Ellen and Amy give oral unlike anything I've had before. Actually, if the truth be told, there wasn't that much before them. Louise did a little, but nothing like the full length deep thrusting that the girls do. Louise did little more than lick the paddle pop compared to the eating of the sav whole that Amy and Ellen do.
I don't know how they manage not to gag.
But it's also the case it doesn't happen much. When you're trying to service three or four women, a quick cum shot over their face is a bit of a wasted erection, if you get my drift. And even when they get me alone, like now, they're usually wanting a bit more quality time than a blow job offers. And to take the cum internally.
Had my balls not been so drained over the last 24 hours, I might have shot my load there and then. Even so, she all too soon had me brewing up. I had to call a halt to it, slipping my hand under the fall of her hair and moving it slightly upwards. She took the hint; rising to her feet and pushing her body against me.
I quickly took the opportunity to pull the lower tie on her bikini top and get rid of it.
"Didn't you like it?"
"I liked it too much. Things were going to come to a rather quick end."
She raised her eyebrows at me...
"Don't you want to cum on my face?"
"I think you might like something a little deeper than that."
I had meant it emotionally. It was only as I said it, I realised there was an alternative meaning to that. I wasn't really sure which meaning Ellen took, but she hugged tightly against me; her head buried against my upper chest.
I started to tug at her bikini bottoms; the only item of wet clothing still between us. Getting them down to her knees, Ellen shook them off the rest of the way. Then, grabbing the towel I'd left hanging on the companionway coaming as I'd come down the stairs, I dried the still wet patches on her body.
Taking her hand, I led her into the master cabin. Yes, I could have just bent her over the galley or banged her on the navigation table; all of which I'd done before. But you didn't need to be that perceptive to recognise Ellen didn't drag me out to the yacht early and alone for a hot and passionate quickie. Whatever this was about - other than the sex itself - required some intimate time and I suspected, plenty of it.
Our bodies were still quite damp, so I flipped a bath sheet we kept in the room, for just that purpose, over the bed to absorb the worst of the water and salt, then held Ellen's hand as she climbed on the bed and laid herself down on it. Laying down alongside her I held the full length of her body against mine; my erection surging into her stomach as the cold, clammy, jutting buttons of her nipples pushed into my chest.
Ellen forced her leg between mine, bringing her crotch firmly down on my upper thigh, before cupping my face in her hands and kissing me all over it while rocking her crotch on my thigh. I was quite glad she didn't go for an immediate penetration. My brewed up balls needed at least a few moments of down time to let me be sure they'd been reset to neutral before things started again, or I was still at risk of being premature.
I could feel my thigh get progressively wetter as her arousal grew. It wasn't long before she rolled half on her back to separate our bodies momentarily before holding my shaft and guiding it into her sex as she closed the gap between us again. That left me half over her as I looked for leverage to complete my penetration of her and push back against the downward force she was applying.
Maybe instinctively, maybe because she thought my half over her position was read as a desire by me to be on top, she tried to complete the roll onto her back. Instead I resisted enough with a pull back the other way to induce her to come over the top of me; leaving her full weight on top of me. That at least left her in control while I worked out what she really wanted from all this; because I figured in some way this was really a continuation of last night and Ellen's unsettled reaction to being nearly home.
Pushing hard enough down on me to make sure I was deeply penetrated, to the point I could feel a shearing force on the base of my shaft, Ellen again cupped my face and kissed it all over, stopping from time to time to penetrate my mouth with her tongue.
For want of something better to do while I waited to see where this led, I brought my hands up to play with her nipples; responding to her affection by offering what I could while pinned under her.
As Ellen started nuzzling my cheek, I decided to test the waters. Some might think me foolish. A young woman wants to play sexual games with me; why try and read anything more into it? Why risk interrupting the whole thing with a deep and meaningful conversation that can go off the rails at any moment and end the sex? Good questions. But when you know and love someone, sometimes there are things more important that the here and now of the prospect of wild sex.
I groped for a neutral question to start the conversation...
"Did you have a nice lunch?"
"It was lovely. A beautiful view and great food. I thought everyone had a really good time. Pity Tash had to leave us though."
"Yes, but you know Tash. She's a woman of her own mind. Like you all are actually. You girls seemed to attract a lot of attention from the male population of the town."
"Were you jealous?"
That caught me off guard. What the hell is the right answer to that question? 'No I don't give a damn about you' or 'yes I'm an overpossesive obsessive who doesn't like you talking to anyone'. I should have just said 'a little' but I squibbed it. The reality was much more nuanced than that. The thought of losing her always hurt, but that of screwing up her life hurt more.
"Should I be?"
Ellen sensed she had the upper hand and wasn't going to let it go...
"That depends. What might make you jealous?"
That wasn't a question I was going to answer honestly. I'm only human; seeing her enjoy the company of another eligible male too much was going to pull some strings of jealously in me. But I didn't want that stopping her from do it. I went to the extreme...
"Anyone you found you had the hots for?"
"You're the one I'm in bed with the hots for."
I sensed a vulnerability...
"That doesn't answer the question."
"Maybe it's better left unanswered."
So, as I guessed, being brought out to the yacht for sex did have something to do with the whole end of trip thing; another manifestation of how unsettled Ellen was by it and more so as she found herself surrounded by attractive guys more her age. If she wanted to talk about something, I figured the scene had been set for it. I let the silence settle as Ellen rested her head down alongside mine...
"Ned."
I stroked the back of her head as I answered...
"Yes."
"Do I have to leave you before I start dating another guy?"
"Ellen, you don't have to leave me until you want to leave me. I suppose we should probably stop sleeping together before you sleep with someone else, but even there I'm maybe just applying old fashioned rules. You can decide; although the quarantine rules would apply."
"No, I think I'm someone who only wants to sleep with one guy at a time. Can I come back if it doesn't work out?"
"The short answer is yes. But you may not have actually moved out you know. I don't intend to kick you out of the house just because you're not sleeping with me; you'll just have a room of your own. I suppose, as we talked about yesterday, the key is we separate on good, loving terms. We're not separating because one of us is rejecting the other; only because that's really how it has to be in the long term if we really love each other."
"Will you miss me if I go?"
"As I said yesterday, it will devastate me; but that doesn't mean I don't want to see it happen. You're very special to me. I will never be treated to another relationship with someone like you again in my life."
"I'll be devastated too you know Ned."
"Maybe. But in a way, only because I love you, I'm hoping you'll be so deeply in love with someone else, you'll barely notice."
"No, it's not going to be that easy."
Ellen put her head back down next to mine.
After a few moments, she lifted her whole body up on her arms and knees, letting my erection flop down onto my stomach as it slipped out of the state of penetration we'd been in.
"We need some music."
I watched as she sashayed her naked body out of the cabin. The girls might have most of their music collection on their phones; but Ellen's was still ashore. Being an old fart, much of mine was on CD's; played on a CD player in the main cabin. I heard her rummaging about before the sound track to Dirty Dancing came on.
She came back into the room and settled back down on me; reintroducing my unsoftened manhood into her sex as she did...
"That's better."
Ellen's wondrous long, blonde hair draped down to either side of my head, closing my field of vision to the beauty of her face. I felt her bring her legs together, tightening herself around my shaft. With her eyes half closed and softly singing along to it, Ellen dirty danced her hips and upper body against mine in time to the music. It was more than an undulation, more rhythmic than mere squirming. It was actually incredibly sexy. Her pelvis thrusted and swayed, rocked and rolled as she brushed her breasts across my chest; occasionally her head stopping to kiss the side of my cheek.
I just put my arms lightly around her and enjoyed the ride.
I've always loved dancing, but never done it like this before. Horizontal folk dancing at its best!
I tried joining in the dance to encourage her. But with the friction of my body against the bunk and Ellen's weight on me, I could do little more than rhythmically thrust my hips up at her and use my arms in the most artistic, sensuous way my limited imagination and dagginess in such things could come up with.
As much as Ellen was dancing, she was clearing aiming for an erotic effect. I could feel her grinding her crotch in against my pubis and corkscrewing my shaft as it lay inside her body in a way I was sure was playing her prominent clit against the base of it. As her half singing of the words turned into humming and the humming in turn rose in pitch and became unsynchronised with the music I could also sense it was having the desired outcome.
When the humming dissolved into heavy breathing, it was clear her climax was near. As she came, the dancing stopped and she squeezed her pelvic floor tightly around my shaft, released it and squeezed again several times until she was left moaning softly into the pillow alongside my head.
We lay there for a few moments until I felt her tipping us over; in effect signalling it was time for my turn.



With my legs outside hers, I took the weight of my upper body on my elbows as I longed thrusted her; moving my chest against her nipples as I went. Rather quickly I could feel my balls starting to boil up again. Her early bringing me to a near climax and the long slow dance to her own was coming at a cost. Determined to enjoy it, I increased the tempo of my thrusting as I grunted my way towards what quickly became a mind blowing orgasm; one that came with multiple powerful initial waves and a prolonged period of shaking and shuddering after climaxes as it seemed my balls took their time to go in search of every last seed in my body and sent them on individual pleasurable trips up my sensitive shaft to flood Ellen's cervix.
It left me groaning, head down alongside her.
But, in her own way, Ellen quickly made it know she was unsatisfied. Initially starting slowly almost as soon as I'd finished, she was soon going at me like a mad woman with forceful upward thrusts, a quiet little grunt signifying every one of them. It seemed that even in the brief period it had taken me to find my climax, I'd stimulated her enough for her to rather urgently want more.
This was starting to turn into a repeat of this morning's adventures with Tash. To horribly mix metaphors, to stop her from trying to flog a flaccid horse, I rolled her on her side and then over on her back, making it clear I intended to finger her. Ellen lay there trustingly, flat on her back, legs apart, as I brought my head over her chest to suck her nipple and my hand into her crotch.
Her beautiful clit was easy to find; engorged, wet and slippery, I could almost feel it throbbing to my touch. Ellen hummed a little as I started to play with it and I could easily have finished her by doing nothing more than that.
But I figured by now her g spot would be fairly worked up too; so I did my usual things of bringing two fingers into her sex to rake across it. That soon had her legs quivering on the threshold of an orgasm.
Ellen had complained playfully that morning that I'd never given her the sort of seizure orgasm that Tash had experienced. It wasn't for lack of trying in the past. I'd not infrequently tried on Ellen - and Amy for that matter - exactly the sort of technique that set Tash off. But everyone's different and what works for some doesn't necessarily work for others.
But Ellen was well worked up and I thought I'd give it another go. When I thought she was mere moments from her orgasm, I changed the way my thumb was playing against her clit from a rubbing movement to a rapid flutter of its tip against the tip of her clit. With Tash the reaction is almost instantaneous. Just as well because fluttering your thumb while still rubbing her g spot is a bit like patting your head and rubbing your tummy at the same time. Not easy.
Ellen wasn't going to give me that break. Clearly it ramped up her arousal - a lot. But for a few moments I was left trying to multi task; I suspect only partly successfully, in that I may have started fluttering the edge of my fingers on her g spot as well. But, whatever, it finally worked.
With a sharp intake of breath and an enormous and sudden muscular jerking of her hips into the air and a massive squirting, Ellen came. This was no graceful slow arch up of her back and swaying from side to side that might be associated with one of her normal orgasms. It was fast, almost violent and followed by a deep groan. With my head over her chest and my fingers still inside her as it happened, the movement felt as though it had nearly dislocated my shoulder.
Just as quickly, she dropped her hips back onto the bunk and threw them up again with another mini squirting and an even deeper groan.
Unsure whether to stop the stimulation or keep it going, I keep rubbing her g spot - staying in contact with her clit being nearly impossible as she moved about. Five more times, in rapid succession, her body spasmed into the throw hips posture; although it seemed after the second, the source of the squirting had dried up.
Ellen ripped my hand from her body but still held my head to her chest and just lay there shaking; her whole lower body vibrating like it was being thrown about by a powerful earthquake. Finally her constant moaning stopped long enough for her to talk...
"Oh my god... I think you've broken my vagina. Where the hell did that orgasm come from?...It was a fifteen on a ten point scale. Oh shit..."
She fell back into a moan as her body shook again.
Rolling in her side towards me, she held me in a tight embrace as she kept shaking with an occasional moan; not talking ,just holding me, seemingly unable to do anything else. She kept that up for a good five minutes before her grip on me relaxed and she flopped down on her back again before breaking into a fit of the giggles.
I eased myself off the bunk; offering her a hand to get up too...
"Well, you asked for it. I hope it's what you wanted."
"Oh god Ned, that was like, wow. Way better than even the hypoxia ones."
She took my hand but as she used it to lever herself up, immediately let go and dropped back on the bed...
"I can't get up. There's no strength in my body and my back and upper legs hurt like hell."
She giggled...
"I think I'd better do stretches before we try that again."
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It was ten minutes after she'd come down from her orgasm before Ellen was even able to try and get out of the bunk; and even then she collapsed to the floor in another fit of giggles.
But eventually she managed to get herself back into a bikini and hobble up to join me on deck; the signal to the others that it was time for them to swim out to the boat. As we watched them swim and paddle towards us, Ellen turned to me...
"That orgasm was incredible Ned, I just can't stop thinking about it. Why haven't you done that to me before?"
"I have, it just didn't have the same effect. Maybe you have to be in the right mood."
"Well, I'm going to have to make sure I find that mood more often."
Of course, as we sat around the cockpit having sundowners, Ellen had to blab about it; stirring up the interest of Amy and Liddy in getting the same result. While everyone might have known Tash had experienced a couple of intense orgasms accompanied by some sort of seizure type reaction, she hadn't gone into the full detail of how intense it had been. So, except for Ellen, the others had been more bemused by them than ambitious to get the same.
But Ellen's determination to spell it out in such minutiae, changed all that. It was funny to hear your sex life talked about in such detail in company; yet another strange manifestation of the unusual relationships we have on the boat. But all I could do was explain that they'd all had the technique tried on them; although without the same result.
Naturally both Amy and Liddy wanted it tried on them that night. But while they got some good orgasms, nothing reached anywhere near the heights of Ellen's.
By the following morning, our anchorage in Byron Bay had become quite rollie. The swell had come around more from the east and the wind was backing to the North. It was time to leave and make our way south.
It took us two leisurely months to sail down the New South Wales coast to Sydney and into the yacht's home berth in Pittwater. Two days later we were fully ensconced in my family home; a large six bedroom home on six acres on the Bayview hill overlooking the Southern part of Pittwater.
Each of the girls had their own bedroom, but with the option of sleeping in my Super King size bed whenever they wanted. For Amy and Ellen, that meant every night. Because Liddy's job In the Emergency Department of the local hospital involved a lot of night shifts, she usually crawled into her own bed when she came home in the early mornings, but otherwise joined the three of us in my bed.
We had been lucky that the area of expertise of both Liddy and Amy had qualified them for what was then 457 working visas to stay in Australia, making the process of getting them residence fairly simple.
Three weeks after the arrival found me down on the yacht at its marina berth attending to a problem with the engine's cooling system that had developed during the final week at sea. It was one of those difficult to find the cause of problems that can bedevil yacht owners. But eventually, by a process of elimination, I'd isolated where the problem had to be.
The anti-syphon system for the cooling water intake on the yacht had been playing up for a while. Some sort of blockage had restricted the water flow while also preventing the anti-syphon drain from working properly.
Mechanically it should have been an easy fix. This was not a complex piece of kit, even if it had taken me a while to isolate where the water flow problem was.
But as with most things on boats, access was the real problem. The nearest access for it was a side door to the engine compartment located near the floor of the master cabin. The main purpose of the side door is to give you easy access to the engine oil filter and the dip stick for the gearbox that sits behind the engine. So it was designed to be something you reach into, not something you climb through; and sized accordingly. But its advantage was it sat directly under the anti-syphon system.
I'm too old not to try and find a way of making things easier for myself. At home I keep a number of old pillows wrapped in garbage bags. When I've got an issue like this, I just make a bed of them, stuffing both the engine bay and the floor outside with them until I can lay comfortably on my back and look up at the issue without contorting myself or having something sharp stick in my back. Even then, holding the tools up seems easier because it's a straight lift.
Which is what I did when I went down to the boat at the Marina one sticky summer morning to tackle this problem. It's sweaty as hell doing this work in the sun drenched cabin of a yacht, so I stripped down to one of my pairs of swimming briefs. It was a bit of a wiggle to get the top of my torso into the compartment through the not very large hatch; but at least I could work in relative comfort. This was all the more important because I wasn't really sure what the problem was; so getting a really good look at it was critical.
The hole was slightly taller than wide and it wasn't wide enough to get the full width of my shoulders through, so I wiggled through the hole on my side until my shoulders were in and then lay flat on my back as I bum cheek and shoulder blade walked in a bit deeper still; regretting I hadn't bothered tying the drawstring on my swimmers as they got dragged down, exposing my pubic hair until the waistband caught on the base of my manhood. Still, I was alone. It didn't really matter, even if I couldn't get my hands out of the hole to pull them up again.
With the smallest space between each side of the hole and my rib cage, at least, after a five minute struggle, I was in. After that all I had to do was work holding heavy wrenches and spanners over my head.
I been there for half an hour, struggling slightly to free a seized bolt that held the syphon circuit up, when I heard someone board the yacht and come down the companionway stairs. At first I thought the light female footsteps indicated it was probably Liddy, since Amy and Ellen were at work.
"I'm in the master cabin."
There was no answering voice, but I sensed the person come into the cabin. Looking out of the compartment through the narrowing opening available to me, I watched as a pair of female legs came into view and straddled my hips.
Initially I thought the olive coloured skin confirmed my suspicion it was Liddy; but then I noticed the tattooed anklet and the youthfulness of the skin. So no, it wasn't Liddy, or Amy for that matter. Forgetting my semi exposure, I complacently asked...
"What can I do for you?"
I wiggled out a bit until my underarms were up against the side of the hole, which by dropping my head from its slightly elevated position on the engine, expanded my field of vision vertically a smidgen. Well, enough anyway to let me see up the full length of the woman's legs and, with her legs spread apart as she straddled me, have a grandstand view of her rather extremely brief, pink, satin panties under an ultra mini denim skirt.
That left me feeling somewhere between vulnerable and perverted. Vulnerable because I was lying there, not really in a position to defend myself, virtually naked, with whoever it was standing right over my barely covered most sensitive spot. Perverted because it's not every day you get to have a grandstand view up a young ladies skirt in circumstances where she can't know what your line of sight is and it was an attractive enough view I wasn't in a rush to change it.
My next assumption was it must be Julie; the young lady who works in the Marina office. Julie is one of those front of house office girls that must be invaluable to a business like the Marina which has an excess of mature aged men clients. Stunningly attractive, she interacts easily - and almost flirtatiously - with clients while dressed in the shortest skirts and most plunging necklines, and yet keeps them effortlessly at arm's length; in no small measure because she's clearly very intelligent and seems to have the answer to every question a customer might have and excellent follow-up on any business requests.
In short, she knows how to make you feel good and attracted to doing business with the place, but only an idiot mature male would think they were in with a chance. Still, I suppose there are always idiots; but if so, she seems to know how to deal with even them.
I hadn't seen her as I'd come in that morning, so didn't know what she as wearing. But she was inclined to brief clothing and had olive skin. I hadn't notice the anklet before, but given I was often desperately trying not to stare down her usual cleavage display, that wasn't surprising.
I felt I knew her well and we were on friendly terms, so I relaxed a lot about the vulnerability issue. Still I wasn't sure what she wanted.
"Is that you Julie?"
Still no answer. It had been a struggle to wiggle into this position and would be no less of one to come out and in any case, the view was more than a little entertaining. As one does, I started to come up with all sorts of imagined excuses why she hadn't answered and why I should just wait. Maybe she was in the middle of texting on her phone? Or something like that anyway.
It was presumptuous, but I thought it gave me good cover for doing nothing other than perving up her skirt and her for not rushing.
"Let me know when you're ready Julie."
Things took a slight change in direction when, not only could I tell her labia were swelling inside her thin, tightly fitted briefs, but a distinct damp patch was forming which rapidly spread and turned a dark wet colour. 'Oh my god' I thought, 'she's getting aroused'.
Now one part of my brain was telling me this wasn't logical. Julie's an attractive 19 year old who's willing to flaunt it. She must be beating off eligible, appropriately aged males left, right and centre. She might have a good line of banter with old fart customers like me, but I'm not one who's stupid enough to think it really means she fancies me, even in swimwear. Maybe especially in swimwear. Maybe she'd just received a naked photo from her boyfriend, which is what was causing her to be distracted?
But the male brain is designed to be optimistic too. Julie was well aware there was something distinctly unusual about my love life; even more so after she had asked Amy what was going on and Amy had blabbed the details while getting a coffee one morning. So I'd be lying if I didn't acknowledge my brain at least momentarily flirted with the idea she was randy and wanted a bit.
Things got really weird when she put a hand under her skirt and started playing with herself; more so when she slipped a finger into the side of her panties and pulled them aside to completely expose herself and give her direct access to her clit and really started to go for it. The thought even momentarily crossed my mind that Julie was some sort of psychopath working herself into a sexual frenzy before plunging a knife into me.
But of course, as a male - even one of my age - some reactions are less reasoned and more automatic. I suddenly realised my manhood was delivering its own version of arousal and in swimwear, nothing is hidden. I could feel it moving, expanding and straightening enough inside my clingy briefs that it was obvious and there was no hiding it. Originally lying pointing off to one side, it had initially snaked across my thigh inside my loose swimwear. But things got a bit desperate when I felt the bell slip out from the waistband and the thing straighten into a hard, largely exposed, rod. Watching a young lady pleasure herself over you will do that.
And yet I was largely stuck. It took me several minutes to wiggle in and would take just as long to get out. I froze in indecision as I watched the girl's legs quivering up in her sexual excitement; drops of her juices being thrown off by her vigorous fingering of her clit and dropping all around my exposed shaft. Finally her thighs tensed up and just the faintest sound of slightly familiar climatic groans penetrated into the compartment.
I was about to quickly wiggle out from my hole when I was stopped in my tracks. In a familiar Italian accent laced with Australian vernacular, I was reprimanded...
"You dirty old man. Cracking a hard on just because you thought that pretty young thing with her tits hanging out that I met in the office was standing over you."
Any inclination or attempt to challenge some of the details of that accusation were lost in my surprised reaction.
"ISSIE!"
Any further attempt to wiggle out was forgotten as those wet labia deposited themselves directly onto my manhood and a familiar face stuck itself into the opening of my access compartment.
"Hello Ned."
Issie lifted her hips momentarily to let my erection straighten itself out, then sat on it again, rubbing herself subtly up and down on it.
"My, you are pleased to see me. That's good. I wasn't sure you would be."
"How did you find me and what are you doing here?"
"Liddy told me where you were and sent me down here. And as for what I'm doing, I'm sitting on your wood hoping I can get a good fuck. There's a medical clearance on the table with a one word note from Liddy just say 'YES'. I'll pass them in if you'd like, but I'm not telling lies. And the 'yes' is only referring to one thing."
"I mean, what are you doing here in Australia?"
"Ah Ned, you always were a big picture man. But really? You've just been invited to stick your cock up one of the loves of your life who you haven't seen for the best part of nearly two years and you want a detailed explanation. I've been arranging this with Liddy and the girls since before you guys got back. I'm moving to Australia and into your place and back into your life. It was meant to be a surprise, which it clearly is. Hope you don't mind."
"It's wonderful. But why."
"No, no Ned. Fuck first, talk later. Just a second..."
I felt Issie lift it up my erection. The next thing I knew it was slipping past the leg hem of her panties and into the receptive void of her sex. With my head, arms and hands all trapped inside the engine compartment, I was little more than an inanimate rocking horse as Issue rode me like a demented cowgirl; first to her own climax and then, by tightening around me and increasing the length of the strokes she'd been using, mine.
She continued to sit on me, rocking slightly, until I went flaccid. Only then did she release my shaft from her body and bend forward to again stick her face into the opening of the compartment.
"I needed that Ned. It's been a long time. Are you nearly finished in there?"
The answer to that was no, but that wasn't going to stop me. I would wiling come back and do the job later given Issie's arrival. Besides, the 3/8 socket set I'd taken into the compartment wasn't up to the job. Next time I'd come back with my ½ inch set and a wrench extender.
Issie sat alongside me as I took five minutes to wiggle back out; unhelpfully playing with my flaccid manhood - flipping it from side to side like a kid with a new toy. Then, after I put on some shorts and a t shirt, we retired to the marina's optimistically named coffee shop. Optimistically named because it was nothing more than an extension of the marina office, with the very same Julie making the coffees, cold drinks and milkshakes and serving the industrially made cakes that were the limit of the café's repertoire. Mind you, I had trouble looking Julie in the eye after what had just happened; even though her eyes were by far the safest place to look.
I soon found out Issie's return had been getting planned by the girls for nearly six months. Amy had arranged for her to get a job with the large city based accounting firm she worked for facilitated Issie's 457 visa. It was from the outset planned as a surprise for me; all based on my parting words to Issie of... "don't be scared to come back to us."
It was soon apparent that her maternal instincts were running as hot as they'd ever been. But her return to Italy had been a big disappointment. Her old friend group in the smaller Southern Italian town she'd grown up in had dissolved or changed beyond recognition. Many were married with kids, many had left for the bigger cities. Either way, it just wasn't the same and didn't provide the social outlets she needed to meet the right guys.
She'd gone up to Rome and while she found satisfying work, it still just wasn't happening for her socially. Her taste in men had changed and what she sought just wasn't to be found. She decided the Aussie men she'd met might be more her style and with a readymade girl group here to socialise with, the decision was made to come to Australia. It's just no one had bothered to tell me.
From there the conversation went downhill, at least so far as I might have been worried about Julie - who for all her feigned innocence, was clearly listening in.
I asked in the quietist voice I could, why she fingered herself while she was standing over me. Her jovial reply could be heard next door...
"I didn't know you could see that. I thought you could just see my legs. I was just wanting to prolong the greeting by letting you guess who I was. Let's just say that when you cracked a fat when you thought it was Julie, to use an old cliché, I just found myself growing pleased to see you; or at least your exposed erection anyway."
I peeked across at Julie who must have heard that. She grinned and gave me a mocking stern face. But I couldn't let that statement stand. With a gently inquisitive voice, I challenged her recollection...
"I seem to recall I only cracked a fat after I saw you fingering yourself."
Issie flashed me a witheringly sceptical look before breaking into a smile...
"Alright. You're right. Ned, do you know how many times I've had sex since I left you? Twice. And those twice made me realise how unsatisfying sex with someone I wasn't really in love with felt. I could see myself turning into a desperate slut if I went down that path. So all I've done since is pleasure myself while thinking of you. When I saw you lying there, nearly exposed, I thought I'd just warm myself up a bit while I left you guessing. Then you cracked a fat and became exposed, I sort of got carried away and decided to finish it before jumping on you for a second round.
You know me. How often have you found me with my fingers up my cunt after I've been peeking down the hatch watching you bang someone else? Seeing you lying there so exposed and vulnerable just turned me on; it's been a long time since I've seen your cock, especially after it escaped from your pants."
I could detect a bit of pain in Issie in having to admit how lonely and unsatisfying life had been for her since she'd gone home.
"I'm sorry to hear things didn't work out for you Issie. You certainly deserved better. Those Italian men don't know what they've missed out on."
"That's OK Ned. At least now I can get my sex life back together, even if I won't be satisfying my raging maternal instincts."
That last phrase was accompanied by a wide eyed challenging look. I thought I'd better answer it.
"Well, I'm afraid nothing's changed in that regard."
Issie put her hand over my arm where it rested on the table.
"I know. That's OK Ned. Anyhow, I hear you got a few new techniques with the way you've sent Tash, Ellen and Amy into crazy, mind blowing, seizure orgasms. When do I get one?"
My goodness, do those girls ever not share anything? It was only last week Amy had her first and so far only one. Her physical reaction had been somewhere between Tash's singular muscular kick and Ellen's prolonged multiple muscular contractions. But being Amy, it was accompanied by a scream loud enough to wake the dead which suddenly turned into an alarming gurgle as she did actually pass out momentarily, then come back to a possessed cry that never seemed to end as wave after wave or orgasm wracked her body like she was being tortured by a pleasure too intense to endure. Eventually she was left in a curled up foetal position on the bed; still moaning away. After which she couldn't walk straight for most of the rest of the week.



And all with Ellen and Liddy watching on.
"That depends on you. I can't make it work if your body doesn't react that way."
"Well, after what I heard of Amy's I'll just have to make it work. She rated it a 20 on a ten point scale. A once in a lifetime orgasm she called it, even as she tells me she asked for another."
"I'm not sure putting pressure on yourself is the way to do it."
"Whatever. Anyhow, how are you going to cope with making love to four women every day?"
"I don't know. We'll just have to work that out. Anyway, Liddy's not every day. But I don't think five of us can fit in the bed, so you girls are going to have to work out what to do about that too."
"We'll just have to work harder at the fuck me clothing and teasing you up. Did you know I read somewhere that scientists proved that women in really provocative clothing can do more to stir a man's feelings that naked ones?"
"Is that right? I think they might have only been social scientists and I sometimes think someone needs to have a good hard look at some of the research they get funded for."
Throughout the conversation I'd been casting glances towards Julie, who could clearly hear it all. Sometimes she'd pretend to be oblivious. Sometimes, such as with the talk about Amy's seizure orgasm, I'd get a smirking, "OMG is that true" look from her acknowledging she'd not missed a thing. But the way I'd watched her nipples jut out in her t shirt indicated she wasn't unaffected by it. Issie finally picked up on my distraction and looked about; maybe for the first time focusing on the fact our conversation had been public.
But never one to shy away from something Issie couldn't just let things be.
"Sorry Julie. He's a bit popular with the girls and good in bed too."
I flirted with the idea of disclaiming or playing down Issie's words, but quickly realised the best thing was just to let the topic drop, leaving Julie hanging with a slack jawed silent response.
"Why don't we go home?"
I was the only one surprised by Issie's homecoming. All the others knew of it, even if Liddy had never even met her in person before. I'd kept up a sort of cursory 'how are you going' contact with her by email; which I now discovered had been even more superficial than I'd known, since it disclosed nothing of her loneliness.
A whole conversation stream had been going on among the girls without me knowing about it; far more intimate and spelling out nearly every aspect of our lives. In a way, the social habits Amy and Ellen had started to form on our way down the coast was the final straw in bringing Issie back to us. At every port, they'd go and socialise in whatever was the most popular pub in town.
For Ellen it was all part of her awakening to the wider world that existed outside our yacht's bubble and the males that inhabited it. Amy was there more as her wing girl; enjoying the attention she attracted, but maintaining her distance from any real engagement as her determination to stay with me never wavered.
But Issie decided she liked the sound of all that and it sealed the deal of her move to Australia.
But the first issue was that of the sleeping arrangements. There was no simple way of fitting five people in one bed.
I suggested alternative nights; but most of the girls weren't happy with that. And it was in any case complicated by Liddy's shift arrangements. So the final compromise was to move a spare double bed into the master bedroom to accompany the super king size one already there. In that context, the girls were willing to have some rotation between the two beds. It was just lucky the master bedroom was an old converted lounge room; much larger than your standard bedroom.
How a single man has group sex with four women was another matter altogether. It was complicated enough with three; but at least the 111 and 41 positions we used on the boat sort of let everyone participate together. And three could sort of pile on me horizontally for a variation of the orgy style sex. But when it comes to four, a man only has so many body parts and so much skin surface area.
If I really spread my legs apart, so that there could be one girl on each thigh, then 111 and 41 could sort of become 1111 and 411, but to my mind, it all started to be a bit impersonal and uncomfortable, even if the girls didn't seem to complain. The alternative of taking turns riding me cowgirl style while the others cheered the rider on was really only a variation of 1111 without the others having intimate body contact while waiting their turn.
But the problem started to become that the chance of me brewing up and going early when four had to have their turn increased greatly.
On the other hand, if we substituted individual sex for group stuff, I'd need to spend half the day in bed to satisfy them all.
Added to that the fact that Issie had come back almost insatiable in her initial desire for sex - trying to angle for at least one extra time alone for herself, and sometimes more, on top of any group sex - and it would be fair to say it took a while to work things out. As usual, I let the girls make the decisions. It was much safer.
Satisfying Issie's desires was assisted by the fact she had a month off before starting work, often leaving her alone with me during the day. In a way, the day we went down to finish the job that her arrival had interrupted was typical. She offered to come down and help. That was something that would be really useful, since I was lacking anyone to pass tools in as I needed them.
This time I'd remembered to do up the drawstring of my swimmers before butt walking into the hole. But that didn't make any difference. No sooner had she passed in the long wrench I needed to crack the stubborn nut that had delayed me last time - making sure she dangled her barely covered tits in their tiny bikini across my field of vision out of the access hole as she did so - than Issie had undone the string and pulled the front down to expose my own nuts.
And the success I had in getting the blasted thing undone at last, paled next to her success in getting a full boner out of me in no time at all. Next thing I knew, she was sitting on my shin, leaning forward and deep throating me; drawing my shaft back against tightly pressed together lips before plunging it back in again where the back of her throat and the press of her tongue erotically compressed its hardness, only to repeat the process time and time again.
After about six immersions, she came up for air, only to quickly start it again.
Before her next coming up for air, I had my head buried back in the cushion I was resting on moaning...
"I'm about to cum."
"Go for it."
Issie reduced the depth of her repeated immersions just enough to let her take the cum directly into the back of her throat. Two more and I was shooting my load; unable to respond in any way as she sucked it dry and then licked it clean, eventually tucking the wet flaccid member back into my swimmers.
It was really hard to concentrate on the job at hand as Issie then started rubbing her crease along my bare shin while leaning forward over me; brushing her breasts across my limp manhood every time she came forward. As I looked back out of the compartment, all I could see was her pretty face, surrounded by her gorgeous hair and those lovely breasts massaging my manhood as she pumped my leg.
"That's OK Ned, finish your job. Don't mind me."
As if it was that easy. Still, having got the thing released from the bulkhead wall, I couldn't help but bring it down to where I could see it, to notice that one end of the anti syphon device had been crushed between some of the panels surrounding the engine compartment. So at long last I'd found the cause of the engine cooling problems.
Even as Issue kept pumping my leg, I managed to free the device from its inlet and outlet hoses and replace it with a new one I had.
As Issie noisily came she collapsed face down with her open mouth covering my swimmers where they bulged over my manhood; tickling it with her tongue as she breathed through her nose and leaving me with a final distraction as I bolted the new fitting back up on the bulkhead to finish the job.
I eventually persuaded Issie to take the tools from me as I passed them back out of the compartment, and get off me long enough to let me out of the compartment; although she remained determined to keep playing with my cock as I did so.
If she was looking to tease it up again, she was obviously forgetting about the refractory period of an older male.
As I finally got out and stood up again, Issie pressed quickly herself against me and kissed me; undulating her body against mine, particularly grinding her crotch across my manhood. It was only in retrospect that I fully realised her mindset. With the job finished, I was likely to just pack up and go home. But Liddy was there and it was clear that Issie wanted more sex. So she was somewhat desperate to either tease me up quickly or delay me until I was more vulnerable to her charms so we could frolic in the relative privacy of the yacht.
Which sort of explained her next move.
"It been a bit hot and sweaty. How about we get a milkshake from the café before we tidy up?"
"Sure, I'll put something on."
"You're fine like that."
I was less than sure about that proposition. It might have obeyed Ellen's 50/50 rule about wearing speedo type swimwear (over 50 years of age and not more than 50 metres from the water), but even with that I figured there was probably an exclusion covering public buildings. I wasn't sure her tiny bikini was really all that suitable for the location either; it was so brief it only just covered her mound and the line of her crease and bum crack and the top triangles were barely wide enough to cover her nipples. And that's before I mention the obvious wet patch through her crotch.
I might go bare footed, but normally I'd be in a pair of shorts and t shirt at the least to go the office/café. But Issie was up the companionway steps and half way off the yacht before I could even answer. I meekly followed, a wallet in my hand with nowhere to put it.
I turned the corner into the office/café just in time to see Julie's wide eyed reaction to the sight of the near naked woman in front of her, followed, as she lifted her head towards me, by the same reaction to swimwear that a guy her age wouldn't be seen dead in.
Issie had ordered the milkshakes to drink there before I got a word in, meaning they'd be served in those old fashioned aluminium flasks and I couldn't even slink away with a take away. Then she led us to the table; making me feel somewhat overexposed and with a vain need to hold my stomach in and chest out.
Oh well, at least I got to ask her about something that had been chewing at me for a while...
"You and Liddy get on well given that you'd never met her before."
"Ah Ned, you underestimate me. I was probably aware Liddy was joining the boat before you were. And I'd spoken to her on skype with the others. Why do you think I was on her list of your permitted sexual partners that she agreed to?"
I inwardly groaned. This conversation had turned not suitable for public places way faster than I'd anticipated.
"I always wondered about that. I thought it was some remote contingency inserted by Amy. I get the impression you were controlling the boat even when you were back in Italy."
"Never underestimate me Ned. I hadn't given up on you, even if you'd sort of relegated me to your history."
Issie was right. As fond as I remained of her, I had relegated her to my history. Her departure was so sudden and determined, I really had no cause to think we'd have anything more than a long distance correspondence relationship. And while I felt the pain of her loss, much of what I had missed about her had been substituted by Ellen; that same intellectual strength and quickness of wit.
"I'd just assumed you'd met a nice Italian guy and get married and if we were lucky we'd be invited to your wedding."
"Yea, well, I could see that wasn't going that well. I was already planning our next fuck by then."
Issie winked at someone over my shoulder. I turned to see Julie walking towards us with the drinks; clearly in earshot of that last comment. I could see I was heading to the point I'd be cringing every time I had to deal with Julie from now on.
We waited for her to put the drinks down and retreat before we continued, Issie sliding a hand up my thigh under the table and caressing the bulge in my swimmers with the side of her fingers...
"Speaking of which, how's your recovery going?"
She got enough of a reaction to feel it...
"Ah good, won't be long now."
We sat there drinking our milkshakes through a straw; Issie holding hers in one hand while the side of her finger on the other continued to play against my flaccid manhood. As for me, relieved though I was that Issie's action was blocked from Julie's view by my own body, I was completely distracted by the need to keep it flaccid; even as I could feel the blood start to flow into it under Issie's constant stimulation.
I've never drank a milkshake so quickly. But since Issie was determined to take her time, that still didn't get me out of the shop. Issie drank in unhurried bursts, only accelerating to the finish when, against my wishes, my manhood suddenly developed a good half mongrel.
She put her tin cup down with an attraction drawing clang...
"OK Ned, time for a good fuck."
I stood up and behind Issie to draw her chair out for her; keeping my back to Julie. As we walked out and towards the marina berths I walked the other side of Issie, using her to block the side view of me that Julie would otherwise have had; praying that, at this time in the middle of the week, we wouldn't run into anyone else on the way to the yacht.
No sooner were we down the companionway steps than Issie was undulating her body against me in a full contact embrace. This time she quickly got what she wanted as my manhood stiffened into a full hard erection; its progress unimpeded by the tightly tied drawstring of my swimmers as it instead simply stretched the material well over the waistband, pulling the leg hems away from my thighs until I could feel my balls hanging out each side.
As Issie put one hand around the back of my neck to hold my head to hers to kiss me, she slipped the other inside the gap in the leg hem of my pants and slid her fingers up and down the bare flesh of my shaft. I had one arm around her and cupping her butt. The other I slipped between our thighs on the side opposite that she was using to touch me up and slid a finger through her crotch; pushing the thin and soon very wet material of her bikini pants into a deep camel toe the length of her crease as I fingered her clit.
As she started breathing heavily, I broke away from her...
"Let's go into the cabin."
I took her hand and led her the few steps into the cabin, then guided her to lie down on the bunk. She sprawled herself languorously out; seductively but like a princess simply waiting to be serviced by a favoured, sexually desirable underling.
I stripped off my swimmers and knelt on the bed over her alluringly prone form; my rampant erection towering up towards my navel.
Issie was right about one thing. There is something terribly, teasingly exciting about their fuck me clothing; especially the bikinis. Partly that's because they were proper bikinis; not merely try hard concoctions of straps, postage stamps and bandaids. Brazilian cut, not pussy floss thong bottoms and proper - although small - slide tri tops that might have showed underboob and plenty of the flesh of the delightful orb of the breast, but didn't squeeze it out of shape as it fought to stay in place Certainly they pushed the limits of public respectability as the look on Julie's face showed. But they teased by provocatively hiding, rather than merely defaceing, the sexualised beauty of the wearer.
Her jutting nipples pushed titillating out the narrow triangles covering them, daring me to expose them, while the small rectangle of material covering her mons folded at its base into her crease. The wet, sexually suggestive camel toe ran right through her crotch. It pulled in the material to expose a wide strip of her perfect golden olive flesh, where the top of her thighs turned into her crotch, right up where it rose to meet her outer labia; a veritable invitation to any number of carnal delights. And it was all so flimsy, so easily pulled off or aside to expose the delectable sexual playground that lay below.
The end of the tie strings of her bikini top lay out to her left because she had shuffled to the right as she settled on the bunk. Taking my weight on my crab positioned arms, I bent over her to pick up between my lips the end of the neck tie. As it came within reach, I dropped my hips down to thrust the tip of my erection firmly into her crease; wiggling it about in there as I took a few goes to grasp the thin string in my lips.
Then I arched my back to lift my head high, pushing harder into her crease and jerking it, as I pulled the string with my teeth, stretching it until I felt the knot release.
By now Issie was getting quite excited by the play of the tip of my manhood against her clit; the hands she had on my butt encouraging my playful poking of her as she squirmed her hips around to increase the effect.
The next step was to orally pull the triangles of the top off each breast and give each nipple a good suck and tickle up with my tongue; still all done as the bell of my erection was jerked against her.
With a final pull of the end of the string of the lower tie, just visible under her left lower chest, I was able to pull the top right off her. It was time for the main game.
I sat up over her again. The now very wet pants were string sided, but didn't have ties on the side. They'd have to come off the conventional way. I brought one knee over and slipped it between her thighs, then encouraged her to spread her legs so the other could join it. Lifting her hips, I slipped a couple of large pillows under them, before grasping her thighs and lifting her legs vertically up.
The pants followed; giving me a face full of their wet gusset as they brushed past me on the way to flipping them off her elevated feet.
Spreading her legs slightly apart, I rested one on each shoulder and pinned them there with an arm across both while I took my shaft in my spare hand and bent it down to her clearly a receptive sex. A slight push gave me an initial penetration; allowing for a firm thrust to complete the job.
Now I could kneel up, elevating her hips to deliver firm upward thrusts that would rake across the front of her sex. I knew from previous experience it would strongly stimulate her g spot. Issie's no screamer like Amy, but she's not quiet about it either. She was soon moaning and groaning up a storm. Anyone walking past along the marina would have not the slightest doubt what was going on below.
As she loudly came, I spread her legs apart and put them on the bunk either side of me; doing my best to maintain my near full penetration of her as I eased myself down on top of her. Moving my legs outside hers, I started long thrusting her; this time for my own pleasure.
I was just starting to brew up into a climax when I could feel Issie using her hands on my butt to try and signal for a deeper, more sustained, penetration from me as she lifted her hips up into mine. It felt like she was trying to grind her clit against my pubis; either to sustain her orgasm or work towards another.
It wasn't going to seriously affect my own pleasure to give her that. The deeper penetration felt nice of its own accord and Issie was squeezing me tightly. As I basically rocked my hardened shaft inside her in slower shorter thrusts it almost gave me time to feel every individual part of my manhood that was being stimulated; the tight grip of Issie's pelvic floor muscles around its base, the rub of the centre front of my slightly curved erection against the back wall of her vagina, but maybe more than anything else, the play of the bell of the erection in the upper cavity of her sex, near her cervix and maybe even against the cervix itself. But I wasn't going to be able to deliver her a sustained performance; it was too late for that.



I quickly brewed up into an intense orgasm that left me groaning face down into the bunk, even as Issie continued to grind her hips against me.
She sort of waited until she thought my climax was finished before whispering in my ear...
"Can you give me one of those seizure orgasms?"
As I rolled us both onto our sides with me still penetrated into her, I answered...
"All I can do is finger you in the way that sometimes produces them."
Issie rolled onto her back, letting my still firm manhood slip from her body. I had to be amused as, once again, she laid there like a princess waiting to be serviced by her servant.
I rolled half over her, sucking her nipple as I slipped two fingers into her now very wet and sticky sex and my thumb against her clearly swollen clit.
Encouraged by the fact Issie was already well warmed up - which seems to help a lot - I went through the routine that produces them; conventional rubbing of her clit and g spot until I think she's close to cumming, then a sudden very fast flutter of my thumb against the very tip of her clit.
She got an orgasm out of it, a big one and a good one, if the noise she made and the way she arched her back up and lifted her hips was any guide. A long one too. But it wasn't a seizure.
For that moment, it didn't seem to matter. With a flood of oxytocin in her system, she turned on her side and wrapped me in a vice like full body hug; rocking gently.
"Oh that was nice Ned. You don't know how often I've dreamed of fucking you on this bunk again. We've got to do it more often. That dream is what's kept me going for the last year. We're going to have to find a nice private beach somewhere soon too. There's a few other dreams I want to relive."
Which pretty much gave me a heads up on what I was likely to be spending my days doing over the next couple of weeks until Issie started work.
Our lives quickly settled down to the routines that lives lived in one place tend to do.
For Liddy and Amy that clearly was approaching one of domesticity. I don't mean by that they spent the day cleaning. It's just for them, they seemed to settle into what they saw as a long term pattern of routines.
Amy, after being denied even the ability to make friends by the abusive partner she lived with for ten years, made a point of befriending the neighbours; something you actually need to make an effort to do when you live on an acreage. I knew most of them well from having lived and raised my children through their teenage years there for a good decade and a half before going ocean cruising.
Most of the neighbours had also known my late wife, which made them learning from Amy that I now had, what probably appeared to them to be, four sexual concubines, no doubt something of a shock. Rumours came back to me that some people thought I was the head of some strange sex obsessed cult. If only they knew how ordinary and human our relationships were; even if they were unusual.
Together Liddy and Amy planted a vegetable garden and started to conspire to acquire a horse for the property. They were settling in for the long term.
Sexually too, there seemed to creep in something of a domestic approach to things. Liddy obviously gave up on the 'fear of missing out' drive to an over active sex life. She sought sex from me usually two or three times a week; perhaps only a bit more often than married couples our age might engage. That didn't really mean something like every second day. It was more random than that. But because of her shift work, she could usually get it on a one on one basis during the day.
Mind you, she would still do the 'fuck me' clothing as often and as powerfully as any of the younger girls.
The effervescence of Amy's enthusiasm for sex - which Liddy and I had put down to her being deprived for so long of anything but abusive intercourse and we thought would quickly enough evaporate - was in fact very slow to abate. For Amy, sex remained a daily desire for quite a while. And that sort of set the standard for the others.
Not that Issie needed any help in that area.
I felt, and deeper down I think Issie felt the same, that her period away had substantially changed our relationship. There was certainly still a very strong bond between us; but to me it was the bond of friendship, not the sort of bond that exists between intense lovers - the sort of bond I felt with the others.
Of course, life is not black and white in these areas. You can feel a love for a friend - the word still applies. And there's something of a spectrum of love that applies even to romantic lovers. But deep in my heart, I knew the period of separation had broken something and, maybe because Ellen had filed the hole, it wasn't going to be readily rebuilt.
But I felt the best word to describe Issie on her return was somewhat manic - in the nicest possible way. Her maternal clock was ringing deafeningly on her ears and she was desperate to find a life partner to give her the children she wanted. And she knew that wouldn't be me; as much as she kept subtly testing the issue.
The converse was that two years of abstinence had left her desperate for sex - emotionally and physically. She was all but insatiable. And unlike the others, whose sexual desires were also becoming somewhat more domestic and less driven by fantasy's - excepting Amy's bikini sex fetish - Issie clearly brought back some obsessions from the time she'd spent self pleasuring.
The bunk on the yacht was clearly one and she kept looking for excuses to get me alone on the yacht.
The unusual sex we'd often shared in the water off the back of the boat - where she'd dive in from the gunwale, leaving her bikini bottoms floating on the surface of the water in front of my face as she entered and then come up and have me penetrate her, squeezing and unsqueezing my manhood until I came, which would then trigger her orgasm - was another. For that she'd find an excuse to have me take her mid-week over to The Basin or the beach inside Longnose Point for a picnic where she could indulge in any number of her sexual obsessions - often in the same day. Because sex on the water's edge of a beach was another.
Being back in Sydney created some issues with meeting her needs. As clear as the water can be in Pittwater, it's not lacking in sharks and I never felt entirely comfortable hanging like a baited line off the back of the boat while I indulged her. And while mid week the beaches might be reasonably unpopulated, the risk of getting caught in action by a passer-by was ever present. These risks only seemed to add to the excitement for Issie, but I found them never far from my mind.
In a way, with the concurrence of our emotional distance and Issie's insatiable need for sex, I knew that this really meant that Issie was, to a certain extent, just using me for sex. All I can say is that, when the emotional connection is balanced, there are worse fates a man can suffer.
After all Tash did much the same; the difference here being Issie had not the slightest hang-up about our age differences and was uninhibited in making her desires known and getting them satisfied. We still found each other sexually attractive, so performance wasn't an issue. But I knew what she really wanted was another man to transfer her desires to.
Once she started work, the freedom she had to get me alone and have sex in public places mid week disappeared. The pool at home and even the bush around our property then became something of a substitute. But increasingly, it was Issie rather than Amy, who set the frequency and intensity level of the sex within our group.
Ellen too was clearly going through a change. Surprisingly, it wasn't until nearly a year later that I really found out what had been going on in her brain during that time. But there was, to use a slightly modern cliché, a disturbance in the force.
If I had to apply a word that best fitted what seemed to be happening to this smart independent woman, it is that she seemed to become more clingy; even as she was expanding her social horizons. Sexually that translated to more intimate sex. The requests for me to go the animal on her, or even to make beautiful love to her, transmogrified to a desire for me to simply engage in prolonged penetrative sex. It differed from the static 'penetrate me and go to sleep' stuff of the early days where I wondered if the girls were not engaged in some sort of hormonal battle for me. No, here the sex was active, just engaged at in a slow pace which maximised - often to extreme lengths - the time between initial penetration and it coming to an end with my climax.
And so, even in those first few months back home, the seeds of the future of our group had already been sown.
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Once we had settled in to our routines back home and I'd fixed the cooling problem with the engine, it was time to get back into some friendly competitive sailing with my yacht club.
This consisted of Wednesday afternoon twilight races, without the extra sails called spinnakers, and slightly more serious races on Saturday afternoons. In both cases, there was a pleasant social gathering to be had at the club afterwards.
The girls did their best to be participants in both races; even though that meant juggling work commitments and doing some negotiation with their bosses to get their work hours rescheduled.
Now our boat was no greyhound. It was what is called a cruiser/racer at best. But there are special classes for those sorts of yachts, so we were racing against similar boats. But it did necessitate lightening the boat as much as possible by taking off it all the junk and creature comforts that tend to accumulate when you're living aboard.
For Wednesday's, just the girls as additional crew was in theory more than enough. But we were never shy about including friends and otherwise orphan sailors on the team. The Saturday sailing was more demanding, with the spinnakers making a crew of at least eight preferable; and the more skilled the better.
For a while, as much as possible, I'd taken to sneaking aboard the yacht without having to drop into the office on the way. The girls - and especially Issie - had made it really difficult for me to look Julie straight in the eye, although the knowledge that Amy had blabbed to her about our complex sexual arrangements compounded that.
It wasn't helped at all by the day, shortly after her arrival, when Issie was moaning loudly enough to be heard three jetties away as I knelt on the yacht's bunk, holding her legs vertically in the air in front of me and madly thrusting away at her in what she calls a 'g spot banger'. Now the master cabin has two levels of windows; a low one consisting of a couple of port style windows in the side of the hull of the boat - great for looking out of while you're still lying in bed - and the usual higher ones along the side of the raised cabin top.
From my elevated position I had a panoramic view out the higher one. I watched as Julie, probably attracted by the noise, tentatively approached the boat, her eyes transfixed on the low port window - at least when she wasn't furtively casting about to see if anyone was watch her watch us - and moving back and forward a bit as she adjusted her line of vision. Deciding she had the right horizontal alignment, she squatted, open legged on her haunches, presumably to lower her line of sight and let her view penetrate into the boat further. While admiring the vista of her bulging mound covered in bright blue panties, I tried to triangulate the view she actually had. I guessed there was a very high chance she could see my front crashing into the back of Issie's thighs as I thrust away at her. There was even a fair chance she was angled enough to see some of the length of my shaft emerge from between Issie's legs before I plunged it back in.
Far from being inhibiting, I found myself even more excited by the audience; making my cock feel harder and spurring me to hammer away even harder at Issie. The effect was even greater when I noticed Julie's nipple jut out into high beam erections in her t shirt.
But it probably would have been better if, as Issie reached a noisy climax, Julie hadn't suddenly elevated her eyes to meet mine as I stared out at her. I couldn't suppress a sheepish grin as I quickly looked away, pretending I hadn't noticed her. But I saw her turn beetroot red and scamper away.
But really, it wasn't her fault I was avoiding her. She recovered from her momentary exposure and was always her usual impeccably nice self. Any feeling that I was being judged derived from my own inadequacies, and maybe, just maybe, the knowing look I always thought I detected on her.
And it didn't help that the girls always teased me about us having the hots for each other. The teasing only got worse after the first time we walked down the passage way to the office in a group; the girls noisily announcing our impending arrival with their good humoured chatter and distinctive voices.
Julie was at the office desk as usual. But in this case her normal low cut t shirt was pulled so low on her chest that the rim of each nipple was showing at the end of an impressive breast display, even as she stood there. And as she bent over the desk to check our account, the t shirt fell away from her chest, giving a full down blouse of some rather cute, far from small, youthfully perky and completely exposed, olive skinned breasts; bikini tan lines and all.
My attempt to try and look down at the paper work she was shuffling was interrupted by Ellen, standing closet to me, giving me a firm nudge in the ribs and an amused 'look at that' casting of her eyes in the relevant direction. But the truth was that, where ever I might have appeared to have been looking, my eyes were already compellingly focused on the view she was offering.
Julie looked up at me, nearly catching me staring...
"Just a sec, I'll see if it's on the boss's computer..."
She walked over to the desk at the back of the room. But instead of moving around the desk into the seat, she turned the lap top around and bent over the desk to play with the keys, instantly drawing her mini skirt up to again expose the bulge of a prominent mound, tightly covered in cut-away, flimsy red panties.
Ellen reached down and cupped my balls.
"Just checking."
Still bent over, Julie turned towards me...
"Yep, it's come though on the bank account. I'll print you a receipt."
Julie typed a few more things and an error beep emanated from the printer on the other side of the room. She walked over and looked at the printer's screen. Turning to me, she let me know...
"Out of paper. Just a sec."
A box full of packets of individual reams of paper sat on the floor next to the printer. I'd seen her do this before. Usually she squatted discretely away from the desk as she opened the box, pulled out a new pack of paper, replaced the lid, unwrapped the ream and used the lid to fan and straighten up the stack before transferring it to the printer tray. It would reveal nothing except a lot of leg to even the most lustful observer, even if it was still an interesting show to watch. This time she just bent double while she did the whole thing, revealing the full length of her very cute butt and the thin strip of red, hipster pantie that was so translucent as it stretched, it basically hid nothing.
Ellen squeezed my balls, doing more to get a reaction than the admittedly attractive view we had. She whispered into me ear...
"Calm down fella."
"You caused that."
"Sure, sure..."
Julie reactivated the printer and brought my receipt over to hand it to me with an excessively innocent smile.
"Thanks Julie."
"Any time Ned."
As we walked out of earshot, Ellen couldn't help herself, putting on a mocking imitation of Julie's young sounding voice ...
"Yea, anytime Ned...Sure. She wasn't referring to receipts."
"Don't be silly. She just wasn't thinking about what she was revealing."
She nudged me hard enough to nearly make me stumble.
"Aw, com-ooon. She did everything but take her pussy out and rub it on your cock. She's taken in too much of Issie's talk about you in bed."
Issue cut in, poking me in the rib from behind as she too did a mocking imitation of Julie's young voice...
"I'm just a sweet little thing. It's not my fault if some randy man perves at my exposed body."
"She was just playing with your brains. Why would she have the slightest interest in me?"
"Maybe a good fuck is hard to come by."
"I'm sure Julie can find all the good fucks she wants without having to demean herself by looking to me. It would be delusional for someone my age to think she'd even slightly fancy me. And I'm not delusional."
"You just behave yourself."
"Yea Ned, behave yourself."
But the fact was, Julie's behaviour in my presence had changed. It was probably all just a tease, but if I caught her unawares, I'd find her as she had always been; in a cleavage displaying t shirt and mini skirt certainly. But that's all; even if I was suddenly getting down blouse looks and panty peeks that I'd never noticed before.
But if me or the girls voices pre-announced our arrival, well, let's just say a lot more would be on display as I approached the desk.
And I also started to notice that on Wednesdays and Saturdays she'd be braless, whereas the outline of a bra could always be seen under her tight fitting shirts on other days.
But rest assured, it all came to nothing. I eventually grew confident enough to respond to her flirtations with my own. A little bit of ego boosting mutual fun between us. Nothing more; even if the girls kept teasing me and Julie kept displaying. Anyway, the deal with Liddy might have allowed for Issie's return, but it didn't envisage an endless stream of new, excessively youthful sex partners.
The social functions after the races were as enjoyable as the racing itself. There was a large range of age groups participated, and it was predictable the younger ones would be the last to leave. Generally Liddy and I left just after dinner, leaving Ellen, Issie and Amy to party on. And there was little doubt that for Ellen and Issie especially, the young well built young men who provided the muscle power on many of the crews were part of the attraction.
About 6 months after we'd arrived home, it was apparent that one of the good looking young men from one of our main competitors had an interest in Ellen and that the interest was mutual. He'd spend the night at our table while we were there, and stay on and party with the girls after Liddy and I had left. Harry was a doctor like Ellen and the obvious mutual attraction soon became a major focus of the home gossip.
Their first date was about a month later and was soon followed by a number of others. For the next six weeks, I could tell Ellen felt she was in some sort of pressure cooker situation, which was badly affecting her.
She was still sleeping with me. More than that, her sexual demands were becoming almost frantic. Harry had not yet been elevated from the status of merely being dated to that of boyfriend, so as far as Ellen was concerned, I was still her sexual partner; her only one. But I could see she was torn by the whole situation.
The sex we shared became deeply, deeply emotional. Physical intimacy became Ellen's overriding concern, even more than before; a prolonged physical penetrative intimacy where her emotional state resulted in multiple powerful orgasms for her.
After first sending Tash into one, it had been months before I'd had the same success in giving Ellen a seizure orgasm using the same clit fluttering technique, despite her constant requests for one. At the best of times they're a somewhat rare and random outcome, highly dependent on the woman's level of arousal and receptiveness.
And yet, during that last 6 weeks, she experienced them with increasing frequency and intensity.
As much as I felt the pain of being about to lose her, I was even more concerned she'd destroy her new relationship before it even started because of the stress she was experiencing and the emotional conflict it brought her.
Finally the day came that Ellen announced to me one evening that the coming night would be our last and that the other girls had given me over to her exclusive use, so to speak.
The simple way of describing what followed is to say that, before dawn, we'd had sex six times. But that doesn't come close to describing the real experience. What does having sex six times mean? Really nothing more than I'd climaxed that many times and there was an enforced interlude and a few moments of exhausted sleep before we started all over again.
But it doesn't even start to describe the prolonged penetrative riding of me by Ellen, every time with multiple orgasms of her own, which lead to each of my releases. The sex itself was little more than reverse missionary, the pace slow, the penetration always deep, the movement just enough for Ellen to stimulate her clit, either against my shaft or pubis, and her grip on me never tight.
I'm used to having to service multiple women by now. In a reverse missionary or cowgirl, I can usually let all four of them bring themselves to a climax before I take my turn and Ellen was using that ability to its max and well beyond. Eventually I'd start to brew up; I couldn't last forever. If by some grunt or groan Ellen would sense that, she'd quickly flip me over on top of her, to let me get the most out of my orgasm.
But that would leave her still aroused and half finished and so she'd have me finger her to yet another climax. It was here, as much as in any other part of that night's experience, that I realised the true intensity of Ellen's emotional level.
Three times, after bringing her to the edge of a climax by rubbing her clit with my thumb while I raked her g spot with two penetrated fingers, suddenly rapidly fluttering the tip of my thumb threw her into a climatic seizure even more extreme than the ones she'd had before that night. Her leg muscles spasmed to throw her hips up more violently than before and more times as her loud cry, like Amy's, was suddenly converted to an alarming gurgle as her throat joined the rest of her body in a momentary seizure.
She was then left moaning, quivering and shaking and sometimes even doubled up on the bed for a good five minutes as her body continued to replay her orgasm over and over again. And when that was all over, with the final vestiges of any energy she had left, she wrapped herself around me tightly and held me there as she dropped into la petite mort, which simply became a prelude to a short period of mutual exhausted sleep.
Then all too soon, I'd be woken by Ellen as she played with a refreshed erection and we'd start all over again.
But there was one more, completely unique and very special aspect to that unusual night. Ellen's tears. For almost the whole night as she rode me, she'd be crying. A flood of tears ran down her cheeks until my chest was wet with them and often, as she buried her head in the pillow next to me as an orgasm wracked her body, the silent tears would turn to body heaving sobs and crying.
There were no words possibly capable of soothing her and all I could do was stroke her hair and caress her cheek to hopelessly try and convey my caring for her.
Her final orgasmic spasm happened just as dawn broke. The sun was much higher when I awoke again to find Ellen still asleep in my arms, a new night erection pushing uncomfortably into her stomach.
I lay there, staring into her beautiful face as I wondered at the depth of emotion that had driven Ellen to such heights of sexual passion. As much as I mourned the end of our relationship as it had been, I felt terribly privileged that it meant so much to her. But the reality was, once we got up, something very nice had come to an end.
I drifted in and out of sleep for a while until the time I awoke to find Ellen staring back at me...
"Ned, I don't want to get up. I don't want this to be over."
"I don't want it to be over either. But we both know why it has to end. We've known this day was coming for a while."
"Can we make love one more time?"
"You're in control. It's a decision you can make."
I could see Ellen ponder the issue. The end had to come sometime. But her resolve dissolved as she kissed me and rolled me on my back to mount me one more time to make it seven.
The next time I woke up to find Ellen still asleep, it must have been heading towards noon. Even on a late Autumn day the room seemed incredibly warm. Reluctantly, I decided it was time. I slipped my arm out from under Ellen and got up; dressing quietly as I had one more, maybe last, chance to admire her naked body and headed out to the kitchen to get some sustenance. It had been a long night. It was lucky, or more likely knowing her, good planning that the day after had not been a day when she was on duty.
Ellen emerged half an hour later, dressed only in a flimsy mini nightie. I watched as she walked towards me, hoping I wouldn't be judged badly for making the move to end it, even as I found myself regretting my loss of sexual access to such a beautiful and delightful woman.
Ellen stood in front of me and took both of my hands in hers...
"Ned, I've sort of been practicing this for the last week, but I'm sure it's still going to come out wrong. I want to thank you for the time we've had together. I know we're still going to be friends and see a lot of each other, but I can't ignore a really important part of my life has suddenly gone. The relationship we had was that part; the love, the sex, everything we shared. I'll never forget it; probably never get over it. Thankyou."
She'd caught me unawares. I had no words prepared and if I tried to say what I really felt, I'd probably just tear up. I did the only think I could think of. I hugged her, rocking from side to side as I held her tightly against me...
"My loss is even greater than yours and I'm the one who should give thanks."
We stood there hugging and rocking for a few moments before I decided I had to change the topic.
"How about I get you some breakfast."
It was three days later she had the next date with Harry. She didn't come home that night. She'd told me she wouldn't. As what I knew would be her bedtime passed, I had to fight the feeling of jealously and hurt I felt at the thought that at the very moment, she was making love to another man. I had no right to feel that way, but I did. And that didn't change even as I rather pathetically and unenthusiastically responded to Amy and Issie's sexual needs. Double standard, I know, but also nothing more than human.
For three more months she still lived with us. I lived for her presence, but my physical desire for her was far from waning. It didn't help that the parameters of our on-going relationship were loosely defined.
OK, no actual sex was a given.
But she still wore fuck me clothing; even if it did spur on my performance with the other three. Maybe that's why she wore it.
Every night she was home, and that was about two thirds the time, she'd prance about in the evening in a version of what had become he girls' pre-bedtime wear; flimsy loose fitting cropped camisoles and tiny shorts. Worn without any undies, they essentially did nothing to hide her nakedness from me. Standing anywhere near her, I'd get a straight down blouse of her naked breasts. And when - as she often did - she draped herself languorously on the couch opposite me, she'd leave me with a completely exposed view of her crease. 'Up-leg' doesn't even describe it; the shorts were way too short and open legged for that. No, what little leg length there was would simply fall to the side, completely exposing her.
It's not as though, over the last two years, I hadn't seen a lot of this part of Ellen. The truth is, I'd studied it in some detail; both in its aroused and non-aroused state - although more often the former. What really did my brain in was she'd often be aroused; or more distracting still, grow aroused as she sat there talking to me; her labia swelling and separating, her prominent clit engorging and its hood retracting and sometimes even her vagina forming into a dark, cavernous and receptive circle.
She knew full well the view I had, could not have failed to notice its distractive properties and yet just sit there talking to me as if nothing had changed from the last two years.
And then there was the matter of determining the touching rules and habits.



It has always been one of my recurring nightmare themes or worries that, in a moment of carelessness or thoughtlessness I touch a woman who's a close friend in the same manner as I always have my sexual partners.
I would hope I'm no different from anyone else in admitting that my sexual partners and I have always engaged in constant and often somewhat public exchanges of very intimate touching. A slip of the hand across a butt, a brush across her chest or nipple, even a momentary cupping of her or my crotch. All stuff that could get you arrested if you did it to anyone else.
The girls had raised it to a whole new level in a supposed effort to keep my libido at its peak. On the boat - and only marginally less when we were at home - their stated intention was to keep me in a permanent state of full arousal. It was pretty effective too. They would think nothing of casually handling my manhood as they passed by; more so if it would let them adjust it into the 'full horizontal' position they found so amusing (where a full erection was bent down and held in a horizontal position by the stretched material of my swimwear like a giant Pinocchio nose). Ellen, even more than the others, would think nothing of slipping her crotch over the full horizontal erection as we talked; even rocking herself gently on it as she did so.
And their breasts, butts and crotches were constantly and casually offered up for my manhandling of them as they passed by or interacted with me. It had all become second nature. And yet now, as much as Ellen still flirted with and provocatively dressed in front of me, somehow new rules had to be negotiated and enforced.
Clearly Ellen didn't want to draw a complete blank against physical contact. She still finished each day by giving me a fully body hugging goodnight kiss on the cheek, dressed only in tiny, loose fitting, night wear; pushing her front against mine until she'd induced the start of an erection.
And she, as much as me, would sometimes absent mindedly slip into old intimate contact habits; touching me as she passed by before backing off with a 'sorry, I forgot'.
Even then, as much as Ellen can be a tease, I sensed there was much more to the whole imperfection of our disengagement than met the eye. She wasn't simply teasing me. She was having as much trouble adjusting to our new circumstances as I was.
At the end of the three months, she moved in with Harry; another step on her journey away from me. We both cried the day she moved out and hugged clingingly as she left; even though Harry was there helping her; standing watching us.
We still saw a lot of her; she and Harry came to dinner and BBQ's at our place frequently and she was a regular crew on the yacht; always it seemed still in some variation of 'fuck me' clothing clearly worn for my benefit and flaunted in front of me. I bathed delighted in her company when she was about.
Within nine months of their first date, they were engaged. I liked Harry and had always got on well with him. He had dealt remarkably well with Ellen and my relationship in all its sexual and emotional complexities. He was kind to her, looked after her and they got on together like a house on fire and were clearly in love with each other. And as much as a man can tell such things, I would have thought Ellen might have found him pretty attractive too. I was genuinely happy for her.
For all of that, there remained an ever present frission between Ellen and myself. I thought it must just be me. Ellen had the man any woman her age would want, so I didn't consider for a moment it could be mutual. Indeed, from the outset I never did really understand Ellen's difficulty at letting go of me; had never fully understood her unsettled behaviour from the moment we made landfall in Australia; couldn't understand why, once she had Harry, I wasn't easily consigned to her history. I felt almost guilty about my feelings towards her.
Which is why the morning of the start of the Cabbage Tree Island race, a few months after they'd got engaged, sticks so firmly in my mind. The delivery crew from Pittwater were aboard, having spent the night on the boat; Amy, Issie, Ellen, Harry and George. The others were topside, clearing the decks and getting the racing sails ready, under Amy's direction as crew boss, while Ellen gave me her usual detailed navigational and weather briefing.
I was in a light t shirt and shorts; having forgone my usual speedo outfit out of respect for Ellen and the two guys. Ellen had made no such compromise. She was in a tiny bikini top from one of her fuck me combinations and her mini A line white skirt which the wind had already told me had only a filmy pair of thong panties underneath.
In the way she always had, Ellen sat into the bench seat pushed firmly against me as we studied the chart laid out on the table; her breast resting on my forearm every time I pointed to some object on the chart. I have to admit, now there was no prospect of undressing and fucking her at the end of the day, the whole thing was even more distracting that it had always been. The cleavage display, raised nipples pushing out her top, bare midriff, glorious cascade of blonde hair and beautiful face all overwhelmed me.
For most of the briefing I had a raging erection in my pants; thankful that at least my shorts hid it better than speedos would have.
We'd nearly finished when, without warning, Ellen's hand slipped off the table into my lap and felt for my erection; squeezing lightly first the base just above my balls and then moving with three more squeezes up its vertical length until the last one landed on the bell not far under my navel...
"It's nice to know I've still got it Ned. I would have been disappointed if I hadn't found one of those."
Caught completely off-guard, I was about to blurt out an apology, when Ellen continued...
"Ned, sometimes words don't convey the reality as much as seeing or feeling, so don't take what I'm about to do the wrong way..."
I had the hand nearest her resting on the edge of the table. Ellen took the index finger of that hand between her thumb and index finger and pressed it lengthwise into her crotch and against the gusset of her panties. Well, she was right about conveying a message more powerfully than words.
The gusset was soaking wet - almost drippingly so. But I knew that part of her body well and, as she'd intended by the careful placement of my finger, in the brief moment before she removed it again, I discovered her clit swollen and her vagina aroused and receptive; the latter being made abundantly clear to me as she pushed the flat of the tip of my finger into a shallow penetration with the tip of hers.
"Ned, I know I got a bit crazy almost from the time we reached Australia and more so after I met Harry. I want you to know why. I sort of knew I wanted my own husband and a father for my children. You were right in that. But what you didn't really understand was the effect you had on me from the first time we met.
My body reacts to your presence. It always has and still does. It arouses me in a way I can't help or explain. When you come near me, it's like there's a force field surrounding you that violates and touches up my body before you're even within arm's length.
No other man, not even Harry, who I love dearly, has ever had that effect on me. I don't know what it is; maybe it's some sort of hormonal or pheromonenal thing, some sort of extreme compatibility. Of course, we can never act on it any more, but I really wanted you to understand why I react around you the way I do.
It wasn't easy knowing I'd have to give you up and it took me a long time to come to terms with that.
I had to move out and in with Harry, not because I thought I was ready to move in with him, but because it was killing me living with you and not being able to have you. I don't like to make light of a serious concept, but I felt like I wanted to throw you down on the floor and rape you every time we passed each other. I just couldn't take it anymore."
I was left flabbergasted. But in the moment I had to react, one thing flowed almost automatically from my mouth.
"Ellen, if I haven't told you, I should have. You've always seemed to me to have an aura around you that has the same effect on me. And it's funny, because that same sense of violation - in the most positive sense of that word - happens when you're near me.
What does Harry think of all this?"
"Don't worry, he knows about it. But he also knows I love him, are madly attracted to him, am completely faithful and want him alone as the father of my children. But the upside for him - as he also well knows - is that he gets the wildest most passionate and desperate sex after I've been near you. On that basis alone he's happy for me to be around you anytime I want. He's a smart man."
I giggled at the thought of Ellen going the animal on Harry after being around me. It was an amusing thought. As much as I missed her and being around her made me as sexually frustrated as hell, jealously at her making love to another man was no longer part of the equation. And of course, I couldn't help but be flattered by what she had revealed. It was even nicer to finally understand what was happening with her during the whole transition.
The nice thing was, we did stay close friends, although Ellen's friendship with Amy would have ensured that in any case. It was easily close enough to be invited to their wedding and for me to be asked to act as a godfather for their first child. And through the years that followed, she never did regain any sense of modesty around me; let alone exercise any decorum or self control in touching me - much to my delight. Maybe as I got older, she thought wearing the fuck me clothing - letting alone giving me peeks of things I should no longer have seen - was something I needed all the more.
A number of months after Harry came on the scene, it was clear there was also a young sailing man winning Issie's affections at these after race functions.
I had been worried about Issie. She was starting to cross over into that 'clearly desperate to get married' situation that can scare a lot of men off. Fortunately, Josh could look past that and see the wonderful woman underneath - if you're strong enough to deal with her.
But she was a woman in a hurry.
'Dating Josh' moved much faster into the next phase than it had with Ellen and Harry. It was only three weeks after that (and only two weeks after my last night with Ellen) that, in what seemed to becoming something of a tradition, Issie was granted by the other girls her 'last night' with me.
There was nothing of the emotion and drama that accompanied that with Ellen. It was very matter of fact. Issie just wanted a couple of good farewell fucks. One might be cynical enough to wonder whether that was because the performance of the new stud was of an unknown quality, but that was just my way of teasing her.
At her request a 'go the animal' was followed, after a brief and very necessary respite, by me kneeling between her legs, lifting them up vertically, and giving her a good g spot banging.
It was only as we woke in the morning that I really detected something closer to tenderness in Issie, instead simply of sexual need. Only then did we share the same sort of deeply penetrative, slow tender love making, closer to what Ellen had sought; except without the tears.
Perhaps I'm being too cynical in the way I'm describing my last night with Issie. But the simple reality was, her period away had broken the original love bond between us. There was still a deep affection and friendship and a strong sexual attraction but it didn't support the heart breaking separation that Ellen and I had felt.
From there her relationship with Josh moved at rapid pace. She'd moved in with him by the end of the week, was engaged six months later and married, in a large Italian wedding in her home town to which we were all invited, six months after that. A year later she had her first child. Two years after that, her second; the one to which she asked me to be godfather.
In a way, none of that changed our relationship; except for the fact we no longer shared sex. Issie had instigated the 'fuck me' clothing and still wore it in front of me. She was by nature a tactile person and still touched me uninhibitedly and implicitly invited me to touch her back in return. After all, this was the relationship we'd shared on the boat long before we - cough - fell into bed together. It was the close, connected, easy going relationship that long ago had caused Louise to issue me a 'her or me' ultimatum that I declined to act on and caused Louise to storm off the boat
The difference was that there was much less of the sexual frission that existed between Ellen and myself. Attraction, yes. But that's very different from frission.
So it was all free of the guilt that the fission induced. For Issie it was an expression of affection free from any baggage or restraints. Quite delightful really for someone, like myself, brought up in a more reserved, anglo-inhibited manner.
But the bottom line was, within a year of landing back in Australia, our crowded fivesome had been whittled back to a more manageable threesome.
Through all of this, Amy never wavered in her determination to stay with me.
As I've often observed, she enjoyed going out socially with the other girls and positively basked in the male attention she always unsurprisingly attracted. But she always declined the numerous date invitations she got; retreating back into the pack of the girls if some male tried to cut her out for more intimate conversation.
Whenever Ellen or myself pushed her on the issue, her answer was the same. She was in a really happy, secure and loved up place now and didn't want to change that. She felt a safety, security and real love that she'd never felt in her adult life and while she was well aware there might be any number of males out there who could offer her the same on more age appropriate terms, making sure she wisely chose one of them was more of a lottery than she had the slightest inclination to take on.
After all, Frank had never let her socialise at all. Not with girlfriends, workmates or neighbours. Even with her family. Even just being able to bank and keep her own salary was a novelty to her; more so as she blossomed at work and quickly rose up the ranks and pay grades.
Because she also never wavered from her intention not to have children, the whole 'you need a younger father for your kids' thing was irrelevant to her. And when I tried to talk to her about the prospect that she'd one day be hitched to a decrepit old man while she was still young and sprightly, she brushed it off as something she could deal with in the future; more so because, with no maternal ambitions, her biological clock could tick away without consequences.
I felt the saddest thing for Amy was she had to alienate herself from her family - and especially her parents. Frank had turned on the charm and wormed his way into having them support him in his desire to get her back. Even though he had prevented her from having regular contact with them while she was with him, they took his argument that it was all Amy's fault hook, line and sinker. Which meant she couldn't visit them or let them visit her - or even know where she lived - for fear they'd betray her to Frank.
Amy suspected that the highly sexualised video/travel blog that she ran with the girls had well and truly acted as an 'up yours' to Frank and spurred his desire to have her back, and didn't regret it for a moment; giving her enormous satisfaction. But since we'd left Byron Bay she'd been careful to be ambiguous about locations; keeping the framing tight and ensuring any geolocation was stripped from anything put on line. She even horizontally flipped video of the boat sailing to make it appear Australia was on the left, rather than the right, as we travelled the coast; making it look like we were going North instead of South.
She eventually managed to organise through work a postal address in Brisbane where she could exchange mail and packages with them and, after two years, organised for her parents to visit her in Brisbane (nearly a 1000 km from Sydney). But for many years, she never revealed where she really lived.
The video blog continued, albeit in a reduced form. No longer really a travelogue - except for a few holidays we shared with the others - it really became simply one of a group of very attractive girls in very little clothing mucking around and having fun; often in the pool. Sometimes - actually often - it was very cheeky (read sexualised) fun. The males in their lives either participated or made themselves invisible as suited them. Josh participated and Harry decided to keep his dignity and stay out, but benignly tolerated Ellen's participation - not that he really had a choice. But a common factor always seemed to be the mob of them provocatively interacting with a guy who was clearly way too old for them.
Amy continued to blossom as the crowdedness of the relationship dissipated and Ellen and Issie moved out. She grew in confidence and assertiveness in a way that suited her and our relationship grew ever closer.
I'd always felt more than a little guilty about how obsessed I was with her body and beauty generally. The shear sexualised perfection of her breasts, nipples, washboard stomach and perfectly shaped, sexually suggestive mound, not to mention her butt, legs and every other aspect of her appearance, left me in cross legged frustration, only really solved by having a good root with her.
The thing was, after ten years of being denied by Frank any acknowledgement at all of how attractive she was, she actually wanted that attention; not just from me but from other men as well - even if they weren't to be allowed any outlet for the frustration she must have caused.
While we were on the yacht, the problem had been that my ability to give full vent to any passions raised by that obsession had been curtailed by the jealousies it generated. Each of the girls might have had a special place in my heart and their own unique point of specialness; but nothing signalled favouritism as openly as a desire to fuck one silly more than the others. So I had to surrender my sexual program to the control of the girls.
I certainly wasn't sexually deprived by doing so - probably the opposite - but impulse fucks weren't on the agenda of what I could instigate.
With Liddy working night shifts at the hospital five days a week, it was often almost like Amy had me to herself and it frequently seemed like she took delight in flaunting herself to induce me to take her in an act of impromptu sex and a chuffed satisfaction when I did so.
It was a long time before the effervescence of her sexual desires even started to diminish. Daily sex was often not enough for her. While Liddy worked, Amy had me to herself and made the most of it.
Physical intimacy and orgasms, multiple and increasingly intense orgasms, rather than adventurism for the sake of it - seemed to be her objective. Especially the orgasms. Like an addict, she was always looking for another, even bigger, hit. She never really seemed to be truly sexually sated.
She said it was because of the flood of oxytocin that washed through her body after them that she liked them so much. It made her just want to love and cuddle me; and who was I to argue with that.
But she certainly became increasingly aware and in control of her sexual response. Amy had always been ridiculously easy to bring to an orgasm and having had her first, no less easy to keep in a state of almost constant climax while our sex continued. But she soon added to that repertoire mastering the art of the clit fluttering induced seizure orgasm. What was, for the others, a fluky and rare outcome - excepting Ellen's final night - became for Amy a regular feature of our sex.



Time after time, it would end with her whole lower body throwing itself uncontrollably about in muscular spasms, her usual climatic screams momentarily silenced into an alarming gurgle all of which left her shaking and fitting on her back or curled into a foetal position while her body was wracked by wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure for five to ten minutes. And through it all, between moans and screams, she'd be begging me to pin her on her back and fuck her some more mid-seizure.
Since the fingering that originally induced these orgasms was usually post my own climax, initially I was in no position to comply. But I soon learnt to bring the fingering forward - dismounting her mid session and well before I boiled up, to try for the big one - then penetrating her again immediately after the initial seizure, but while her body was still out of control.
That wasn't always easy. If she was in a foetal position I'd have to physically force her on her back and pin her down to penetrate her; she begging me to do so between moans, even as her body involuntarily resisted.
For me the effect was like riding a wild bronco, her body throwing me about as her vagina pressed tightly onto my manhood with each contraction. At first it was all too much for me; the intensity of the sex pushing me quickly into a mind blowing orgasm of my own. But I soon adjusted to this new sensation and managed to last a more respectable time, even if the final orgasm still blew my mind.
For her the effect was like poking a stick at an already angry tiger; sending her deeper into a crazy powerful sequence of climaxes.
To say that it made our sex life wildly intense is a massive understatement; even more so when you overlaid her little fetishes; like having sex with a bikini on and in and around the pool. As for her tendency to moan and cry out so loudly that you'd call it little less than screaming, that continued on as well. Fortunately, having sex back on the yacht wasn't one of Amy's fetishes; otherwise my relationship with Julie - and everyone else using the marina - would be even more fraught. And, as for the neighbours - it was lucky we were on an acreage in a double brick house; although Amy's desire for pool sex could still be a worry.
But it wasn't all about sex. In a way, the intensification of our sex life simply followed that of our emotional connection. I came to realise, Ellen and Issie had, to some extent, crowded out the depth to which my attachment to Amy could travel. It was always deep and full of love; but, in a way I didn't recognise until later, limited by the need to - if you will - spread the love around.
In contrast, my relationship with Liddy settled into quite something different.
Really, we rather quickly fell into the roles we'd been used to for so long; that of a long married couple.
The sex was maybe a bit more regular than a married couple of our age.
The only unusual feature was that, in contrast to Amy and most long married couples, Liddy was heavily into experimentation with the sex she sought. It is only a mild exaggeration to say she basically acquired a copy of the Kama Sutra and tried to work through the alternatives one by one. And part of the exaggeration was that she sought out other sources than the Kama Sutra.
As she explained, she had a life time of missionary sex. She wanted to see what else was on offer; even if our lack of youthfulness sometimes made what we were trying seem unwise - if good for a laugh.
It maybe demonstrates how damaging domestic violence can be to say that Liddy too found safe comfort and love in our relationship, whereas became quite alienated from the culture she had grown up in.
For two years, she'd travel back to New York for two months during the US Summer to catch up with her children. Amy loved it because she had me completely to herself.
But Liddy found it very disheartening. Her children were good to her, but her parents, siblings and the community in which she'd grown up, and felt so much a part, essentially rejected her for what they viewed as abandoning 'the good Jewish boy' in the person of her second, violent husband, and promiscuously taking up with a gentile.
After the second time, she never went back; her children instead coming out to stay with us at our place during our summer.
It was about that time that Amy started to push for what she might never otherwise get to experience; a wedding, or at least something as close to a wedding as our multiparty relationship would permit under the law.
By that time our friends, Liddy's children and my family had grown accustomed to our unusual living arrangements - even my children. And so, we organised something that looked and ran awfully like a wedding, but could be nothing more than a commitment ceremony; the 'brides' processing down an aisle - Amy in white followed by Liddy in pink and both looking stunning - before standing either side of their 'groom' as we made our commitments and followed it with a feast.
Ellen was in tears and Issie had a good cry too; but it was a beautiful marker to a beautiful phase of all of our lives.



        Discovering What Big Means Ch. 01

        Shelley finds a big cock has its benefits.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/discovering-what-big-means-ch-01

Title: Discovering What Big Means Ch. 01

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Shelley finds a big cock has its benefits.

Tags: erotic coupling

Series: Discovering What Big Means


[This story is a spin off from my recently completed "Unexpected Threesome" series, published in the "Group Sex" heading, so the relationship of the minor characters derives from that story]
*****
Ellen is a doctor, and a friend of mine, at the medical clinic where I am a nurse. She was about five years older than my 21 years, but we'd quickly bonded when she'd joined the clinic because of our mutual interest in sailing.
Mind you, our interests went in slightly different directions.
Ellen had done extensive cruising through the Pacific on a yacht and was now racing it regularly every Wednesday and Saturday. Mine was just Sunday sailing on a small skiff type boat at Avalon Sailing Club - my local dinghy club; something I'd been doing since the age of ten.
She invited me for a day out on a yacht she sailed on. The yacht was looking for some new crew members and this day had been organised to give potentials an introduction to the yacht and let the owner see what they were like.
I have to say, my arrival at the yacht, moored in its marina berth early one Saturday morning just before Christmas, left me feeling somewhat slack jawed and inadequate. It seemed the boat was covered in tall, leggy, stunning women dressed only in the tiniest of bikinis. As I shook each of their hands as I was introduced to them by Ellen, even I found it hard not to stare at the sexualised displays in front of me.
Ellen was my first surprise. I mean, I knew she was very tall, slim and attractive with long naturally blonde hair; but at work she generally wore slacks and a blouse or lower thigh length dresses that flattered her, but nothing like what greeted me that morning. Her bikini was a sky blue number string tied all over. The slide triangles on the top covered barely a third of the flesh of her really nice breasts, leaving an underboob as well as the usual cleavage and side boob and with the outline of her nipples clearly evident in the obviously thin material. The bottoms only came up to just a bit under half way to her navel, with the front just a not very large or wide rectangle, which turned into a cut-away Brazilian at the back. And speaking of Brazilians, the tight fit of her bottoms left not the slightest doubt she had not a skerrick of pubic hair.
I wasn't sure I'd ever be able to look at her at work the same way again.
Ellen first introduced me to Amy.
I'd heard a lot about Amy from Ellen. We'd had a victim of domestic violence in the clinic and Ellen had told me about Amy as a way of explaining how hard it can be for women to escape. A English woman, evidently she'd been about 18 when she took up with this guy and, even though the beatings and other violence and general abuse had become progressively worse, it had taken 10 years for her to escape, and even then she only got away safely by leaving the country.
Which is where Ellen had meet her as they cruised the Pacific.
So allowing for a couple of years since she'd left him, I'd back calculated Amy's age to be early 30's. Which is why I was shocked when she looked no more than mid-twenties, if that. English skin I suppose.
Amy was the sort of woman who could make every other woman on the planet feel ugly. A pretty soft smiling face with long auburn, but sun bleached, hair, she was not quite as tall as Ellen; but tall enough and with a beautiful uniform light olive complexion. While slim, she had a shape to her feminine figure to die for; a smooth, nice curve of her hips and nicely fleshed all over but without an ounce of fat on her body. Her breast stood proud and firm from her body; seemingly twice the size of Ellen's – I would guess a generous c cup, which on her otherwise slim figure, looked enormous.
But that was only the start of where she had it over other women. Her stomach was washboard flat, something that complimented her firm strong body. Her nipples, puffy nipples like mine, even on this warm morning, were already standing proud in her top like a couple of large volcanic cones and, something that even I found a distraction, her mound bulged in her bikini pants in a way that finished the picture of the female equivalent of an overripe piece of fruit ready for picking.
I noticed during the day that every one of the men on board fawned over her at every opportunity; something that was made stranger still by the fact she was the crew boss and ordering them about. All of which might make you think she'd be something of a bitch. But she came across during the day as one of the sweetest, most unassuming women I've met.
Still, as we shook hands I was confronted by her in nothing more than the same sort of micro bikini Ellen had on, except with an even more powerful effect. The triangles of her top were no bigger than Ellen's, trying to cover much larger breasts and that little rectangle of material at the front of her bikini pants, even stretched drum tight, struggled to cover the bulge of her mound. The only difference from Ellen's bikini was its burnt orange colour and the lack of knots on the strings sides of her bikini bottoms.
I was starting to wonder whether these bikinis weren't some sort of crew uniform. I thought the one I had on under the sailing shorts and t shirt I was wearing was pretty sexy, but these ones were challenging my ability to contemplate confidently wearing them.
Ellen then led me back to the cockpit, where an older couple were tidying up the lines. Forgetting for a minute my knowledge of Amy's history, I had a brief thought they were Amy's parents. There was a lot of her in both of them; including the way the woman dressed.
Liddy looked in her mid forties, but I found out later she was deep into her fifties. The strong New York accent was the first reminder I had that she wasn't Amy's mother. Still, even at her age, she had the same pretty face, long auburn hair and clear olive skin, and much the same figure; perhaps without quite the same perfect washboard stomach and distracting mound. Her breasts were, if anything, larger than Amy's and abnormally perky in their tiny covering; at least making me wonder about whether they were originals.
I would have said that, at her age, she was brave wearing bikinis of the same style as those of the others, but her trim, taut figure easily allowed her to do so.
Ned, I understood, was the owner of the boat. Very Australian, which made me realise his relationship with Liddy must be fairly recent. He was tall and very well built for someone I understood to be near 60 and came across as very friendly and relaxed, dressed in a blue polo shirt and deck shorts of a matching blue colour.
Ellen then led me up the front to where a woman and two guys were flaking out the genoa on the deck.
The woman was called Issie; another one dressed in these tiny bikinis that seemed to be the boat uniform for women. She was slightly more solidly built than Amy, but being obviously Italian, had the same olive skin. Although smaller breasted and not as flawlessly formed, there was a sultriness about her that more than made up for what she lacked in visual perfection.
Which left me with the two guys, both about 30. Harry was Ellen's partner and I'd meet him before. Strongly built with a handsome face, it was easy to see what Ellen saw in him; although it would have been easier still if the guys had the sort of semi-naked clothing the girls had. Even so, the blue polo t shirts and deck shorts showed them off nicely.
The other guy was Josh, who I didn't find out until later was Issie's partner. Like Harry he was tall, handsome and strong. I decided then that, if this was the standard of males in racing yachts, I was going to have to change the type of sailing I did. Maybe I could even cope with the micro bikinis if that was the reward.
It was about five minutes later that the other two crew for the day showed up.
My eyes immediately fixed on a tall skinny guy dressed in a polo shirt and baggy, bulky cotton shorts. I guessed he was about my age, which made me feel better because so far I seemed to be by far the youngest on board.
He had a masculine, handsome face and broad, strong shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist. As I watched him walk towards the boat I had this sense that I knew him from somewhere. Then the penny dropped that I'd seen him out sailing on Sundays on a Spiral class dinghy that emanated from BYRA; another sailing club on Pittwater that shares our race course.
Walking alongside him was a girl about our age; much shorter but still quite attractive, and, like me dressed, in tight black leggings and a t shirt, with the string ties of a bikini top poking out of the neckline of her shirt. So I was pleased to see there was at least one other girl not running around nearly naked; although the thought occurred to me that if she stripped down to her bikini after she came aboard, I wouldn't really be sure whether I'd be expected to follow.
It turned out these were friends of Amy from her workplace. Adam turned out to be the guy from BYRA I thought he was and I was chuffed to have him acknowledge that he recognised me too. Kate was also a dinghy sailor, but from a club further South on Sydney Harbour.
I watched with some amusement as Amy did the same round of introductions that Ellen had given me. Adam just clearly didn't know where to look as he was introduced to each of the women; well he probably knew where he should look, but obviously found it difficult not to be distracted. I even noticed him checking out his workmate Amy on more than one occasion; clearly seeing her in a different perspective from how he viewed her at work. And I could see Kate nearly as equally taken aback as I'd been. But at least she didn't strip off to a bikini.
As we turned on the engine and prepared to undock, each of the girls slipped below and remerged in a pair of mini, tight fitting blue micro shorts and a very body conforming version of the same long sleeve blue polo shirt that the guys on the bow were wearing; in each case the fronts unbuttoned deeply enough to show more than a little cleavage. I could help but wonder just how much of an advantage this boat got in a race due to the distraction is must cause to any adjacent male crews.
The morning was spent practicing a number of sailing drills. Starting with hoisting the sails, then grinding the winches as we tacked, moving up to changing headsails and setting, gybing and dropping the spinnaker and asymmetric.
Through all of this, it was interesting that Amy was the one giving instructions to us as we worked on the foredeck and the winches in the cockpit; teaching us newbies and then standing back and seeing how well we'd absorbed the lessons and worked with the existing crew in some exercises that required some close teamwork from everyone to carry out effectively.
Ellen also was clearly someone of importance on the yacht; sharing helming duties with the owner and often discussing aspects of the sailing with him as they stood together in the aft compartment of the cockpit. Indeed, Ned barely had to say a word sailing wise. It seemed that between them, Amy and Ellen anticipated his every intention and put them into action.
What really surprised me was how tactile Ellen was with Ned. Indeed, all the female regular crew were tactile with him, but Ellen's role keeping her closest to him made it more obvious.
I suppose at work we all keep a professional distance, so it was interesting to basically see her all over Ned like a rash; standing alongside him in full side to side body contact and regularly putting an arm around his waist as she moved around him – even as her boyfriend was just meters away working the foredeck and Ned's partner Liddy was right next to them as she played the mainsheet.
As for me, well I took every opportunity I could to work alongside Adam. And while I wasn't as blatant about it as Ellen was, I wasn't immune to sneaking a bit of accidental contact when close teamwork or the rocking of the boat justified it. I'd already taken a liking to Adam and was encouraging him to chat me up, subtly trying to squeeze out any opportunity for Kate to do so in the process.
About noon, Ned indicated we were stopping at the beach at The Basin for lunch; sending us through another routine of lowering sails. As all hands bent over the boom, flaking the mainsail across it, as the boat rocked in the gentle swell coming in the heads, I stood with the full length of my flank in contact with Adam's.
Then, as I stood in the cockpit with Adam, watching Harry on the bow giving Ned final instructions for the lowering of the anchor, Amy, Ellen, Issie and Liddy disappeared below, re-emerging almost immediately in their bikinis. As soon as the anchor was set and the engine off, they climbed down onto the swim platform at the back of the boat, lowered the ladder and dived in, swimming powerfully for the beach in what appeared to be some sort of informal race; quickly joined by Harry and Josh who's trip below saw them reappear in boardies (board shorts).
Ned looked up at us as the guys in their boardies went past...
"You guys going for a swim?"
It was a hot and sticky mid summer's day and we'd been working hard exercising our boat skills. Without hesitation, I answered...
"Yep, I'll just go and get changed."
Kate added...
"Me too."
I looked questioningly, and maybe a little hopefully, at Adam. Recognising my interest in his intentions, he shrugged his shoulders...
"I didn't bring any boardies."
My heart sunk. I had to admit, the shorts he had on were hopeless for swimming and would be diabolical when wet. Ned overheard him...
"What have you got on under your shorts?"
"Racing briefs."
"What, speedos?"
"Yes."
"Well I know you younger guys are obsessed with your boardies, but rest assured the girls on the shore over there aren't going to complain if that's all you wear. It's all I wear and Harry and Josh get teased all the time for their reluctance to dress down a bit."
Even as he spoke, Ned stripped off his shirt and slid his pants down to reveal an impressive male figure protected only by a pair of budgie smugglers, as they are pejoratively known in Australia; with I might add, an impressive budgie captured inside them.
I could see Adam hesitate. I added...
"Yea, come on Adam, come for a swim."
He looked at me; apparently building up courage...
"OK."
"Good"
Taking Ned's lead, I just stripped off my shirts and pants in the cockpit, leaving me in just my bikini. It was no match for those the regular crew had on, but it was no granny bikini either; a bralet top that showed significant cleavage and a low slung hipster bottom that, let's just say was Brazilian inspired in its cut even if it didn't go all the way. I knew it showed a fair bit of bum cheek, even if it wasn't as likely to expose my fanny as those the other girls were wearing. And I might not be an Amy, but I knew my figure was perve worthy in it.
I deliberately blocked the companionway below, hoping Adam would do the same, as I leant in to toss my bundled up clothes onto the settee where I'd seen the other girls leave theirs. I loitered there watching until Adam started to peel off his t shirt.
OMG he was ripped. Not in that steroid body builder sort of way, just that strong tapered male body with obviously well exercised muscles and devoid of any fat. As he dropped his pants, the sight was even more impressive. I'm not sure what they're called, but there was one of those pronounced muscular creases that run in a v down the stomach and disappear down into the waistband of his swimmers; leaving a tempting male equivalent of a bikini bridge, just inviting me to peek down it.
And there was a lot to want to peek down at.
Ned's speedos had been what you might call a comfortable fit; not loose but not constricting either.
Adam's looked more like they were spray painted on; really low waisted, really tight fitting and with an enormous bulge at the front which showed, let's say, a lot of detail. And it was an enormous bulge; much bigger than Neds, starting just under the tightly dawn waistband and finishing with the deep hang of his ball sack which seemed to challenge the elastic of the legs seams to keep it contained, while his flaccid manhood lay off to one side, seemingly filling that side of his pants most of the way around to the side seam.
I don't know what he was trying to hide by not revealing them, but he'd already made my day. And as I surrendered my spot in the companionway and stepped back to let him lean in to toss his clothes with the others, I had the privilege of checking out the tightest little male butt I'd ever seen.
I already knew I was going home randy tonight.
I been too distracted by Adam to have paid much attention to Kate – really the story of the day – but as she too stepped in to toss her clothes down, I bitchily observed she was wearing one of those very fashionable – but bloody ugly – high waisted, high coverage retro bikini pants and a string tie top the triangles of which completely submerged her breasts. Plus she had a significant tummy bulge. I felt like doing one of those fist pumping actions. Yes!
I'd like to say I'm not competitive, but that would be a lie. I just hoped Adam judged women at least partly by their appearance – and what man doesn't - because that gave me a big head start. Kate had been nipping at him too, but I didn't intend to give her the slightest chance to get in with him.
Instead of climbing down onto the swim platform, I climbed over the lifelines, signalling Adam to do the same as I stood on the edge of the gunwale facing the water, ready to dive in. As Adam joined me, I challenged him...
"I'll race you ashore."
"I'm not sure that's entirely fair. I'm a state level competitive swimmer."
OK, so that explained the body and the skin tight swimmers; if not the reticence to display it. I saw him judge the distance to shore before adding...
"I'll give you a five second head start."
I was about to dive in when I heard a wolf whistle from the shore; a decidedly female one. We both looked up. Issie, Amy and Ellen were lined up along the shore's edge staring at us. It was Issie who'd whistled, pumping her fist as she followed up with...
"Nice body Adam. Wo. Wo. Love the blue speedos."
I dived in, vaguely aware I'd completely misjudged the impact of a dive from the best part of a two meter height. It was not a clean dive, it hurt a bit and I was aware my pants were now half way down my butt cheeks and getting lower with every stroke with the gusset flapping loosely in my wake. But the competitor in me refused to stop to fix the problem.
It was only near the shore I noticed Adam come past me at speed, letting him turn around and sit on the shoreline, legs submerged, as I reached water shallow enough I couldn't swim further. To narrow the margin of his victory as much as possible, I anxiously stood up to run up to him, only to immediately have my pants fall down onto my thighs. Mortified I'd just shown him my pussy, I squatted down in the water as I readjusted them; lamenting at the same time that I'd got lazy about trimming the garden while I didn't have a partner. My bikini line was fastidiously trimmed, but under that I'd got sick of the itch and constant maintenance, so had let it grow, only scissor trimming it when I felt it mucked up the way my bikinis sat on me. And that hadn't been recently.
I fixed the exposure problem without taking my eyes off him and stood up again to run up and sit down alongside him; the water lapping seductively against the waistband of my bikini pants as I tried to control the hormonal urges I was having.
"OK, you won."
"It wasn't really a fair race. Hmmm...you know your top has slipped do you."
I looked down. Oh shit. My whole left breast was hanging out of my bikini top. The hem along the cleavage line had never been a close fit and I hadn't even felt the pressure of the loose seam under my breast. Part through cold, part arousal, my puffy nipple was fully raised; like an eroded volcano; the harder raised nipple poked, like a cut off telegraph pole, out of the cone of my puffed up areola.



I quickly covered it, only to have the wet material plaster itself so closely to it, that it really did nothing more than change the colour of what he could see; and in that it now matched the raised right one.
To say I was flustered was an understatement. I'd basically just shown him everything there was to see. In part I was mortified, but underlying that was a sense of arousal. I recognised I was ovulating. That was a dangerous time for me. I had form for going a bit crazy and reckless around a man I fancied at that time of the month.
It was three years since I'd had a man. Let's not speak in code. It was three long years since I'd had sex with a man – or any sex least I create any doubt. And he'd been my first, one and only so far. Six months of a beautiful passionate, sex filled love story that had ended with two broken hearts when he had to move back to Sweden and I wasn't willing to follow.
Not that I'd planned to give myself to him when it first happened.
Sven and I had been dating for a month, but so far our physical relationship had been limited to door stop good night kisses. French kisses, and passionate ones at that, but that was all. In my naïve youthfulness, I thought I was worldly, I thought I was in control.
Then one night when my parents weren't home, I invited Sven in for a nightcap; and in my own innocent mind, a pash on the couch where's I'd let him go to second base. He was three years older, more experienced, and simply had different expectations.
To let him reach second base, I hadn't resisted when he started to take my top and bra off; taking off his shirt so I could feel his bare flesh on my chest. Then as Sven had my passions raised by sucking and playing with my nipples, he slid his hand up my skirt, across my panties and through my crotch. It wasn't part of my plan but he was gentle, well targeted and it felt nice. Actually, it felt great. I didn't object.
A minute later and his hand was inside my panties, rubbing my clit. I was highly aroused. Not ever having self pleasured, more aroused than I'd ever been in my life.
OK, I thought, so he had me on third base. No harm in that; it was time I experienced an orgasm. As he removed first my panties and then my skirt, I was aware of my nakedness, but too aroused to feel that was anything inconsistent with a third base experience.
He had me approaching a climax. My legs started quivering in a way I'd never felt before. I couldn't control it. In what, in retrospect, was a rather theatrical manner, I gripped the arm of the couch above my head with both hands; seemingly clinging on for dear life as the whole lower part of my body shook.
As my orgasm overtook me, I let out an almighty groan like moan. My thighs froze as I involuntarily lifted my hips off the couch. I felt him pushing against me, half over the top of me. Not thinking clearly and desiring the press of his body against me, I half tilted myself towards him as he held me around the waist and bound us together. Letting go of the arm of the couch, I grabbed him around the neck and pulled the top half of him against me too; our bodies now in full length contact.
It was only then I felt the presence of his erection between my still spread apart legs. I felt the tip of it surge through my crease and find the warm wet hole that was my aroused vagina. I felt it locate itself firmly there in a shallow penetration.
A part of my brain said no, but the words were never spoken or reflected in my actions. Instead, in my state of arousal, a reptilian part of my body thoughtlessly surrendered to being fully penetrated. As he pushed himself in, my body didn't recoil. It pushed itself back; ignoring the feeling of being stretched as he effortless buried himself to the point our crotches crashed together and I could feel my clit rub against his pubis.
He started thrusting, slowly and gently at first, and then soon with an increasing urgency. With his blood up, he pushed himself fully on top of me; thrusting faster until, with a grunt, his climax exploded and he was left panting with his head down alongside mine.
And so, in a way that was unplanned but unresisted, I lost my virginity. Sven never knew that was the case.
But in the passions of my arousal I knew I'd been irresponsible. I was unprotected in more ways than one and it was 'poorly timed'; which may have explained my reptilian behaviour. Ovulating at the time, my hormonal urges seemingly overrode my brain. If he hadn't, through long habit, sheathed himself in a condom with one hand after he'd exposed himself while he was fingering me, well, the outcome might not have been so benign.
I'd discovered I liked sex; but only in a loving relationship. That one lasted only six short and very passionate months before it came to its tearful end. I learnt a lot. Sven offered what I thought was good, if predictable sex. He always fingered me to a nice climax before he mounted me, but often left me unsatisfied by the way he'd come fairly quickly afterwards – just long enough to get me excited again, but no where near enough to get me anywhere near that much desired second climax. I just thought that was normal; it's what women's magazines told me men did. It was much later I discovered just how quick Sven had actually been. Maybe that's why he was so good at fingering first.
Dating since then had been a drag. I got hit on often enough; that wasn't the problem. I may not be an Amy, but I knew I was no dragon either. But things rarely lasted past the first date. The magic just wasn't there for me – ovulating or not - and I didn't want to raise the guy's expectations by letting things drag on before I brought it to an end.
Now sitting next to Adam, trying to calmly talk about nothing more provocative than sailing on Pittwater, those same reptilian urges were sneaking up on me again for the first time in a long while.
His abs. His chest. His shoulders. His biceps. His thighs. I couldn't get over how hot I was finding him. I was as horney as hell and fighting the urge to touch him. I wanted to feel him on top of me; surrounded by his hard chest and strong arms, his manhood buried deeply inside me.
It was so distracting the way the bulge in his pants stood like an island poking above the water just out from his stomach; washed over by the wavelets, like the ocean itself was trying to tickle him up. Was it bigger? Was he a bit aroused too? I wanted some recognition I was having some effect on him.
When the wake of a passing boat sent a number of slightly bigger waves breaking against my crotch and teasing my clit, I had to bend over forward, scared I was going to come. That's how worked up I was. Had I had somewhere private and a condom, I would have wanted to take him by the hand, lead him there and given myself to him. But the simple reality was, I'd just have to deal with it. Even when we got back to the dock, I wasn't really going to lead him home and seduce him. I didn't work like that.
The whole thing was interrupted by Issie, Amy and Ellen coming along and telling us it was time to go back to the yacht for lunch; Amy and Ellen each lifting Adam up by an arm under his shoulder to make sure it happened.
Being a fast swimmer, Adam got there first. Wanting to swim in his wake and watch his balls between his legs, I got there second; enjoying it even more as he climbed the ladder with me moving under him so the spill of water running down his torso and out of his crotch fell on me.
As I stood on the deck letting the sun warm me, I watched Ned arrive and hang in the water by the platform waiting for others. Ellen was first and I'm sure I saw her cock grope him under the water as she positioned herself for the ladder; his hand on her dripping butt as she climbed the ladder.
Harry and Josh arrived and moved past Ned to come up on deck; moving forward past me and waiting at the companionway for Ellen to emerge with a bunch of towels for us to use. Still I loitered in the sun at the transom; soon joined by Adam who'd brought me a towel.
Then Amy came along. Instead of moving past Ned, she folded herself into his arms; wrapping her legs around his torso at a height that would have seen her crotch sit on his pubis as he trod water. If there was the slightest erection in his pants, it was poking into her pussy. I watched as they chatted intimately for a few minutes.
Normally there's be something unnatural about their age difference between the two of them where that sort of intimacy was involved; creepy even. The stereotype of the relationship might be a slightly patronising, almost indifference, from him; a too eager to please subservience from her. But, as with the rest of the day, I saw nothing of that. I could only see his eyes, and I saw nothing but love. Amy was clearly no innocent passive woman captured by a manipulating, or just rich, older man. Whatever was between them was real and between equals. But I didn't understand where she fitted in with his obvious partnership with Liddy.
It was only later I discovered what was really before my eyes all along. Amy and Liddy were both his live in lovers in a full time threesome. And while they had been travelling the Pacific, Ellen and Issie had been his lovers too, in what I suppose you'd call a fivesome. The sexy bikinis and constant handling of him had been intended to keep him at his sexual peek and had become such a habit, it had survived even Ellen and Issie finding other partners.
After drying off we all pitched in to help prepare the anti-pasta lunch Ned was providing; which led to a crowd of people working in and around the yacht's small galley and moving up and down the companionway steps.
I'd collected a tray of cups from the overhead cabin lockers forward of the galley to bring on deck when I found my path blocked by Amy bent over the icebox with Adam standing behind her, holding another tray onto which she was depositing the food items as she dug them out. Between the back of her admirably cute butt and the front of the bulge in his swimwear was a gap just big enough for me to turn sideways and impatiently slip through; or near enough anyway.
Timing it so that she had her head back down after depositing another item, with an 'excuse me coming through' I turned sideways and tried to crab walked between their bodies; holding the tray over Amy's bent over figure as I bent slightly over her too in the belief that would help me squeeze past the tray Adam was holding in front of him.
"Don't stand up Amy."
I'd overestimated the gap. The front of my bikini pants rubbed across the back of Amy's as I felt my butt concurrently slide firmly across the smooth material covering Adam's bulge. Had I been bi, I would have been in heaven.
They both breathed in; opening the gap a smidgen wider, but that didn't stop the contact, only softened the pressure. It all would have been a momentary bit of minor cheekiness had not, for the third time since we'd been back aboard for lunch, some giant gin palace going at a silly speed down Pittwater, sent a series of tidal waves our way, rocking the boat through a significant arc.
Caught unawares and off guard, mid passing, I was thrown against Amy and then rocked firmly back onto the bulge that was Adam's cock. As the boat rocked my butt towards Adam, I was trying to pivot at my hips to keep the tray I was holding on an even keel; leaving me all but lying bent across Amy's back as my butt rode up over Adam's bulge and forced it deep into my bum crack and towards my crease.
Without any time for recovery, and with both Adam and myself holding a tray that stopped us using our arms to balance us, five times I went through the cycle of crashing against Amy and having Adam thrown against me and then being thrown back onto Adam. None of it was painful. In a way, thrown is the wrong word. We were too locked together to fall about and hurt ourselves; it was more an alternate application of pressure and a fair bit of rubbing. The main trick was to coordinate our pivoting around our hips to keep the contents of both my tray and Adam's where they belonged as the boat rocked violently first one way and then the other.
But there were consequences. If you jamb a woman's butt onto a man's cock and move it about, you're going to get a reaction. By the second roll, even as I struggled to keep everything in place, I could feel the swelling of Adam's manhood was causing it to penetrate further between my thighs; touching up my labia. By the third it was pushed into my crease and rubbing against my clit during the peak of the roll as I was well bent over Amy and all but presented to Adam doggy style. If it sounds sexually provocative, it was; especially in my hormonal state. The clit was well swollen before his cock touched it.
As, almost to my disappointment, the boat finally started to settle down with a series of smaller rolls, the problem of extracting myself was complicated by the hard protuberance between my legs. All I could do was push past it; feeling it bend as my thigh forced its way across it until I had the sense it 'popped' out.
As I escaped, I turned back to them. Adam was blushing bright red. I tried not to stare, but couldn't resist a peek. It was nothing like a full erection (something that turned out to be the understatement of the year when I finally saw one). With the tip someone how pinned facing downwards in his swimmers, it had swollen into a massive semicircle pushing out the front of them; the pressure dragging the waistband down and lifting it temptingly away from his lower stomach; enough for me to see a think base of his shaft and the top of his hairy balls. I felt for him. There wasn't a thing he could do to hide it.
"Sorry guys. My bad. I didn't know we'd get that wave set come through as I pushed past. You OK?"
Amy, still bent over the ice box, just turned her head to look at me...
"No problems."
But Adam's bulge must have caught the corner of her eye. She surreptitiously turned further to cop an eyeful of Adam's front; her eyes widening in a cartoon like double take. A smirk crossed her face as she turned back to the job at hand, muttering..."not for me anyway."
Adam stuttered a...
"Sorry."
"No, all my fault."
I wanted to stay and stare, but that wasn't going to help the situation...
"I'd better take these up."
By the time Adam appeared on the deck, tray in hand, things – cough - had settled a bit, so what had occurred remained a secret between him, Amy and me; although Amy did sidle up to me late in the lunch break while Adam was below cleaning up and whisper out of context and with an assumption I'd know what she was talking about..."God, he's hung like a horse. He'd better be just a shower and not a grower or that thing might give some woman a hell of a surprise."
I wasn't going to tell Amy about my ambition to be that woman. I played a dead bat.
"I noticed."
Lunch went quickly enough and was followed by an afternoon of more practice manoeuvres before we returned to the dock.
I was more than pleased when Adam asked for my phone number as we shared drinks in the club afterwards.
But as predicted, I went home as randy as all hell that night. For the first time in my life, I masturbated. Until that day, I just hadn't felt the need; it didn't really offer what I was missing. But that night, it was exactly what I needed.
The moment I got home, I threw off my top and pants; not even spending the time to take off my bikini. I lay on the bed, stuck my fingers down my pants and, after a brief warm up, went at it like crazy; all while closing my eyes, imagining Adam on top of me on the water's edge, thrusting his manhood into my receptive body.
But even that wasn't enough. To help me imagine him penetrating me, I had to keep sticking a couple of fingers up my vagina; raking the front wall to see if I could find a g spot I'd never felt before, but on that night just seemed to be calling for my attention.
I got my first orgasm by fingering my clit; with some help from the fingers of my other hand down my bikini top working on a nipple. It was a hip raising, cry out loud orgasm, which was better than anything Sven had given me.
But that didn't satisfy me. I was compelled to keep pleasuring myself. Something was still calling from inside my vagina. This time I paid it way more intention. Two penetrating fingers went to three; although that limited my depth of penetration, so I went back to two, while still trying to work my clit with my thumb.
I found the spot I was looking for. A place where rubbing it went from a feeling I wanted to pee, to the most pleasurable, satisfying feeling imaginable. I worked myself into a full storm of orgasmic anticipation, with a sound track straight out of Harry met Sally. My legs started to quiver to the point 'quiver' was no longer a satisfactory word – it was more like an earthquake of shaking.
In my brain's audio visual narrative of Adam making love to me, he delivered three hard thrusts into my body and came with a massive grunt. That did it. An explosion of pleasure spread from my groin throughout my body, leaving me with my head pushed back into the pillow, crying uncontrollably loudly as my hips scribed an arch through the air; seeking to push themselves against a body that just wasn't there.
For about three minutes after that initial rush, I was left helplessly moaning and writhing on the bed; wracked by what I took to be a series of secondary orgasms until I fell into a short petite mort with my hand still down my pants and fingers in my vagina.
I awoke to find myself still penetrated by some very sticky fingers and dressed in a soaking wet pair of bikini pants. I got up long enough to prepare myself for bed; easing myself out of a bikini rendered into a pretty disgusting state by what it had just witnessed. Even the top seemed stained by secretions from my nipples. I left it soaking in the sink, unsure I'd ever be able to wear it again without being affected by the memory of those orgasms, and fell naked back into my bed.
The next day, Amy phoned me at work...
"I was ringing to talk to you about a crew spot on the yacht. Might you be interested?"
"Yes, I really enjoyed myself."
"Good, but I suppose I'd better check you didn't have any problem with the crew uniforms?"
"The blue shirts and hot pants? No, they looked pretty cute."
As I could sense Amy's hesitation on the end of the line, the thought occurred to me the micro bikinis might be part of the deal too. I was right.
"Ammm, what about the blue bikinis?"
Now it was my turn to hesitate...
"Like Ellen was wearing? I've never worn anything that brief...I suppose I could give them a try."
"That's all we ask."
"Where do I buy all this?"
"Don't worry, we provide them."
There followed some brief discussion as to whether I could sail that Wednesday afternoon, and if not Saturday and other matters of an organisational nature.
At lunch I caught up with Ellen to tell her about my discussion with Amy. She was pleased I'd accepted, but I added...
"She asked me if I'd be willing to wear one of the blue bikinis that you had on as part of the uniform. But I'm not really sure when I'd have to wear it."
"'Have to' is probably overstating it. But on a nice day, we're generally wearing them when we're preparing the boat for undocking and after we get back. But it depends on the weather."
"Why does it make a difference?"
"Well, initially it was just the way we were constantly dressed while we were cruising. So it was something of a habit we did without even thinking about it. But now the boat has something of a reputation to live up to, which we sort of like. Not everyone's kind about it - some of them call us the slut boat – but for the most part we're the most popular boat in the fleet and I'm sure you'll understand that doesn't hurt."



"Is it Ned's idea?"
"Goodness no. Ned's the most unassuming, politically correct in his dealings with women, guy I know. It was the girls who started it and it's us who decided we'd like new crews to try and follow the lead..."
Ellen hesitated, before leaning into me...
"You're probably already wondering what's going on between Ned and the girls on the boat and you'll find out soon enough. While we were cruising, we were all his lovers – and yes, all at the same time. And let's just say, we were pretty demanding on Ned, if you know what I mean. So Issie decided we had to keep his testosterone level on the boil, which is where both the bikinis and the handling of him started. And we enjoyed playing with him like that, so it sort of continued after we got back. Partly that's because Ned still needs some helping out. Amy's got a completely over the top sex drive and Liddy's no slouch either."
"Doesn't Harry object?"
"To the bikinis, no. He finds them as distracting as any man and quite likes me in them. To me flirting with Ned? Not really. He knows our history and that I'm now completely faithful and he gets the hottest sex ever after a day on the boat...Those blue bikinis get a lot of his cum spilt on them. The whole thing makes me hot, so there's a big upside for him."
Oooouuu, too much information. I wasn't sure I'd ever be able to look at Ellen in one of those bikinis again with imagining a pool of Harry's cum on the front of it. Ellen thought for a minute, then added...
"By the way, don't think you have to flirt with Ned. That's not part of the deal at all. We do it because we all still love him and it comes naturally. He expects nothing from you guys and it certainly wasn't his idea for you to wear the bikinis."
"'You guys?' Does that mean the others are aboard too?"
"Ahh, I was going to tell you. I had to call Adam this morning and tell him we'd like him to crew too. But my conversation was even more awkward than the one Amy had with you."
"Why?"
"Weeelll, Amy and Issie decided that if we're going to wear bikinis, the guys should wear speedos too. We thought we couldn't get blue ones to match the boat's uniform colour, so hadn't pushed it before; Ned only has black. But Adam's blue club ones are perfect. So not only do we want to see him in them, we want him to help us get them for the other guys too."
"What does Ned think of that?"
"He doesn't get an opinion. But seriously, while we were cruising, that's all he wore, if he wore anything. He just wears shorts over them now because he thinks speedos are regarded by others as daggy and shouldn't be seen in good company. He'll come around."
"I suppose they're not regarded as fashionable these days. How did Adam react?"
"I think he was a bit taken aback. As much by the thought girls might want to see him in them as his underlying reservation about them being worn outside the racing pool."
"And Harry and Josh?"
"They don't know yet, but they won't have a choice. No speedos, no sex. They'll wear them."
"And Kate?"
"She didn't make the grade."
"You mean sailing wise?"
"Partly. No mainly. Sort of."
"Don't tell me she was judged on appearance..."
Ellen smirked.
"Perish the thought no. Skill. Personality. Definitely personality. Well, maybe a bit appearance."
In the end, I didn't mind or care. Flattered that I'd made the cut when Kate didn't and that Adam was in too; the rest didn't matter.
The next day, Ellen brought my new 'uniform' into work for me in preparation for its first run in the Wednesday afternoon race the following day. I tried it on that night. It certainly was all very flattering. The shirt and shorts were a little bit sexy too; actually really sexy, but in a way I was entirely comfortable with. Just a generous cleavage display and tight fitting bum and crotch on the stretch micro shorts.
The bikini I'd take time to get comfortable with, however 'sexy' it made me look and feel. With it all string tied, the fact that it was a size bigger than the other girls wore – on what was basically the same size body – just meant I had slightly better coverage.
The rectangle at the front of the pants was a smidgen wider and the triangles of the top offered a bit more coverage than that of the other girls. It was comfortable enough on. The gusset was no labia floss, even if it wasn't quite wide enough to completely cover the flesh between my thighs; so was a lot more practical than some of the stupid, thong like, swimwear manufacturers get publicity for these days. And the back was Brazilian cut, but it was no thong either, and showing off a bit of butt flesh wasn't really a concern to me.
The height of the triangles of the top was also a lot less than I'm used to. If I tied it tightly under my boob as I usually would, the peak of the triangle fell just over the top of the nipple, partly exposing the rim of my areola. So you had to tie it at a height that left underboob and then tie the neck tightly to pull it up. I know it was a fashionable look with influences and others who made money out of showing off their bodies, but it was new to me. The width of the triangles was enough to, more or less, safely cover the nipples with a nearly adequate safety margin for normal active use; but the overall effect was a large display of boob flesh all around the triangle.
I stood there looking at myself in the mirror. If I stood confidently, there was no doubt it looked smoking hot. I convinced myself it was really just a little bit daring, not really anywhere like the postage stamp sized bikinis sometimes worn by those really looking for attention. Yes, the superfine material meant there was just a hint of a camel toe in the pants and my puffy nipples pushed out the top; but they were not unknown phenomenon to me. It felt nice on my body; actually it felt quite sexy. If I imagined Adam looking at me in it, it left me feeling quite aroused. But it revealed far more than I'd ever revealed before. Sexy, in a completely out there way. I'd need to acquire a sense of security in it. And shave my bikini line. Definitely shave my bikini line. A lot. Even then, my pubes pushed out the thin material, so I had to trim them ultra-short too.
I turned up to the boat the following afternoon in the polo shirt and hot pants; the bikini underneath with the side ties of the pants hanging over the waistband of the hot pants and the neck tie over the back of the polo shirt. The four girls were already on deck preparing the boat, running around in their bikinis. Ned and Adam were both there too, in the blue speedos.
What had been a nearly empty marina on Sunday was now swarming with people on other boats getting ready for the race. The majority were men, most of them with a constant half eye on our boat.
Ellen greeted me...
"Hi Shelley."
"Hi Ellen. Where's Josh and Harry?"
"Below, putting on their speedos and getting the courage to emerge."
I climbed aboard, said hello to the others on deck and went below to stow my gear and contemplate the possibility of stripping down to the bikini. Harry was in the main cabin with his back to me. Dressed in the speedos, he was talking to Josh, who was holding his and clearly reluctant to change.
"Hi guys."
Harry turned around.
"Hi Shelley."
The look was nowhere near as good as Adam's. Harry was an attractive man. But with just a bit of a gut with an unconfident stance, he just didn't have the same impact; from behind or ahead. And that was before I took into account the smaller budgie in the larger smuggler.
Ellen had followed me down.
"Good boy."
Walking up to Harry, she fondled his package, producing a very obvious result.
"That's better. Pretty sexy actually. You'll make me all hot. Now come up on deck and you'll get your sex tonight. I might even show you what I can do with a full horizontal. Josh, get a move along or I'll come down and dress you in it myself."
"Is that a promise?"
"Yes, but we have ways to make it less than pleasant."
Which pretty well took away any hope of a reprieve. The girls weren't taking any prisoners on the issue. I might plead for a new girl allowance, but it seemed like the wrong day for it.
Ellen turned to go back up on deck, indicating to me...
"I'll send Adam down so you can cream each other's backs."
I had an internal school girl giggle at the use of the expressions 'creaming', given the mess I'd ended up in when masturbating on the Sunday night; more so when it was Adam coming down to do it. I stripped down to the bikini as Josh watched me, raising my eyebrows as I told him...
"It seems like our fate is sealed."
Seeing the effect of Harry's lack of confidence made me determined to own the look. I simply imagined myself one of the other girls and decided to stride up onto the deck as nonchalant as they were about it; getting myself lost in the crowd of girls instead of standing out. At least it might impress Adam ahead of the date we had planned for Friday night.
Adam came down into the cabin...
"I'm told I should put sunscreen on your back."
In a rash moment, I flashed him a cheeky grin...
"Oh, Ellen told me you'd be creaming it. I had something else come to mind."
He smiled back, indicating he'd got the joke, as I handed him the large bottle of the boat's sunscreen.
Methodically, he started at the top; spreading it confidently enough until he got to the small of my back
"That's OK, you can do right down to the waist band."
Gingerly, he kept working down, even having the courage to dip some fingers just under the waistband to make sure I didn't get a sunburnt ring along it.
"Can you do my bum cheeks too?"
Sitting on the side settee, he did those too, even extending down the back of my thighs and once again slipping his fingers inside the seam to make sure there wasn't a hem-line gap. I thoroughly enjoyed it. Maybe too much so, given my puffy nipples were misbehaving again.
Now it was my turn to do Adam. With the rules established, I did his back and the back of his legs without inhibition, enjoying the opportunity to feel up all the muscles that so impressed me and with deep penetration under the various boundaries of his swimwear. Still sitting on the seat from having done the back of his legs, I added...
"Would you like me to do the front too?"
"Ah...sure."
I started on his shoulders, working enthuasticly across his pecs and down onto his washboard stomach. I'd intended to go all the way, including slipping a finger under the waistband. But as I started on his lower stomach, I could see I was getting a reaction from him. His cock was laying off to the side of his swimmers and the tip was starting to move subtly towards the side seam as his shaft obviously thickened. In any case, I was starting to worry about a damp stain showing in the gusset of my bikini. I chickened out...
"I probably ought to let you finish."
Handing him the bottle, I sheepishly went up on deck. I arrived there to find Harry getting teased by the guys in the adjoining yacht as Ellen put sunscreen on his back...
"Bit of a gay look there Harry. Did you forget the boardies and have to borrow one of the girl's bikinis? Where's the top?"
Ellen, sitting on the cabin top behind Harry as she creamed him, peek around his waist to rise to his defence, bantering back...
"Hey, he's going to get his cock fucked off by me tonight. What are your prospects in your baggy shorts?"
I watched as Ellen did exactly what I'd lacked the courage to do, slipping her hand around Harry's lower stomach and deep into his pants in what was meant as a clear display of sexual ownership for the guy on the other boat.
"Sorry Ellen. Just teasing him."
"Yea, well, he's' being a good boy. If he wants to see us in bikinis, we want him in smugglers. Sounds like a pretty good deal to me..."
"If I strip naked, do I get to see you naked too?"
"Seeing you naked would be a punishment, not a pleasure, so there's no quid pro quo. But I tell you what. You prance around naked on the dock while preparing the boat and I might just flash you a tit while you're trying to do a shy to shy spinnaker gybe in close quarters with us."
"You know Ellen, I might just take to up on that offer. Who's the new girl?"
"That's Shelley."
"Pretty. Is being stunningly beautiful and half-dressed one of the requirements for new crews? We're short of crew if they don't look after you Shelley."
Ellen turned to me...
"Shell, this is Cheeky Bugger, or just Fred if you want to use his proper name. Make sure you give him as good as you get."
Turning back to Fred, she continued...
"We pick our sailors by their skills. Then we make them as distracting as possible for the other sailors. If you want winch wenches for your boat, you find your own."
I was starting to find the world of yacht racing requires, shall we say, a certain robustness of manner, that the dinghy racing scene didn't impose on one. In a male dominated environment, a yacht largely crewed by women certainly attracted attention. But the exchange was the first step to me realising that what the girls were doing was trying to give the boat a personality that was something more than a boat crewed by women trying to look like men; however strange the logic appeared at that time.
As we removed the boom cover, I suddenly found myself next to Adam. He was clearly distracted by the sight of me. Even as we chatted as we went about the task, his eyes constantly drifted across to my cleavage and occasionally down to my crotch and I could almost feel his eyes burning into my butt as I had to lean right over the boom to retrieve a line.
Part of me was pleased that he couldn't keep his eyes off me. While it encouraged me to maintain my confident approach, it raised again a different insecurity. The distraction was mutual. I had trouble looking him in the eyes knowing how I'd misused the image of him as I'd masturbated a few nights ago. His mere presence was arousing me, partly with the memory of those orgasms; more so because if I didn't look him in the eyes, then the sights I took in only reinforced my memories.
That meant my puffy nipples were already imprinting themselves on the thin material of my bikini top and I still lived in fear of the dampness forming in my crotch permeating through as a dark stain on the equally thin gusset of my pants. But then, Adam had his own problems. I could see he was just a little bit aroused by my presence and I'd already caught him trying to subtlety wipe away a droplet of pre-cum that had penetrated through the front of his pants.
I had to wonder whether the girls had thought through the consequences of this semi nakedness they'd imposed on us. It might be all very well for the group of them who'd been in close sexual relations and thought nothing of visible signs of arousal. But for us mere mortals, the situation was more challenging.
After a month of dating and sailing together I decided Adam was boyfriend material and it was time to take it further. Given the hot blooded desire I had for him, it might seem perverse that I'd wait a month to make that decision.
But that experience I'd had with Sven had made me aware of the consequences of acting rashly. Judgements made while ovulating can be poor ones. I deliberately kept my desires in my pants, although my bedclothes had taken a beating and my fingers were developing callouses as I set new records (off a low base) for self-pleasuring.
But by the end of a month, I'd been through ovulation, non-ovulation and being on the pill and my judgement was always the same. I had the major hots for him. I'd pashed him and groped him and had him feel me up, without it going further; but it certainly wasn't for any lack of desire. Oh, and he had a fantastic personality too and we got on like a house on fire, lest you think me superficial.
We had the conversation. We were both committed and in love; it was time to take it further. We'd even talk about whether either of us had unprotected sex before, and since we hadn't, could forego barrier protection.
A date was set. This wasn't going to happen under any second base illusion
I thought I knew how I wanted it to run. God, the sight of him in his racing briefs had driven me wild. For this, I wanted to be the one to take them off.
That meant getting him after Wednesday sailing when I knew he'd still have them on. It was pretty casual on Wednesdays, so we normally just went up to the bar in the crew outfits of deck shorts and polo shirts we wore on the boat. And I already knew what he had on under those shorts.
But I was a bit sneaky. The hot pants and polos I now wore as one of the women members of the crew were pretty sexy, but...how do I put this...I wanted to offer easier access than they offered. As we were hosing the boat down after docking, well, damn, I managed to get myself pretty wet.
Which gave me an excuse to go below and change into a nice little string strapped, cotton stretch sheath mini dress I'd brought along. The sweetheart neckline plunged low enough that it displayed a mass of cleavage and, worn without my bikini top underneath, my puffy nipples showed through the unlined stretch material. It clung tightly to my figure, but the way the dress flared from the hip left uninhibited access from below. A simple pull of the side knot of my bikini pants and he had me.
We didn't loiter with the others after dinner. Ellen gave me a knowing look as we made our excuses and left early.
We went through the motions of having a post dinner drink when we got to Adam's place; a glass of wine substituting for the traditional cup of tea. But we were only half finished when we fell into each other's arms on the couch; pashing crazily.
Adam didn't muck about. He quickly had a hand down the front of my dress, playing with a nipple; nearly as quickly had it down the front of my bikini pants playing with my clit. The dress was a distraction, so he lifted it off over my head, only giving me time to pull his shirt off before he fell upon my nipple with his lips while the fingers went back to work on the clit.
He knew what he was doing too; rubbing it just right; not too hard, not too soft, nether too fast nor slow. I hummed in pleasure as my hands felt the strength of his body as I groped his back and arms.
He gingerly reached deeper, looking for the opening to my sex and penetrated it shallowly; giving me time to object if I needed to. But he found me compliant; relaxing into his hold on me. A finger penetrated my vagina more deeply; probing deeply and firmly along the front wall, looking for the very spot I'd found a month ago.
I wish I'd signalled to him that he'd found it. I knew he'd hit the right spot. I could feel it, but didn't give him the sort of reaction that told him that.
His now very slippery finger moved back onto my clit. There wasn't time for him to have a second go at my vagina. Very quickly I came; pulling Adam over on top of me to let me thrust my hips up against him and hold that manly body close to me as I groaned in his ear.
I held him there, rubbing my pubis up against the erection I could feel in his pants, until my orgasm ran its full course. We needed somewhere more comfortable than the couch to finish this...
"Let's go to your room."
Adam got off me and took me by the hand; leading me to his room.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, he brought my still standing self between his knees. I started to pull down at my already dishevelled and again very wet bikini pants. But Adam stilled my hands; lifting them both onto the top of his head as he pulled the pants back up to their proper fit; making the front once again drum tight across my mons. Then he leaned in to kiss it there.
With his lips still on the covering of my mons, his hands pulled at both side ties; letting the pants spring off my body until the draping material was simply held in place by the force of Adam's lips against me. Pulling his lips away momentarily, he let the pants drop to the floor as he now kissed the bare flesh that had lain in wait beneath them.



"I've wanted to do that for the whole of the last month."
I kissed the top of his head then pushed him flat back on the bed; allowing him a moment to wiggle fully onto it.
Straddling him, I slipped his elastic waisted deck pants down his legs; revealing at last what I'd waited to see.
Shit, it was enormous. Two thirds of its length poked above his still fully hitched up swimbriefs; a thick rigid pole that went within a finger width of his navel. His ball sack arousingly stretching - seemingly to ripping point - the material of his briefs which tightly sheathed them; clearly defining the two large balls surrounding the shaft that divided them. Sven was nothing like this; not as long, not as thick, not as heavily balled. Adam was both a shower and a grower.
There was something compelling about just staring at what lay below me. It was like an animal had escaped its cage. I had to play with it, just stare at it as some sort of newly discovered wonder. I traced my fingers around it and then ran them down the centre of that part of the shaft covered by his swimmers.
He played with my nipples as, almost reluctantly I undid the waist band, peeled his swimmers off the lower part of his erection and lifted myself up to slide them down his legs too, getting him naked at last before sitting back on his thighs.
"I've wanted to do that for the last month too."
Planning to give him a bit of head first to warm him up, I wrapped my hand around his shaft and lifted it vertical; jerking it gently as I started to bend over him. Almost immediately his shaft pulsed almost violently as a shot of jizz flew with millimetres of my nose as it headed skyward and causing Adam to throw his head back onto the bed, groaning loudly.
Startled, I instinctively pulled my hand backwards and his shaft with it, causing the next three shots to land between my breasts and a final two, ejected under less pressure, to scribe a line between my navel and pubis.
Looking up to see where it had landed, I found his first shot stuck to the ceiling; starting to form into a drip that would eventually land in my hair. Two meters. I'd only ever seen Sven do about 20 millimetres.
Adam groaned for a while, then panted, as he recovered from what had clearly been a massive climax.
"Sorry. Sorry. It's been a long time coming."
I was tempted to pun him with a reply that it had taken no time at all. But decided otherwise.
I lay down over him, my hand still around his rigid shaft...
"That's alright. I came quickly too."
I lay there, expecting his erection to dissolve into flaccidness in my hand. But it seemed reluctant to do so.
"Shell..."
"Yea."
"I was hoping I could fudge it, but I think it will be better if I say it outright. I'm a virgin."
My brain raced for the right response. I found nothing objectionable in that fact, although it raised a thousand questions for another time, but I still needed to react the right way...
"No problems. We all start as virgins."
I lowered myself onto the still large residue of his erection; letting the cum he'd shot onto my chest drip onto his...
"But we need something to work with."
I rubbed my crease along the length of his softened but still extended shaft; teasing and arousing my clit with it. This wasn't entirely for his pleasure.
I took it slow and light. I didn't want to crush his erection or slow any blood flow into it. Tilting myself forward a bit, I could rub the very tip of my engorged nub gently along it; lighting up a thousand nerve endings. Adam raised his hands again and let me play my nipples against their open palms as I moved. I was in complete control of my own arousal.
I wanted him to know this was good for me too. I didn't hold back on any feeling of wanting to hum or moan as my arousal grew. I was deliberately taking my time, giving him time to recover. But it was as if the visible signs of my own arousal spurred his. I felt is manhood swell and harden under me.
I didn't make a fuss of it. As I slipped forward along his shaft, I simply went over the tip, angled my body forward and pushed down; achieving an initial penetration. But this felt nothing like Sven. Had Sven been hung like Adam, that first penetration of me by him would have been far different from the mere slight stretching I felt back then.
But I had the sexual experience now to accept Adam's manhood inside me. A little more stretching, yes, but that was more than compensated for by the attraction of this incredible sense of gentle strength he conveyed; his erection, no less than the rest of his body. I tried to relax and loosen my grip as I pushed down on him and accepted the full length of his massive shaft into my most intimate space.
I didn't fool myself he was likely to last long if this was his first time; even if he'd just squirted a full load five minutes ago. Keeping him at as full a penetration as I dared before I could see if a thrust of his shaft into my cervix would hurt, I rocked back and forwards on him as I rubbed my clit on his pubis. Gaining a bit more confidence I added some short thrusting to that; withdrawing him a short distance with as little pressure as his girth would let me apply before again fully immersing him and bringing my clit back against his body.
This was a whole different experience for me. Every woman's different. Some can come to penetrative sex, some don't. Some like big, some find it uncomfortable. Some don't mind contact with their cervix, some find it painful. Sven never managed to stimulate me internally, and never really tested me on the other issues.
While he was penetrated, I could arouse myself by grinding my clit against Sven's pubis – especially if I was on top to control it – but he could thrust away forever and not do anything for me. But that was moot anyway. He was no marathon runner in those stakes.
But I more clearly felt every movement of Adam inside my body. The girth of his shaft put a lot more pressure in the walls of my vagina; especially my g spot, which I could feel him stimulating even with my gentle movements.
He was getting into it, lifting his head, he took my whole puffy nipple and a bit of my breast into his mouth to roll the teat itself against the roof of his mouth with his tongue, as his hand played with the other. Oh wow. Sven had never done that. It felt great.
I was still slowly thrusting him when I felt his erection powerfully surge inside me. Thinking Adam was trying to hold back a release, I stopped and held it still at full penetration. What I felt then is still burned indelibly in my mind, even though it has been often repeated.
I could feel his manhood get even harder as it swelled inside me; especially the head. It started throbbing almost as if I could feel his heart beat through the flow of pressurised blood. There immediately continued a strong pulsing as his body forcefully shot his cum along the length of that mighty shaft. I felt the spray of his cum against my cervix and the warm mushiness of my body filling with his cum.
Never before had a man's ejaculation – by which I meant Sven's – let me feel anything like that.
It was a powerful stimulant. I noisily came at the pulsing; letting his full ejaculation play out before I threw myself down on his chest, moaning into his ear as my sex contracted against that massive shaft.
We lay there for a while. Even as Adam eventually went flaccid – and it took a while – there was still plenty of cock to hold inside me.
If this was where our sex life started – given how notoriously awkward the first time can be – I couldn't wait to see what laid ahead.
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As we lay in our post coital cuddle, I felt safe at last to ask Adam the question that had been burning in my brain since he'd revealed the truth about his past...
"Well, I think we can safely say you're not a virgin anymore. But how does a guy like you end up still a virgin at 21? Was it a religious thing?"
Adam giggled at my suggestion...
"No. It was more because both my girlfriends were scared by the size of it. They thought it would hurt them and didn't want to try. So we stopped at hand jobs and fingering."
"I thought you were rather good at that for a virgin. By the way, you know you found my g spot when you digitally penetrated me. I'll let you know next time."
Although, it occurred to me that, with what his shaft will do, who needs fingers up there.
"One of my girlfriends liked being stimulated that way -- she'd even squirt - but the other didn't like being digitally penetrated, so I was fairly cautious."
"But really, with all the girls in the swim squad seeing what you had in your swimmers, surely some of them wanted a go at it."
"My first girlfriend, Jane, was in the squad and was all very keen till she actually saw the size of it aroused and that changed her mind. And while there were others who just chased me for a go at it, that's not really how I work. I've only ever wanted sex with someone I was in a relationship with. So I declined any random offers for a quickie. I didn't mind a pash, but no full on sex. Although I did get sort of get gang banged by the girls in the squad most Christmas parties."
"Er, what do you mean by that?"
"It started the first year we were all 18, so we were allowed some drink at the pool party hosted by the coach. We were all a bit drunk and Jane kept getting badgered by the girls about what I was like. So she offered to show them. She led me and the girls to a quite side corner of the yard, put me on my back, had them stand around me and jerked me off; aiming my jizz and the bikini tops and faces of all the girls standing around me.
That sort of repeated itself the next year when Jane was still my girlfriend; except she'd use my short recovery period to do it a second time to spray anyone who missed being hit the first time.
By the time we broke up, the girls in the squad had their curiosity aroused by what had happened in the previous years and they sort of lined up to have a go at me individually in the pool.'
"What do you mean a go at you?"
"They'd press me up against the wall of the pool and rub their crotches against my erection until they climaxed."
"What, they each came up and just rode you?"
"For most of them it was a bit more nuanced than that. I was talking to Ashley standing in fairly deep water on the edge of the pool when Tina came up. She was probably the most out there of the girls and she half stood half floated really close to me and flirtatiously ran her finger down the front of my body as she lamented Jane wasn't here to put on the show like she did in previous years. When she got down to my swimmers, she found I was already a bit aroused by her touch, so she kept sliding her finger across it as it got bigger and bigger. I hadn't objected, so when it got too big to fit in them any more, she pulled the draw string and let it stand up out of them; asking if she could feel what it was like fully aroused."
"And you agreed?"
"The girls were all long-time friends and because we were so often standing around half naked together during sessions, being tactile with each other was no big deal. I suppose being a bit drunk, that didn't seem to be either."
"Wow. What happened then?"
"As she trod water holding it as a sort of anchor and support, she just drifted against me until she had her legs around me and her crotch against it."
"And you still hadn't objected?"
'She was talking to me as part of the conversation with Ashley and once I'd let her handle the thing, it was just hard to pick the point she'd crossed an unacceptable line. Next thing I knew I could feel her moving against it but above the water we're still carrying on a normal conversation; at least until I feel her legs suddenly clamp around me and she just about choked me as she grabs me around the neck to pull herself against me while she moans into my ear. Ten seconds later she releases me and floats on her back away from me with a big grin on her face saying, loudly enough for half of the girls in the pool to hear, -- 'wow, that was the best clit dildo I've ever had'."
"How did Ashley react to that?"
"As Tina floated away, she loosely put her arms around my neck and her legs around me to take Tina's place. She took a bit longer than Tina but after hearing what Tina had said and seeing what Ashley was doing, next thing I knew, a whole lot of girls were coming up to join the conversation."
"None of them tried to...well...push the point further."
"Mostly no. It was more of a naughty drunken game for most of them; fascinated by the size I suppose. A lot of them said it felt really nice to pleasure themselves on because it was so thick. A couple tried. But I wouldn't let them. The erection might have been out of my swimmers, but even when I was drunk, I insisted they had to keep their bikini bottoms on and in place."
"Didn't the coach object to an orgy being held at his place?"
"I don't think he noticed. He was busy organising. The gang bangs happened out of sight and didn't take long enough for him to come and investigate. He might have wondered why there was a sudden rush of giggling girls into the pool as they dove in to wash the cum off; but group sex probably wasn't the first thing that came to his mind. As for the individual touch ups; well, there never was any shortage of public displays of affection and cuddling in the pool. It wasn't as though the girls would go at it hammer and tongs. Most of them leaned back in a v shape with their legs around me and their crotches against my shaft and actually engaged me in a conversation; at least until they got too aroused to talk any more. But it was just a subtle rubbing as they cuddled me. Fortunately no one did any loud crying out with their climax, they just tended to put their head over my shoulder and breathe heavily."
"Did they make you come?"
"A lot of them would have liked me too. After all they were pretty fascinated that Jane had been able to have me shoot a load onto their chest when they were standing and I was lying on my back and they wanted to see it closer up. But mostly no. It was little slow short rubs against their bikini gussets I felt. It was nice and nice to be so intimate with so many of them, but not orgasmic. Still, a few of them would set out with that objective and one succeeded."
"What happened then?"
"Jane had shown them how quick my recovery period was and how easy it was to do it, so one of the braver girls still waiting played with it until she got a reaction again."
"You seem to have left a lot of jizz in the coach's pool."
"Small amounts well spread around would be closer to the mark."
"Didn't you feel used or get annoyed they were prick teasing you?"
"They were all friends and it was nice to be so intimate with them, and indeed nice to be able to give them that pleasure. Even nice to see the differences in female arousal between them all. And they'd visually tease me with nipple slips and stuff while they were against me. So no, I didn't feel used. And I've never believed in prick teasing being a pejorative. It's every woman's right."
"Didn't they all want to chase you for a relationship after that?"
"You'd be surprised how many were quite happy to use it externally but were scared of it if it came to real sex. But in any case, the very fact I knew them as friends often meant I knew their flaws. There were very few of them I would have actually wanted a relationship with."
So, within half an hour, I'd gone from thinking of my new boyfriend as being pure, virginal and unpolluted by other women, to having spread his cum and the benefit of his manhood around most of the female swim squad fraternity of the Northern Beaches; even if only externally.
I rather liked the second version. It made me feel I owned something other women desired; and now owned it in a way no one else had before. The best of both worlds.
And he wasn't kidding about his short recovery periods. By the time we'd finished our conversation, the monster was back again; pushing firmly up between our stomachs and leaking pre-cum. I was still feeling a bit stretched by the first time, so, as aroused as I was too, wasn't sure if I was ready for more of the same.
I could have just let it be. After all, he'd cum twice since we got to his place.
But I had my own desires.
I rolled him over on his back with me on top of him; locating his erection in my crease and against my clit.
"I'm not ready to take you inside me again yet, but we can have some fun with what we've got."
My crotch was already a sticky, slippery mess of my juices and Adam's copious cum. It slipped along Adam's shaft like a well-greased pole; igniting once again the nerve ending in the tip of my clit.
There was no need this time for a light touch. His shaft was solid and full of blood that wasn't going anywhere until I gave it the release it wanted. I lifted myself up on outstretched arms and looked down at his hard body as I started enthuastically rubbing myself firmly along it.
Adam grinned up at me, his hands on my naked butt encouraging me as I could see his eyes following the wobbling of my breasts.
I was getting quite excited when I looked down between our bodies to see half the length of Adam's erection was above the section of it I was using to pleasure myself on. The hole at the tip of it was looking evilly back at me; rising and falling as I rubbed up and down on his shaft, as if trying to work out where to deliver the powerful jets of his cum when he finally climaxed.
But right up Adam's nose seemed like the more likely target. With Sven's 200 millimetre projection, the angle of the cum shot didn't matter much. With Adam's 2 meter one, it mattered a lot.
There was little point in making love to a man with an overlength erection if I wasn't going to put it to good effect. I slowly worked my way up along the shaft until I could feel the rim of the bell of his erection play pleasurably against my clit. That moved me further up Adam's body, buried the squirt hole into our stomachs but most importantly, let me ease myself down until my nipple was playing against Adam's lips.
Adam took the hint; extending his tongue to firstly tease the hardened nipple and the puffy areola it sat upon, then sweeping the whole of it in to again play it against the roof of his mouth.
Even more aroused now by his nipple stimulation of me, I started rubbing myself up and down on him harder and faster. I was sure I could feel every blood swollen vein on the surface of his massive shaft as my sensitive clit moved across them. I could certainly feel the special little tickle that the rim of the bell gave to my clit as I flipped it first one way and then the other at the top of each stroke.
I was grunting like a crazy woman; partly in response to the effort I was putting into it, but mainly as a signal of my growing arousal.
I was about to cum. My clit would be super sensitive for a short time afterwards; useless for finishing Adam until it had settled down. I needed him to come with me.
I slowed down my rubbing, lengthened the stroke as much as I could without pulling my breast from his mouth, angled my hips to try and take the focus off my clit and tried to embrace the girth of his shaft as firmly in my labia as anatomical design would permit.
Adam's humming and moans, which I could feel almost reverberate through the breast in his mouth, increased. It ought to have. The length of my wet slippery crease was massaging that massive shaft as effectively as any vagina could -- at least on one side of it. Thinking it was a particularly sensitive place for him, I made a point of giving special attention to where I rode over the edge of the bell at the tip of his shaft; rubbing back and forth on it with the entrance to my vagina before making a longer stroke down his shaft again.
I felt a pulse through his shaft and the next thing I know is his cum is hitting the underside of the breast I had in his mouth. My change of stroke had released the beast to squirt wherever it wanted. Even as it continued to cover my chest and upper stomach with additional eruptions, I angled my body again to take the final strokes that would finish my own climax.
A moment later we were bundled firmly in each other's grasp as we pressed our bodies together in the throes of our orgasms, his sheets of cum a sticky mess between us. Had his cum been Araldite we would have been glued together for life.
................................................................................
The only way we'd both got Wednesday afternoon off work for sailing was by agreeing to work longer hours the other days, so our next meeting was on the yacht for the Saturday race. And so, by midday Saturday the yacht was once again covered in virtually naked men and woman preparing it for the race.
Adam had arrived before me. As I went below to strip down to my bikini, Adam followed me down; watching as I took off my polo shirt and shorts and then handing me a bottle of sun screen to put some on his back -- and wherever else I chose to put it.
If you think that consummating our relationship reduced the sense of arousal we felt in each other's presence dressed as skimpily as we were, you'd be wrong. I'd been watching Adam watch me as I stripped down and saw his cock thicken and lengthen in his swimmers; extending around nearly to the side seam and severely challenging the ability of the waist tie to hold it against his body; all while leaking copious amounts of pre-cum through the material.
And it wasn't as though he failed to have an effect on me. It was just that, other than my puffy nipples pushing out the thin material of my bikini top, my arousal was less obvious; unless a damp stain permeated the material of the gusset of my pants.
All that had really changed was our lack of embarrassment.
With him facing forward, and so away from the vision of those looking down the companionway, I started on his front. The effect on him was electric. By the time I'd moved from his chest down to his stomach, the thing had escaped his swimmers and was standing fully upright; its full length and girth on display; the bulge of his balls stretching out the leg seam of his swimmers away from his thighs, so that they actually hung out of them.
How we got it back under control so he could go on deck was another matter for the near future, but I was enjoying myself. There was something about the sight of that telegraph pole emerging from his swimmers that turned me on. Even before that moment I'd decided it was definitely going to be part of the foreplay for our sex tonight.
I took my time. Lifting it away from the flesh of his stomach as I applied the cream underneath it --watching the pre-cum continue to ooze from the tip - and then slipping my fingers under his waistband to ensure he didn't get a burnt strip around it.
Reluctantly, I moved around to his back to apply the sunscreen there too; occasionally reaching around to his shaft to make sure I still had it at full attention.
I was half way down his back when a sailbag dropped down the forward hatch, quickly followed by Amy. Facing aft as she dropped, it would be fair to say Adam's shaft all but filled her field of vision.
Personally I thought both their reactions were a credit to them although we'd learned enough about the sexualised environment on the boat by now that Amy's didn't surprise me...
"Oh my god, that's enormous. You be gentle with her."
I stuck my head around Adam's waist and gave Amy a grin.
Amy went about locating the replacement sailbag for the one she'd thrown down the hatch; never quite able to take her eyes off the sight before her.
Because that was the other part of the equation. Adam just stood there, unfazed by the display, as I continued to cream his back. I would have half expected him to have folded double and disappear into the head, but no, it was as if nothing was out of the ordinary.
Finding what she was looking for, Amy, almost reluctantly disappeared back up the forward hatch just as I handed the bottle to Adam for him to cream me.
A few moments after Amy disappeared, the heads of both Ellen and Issie appeared down the hatch. By now, any view of Adam's erection was hidden behind my body. But that didn't discourage them...
"Come on Adam, let's see it."
Adam whispered into my ear...
"Will I?"
"You might as well get it over with. They're not going to stop until they see it."
Adam took one step out to the side from behind me; standing there in full display to them. I looked surreptitiously down at it. It hadn't shrunk while he was putting the cream on me. It was still at full height.
I'd missed Amy's initial reaction to the sight because Adam's body had blocked my view. There was no missing the reaction of these two. Their eyes widened into a cartoon like double take. Issie was the one who put their reaction into words...
"Oh wow. I've never seen one like that before. That is some monster. Go girl dealing with that one."
She gave Ellen almost a grimace followed by a giggle, before their heads disappeared again.
Adam finished putting the sunscreen on me, but especially as he'd applied it to my front, it had done nothing to settle his erection. Indeed, it had made it worse. By now the pre-cum was running down the side of it. We really had to get on deck to help the others, but even his shorts wouldn't cover it. We had to get it down and fast.
And he wasn't the only one with arousal problems. I had a lady boner in my pants that was causing me no end of distraction too.
Maybe it was the stories of the swim squad girls getting off on him in the pool, but I knew there was one sure cure for a boner like that and, cheeky though it was, on the spur of the moment, it seemed like the fastest way.
I took Adam's hand and led him into the bathroom; closing the door firmly behind us. Who needed foreplay when we'd just touched each other up like that? I embraced him face to face, lifting my right leg up and hanging it over his hip, then standing on my toes trying to bring my open crotch over the tip of his erection. On a shorter man or one with a shorter erection, it might have worked. But my toes were nowhere near long enough to get over Adam's standing up right as it was.
"I have a cure for that erection."
"I thought that's what you had in mind."
Adam dipped his knees enough that his erection slipped into my crotch and pushed firmly into the gusset of my bikini pants. They were already messy enough just from my sense of arousal. They could do without the extra mess we were about to create. I pulled the side ties on the pants and stripped them off me; tossing them onto the sink unit.
The tip of Adam's erection quickly found the warm wet void that was the opening to my waiting vagina. He slowly penetrated me shallowly; then waited for me to take control.
As I pressed down slowly on him, he flipped the left triangle of my bikini top off my breast and bent down to suck the nipple; again taking the whole puffy nipple and part of the breast itself into his mouth to let him roll the nipple against the roof of his mouth.
I figured that, since this was only the second time he'd penetrated a woman and there was no way, with the thickness of his shaft, I could grip him anything but tightly, this was going to be a quickie. It had better be. We weren't here as crew to make out in the bathroom.



I brought him what I estimated was about two thirds of the way in. I could feel the waistband of his swimmers up against my crease. But even at this stage, I could also feel the thickness of his shaft pressing on my g spot. This was meant to be simply a quick ejaculation by him to get rid of the boner, but suddenly I found myself not entirely satisfied with that result.
He moaned against my breast with that first penetration and kept moaning as I lifted myself up and down to have him thrust into me. Quietly; but loudly enough for me to hear.
But he wasn't alone. Almost after the first thrust I angled my hips a bit to let his shaft rub even more firmly against my g spot. He had a breast to smother his moans, I had nothing, so had to keep a lid on it.
My prediction was right. He didn't last long. It was only on the fifth thrust I felt that now familiar surge in his shaft; a warning of his impending climax. A moment later, as I stood still, I could feel his shaft get even harder and swell even more. I was on the verge myself. I just hoped his climax would have the same effect on me as last time.
The pulsing of his shaft signalled his release; quickly followed by the feeling of his cum spraying against my cervix. It was all I needed. Somewhere deep inside me, my own climax exploded. This was no ten second clitoral orgasm. It was way, way deeper and more powerful and long lasting than that. My knees folded under me, forcing his still pulsing manhood deeper into me.
Sensing my loss of control, Adam supported me by his strong hands on my butt while I writhed in the ecstasy of it; grinding myself against him even as his erection started to soften and a cascade of bodily fluids escaped to run down my leg.
As it subsided enough for me to regain control of my own body, I tucked Adam's now tamed but sticky beast back into his swimmers. It still had residual swelling, but at least it could be captured back within the tightly fitted garment.
"Put your shorts on over it. I'll clean up and join you in a minute."
I closed the door behind Adam and attended to my own needs. Adam dumps a big load. I would have had to sit there for ages to let it discharge properly. I did the best I could. The bikini bottoms alone would show a damp patch through the gusset pretty quickly. I slipped my deck shorts over them. They were so closely fitted they'd only add marginally to hiding the stain, but were better than nothing.
...........................................................
It had been a hot day and there hadn't been enough water or wind over the deck to offer much in the way of cooling relief.
Instead of joining the others for after race drinks, Adam and I decided to drop down to Avalon Beach for a swim on the way back to his place. It was one of those nice rollie surfs which are ideal for body surfing and initially both Adam and I took advantage of it to catch a few waves.
But as we swam alongside each other, Adam was clearly finding the sight of me in the bikini fairly distracting. He'd have a grope and feel up of me as we were waiting for a wave only to release me with a call of..."Here's one..." to turn around and go for a wave; me following. If we got it right, we'd tumble into each other's arms as the wave lost its power and dumped us in shallower water where another intimate grope would proceed us heading hand in hand back out to the deeper water.
I was beginning to realise why he'd insisted on wearing boardies over his speedos; despite my attempt to dissuade him. His erection had clearly escaped his speedos and the tip of it was showing well over the waistband of the boardies; simply unable to be contained. Mind you, my tendency to slide my hand along it and down inside his pants as we groped each other probably wasn't helping.
My own arousal was hidden by being immersed in water; except maybe for the towering puffy areola and hardened nipples that pushed out the material of my bikini top.
The public displays of affection were becoming more intense as our randiness for each other grew. As we pashed out near the breaker line I had Adam's boardies hitched so low that even the top of the speedos were visible over it. Most of his shaft was completely exposed under the water with me bouncing on the top of it letting it push my bikini pants shallowly into my vagina as I wrapped myself around him and rode him over the waves.
It was definitely fucking time.
We swam ashore and rinsed ourselves on the council beach showers. As Adam took his boardies off under the shower, he'd at least got himself tucked back into the speedos; although his still partly swollen manhood laid off to the side under the tightly tied waistband stretching itself -- as it so often did - nearly around to the side seam.
We towel dried ourselves and bought ourselves an ice cream; letting the sun and heat finish drying us before driving back to Adam's still dressed just in our swimmers.
No sooner did we close the door behind us then we were in each other's arms. As I ground my crotch against the swelling in Adams pants and thrust my tongue down the back of his throat, I pushed him back wards towards his bedroom. I pushed him back onto the bed; giving him a moment to work himself completely onto it.
Laid out under me was the sight, the mere thought and memory of which had driven me wild with desire since our last horizontal encounter; one I was determined to make the most of before I rooted him silly. Who said women aren't visual?
It wasn't just that strong, slender, tapered male body; although OMG, that was enough of itself. It wasn't just the sculptured ripple of every firm muscle in his frame either.
What capped it, what made it unique and an object of complete obsession, was the way his cock lay in his swimmers.
Compared to ones of the same brand and colour that Ned and the other men on the boat wear, Adam's seemed positively tiny. Incredibly low waisted -- sitting barely above the base of his cock at the best of times and with a generous display of pubic hair - and tight fitting, I could only assume he deliberately goes for a smaller size than the more relaxed fit of the others.
When he tucks his monster cock and balls in it, the effect is to completely draw your attention to the bulge; wondering how the stretched material possibly contains the volume stuffed down there and looking to see whether the poor overburdened leg elastic can seal properly against his legs to hold his balls in.
When he cracks anything of a fat, it looks like the whole thing ought to explode.
If it's pointed up, the material has no chance of stretching enough to just sheath it as it projects way, way over the waist band. It tries at first, but then, with the top third sheathed as tightly as a condom, it simply runs out of stretchability, and instead draws up the gusset, stretching up the legs seams enough to let his balls hang out the bottom.
If downward, the same problem. The leg elastic is drawn away from his thighs as the material tries to curl his erection around under his crotch.
In neither case can the garment contain a full erection. In the end something has to give. Either the drawstring has to be undone to released it from its prison or it ends up so bent and curled up it can't become fully engorged.
It can grow biggest and still be contained when it lays off to the side. It sort of sneaks along under the waist band, swelling in diameter to completely fill the material, until it reaches the turn of his hips where it pokes out the side; the tip sheathed by the material, which at least has the full width of his body to find capacity to stretch. Only down around his balls is there a wardrobe malfunction, where again the leg elastic simply can't cope with the demands his body puts upon it, leaving a ball hanging out.
That's what it was like as he lay there under me. I knelt over him, stroking my fingers along the length of the sideways facing erection. Adam hummed in pleasure as the hard flesh underneath the stretched material surged and grew even further to my touch; poking out from the side of his body to an even greater extent.
Bending down, I kissed along it until I reached the projecting tip. Then I turned my head, took it into my mouth and sucked it until the blue material darkened with my saliva and Adam's pre-cum. He lifted his hands onto my breasts; playing with the already projecting nipples...
"That's lovely Shell... .It feels so nice."
"I love it too. There's something about it that drives me crazy with lust. I just want to play with it and touch it before fucking you crazily."
"About what?"
"The erection in your swimmers...or poking out of them. Actually, even when it's not erect, just the way it bulges with your manhood."
"I should wear them more often."
"Yes, yes, please."
"You know that bikini of yours drives me crazy too."
"The other girls call them 'fuck me' bikinis."
"Why, apart from the obvious reason."
As he spoke Adam lifted his knee gently into my crotch, rubbing it along the gusset of my bikini pants. I took over, adjusting myself to bring my clit against it and press down for a pleasurable response.
"They used them to give Ned to sexual stamina to fuck all four of them."
Lifting my head off the end of his cock, I slipped my hand inside the waist band of his swimmers and pulled the drawstring knot. Then stretching out the waistband, I let his erection escape from its prison; taking a moment to enjoy the effect as it sprung powerfully into an upright position. More than two thirds of its thick swollen length stood above the waist band, dribbling pre-cum directly into his navel while his massive balls hung out of the stretched elastic of the leg seams.
I played with it as I enjoyed the sensation of continuing to rub my clit against Adam's knee as he teased my nipples. Just looking down at it, my arousal -- my need and desire for it to be inside me -- grew. I understood why some girls might be scared of it. It was big and challenging and stretched me. I was still coming to terms with it myself.
But I didn't see it as a stand-alone object. It was a part of Adam. Its size, its strength and its latent power simply matched that of Adam's whole body. It was like a proxy for his body and you had to love the whole package; to embrace it inside you to feel the true power of his body.
That moment was coming, but I wasn't to be denied my foreplay; just the sheer pleasure of looking at it and feeling it in my hands. I don't exactly know why the speedos added so much to that pleasure. But there was something about that single small piece of cloth on his otherwise delightfully naked body that compounded the image.
Maybe it was the inadequacy of the garment to contain what lay within it that spoke to the power and beauty of his manhood, maybe there was something about how the tightly contained manhood drew attention to itself whether within or escaping the garment --a silent, brooding, ever present reminder of its latent power - or maybe his manhood was like a beautiful picture that needed the right frame to let you admire it to the fullest. Probably all three and some other things only a physiologist could work out.
Whatever, as much as my vagina ached in anticipation, I was in no inclination to hurry.
I added an afterthought to my previous comment about the fuck me bikinis...
"Ellen tells me Harry still keeps covering her fuck me bikinis in cum."
"Can't imagine why -- not."
Adam slid his hands off my breasts and around my back, pulling me down on top of him into a tight full body embrace. He slipped his tongue into my mouth as his leg slipped between my thighs to press against my clit and his rampant erection pushed deeply into my stomach, weeping pre-cum on it.
In a lover's embrace, I surrendered to him as Adam gave vent to his passion by rolling me over so he was on top and then back again, his hands exploring and rubbing my back and arse as they slipped in and out of the back of my bikini pants. With another roll, he brought us eventually to rest with him half over me where his hand quickly slipped down my body and into the front of my bikini pants.
As he digitally penetrated me, his mouth moved over my bikini top to where my nipple stood pushing the thin unlined material up in a jutting tower. I heard him collecting saliva in his mouth before he took the nipple into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue as I felt the material become soaked in his saliva.
The finger penetrating me explored the front wall of my vagina, raking up and down it. Because I was already so randy and aroused, it didn't take long to find it...
"Oohhh. There, I whispered into Adams ear."
As he started stimulating that sensitive spot, he moved to the other breast, quickly soaking the material covering the nipple on that one too while leaving the first one a towering edifice, now covered in wet semi translucent material plastered so tightly to it that every dimple and curve was perfectly highlighted.
I reached down between our bodies to wrap my hand around his manhood.
But I'd only had it in my hands for a moment when Adam shifted again; kissing down my body until he ended up kneeling between my legs with his face buried in my crotch but in the process removing his manhood from my reach.
His fingers came in through the leg seam of my pants, penetrating me and stimulating my g spot, while he sucked and licked my clit through the thin material of my bikini pants. It seemed Adam was as reluctant to fully undress me just yet as I was him.
I saw him occasionally pull his face back as if visually stimulating himself with the sights in front of him. As I squirmed under his stimulatory assault, he suddenly pulled his head back and peeked up over the turn of my mons...
"Can you pass me your phone on the bedside table there?"
I didn't even think to ask why, just passed it down to him.
He backed off his stimulation of me for a moment. I could feel him readjusting my bikini pants and pushing it into my crease. Then I realised he was taking a photo. He pulled the bikini gusset aside and took another, turning it back to the first photo before passing the phone to me.
"This is what I'm seeing."
As I took the phone, he bent back down to suck and finger me. I could barely focus on the photo, I was squirming so much under his renewed attention to my erogenous zones. Between moans, I looked at it. I could see what was exciting him so much.
The gusset of my bikini was dark stained where it was soaking wet and plastered in high detail against my body. It wasn't wide enough to completely cover the space between my spread apart thighs, leaving two strips of olive skin between the leg seam and my thighs. Just inside each leg seam, the material bulged in a line that represented my swollen labia and between those two lines was a deep recess -- now too open to be a mere camel toe -- along my crease. At the top was a small bulge that was clearly my aroused clit, at the bottom a deep pucker where the gusset was pushed into my vagina.
And over the top of my mons, the picture was filled with a tall perspective of my breasts. The underboob, where I couldn't pull the small triangles down far enough to eliminate it, without exposing a nipple at the top and the nipples themselves; those jutting, towering peaks covered only by a wet translucent material that showed through their darker brown colour and stuck to them like they were painted on.
It was obvious why the whole thing might drive him as wild with desire as my own obsession with his speedos. It was also obvious why the others called them fuck me bikinis.
I didn't have time to look at the other photo. Adam's stimulation of me was driving me to a climax. I tossed the phone aside as my brain was increasingly able to focus on nothing more than the building excitement in my groin. It was hard to tell whether his sucking and licking of my clit through my bikini pants or his fingering of my g spot was going to trigger the orgasm. The g spot felt the more powerful, but might be lagging behind the clit. I hoped it was the g spot.
My legs were quivering uncontrollably as I tottered on the edge; moaning in the ecstasy of it.
The g spot won; a powerful orgasm spread through my whole vagina making me tense up as wave after wave of contractions bore through it.
But it was only just starting when that tiny fraction of my mind not flooded with pleasure registered Adam's muted cry of...
"Oh no, oh no."
Adam threw himself on top of me - rapidly but still gently -- and the tip of his shaft drove into my crease, surging in search for an opening to a vagina that, even after the tip located it and lodged itself in the entrance, was still partly blocked by my bikini bottom.
The cause of his distress was soon apparent as his shaft pulsed and jet after jet of Adam's cum sprayed into my crease; over my bikini bottoms, inside them and some of it into my vagina itself as Adam groaned in pleasure as his strong arms bound me to him.
Locked in a mutual climatic embrace, we pushed our sexes against each other; each instinctively trying to draw out the maximum pleasure from the encounter, no doubt in a way a hundred thousand years of human evolution determined would maximise the likelihood of my fertilisation. Thank goodness for the pill.
With a few final shudders, Adam's climax subsided, even as mine continued.
Adam lay there, holding me in his arms as I continued to push down on this cock and up against his pubis; stopping and then with a moan, starting again as another contraction burst through me.
Thinking I was finished he rolled us both to put me on top, just in time to stop a flood of cum that I could feel running down into my butt from landing on the bed. But I had one more in me which, with me now on top, I could give full vent to as I pushed crushingly down against him.
"Sorry, when you came, I just got so excited I couldn't hold it back any more."
"I'm beginning to see why Ellen says hers keep getting covered in cum...I think it might be a bit messy down there."
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As I rested on top of Adam after the last of my climatic contraction had finished, I reflected on the fact that was just the entrée. The main course was yet to come - or so I hoped anyway.
But in the mean-time, I was a mess. Adam dumps a big load and it had turned both the inside and outside of my bikini pants, and me inside it, into a sticky mess which was now settling under gravity to where my mons met Adam's stomach.
Adam reached over and passed me a hand towel he'd extracted from his bedside table, which I slipped between my legs and under my mons.
"So, my bikini's going to be a cum catcher just like Ellen's eh?"
"That wasn't my intention, but I can see how it happens."
I didn't want to make him feel bad, so with the most unjudgemental, teasing voice I could muster, I asked...
"What made you cum. I didn't touch you."
"I was just getting so off on giving you head and fingering you and you looked so teasingly sexy in your bikini. When you came, I couldn't help myself. It just went."
I eased myself off Adam, holding the towel under me as I dashed to the bathroom. There I untied the side strings of my bikini pants and gingerly slipped them off my body; trying not to spill the contents. They were a soaking, juice and cum covered, mess. I filled the sink and rinsed them; brushing the cum off to let his little sperm swim free in the water, before they damaged the fine material.
A wipe of my crutch with the towel and I took a moment to look at myself in the bathroom mirror. Even just the bikini top made me look ravished. Slightly dishevelled, with the rim of my right puffy nipple hanging out of the cleavage hem of the triangle trying to cover it, there were giant circles of damp, still translucent, material covering each projecting nipple. The dampness was more than just Adam's saliva. The way he stimulates them seems to bring out some dark coloured oils of my own which stain the cloth.
I took the top off too and, after a bit of rubbing of the worst affected areas, added it to the rinsing water.
This time he'd have to take me naked.
I walked back into the room with as much confidence as my naked state would allow. Adam was still lying on the bed where I'd left him. His cock had shrunk from its former swollen glory, but was still impressive; the waist band of his swimwear having made no attempt to recapture the top half of it.
Standing at the edge of the bed, I looked down at the gorgeous male laid out before me; already feeling lust surging through my body again. I bent over the bed and ran my hands up his legs and the inside of his thighs; stopping just before they touched his balls.
"Well, I hope you're good for more."
Adam didn't need words to answer me. He cast his eyes downward and we both watched, me transfixed, as his manhood engorged again; rapidly extending in length and thickness until it was again weeping pre-cum directly into his navel and his balls and swollen base were threatening to rip apart his swimmers.
"See the effect the naked you has on me."
Yet again I marvelled at its size. Nothing like Sven's. I wasn't surprised his former girlfriends were scared of it. So was I. In a very literal sense I'd intended from the outset to explore new territory with it tonight, to use its length to send it into space no man had been before, so to speak. But the only thing that consoled my fear was the knowledge that Adam would give me complete control; not force it where it wasn't ready for him or beyond where I was comfortable.
Again I sat on his thighs, playing with its length, width and hardness, feeling his balls still inside his swimmers and enjoying just the sight of it as I aroused myself as much as him. Adam hummed with enjoyment with every touch; making clear the sensitivity of this massive statement of manhood.
The yearning ache in my vagina was back. It was time.
I pulled his swimmers down his legs. The visual was about to become the physical.
I moved myself up to sit on him cowgirl style; sliding my crease along it again to smear it with my juices as I tickled up my clit and aroused myself even further.
I lifted it upright. Even that simple action reinforced how different Adam was. It resisted me with a powerful surge, settling down to a constant, forceful proclamation that it desired to return to its preferred position tucked closely against his stomach. I was barely strong enough to keep it upright.
I brought myself over it, located the tip into my vagina and lowered myself slowly down. The feeling of being uncomfortably stretched was much less than before, even if the feeling of being filled and the sense of pressure against the walls of my vagina were no less.
But the latter were good feelings. The filling satisfied a yearning that I'd felt all through our foreplay. The pressure was really nice when I buried him as far as my g spot. More so because of the additional pressure from his manhood's desire not to be bent up as it was. It quickly stimulated it in a way no amount of pounding from Sven ever had.
Adam too hummed in pleasure as his shaft slowly submerged itself in my body. Penetrative sex was new for him and his 'oohh's" and "aarr's" of pleasure reverberated through the bedroom with every step of his penetration of me and every moment of my body against his.
Resting my hands on his strong pecs, I rose up and down on him; withdrawing to plunge him half back in again, playing him against my g spot. It felt incredibly nice and soon had me moaning in delight; more so as Adam lifted his hands against my breasts to stimulate my nipples. But it was a means to an end, not the end in itself.
Everything I read about what I was going to do next said I should be really aroused first.
Wrapping one of my hands around the base of his shaft to control the depth, slowly, I buried him deeper; wanting to use more of his length as I took it where no man had gone before. I touched my cervix for the first time, but with the full width of my hand still wrapped around the base of his shaft, I realised more than ever just what I was dealing with. He had way more length than I had depth to offer him.
When I touched him against my cervix, I'd never been sexually touched there before and didn't know whether it would hurt or stimulate. It didn't hurt, so I touched him against it again and, with that first cautious contact out of the way, realised it felt nice. Subsequent contacts felt nicer still.
I wasn't long thrusting him. Just little short jabs that made sure the contacts with my cervix came at a fast and furious pace. I tried for a moment just rocking with him fully penetrated, thinking I could screw his shaft around inside me to just rub the tip against my cervix while keeping him in constant contact. But he was way too thick for that. He was jammed up inside me so tightly that the only possible movement was in and out.
So I went back to frequent short jabs. Which was in a way better, because that kept stimulating my g spot too.
Even I noticed my own moaning had become more guttural; as if it was from somewhere deep down inside my body; which is exactly where I felt something monumental building. But it wasn't like something I'd ever felt before. I couldn't say 'that feels really great there'. It was everywhere; right through my body, slowly spreading, sharing the bliss around.
The climax caught me almost by surprise; an explosion that suffused rapidly through my whole bodily system, from my head to my toes. It quickly subsided into pleasurable tingling and vibrations throughout my body. And just when I thought it was done, it exploded again...going through the tingles and vibrations all over.
I'd stopped stimulating myself when it first happened, thinking like a clitoral orgasm, I'd become too sensitive to immediately want more. But it wasn't how it worked. Something told me there was more to be had, even after the waves from that first explosion continued to reverberate through my body. Instinctively I started working up and down on Adam's shaft again, rapidly touching my cervix at the top of each thrust.
Which just doubled the power of the next wave; bowling me over in its intensity, making the tingles and vibrations that washed through me after the wave subsided insanely pleasurable.
I didn't know what Adam was making of all this. I was crying out and moaning like an idiot; although he can't have mistaken them for anything but cries of pleasure. I'd closed my eyes with that first orgasm and only now opened them again to look down on Adam looking up wide eyed at me.
I flashed him a grin before the crest of another wave left me throwing my head back with my mouth formed into a circle, moaning at the light fitting above my head.
He was still stimulating my nipples, with my long sun bleached hair kissing the back of his palms; which somehow seemed to feed through into the pleasure loop my body was in. Picking up on something I'd read, I took one of Adam's hands and pushed the end of his finger into my belly button and screwed it around.
Oh my god, it was like I couldn't take it any more. It made the next wave dwarf in intensity everything that had gone before it. I threw myself down on Adam, going from sitting on him to lying on him, pushing my arms under his body to hold him as tightly as I could. My whole lower body was quivering; mini thrusting his shaft in a continuous process of stimulating my completely insane cervix.
In a way, I was surprised Adam had lasted this long. Maybe the earlier orgasm had slowed this one, if that's how it works.
But even through my own excitement, I could tell Adam's was growing.
His face was acquiring that cute pre-climax look he gets and his grunts getting deeper.
I felt his cock surge inside me; the usual prelude to his release. Instinctively I pushed him in and held him firmly against my cervix. There I felt that final swelling of his shaft and the flaring of the tip as, lacking anywhere else to go, it flattened out against the top of my vagina. A moment later, the pulsing signalled his climax as his seed jetted powerfully against my cervix.
Oooohhhh, another wave of pleasure flooded my whole body as if it was reacting to the forcefulness of his seed's attempt to impregnate me. Even as his ropes of cum continued to pulse up his shaft, I was already holding him tighter still, emotionally overwhelmed, on the verge of crying a flood of tears onto his chest.
As his own climax finished and his manhood started to soften, I sensed Adam simply didn't know what to do as I continued to just lay on top of him in what seemed to be a constant state of some strange sort of orgasm.
If I was vaguely aware of the effect of Oxytocin before, I was rudely awoken to it now. I'd never felt so calm and loved up in all my life; almost at peace with the world as I lay in the arms of my lover. I'd never tried drugs or known a drug high, but I doubted any could match the high I felt as I lay there.
It was probably ten to fifteen minutes before I really felt the orgasm was over. But even then, I was suffused with a warm inner radiance as if a new woman had emerged from the cacoon of my old self.
But that was my last memory of the night. Later Adam would tell me I fell into a deep petite mort, even as I continued to shudder in a seeming continuation of my orgasms. He rolled me onto the bed, his half rigid cock still penetrating me. Expecting me to wake at any moment, he wrapped me in his arms and legs even as my arms continued to embrace him. It got a bit awkward for him when he became aroused again. He knew he was about half penetrated, but unfamiliar with my body he was scared of moving, and especially of going any deeper, least he hurt me.
He told me it was beautiful, just lying there merged with me in such an erotic embrace, even wondering if he could still feel the after effects of my orgasm reflecting itself as shudders and contractions deep within my body (but acknowledging his lack of experience made it impossible for him to tell). He was in no hurry to withdraw from the delightful state of penetration in which my sudden fall into sleep had left him. He felt a little guilty that he lay with me like that for too long; suddenly realising he was brewing up and about to come. Too entangled with me to withdraw fully in time, he let it rip; being careful to hold himself still.
He was fairly sure that made me come too; a little gasp and some feeling of tensing flowing through my body certainly giving that impression.
All I know is that I had the longest soundest sleep I can recall having and woke feeling like a new improved version of myself; even if somewhat sticky between my legs.
When I woke relatively late in the morning, I reached across to find the other half of the bed disappointingly empty, before remembering Adam had swim squad training on, which would have been finished by now. Attracted by noises in the kitchen, I got up, spent a moment in the ensuite tidying myself up, and walked, still naked, out to greet him.
He was cutting up some fruit for our breakfast and I saw him before he became aware of my presence.
Oh my god, what an Adonis. His tall, lithe, muscular frame was fully pumped up from his swimming. Instinctively, I looked down to where his manhood was captured within the swimmers he was wearing. It was a whole new vista of excitement on display for me.
The swimmers I'd seen him in until now were low waisted and tight fitting. They held his cock up firmly against his lower torso, really leaving the only place for the length of his giant manhood to go as sideways, across the front of his upper thigh and towards the side seam with the material barely wide enough to cover the circumference of its contents.
These seemed to be the same brand and size of swimwear, albeit badly faded, but now his cock hung down at the front, the swimwear more like a hammock in which it rested. It dangled down nearly a third of the way between his crotch and his knees; sheathed by what seemed to have suddenly become ultra-stretchy and somewhat translucent material; the leg seam elastic still tightly drawn up to his upper thigh.
Adam looked up and flashed me a smile.
"Good morning. You seem to have slept well. What a lovely way to see you first thing too."
I quickly glimpsed down at myself. I might have been still half asleep and straight from the bed with only a brief bathroom stop, but I'd had the presence of mind to walk tall and upright. My breasts stood out perkily, their olive flesh, with a subtle tan line indicating where my normal bikini top sat, partly covered by straggles of my sun kissed long hair. Capping them were my puffy nipples, the areolas swollen and capped by nipples that were already partly hardened and pointing suggestively at Adam.
Having hardly had time to eat dinner last night and not yet having had breakfast, my stomach was fully concave, drawing attention to the swelling of my waxed mound, around the turn of which was prominently displayed the start of my none too subtle crease.
I looked back at Adam. I could see he'd become partly aroused, his previously dangling shaft not necessarily much larger but now projecting forward with a degree of hardness, still fully sheathed.
"Hi. How was swimming?"
"Great. I felt like I was on fire. Inspired by you to set new times."
"I hope you didn't wear yourself out."
"Why, scared I can't manage sailing this arvo?"
"No, I had something a little more immediate than that in mind."
Shit, I thought. Did that just come out of my mouth? Something had come over me. I wasn't usually as sexually forward as that; or at least hadn't been with Sven, or even until now with Adam. Nor was I normally as insatiable as I felt at that moment.
I walked around the kitchen bench to where Adam was, running my fingers down his chest as my physical presence and obvious intention had its effect on him. I watched as his cock grew; stretching out the material, first to the front and then over the waistband as his manhood arched into its upright position. But unlike those he had on last night, these swimmers seemed capable of dealing with his growth. Only just. The material was stretched impossibly tightly around his extended shaft and drawn out so thinly it had become almost transparent with no obvious sign of a lining.
Adam's pre-cum was weeping copiously through the material.
I wrapped my hand around the shaft and played with it, being excited by its size and hardness, before slipping my hand inside the waistband to release the drawstring and unsheathe his massive manhood.
Hopping onto the kitchen bench, I wrapped my legs around Adams waist as I pulled him towards me with one hand around his neck and the other around his shaft; guiding the latter towards my crease.
As I kissed him, I circled and brushed the tip of his shaft around and across the receptive opening to my sex; taking time to smear it with my juices and his pre-cum, before playing it against my clit. I may have been receptive, but with Adam's manhood, there could be no rushing things. I needed to be well juiced up and absolutely hungry to take him inside me before leading him there.
As my clit became excited, I started brushing my nipples across his chest too; all with my tongue buried deeply in his mouth.
It was time to have him penetrate me.
With a hand still around his hardness, I guided him in, bringing him just to the depth where the swollen bell of his cock rubbed against my g spot.
I was already very aroused. The contact with my g spot quickly had the desired effect. Just the size and hardness of Adam's manhood made sure of that; firmly rubbing against it in a way nothing else could.
But Adam was getting excited too. There'd be no pre-penetrative ejaculation by him this morning to slow down his rate of brewing up. As I rubbed him up and down inside me our moans and groans became almost synchronised; Adam's eyes transfixed on my breasts as his mouth puckered towards a circle and his breathing became heavier.
It was becoming something of a race to climax; one where second place was just as good as first, as long as Adam left me something to work with if he came first.
I knew I was on the edge of going when Adam pipped me at the line. A sharp intact of his breath and a powerful surge of his cock, transmitted forcefully against both my hand which still circled it and the g spot it was pushed against, was fair warning of what followed. In the now all too familiar way, his thick shaft transmitted through my vagina the swelling and pulses which drove his seed forcefully up his manhood to spray themselves inside me.
I could feel Adam almost involuntarily jerking his shaft towards me as he stood there unloading his cum into me; prevented by my firmly clamped hand from thrusting much deeper than where it was.
But it was really that first powerful surge that did it for me. The sudden increase in pressure brought me right to the edge; sitting on the precipice of a big orgasm. The pulses and jerk pushed me over. I threw my head back, moaning at the light fitting again as I cried out my pleasure; instantly letting my hand slip a bit further down his shaft to bring him a bit further into my body to receive the strong contractions of my sex.
I squirted; a jet of lady cum spraying over Adam's lower shaft and against his pubis and down into his swimmers, still hitched on his balls under his shaft.
I sensed Adam going weak at the knees. He leaned forward towards me; my angled back body bringing him against my breasts.
With a hungry growl he took my right nipple and its puffy areola deeply between his lips, pushed it against the roof of his mouth and firmly rolled it with his tongue. I put the hand previously wrapped around his shaft behind his head as I held him there, the additional stimulation sending my climax through another cycle.



I could feel Adam gingerly exploring deeper into my vagina with his now unconstrained manhood; a slow push burying his softening shaft until he found my cervix. I felt the pillowy push of the tip of his bell, flattening out against it. It felt nice, it felt good. I wanted more and screwed myself around, seeking to stimulate the tip against it. But as big as Adam's even flaccid shaft might be, he couldn't maintain the contact. Sensing he was pleasuring me, Adam pushed harder; but that only bent his manhood and made it pop out.
Still contracting, I held him against me, having him suck my nipples until my climax had nothing more to give.
We were a sticky, dripping mess, and thanks to my squirting, so was the floor under us. First things first. I eased myself off the bench and took Adam by the hand, guiding him back to the shower in the ensuite bathroom.
As I waited for the water to run at least a little warm, I watched Adam ease himself back out of his now dripping swimmers. It was like a strip tease, slow reveal as the long length of his flaccid manhood appeared over the waistband of the hammock like garment that had previously contained it.
"Why are those speedos so different from your others. They let your cock hang instead of holding it up."
"Yea, and they're a lot more comfortable for it too. They're old one where the filling has fallen out of the Lycra. If you're squad swimming you trash a lot of swimmers with the chlorine in the pool but that also makes them go transparent too. Unless you're rich and can afford an endless supply of swimwear, we wear these old ones double or triple bagged as we call it for training. Even then the girls' nipples can show through pretty well sometimes. The other two layers I was wearing this morning are still hanging wet on a chair in the kitchen."
"But does it really make that much difference to how it supports you?"
I could sense Adam hesitate, unsure how much information to give me.
"Yes, the material goes really saggy but that makes it sling my cock really nicely. But I also cut the lining out of some of them to wear as a bottom and intermediate layer because they also make really comfortable undies, so that makes it even more obvious."
"Is it that hard to buy good undies for yourself?"
"Impossible. Men's' undies are made of much heavier cotton and even if you get supposedly stretch ones, they never leave enough of a pouch to hold me and they don't seem to stretch as much as even new swimwear does. If I get jockey style, they crush me, if I get boxers it dangles out of the bottom of the leg and even if I get boy-legged ones, it hangs down embarrassingly making me look as though I've got a half erection in my pants. At least these just make me look well hung instead of half aroused. Mind you, wearing nylon instead of cotton for undies is a bit uncomfortable sometimes, so I mix and match what I wear."
I had to giggle. Well hung was a massive understatement. More like a whole third leg. Still...
"Can't you just buy bigger ones?"
"No, because then the leg elastic isn't firm enough and either my balls or the end of my cock falls out and gets crushed between my thigh and the elastic as I move about. You might notice my swimmers look a bit small by comparison with what Ned and the other guys wear for the same reason. I have to go a size down. If I got a bigger fit it would be positively obscene with my balls exposed out of the leg seam. I know I've tried it."
I grabbed Adam by his flaccid cock and pulled him under the shower with me.
"The tribulations of being skinny and well hung, hey?"
Our bodies anxiously wrapped around each other under the shower; pashing like I'd never pashed before. Touching, fondling, holding and kissing with an uncontrollable lust. It wasn't long before Adam's manhood was back to its swollen, towering best.
I'd been randy for him from the moment we'd joined in the shower, but being randy was different from my body being ready to accept him. With Adam, foreplay had to be everything.
As his cock came back I bent it down between my legs and played the tip against my clit. When I was sure I was sufficiently aroused, I turned Adam and pushed him against the wall, lifting.my right leg so my knee rested on his waist. With Adam taller than me and his erect shaft coming well above his navel, he took the hint as I tried to bring him into my sex and bent his knees down to allow the initial penetration; straightening them only slightly as the immersion of his manhood into my body permitted.
It was at the wrong angle to really rub my g spot with its tip, although I knew as I fully penetrated him, the mere thickness of his shaft would take care of any angle issue.
Eventually came the real test. I'd read somewhere that taking him this way - me standing with one leg hooked over his hip - lengthened my vagina and helped me accept a longer shaft. I'd still had a hand around its base as I pushed him in, limiting the penetration to what I'd achieved before. When that bottomed out and he still wasn't hitting my cervix, I took the risk and took my hand away; trusting that Adam wouldn't suddenly hard thrust me.
Slowly I kept bearing down on him to push him in deeper.
It touched my cervix. It was sensitive, but not in a painful way. Lifting my leg higher on him, I pushed further still. There was pressure, but still no actual discomfort. I tested his depth by putting my hand down and feeling the length of his exposed shaft. We were nearly there. I pushed further until I could feel his tight balls against my labia; amazed I could get something so large completely inside me.
I could feel the thickness of his shaft pushing on my sensitive g spot. But I quickly found that with small movement, I could use the tip of his shaft pushed firmly against my cervix to massage it really pleasurably.
From the moment he sunk down against the wall to let me push him into me, he found himself close enough to my breast level to delight in playing with them; both orally and with his hands and fingers. As I started to massage my cervix, he had one breast buried deeply in his mouth and the other cupped by a hand, with the hard nipple being tweaked between his fingers, leaving a spare hand.
Following what I learnt the previous night, I took the hand and had him play a finger into my navel; surprised by how much stimulation such an innocent area could contribute to my cervical arousal.
The orgasm came remarkably quickly; wave after wave of pleasure that suffused through my whole body, leaving me tingling and shaking.
But even as the waves rolled on, I knew it was Adam's turn and I wanted to give him something special. Until now, his penetrative orgasms had been triggered by what were essentially micro movements inside me and maybe just the sheer novelty for him of having his manhood inside a woman's vagina.
He'd been good; letting me control things and not trying to forcefully thrust away at me. But in the process letting me come to trust him. Given the size of the monster cock he was using, that was critical.
Even as the waves of my orgasm continued, I bent down to his ear; his head still buried in my chest where he was sucking half my breast...
"Your turn. You can long thrust. Just do it slowly."
I just hope he knew what I meant by long thrusting. This isn't a conversation I was in the habit of having; indeed I doubt many lovers need to have. But I certainly wasn't going to tell him he could pound me.
He released my breast from its oral embrace and looked up at me with a silly grin. I kept the leg supporting me straight and the other one as high on his hips as I could. His body dropped and his shaft slipped down my womanhood. It was hard to tell how far; after all, he could be half out and the tip of it still not be far from my cervix.
I got a better idea as I felt it slowly pushed back in. It had been a long way, the thickness of it powerfully stimulating my g spot as it slid past it. It was clear it was exciting him like I'd never seen before. His head was pushed back hard against the tiles and his jaw hung slack as he let out a mighty and prolonged...
"Aaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh...ooooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhh."
As he approached maximum penetration he slowed further; but still seemed keen to explore the depth he could achieve. As he maxed out, he circled his hips a bit, maybe enjoying the embrace of its full length by my body, but in the process firmly massaging my cervix and reinforcing the next wave of my orgasm.
As he repeated the movement, his groans became much louder and louder again on the third.
As he started to thrust in on the fourth, it was clear the end was near. The long loud groans were suddenly broken by a sharp...
"OoOo."
I felt his cock surge in that familiar way as he pushed it in a bit faster than he had before. The moment being near, he stopped just before he maxed out, froze and bellowed...
"AAAAHHHHohmygodaaaaahhhhhhhh...aaaahhhhhhhh...aahhh...aaahhh..oooowww."
I've never heard a man - OK, which basically only meant Sven or Adam - have such a loud orgasm.
Because he'd frozen his shaft in place, I could clearly feel the powerful pulses forcing his seed along his shaft and the jetting of each rope against my sensitised cervix.
He stayed there panting until I could feel his knees go wobbly and he quite literally slid down the wall until he was left sitting naked, with his shaft still half firm, on the floor of the shower.
He looked up at me and smiled stupidly...
"Oh my god, I've never had an orgasm like that before. It was intense."
I knew what he meant. I was still shaking and trembling from the repeated waves of my own one.



        Discovering What Big Means Ch. 04

        The randy couple can't wait.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/discovering-what-big-means-ch-04

Title: Discovering What Big Means Ch. 04

Author: Joanmcarthy

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: The randy couple can't wait.

Tags: erotic couplings

Series: Discovering What Big Means


This story is a spin off from my previous "Unexpected Threesome" series. You can find more of the backstory of those who are the minor characters in this story in that previous series.
*****
By the time I got back to my parents' house from sailing on Sunday night, I was beginning to notice some consequences of the weekend with Adam.
Four sessions in 24 hours was a new personal best for me; being four times my previous one.
But as the research I'd done on dealing with large cocks had warned me might be the case, I was feeling the effects of it. I was feeling more than a little sore and inflamed down there. Nothing too bad, just the consequences of some serious testing of my body's physical boundaries. That same research suggested an antidote and preventative which a bit of online shopping, on some sites I wouldn't normally go anywhere near, had on its way to me by early Monday morning.
That was the physical side. They were quite predictable I thought, even without the warnings I'd read.
But there was an emotional side too; one I might have read about when reading up on cervical orgasms, but had dismissed as some sort of over the top fantasy.
I had an absolute hunger for sex and physical intimacy with Adam and while that was accompanied by a growing love and devotion to him, I was unsettled by a feeling that it was all happening arse about.
With Sven I had grown to love him and that of itself had driven my sexual urges toward him.
With Adam, not only was the sexual need far more powerful and insatiable than I'd ever experienced before, but I felt that the emotional connection was tagging along with the sex, not the other way around. Was lust driven love a bad thing? I didn't know, but I wasn't going to let it stop me. Far more powerful forces were at work which I was willing to let play out.
I suppose that, after she'd seen Adam fully aroused on the yacht on the Saturday and clearly been startled by the massive size of his erection, the day had to come when Ellen asked me what Adam was like in bed. And it was clear she wasn't so much looking for a download on his stamina or sexual education as to what that massive shaft felt like inside me.
Predictably, it came quickly; like Monday at work during our morning tea break.
"So, what's it like?"
"What's what like?"
"You know, having sex with that."
I knew what she meant, but felt compelled to tease her...
"With what?"
She gave me an exasperated grin...
"A cock like Adam's."
"What makes you think we've had sex?"
"Oh come-on. You've got a rosy tanned glow and a grin like a Cheshire cat. Either you're pregnant or you got a damn good fucking over the weekend."
"Does it really show that much?"
"Doh. You even look as though your breasts have grown a cup size larger."
I looked down at them. So, it was noticeable. I wasn't sure they'd grown so much as that I was feeling so good about myself I'd put on my favourite show off sexy push up bra and matched it with a tight low cut shirt. It was certainly more out there than I usually wore to work. And I'd done it because I'd woken up feeling...well, sexy.
"It's tight, but really turns on my g spot and it was long enough I had my first ever cervical orgasm with it. But I think I might have overdone it."
Ellen gave me a knowing grin.
"Ah yes. Cervical orgasms are good aren't they? Ned gave me them all the time without even knowing that's what he was doing, especially when he went the animal on me. I didn't even know what they were when they first happened. He puts Amy into a state of near constant orgasm with them. She'll carry on screaming for a good half hour while and after Ned's making love to her. She's even attracted the attention of hotel security with the noises she makes during sex and I suspect that's mainly because Ned's unknowingly triggering them. And they make me as randy as hell for more."
I gave Ellen a quizzical look...
"What's going the animal?"
"That's when we'd get Ned to forget about being polite or nice while having sex with us and just give vent to his lust. Normally he was too kind and gentle and sometimes you just want him to forget all that and just...well...go like an animal and really show you how passionate he feels towards you."
"And that gave you good sex?"
"With Ned it did. Maybe because even when we'd insist he just go the animal, he couldn't help himself. He'd still be trying to give us good sex. Part of that was he'd try and grind his pubis on our clits, but in doing that he'd bury himself deep and since he's got a slightly longer cock than normal, he'd be stimulating our cervixes in the process.
It was good for me anyway because my clit got rubbed by his pounding, but we all got the benefit of cervical stimulation."
My head was spinning with all the information and inferences I was getting from Ellen.
"Woo. Hang on a sec. How do you get your clit stimulated by vigorous thrusting? It never comes close to it for me."
Ellen blushed.
"Just lucky. Ned tells me it's bigger than normal and in any case I can feel it's well positioned to rub against his shaft while he was penetrating me. I know that's rare."
"And everything I've read told me a lot of girls don't like cervical contact. How come all of you did?"
"I don't know that we all did. Tash was evidently so tight I doubt he got near it. Issie I think more had her g spot working. Liddy I'm pretty sure was getting cervical orgasms and there was not the slightest doubt about Amy. But it's not something we really talked about between ourselves. I'm just going by the sort of orgasms they'd get. Ned just seemed to get the sense of what worked for each girl and gave it to them and because he was good at foreplay, we'd all be pretty worked up before he came near the more sensitive spots."
"Who's Tash?"
"Oh, she was another of the girls on the boat."
"Hang on; you, Amy, Issie, Liddy and Tash. So Ned was doing five girls all at once?"
"No, I think it was only ever four at one time... Yes, that's right. Never more than four."
I was beginning to see what the whole 'fuck me' bikini thing was about. No wonder the boat still has this highly sexualised feel to it, even with Ellen's and Issie's partners now part of the crew.
"Didn't you get jealous all competing for one guy?"
"Not often. We were all good friends having the time of our lives on the cruise. Ned was careful not to play favourites and let us organise the...well...sex if you want to put it that bluntly. And since most of us had sex with him daily, we couldn't really feel we were neglected. I suppose we subtly competed to attract him visually, and probably still do in a way. But it was a different world. A little microcosm of humanity afloat on the ocean. I still often regret it had to come to an end."
"How does Harry compare?"
Ellen pondered my question; maybe almost reluctant to answer it.
"It's a different thing. Sexually Ned had an effect on me that Harry can't compete with. He still does. Being around Ned makes me as randy as all hell. I just have to be near him to feel that I'm being touched up sexually by him. I actually get aroused. Really, the reason we made you and Adam wear swimwear like we did was because us girls wanted to get Ned back into the speedos he always used to wear. Even though we made a point of prancing around in our bikinis to try and get him to follow our lead, he thought speedos weren't the right look for the Marina, which is understandable. And Harry and Josh were no help at all. But when we saw Adam's and found we could get blue ones in the boat colours, by making it part of the boat's colour coordinated culture, we took away that excuse; although we had to push pretty hard to do it. I think Ned thought we were somewhere between crazy and perverted.
And I don't know Harry can ever be the lover that Ned was. But there's more to life than that. Harry is my partner, the man I love and the future father of my children. We have good enough sex and I'm sure we can work to make it better. I have not the slightest problem being completely faithful to him. But I can tell you he gets the wildest and most insane sex ever after I've spent a day on the boat with Ned, so there a lot of upside for him in it. Besides which, Harry comes home as randy as hell when he's spent the day with you and Amy prancing around in your bikinis, so he can hardly complain."
"Me?"
"Don't go all innocent on me. Miss 38, 25, 35 he calls you and I'm pretty sure it was your bikini as much as mine he ejaculated all over Saturday night; at least in his imagination anyway. And I've heard him tell Josh he thinks the only way you can have real breasts like yours and a waist as flat as yours is that you mustn't eat for three days before you go sailing. I've seen you eat. That's clearly not the case. I'm jealous of what you can put away without suffering any consequences."
"What's that 38, 25, 35 thing mean?"
"It's something he picked up while working in the States. The perfect hourglass woman was traditionally meant to be 36, 24, 36 inches; bust, waist and hips. Let's see, that means he's guessing you at about 96, 63, 89 in metric, which I suspect, given he - like every other male in the world - is a breast man, thinks is even more perfect."
While not in the habit of obsessively measuring myself, I was amazed Harry's guesses pretty well accorded with the sizes I use to select clothes.
"Is that a worry? Should I do anything to discourage it?"
"No and no. If I'm getting off on being around Ned I can hardly complain if he's getting some juice up being around you and Amy. Anyway, as I said, it makes the sex pretty wild on those nights. But hey, this was supposed to be about you and Adam. Does it hurt?"
I was tempted to play the 'what hurt' game, but had just had such a download from her, it seemed unfair...
"In a way no, but Adam's very gentle and lets me control things. It felt stretched at first, but I think I'm nearly past that; although it makes me feel full in a way I've never felt before. And I may have overdone it this weekend. I did do a lot of google research on how to deal with big ones, which is where I discovered cervical orgasms. I didn't even know they were a thing before that. But I don't know I'd like him to go the animal on me for a while yet. It's funny, the thought of that is both scary and a bit exciting all at the same time. Mind you, it's a bit inflamed this morning, but that's because we might have overdone it for one weekend."
"I can understand what you mean by both scary and exciting. If I put myself in your position, I'd probably feel the same way. He's a big strong fellow. His mere presence creates a sort of sexual frission; especially with that bulge in his pants. I can see having him go the animal could be a real turn on if you completely trusted him."
"He still gets a bit too excited during sex. He came all over my bikini pants last night, just like you said Harry does. Lucky Adam's got a quick recovery period, so we could get down to the more serious stuff fairly quickly, But, I don't know. What is it about guys and those bikinis?"
"Well, we chose those ones to have a powerful effect on guys - specifically Ned when we started out - and especially on the right sort of female body. And you young lady definitely have that. You look as hot as hell in them, so it's not surprising Adam gets excited. I suppose the real question is why you still had them on. Amy has a real thing about having sex in hers. She often prefers them on to off. But you?"
I smirked...
"Because I like staring at Adam when he's aroused in his speedos, and if I take my bikini off, he might be in a hurry to take the speedos off too. What's your excuse for Harry coming over yours?"
Ellen rolled her eyes in a patronising way as she put into words the weakness of male desires...
"Harry gets off on them as part of foreplay. He only gets to see them Sundays and Wednesdays, so tries to instigate sex while I'm still wearing them and is in no hurry to pull the strings to take them off me as we initially pash and play about. And I'm happy to indulge him in that. But most of the time he misjudges and comes with it jammed up into my crutch or between my breasts before he's undressed me. Which is some ways is better. He might not refract as quickly as Adam, but he gets there soon enough and can finger me while we're waiting. And at least then we can have decent proper sex. But if he tries to strip and penetrate me at the last moment, he comes prematurely but then thinks he's done his duty. So I sometimes actually rub myself against him to get him to cum. It's not that hard."
A smirk spread over Ellen's face as she punned her last statement by adding...
"Well, actually, it is hard which is why he comes easily. But you know what I mean."
"Is it weird for me to get off on the sight of Adam aroused in his speedos? Isn't that just being the same as Harry and your bikini?"
"Maybe, but as much as we might tease guys about it, it's not weird. From what I briefly saw, I'd be just as turned on by it as you. We all felt the same way about Ned in his, which is why, since we couldn't have him naked any more, we wanted him to display in them again. We used to do all sorts of things with it, like bend it down horizontal so his swimmers would hold an erection stuck out the front like a giant Pinocchio nose. It was great for rubbing yourself on while we stood there talking to him."
"What about Harry?"
"Harry's never been a speedo guy. Board shorts just don't have the same effect on me. Now he wears them on the yacht I suppose I like him in them. Actually, I do like him in them. But he just doesn't carry off the look as well as Ned and Adam. Maybe it's a lack of confidence and a less strong figure. He might get there, but he's in no hurry to leave them on anyway. I'll work on it."
"I've always wondered. How did Ned react when you ran off with Harry?"
"He encouraged it. He knew if we wanted children, we'd need to find an appropriate aged father and he didn't want us using up our lives clinging to him."
Ellen was in a very talkative mood. In a conversation that had started out being about Adam's large cock, she'd revealed more about herself than she'd got from me. But in the process had dropped one comment that piqued my interest.
"What was that about Amy preferring sex in a bikini? Is she scared of nakedness?"
The fact was, Amy was such a perfect example of sexualised womanhood, with all the guys constantly drooling over her, I almost wanted her to be flawed.
"I probably gave you too much information. But no, nothing like that. We all used to sleep naked and uncovered together in the same bunk. And at sea would often just be naked during the day too. So hardly.
It really goes back to how the whole sex thing started on the boat. It's a long story; you could write a book about it. But the short version is that she escaped from a long term abusive relationship. Sex had been imposed on her by the guy in a strictly naked, emotionless and passionless way which often became a rape and he'd made her dress completely unattractively, denying her any sense of her own beauty or desirability. With Ned's help, she'd only came to recognise her potential while travelling on the yacht with him. I think the bikinis make her feel really sexy and desirable whereas being naked in sex has something of a bad memory attached to it. But it's an occasional preference on her part, not a strict rule. Just one of those little kinks we all have. Anyhow, she's the one who now gets to strip Ned out of his speedos, not just on sailing days but when they're frolicking around his pool too, so there might be a bit of mutual fetish at play there."
There was something in the way Ellen said that last sentence which made me think there was more than a little jealously involved in Amy's continued access to Ned. It was both the tone and the fact what she said was a bit out of context. As if she needed to get it out of her system. I chose for a moment to let it slide.
"How come Amy hasn't left Ned for another guy? She must have them chasing her all the time."
"Amy doesn't want children, so isn't needing a guy to father them. By the same token, she says she's never felt as loved and protected as she feels with Ned and doesn't feel the need to find a younger guy who might or might not be as loving and certainly won't give her sex as good as Ned. She likes flirting and they chase her all the time, but when it comes down to it, she keeps her distance. I think it goes back to her abusive background. She doesn't trust herself not to fall in with another abusive partner."
"The five of you slept in that master bunk together? Wasn't it a bit crowded?"
"Tash always slept in her own bunk. So it was never more than four - Ned and three girls - and just because of people coming and going, usually only Ned and two girls. But four was a bit crowded, especially in the tropics."
"You guys must have had Ned with a constant erection. How the hell did he have sex with four girls every day? He's no spring chicken."
"That's why Issie introduced the fuck me bikinis; to keep his testosterone up and keep him aroused. But if it was group sex, Ned could do it with only one climax. It was a bit more of an ask when we all wanted individual sex."
"What, he'd have penetrative sex with four of you but only come once?"
"It was usually only three, but yes. We'd take turns riding him to a climax cowgirl or reverse missionary style, but only the last one was allowed to grip him tightly to give him his."
"I don't know that could work with Adam. It's not that you have a chance to grip him, it's more he's stretching you."
Then I added with a smirk...
"Still, I've discovered four orgasms within 24 hours is well within his abilities."
Ellen suddenly went all serious on me...
"Did you find the cervical orgasms made you emotional?"
I was taken aback. How did she know that?
"Yes, I nearly cried a flood on Adam's chest. And I've never felt more loved up and close to anyone as I did after it. And it seems to have left me insatiably needy for sex."
She snorted suppressing a giggle at that last statement...
"They do that to you. I cried and wailed all night as I made love to Ned for the last time. And I know what you mean about making you insatiable. I think I miss that more than anything. It makes me think I'm going to have to work harder at getting Harry to get me there."
She looked at her watch...
"Hey, we'd better get back to work."
...
It seemed that within a period of little more than one week the trajectory of our relationship had caused my life to become one that swung between extreme sexual frustration and an indulgent orgy as the week passed by.
It just seemed too early and presumptuous to move in with Adam, so I was still living at home. With the long hours we worked every mid week day but Wednesday, we barely saw each other, leaving me both emotionally and physically in cross legged frustration. And then Wednesday nights and the weekends were heading in the direction of becoming one long fuck feast.
And so, it was with some anxiety, I was glad to see Wednesday afternoon roll around again. I left work the very moment my negotiated early departure time ticked past and hurried myself down to the yacht having stripped to my bikini in the car so I could sashay provocatively down the marina jetty to make the most impact on Adam if he'd arrived ahead of me.
He was there alright; barely taking his eyes off me as I came towards him, while my own eyes were telling me he was having some trouble not displaying his excitement in those tiny speedos. Mind you, the eyes of every one other of the many males getting their yachts ready were on me too. Not long ago that might have bothered me. Now I had different priorities; although the mild signs of excitement in Harry and Josh's reluctantly worn speedos were perhaps a little more of a concern.



My greeting embrace and pash of Adam probably went past what was a reasonable display of public affection. But it had been three whole days since we'd last embraced.
The day was one of those clear blue skys, furnace like sunny days you get in Sydney that quickly create a raging nor'easter (the local sea breeze). On the race course there was a nasty chop that drenched everyone and everything in layers of quickly drying salt water that left us encrusted in granular salt by the time we got back to the marina. But with the jetty protected from the wind by being deep under the high headland of the Eastern shore of the bay, the bright sunshine and salt encrustation created sauna like feelings.
Just stripping out of our damp over gear down to swimmers didn't come near making you feel comfortable. So it probably wasn't surprising that the day ended up with some water play.
With all the salt to wash off the boat, we had two hoses connected to the marina fresh water supply. Aft, Ellen was hosing the boat while Ned and Amy tidied up the sheets and lines. Up forward, Issie was doing the hosing while the rest of us flaked the sails. Given the choice of putting sails away damp or salt encrusted, Ned had opted for damp, so Issie's job included giving the lower parts of the sails a rinse too.
It was Ellen who started it. I was watching as she suddenly turned the hose full bore onto Ned's front. Now it might have been a hot day, but the water was comparatively freezing - especially when it first hit you. So Ned's instinctive reaction - as I'm sure Ellen intended - was to try to take the hose off her; which basically entailed a full frontal wrestle.
Ellen's as tall as Ned, so her immediate defence was to hold the hose fully above her head and slightly over her back, out of his reach; while directing the spray right in Ned's face. So Ned's only available response - short of using brute force - is to stand very intimately close to her while trying to reach up her arms; all the while looking into the full force of the water.
There was not the slightest doubt Ellen was taking the opportunity to rub her mound on the bulge in Ned's swimmers as she moved her arms from side to side, always keeping her hand and the hose it held just out of Ned's reach. She wasn't just letting the movement of the wrestling game do the work for her. I saw her deliberately move her hips to rub herself against him.
It was quickly the case that the original normal bulge in Ned's swimmers became a much bigger one and that Ellen was as wet as Ned as she was splashed by the cascade she was directing onto Ned; all while Ellen squealed playfully.
As I watched, the previously amorphous and flaccid bulge acquired a definitive tip and Ellen quite deliberately brought it and between her legs.
By progressively managing to hold her arms ever higher, Ned was just about to take the hose from her when Amy dashed in so Ellen could release it in her favour. She too directed the stream onto Ned; requiring him to start all over with Amy; who turned it into just as much a sexual game as Ellen had.
At first we just had all watched as the little game down the back of the boat went through its machinations. I sort of had to assume neither Liddy nor Harry were going to be too put out by the patent sexuality of Ellen's playfulness.
But of course, Issie was holding another hose and it wasn't too long before her partner Josh also copped a spray. Now Issie is no where near as tall as Ellen and Josh is no midget. Although she tried the same trick as Ellen had, he had the hose off her a few moments and with barely enough contact to raise his cock off fully flaccid; where upon, he directed it back at her, with repeated side sprays at both Liddy and myself.
As he no doubt hoped, he soon had three squealing woman wrestling him for the hose as he soaked them all; although he made no attempt to stop Issie being front and centre of the game and thus the one in most intimate contact with him.
When Harry got the hose just before the girls overwhelmed Josh, it was a somewhat different story. It was jetted firmly and mainly at me. Ellen had already alerted me to the possibility Harry had a certain - shall we say - sexual attraction towards me, so his intentions were fairly obvious. But in the light of what Ellen had told me - and more so in the light of her virtual groping of Ned -.it wasn't really the case of having to worry about Ellen's feelings. It was more a case of whether I was willing to play the game.
The simple answer is that, I was. Dr Harry had a certain hotness about him - not as hot as Adam - but not bad just the same. I'm not a shy person and I don't mind sexual innuendo with those I have no actual intention of sleeping with if I otherwise fancy them. And in any case, I had my own agenda. I wanted that hose and I wanted it fast.
I think I actually surprised Harry with how fast and aggressively I was on him for the hose; not the slightest bit concerned by the bulge of his cock pushed firmly into my mound as I basically climbed up him to get it before one of the other guys took it away. He didn't have to jerk at me to find any stimulation. My own determination to get the hose provided all the contact and movement he could have wished for. Probably in light of the effect it had on him, more than he might have wanted.
I suppose Ned is used to that sort of interaction with the girls and is more immune to the contact. He reacted but it was a milder, less obvious - at least from a distance - reaction. I can only assume Harry's not, and my own aggression exaggerated the effect.
Ellen had spoken of giving Ned full horizontals in their sex play on the yacht; which was bending his erection down in his swimwear so that the stretchy material holds it out horizontal in a Pinocchio nose like way.
Well, Harry's flaccid cock must have sat in his swimmers in a way that, as it grew in our tussle, it was trapped and went out the same way. By the time I stepped away from him with the hose in my hand he had a large and very obvious horizontal projection in his swimmers. I knew how obvious it would be because I'd felt it grow between my legs and had helped it along by squeezing my thighs together and by mashing my breasts in his face as I jumped for the hose. In part I suspect it's why he'd surrendered the hose so readily. He suddenly realised he had other problems.
Anyway, I got the hose and Harry got the cheap thrill he'd wanted; although at the cost of a round of applause from Issie, Liddy and Josh when they saw the effect and plenty of catcalls from guys on adjoining boats. At least the public embarrassment helped shrink the thing back to normal quickly.
Adam didn't have time to join in the applause because as soon as I got it, I turned the hose on him and got exactly the reaction I wanted as he tussled with me for it. He's a big strong guy and the simple fact was he could easily have overpowered and overreached me. But he played the game by more conventional rules; although his height meant I sometimes had to hold the hose behind my back, squirting it at him from between my legs, just to make it that bit harder for him. And as to whether I meant his cock or getting the hose from me when I referred to 'a bit harder', I meant both.
I got the grope and intimate contact I wanted from Adam and he got a bit of a hard on; although after seeing the public spectacle Harry made of himself, I let the game stop before Adam's manhood seriously threatened to escape its covering.
It all lasted only about five minutes and left all of us soaked, although at least well rinsed of salt and somewhat refreshed. And it left me as randy as hell for Adam. We'd pretty well dried by the time we'd finished packing up the boat.
Normally we'd go and share a post race drink, and possibly even dinner with the others in the club after the race. But both Adam and I had an urgent hunger that food and drink weren't going to come close to satisfying. We didn't even get dressed, making our excuses (which frankly everyone knew meant we were off to fuck each other) and hurried to our cars.
I'm sure Adam probably broke Ellen's 50 metre rule as he walked to his car in his speedos. To mash a quote from Pirates of the Caribbean, it's probably not so much a rule as a social convention. One that, as much as Ellen clearly has a thing about Ned in his speedos, prescribes they shouldn't be seen more than 50 metres from the water. I'm not sure how the rule works in the case of marinas; it was really designed for beaches. Does it start at the water's edge or the marina gate? Is Ned right and they shouldn't be seen around marinas at all? Can you be just in speedos while driving your car? Anyhow, does the same rule apply to bikinis?
They weren't questions I was going to lose any sleep over. Anything that got Adam inside the door of his house still dressed in them, or able to be instantly undressed down to them, would be fine by me. And on the last one, Adam is clearly of the view that a hot girl in a bikini is able to go wherever she wants. Hmmmm! Sounds a bit discriminatory to me.
As soon as we got inside the door of Adam's house, we were in each other's arms; my mound pushed against the bulge in his pants as we pashed and groped madly at each other, all while dancing in distracted circles towards Adam's bedroom. His cock was soon too big for his swimmers; I could feel the shaft captured horizontally across the top of his thigh and actually sticking out sheathed in Spandex from the side of his hips.
As soon as we got into the room, I tipped Adam on his back onto the bed. The reason for my haste was entirely impure; even relative to the many impure motives in the room that night. It was to capture a visual impression that drove me wild with lust but would momentarily end.
I spread his legs apart and knelt between them. There in his swimmers was his engorged manhood; trapped and bent sideways, laying inside the thin strip of stressed material between his waistband and leg elastic that went out to his hip across the top of his thigh.
His swimwear was inadequate to the task being asked of it. The pouch, which for any normal man would hold his balls and his whole flaccid dick, looked like it would burst merely trying to contain Adam's balls and the base of his rigid cock. That strip of material across his thighs was stretched to transparency by his erection; the sheathed rigid tip bulging 60 millimetres beyond his hip; his pre-cum oozing through and dripping down on the bed as the rim of the bell at the tip of his erection flared massively.
I bent down and kissed it near the tip, causing it to surge momentarily, stretching the material even further. It wanted to escape but the tightly tied waistband string prevented it. The whole sight of it aroused and provoked me. Its latent power and strength, captured there, like a coiled spring trying to break free of its bindings and burst forth.
Every time I kissed or touched it, it surged, as if begging for release. There was something almost psychopathical about the thrill its sight and my being able to stir it up like that gave me. Maybe like enjoying poking a stick at a caged tiger; and yet, that doesn't capture the erotic element of it.
Of course, Adam could at any time have pulled the draw string and released it. Instead his hands were nearby, initially cupping my breasts as soon as they came within his reach, then brushing his palms across them to tease up my nipples until, as I lusted over his captured manhood, one breast dangled close enough to his balls that he circled my breast with is fingers and used the nipple on the tip of it to brush across his ball sack. That caused rapid repeated surging of his cock unlike anything I'd achieved, each little surge seemingly pumping extra pre-cum through the material.
I managed to twist my head around and take the tip into my mouth without denying Adam the use of my breast to stimulate himself; sucking up the pre-cum soaking the material as my lips played against the material tightly covering the hardened flesh of his shaft and I licked at that flared rim on the bell.
Adam was moaning now, clearly enjoying it. Maybe too much. I didn't want him to cum in his pants. There were other stages of this slow reveal I wanted to enjoy too.
At last I undid the drawstring and helped his anxious shaft release itself and stand proud against his stomach. There it was in its majestic glory; three quarters of its swollen length standing above the waistband of his swimmers, as thick as my curled hand, his balls still stretching the pouch of his swimmers, drawing the leg elastic up to revel his balls through the gap.
As I kissed up its length, Adam could no longer play my breast against his balls, so with the tips of my fingers, I did it myself; gently circling them in their Spandex sheath before slipping my fingers under the leg elastic and playing with their tightened hairy flesh.
Still his cock kept surging.
But it seemed Adam, to his credit, didn't want it all to be about playing with his erection. He moved his hands from my breasts to under my armpits and pulled me up over him, bringing us back into the full body embrace we started at his front door with - but this time horizontally.
We passionately kissed and embraced; squirming about against each other while his hard shaft rubbed firmly into the front of my crease and against my mound and oozed pre-cum against my stomach. But he was in no hurry to pull the strings and strip me out of the bikini.
Eventually Adam rolled me onto my back and lay half over me, sliding his hand down my stomach and under the waistband of my bikini, where he quickly found my swollen wet clit, fingering it. At the same time he bent his head down to kiss around my right breast; first kissing the exposed flesh of the underboob, then circling the small triangle of the bikini top, moving to the side boob, then the cleavage line before sucking up the nipple through the material of the top itself.
As his hand moved deeper into my pants to penetrate into my sex, he moved aside the material of the top with his tongue and took the exposed nipple, its puffy areola and a fair bit of the breast itself into his mouth so he could roll the nipple against the roof of his mouth with his tongue.
First one finger, then a second, and finally a third, explored my sex until my reaction told him he'd found my g spot; his firm rubbing of it, while his thumb played against my clit, soon having me quivering and moaning in aroused excitement.
I involuntarily lifted my hips as I came, pinning Adam's hand in place inside my sex with my own as I crushed his fingers in my sex and his hand between my thighs; all as my hips rocked from side to side.
I lay there for a moment after my climax had run its course before I reversed the position; rolling Adam onto his back but with me actually on top of him. Straddling him, I lifted myself up on my arms with my labia wrapped around the mid point of his shaft.
Adam smile at me as he cupped by breasts in his hands again...
"Has anyone every told you that you have beautiful breasts?"
"In words, or just by compulsively staring at them?"
"In words."
"No. Is it just because they're big?"
Noooo! Although that helps. They lovely and round, perky but with just the smallest, slightest hint of droop which shows they're real and the most incredible and special nipples. And you've got the most beautiful and perfect light olive skin. And when they hang down when you're over me like now, they seem enormous."
I smiled at him and challenged him in a teasing voice...
"So you only love me for my breasts?"
"Noooo! I love you because you're you. But I'm also privileged to be going out with...actually to be in love with, the most beautiful, gorgeous woman I've ever met. In every way, not just her breasts. I fell in love with you the moment we met."
I liked being told I was beautiful, and that I was loved. Guys can be too scared about political correctness for the first and too reticent about the second. I wondered if it was enough to reply that I certainly lusted over Adam from the moment we met, and certainly from the moment he stripped down to speedos. Maybe not. The love certainly followed quickly enough.
I lay down on him again and gave him a big cuddle; still rubbing my crease slowly along his shaft.
My need to have Adam inside me was growing desperate, but if I had him penetrate me now, he'd go off like a cheap cracker. Like Ellen does with Harry, it was better to finish him now and let him recover for a second round.
I lifted myself on my arms again, giving Adam plenty of scope to play with my breasts as I kept rubbing against his shaft. He was humming in pleasure, even as he was sucking the bikini top he'd carefully replaced back over my right nipple, teasing up the nipple and soaking the material while he fingered the other breast.
At last he decided to expose my breasts, slipping his hands behind my back to pull the bow on the lower tie and then lifting the top over my head, then going back to sucking and playing with their now exposed nipples.
But my bikini pants were still on. I was getting quite aroused rubbing myself on him, but my juices were soaking the pants which I could feel pushed into my crease in a camel toe, not lubricating Adam's shaft as I rubbed it.
I reached down and undid each side string, pulling it out from between my legs. Sitting up a bit taller on Adam, I lifted his shaft slightly with my hand as I increase the length of each stroke to go from my hand circling the tip down to where his shaft emerged from his swimmers; long, juicy, slippery strokes that made me feel as though my swollen labia half circled the circumference of his mighty manhood. Adam had his head back moaning in pleasure, still playing with my breasts with his hands. But he wasn't the only one making noises. My clit and nipples were thoroughly enjoying the experience too and I was giving good voice to my pleasure.
He came first, his cock throbbing in my hand as the angle at which I was holding his shaft directed his initial ropes of cum at the wall behind Adam's head; with the power drop off towards the end of his orgasm delivering the final two over his face and then his chest.
Even as he was still firing, I rubbed harder and faster on him to finish my own climax; finding it with his still hard post climatic cock, even if I detected some degree of exquisite sensitivity on Adam's part to my enthusiasm. It left me collapsed down in Adam's arms; both of us still groaning and breathing heavily.
And yet we both knew that was just the entrée.
But when you're dealing with a cock like Adam's, you have to have conversation that you'd never think to have in normal circumstances. After cleaning up his face and chest with a hand towel, I lifted myself on my arms again to look at him as I spoke.
"Adam."
"Yes."
"I thinking of letting you go on top this time."
He ran his hand gently through the length of my long hair...
"I'd be scared of hurting you."
"I'm going to ask you to do it in a special way. Have you ever heard of cervical orgasms?"
"No."
"Well that's what you were giving me Sunday. They're really powerful. It means you're sort of mushing the tip of your shaft against my cervix. Really short frequent gentle jabs with a bit of an extra push on top. I can guide you to the right spot. After that, then like in the shower you can finish with some long thrusting. I'll hook my leg over your hips again so you can go deeper."
"But what about not hurting you on my initial penetration?"
"I'll start on top and get you in and maybe warm myself up with some g spot rubbing, then roll us over."
"You'll tell me if I hurt you?"
"I'll guarantee it."
I cuddled pleasurable up against him again. Now it was just a matter of waiting; pleasuring him a bit without appearing to put the pressure on.



When my energy returned I slipped off to the side of Adam and knelt there. Adam's post sex cock is the size of most guys' full erections - or Sven's anyway - and it's only a slight exaggeration to say, nearly as hard. Half its length still lay provocatively over the top of his swimmers.
It was time to strip him naked. The swimwear might have a certain erotic value, but so does his naked body; especially after we're finished with the foreplay. And it says something about our sex that foreplay usually involves an orgasm or two.
He lifted his hips to let me pull them down his legs, then I kissed up the length of his stomach and chest as I played gently with his balls.
In a moment of cheekiness, I decided to straddle his lower chest backwards and bend over his to titty fuck his manhood. I can't say there wasn't a certain amount of insecurity on my part as I did that. I knew I had a cute arse with pretty nice skin. As far as I knew my lady parts weren't especially deformed. But still, there are other things to worry about, if you get my drift. I just hoped it would help turn him on and speed his refraction.
At least there was plenty of length and enough rigidity to play with. Flopping his manhood over so it pointed down between his legs, I picked it up between my breasts by covering it with them and pushing them together; working gradually to envelope it deep between my breasts and wrap them right around his member, which was still slightly slippery from the juices I'd laid down on it.
But even as I did that, Adam slipped his hand between my legs and started fingering me.
Whether it was the arse view, being able to play with me from behind or the stimulation I wasn't sure - I reminded myself to ask later - but I quickly got a reaction. It lengthened and hardened between my breasts; so rapidly that one downward movement by me caught me off guard and had me get wacked in the jaw by the newly extended tip of it.
Adam was clearly enjoying the titty fuck, but my angle of approach was problematic. His aroused manhood has a strong muscular urge to stand upright. It takes quite a lot of force to even bend it down perpendicular to his body like I do when riding him cowgirl and the stress he puts on his swimwear before its released has to be seen to be believed.
In this case, not being able to fold my spine back at a 90 degree backward angle, I had to bend his manhood below that, pointing down between his legs. Whatever muscle was responsible for keeping it upright was not a happy chappy, even if Adam's noises told me the shaft itself was in a blissful mood.
With its extra length I could lift myself a bit and work the tip, but still I was fighting against an almost irresistible pressure. But, the titty fuck had done its job. I had a full erection to work with and I had a far better way to pleasure it in mind that rubbing it between my breasts; although who was I to second guess the male mind and body?
Reluctantly foregoing Adam's delightful fingering of me, I got off him and turned around, remounting him in a cowgirl position.
I have to be really aroused before I can take Adam into me; both to make sure I'm well lubricated and to be physically able to accept him. His fingering of me had achieved most of that, but I playfully slid my crease up and down his cock a couple of times to wet up its flesh and to pleasure myself.
Adam watched intently as I bent him upwards and lifted myself over the tip of it.
Following my previous approach, I wrapped my hand around Adam's shaft to act as a stopper and brought him in deeply enough to play the tip of his manhood initially against my g spot; the strength of the force trying to return is erection to a body hugging position making for some intense stimulation.
Adam was staring up at me in pleasurable fascination as I concentrated on controlling the movement of his shaft inside me. Always the breast man, he was helping my arousal by bringing his hands up to cup mine and play with my nipples.
When I was getting really, really aroused, I knew it was time for the next step.
I pushed Adam in far enough that he was in contact with my cervix...
"Are you ready to roll over?"
"Yes, are you?"
I lay down on top of him, trying to maintain the same degree of penetration. He wrapped me in his arms and before I knew it, he was on top of me; his strong body resting on mine, his elbows taking the weight of his upper body so that my nipples brushed lightly against his chest.
I felt him shuffling as he brought his knees up under his haunches, letting him carry the weight of his lower body too.
There was something about having Adam on top of me as we lay bound together by his shaft. Something about his strong body being in such a masculine position of sexual dominance as his manhood lay so deep inside my body; however politically incorrect that thought might be.
What's the word for it? Frission? Too soft and way too late for that. It was frission the day I meet him. Arousal? Well, it had something of that effect, but it conveys a message of physical reaction which was part of it, but misses so much of what was really important.
It was in part a sense of surrender. Until now I'd been in complete control with Adam as my passive living dildo. Now I'd handed that control over to Adam. I was his to take, his to dominate, his plaything and it actually made me feel safe, cared for and looked after. An awful lot of trust supported that surrender, but I was confident the trust would be justified.
Maybe that was it. It was a statement of love and of being loved; of finally giving myself body and soul to him.
Adam tested me with a small circling of his hips which mushed the tip of his shaft against my already sensitive cervix
I ran a hand through his hair...
"That's nice."
He lightly mini jerked his hips, causing multiple short, soft jabs against my cervix...
"Ooohhh, that's really nice too."
Having laid the groundwork and satisfied himself about what he could safely do, Adam continued. Lots of mini jerking, interspersed with hip circling. I was the passive recipient of his glorious lovemaking. My hands slid down to rest on his butt, enjoying the feeling of his strong muscular body beneath them as his glutes worked in coordination with the rest of hip structure to being me to orgasm.
I had already been highly aroused before I'd bought him into contact with my cervix. With the added emotional stimulation of Adam being on top, it didn't take long for that first enormous wave of my orgasm to wash though my whole body; pleasurable tingling and vibrations spreading through my entire being.
With that first wave I tensed my body around Adam's massive shaft and lifted my hips up against him; relaxing as the peak of the wave passed, only to tense and lift again as the next one came.
Adam was clearly excited by the reaction he was getting from me, but seemed more than happy to continue to stimulate my cervix to keep the waves rolling. It seemed like it could just go on forever; like I could surrender to a life spent in perpetual orgasm as those waves just kept coming - as did I.
But I could tell my orgasms were having an effect on Adam too. After all he is only just past being a vaginal virgin and there's no way I cannot grip him firmly given the size of his manhood. I felt guilty that I had him barely moving inside me. It was time to let him unleash himself for his own release.
Even as I kept coming, I lifted my left leg high and wrapped it around Adam's hip, because I'd read doing that extended my vagina; smiling at him as I again ran a hand through his hair ...
"Your turn, like in the shower."
Adam knew what I meant. For the first time there he'd got to experience penetrative sex with a proper thrusting, in and out movement. But that had been under my control. Now it was under his; he was in the dominant position, able - being invited - to use my body to pleasure himself in.
Adam gingerly pushed himself into me; testing the depth to which he could go. My lifted leg let him go deeper than before and he was nearly fully penetrated before he found himself again mushed up against my cervix. He took a moment to circle and gently thrust against it; sending my orgasm around another wave of full body tingling and vibrations.
Then he withdrew; groaning in pleasure as his tightly held shaft slid half out of my slippery vagina. He groaned louder as he thrust back in again; slowing right down just before he again gently mushed against my cervix.
The next withdrawal and thrust was faster; but still with that same last moment braking for the gentle cervical mush. He had my body in repeated spasms of orgasm.
For the first time I found the courage and presence of mind to grip him more tightly. Until that moment I'd let his thick shaft and its stretching of my vagina do that for me.
His groaning doubled in volume. Excited, his withdrawals and thrusts grew faster; stopping well before he bottomed out to let him withdraw and thrust uninhibitly. I could feel every muscle in his body tensing with the power of his unleashed excitement. That alone could have extended my orgasm, but the fact was my receptive body was being massively stimulated by what he was doing, even without the cervical mashing. The rubbing of my g spot, the brushing of my nipples against his chest, even the occasional contact of my clit with his pubis or the top of his balls were driving me wildly into wave after wave of climax in a way I'd never experienced before.
I knew he couldn't last long. Way too soon his groans were interrupted by a short sharp...
"Oohh"
He froze at the top of his thrust; maybe scared that his climax with drive him to thrust hurtfully into me in the throes of it. But because it was frozen, I got once again to feel every stage of it. That first surge, which I've always interpreted as his final attempt to delay it, the swelling of his manhood, and especially the bell at the top of his shaft and then those all-important pulses that drive his seed powerfully up the length of his erection and expel it forcefully against my cervix.
With that first pulse, Adam bellowed out a groan...
"OOOOOHHHHHH"
Each subsequent pulse renewing his bellow, the second one even louder...
"Oh my god, OOHH...OOOHH...AAHHHHHHHHH"
After about the third, he collapsed down onto me, going through another two diminished pulses as he groaned in my ear. As he lay there, I thought it was over; rather pleased that it seemed to have been a good one. Probably the best I'd seen him have yet.
Suddenly his whole body shuddered...
"Oooohhhh...mmmmmmm"
I felt his erection shaking, short thrusting and just maybe mini pulsing inside me.
Twice he repeated that. It was something I'd never seen a guy - OK, I only had Sven to go by - do before.
I waited until he'd settled and it was clearly over...
"What were they about?"
"I donno. I've never felt it before. It was like some great little series of additional climaxes. Like my body had found a few more drops of cum deep within my balls and decided to give you those too. They felt great though. And that was after a new all time record for my best climax ever."
"Yea, well, that's what happens when you finally get to use your cock like it was designed to be used."
I ran my hand through his hair as he rested down deeper on top of me; transferring enough weight onto me to let me feel his presence without crushing me. He was still hard. I almost felt like asking if 'it' wanted more. But where a man's concerned 'it' always wants more. It would have been a silly question. Eventually it started to soften. With the size of even Adam's flaccid cock, it's not that hard for him to maintain penetration with it. But there comes a point he's not plugging me enough any more. Adam drops a big load. Either you break away and clean up or you're lying in a wet mess.
Any how, I had plans for this moment. Adam refracts quickly but his size is a bit hard on my poor pussy. I needed to do some erotic body maintenance before he really did want more.
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This is a sequel to my Unexpected Threesome series.
During the course of a cruise in the Pacific on his yacht, Ned collected a number of young lovers; many at the same time. Some reluctantly sought out partners their own age when the trip was over. But Amy, then 30 and Liddy, then 55 elected to stay with him in a polygamous relationship.
Now, 5 years on, the world is dealing with a Wuhan Virus crisis.
***
When the first rumblings of the virus hit, Liddy was back in New York for the birth of her first grandchild. She had planned to be there for three months. Little did we know as we said goodbye to her it would be much, much longer than that.
At first, Amy had revelled in having me to herself. We were still waiting for the so called effervesce of Amy's sexual appetite to burn itself out. If her insatiability was supposed to be due to enjoying the benefit of a truly loving relationship for the first time since escaping the violence, abuse and rape imposed upon her for a decade by her former partner back in London, it was taking a long time to wear off.
True, we had for a while got down to an average of sex only once a day; less than the twice a day habit that had been sustained for quite a while after we'd first settled down back in Australia with Liddy making the threesome. There were even days she went without; although averaged out by those where she still called for my services twice in the same day.
I wasn't complaining. It was a treat having a loving partner who was little more than half my age and she was beautiful in mind and as a companion as much as in body.
She was certainly beautiful in body. Five years had done nothing to change the perfection of her countenance or her body. The latter was slim, strong but feminine with flowing auburn sun bleached hair that cascaded half way down her back and, reflecting her mixed heritage with Mediterranean origins and growing up in sunless England, her skin was of a glowing, flawless light olive complexion.
She was shapely in that stunning athletic sort of way; a flat stomach, sculptured bottom, shapely legs and last but not least, the most perfect breasts capped by the most delightful puffy nipples. Her breasts were slightly too large for her slim frame and still nearly as perky as the day they'd first been revealed to me; whatever little sag they'd developed over the last five years simply made her appear more womanly. But between you and me (and her, because she's well aware of it), the piece de resistance was her mons. Swollen to Goldilocks proportions but not beyond, it projected proudly with the graceful curve of the prow of a great ocean liner and a pronounced crease that went half way up its vertical height. It just screamed sexuality.
If I sound a bit obsessed about her body, you're not wrong. It has always drawn me and aroused me; embarrassingly so in public sometimes. Strangely Amy has done nothing but encourage that obsession. When she had to share me on a yacht with up to three other crew women (or screw girls as they came to refer to themselves as), she knew it was her competitive advantage; one she played for all it was worth, and still does to offset any advantage she might feel Liddy has with the extra maturity she brings to our emotional relationship. But beyond that, her former abusive partner made a point of making her feel frumpy and ugly. Until she escaped him, she had not the slightest inkling of her attractiveness, so for Amy feeling truly attractive and beautiful was a completely new and pleasurable experience she chose to immerse herself completely in.
Since finally emotionally casting off the oppressive downbeat burden her former partner had imposed on her and discovering both her inner and physical beauty, she has raised to a fine art dressing herself in a way that attracts the male eye. She delights in basking in the male attention her physical beauty attracts and she relishes her ability to twist any male around her little finger, reduce them to jelly and get them to do whatever she desires. And yet, she does it with such genuine charm, grace and kindness that no -one, not even other women, resent her for it.
And just for me, she pays no less attention to her intimate clothing; those few items that are the last to come off - or not come off, given another of Amy's little peculiarities - before we engage in passionate sex. Her favourites are her bikinis. Still worn by Amy whenever it's warm enough and often as underwear. What all the screw girls called their 'fuck me' bikinis because they were specifically chosen and worn - when we wore anything on the yacht - to keep my testosterone up and me in a near constant state of arousal in the hope that would help me meet their not insubstantial sexual needs.
Much more subtle than mere stringy thongs and postage stamp sized nipple covering, they teased, highlighted and suggested while still being adequate to perform their role as actual clothing. They were and are certainly minimal. Pants that aren't quite wide enough at the front to completely cover her mons, leaving little strips of delightful mons flesh between the leg seam and her thigh and Brazilian cut at the back in a way that highlights her shapely bottom, not just acts as bum crack floss. Tops that show under boob, side boob and cleavage but still support and highlight her breasts and both made of gossamer like material that more than hint at the delights that lay beneath.
Why Ellen's and Issie's husbands are so tolerant of them still wearing their fuck me outfits and flirting with me whenever we get together or they crew on the yacht in a race with me, always puzzled me; and did so even after Ellen admitted her husband knew he got the best sex of the week after a day spent on the yacht with the screw girls, their partners and me and was himself inclined to end up jizzing all over Ellen's fuck me bikinis that night before taking them off her and really getting down to business for another round.
Initially, in her naivety, Amy didn't realise how often she'd attract persistent suitors with her glowing beauty. At first, a little overwhelmed, she'd just retreat into the centre of the group of other screw girls who were and remain her best friends. But even there, she's learnt to charmingly divert the excessive attention; making it clear she's in a committed relationship and completely unavailable while still making the suitor feel special enough to satisfy his ego.
But I've been diverted. Regular readers of the Unexpected Threesome series know all this already. Where were we?
Ah yes; the onset of the Wuhan Virus and Liddy being trapped overseas.
At first Amy enjoyed having me to herself. It wasn't just the additional intimacy of sex when she was the only other person in the house. After all, because Liddy worked night shifts at the hospital where she was a doctor, she often slept in a separate bed and her sexual needs were usually satisfied by two or three times a week. So Amy had plenty of one on one time with me. Surprising though it was to me, part of her enjoyment with Liddy being away was, I'd suppose you'd call it, having sole possession of me while we were out and about and by virtue of that, being able to enjoy more public displays of affection.
As a threesome, we tended to be quite inclusive. If we went shopping, it was often the three of us. And I'd have to admit, in those circumstance, Amy was often assumed by others to be our child - or at least Liddy's child. She had the same figure as Amy (even if Liddy's breasts are surgically enhanced), the same skin and same hair. Even her facial features were similar. It was only their accents - Amy's understated refined British and Liddy's New Yorker - that might have raised doubts. Occasionally we might all hold hands, but Amy wanted to be able to more positively lay claim to me.
Plus she got a chance to be taken out to romantic dinners more often.
But she found there were downsides. Her abusive partner had essentially locked her up and closed down any social avenues for her. Now freed, Amy had refound her extroverted, outgoing nature. Before the virus closedown, she might have been able to organise dates with the rest of the Screw Girls and other of the innumerable friends she'd made without the slightest effort since she'd settled down in Australia. But there was still something missing. She'd actually enjoyed the intimacy of having another women in the house; more so because Liddy too had suffered a period of domestic violence, giving them a natural affiliation. And surprisingly, she started missing the group sex.
Of course, once the virus close down started, she had to work online from home and her world suddenly closed in, then Liddy's absence really made a difference.
On line socialisation is just not the same; especially for someone as tactile as Amy had become.
For Amy, there could only be one outlet. Sex. Once a day quickly became three times a day. She'd sit at her desk in her bikini working and then hunt me out when she took a break for lunch and again as soon as she'd finished work for the day. I couldn't help wonder, as she dealt in her most professional manner with a client just after lunch, whether they could even picture the fact the woman they were talking to had just finished screaming her guts out through multiple orgasms and was sitting at her desk in a tiny bikini whose crotch was now wet with a combination of her juices and the discharge of my cum. Even if she had to do Facetime, she'd just slip a blouse over her bikini top, but the pants were still no less tiny and damp.
Add to that the morning sex which had always been our morning routine and I'd have to say my testosterone level was only just keeping up with Amy's demands. It wasn't that she didn't still have a powerful effect on me when she teased me and flaunted herself at me, but with her working all day, her available tease time to sex time ratio was running a bit close to the mark.
But Amy wasn't the only cause of sexual complications the virus caused.
When Liddy first went away, our daily calls were pretty tame. The sort of 'how are you', 'how's everyone' standard conversation you have when people are away. Of course the birth of the baby gave whole new lines of conversation, but still, they quickly were reduced to the same repetitive banality. I never was very good at these sort of things. Fortunately Amy sat in on the calls with me and she and Liddy could be relied on to establish and long and entertaining conversation and banter to fill in for my inadequacies.
I'd noticed when Liddy had packed to leave, she'd included her old sex toys. The one's she had on her previous yacht before she'd transferred to mine and become one of the Screw Girls. She hadn't had any need for them since, and even less need since we'd been ashore and she'd decided her ambition in life was to work through with me the Kama Sutra and every other sex manual she could find to make up for the fact the missionary position was the only sex she'd had for the first 30 years of her adult life. I will admit, some of the positions were just not suitable for our age, so we skipped them. And let's just say, others weren't our thing.
But as the time away drew longer, I at first detected something of a hesitation by Liddy towards the end of our calls. It was as if she wanted to say something but didn't have the courage. I started to worry she was trying to tell me she never wanted to come back and we were heading in the direction of what amounted to a divorce. I didn't get the sense of a falling out; I simply worried that the time with her family in the States had made her realise she wanted that more than me.
And that worried me. I valued my relationship with Liddy as much as that with Amy. Amy was right that Liddy's competitive advantage was that she was closer to my age and we shared so much in common through sharing that time on the planet - even if it had been in different countries.
The issue was driving me crazy. Eventually as Liddy went into a serious hesitation as we were starting to end a call, I found the courage to ask her; bracing myself for the bad news.
"Liddy, is there something you're trying to talk about? You seem to be holding back."
Even over Skype I could see her blush. It told me it was serious. I gulped in painful anticipation as I prepared for her answer and she visibly fumbled to get words out.
"I'm desperately missing our sex. Can we think about experimenting with some virtual sex together?"
I nearly fell on the floor laughing; as much in relief as amusement. But I had to suppress most of my merriment because I certainly wasn't laughing at Liddy. I recovered my composure enough to ask, with as straight a face as I could...
"What do you have in mind?"
I saw Liddy turn to the side...
"Just a second."
She got up and disappeared from view. I heard a door close and a latch operated before she returned in front of me.
"I don't know, but I somehow want you involved. I've been seeing to my own needs like I did on the yacht before I joined you, but it just completely lacks any intimacy."
I looked at her. Liddy was as much one of the Screw Girls as the younger ones and dressed herself as such; maybe more so now, since she had a vested interest in the outcome. She was dressed in the tight leggings and figure hugging plunging neck t shirts she wore in cooler weather at home. I'd noticed she'd made an effort to dress for me for each of our calls; although whether that was just for me or because her wardrobe had little else in it, I couldn't be sure. I cast an eye across to Amy sitting next to me before blurting out...
"Stand up and turn around for me."
Liddy complied; putting her arms out to the side as she slowly revolved in front of me. The view I had was from the top of her knees to just above where her nipples rested inside her shirt. It was easy to admire her figure. Just the smallest tummy bulge interfered with the slim line of her torso from where her t shirt was drawn in tightly under her breasts to where a slight camel toe hinted at the crease that lay beneath. As she turned, the shapely line of her bottom came into view; the expensive yoga pants she was wearing drawn into her bum crack to highlight the shape of her cheeks.
I wasn't entirely sure why I'd asked her to do that. Maybe it was a way for me to reengage in her sexuality; just to have a perve so to speak, as a form of foreplay.
"Can you take off your shirt?"
Liddy took it off, revealing a familiar skimpy red bralet. Liddy's breasts were probably a c cup, but being, shall we say, not what nature gave (or failed to give) her, didn't really need any support. At home, she often went braless or just wore one of her small bikini tops as one. But if she had to go out, especially in a professional context, wore a bralet like that one; as much to suppress the nipple display as anything - although they only partly succeeded in doing that.
The red was her seduction colour. So it seemed she had dressed prepared, just lacking the courage to start it all.
Amy chipped in...
"Liddy, would you like me to leave?"
"No, I'd like you to stay. In fact, as I thought about this, I wondered if it might work better if you played an active role so to speak."
I looked at Amy who looked back at me. My interpretation of that was that Amy and I were basically going to create a live sex show for Liddy to masturbate to. I didn't think there was any doubt Amy thought the same.
Amy was still in one of the fuck me bikinis, so I thought I'd better reduce Liddy to the same state of dress...
"Can you take your leggings off now?"
Liddy laid on the floor in front of the computer camera and lifted her hips as she slipped her leggings off her body to reveal the tiny sexy red string sided microfiber briefs that matched her bralet.
Amy chipped in again...
"Liddy, I'm going to take Ned's t shirt off."
Amy and I had been sitting out at the pool before we came in for the call, so I had nothing more on than the t shirt I'd slipped over my racing briefs type swimmers to make the call.
"Hey Liddy, he'd got boner in his speedos already."
"Give him a full horizontal and let me see it."
Amy made me stand up, slipped her hand down the inside of my swimmers and pushed my erection out horizontal; making sure it was captured there by the way the stretchy material sheathed it. As she withdrew her hand, she slid it along the material covering the upper surface of my shaft, making it surge powerfully, stretching out the material further as it struggled unsuccessfully to return to the vertical.
"That's a sight I've been missing seeing."
The reason the full horizontal has a name is because it was one of the standard prick teasing ploys the Screw Girls used on the yacht and Amy and Liddy since. Indeed, on the yacht, there was almost a competition to see who could induce the best one; but it wasn't always a precursor to sex, often just a testosterone building game.
"Do you want me to lay Amy down in front of the camera and play with her?"
"Yes. That's how I thought it might work."
We set the laptop up on the floor. Amy laid down between me and the laptop at I distance I thought would give Liddy a view of her from her neck to upper thighs. I squatted next to her on the side away from the laptop; trying to make sure Liddy had a good view of the full horizontal.
I watched as Liddy did the same at her end. The view we had was a bit truncated; only going down as far as the top of her panties.
"Liddy, can you move further back a bit?"
Liddy complied, creating the view of her that I was trying to give her of Amy.
"That's good Liddy. What can you see of Amy?"
"From the bottom of her chin to about half way down her thighs."
I reached over and pulled the laptop just a smidgen towards us to shorten her perspective, aware as I did that Liddy would have got a view down the stretched out drawstring of my swimmers at the flesh of the hardened base of my erection.
"Is that a better framed view?"
"I liked everything I saw."
"Good."
It was at this point I had to remember who I was really pleasuring here. Amy is inclined to like her bikini left on, certainly through a lot of foreplay and just occasionally right through the sex. Liddy is definitely a get naked and down to it person. I looked down at Amy's breasts, framed perfectly by the small burnt orange slide tri bikini top that moulded itself tightly over about a third of their flesh. Already her nipples were towering peaks pushing up the thin unlined material. Tempting though it was to play with them as they were, I angled this towards Liddy's needs.
I slipped my hand under Amy's back and found one of the tie strings, pulling it to release the knot. Then I pulled the top off her breasts and over her head, the long slender strings trailing in its wake.
"As you can see, I've taken Amy's top off."
I watched as Liddy arched her back to get a hand around to release the clasp of her bralet, then slipped the shoulder straps off her arms to expose her breasts.
"Just a second guys, there's some things I'm going to need."
Liddy sat up and disappeared from view. She placed some objects out of our line of visions, fiddling with them for a few moments before lying back down.
"OK, ready now."
I decided there was no point telling Liddy what I was doing to Amy when she could see that for herself. But I did want her to know...
"So Liddy, I'm going to start doing stuff, but you can direct this. Just tell me if you want something different."
I felt Amy's hand wack me on the bottom.
"So you're just 'doing stuff' are you, not making love to us."
I smirked but otherwise ignored her as I stared down at her beautiful breasts.
I brought a hand across to start playing with a nipple; watching as Liddy played with one of her own. Already tightened, Amy's nipple grew further into a hard jutting edifice, sitting on the raised plinth of her puffy areola.



Amy's hand circled my sheathed erection and started lightly jerking it. There was no reason for me not to be naked - I knew that would be Liddy's preference. So without interfering with my nipple play, I raised myself up on my knees and slipped my pants off; removing Amy's hand for just long enough to transfer it to the flesh of the shaft itself.
I wasn't sure if I should only do stuff that Liddy could effectively duplicate, but eventually decided to lick Amy's spare nipple anyway. As I craned my head to watch Liddy's reaction, her hand disappeared for a moment and came back with what I took to be a dollop of lube whereupon she proceeded to tease up her other nipple to the same tower as she'd brought the first one too.
Amy can readily have nipple orgasms - too readily sometimes - so I wasn't really surprised when the sounds of her growing arousal were distracting my focus on watching Liddy on the screen. That wasn't entirely a bad thing. I had noticed during group sex that Amy's arousal was contagious to Liddy and as I looked back at Liddy, I could see it was having some effect.
It was time to step it up.
Most of the girls - but Liddy especially - liked me stroking up and down the area between their navel and the turn of their mons. So while still licking Amy's nipple, I slid the hand playing the other nipple down her stomach into that area; running it up and down a few time; at first over the top of her bikini bottoms. I watched as Liddy copied me, the licking of Amy's nipple still pointing Amy towards an early orgasm.
At this point, Amy would have preferred me to slip my fingers inside her pants, but Liddy was much more a pants off person. I spent a few moments admiring and being even more aroused by the sight of Amy's mound pushing out the tightly fitting spandex of her bikini pants, noting how the fine line of dimple that normally runs through it, showing the line of her crease, was now two pronounced dimples separated by a hollow. I couldn't resist the temptation to run my fingers along the erotically exposed flesh between the leg seam and her thigh and once through the hollow.
But I was meant to be doing this for Liddy. I tugged at Amy's bikini bottoms, inducing her to lift her hips so I could pull them down her legs. Liddy saw me do that and dropped her own off, lifting her legs vertically so she could get the right off with sitting up.
Liddy knew what was coming. Her hand disappeared for a moment and reappeared with another dollop of lube. I slipped my finger through Amy's crease. As I knew she would be, she was highly aroused. Her vagina was open and I could easily have penetrated her with three fingers. But it was too early for that. I had to match Liddy's path of arousal. Using the lubrication of the juices flowing from her sex, I slid my finger up through Amy's crease until I felt her bud; swollen, the hood drawn back to expose it. Amy let out a not inconsiderable moan and lifted her hips to the pleasure of that first touch.
I watched as Liddy copied my action; moving quickly to where her clit would be, but rubbing it more vigorously than I had with my first touching up of Amy. As I lightly stroked Amy's clit a couple more times I was quickly reminded of why I'd been approaching her with a light touch. Already on the verge of an orgasm from the stimulation of her nipples, she came, a loud moan accompanied by the tensing of her thighs around my hand and the throwing up of her hips. Liddy would know her well enough to expect nothing less. At least she wasn't screaming yet; although no doubt that would come. Liddy would also know that would be the first of many orgasms Amy will have by the time we've attended to sating Liddy's more desperate needs.
Given how easily and how often she comes to a loving touch during love making, it still both astounds and angers me that her brutal, abusive partner had never once given her the pleasure of an orgasm and the first time in her life that she'd cum was the first night I'd fingered her on the yacht.
Without making it obvious to Liddy, I backed off Amy's sensitive clit as she orgasmed, instead penetrating her with two fingers to give her contractions something to clench against, while still stimulating her nipple to prolong the orgasm.
Amy's orgasm seemed to have a positive effect on Liddy. I could tell she was breathing more heavily and moaning quietly in the way she does as she gets excited. She again reached off screen and her hand came back with a mini vibrator which she held to her clit, moving it up and down with increasing vigour to complement the vibration.
As soon as Amy's orgasm settle enough, I started fingering her clit again, doing it with a really obvious and enthuastic action that was more a show for Liddy than optimising Amy's arousal. Not that it mattered. It was quickly obvious we'd brought Amy to that state where her first orgasm is simply a precursor to those that follow; each more intense and delivered with ever louder vocals. I hoped that door in the apartment Liddy was sharing with her daughter's family was soundproof or Liddy had the sound down low.
It wasn't long before Amy came again, this time accompanied by a groan that approached one of her full on screams. But the sight and the sound of it worked a treat for Liddy. With a final frantic use of her vibrator, she quickly followed Amy's orgasm with her own; moaning loudly enough that it may not have mattered whether she had Amy's sound turned down or not. I half expected to hear a background knock on the wall and a call for more decorum coming from the next room - if not the next apartment.
But that wasn't to be the end of it. Just the warm up. If this was to be Liddy's frustration breaker, it had to follow closer to our usual script.
After Liddy had come down from her first orgasm I moved down to kneel between Amy's thighs, lifting up her butt so I could slide my thighs under it, having her rest on them.
I knew Liddy had a large dildo vibrator in her armory. I was setting up Amy for what the Screw Girls call a G Spot banger because that seemed to offer Liddy the best inspiration for its use, even if it was likely to send Amy right over the edge and have her scream the house down.
Liddy would have had a pretty good view of my erection in profile rise up from between Amy's thighs up near her crotch. I could see her staring at it. And she would have had absolutely no doubt as to what was to follow. If I was actually making love to Liddy, I might have taken a different approach. When she wasn't wanting to try some new position that tied us both up in knots, she was inclined to more intimate sex; something deeply penetrating and leaving time for caressing and maybe leading to a cervical orgasm. Not the high energy, fast climax delivery Amy was about to get.
But above all, Liddy needed a show, and this would definitely be a show.
Amy enthuastically lifted her hips up to receive me as I elevated myself on my knees and bent my shaft down to penetrate her. With both hands then freed, I supported her hips a bit higher to ensure my thrusts were directed upwards towards the front wall of her vagina.
Amy's G Spot is quite shallowly located. I slowly thrust in and withdrew, warming her up as I judged the arc of what would soon become my enthuastic thrusting. The danger with the shallowness of Amy's target area is that it's very easy to pop out in the heat of the moment and quite awkward and spoils the flow of the sex to repenetrate, so there's a premium on getting it right.
Amy hummed with delight at my initial thrusts as I watched Liddy penetrate herself with what I thought was a rather oversize dildo, the main shaft of which was performing some gymnastics that I doubt a real one would be capable of, while a pair of little rabbit ears seemed ready to gnaw hungrily at her clit.
Satisfied that Liddy was ready, I started to thrust in and out of Amy, jerking my hips up to push heavily against her g spot with every inward movement. Clearly Liddy's dildo was designed for rapid thrusting and that wasn't what I had in mind for Amy. Rather the enthusiasm was in the firmness of the inward thrust; raking her g spot before pleasuring myself with a satisfying degree of penetration and withdrawing for the next thrust; all delivered at a pace that would build Amy to her usual climax.
I watched as Liddy held her dildo at a depth of penetration that let would have the twists of the main shaft rub away at the g spot, adding only a little in and out movement to complement the twisting and leaving the rabbit ears to vibrate away in mid air.
But as was predictable, Amy quickly started stealing the show. What started as low moans soon built until her groans became almost screams. I could feel her vagina tightening and releasing on my shaft as she squeezed every last drop of pleasure from each thrust. The climax broke with her all too familiar string of profanities (surprising given her usual refined speech)...
"Oh shit...oh fuck...shit...aaaahhhhhhhh...Oh my god...oh my god...oooooooooohhhhhhh..."
In the normal world, the woman's climax might signal it was time for the male to have his turn. That's not how it works with Amy. Especially if she's been fingered to a warm up climax first, she comes so quickly you're not even wanting to come yet and she'd be might displeased if you did. For her it's just the start of a rolling series of prolonged orgasms; where you're never sure where one stops and the next one starts. Which always begs the question of when is it time to start seeing to your own pleasure.
In this case the answer was easy. When Liddy found her climax.
Fortunately for me, this particular technique isn't one that brews me up too quickly. The shallow penetration and angle of entry doesn't provide the best feeling of penetration, even if the visual stimulation of looking down and watching my shaft move in and out of Amy's rather delightful snatch is pretty intense. It was just as well, because while Amy had slipped into her constant state of climax, Liddy was taking her time.
She was no longer focused on the view of us, looking straight up as she focused internally. As I watched, I could see it was clearly building as she worked the dildo inside her body and against her g spot. With the rabbit ears of the dildo nowhere near their target zone, she brought her other hand down to play with her clit as well.
Her moaning became louder - at least by Liddy standards; although could barely be picked up above Amy's continuous near screams.
I could see her body start to tense as her face contorted her mouth into a tight circle.
Suddenly, she let out a loud... "Aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh".
Her whole body tightened as she lifted her hips and swayed them from side to side, a long mournful moan then accompanying the slow deflation of her climax.
With the dildo still inside her she turned towards us and smiled at me. It was a signal for me to go. I eased Amy's butt back onto the floor, her orgasms seemingly continuing as, without losing penetration of her, I repositioned myself first with my legs between hers and then, one at a time, outside hers, eventually squatting on my haunches up alongside her thighs.
That gave me all the movement I wanted without squashing Amy.
Normally at this time I'd just go for moderately fast, full depth thrusting to give me the best orgasm; especially since Amy would be squeezing me. But Liddy still had that dildo inside her. Whether it was still doing that twisting thing I didn't know, but I thought I could offer her something more visually exciting than the usual, fairly certain Amy would be up for anything I was likely to offer.
I withdrew to the point of nearly withdrawing and gave Amy a powerful full depth thrust that all but lifted her hips of the ground and certainly made her lovely breasts wobble. The loud grunt I delivered with it wasn't put on; it simply signified the effort that went into it.
After twisting around inside her for a pleasurable moment, I withdrew for the next one.
It wasn't really intended to send Amy into overdrive again, but I just didn't consider the fact it was raking across her g spot and fairly firmly touching up her cervix (which Ellen tells me is almost certainly the explanation for Amy's unusually prolonged orgasms; I suppose I should have discussed it with Amy by now).
Amy was still in that non stop orgasm mode; constantly moaning in a way that might still have been the old one or might be a new one. But on the third thrust, all that changed. She exploded into another screaming profanity charged climax; this time wrapping her arms around me, lifting her butt off the floor and furiously pumping my shaft with her flailing hips in an almost manic way. With her gripping it tightly, what had been a controlled situation suddenly had me brewing up rapidly into what was delivered as a monster uncontrolled climax of my own. As our passions overtook us, we ended up rolling around on the floor, thrusting madly but uncoordinatedly at each other until we were both burnt out. Finally we giggled to a stop when it was all over.
Only then could I take a moment to turn back towards Liddy; ready to apologise for not delivering the slow burn display I intended to give her time for any further action of her own.
I didn't get a chance to. It seemed passion must have been just as powerful as slow burn. Liddy eyes were closed, her mouth circled around a groan and her hand gripped the dildo in her snatch as she writhed in her own climax.
Still lying on top of Amy and penetrated into her, we waited for Liddy to rejoin us. As she opened her eyes, she broke into a smile.
"That was great guys. Just what I needed, even if I would like to be home. Can we do it again next week?"
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Liddy had been too subdued by the intensity of her orgasms to really talk much as we wound up after our impromptu exercise in Skype (or whatever it is you use these days) sex. Clearly she had been flooded with Oxytocin, but without a physical body to hug, she could do little but offer up a stream of sincere, softly spoken thank yous before we rung off.
In a way I was pleasantly surprised she was missing sex with me so much. When she'd first come aboard the yacht all those years ago, she was fairly shocked, not just by the fact there were already three younger women sleeping with me on it, but as much by the fact sex was a daily demand for most of them.
She'd inferred that after a while sex surely became a bit of a take it or leave it thing for older women; nice in controlled doses, but something that could quickly become a burden if there was too much of it and the absence of which was no big deal. Her cynical approach at that time may not have been helped by the abusive nature of her short lived second marriage after her first much loved husband had died in a car accident.
It had been Liddy who had coined the "effervescence" description of Amy's completely over the top sexual appetite; inferring it was something that would soon run out of bubbles.
Well many years on, and Amy is still effervescing. And Liddy did a pretty good job of effervescing herself for a while, eventually settling down to the two to three times a week we were having sex just before she left to visit her daughter in New York.
It was a chirpier Liddy that Amy and I spoke to by Skype the following day. However, there had been consequences of the previous day's activities. The noise of Amy's profanity strewn orgasmic screams and even, it appears, Liddy's far from quiet moans, had penetrated through into the other rooms where her daughter, son in law and new born baby were sitting. Liddy seemed amused by how shocked her daughter had been. Shocked that her mother had Skype sex, shocked by the fact that it was effectively a threesome and shocked by the intensity of it, let alone the profanities. Then there was the usual yuck factor of any child in contemplating their parent having sex.
Her daughter may have been aware, even accepting, that Liddy was in a polygamous relationship, but confronting the reality of it was another thing.
But probably Liddy's real amusement lay in seeing how much of her former self she'd built into her daughter. Liddy had been brought up in a very conservative Jewish family. She remained amused by the contradiction of her mother insisting that Liddy, then still a teenager, get sizable breast implants to give her the sort of bustle or bulge, in the very modest, figure hiding, clothing they wore, which would attract a good Jewish boy as her husband.
She'd had no complaints about the outcome. Her surgeon husband of 30 years had been good and kind, if a tad unadventurous and probably on the high functioning end of the Asperger's spectrum. But while that had meant nothing but missionary sex for those thirty years, over time they'd effectively become non-practicing, even if they hadn't outright rejected their faith and the community around it. The rejection of it for Liddy came when the community - including her parents - shoe horned her into her second abusive marriage and rejected her when she abandoned it; but that's another story.
But it seemed her daughter had been left behind somewhere along the trail of conservatism while her mother broke out.
Anyway, headphones were a definite necessity for the next time.
We spoke with her daily during the rest of the week, but I was soon to find out that Amy was having additional conversations dealing with topics well outside those covered in our group one.
Amy's an interesting character now her extroverted self has been allowed to escape. One of the sides to her that endears her to others is that she'll always go the extra mile to help someone else to the best possible outcome. So it turned out to be with the Skype sex with Liddy. Amy had followed up with Liddy on the good and the less good with what had occurred and set out to deal with the less good. I think some fairly explicit details had been gone into, so I could understand why the girls decided to deal with it between themselves.
A package arrived during the week for Amy and as she opened it, she showed me a stereoscopic camera with optional head or hand held mounts; sort of like a stereoscopic GoPro.
It seems that one limitation for Liddy had been the side view of the whole thing. To use my own phrase to describe the issue, for Liddy it had been a porn show to masturbate to and while it worked quite nicely because it was Amy and me as the actors, something more immersive in its point of view might work better.
Amy had done enough research to know it could all be hooked up through the internet to artificial reality goggles Liddy would be wearing, without us risking going public with the connection - or so I hoped anyway. Plus Liddy's goggles would have earpieces to stop Amy's screams from being quite as public.
I was a bit more sceptical about the other modification to the arrangement, but happy to plead total ignorance. Amy told me Liddy had trouble keeping the dildo in when she wanted to use her hands elsewhere or just not have them between her legs in a way that spoilt the constructed reality. So they were going to use a tightly drawn up pair of bikini pants, the crotch pulled aside or returned into place as the need arose, to keep it in place; the inference being Amy would wear a matching pair to maintain the point of view consistency.
I was sceptical because sex with her bikini still on is one of Amy's little occasional peculiarities, something I'm happy to indulge because the origin of it goes back to her own abusive relationship. Plus the twisting movement on that dildo looked as though it would drill through concrete. I didn't see how a pair of bikini pants would stop it worming its way out. But who was I to judge such things against Amy's reassurances they would do a satisfactory job.
When the next date night (for want of a more literal description) came around, Amy had spent the morning on line with Liddy setting things up and testing it. I think there was some fairly explicit discussion occurred, so I left them to it; not doubting I would be told what my job was when the time came.
Ten minutes before we were due to set up the conference, Amy came to me...
"OK, lets go in and discuss the script."
"Script?"
"Yes, you need to know what Liddy wants from you and how we're going to give her that."
Amy had already turned and started to walk towards the room, so I followed her. As we went in the door, I could see Amy had been busy.
There was a sheet covered mattress in the centre of the room. At the foot was an empty chair. At the head was a low stool with our large laptop set up, open and already booted up. At the side of the mattress was the headset camera Amy would be wearing.
She pointed to the empty chair...
"Right, strip naked and sit there."
As I started to take my clothes off, Amy slipped her light summer dress over her head to reveal she was in her black bikini. It was, like all her bikinis, very 'fuck me' in its style. The front piece of the small string sided pants wasn't quite wide enough to completely cover the width of her mound, although it was the height of a normal low rider bikini, not one with a mound dipping waistband. The top was the usual too small slide, string tie, triangle one; displaying under boob, side boob and cleavage all at once. I knew the pants were quite tight fitting; having struggled to get them off while pinning her to a bed as she anxiously waited for me to penetrate her on more than one occasion.
I also knew Liddy had one exactly the same. Given the similarity of their figures and overall appearance, they sometimes played a convincing version of twins, or if not, mother/daughter, by them both wearing them to the beach. Whether she had them with her was another matter.
Amy looked at me with serious intent; like a school mistress about to address a seniors' sex class.
"What Liddy wants is uncontrolled passion. No mucking about, no forepay, no fingering, don't even try to bang or rake her g spot. Just penetrate and go for it like you can't resist dropping a load in her for a moment longer. Sort of an extreme 'go the animal' on her."
"But she, I mean you, won't be ready for me."
"We're going to lie on our backs and finger ourselves first. You can watch from that seat. Maybe sit on the edge with your legs apart so she can see your cock dangle down before it grows and give her a good show of you playing with yourself in building excitement. Then at the right moment, she just wants you to lose it and throw yourself upon her; and by that I mean me."
"What's the right moment?"
"When she says 'now'. Since she can't actually put her arms around you, she just wants to lie back and pretend she's taking it. That's why she wants the dildo jammed up there. So I'm not going to hold you either to make the visual accord with her own actions. You just take me with as much passion as you can muster; although I'm going to give you the best ever display of me fingering myself to help you along. Really, in the ideal world, you'd do this great act of going from just sitting there playing with yourself to losing control and all but throwing yourself on me. But we know you're not the world's best actor."
The last couple of sentences were delivered with a grin, but the tone of Q out of James Bond asking 007 to bring the car back in one piece and try and keep up.
"Why the big uncontrolled passion thing?"
"Ned, Ned, Ned. Liddy can finger herself to a climax any time she wants. Orgasms aren't the problem. The lacking of another human is. There's all sorts of emotions she'd like to feel instead of doing it by herself. But the only way we can transmit feeling over the internet is by ramping up the visuals. For the moment, passion is the easiest one to convey from 10,000 km away, so we're going to do that first. And no, you're not going to hurt me. We've dealt with all that before. Make it look real; don't fluff about with niceties."
The Screw Girls always had me on this issue; Amy more than the others. They wanted me to go the animal on them. I was mortified about hurting them, so never quite gave them what they wanted - at least at first. With Amy there was the additional issue of her frequent past rape by her abusive partner. I knew for Amy the point of difference was the rapes were delivered with force and threats, but never passion. She wanted to feel the love and desire that goes with that passion. But still, it never felt right to me.
Now the rules had been tightened again. Fluffing about was specifically banned. And somehow I had to ramp up the visuals in the process.
We'd run out of time. Amy turned to establish the connection. Liddy popped up on the screen of the laptop at the other end of the mattress. Predictably, she did have on the black bikini that matched Amy's. As she lay down, the view I had of her was one looking down from above her body. The camera was seemingly located a meter or so over her crotch and aimed so as to cover the field from her mid thighs to the top of her head. My god, she was beautiful. Not just for her age - although she was certainly that - but in absolute terms. There were good reasons she and Amy could almost pass themselves off as twins. Her figure was just as nubile as any 20 year old and those large perfectly formed breasts sat temptingly under the small triangles pathetically failing in their attempt to cover them, her skin still youthful because for the first 50 years of her life it had not been kissed by the sun.
In the bottom right corner was the insert of the view Liddy had of us; but without the stereoscopic vision. As Amy settled down and adjusted it, the view of us flipped about all over the place, but eventually settled to look down between Amy's breasts at me; more or less the view she'd have if she lifted her head to look me in the eyes.
I watched as Liddy fitted her goggles to her face and the earpieces into her ear; somewhat spoiling the view of her beautiful face. Still, this was about her, not me. In any case Amy's was offering up more than enough visual delight already.
Amy lay there with her legs slightly apart, giving me a shameless vista of her crotch, over the top of which sat her finely sculptured lower torso, leading up to what - from this angle - looked like her towering breasts. The bikini barely detracted from the erotica of the sight; indeed, by providing just the right amount of tease factor, may have enhanced it. The single dimple line of her crease as it ran from half way up the front of her pronounced mound and down through her crotch indicated she wasn't yet aroused. That little place near her clit where her inner labia poked out of her outer labia could be seen as an eye attracting bulge in the tightly drawn, unlined, gossamer material. And of course, at the peak of the triangles of her bikini top sat the shadows of her completely alluring puffy nipples.
I could already feel the blood flowing into my manhood as it dangled over the edge of the chair and between my legs.
As I looked up to the laptop, I could see Liddy was already mirroring Amy's position; albeit without the finer details so easily seen by me. It was like having a pair of twins laid out head to tail waiting for me.
Amy's right hand came up over her torso and she started running her fingers along the line of the leg seam of her bikini pants, where the narrowness of the material left exposed flesh inside her thigh. At the same time she slipped her left hand under the right triangle of her bikini top and started teasing up her nipple.
With only a momentary delay, Liddy perfectly mirrored Amy's actions.
I know that type of finger play through her crotch really turns Amy on when I do it, but it was titillating watching her body react so quickly to it. That single dimple widened, then became two lines of dimple as her labia swelled and separated, leaving a hollow of concave material between them. Particularly erotic was the way that projecting inner labia near her clit swelled to make an even more pronounced bulge there; as if attracting attention to the delicate, sensitive, and now certainly engorged, little bud that lay just under the hollow they created.
Amy caressed over the whole of her crotch area; gently running her fingers back and forth along the ridge of each her labia, dipping in through the hollow, to push the material into a deeper valley and lightly glide across her clit, and then repeat the cycle. The effectiveness of her stimulation of herself was further evidenced by the dark damp stain that quickly developed in the gusset of her pants over where her vagina lay hidden. The full details of what Amy was doing between her legs may not have been visible to Liddy, but I could see her attending to her own early stages of arousal just as effectively.
While not having really had the same pornographic display of this highly erotic passive view of proceedings that Amy was giving me, I've gone down this line of bikini sex with Amy often enough now to know that at this stage she'd be wanting me to be rubbing her clit through the gusset material. The way that damp stain was spreading and starting to glisten told me I'd normally be getting a fairly clear 'get on with it' message from her if it was me fingering her. But I could see Amy was taking things slower in the not unreasonable assumption that Liddy might need more time.
But soon enough, Amy started rubbing her clit firmly through the gusset, creating a large camel toe in her pants, which quickly grew wet as she stroked from her vagina up to her clit, spreading her honey through the material.
Amy's left hand, until then inside her bikini top, momentarily left what it was doing and like a honey bee collecting pollen dived deep into her pants, drew out some wetness on the end of her finger and transferred it to a now exposed nipple to lubricate her teasing of it.
Looking up, I had seen Liddy had her hand down the front of her pants rubbing vigorously. But my attention was drawn back to the screen when I glimpsed her take a small mini vibrator from beside her and slip it into her pants, moving it against her clit with a couple of fingers held against the vibrating crotch of her pants.
Amy's growing arousal was already announcing itself with her moans.
But then, mine was announcing itself too; but in a different way. From being flaccid between my legs, my manhood had stiffened and grown up through an arc to now be rigid and upright against my stomach; all broadcast to Liddy through Amy's head camera. I don't find dry self pleasuring all that effective - and haven't had any need for self pleasuring for quite some time now. But I followed Amy's instructions of playing with myself as I looked down at her.
Predictably, Amy came for the first time fairly quickly; loud moans and rising hips leaving no doubt about the issue. She looked up at me just long enough to flash me a grin, then dropped her head back as she pulled aside the gusset of her pants to expose herself and start rubbing the bare flesh of her clit.
She'd only been doing that for a few moments when she lifted her head again to look at me and dropped her fingers down to her clearly already receptive vagina. There she circled the rim of it with a finger before inserting, first one, then a second and finally a third finger into it, making an imitation thrusting movement. The raised eyebrows and grin made the message unmistakable - 'I'm ready for you when the time comes.'
I was now weeping pre-cum. I had that feeling in my shaft of it being hard, needy and anxious to be deployed. There was little doubt that I was ready. My passion was certainly up. Whether I could deliver an academy award winning performance of displaying it, instead of just looking like a stumbling, over anxious, amateur, was another matter.
I looked up to the screen where Liddy was still working the vibrator against herself. There was a certain quivering and tenseness in her legs that told me she was getting pretty excited. I suspected my curtain call was getting closer when her large dildo was brought between her legs and slipped under the leg seam of her bikini pants with the hand not holding the vibrator against her clit.
I wasn't sure it was the same vibrator she had last week; leaving me wondering how many of them she had. I've never really had anything to do with vibrators before, but to me it looked enormous. Y shaped, the main penetrating shaft of it, from where the v of the rabbit ears intersected it, looked way too long and thick for me. There was a bulge at the tip and another mid-way - the latter I assume where they thought the woman's g spot might be (useless for Amy's, whose is nowhere near there; just showing everyone's different). As Liddy turned in on, I watched the bulges expand and contract in a way that I assumed would put momentary additional pressure on the front wall of her vagina at those points. It struck me it was a clit, g spot and cervix stimulator all in one. Liddy was going to explode if she used that thing to good effect. It made me wonder why she needed me (yes, I know, I was there to add the personal touch).
As she turned it off again and pushed it inside her pants, it forced aside the gusset enough to let me watch as she played with it shallowly inside her vagina; seemingly testing and preparing herself. She rested the handle part on the floor, leaving it positioned in a state of shallow penetration of her.
Amy meanwhile was building to another climax with her fingering of her clit; more noisily this time, as is the pattern for her. I never cease to be amazed by Amy's sexuality. She seems to be a complete outlier of female sexual responsiveness; multi-orgasmic in the extreme, so easily brought to a climax and seemingly never quite capable of being fully satisfied. Not only was her former partner an criminal arsehole, he was a complete idiot to find more pleasure in passionless forced sex and rape than making the slightest effort to see to her needs and be rewarded with what she offers up to me.



And at that moment, there was something deeply, indecently erotic about the view I now had of Amy fingering her own clit. I could see every detail of her glistening, swollen bud as it moved to the action of her finger, every sexual organ engorged to bursting point, her vagina a prominent dark hole oozing the juices that were preparing her body for the acceptance of my manhood.
But for all the titillating visuals, I really wanted Liddy to be quick in calling me. Rapidly forcing myself into Amy in the middle of her orgasmic contractions was not my preferred approach. Yes, she's had me do it before - often. Indeed, a clit orgasm is often the signal for me to penetrate her. But I can feel myself having to push harder as her body seems to resist me and, even if that is actually more pleasurable for her, it always makes me cautious about how much force I use. Having to do it passionately, quickly and, because Amy's told me to, without fluffing about for this audience was more than I wanted to confront.
"Now Ned, now."
Liddy's voice was soft but insistent.
I'd thought about how I was going to do this. I could hardly doing a flying superman leap onto Amy; landing on her and penetrating her all at the one time.
There was already lust in my eyes and needy desire written all over my face. That wasn't acting. That was for real. I could only hope it showed clearly enough to Liddy because any attempt by me to try and act it better would only make it look ridiculous.
I dropped to my knees between Amy's legs and quickly crawled up over her body. There was a big part of me wanted to stop on the way and eat her out; to have her squirming about, crying out in orgasm, with my head clamped between her legs before I progressed to wrapping her in my arms and immersing my shaft in her alluring vagina to pleasure myself to my own release. But that wasn't part of the script. As passionate as it might be, Liddy couldn't duplicate that at her end.
But her breasts were an irresistible distraction. I fell upon the exposed one with my lips, sucking the jutting nipple and the puffy areola plinth on which it sat deeply enough into my mouth to roll it against the roof of my mouth; while ripping aside the triangle covering the other with my hand and playing it's nipple between my fingers.
But that was simply a way of lustfully pinning Amy's body down while, with my weight on my haunches folded up alongside her, I dropped my hips and the tip of my shaft sought out the warm wetness of the opening to her vagina. I groaned in sheer delight as I rapidly penetrated her. With anyone else, I would have taken Amy's concurrent moan and lifting of her hips as a sign of discomfort or pain. But I knew Amy's responses well enough by now to accept it as the surge of pleasure it was.
I lifted my head and upper body on extended arms; gaining in the process a glimpse of Liddy. Both breasts now exposed, removing the small vibrator, she'd penetrated herself with the dildo, and pulled the gusset of her bikini pants tautly back across its handle. I could see the handle move rhythmically inside the stretched material holding it in, as those bulges swelled and shrunk inside her body and, even more indecently, the material vibrating near the turn of her mons as the rabbit ears worked at a faster pace against her clit.
There was something grossly, erotically, compellingly pornographic about the whole sight. But I had to think about the view Liddy had of me. Ironically, from the perspective she had through those goggles, my lust needed to be concentrated on Amy; not that there wasn't plenty to lust over.
In the little time Amy had given me to consider the matter, I'd thought a lot about how best to put on a display of passion in the way I'd been instructed to. You might think it would come naturally; just let the lust rip. But given the whole thing was a show for Liddy, it was way more difficult than that.
There was little point in my grabbing Amy and having my hips frantically go at her like a dog at a bitch (if you'll excuse the expression). Liddy would see more than a close up of my grunting face.
No, it had to entail upper body movement, and lots of it.
So instead I buried myself deeply into Amy, my pubis firmly against hers. Then, lifting up the small of her back with one hand, I effectively forcefully rocked against her at a moderately fast pace. That did a lot of good things. It meant Liddy saw my chest passionately thrown back and forwards. I also managed to induce quite a degree of rag dolling in Amy which made her breasts provocatively wobble and her chest heave, which in turn made my eyes grow wide with visual stimulation. At the same time, it left me conscience free about not hurting her which I would have worried about if a fast, jabbing, withdrawal and thrust came to a crashing stop against her.
It meant the tip of my cock was massaging Amy's cervix while my pubis rubbed against her clit, which was going to send her completely over the edge - more so than normal.
And while my shaft didn't get to enjoy the feeling of sliding in and out of Amy, the sense of intimacy and total immersion in her and the tightness of her pelvic floor muscles gripped against the base of my shaft was no less climax inducing. I knew from past experience, it could brew me up to blow quite a load.
Finally, the effort involved, more so as I held half of Amy's weight on the arm under her back, caused me to grunt with as much passion as you were ever going to get from me.
Predictably, given she was already so well warmed up, Amy went off in a near screaming, profanity saturated climax shortly after I started. And then just kept climaxing; one prolonged orgasm rolling into the next with barely a stop for breath in between.
When Ellen got back to dry land after the yacht trip and had enough access to the internet to research her own discovery of being multi-orgasmic, she persuaded herself what she was having were cervical orgasms and that Amy's were simply more extreme examples of the same. Amy remains unpersuaded by that conclusion, even if she agrees she gets some cervical orgasms and that they're pretty good. Amy's perspective is that she usually can't tell exactly where I'm stimulating to trigger her. While she admits, she's being stimulated by a whole lot of sensory zones as I'm making love to her, her view is that they are usually nothing more than vaginal orgasms. She acknowledges it might be rare for women to have them, but regards them as being triggered as much by feelings of being loved, lusted over and embraced by passion as mere physical stimulation; in effect saying the brain is the most important sexual organ.
Which in Amy's view explains both her frequent desire for me to go the animal on her (so she can experience my passion) and to get bikini sex (so she can have me lust over their sexualisation of her body).
I'm going to plead ignorance on the issue. Some aspects of Amy's orgasms don't entirely support the cervical orgasms theory. I'm often not penetrating deeply enough to trigger them and from what I've read, they're meant to be pretty good, but not as explosive as Amy's screams would indicate. Then again, Amy's complete absence of any need for a refractory period - however short - except for some clitoral ones, is consistent with cervical orgasms. So I just keep doing as I'm told and getting rewarded with lots of sex and the sort of reactions I get from her.
But Amy's climaxes were really just a distraction from the most important part of this engagement; Liddy.
I could see the immersed reality Liddy was in was having its effect. Every time I thrust and rag dolled Amy, Liddy reacted; lifting her hips and jerking her body upward as if it was her I was actually making love to. The bulge in her bikini pants told me a lot about what was going on inside her too. The handle moved rhythmically to the swelling and release of the main shaft, but over the top of that I could see it jerking as Liddy clenched and unclenched against it with every one of my thrusts against Amy; clenching as she raised her hips and releasing as she let them subside again.
And the clawing and vibrating action of the rabbit ears against her clit within the upper part of the gusset of her pants remained an amusing, shamelessly pornographic distraction.
But as much as I wanted to watch Liddy on the screen, I had to remember that her immersed reality perspective was that she was under me where Amy was. The irony was that, in watching her on the screen, she'd be getting the impression I wasn't sufficiently focused on her as I was making love.
I wasn't that there lacked any visual stimulation looking down at Amy. Her rag-dolling breasts, with the nipples hardened and raised by her arousal, were enough to brew me up by themselves. And then there's something totally erotic about the soft baby like features of Amy's face when she's moaning in pleasure.
My own grunts - initially of excited effort - were becoming more and more tinged with the flooding pleasure of my own building climax. If Liddy was going to go before my efforts were brought to an ejeculative, flaccid halt, I needed it to be soon.
Fortunately that triple action dildo, maybe combined with our little virtual reality show, was clearly having an effect. Amy's climatic screams might be contained within Liddy's ear piece rather than suffusing their way through a New York apartment, but her own moans weren't and were coming back at me loudly enough to be heard over Amy's not inconsiderable efforts.
With a couple of sharp intakes of breath, Liddy threw her hips up and cried out; moaning noisily as she swung her hips through an arc in the air. With her eyes covered by the goggles, I couldn't tell if she was still watching or not. Just the same, I changed my own action into a pronounced circular action with a bit of a jerk at the completion of each rotation; the action I might take if I was actually penetrated into Liddy at that point.
The little short moan that each jerk produced from Liddy, combined with a recoil of her hips in response to my jerk told me she was watching. For the first time since we'd started, Liddy put her hands between her legs and grabbed the lycra sheathed handle of the dildo, moving it in a circular motion as she screwed the dildo around inside her and then gave it a few pumps before her hips finally settled back on the bed.
The heaviness of her breathing was palpable.
It was time for me to finish. Now as I started thrusting at Amy again in the way I was before, I could feel Amy gripping me more tightly. My cock felt as hard as a rock as its extended length enjoyed the press of Amy's vagina upon it and the tip of it played in circles around Amy's cervix.
Amy was still noisily giving vent to her prolonged multiple orgasms; it never really being clear to me when one was over and the next begun. The moment arrived when I knew I was about to come. I held myself hard into Amy, not wanting the pleasure of the ejeculative rush to be lost in a thrusting action.
I wasn't acting when a bellowing groan accompanied that projectile torrent of cum into Amy's body. A second, then a third and I was left panting into Amy's neck as my body was wracked by little mini after climaxes accompanied by shuddering short thrusts in Amy's delectable vagina.
Amy put her arms around me, the flood of oxytocin which her multiple orgasms generate leaving her needy for affection and cuddles. From underneath, she ground her pubis against mine as she kissed me deeply. It had been a good one and that meant my erection wasn't in any hurry to go away.
The conversation which followed was a well-practiced routine Amy often indulges in after sex; like a long married couple...
"It's still hard. I think it wants more."
"It always wants more when you're around. But it would only disappoint if it got its way."
I looked up towards the screen to see how Liddy was fairing. She had her arms across her chest, as if she was cuddling the absent me. Not for the first time, I felt sad to realise I wasn't there for her; lamenting how long it was likely to be before I truly would be back in her arms again.
That obscene dildo was still playing its tricks inside her pants - and indeed inside her. As I watched she shuddered, tightened her hips and let out a little moan, as if a little follow up mini climax had overcome her. I found it disconcerting knowing that, as I looked down at Amy, it was both she and Liddy who were looking back into my eyes.
Almost reluctantly, I saw Liddy reach down and inside the leg seam of her pants to turn the thing off. But for the moment, she left it there.
She pulled off the goggles and looked towards the camera that was filming her...
"Thanks Ned. That was wonderful. I so needed it. I love you. I'm missing you both terribly. Can we do this again in a few days? We'll talk tomorrow. And Amy, that was a fantastic idea. It really worked. I'm intrigued as to what variations we can do. Maybe we can take that discussion off line. I'd better go guys. I've got some cleaning up to do. Then I'm going to have to face my daughter about all the noise I made. See you."
Liddy leaned towards the camera and terminated the call.
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For a while it seemed Amy and I were, in nearly all respects, lucky relative to the rest of the world in seeing out the Covid 19 virus lockdown.
We lived on an acreage in Bayview Heights, a sparsely populated Sydney suburb. We had our own pool and tennis court and Amy her own horse to ride, so we weren't lacking fresh air or exercise, even if we missed our sailing. Shopping was tolerable at the nearby stores in Mona Vale.
Personally I felt blessed to have Amy as my lock down partner. Some relationships were strained by being confined in close proximity. Not ours. It deepened and developed. More and more I came to appreciate what a beautiful person she was; kind, generous, and thoughtful of others, brilliant and just plain good and entertaining company. And then there was the fact that, really for the first time, I got to see her professional side as she worked away in her home office. Her dedication to seeing to the needs of her clients astounded me. It was small wonder she was so successful, even if it did amuse me to see her working at her desk in one of her tiny bikinis, or even topless, as she spoke on the phone with her clients.
And while her need for sex may have increased exponentially during the lock down, she did everything she could to help an older man like me find the drive to satisfy those needs.
That's not to say we didn't miss the social aspect of life. I had kids and grandkids I had to communicate with only over Skype, all our friends were reduced to telephone calls and of course, most importantly, Liddy was trapped in New York, living with her daughter and their new baby. And Amy, an inherently social creature, certainly felt the pain of reduced human to human contact.
The on-line threesomes we'd engaged in, where I made love to Amy while Liddy used a dildo to stimulate herself and 3-D enhanced reality goggles to give her an Amy point of view of our love making, continued. It became like a weekly date to supplement our daily skype calls with Liddy.
I managed to get the girls to discard the bikini top as part of the routine, but the need for the bikini bottoms to hold Liddy's dildo in place continued, giving Amy an ongoing excuse to at least partly satisfy her fetish for bikini sex.
The passionate approach we'd used in the first episode of the enhanced reality virtual sex always struck me as the most effective. My exaggerated, whole body, thrusting of Amy, and the rag-dolling of her that produced, provided a visceral visual impact for Liddy that she reacted to as if it was actually her underneath me. Indeed, the way her body reacted to each thrust eventually itself became a complete exaggeration of what I was doing to Amy; every thrust lifting her hips up and throwing her whole body back up the bed. It was fun for me to watch it on the screen too; although I always had to remember that, if I looked up at Liddy on the screen, her point of view perception would actually be that I was looking away from her.
And the orgasms they produced for Liddy became ever increasingly intense. Indeed, she was getting more than a few "aw mum" complaints from her daughter about the noise.
But her needs went beyond that and we'd often experiment with something else. One Liddy seemed to like was nothing more than I would describe as intimacy. I'd lay deeply penetrated on Amy and just caressed and kissed her while lightly screwing my shaft around inside her.
It was certainly a lovely way to make love to Amy -- one of my favourites -- but even though I tried to make the screwing motion apparent through my upper body movements, I wasn't really sure why it worked so well for Liddy. After all, she didn't have my weight on top of her and couldn't actually feel it as I stroked Amy's hair, kissed her cheeks and bent down and drooled over her breasts.
For Amy it produced what, for once, were fairly clearly cervical orgasms; a rolling series of deeply felt, highly emotional, climaxes that, while obviously intense, didn't produce the almost manically screaming that more passionate sex draws from her. So Amy proved herself right in arguing against Ellen's suggestion that her continuous orgasms while I went the animal on her had to be cervically produced. It seems Amy is one of those rare women who just completely gets off on vaginal sex. Well, actually, if the truth be known, Amy seems to really get off on any sex at all.
But surprisingly, for me anyway, it also produced some pretty intense reactions for Liddy too. And with that giant, long, rabbit eared equipped dildo she was using, it was hard to tell just what was triggering them for her. Although, one time she squirted as the mid length expanding bulge in the dildo, that was clearly targeting her g spot, had the desired effect and triggered a massive g spot orgasm.
What, between the crotch being stretched by the handle of the dildo and the various discharges Liddy put into them, those poor tiny little black bikini pants of Liddy's copped a terrible hiding. Not the Amy's got off lightly either.
But the bottom line is that the way Liddy could react so powerfully, merely to the visual suggestion of intimacy, just shows the importance of the brain in sex.
The impact of the virus got a bit more real when, in the second wave of the pandemic in Australia, Harry, Ellen's husband and the father of her two young daughters, caught the virus and after a traumatic three weeks, died. He was a doctor at the hospital and working on the front line of treating patients.
It was more devastating still for Ellen, because he'd quarantined himself from her at an early stage, so Ellen had been denied much intimate contact with him in the months leading up to his death and none at all after he fallen sick. He had truly been a hero; knowingly risking himself to help others and it was unfair that the virus chose him as one of the unlucky fewer younger people to strike down.
Ellen was and is a strong woman. As much as she loved him and was dedicated to him, I don't doubt that, had she been left to herself, she would eventually have gone on to find another loving young man to act as a supportive step dad to her kids; and perhaps, given she was still young, give her more.
But she was played a crueller hand than that. As the first doctor to succumb, the press were all over the story of the hero medic and the left behind family. To back up the story they pulled a family photo off the internet.
It was a lovely family photo if viewed in a private or restricted setting. A handsome dad, beautiful mother and two gorgeous young daughters. Unfortunately, that was part of the problem. It had shown that he left behind a truly stunningly beautiful wife who, no doubt, was perceived to be vulnerable by some.
I'd taken that photo on Ellen's phone. Harry had come down to the marina with the daughters to pick up Ellen after an afternoon of her crewing on my yacht in a beer can race. She was dressed, as she always was around me, in a variation of her 'fuck me' clothing. The reason for that goes back in history, but rest assured it had nothing to do with any likelihood of carnal activities between us.
In this case, she had nothing more on than her white micro mini A line skirt and one of her small bikini tops, with the flare of the skirt lifted by a gust of wind to show even more leg and just how little she had on underneath.
It was a stunning photograph of her. Like my late wife, Ellen had carried her two babies as if she had simply stuffed a basketball up her t shirt for the duration of her pregnancy and taken it out at the end; no additional weight and with her stomach bouncing back to its slim, flawless perfection within two months after she'd given birth. Still breast feeding at the time, and indeed on her way to give her youngest a catch up feed when the photo was hastily taken, her breasts were swollen to impressive proportions and slung teasingly by the bikini top. With her long legs, clear alabaster skin and naturally blonde long hair blowing wistfully in the wind, she was the perfect image of a Nordic supermodel on a professional photo shoot. Indeed, the whole thing looked like some advertising executive had brought together in one place for a photo shoot some idealistic, too perfect to be true, Northern Beaches family; which is probably why Harry had posted it.
Harry and Ellen had never been security conscious. In Australia, it's not that necessary and they didn't regard themselves as significant enough to draw attention. So their phone number and address were readily searchable.
The phone calls to their house started that same evening; suggestive calls, heavy breathing, at home in the middle of the day and in the dead of night. You name it, she had it. Plus Ellen had the sense there were people watching her house.
Clearly she couldn't stay there by herself, so she moved to her parents' house in Narrabeen. But it was a small three bedroom house which didn't really fit the extended family, which included an Italian au pair who, given what was happening in her country and Ellen's on going need for help while she continued her own medical practice, had become as trapped in Australia as much as Liddy was in New York. Nor did it provide a space for Ellen to run her on line medical practice from. When, after several months, her parents were clearly becoming impatient with the young granddaughters constant presence, Ellen knew she had to move again.
In some ways, my place was perfect. Because I'd purchased it as it was, I don't know how it came to be designed and built, but it always struck me that the house was like two standard houses joined together. It had three wings. The first two were in a U shape; master bedroom and on suite at one end, two bedrooms and another bathroom at the other, with the base of the U being an enormous living and dining room and kitchen. But sort of bolted to that was like a whole another house which flowed from one end of the base. It had you walk through a lockable door into a partly fitted out kitchen (sans cooktop and oven), then through a living room and then a corridor containing three bedrooms and a bathroom. And all double brick to minimise noise transmission.
That extra wing would give Ellen just enough room for her family and an au pair, plus an office out of which to work and let her quarantine herself should she wish or she could extend into the spare wing of the main part of the house for more room if required.
It terms of providing what she needed quickly, it was ideal.
There was just one little problem with it being longer term.
Ellen had been one of the Screw Girls on the yacht for its Pacific cruise. Now 'Screw Girls' is a self-depreciating term the girls applied to themselves. A play on crew girls. But it shouldn't be taken to mean that the relationships between us weren't loving and strongly bonded. And, of all the girls who moved on from their relationship with me after we got back, Ellen was by far and away the one with whom I had the strongest mutual bond. It wasn't that there was some relationship destroying breakdown which ended it; simply a recognition encouraged by me, that Ellen's future was better served by seeking out an appropriately aged husband to see her through life and father her children, than staying with someone far too old for her.
The difficulty was that there was still this strong sexual frission and intellectual bond between us. Her mere presence aroused me, and evidently mine aroused her. All we could put it down to was some sort of pheromonal connection between us. But, just as one aspect of it, I found there was something like an aura around Ellen and my mere entry into the space of that aura was like I was sexually violating her, even though we weren't actually touching. And she described exactly the same feelings in return.
You might then think it was crazy of Harry to have let his wife continue to sail with me; let alone prance around in front of me in the fuck me clothing she, along with all the screw girls, wore when on the boat or visiting me. But the fact was, Harry knew he had nothing to fear or really be jealous of. Ellen was the perfect loving and dedicated wife and I was an unfailingly respectful friend of both Ellen and Harry. As for the sexual frission well, he was well aware of it, but Harry was the ultimate beneficiary of that when he'd get the wildest and most passionate sex from Ellen every night after she'd been out on the yacht or around me.
But seeing someone a couple of times a week was different from having them live in your house. We'd been here before.
When we'd first got back from the cruise of the Pacific on the yacht, all the screw girls had been made welcome to live in my house; although I'd always made it clear to the younger ones that their best interest was served by finding a younger, more appropriately aged long term partner and that living with me didn't stop them from going out and looking for that. And while living with me didn't necessitate sleeping with me, they all initially chose to do so; effectively continuing the relationships we'd had on the yacht.
Amy, for reasons associated with her past abusive relationship and her determination not to have children, chose to stay. But Ellen and Issie both found partners and progressively went through a process where the point would come where it was no longer appropriate to sleep with me, so would move into a separate room until, eventually, they were comfortable with moving in with their boyfriend. In both cases those boyfriends would go on to become their husbands.
For Issie, the process had been issue free. The separation had been sad but painless and she was in any case very quickly wanting to take up living with her future husband.
Ellen was inherently a more cautious person. For her, a relationship went through a number of carefully orchestrated steps. And actually moving in with someone was a serious, not to be rushed, step.
The problem Ellen had was that living with me, without being able to be intimate with me, had driven her to frustrated distraction. In the end she found herself having to move in with Harry earlier than she otherwise would have.
Now she was back in the house and, after locking the connecting door for a couple of weeks as a form of mutual quarantine, fully integrated into the daily life of the house.
In a way, we didn't make it easy for each other. Our time on the yacht in tropical waters had mostly been spent in either mutual nakedness while at sea or just in tiny bikinis or other skimpy clothing, in the case of the girls, or swim briefs in my case, when in port. Certainly while around the house, Amy, Liddy and I hadn't changed much from that pattern, except to the extent absolutely demanded by the cooler seasons (or visitors). And, between ourselves, if that left me, or the girls for that matter, with a visual manifestation of arousal, that was regarded as a positive, not something to be embarrassed about.
Harry, having discovered he'd married a woman quite happy to prance around the house half naked whenever she could, hadn't done much to change Ellen's behaviour either.
We'd also never lost the habit of being tactile with each other. When Ellen had sailed on the yacht or visited our place after our return and her marriage to Harry, there'd been no more such a thing as personal space as there was during the most intimate phase of our relationship. We might not have intentionally grabbed, groped and played with the other's erogenous zones in the way we had before, but that was about the limit of the pull back.
None of all that mattered when we were mutually bound by a sense of loyalty and faithfulness to other partners. It was a fun tease and acknowledgment of our closeness, carried out in full view of our other partners, which everyone knew would lead nowhere and with any sexual frustration being able to be released with the appropriate person (or in my case, persons).
But now we were back to where we'd been when Ellen had first moved into a separate room shortly after first going out with Harry. And with it being late spring, the clothes were already down to the most minimal.
The evenings and weekends were the hardest. At least during most of the mid-week days Ellen would be working in her office, even if I knew she had nothing more than a tiny bikini on as she spoke to clients on the phone; with a professional looking blouse on standby for her patients to see on the screen if she had to go to Facetime or some other AV medium.
But at night we'd be sitting around together on our L shaped lounge watching TV or just talking; Amy and I seated in close contact on one arm of the L and Ellen, sometimes with the au pair, on the other.
And that raised a number of problems.
Amy, and indeed Liddy too when she'd been there, had always used this time to tease me up and arouse me. It was her/their way of boosting my testosterone and getting me ready for whatever plans they had for me that night, or indeed in Amy's case, often several times during the day.
I can't attest to any science on the subject, but it worked. Before Ellen moved in, Amy, bored and trapped by the lockdown even though she was working online, was seeking sex three times a day; overnight, at her morning tea break and at her lunch break. And Amy's not one for a quickie; she wanted full on, go the animal, sex.
I was always amazed how she'd calmly switch back to her professional voice dealing with clients over the phone after lunch while looking completely ravished in a dishevelled bikini which had my cum and her juices staining the crotch, when moments before she'd been screaming through multiple orgasms.
And I can only attribute her efforts at boosting my testosterone for the fact I was able to keep up with her demands.
Let's face it, when you've got a body like Amy's dressed in nothing more than a tiny bikini, or after her shower, topless with a small pair of even flimsier string sided panties, sitting in full contact with you, her perfect breasts nearly falling out of the bikini top that was barely managing to contain them, her own arousal causing her puffy nipples to be already pushing out the gossamer material, you've already got enough to get a reaction from any man. When she slides her hand across your thigh and tickles you up as well, you pretty soon have a full boner weeping pre-cum into your swim briefs.
After dinner, we might normally have been sitting like that for a couple of hours before we went to bed. We might have been watching TV, reading a book or just talking, usually with a glass of wine in whatever hand was free; but always Amy would make sure I had a boner for the full duration. And she wasn't adverse to me sliding a hand across into her crotch either, to feel her up to the point her bikini bottoms or panties became dripping wet. And sometimes all that would simply lead to us making out on the couch.
Amy certainly wasn't going to stop that -- short of actually making out - just because Ellen was there. After all, Ellen had seen it all before. Indeed, had participated in it. But Amy didn't even stop it while the au pair was there.
Now the au pair wasn't any innocent. Ellen told me she was certainly willing to party hard, and stay over somewhere where it was pretty clear she was enjoying a, cough, bit of male company. In her very early 20's, quite attractive and not adverse herself to flaunting her considerable assets, I didn't doubt she had no trouble attracting whatever attention she desired. Indeed, with a pleasant, bubbly personality, she was something of every wife's nightmarish idea of an au pair and it said something positive about Ellen and Harry's relationship she'd been taken on in the first place. But still, I found displaying a boner in front of her a bit confronting.
Amy, as she does, had made a good friend of her. And with Amy that means a full download of her relationship history with me; the screw girls and what happened on the yacht, the de facto polygamy, the never ending contributions towards my testosterone building and quite a lot about my sexual performance (which, let me be clear, I think she overrates because she underestimates how important her own attitude is to the results). So, in Amy's mind, she was in on the secrets and there was nothing to hide because everything had been explained. Being of a more conservative mould, I had my reservations. When Amy had me grow a boner on full display in front of her, I felt more like an inexperienced 18 year old getting too carried away with an excessive display of PDA in a hook up at a drunken party, than the mature age adult I was meant to be. Especially since, in addition to the erection all too obviously stretching out the material of my swimmers, I knew my hairy balls had been on display to her where the leg elastic had also stretched out to accommodate their expanded contents.



After the first time Amy did it in front of the au pair, I dressed more demurely in shorts and a t shirt next time she was present. But later that evening, Amy strongly objected to my changed behaviour; even going so far as to check with the au pair whether she'd been offended (as opposed to her jutting nipples on high beam in her light top, clearly disclosing a degree of arousal).
So, in the end, given the choice of a display or missing out on Amy's attentions and incurring her wrath, I was willing to suffer the display.
But none of that can have been very easy for Ellen, given her pre-existing sensitivity to my presence.
Not that she made it easy for me either; small bikinis during the day and a loose fitting silk camisole and brief, open legged French knickers after her shower at night being her normal wear.
Ellen's breasts had never really become fully hidden from me, even after she'd married Harry. With her fuck me clothing, whether it was down blouse views of her nipples when she wore a lose fitting, plunge neck crop top or a full breast exposure when one burst out of her small bikini top while she was vigorously grinding a winch or was dragged out while flaking the mainsail across the boom opposite me, they had never become strangers to me. She didn't regard it as a big deal and, while not failing to enjoy it, neither did I.
So the fact that they'd now become, in one way or another through my dealings with her, nearly daily exhibits, only added moderately to the sexual frission.
The crotch was a different matter. For the last five years, my exposure to hers had, quite properly, been limited to tightly conforming small bikini bottoms. Eye catching and sexually suggestive, certainly. More so because I was so intimately familiar with what lay underneath that it was difficult not to be attracted to the way certain features made their presence obvious under the tightly fitted thin material as she'd sit in an open legged stance opposite me in the cockpit of the yacht. But in the end, it was little more than you could see in abundance at any beach.
Now I had a nightly view up the loose leg of her French knickers and nothing was hidden. She knew it too and did nothing to reduce the vista on display. We were back to where we'd been in the month before she'd moved out and in with Harry all those years ago.
And like all those years ago, her arousal would often manifest itself all too clearly in what I could see. Engorged, separated labia, swollen clit and an open receptive vagina would all be on display. And it wouldn't take Amy teasing me up in front of her to get her there. Sometimes I'd notice it -- or maybe more correctly have it shown to me -- even when Amy was off cooking dinner.
It was always the problem with Ellen and me living in the same house, while not being in an intimate relationship. We aroused each other by our mere presence and neither of us was willing to deny or hide the fact, even when we couldn't act on it. Indeed our mutual behaviours seemed determined to exaggerate the problem.
I at least had Amy, well aware of the issue, being a more than willing outlet for my sexual frustration. Ellen had no one and it broke my heart to see her sense of loss multiplied by that.
While my relationship with Amy and Liddy might be de facto polygamous, it wasn't an open relationship. Ellen might once have been a part of the polygamy, but that had ended years ago and I certainly didn't feel I had any right to expect Amy and Liddy to simply welcome her back into the family, however close they were as friends.
I just thought somehow we'd have to see it out until this whole virus thing was over and Ellen could build a new life for herself.
If things were already a bit weird, they got a whole lot weirder when, two months into house sharing with Ellen, after spending the morning doing my quarterly tax, I came out of the office looking for Amy. I could hear the au pair entertaining the toddlers down in their part of the house, but there was no sign of Amy in her office or elsewhere in the house.
I went outside and looked down towards the pool; glimpsing that there was someone on the double sun lounge down there; the double sunlounge Amy had pushed for when we refurbished the pool area with the open objective of facilitating our having sex down there. The headboard was stopping me from seeing who it was.
As I wandered down, what I found took me momentarily aback. Both Amy and Ellen were on it. Ellen was on her back, legs spread apart and seemingly asleep. Amy was on her side, intimately close along Ellen's right side, Amy's thigh over Ellen's and between her legs and with her arm across Ellen's chest.
There's no other word to describe the sleeping Ellen except to say she looked sexually ravished. The crotch of her light blue bikini was darkly wet, the waistband untidily pulled half down her mons, and her bikini top was pulled carelessly aside, completely exposing her left breast, and Ellen's right hand rested lazily between Amy's legs. Clearly Amy had fingered her; very likely knowing Ellen and her current state of restful bliss, to a very happy ending.
Without otherwise moving, Amy looked up at me and give me a pleased wink. She gently unwound herself from her entanglement with Ellen and motioned me to move down the far end of the pool where there was a double seat.
As she joined me, she put her hand on my thigh and leaned in to me so she could speak in a soft voice.
"Poor Ellen, she's finding it very hard. As we already knew, she's devastated by her loss but at the same time torn in her desire to be physically closer to us and completely deprived of any sense of intimacy with anyone. She loves her kids, but that sort of intimacy isn't really giving her what she needs. We were lying alongside each other talking, so I offered to give her a big long hug and the next thing I know she starts humping my leg, so I offered to finger her. I've never seen her come so hard or fast."
Amy looked at me for a moment and then it seemed like a thought crossed her mind for the first time...
"You don't mind do you?"
The behaviour was typical Amy; to see someone with a need and try and satisfy it for them. When we were on the yacht, the girls adopted the mantra of BOB -- short for bi on the boat and a rip off of what I gather is the US collage thing of girls being LUG's or Lesbian Until Graduation. They're not really bi in any serious sort of way, but threesomes or foursomes were certainly more inclusive on the yacht when the girls could stimulate each other to compliment what I could achieve with a bunch of them all over me. And I have quite vivid memories of Ellen and Amy sometimes stimulating me by going the full Lesbian sex display in front of me before turning their carnal activities towards my body.
I gave her a broad smile...
"No, you two are old friends and have done a lot more than that in your time. Of course, only Ellen can decide what's best for her, but I sometimes wonder if she mightn't be better off finding her own place, even if we keep an eye on her and help her out."
Amy looked at me seriously...
"Ned, you wouldn't kick her out would you?"
"God no. She can stay as long as she wants. I'm really glad we're in such a good position to offer her a safe harbour. I just worry about her being trapped with us and her life never moving on. I think being around me is like a giant tease to her which I don't think is great for her mental health."
Amy took my hand and looked at me with earnest intent...
"Maybe you're thinking about this the wrong way. Maybe what Ellen really needs is to come back into our family."
Her suggestion left me momentarily slack jawed.
"What about you and Liddy? I can't just go around sleeping with extra women willy nilly. That's not what the commitment ceremony was all about. Anyhow, isn't there a danger that Ellen then becomes trapped? Shouldn't she really be thinking about moving forward, not going back?"
"Ned, you're making things too black and white. I'm not going to object to Ellen joining us and I suspect Liddy won't either. And I'm not suggesting anything that would stop Ellen moving on once she's settled down. After all she's done exactly that once before."
"Is it really that easy? I have my doubts."
"Why? You two have the hots for each other. You always have. Ellen has a real need for something that, at the moment, only you can give her. And I don't just mean sex. She needs love and intimacy and feeling wanted. She needs everything a human can give her and you, and at the moment, only you, can give her that."
"What about her kids? Don't they need a new step dad? I can't really do that. I'm too old."
"Right now they need security and a happy mum and you can give them both that. You're still assuming that Ellen will only be accepted on a long term commitment basis. Why does she have to be that? Why can't we just help her with her needs now and worry about her future later?"
"Isn't it because you and Liddy are humans too and won't like having a new girl sleeping with me?"'
"Not when it's Ellen."
"Amy, I'm in awe of your kindness, selflessness and consideration. But you are really special in that regard. I don't think we can assume Liddy will be as sanguine about the issue and I don't think you can think less of her because of that."
"Let's see. I'll talk to her."
Amy looked at her watch...
"I need to get back to my home office. Can you keep an eye on Ellen until she wakes up?"
"Sure."
I watched with some pleasure as Amy walked the length of the pool and back into the house. Her straight back, perfectly cute bottom and carelessly sexual gait was always a joy to behold; more so because of the way her tiny bikini flattered and teased all at the same time. As she disappeared, my gaze turned back to Ellen.
From across the other side of the pool, the view I had of her was in profile but from the head end of her body. The exposed breast was distracting; but probably not as distracting as the view straight up her wet crotch had been as I'd entered the pool area.
I had to admit, she looked beautifully relaxed. More so than I'd seen her since she'd arrived back with us. I wondered whether I should wake her. With her fair skin, she's fastidious about applying sun screen, but her exposed breast and mons were almost certainly unprotected and she usually covers her face with a hat. The thought occurred to me to go over and readjust her clothing, but I feared being caught mid-adjustment and wrong assumptions being made. After allowing her a few more minutes, I coughed loudly; something that in the current climate was bound to attract attention.
Her eyes reluctantly opened and she stretched herself out languorously before rolling half on her side on looking at me...
"Hi Ned."
"Hello. This looked like a nice little sleep, but I was scared you'd get burnt."
Ellen lazily half covered her nipple with the triangle of her bikini top and sat up. Without fixing her exposed mons, she walked around the pool and sat next to me, her left flank in full firm contact with my right. She took my right hand in both hers and rested it on my right thigh, her elbow resting in the corner formed by the top of my thigh and bottom of my stomach. As I sat in an open and exposed pose with my back resting on the back of the chair, our bare flesh was in contact from half way down our chests to our knees.
While we were careless about invading each other's personal space and frequently brushed provocatively against each other, and indeed, when briefing me with her navigation notes on the yacht, she might sit as close as she then was, the arm resting along my upper thigh was more prolonged and intimate than I was used to from Ellen. Her elbow sat mere millimetres from where the tip of my manhood sat pointing at it in my swim briefs and as the frission of her contact with me registered, I felt it flooded with blood and harden into a half mongrel which touched her upper forearm. She ignored the contact and I couldn't do anything about it without pulling away from her.
I let it be.
"Are you angry with me?"
"Why would I be?"
"For seducing Amy."
I briefly laughed; a slightly fake laugh, but not one hiding any anger. This wasn't a time to play games around innuendo and half truths. With what I hoped was a contemplative tone, I came directly to the point of her challenge.
"Amy's an incredibly faithful and thoughtful partner to me. If you were some guy, or even some stranger female she'd dragged back from a night out on the town, I might feel jealously or anger. But you're not and Amy wouldn't do that anyway. You're Ellen, a beautiful person we both love and admire and Amy sensed you had a desperate need that she thought she could help you with. I'm sorry I can't do more for you, but I have not even the slightest adverse feeling about what Amy did."
Ellen rested her head on my shoulder.
Fuck. That little bit of extra intimacy was enough to give me a full boner. Trapped by my swimmers, it pushed into the flesh of her upper forearm, then, having nowhere else to go, slid along it as its length extended, and leaving a slick of pre-cum on her arm as the tip moved down her forearm. With our open, laid back, seating posture, she was looking straight down at it from where her head balanced on my shoulder. Even I could see the pre-cum weeping through the material at the tip of the swollen bell, although I was somewhat more distracted by the pulled down front of her bikini pants which left gaps either side of her half exposed mound for me to look down and a damp stained camel toe which extended around to what little of the front of her mound was still covered.
Still she ignored my boner.
"You've done a lot already Ned. You don't have to apologise. I understand the position. I made that choice many years ago."
"What do you want for your longer term future? Do you see yourself finding a nice step dad for your daughter to grow up with?"
"That's the scary thing Ned. I don't know. I'm a great believer in the nuclear family, but there's no guarantee it's the same when the man is not the father of the child. More so with daughters. And yet they need a good male role model. It's hard and in any case I'm not sure I'm yet ready to go out and find that. I'm still overcome with a sense of loss. But that doesn't mean that I don't have needs..."
Ellen seemed like she was going to say more, then hesitated.
"I'm getting quite hot. I think I need to go for a swim."
In almost an indecent hurry, Ellen simply let go of my hand and, with a single movement, did a flying shallow dive into the pool. Her half pulled down pants caught the water, ballooned out and were dragged down around her knees; momentarily exposing her butt before she stood upright and pulled them up again.
Her modesty recovered, she turned around to face me.
"Are you coming in?"
Given the choice of continuing to sit there and expose my arousal to her, or momentarily making it more obvious as I stood up to dive in, I chose the latter option; ensuring I angled my dive to end up safely distant from her. The sensuous drag of extended shaft through the water did nothing to reduce my focus on it, but at least as I stood up I knew it wasn't quite as on display as it was before.
Ellen started to walk through the water towards me. Then stopped; blushing noticeably.
"Sorry about my weird behaviour Ned. I'm feeling urges to do something I shouldn't. I'd better go and see how the kids are faring. I'll catch you later."
With that she turned and exited the water, turning again only to give me a sheepish, embarrassed grin as she dried herself. I did a couple of laps of the pool to let my arousal settle before going into the house myself.
Things were getting complicated. We were back to where we were before Ellen left the house to move in with Harry, but in a far more complex position. There was no easy backup plan that didn't just abandon Ellen to her own fate.
I suppose I could have closed down on her a bit to create some distance. But that was easy for me to do when I had the affection of Amy and Liddy to fall back on. It seemed like a very cruel thing to unilaterally do to Ellen; likely creating a sense of rejection in her. That was the last thing I wanted to do.
For a few days we all tried to pretend nothing had happened; sitting around each evening with the sense of sexual frisson and arousal hanging heavily, but ignored, in the air. I never for a moment thought anything would come of Amy's suggestion, so just thought we'd have to live with the position we were in.
So Amy caught me by surprise when she got me at a quiet moment a few days later.
"Liddy says it's OK"
"What's OK?"
"Ellen becoming part of the family again."
"What?"
"You heard. You can fuck Ellen."
There was such a grin on her face as she delivered the last provocative statement, I could barely continue the conversation normally.
"Did she agree, or did you berate her into it?"
"She agreed. She had to think about it, but I certainly didn't berate her. And yes, I know you'll have to talk to her directly. I've lined up a private call between you and her at 7 am tomorrow morning."
"Does Ellen know?"
"No, she doesn't know we're even contemplating it. I didn't think it fair to get her hopes up until the deal was done."
I have to admit, I was a bit flabbergasted. It all might sound very rational as a solution to our situation, but human emotions don't work on rationality. Or at least they operate on a different, more protective, rationality than the one at work here.
I wasn't even sure how to start the conversation with Liddy the next day, so took a coward's approach.
After a few of the usual niceties, I asked...
"I assume you know why I'm calling?"
"Yes, about having Ellen re-join the family."
"And you agreed?"
"Yes."
"You know this wasn't my suggestion don't you?"
"Yes, it was entirely driven by Amy."
"I'm surprised you think it's something we should do. Did Amy berate you into it?"
"You know Ned, at first I thought 'no', why would a woman say yes? But as Amy talked it through with me, I really found it was just the old me saying that. When you look back on all our histories in this relationship, it's really hard to see what I actually lose by agreeing. I know you can give me all the love and loving I want whether or not Ellen's involved. I know you're not going to run off with her or sleep with other women just because she comes aboard.
What am I jealous of? You know, what I'm actually jealous of is the close bond between you. But that exists whether you sleep with her or not and I'm just as jealous of Amy for that, as she also is of me. The actually sleeping, much less so. Was I glad when she originally left? No, I found myself missing her. Did I resent you two having sex before she originally left? No. Did her presence add to my enjoyment when I finger fucked her and she me? Yes.
When I think of the enormous difference it will make to her, I can't weigh that up and deny her a closeness to you in her current circumstances for what feel to me like very petty and insignificant reasons."
"Does it bother you she might just be a temporary addition to the family rather than buying into the commitment?
"No, why would it? Amy and I wanted a commitment and something to formalise our relationship, but that doesn't really mean we need to impose that on Ellen."
I got off the phone somewhat thinking that maybe this could work.
The only problem was no one had yet raised the possibility with Ellen. That chance came later that night as the au pair put the toddlers to bed and Amy, Ellen and I were alone. Amy and I had decided I should raise the topic. As I sat with an arm around Amy's shoulders, after a bit of small talk, I at last found the courage to raise the topic with Ellen, who was sitting facing us, in her crotch exposing French knickers and loose camisole, on the other side of the L shaped lounge. The problem for me was how to ask her. Because the reality was, I was really just asking her if she wanted to start fucking again.



"Ellen...we're wondering if you'd like to become part of the family again? You know...like before..."
The sudden abrupt change of topic caught her off guard...
"What...you mean... like on the yacht?"
"Yes, like on the yacht."
Her eyes lit up. The next minute she'd thrown herself across the lounge at us; wrapping us both up in her arms and her momentum forcing us to lie down on the lounge with her on top of us.
"Thank you, thank you, yes. Amy, you're such a wonderful person. I'm so grateful..."
We were just about smothered in kisses as Ellen squirmed about on top of us both; half sexually rubbing herself on us, half just letting us all readjust ourselves to more comfortable positions from the very awkward ones Ellen's initial fling had left us in.
But there was nothing accidental about the way Ellen caused the tip of my swimwear sheathed erection to slip inside the open leg hem of her knickers. Nor about how, a few moment later, the spreading of her legs across the thighs of both Amy and myself caused the tip to lodge in her crease and slide down to a point of shallow penetration of her vagina where her warm juices quickly permeated the material and bathed it in a radiated heat.
That seemed to satisfy her for the time being as she settled down to just lying on us, resting her head in a way that straddled both our upper chests.
Amy surprised me when she added...
"I'll sleep in Liddy's room tonight so you can have Ned to yourself to give you time to readjust."
We were still lying there like that when the au pair walked back into the room. Given the direction of her approach and the wide spread of Ellen's legs, I very much doubt she can have missed the positioning of my erection.
As she became aware of her presence, Ellen very reluctantly surrendered to climbing back off us and the three of us sat up; the damp stain on the material covering the tip of my erection now embarrassingly obvious. In the days when it was only the screw girls present, none of this was out of the ordinary. But the au pair's presence certainly took the edge off my ease with the situation, however nonchalant she might make herself out to be.
I didn't know whether it was good or worrying that she had started emulating the other girls in her manner of dress. Bikinis and other revealing clothing had increasingly become the norm.
It was good in the sense it tended to reaffirm that she accepted the ordinariness of what was happening. But disconcerting in that I was increasingly getting glimpses of parts of her that shouldn't be for my viewing. Her emulation of Ellen's manner of dress meant there was no shortage of down blouse view of her breasts to compliment those arising from her diving in the pool in a poorly tied bikini top and while she might not have gone so far as French knickers, the loose fitting micro board shorts she wore in the evening without panties underneath were even less effective at providing modesty.
She was clearly affected by the sexualisation that had always been part of the household since we'd moved back in after the end of the yacht trip. But that sexualisation had been in a strictly closed 'family' and I wasn't sure she was fully aware of that limitation, maybe even less so now it had just become obvious that Ellen was crossing the boundary. If, like a nudist colony, there was nothing more than an acceptance of the human body, that was fine. But essentially trapped in a household which had become her whole world and which contained only one male, I thought I detected an increasing flirtiveness from her which I studiously avoided encouraging.
It was obvious for the rest of the evening that Ellen was keen to retire for the night. Unavoidably disclosing that she'd always been aware of the possibility she might be readmitted to my bed, she took a quiet moment when the au pair was absent to lay on the table a health clearance in relation to STI's; something we'd be fastidious about someone joining the yacht getting before they were accepted unprotected into the screw girl team. Maybe that was just as well, because it had been a long time since I'd needed condoms so any lying around the house were probably going to be a bit old.
But to honour Amy, I didn't want to make it appear I was overanxious to -- well I can't put this any other way -- get down to fucking Ellen, even if any anxiety on my part could be explained in terms of meeting Ellen's obvious needs. So I held out till near my normal bedtime.
As we said goodnight to the others, which included quite a prolonged and passionate cuddle and kiss with Amy, I went into the en suite bathroom for a shower while Ellen, already showered, stripped off and climbed into the bed.
I came out to find her uncovered, naked, lying flat on her back with her hands behind her bed just watching me as I approached the bed. She'd clearly lost none of her confidence in dealing with moments like these.
Personally I had a strange sense of unease; as if I was approaching a stranger and doing something wrong. I'd once owned that body that now lay out in front of me. Not in a male dominance sort of way -- the ownership had been two way -- but in the sense of having full permissive access to the sexual pleasures it offered.
But that propriety sense had long since gone. For five years it had belonged to someone else, and in some ways I still felt it did, even if he was no longer in a position to claim it. But none of that stopped me from have a half boner by the time I reached the bed.
I lay beside her and she immediately turned to face me and shuffled hard against my body before wrapping me up in her arms. I willingly reciprocated the hold, only having to pull my hips away from her for a moment to let my rapidly growing erection rise firmly against my stomach, before pushing it back against her.
"I never thought I'd be in your arms like this again Ned. It's been a long time. It feels good, like I've never been away. You know it's something I've always missed."
"You're not alone in that. I'm just sorry it's such painful circumstances that have brought us to this."
"I miss him every day. But you and Amy have been lifesavers for me. I'm not sure I could have coped without you."
"You know Amy's the one who pushed for you to come back to the family don't you. She had to convince Liddy it was a good idea."
"I guessed that. She's such a kind sweetie. It's been a complete joy living with her again."
Ellen shuffled her hips against me, suggesting she was seeking a more sexual interaction. Pulling her hips away this time, she reached down, bent my erection between her legs and guided me into a penetration of her; pushing down until my pubis was firmly against her mound.
My manhood slid into that glorious warm wet space easily. Ellen was never one for foreplay; she was more than ready for me. I'd forgotten how beautiful and special it was to penetrate Ellen. The very thing which drew us to each other, her aura and our pheromonal and intellectual bond, multiplied many times over the physical pleasure that I normally associate with the flesh of my hardened shaft being embraced in the firm grip of a young woman's warm and well lubricated sex
She groaned as she ground herself against me. Our bodies had always seemed made for each other at full penetration, fitting together like two pieces of a expertly machined jigsaw puzzle, Ellen's crease and mound curved perfectly to press against the arch between the base of my shaft and my pubis. I thought I could even feel her swollen labia surrounding the top of my ball sack as if patiently waiting to squeeze my balls dry of my seed at the appropriate moment. But the real piece de resistance was Ellen's risqué clit. Larger than any other I'd seen, it was perfectly positioned to get itself stimulated during penetrative sex without me having to do gymnastic contortions to achieve that.
As she moved against me, I was sure I could feel her firmly engorged bud flip across the base of my pubis with every circular movement of her hips.
Then she rolled me onto my back, bringing herself over the top of me with her legs outside mine. Ellen was always very specific with the type of loving making she wanted on any particular day. So there was no embarrassment in me asking...
"What would you like me to do?"
"Little more than what you're doing Ned. It's been so long. For a while, I just want to be with you and to have you in me."
Ellen rested her head down next to mine, her softly taken breath warming my ear, as she reposed in my embrace of her. Every few moments she would squirm as she circled her hips and pushed ever more firmly down, as if trying to extract just a bit deeper penetration from me, even though I was sure I could feel her cervix against the tip of my manhood. Every squirm felt wonderful to me; seemingly encouraging my manhood to new levels of hardness and length.
"Ned, you know it changed the direction of my life when you rescued me from that yacht in Papeete. I would hate to think what I might have missed out on if that hadn't happened. All the love, all the experiences, meeting Harry, just everything my life became after that. Even all the sex. And you were so good about just stepping back and becoming my second dad when I met Harry, to the point I think my real dad was jealous. I'm sure he still is."
I'd met Ellen and she'd joined my yacht when the husband of the rather domineering couple who owned the yacht she was then a crew on had struck her for some perceived breech of their rules and then refused to let her go ashore to leave the yacht. Fortunately Amy and Issie had shortly after that come to visit to say goodbye to her as we were about to sail from there and so lifted her off the boat and brought her to mine.
"Well, it seems history repeats itself. If I remember correctly, it was Amy who rescued you then. And as for being your second dad after Harry, it was my privilege, although you were one hell of a flirtatious daughter."
I could feel the smirk on her face, even if I couldn't see it.
"Yes, but you agreed to let me join your crew. And, by the way, you weren't exactly a demure dad either."
Ellen squirmed on top of me yet again, but this time even harder and for longer, all the while emitting a deep soft groan. She stopped momentarily, only to let herself reposition, raising her head enough to let her bite my neck and peck at my cheek. But even that much elevation of her head let her push even harder down against me.
There was now a definite circling movement in her squirming. I knew she was massaging the tip of my manhood against her cervix even as her clit rubbed against my pubis at the base of my erection. In the last months of our relationship, Ellen had become almost scientific in our love making, targeting a specific erogenous zone and I'd learned to read her like a book in what she was doing.
Rising onto extended arms, she bent her hips forward to try stop her clit being overstimulated while seeking just a bit more depth of penetration, concentrating on her cervical stimulation.
I remembered what I had to do.
Her breasts were now exposed to me and I lifted my head to suck one. At the same time I stimulated her navel with one finger while my other hand circled around her and rubbed her coccyx and the lower small of her back.
One thing had changed. As she quickly came, her first orgasm was signalled by deeply and fast taken breaths sucked through her teeth. Ellen had never been the screamer Amy was. When she'd first joined the yacht her orgasms were entirely silent; a result of her previous need to self-pleasure on a yacht completely lacking audio privacy. With Amy setting an outlier example, Ellen had become more vocal over time, once being loud enough to attract the attention of a hotel manager. Now it seemed she'd toned it down again.
But that was the thing about her cervical orgasms, they weren't about a single mind blowing climax. The first was just the start.
"Keep going Ned..."
I hardly needed telling that. Anyway, I had the easy job. A nipple in my mouth, a finger screwing about in her navel and a hand rubbing the small of her back. Meanwhile, Ellen was working herself into a sweaty frenzy as she circled ever faster and with increasing pressure. Orgasm started to follow orgasm in ever faster succession. And yet, far from producing a release, it was more like something was building. Tears flowed from her eyes, ran down her cheeks and onto my chest as her body was wracked by heaving sobs while her thighs started quivering with increasing strength and intensity.
Just as, after what seemed like innumerable orgasms, I thought her whole body was going to explode on top of me in some Monty Pythonesk moment, with a desperate urgency, she begged...
"Go the whole animal on me Ned. Now. Please. Quickly."
In the old days, that was a request -- more in the form of an order -- that was obeyed or else. But this one was way more like a pleading. Either way, the outcome was the same.
Keeping myself fully penetrated in her, I quickly flipped her over onto her back with me on top, my legs outside hers, then I immediately started thrusting; hard, deeply penetrating thrusts that after a half withdrawal, crashed against her pubis firmly enough to have rag dolled her body had it not been for the counter effect of her now firmly tensed up thighs already lifting her hips slightly off the bed.
The quivering of her thighs had now transferred to her hips and bum, which shooked and rocked almost violently against my fast thrusting shaft.
I knew Ellen's body well enough to know what I was doing to her. That large, magically positioned clit of hers was being massively stimulated by my thrusting, while her already overexcited cervix was being further triggered as my manhood mashed against it at the terminus of each thrust.
Ellen can get completely worked up during sex. I've had her pass out through hypoxia because she's forgotten to breathe and triggered a seizure just through overstimulation. Both scared me witless every time they happened, although evidently gave Ellen her best orgasms ever. Fortunately this time I didn't detect any short, shallow breathing. I was less sure about the seizure, but wasn't doing the thing that normally triggered that.
My own excitement was rising too. The Ellen on top stuff was delightful, but not the sort of movement that brews me up. That could normally go on for as long as she liked without me climaxing. The go the animal is a different matter. Ellen wasn't gripping me all that tightly, but the way her butt was quivering was having a powerful effect on me as it added to the feeling of each thrust. The fact Amy keeps my balls drained usually means I have good stamina even for rapid thrusting, but this was my first sex with Ellen for five long years. There was an emotional override on whatever performance parameters might normally apply.
Fortunately her dam burst...
"Oh god Ned, oh Ned, god, yes...OOOOHHhhhhhhhhh...OOOhhhhhhhhhhh."
As she came, her vagina clamped tightly around my shaft. In those circumstance, it only took a single extra thrust to tip me over the threshold too. I pushed in hard and held it there, trying to use sheer willpower to delay my release long enough to separate it from the orgasmic contractions pummelling my shaft in the thought that might enhance my climax.
It was a forlorn hope.
I groaned loudly as the first shot of cum pleasurably rushed the length of my shaft. Then held myself there as three more ropes followed just as pleasurably. As I shuddered and thrust with little mini after-climaxes, amusing myself by wondering if her labia weren't actually squeezing any residual cum from my balls, I collapsed down next to Ellen's head. Now it was my turn to keep groaning in her ear until my climax had completely run its course and I was left panting in her ear.
With her hips and thighs finally relaxed and resting on the bed, Ellen stroked my hair until I was finished.
"God Ned, that was so intense. I haven't had sex like that since we were last together."
I wasn't sure what to say; neither wanting to too obviously bask in the compliment nor detract from Harry's sex life with her. Fortunately Ellen took over...
"Sorry Ned. That wasn't meant as an insult to Harry. He was a great husband and an incredible dad and I was lucky to have married such a man. The sex was good, maybe even great sometimes; at the top end of what a married couple could reasonably expect. But there was always something about our relationship that took sex well above the ordinary to the extraordinary. I'd forgotten just how extraordinary it was."
Ellen squeezed her vagina against my still reasonably rigid cock; seemingly reluctant to let it go, and I was in no hurry to forgo the privilege of being penetrated into so beautiful a woman.
"Sorry I was crying so much. I was just overwhelmed emotionally. Cervical orgasms can do that to you at the best of times, but there was so much pent up emotion in that I thought I'd burst."
"I know. I still remember our last time together. As you say, they can do that to you."
We lay there in silent contemplation until my slowly shrinking manhood threatened to unplug her and make a mess. Rolling off her I withdrew and passed her a towel to clean up with.
Ellen crashed out quickly into a deep sleep. I couldn't help lying there just staring at the beautiful, emotionally scarred woman next to me and wondering where all this would lead us.
.
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When I woke up early the next morning, Ellen was still sound asleep next to me.
As we'd gone to bed the previous evening, I hadn't been sure how the night was going to play out. Last time we'd slept together, Ellen had instigated sex - it's hard to remember after 5 five years - but I think it was six or seven times before we got out of bed late the next morning. But that was in the knowledge that it would be the last time we ever slept together; a big bang to finish with.
It would seem that, having been admitted back into the family and found a degree of sexual release, her next greatest need had been the sleep of which her circumstances had denied her for so long. So I was keen not to wake her.
I was just contemplating getting up when Amy snuck into the room, climbing naked into the bed and snuggling up against my back before I could even turn around. The hand that came over my hips and embraced what had still been a firm residual of my night erection and rapidly inflated into a full hard boner made it clear she was here with an expectation.
I wasn't really surprised to have Amy do that. To say Amy likes, indeed needs, her sex is an understatement. Her wanting sex at sometime overnight - whether evening, morning or in the middle of it, or a combination of any or all of those - is a daily occurrence.
It was nice of her to have surrendered me to Ellen for us to restart our physical relationship. That was no small sacrifice by Amy and I could well imagine that, in Amy's mind, the ice having been broken, we'd just go back to the sort of group sex we'd had all those years ago.
The reason for Amy's insatiable sexual appetite has always been something of a curiosity to Liddy and myself.
It's been far too long lasting for Liddy's effervescence theory to be sustained; the thought that, like a shaken and released soda bottle, it was just an over the top reaction to Amy finding a loving relationship after her previous abusive one. A reaction which would quickly settle down again.
While there might be an element of that, there certainly hasn't been any settling.
My view, for what little it's worth, is that Amy is more or less addicted to the oxytocin, the love hormone, which good sex evidently releases. Blessed with erogenous zones that seemingly generously reward their stimulation, she can't be lacking in the hormonal rewards of sex, so keeps chasing it. That dodges the question of why her erogenous zones are so sensitive. It's hard to believe it is just a physical thing; something in her mental attitude must have an influence. But that of course creates a circular, self-reinforcing outcome; sensitive erogenous zones create a hormonal reward which generates a positive attitude to sex which gives her responsive erogenous zones. Or so my unscientific theory goes anyway. And maybe the change from an abusive relationship to a loving one was the original catalyst which started the self-reinforcing circle.
Either way, it's fair to say, that sort of overnight sex with Amy is neither quiet nor quick.
As I turned over in the bed to face her, she embraced me and gave me a good morning kiss. She moved her hips away and bent my erection down with the obvious intention of having me penetrate her...
"I think we should take this back to your room to let Ellen sleep in."
She lifted her head over my shoulders to give her a better view of our sleeping friend...
"Sorry, I thought she'd be ready for a threesome."
Amy slipped as quietly out of the bed as she'd entered it, then watched me as I followed her. Standing her ground at the doorway, she embraced me, kissing me with a deeply penetrated tongue as she ground her mound against my shaft. Finally releasing me from her passionate grasp, she whispered...
"Good morning. I missed you last night."
"I'm glad to hear it. I missed you too."
As we turned to walk along the long slate path that led us through the large lounge and dining rooms and then past the entrance to the kitchen towards the bedroom wing at the other end of the house, she wrapped her right hand around my back and rested it on my naked bum, while her left reached across the front of her own body and gently jerked at and played with my aroused manhood. I happily reciprocated with an arm around her and a hand on her very cute butt; but held off on putting my other hand in her crotch.
Amy was clearly feeling very frisky in a lovey, dovey, very tactile sort of way. It took me back to being a very inexperienced star crossed teenage lover promenading a randy girlfriend along the beachfront at Manly; more so because it brought back memories of fighting not to show a public erection in the swimwear I would have been wearing at the time.
Those memories were only reinforced when Amy stopped a third away along the row of glass doors out into the courtyard that lined the slate and brought me around into a half frontal embrace to kiss me again; jerking more furiously at my erection.
OK, so the teenage girlfriend from all those years ago wasn't actually jerking at my manhood in public and we weren't completely naked like Amy and I were, but as she leaned against the promenade railing and brought our crotches together as she kissed me, I lost the battle of suppressing the boner. When a few minutes later we opened out to keep walking, it was with a very obvious display of my arousal; much to her amusement. You don't quickly forget those things.
More back in the moment, I thought Amy was going to have me take her standing right there as she rested with her back against the glass.
We've done that before. Many times. Much of that whole length of glass would be smeared with Amy's DNA if we ever had reason to test it; probably mine too as I've had to turn around and brace myself against it as Amy's gone hammer and tong at me in moments of extreme passion.
But it's usually after we've come into the house dripping wet from a swim in the pool. It was part of the reason Amy was so keen to get a double sun bed with a nice thick cushion in the pool area; so she could give vent to her moments of post swimming randiness in more comfortable circumstances.
And that sort of stand up sex is by necessity a quickie; whereas Amy's morning sex is never a quickie.
As she aggressively hooked her leg over my hips and angled her crotch to rub her crease up and down the full length of my shaft, forcing me to face her more closely, I thought any upward movement could well end with her capping over the top of my erection and having me penetrate her.
But her intention became a little more obvious when, after a couple of those movements, she separated us again enough to bring her hand back onto my shaft and use a combination of the vaginal juices she'd deposited and the pre-cum she generated to spread over my shaft to lubricate her handling of it.
After a moment of expressed passion by Amy and after a bit of kissing and pecking me on the cheek, she opened us back out to continue the walk to her room; only to be immediately confronted by Gaia, Ellen's Italian au pair, standing slack jawed before us, having just come out of the kitchen with two bowls of porridge for the toddlers down the other end of the house and seen I don't know how much of our very x rated display. But since she was already half way down the passageway, perhaps trying to sneak past us, I suspect it was a fair bit of it.
There's no dignified way out of that situation. We were both completely naked, me fully aroused with Amy's hand wrapped around my shaft and otherwise in a half promenading embrace. Snapping to some sort of attention where we released each other and pretended nothing was happening wasn't going to cut it. So we just said "Sorry, excuse me."...and walked on past her. In any case, Amy orgasmic screaming was about to tell everyone in the house what was happening.
As we entered Amy's room, I made sure I closed the heavy door behind us. Fortunately I'd included this door - which is normally Liddy's room - in the upgrade I'd done a few years ago, necessitated in large part by Amy's very loud love making. Guests we had staying over, in the end of the house now occupied by Ellen's brood, felt quite awkward about the sounds of a woman screaming down the other end of the house and the previous lightweight internal doors did little to muffle the noise.
And while the sheer volume of Amy's orgasmic cries is what makes me call it screaming, I would hope they would normally be interpreted as loud pleasurable moans. Well, very loud moans. Ear splitting even. But who knows. I'm sure they felt uncertain as to whether to race to the rescue of a woman in distress or be mortified by being in the presence of such over the top erotic shenanigans. So the heavier doors were meant to help. But I know they didn't stop them being heard. Ellen had made that clear if I didn't know already.
Grinning like a Cheshire cat, Amy jumped on the bed and laid herself flat on her back; spreading her legs wide and raising her hips as far off the bed as was humanly possible and giving me a vivid display of her state of arousal as she gyrated her hips teasingly.
That told me what sort of sex she was asking for. What the girls have always called a g spot banger. This was going to be even louder than normal.
I climb on the bed, squatting on my hunches as I inched my thighs under Amy's raised butt until I was in a position to help her support herself in the raised posture. Rising off my haunches into a kneeling stance, I adjusted my position until I could bend my manhood down to introduce it into Amy's already receptive vagina.
The trick with Amy was to know that her g spot lay at a very shallow penetration. But initially, I fully penetrated her, tickling her cervix as I used that full immersion in her body to help pin her as I raised first one leg, then the other to a vertically upright position, half hooked over my shoulders and supported by an arm around the outside of them to pin them to my upper chest. That transferred the weight of her lower body to me, but since she was all of 52 kg and a fair part of her weight was supported by her shoulders pressed into the bed, no great burden.
Securely held, Amy dropped her lower back, bending the shaft I had buried in her body downward, but making sure as I started thrusting, I'd be raking heavily against the front wall of her vagina.
The art in the game now was to withdrawn enough to start thrusting against her g spot without accidently popping out; since it wasn't that easy to re-establish penetration with my hands occupied holding her legs up.
I slowly withdrew; able to look down between her legs and watch my shaft, glistening with her juices, emerge from her body. When I was satisfied I'd reached the right degree of penetration, I pushed myself slowly half back in, then repeated the action. On the second push, Amy moaned a little as the tip of my shaft slid firmly across her g spot.
Having ensured she was sensitive and her g spot activated, I partly withdrew again.
Now I started to stimulate her with short, sharp thrusts, slowly at first, then with increasing speed; more like the action of a jack hammer than a long piston.
Amy's moans quickly became louder, her eyes closed, her hands grasping at the bed cloths, as she squirmed about in pleasure.
That's the nice thing about making love to Amy. She certainly rewards the effort made. It can't have been even two minutes before she came for the first time; crying out as her thighs tightened and she momentarily pushed against me to have me fully penetrate her as her contractions pummelled my manhood.
And yet, even before the contractions stopped, she'd pulled back again, cocking my shaft to invite me to deliver more stimulation to her g spot.
As I started again, her moans became louder. The pattern was familiar. With her second orgasm, we seem to reach a stage where I can't really tell the difference between a new orgasm and the continuation of the previous one. There's no call to stop or pause. Instead her orgasms just seem to get more intense, her moans and cries louder until they are really best described as screaming.
There's no obvious stopping point when having this sort of sex with Amy; apart from brewing up myself and dumping my load in her or having a heart attack. It's not as though, in some sort of old fashioned, missionary way, you bring her to a climax and then reposition her to take yours; at least not if you really want to satisfy her - and who wouldn't.
While this type of sex feel's great and is enormously stimulating because of her own reactions and just the visual pleasure of watching my shaft work in and out of her body and her breasts wobble on top of her rag dolling torso, it doesn't often of itself trigger those warm sensations that tell you you're on an inevitable path to an unstoppable climax.
Just occasionally I might end up rubbing the bottom (front) of my shaft against her pelvic floor muscles in a way that triggers me, but usually not.
So it can go on for quite a while; almost to the point you think she's going to explode or just pass out with the build-up of it all.
In this case I hadn't been going all that long when I sensed the door open behind me; sensed rather than heard because Amy's cries blanketed out the noise of a mere door.
The next thing I knew, Ellen was naked in front of me, standing straddling Amy, her mons inches from my face. She took the back of my head; adjusting its position and her own stance to a point where my mouth was held against the front of her crease.
I pushed my tongue into it, easily finding her prominent clit; swollen and clearly sensitive. Ellen's not the screamer Amy is, but just the reaction of her body told me those first few flicks of my tongue were having the desired effect. Locking my tongue firmly and deeply down the right side of her bud where it was held pressed against it by her labia, I sawed it back and forwards, curling my tongue to try and flick over the top of her bud as I drew it in.
I sensed her knees nearly buckle as she reacted to the stimulation she'd been denied for so long.
But dominating the whole scene was still the rising crescendo of Amy's screams as I continued to rapidly jerk the tip of my shaft against her g spot. Even though she was in a state of virtually continuous orgasms, you still had this sense something was building to an even greater climax.
With Ellen's pussy in my face I could no longer look down and watch my shaft immerse itself in Amy's vagina and withdraw again. Now, only by feel, I had to judge just the right amount of withdrawal that would deliver a powerful stimulation to her g spot as I jerked it back in. But I'd been going at her for a while now. The muscle memory was well set, as Amy continuous cries confirmed.
Normally, when Amy's reached this state, you can feel some tensing and release through her body; which I've always interpreted - rightly or wrongly, because it didn't really matter - as giving me some guide as to when another climax had overwhelmed her or it was just a continuation of the previous one.
But this was something slightly different. Her hips and pelvic floor were doing something between spasming and jerking against my thighs and pubis; to the point it was starting to get harder to just rely on muscle memory to repeat the process of stimulating her. It was becoming more of a moving target.
Finally something broke in Amy. A sharp intake of breath proceeded an even louder string of her usual climatic profanities. She pushed herself into full penetration and just as quickly withdrew completely. Her legs, still held up along my chest, tensed and closed tightly around my head before being pulled away to let her roll off to the right of me.
I wasn't able to see her, but could still hear her moaning and groaning; the noises sometimes delivered as if her whole body was shuddering in pleasure. Somehow through it all, I heard her say...
"You take it Ellen."
I'd known these two for long enough now to know that the 'it' was my cum shot. There was always a sense of possessiveness about who took it in these group sex situations and it would normally be taken strictly in turns. So I might have thought it was Amy's turn.
Ellen didn't need a second invitation. With a better view of Amy than I had, and realising my manhood was free for her use, she all but threw me to the side away from where Amy now lay and jumped on me; penetrating herself with my shaft as she straightened both our bodies out on the bed.
For just a brief moment I got a glimpse of Amy, curled on the bed in a foetal position, her right hand between her upper thighs, the whole of her physically shaking as she continued to moan away.
Then Ellen's head blocked my view as she brought it over my shoulder with her face into the bed, as if pinning her upper body as she started to move her hips to rapidly thrust me into her body and out again. Then she rose on outstretched arms over me, into a reverse missionary.
She first pushed her mons heavily into my pubis before continuing her long thrusting, each one ending with me deeply embedded in her and her mons being ground momentarily against the base of my shaft.
It was easy to read what Ellen was doing to stimulate herself. The grinding of her mons was stimulating her clit. That's normal enough. But what's different with Ellen is that the movement of my shaft in and out of her body also stimulates her clit as she gets it to slide along it; a slight tilt and lift of her hips being all that's required to bring my manhood in its travels into contact with her usually large and fortuitously positioned bud. Knowing Ellen, the deep penetration was probably touching up her cervix too.
Fortunately, it didn't take much of that to bring Ellen to a climax. Fortunately, because her vigorous thrusting had started me brewing up in a way that pounding Amy's g spot hadn't. I would have liked to roll her over and cum on top, but there wasn't time. The slightest change in the tone of my grunts warned Ellen of my pending release. Even in the middle of her own climax, she clamped me tightly and thrust me rapidly and repeatedly in her body.
Will a loud, satisfied grunt, I shot my load into Ellen, lifting my hips and pushing deeper into her as subsequent ropes of the stuff shot pleasurably up my shaft; all until I was left a drained exhausted wreck on the bed under Ellen's delectable body.
Meanwhile, Amy was still curled up facing away from me, intermittently moaning and shaking. Flooded as she always is with oxytocin and a host of other love and bonding hormones immediately after sex, a post sex cuddle is enormously important to Amy.
I reached over and stroked down the length of her back. That induced her to roll to face us; shuffling forward to cuddle against the combined mass of human flesh that Ellen and I represented as Ellen still lay, deeply penetrated, on top of me. I'd tried slipping my arm under Amy's neck to embrace her, but having missed that moment as she'd shuffled forward, instead found my arm travelling down the front of her approaching body until my hand came to rest in her very wet crotch.
Instantly Amy seemed to have another orgasm; moaning and shuddering against me as my hand was crushed. I had to ask her...
"What happened?"
She sort of half giggled as she answered...
"I think I broke my vagina. I was just overwhelmed by this rush of crazy, over the top orgasms that wouldn't stop. I knew I was pushing it and that I'd reached the time when I should have brought you down to cum on me, but it all just felt so fantastic, like some glutton, I kept going until I went too far."
"Are you OK now?"
"Nearly, although I can still feel little after effects of it and a few residual mini orgasms."
By now, Amy had forced her lower arm under my neck and her upper one encircled Ellen's upper back, locking the three of us together in her cuddle. Pressing herself tighter again my upper thigh, which lay outside Ellen's legs, she lifted her upper thigh over mine and pushed her crotch firmly into the flesh of my leg, in the process burying the back of my trapped hand deeply into her soaking crease.



The slight rocking of her hips told me she was already pleasuring herself against it.
As she lay back down along the length of my body, Ellen had brought her head down on the side opposite Amy, her gentle breath steaming up the side of my neck. I brought the hand of the arm on that side around to stroke her soft blonde locks and down along her back, drawing a little hum of satisfied delight from her.
My erection was in no hurry to subside and was still deeply immersed in the delectable warmth of Ellen's welcoming body. And I was in no hurry to get up and break from the loving embrace of two women I at that moment found myself in.
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It's been a while since I published the last chapter of this story, a bit of writers block and a bit of uncertainty whether I'd dealt with this story in the way I wanted, to while still making it interesting.
But regardless, for some of you an introductory summary might be appropriate.
The story is essentially about Shelley learning to deal with the size of her new boyfriend's manhood.
Far from being an experienced stud, the very size of Adam's manhood has caused previous girlfriends to decline actual sex with him out of sheer terror of its size. Shelley found him as a vaginal virgin, even if expert at fingering and, equally fascinating, capable of delivering a near two meter projection of his cum.
But its very size also produces a visual frission for Shelley that she finds hard to resist indulging. They first met when both were trying out for crew positions on a racing yacht [a spin off from my Unexpected Threesome series].
While they were swimming together during a lunch break, the effect of Adam's strong competitive swimmer physique combined with the massive bulge of his manhood in his tiny tight racing swim briefs left her in cross legged frustration by the end of the day and left a lasting desire to include stripping him from his swim briefs as a regular part of foreplay.
Their recently started sex life has produced some great results for Shelley, stimulating places that have never been stimulated before, but also left her somewhat sore afterwards. Some Google research on dealing with oversized cocks gave her some suggestions on deal with post sex discomfort from his size that she's planning to act on.
They're not living with each other and because of busy work schedules, only get to see each other on mid week Wednesday and weekend race days.
The last story finished as Adam climaxed after, for the first time, having sex on top of Shelley and her therefore trusting him to be in control.
*****
With my previous boyfriend, Sven, I always felt it wasn't so much he withdrew from me after he'd climaxed as he sort of shrunk out of me; at least if he wasn't in any hurry to finish. But he had a normal sized cock and erection.
Adam's flaccid cock is a long and thick as most guys' erections, if not bigger, so although it might be soft, it still has to be withdrawn. As Adam finally withdrew and slipped off me onto the bed beside me, releasing a gush of cum onto the towel we've learnt to place under our hips, it was time to try out my new toy.
The sheer size of his cock means sex with Adam does wonderful things for me while it was happening. But the after effects were, shall we say, uncomfortable. As gentle as he was, it left me feeling stretched and, well, I'm not sure what the right word is, but internally bruised is as good a one as I can come up with. Particularly if there'd been multiple rounds.
Dr Google told me it was evidently a recognised problems with enormous cocks like Adam's.
I was going to say 'common problem', but there was nothing common about the size of Adam's manhood. It drops to nearly half way down to his knee when flaccid and extends well over his navel when erect. And while I might have dainty hands, I can't wrap the fingers of one around it when it's flaccid and can barely make the fingers of two join together when he's aroused.
I'm not suggesting it's a scientific comparison and the sheer shock value of the size of it might lead to some minor exaggeration, but his erection reminds me of nothing less than two drink cans stacked one upon the other, capped by a giant sculptured bell. And I'm not talking about those pissy little mini coke cans. It's no wonder previous girlfriends had permanently crossed their legs and closed their vagina in absolute terror when they saw it.
I was curious enough to type "giant cock" into Google and all I can say is he's as big as anything I found there and not misshaped like some of them. Just a giant, parallel sided, slightly curved edifice with that deeply carved flared bell and balls supersized to match. He tells me his father is built the same way, so it seems genetic, although if it scares the pants back onto every woman who sees it, Darwin's theory would explain why they're not more common.
Where he gets the blood from to fill the thing as he becomes aroused would have to be anyone's guess; but it must sure take a lot. I tease him that it's drawn from his brain, which explains his narrowed focus on cumming all over my fuck me bikinis as he's first undressing me. But I'm joking. He's a smart guy, even when aroused and by the time we get down to making out it's usually been half a week since he's last unloaded and there a natural tendency for it to want to reduce some of the pressure in it with a gushing load.
And I'm not kidding about reducing the pressure. When we've not had sex for three days he'll deliver nearly a tea cup of cum in his first ejaculation and squirt his thick milky stuff hard enough to actually hit the ceiling if he's lying on his back on the bed and I'm playing with him. And I certainly like playing with him; having quickly learnt that by wrapping my slicked up hand firmly around just under his bell and jerking it at a steady pace, I can keep his climax going seemingly forever. Or at least long enough to paint my breasts, face and stomach white with his precious seed and just about give myself an orgasm just watching it.
Anyway, as he's proved with his fast refraction, there's always plenty more where that came from.
If he doesn't like his present career, there's probably an opening for him as a porn star, although not if I have anything to say about it.
But anyway, the suggested solution was a chilled dildo immediately after sex to reduce the inflammation.
Beyond that, the information was a bit vague. It was unclear whether 'chilled' was just cool or fridge or freezer temperature or whether the dildo should be used just as a static insert or it could be played with. It was obvious it needed a degree of thermal mass and either glass or metal was suggested.
I'd found online a gel filled heavy glass one which seemed to tick the boxes I was looking for. I guessed it was long enough to reach my most intimate places, and while nothing approaching Adam's width, nearly thick enough to fill my post sex, Adam stretched, vagina. It looked to have good thermal mass and had a handsomely shaped bell head and a nice pair of glass balls hanging off the bottom that I thought might be useful for some playful fun; even if I wasn't sure how.
I'd chilled it in my parents fridge -suitably disguised - and then kept it cold on ice in a small esky; hoping to produce something near fridge temperature, but certainly not below freezing temperature. You don't really want to freeze your vagina. After all, who wants to be an ice queen?
It was sitting waiting to be used in my beach bag next to the bed. Adam watched me, no doubt wondering, as I reached over the edge of the bed to extract it and the tube of lube I thought I'd need with it.
As I turned back to him, I held them up...
"I've got something I want to try out."
His eyes just about popped out of his head.
I quickly explained why I wanted to try it. Dildos weren't exactly common in my world. Indeed, I'd never seen or touched one before this had arrived in the mail the previous day; something I made clear to Adam. Adam seemed to take it in his stride...
"I did suggest to Tracy that we try one when she decided my cock was too big for her. But that didn't go down well. So we stayed with fingering."
"Well, you get to try one now; although I'm not really sure how this is going to work."
I handed it to him; passing it in a way he ended up holding it by the glass balls between two fingers.
"It's cold."
"Yep, that's the idea."
I lay on my back and spread my legs apart.
"Are you sure?"
"No, but I'm going to try it anyway."
"OK, but tell me if you want to stop."
"You can be sure of it."
I watched as Adam lubed up this thing that was about to be pushed up my vagina. I tensed up as its cold tip first touched my internal flesh.
"Will I keep going?"
It was like the difference between jumping quickly into a cold ocean or tip toeing slowing into it. In theory, I support the former. In practice, unless someone pushes you, it's hard to build up the courage for the jump. Adam was there to be my pusher, it's one of the reasons I gave it to him to do...
"Yes, let's get it over with."
Adam lay down next to me, supporting himself half over my body, the not insignificant weight of his now re-erect manhood resting on my stomach. He continued to push it in, using a firm steady motion, always responsive to my reactions.
The cervical orgasms Adam gives me aren't a matter of a linear building to a big bang, followed by an overly sensitive refractory period. For me it is climatic wave after wave of whole body tingling, pulsing suffusions of bliss, which for me anyway, grow with intensity with every wave. They don't really have a clear finishing point, at least until Adam blows his load and I lose my source of pleasure.
Because he so completely fills me and squirts such a big load, Adam's learnt to withdraw ever so slightly just before he cums, to give it somewhere to go. But when he can blast voluminous quantities of thick, creamy cum all the way onto the ceiling when he's lying on his back on a bed, those jets of seed blasted so strongly against my cervix have their own mind blowing effects on my orgasm, sending me into one unusually final earth shattering wave of climax while still leaving my cervix sensitised and ready for more.
The sheer size of his engorged manhood and the inflated bell that caps it, means my g spot becomes firmly stimulated and highly sensitised, but he rarely lasts long enough the first time to actually trigger a G spot climax. And while the thickness of his penetration means he opens me up far enough that my clit too gets teased and stimulated by his thrusts, it too is left in a swollen and needy state.
In short, as well as being flooded with his cum, his first ejaculation leaves me flooded with drug like blissful feelings, driven by overwhelming rushes of Oxytocin and whatever other pleasure inducing endorphins can drive a woman wild with love, almost tearful passion, and unmitigated lust for her man, but my sexual organs remained primed for an explosive, crazily powerful contraction inducing climax at the slightest provocation.
As he started penetrating me with the dildo, I tensed and moaned, lifting my hips as if that somehow would release me from the cold press of the glass. It might have sounded and looked like an orgasm; but it was nothing of the sort; at least I thought so at first. I clenched my body around it; telling myself it was good for me; like an ice pack on a bruise.
But like getting into a cold ocean, that first shock doesn't last that long. Once you're half in, you might still know it's cold, but the body gets through the sensory overload and starts processing the sensory experience more objectively.
Almost involuntarily I was clenching and unclenching it. But a mental question I had before this started was quickly answered. There was definitely a sexual undertone to the experience. A major sexual undertone. Far from putting my internal erogenous zones into deep chill, it was playing to their already sensitised state. Maybe it was the fact that Adam was still holding the dildo by its balls, slowly rotating it as he pushed it in that had something to do with that. After all, I don't get all hot when the doctor inserts her little torture device into me for that little periodic indignity that only women have to endure.
I felt a shock of excitement as it first touched my still sensitised g spot, emitting something between a hum and a groan at the intensity of it. Encouraged, Adam continued the relentless penetration of my body with the dildo, still rotating it as he went. The dildo had only a slight curve below the deeply grooved bell head, so that didn't involve any great rearrangement of my internal organs as he did it (unlike some of them I saw online, when shopping for this one, might have achieved).
I was just starting to relax into the grove of the whole thing, when the still chilled tip first brushed against my cervix. A mere moment later, Adam's continued rotation of it brought the peak of its arched curve rubbing firmly against my G Spot as the freezing cold glass balls came to rest on my clit.
My whole body exploded; all at once. Every erogenous zone triggered simultaneously.
Adam was half over me as I lay on my back. I threw myself at him, yelling a machine gun rapid staccato...
"Oh god...oh god...oh god...oh god...ah...ah...ah...
I hooked my leg over his, rubbing my body frantically up and down; the end of the crystal dildo torn from his fingers' previously light grip. My crotch sought out the projecting firmness of his freshly aroused manhood, the cold glass balls of the dildo massaging the length of Adam's massive shaft as I used to it to thrust and move the dildo inside me. The staccato merged into one long moan...
"aaaaahhhhhhooooooooooohhhhhhhh.."
All as I gripped Adam ever tighter, my brain, my whole self was overwhelmed, flooded by feeling of pleasure and washed by hormones that somehow made me believe if I just gripped him tightly enough our bodies would merge into one and this high could go on forever.
Caught completely off guard, Adam could only wrap his arms around me and let me roll him onto his back as this wild woman went crazy on him, her stomach firmly rubbing the tip of his cock as these frozen glass balls rubbed less firmly just above his own softer and more sensitive balls.
This wasn't just a really good cervical orgasm, nor was it fated to be merely a pleasurable but quick clitoris or G Spot one. It was everything at once, the cold contact of the glass magnifying everything out of all proportion, the rubbing intensifying the orgasm as it moved the dildo about and the chilled glass slowing what would usually be the sensitivity of my clit that would bring things to an end.
As my contractions pummelled the dildo, I squirted, soaking Adams balls and adding to the mess of Adam's cum that already rested in the towel under our hips. And then, seemingly unsatisfied, I squirted again.
All this was too much for Adam. I heard him groan as he seperated his stomach away from mine, opening up a free path for the release of his cum. Moments later, repeated hot, gushing jets of the creamy fluid of his seed coated the underside of my breasts and painted them white.
Still groaning, Adam closed the gap again, smearing his cum between our bodies and spreading it widely as I continued to rub myself against him.
It must have been five minutes before I calmed down and the climax truly passed, leaving me clenched tightly against Adam, still on an endorphin high with his cum now oozing from between our bodies and dripping down onto the bed.
I burst into laughter...
"Arr yuck. What a mess."
"What a crazy woman. Do you want that dildo taken out?"
"I couldn't help it. In a minute, but no hurry. It's still doing its job."
I peeled myself away from him and flopped onto my back, his cum like a sticky glue tacking us lightly together. There remained something tinglingly pleasurable about the dildo's presence. But in any case, it was still chilling my stretched womanhood as it was meant to. As subtly as I could, I pushed it back into full penetration, feeling once again its delightful contact with my cervix. No point rushing these things.
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It's been a while since the last chapter in this series. Partly writer's block and a little bit of not being quite happy enough with how I'd approached this story.
To remind or bring up to date those less engaged with these characters, 5 years before this story began Ned and four attractive women - three of them nearly half his age - landed back in Australia after cruising Ned's yacht through the Pacific. The story of their highly erotic cruise is contained in my Unexpected Threesome series.
Two of the women stayed with Ned; Amy a now 35 year old accountant originally from the UK and Liddy a now nearly 60 doctor from New York who got trapped there by Covid closedowns while visiting her children and grandchildren.
The other two got married and had children, although keeping in close contact with Ned and often still crewing on his yacht in races. One of those was Ellen, who's doctor husband died in the second wave of COVID while on the front line of treating affected patients. An unfortunately overly attractive photo of his family in the press while praising the hero doctor caused Ellen to attract unwanted attention and flee back to the safety of Ned's large house.
After a period there, Amy arranged for Ellen to rejoin the intimacy of Ned's polygamous family.
But there was some sacrifice for Amy in arranging that and this is her story.
...
Ned and Ellen are my closest confidents. But as they've both observed, I like talking to people and can be a bit uninhibited about what I reveal, especially as I get to know them. Our neighbour on the Northern boundary of our acreage - Shirley - comes closest to being the one I chat the most with. And given the my orgasmic screaming noises that she hears emanating from the pool area as a starting point to her curiosity, there's little in the way of my sex life with Ned she hasn't had some download on. It was her who put the question directly to me...
"Why would I arrange to bring Ellen back into Ned's bed when I effectively had him all to myself? Don't I get jealous?"
Of course, what she hears from the pool area represents just the start of my sexual demands on Ned. Ned's a 65 year old guy who has to satisfy the overblown sexual demands of a woman nearly half his age - me.
Two to three times a day was the norm.
And I should add, while everyone calls it screaming, it's really just very, very loud moaning. Well, maybe with a string of very loud profanities added each time I actually climax. OK, and sometimes when it's a really good one my voice might slip into the high pitched register of actual screaming; enough to have a hotel manager called on Ned and me when I got carried away while staying there. And I admit, I quite often have very good ones.
That aside, the answer to the first part of Shirley's question was simple enough. Ellen is my best friend. When her husband Harry died as a hero doctor on the front line of the COVID epidemic, she had a multifaceted need.
It was obvious to me from the time she, her kids and au pair moved into the guest wing of Ned's large house. I suppose I might have even known it before. But it became inescapably obvious to the point it couldn't be ignored any longer when Ellen, as we were lying down in our bikinis, talking on the pool sun lounge, started dry humping my leg and eventually asked me to finger her to what turned out to be a massive, highly emotional, orgasm.
There were many emotional and physical aspects to that need; they weren't all sexual, even if much of it was intractably inter-wound with the sexual, intellectual and emotional frission that has always existed between her and Ned. It was a frission largely submerged in their day to day interaction and physical relationship while she was one of the Screw Girls on the yacht and in Ned's house afterwards before she meet Harry. But once she loving hitched her life and love to Harry, the frission hung in the air like lightening in a thunderstorm every time they were together.
Harry tolerated it, and even facilitated it, because for all its power, he knew Ellen was a one man woman who loved him deeply and neither she nor Ned were going to cross the marriage boundary. Plus, he joking admitted, because he got the best, most wildest sex ever on the nights after Ellen had joined the rest of the Screw Girls on a day out with Ned; whether on the yacht or at a social at his place.
But the bottom line was, all the aspects of Ellen's need had one solution. Because of her history with him, Ned was it. I simply couldn't deny her that. I had not the slightest desire to do so, whatever impact it might have on me.
As to the jealously, well, that's a more complex issue.
Have I turned into some green eyed monster who resents every moment Ned spends fucking Ellen? No, I can safely say that's not the case; whether she has him alone or I'm sharing him with her in a threesome. Besides, a threesome can often be more fun and exciting than a couplet.
Has it adversely affected the friendship between Ellen and myself? Definitely not. Our friendship started when we first shared him on the yacht. Indeed, I was the one who invited her aboard and into Ned's bed. Nothing has changed in that now.
But in a reversion to what happened when we were first sharing Ned on the yacht and back in his house after we returned to Australia, something has changed. I can feel it and Ned is bearing the consequences of it. Even if I can't fully describe why, its physical manifestation is clear. My sexual demands on Ned have increased from their previously already excessive level. And I can't deny, there might be some trace of some primitive urge to sexual competitiveness and possessiveness in that.
While there might be an economy of scale in a threesome when it comes to satisfying sexual needs, the fact is that both Ellen and I like our one on ones with him too. Between us we are working Ned harder than any porn star; and I'm definitely the most demanding of the two of us.
I know it. I even feel a bit guilty about it. But the need arises so deep inside me, I can't really control it. And while Ned can keep - if you'll forgive the expression - rising to the occasion, there's not a lot of pressure on me to do so.
I've analysed my sexual obsession and some of the fetishes that accompany it, as much as I'm sure the others have. There's no doubt it flows from the 10 years of an abusive relationship I suffered under Frank. But I don't like to make too much of that. If Ned thinks he's taking advantage of me in a damaged state after that relationship, it inhibits him. And that's the last thing I want.
But quite apart from the physical abuse I suffered under Frank, he set out to persuade me I was physically repulsive; that I was lucky that he could even get it up to have sex with me, let alone indulge in his frequent rapes of me.
The sex and rapes were so loveless and rough that it was Ned who gave me my first ever orgasm. Why I found not the slightest feeling of any pleasure in any sex with Frank - ever during the 10 years I was with him - but Ned can easily trigger every erogenous zone in a woman's body for me, giving me clit orgasms, g spot orgasms, cervical orgasms, nipple orgasms, vaginal ones that I can't trace back to a specific site, and even just something I can only describe as emotional ones, I don't know. But his loving intimacy can easily keep me screaming in pleasure, in a state of constant and repetitive climaxes, throughout our frequent loving making sessions.
Ned says he's just an average lover and it's my body that's super responsive to even normal stimulation. I'm less persuaded. Where our opinions come together is that feeling loved and appreciated after so long may have a lot to do with it. Women's sexual response starts in the brain.
And yet, that simple truism has never really satisfied me.
Frank first won me by radiating charm and confidence; both of which I later came to realise were shallow veneers. I was 18 and still a virgin, although full of lustful thoughts. So I didn't start out with a negative view or being fearful of him. Far from it.
Our first love making was conventional enough in some ways; Frank went down on me missionary style. True, he made no real effort to see to my needs, even then. And at first, he didn't last long. But still, even missionary style, Ned can get me in a state of continuous orgasm. And yet with Frank, even in that early stage of or relationship and with me an anxious to please and enjoy sex, smitten teenager, nothing. So if it is just my body that is super responsive, why didn't it respond than?
Of course, as they get you in, the behaviour of people like Frank changes. It starts simply enough. If I'm not enjoying sex then Frank would make it clear it must be my fault. I need to do it better. And that of course is the recurring theme of controlling people like Frank; always chipping away at your confidence by attributing failures to you and then progressively demanding you do better.
Then those demands are backed by violence. And so the cycle starts.
Sexually, the only way Frank moved beyond missionary was when he made me go down on him. Of course, as things became rougher, 'missionary' became far too genteel a name for what was essentially being forcefully pinned to the bed. And as for me going down on him, I found out painfully enough the punishment for gagging when he deep throated me was a beating followed by what was technically a rape. And when he's pumping out his seed with his cock held half way down your throat by a hand around the back of your head, there's little alternative but to swallow. As always, it would be made out to be my fault. Something I needed to do better.
To compound my isolation under Frank, at work and on the rare occasions I was allowed out to socialise, under his overbearing supervision, he made sure I was dressed and presented as frumpily as possible so that I didn't gain any pleasure from the attention of other males.
In what might be a case of Stockholm syndrome, even as I came to recognise he would eventually end up killing me if I didn't escape from him, he completely persuaded me as to how unattractive I was.
For the first two years after my escape, I remained convinced of that and dressed as he had taught me, never once enjoying the lustful gaze of a male. It was only Ned who enlightened me, by both his words and actions, that I was actually quite beautiful and taught me how to attract the male eye and turn their attention to my advantage. That changed my life in so many ways.
Ned is such a gentleman. For months he, Issie and I sailed around the Pacific on his yacht without the slightest hint of sexual impropriety from him. It was really only after Issie and I, in a state of sexual frustration, planned his seduction and I accidently triggered the plan, that it all started.
But Ned soon enough made it clear, by both his words and actions, that me and my newly on display body drove him wild with sexual desire. Much more so than any other of the stunningly attractive girls who ended up being part of the yacht crew - which is where Ellen first came into the picture and she coined the term Screw Girls - a play on crew girls - as a collective noun for us. He was reticent at first to admit the lust he felt because of my mere physical appearance. But as he realised how important that was to me and how good it made me feel, he was persuaded by me overcome his concern about objectifying me and to rattle off what it was that drove him to such distraction...
In his words..."The cutest face, framed by gorgeously long, straight, sun tinged hair, flawless light olive brown skin, a tall slim womanly figure, elegantly carrying perky, perfectly formed breasts that seem too large for my light frame, themselves capped by attractively proportioned, seductive, puffy nipples, a plank flat stomach that leads down to the most delightfully shaped, prominent, sexually suggestive, mound, shapely legs, a sculptured bottom"...well, you get the drift. And I can't say I wasn't chuffed, even before I came to fully accept the underlying truth of his words.
And it soon became obvious from his behaviour, as even he admitted, that the cute face, breasts, nipples and mound were a knockout, highly fuckable combination.
Of all that, what surprised me the most was his obsession with my mound. Even on the yacht, without making a fuss of it among the other girls, he went down on me much more than on the others and even today, he has trouble keeping his hand off or out of it even in the most public situation. Curious, and not being one to hold back on talking about things, and using my well justified 'need to find confidence in my body' excuse, I finally got him to open up on why it was such a powerful attractant.
Under unrelenting interrogation from me, Ned explained that he thought it was the absolute Goldilocks of mounds. That they range from the common situation where there is barely a mound at all - where there is just a turn down under into the crotch - to, in rare cases, something so large it is almost gross.
But he told me mine had just the right amount of prominence. Continuing in a straight line down from my stomach, curving off seductively on each side temptingly into my thighs and turning sharply at the base of it under my crotch, it really highlighted what a beautiful slim figure I had. At the same time it radiated a sense that I was a woman who was fecund and sexually ripe, almost encouraging him to give me a good fucking. He loved the way that if I pulled certain pants up too tightly it gave me the deepest most eye-catching camel toe, but what he really loved was the way that almost any tightly fitted pants showed this highly suggestive dimple running through my crease; one that he could watch broaden into a valley as I became aroused.
Constantly apologetic throughout the conversation, he acknowledged he was very uncomfortable talking about it like this; sensing most women would find such a conversation abhorrent, even if it was full of flattery and nothing more than an acknowledgement of what most men might have thought anyway.
But then, that's what a relationship like the one I had with Frank will do to you.
Unlike Frank, Ned was never possessive - he still isn't. Even when going out without him, he encouraged me to dress to attract if that is what made me feel good. And being able to do that - maybe I admit sometimes taking it to extremes - let me see the effect I could have on men, which reaffirmed my belief in myself and proved that Ned's words were true and more than just a seduction technique on a younger woman. It did wonders for my confidence and let me grow from being the socially stunted person Frank had set out to create.
But the bottom line is that as Ned helped me cast aside the damage Frank did to me, I've actually become the complete antithesis of the woman Frank created, to the point I suspect most women would think I've gone too far; more so for a woman in her mid-thirties. Highly sexualised, multi-orgasmic and inclined to what some might regard as slut dressing and prick teasing, it all never the less gives me a joy out of life that compensates for what I missed out on during my time with Frank.
Now our relationship is driven by way more than physical desire. We share the deepest love too. It was there from the outset but has only grown with time.
But that background is really what possibly set the scene for my present attitude to sex. Being told, and eventually persuaded, I was so ugly that I was lucky the guy is who about to rape you could actually get it up to do so, certainly mucks your head up. Never having had an orgasm, never really getting any pleasure out of sex, until you have sex with a guy who not only persuades you of how beautiful you are but drives you to multiple, continuous, intense orgasms with every love making session, is the best antidote for that. But the antidote is highly addictive; leaving your body flooded with Oxytocin and other love hormones for which you develop a bottomless pit of insatiable cravings.
Keeping Ned able to satisfy those needs, not just of myself, but of Ellen, Liddy and at one time, a total of four young women he was 'servicing' daily on the yacht during our trip, was the trick. You couldn't get anything baser than Issie's solution. The constant, non-stop prick teasing of him to 'keep his testosterone up' as Issie, perhaps without scientific justification, put it.
'Fuck me' clothing (as Issie labelled it) in the form of tiny body hugging bikinis when we wore anything at all on the boat, tight fitting, sexualised, minimalist and revealing clothing when trips ashore or cooler weather demanded more and the constant, intimate manhandling of him. It worked too. He was never allowed to have sex far from his mind, a semi naked female always being in his eye and usually somehow in contact with his body. On the yacht he was rarely without at least a partial erection and never failed to perform on cue.
Those habits continued ashore, even when some of the Screw Girls left and got married. When we got back together, usually on the yacht for race days, they would be back in fuck me clothing and all over Ned like a rash - in front of their husbands. And, apart from what I fairly suspected was indulging their own residual sexual frission with Ned, it was supposedly all for the good cause of helping him meet the needs of the remaining girls; eventually just Liddy and me - with me being the most demanding.
In a way it was those same habits that might be thought to have caused my own sexual fetish for bikini sex to develop. I suppose as fetishes go, it's a pretty harmless one. I like seducing Ned while I'm in a fuck me bikini. More than that, I like to keep them on during foreplay and even, when I can, during sex itself.
And when I found unlined, super thin bikinis made of material that's barely opaque when dry and almost transparent wet, then they basically became 'suck me' bikinis. They stick to my body like they're painted on, go transparent in strategic places when my juices wet them with my arousal and really feel fantastic when Ned goes down on me and gives me oral through them. They might not be suitable for public display, but are great for a poolside seduction.
Ned is happy enough to be seduced by my bikini wearing self, but definitely prefers me naked while we're actually having sex. But he happily indulges my fetish often enough to keep me happy.
Deep down I know that the fetish itself also derives from Frank's treatment of me. He always wanted me naked for sex. Whether my clothes were ripped and torn violently and painfully off me or I was permitted to undress depended on how quickly I surrendered to him. That wasn't always an easy decision. It was clear that in Frank's mind, raping me was another form of violence. From my point of view, he could do a lot more damage with his fists than he did with his cock. So given the choice, I'd take the rape. The trick was to resist just enough to satisfy his need for perceived violence to punish me for whatever infraction had set him off, while minimising the actual hurt.
Having stripped me, he wasn't slow to tell me I had an ugly cunt and hideous nipples as part of his running down of me. So I still have a residual self-consciousness about them. The conversation with Ned about my mound was derived from that. Still, even though Ned tells me I have the most sexually desirable cunt and nipples he's ever seen and are definitely part of his obsession about my body, even though he's explained why in the most intimate detail, it's hard to throw off such insecurities.
Once Ned broke my habit of dressing unattractively I quickly got to see how powerful an effect my bikini clad body could have on men. Almost from the first day I wore a 'fuck me' one when I went into town with Issie in Papeete, I've seen men unable to take their eyes of my body and grow a partial boner just talking to me. So there's plenty of constant reassuring evidence to support Ned's encouraging words. Naked, I've only got Ned's word to rely on. Yes, I've looked in a mirror and don't think Ned's lying, but it doesn't carry the same reassurance as having had hundreds of men openly drooling after you.



Anyway a bikini gives me the confidence to flaunt and sashay myself around in a way I never could naked.
But returning more to the point of this story, really, the only problem for me with Ned having multiple partners was he felt the women had to set the sexual agenda. For good reason, he feared that surrendering to his own lust would cause jealousies. For the others, that approach really wasn't an issue. They asked for and got their share of loving sex; that's all they needed.
My needs were a bit more complex. Ned instigating sex with me in a state of irresistible lust was by far the most powerful antidote to Frank's poison. While we were on the yacht and until the numbers in the house afterwards thinned out a bit, Ned didn't feel he was allowed to surrender to that. He felt he should only perform when the girls in his life told him he should; never by his own instigation.
It was only after Ellen and Issie had left to move in with their future partners and the relationship was just Ned, Liddy and myself, that I could really truly trigger Ned's lust into sexual action. This was helped by the fact Liddy's more mature age, lesser sexual needs and shift working patterns provided the time and opportunity for such love making. It was even more so after Liddy got caught overseas by the COVID lockdown and I essentially had him to myself.
Even though it was nearly five years ago, I can still clearly remember every detail of the first time he really lost it and unleashed his drooling lust on me. It was the day after Issie left to move in with her future husband and Liddy was at work.
Dressed in what I knew to Ned was one of my most fuckable 'suck me' bikini, I went down after lunch to lie on the double sunbed I'd encouraged Ned to install in that area, knowing he'd follow me with some drinks. It was a common enough pattern on days off work or on long summer evenings. We often enjoyed a lie in the sun and drinks down there and, if I had him alone, it wasn't unusual for me to instigate sex down there - on the lounge or in the water.
But on that day, I wanted him to be the one to take me.
Before he got there I laid down, spread myself out languorously on the sun bed, subtlety folded the thin gusset of my bikini into a deep camel toe through that mound of mine that he finds so irresistible, teased up my nipples into high beam, thought about what was about to happen so as to get myself in a state of arousal that was patently obvious because of the way my unlined bikini bottoms were moulded to my aroused labia and the damp stain permeated them and turned them transparent. Then I waited for Ned to join me with the drinks on the lounge, leaving only the space at my feet for him to sit.
As he sat down, I put one leg over his lap and the other behind his back; leaving Ned's view of me as we talked one of looking up between my spread apart legs and over the top of my breasts. I could see he could barely keep his eyes on my face.
Almost immediately he started growing an erection. It wasn't because I was playing my foot against him. I'd deliberately put it half way down his thigh; spreading my legs more apart and giving me a clear view of anything that rose up out of his crotch.
As he sipped at his drink, he played with my foot with his other hand, starting to slip his hand up and down my leg as far as he could easily reach.
By that time he had a full boner in his swimwear, weeping pre-cum through the top of it which glistened in the sunshine. Leaning towards me he slid his hand all the way into my crotch, running his finger through the camel toe. He wasn't even trying to look at my face as we talked any more.
I gave him a little hum of pleasure; a signal I approved of what he was doing. But I knew, as was his habit, he wanted me to make the first real move. I just laid there, by body open to him and my demeanour willing but absolutely failing to actually tell him to do it.
Normally by now we would have been rolling around in an intimate embrace.
He reached up again, this time playing his finger through my crease until he felt out my swollen clit through my now wet bikini pants, massaging it gently. I hummed again, rocking my hips in pleasure.
His cock was all but bursting; surging in his swimmers as his pre-cum flooded through the material, even though we'd only made love that morning. He was transfixed. Staring at my crotch as he fingered it, only occasionally lifting his eyes to stare at the exposed underboob of my breasts and the hard nipples pushing up the material that inadequately covered them.
I knew what he was waiting for. He was waiting for me to grab his hand and pull him over me. For me to be the one to signal 'let's have sex'. That was the way the game had been played on the yacht and was still the way it was played when we all settled down in the house. It was the way Ned avoided jealously issues among so many lovers; react, don't instigate (and while in the real world fingering a girl might be regarded as instigation, in an environment where four women are constantly manhandling you and putting their bodies where you're expected to manhandle them back, the rules are a bit different).
But now it was just Ned, Liddy and myself, it was time for the game to change.
By then, Ned had plenty of time to work out where all my buttons are and how to push them. And my clit was as hot a button as any woman's. With my little bikini fetish, the now slippery wet gossamer material that separated his fingers from the bare flesh of my clit only enhanced the stimulation.
My humming turned to moaning. Getting Ned to fuck me could wait. I closed my eyes and decided to take the climax I was being offered. Ned knew by now that my first climax was only the start of love making, not the end of it.
As my moaning grew more intense, it encouraged Ned to finish the job; rubbing my clit as he best knew how as my legs started to quiver and I couldn't help but rock my hips in synchronisation to his pleasuring of me. As I came, for the first time I grabbed his hand and held it into my crease as I lifted my hips and rocked them from side to side.
But as my climax subsided, I released the hand again. I still wasn't going to pull him over me. Not yet anyway; but then again, nor was I going to get off the lounge without a good fucking, whatever it took to get there.
For the moment I simply basked in the pleasurable afterglow of my orgasm; giving him a quick grin before I laid my head back down and hummed as I spread my legs even further apart and seductively rolled my hips from side to side. A quick look had already told me Ned's erection had escaped his swimmers. He rarely bothers to tie the drawstring, so if its dry, it tends to escape as his erection repeatedly surges with the teasing we give it, the waistband then slipping down until half of it is exposed. And goodness only knows I'd been going out of my way to tease it.
"Oh Ned, that was so nice..."
As last I felt Ned lift the leg I had over his thigh and release himself to climb onto all fours over me; his pre-cum leaving a trail of drips up my thigh. I opened my eyes and looked up at him. He hadn't exactly thrown himself desperately on top of me, but it was a start. Sheepishly, he bent down to kiss me and asked...
"Can we have sex?"
I had to supress a laugh, converting it into a broad grin. What had us girls done to this confident, competent man that made him feel he had to approach the satisfaction of his own needs so tentatively?
I wanted to teasingly tell him 'only if you're desperate'. It was intended as a way for him to admit that I was irresistible, that he needed me badly, but it occurred to me it might be mistaken for a signal that I wasn't in the mood but I'd let him use my body to release himself if he really needed to. And I knew he was too gentlemanly to accept that offer. Pity, I really wanted him to tell me he was desperate. So I took a different tack, which I hoped would deal with the issue once and for all.
In a lightly patronising voice, I said...
"Ned, we're not first year Uni students who've just finished some campus PC class that says every step of intimate relations has to be given specific permission... With me, just act, don't ask."
I reached up and grabbed his exposed cock, pulling it down and the gusset of my bikini aside as I guided it into my sex and pushed myself down on it to fully penetrate me. Ned normally likes to do a full stripping before sex, but that could wait this time. Then I put my arm around his neck and pulled his head alongside mine. I knew the warm embrace of my vagina would meet his cock's immediate need, now there was time to talk.
"Ned, now that Ellen and Issie have moved out, the rules have changed. If you want sex, then just take it. Be assured, if it doesn't suit I won't be annoyed and I'll just let you know gently. But any time my presence gives you a hard on that needs relieving - night, day, any where, any time - then take the relief I can offer you. I don't need to tell you why it's important for me that, if you find me irresistible, then you don't resist me, do you?"
"Because it makes you feel good about yourself."
That was close enough. I knew Ned knew the full answer and was just trying to put it more kindly than something like 'you were damaged by Frank and your self-esteem needs me to show I find you arousingly beautiful and need to act on it by giving you a good fucking'...or something like that. It was partly a rhetorical question anyway, but I needed the conversation to be linked to the issue.
"Yep. For the last two years, you've let the women tell you when you're allowed to have sex. I know I was and still am the most demanding of all, so you're hardly going to overburden me with sex if you actually take a fuck when you feel like one. Anyhow, if you've got to that state, I've probably teased you into it. Don't make me do all the initiation. Lust over me and act on your lust."
Ned just lay there silently. So I prompted an answer to a question I hadn't actually asked.
"Promise?"
Ned answered with a bemused "Yes."
"As lustfully as you can? Well, actually, as lustfully as you feel?"
"Yes."
"So are you lustfully desperate for sex now?"
"Oou, Yes."
I released him from the virtual chokehold I had on him and stroked his hair as I replied...
"Good. Now satisfy your lust. And I mean really satisfy it."
As I said that, I moved my hips up and down against him, inducing his erection to a thrusting movement inside me as it surged.
Ned arched his back to bury his face in my breasts, his hand fumbling behind my back to find a loose end of the top's string ties to pull and release the knots binding it to my body. Succeeding in that, he attached his lips to my right nipple, sucking and licking it furiously as he put an arm into the arch of my lower back to lift me into a better angle for the slow thrusting he was already doing.
It might not be wild impassioned sex, but there was something incredibly intimate and arousing about the way he did that. The arm lifting my back up to him created this sense of romantic oneness with him, as it conveyed to me this awesome feeling of his strength and masculinity that left me swooning in his embrace. Something straight off the cover of a bodice ripper novel. And between the sensitivity of my nipples to stimulation - which of themselves can drive me to orgasm - and the rubbing of my g spot that the arching of his back and his lifting of me positions me for, I was crying out the profanities of my next orgasm in two minutes flat.
Normally Ned can keep pumping away, driving me to further cycles of climax, for up to twenty minutes. It's one of the benefits of his sexual overuse by us girls; it gives him great endurance. But I suspected this time, Ned had let the teasing go on too long and his balls were already brewing up before he mounted me.
He was already moaning into my breast as I'd approached that last orgasm. As I finished it, he lifted his head to let him look down at my breasts. His thrusts become jerkier, as if he was taking the time to get a specific movement of his shaft inside my body. Then, with a succession of loud 'aaaahhh's' and what felt like a series of spasmodic thrusts, he came, continuing to pleasure himself until he ended up with his head face down into the cushion alongside mine.
As I ran my hand lovingly through his hair, I heard him whisper into my ear...
"Sorry, I couldn't hold it any longer."
With a slight giggle, I rolled myself on top of him, lifting my head to let me look him squarely in the face...
"What, so only giving a girl two orgasms is a failure now?"
"I know you like more."
"Maybe, but I also like the fact you just completely lost it over me. Maybe being able to bang away at a girl for twenty minutes without cumming is just telling her she's not really having much effect on you, whatever crazy orgasms you might be giving her."
Then I added with the most teasing voice I could muster...
"Maybe even that's she's not very pretty."
"You know that's not true."
"Yes, but I'm just saying, sometimes lust might drive you to a quick release. Own it, don't dis it."
As his erection subsided, I felt his cum fill my bikini pants. As I was face down on him, it ran through my crease until it pooled at the front of my mound; permeating the material coving it. I suppose many girls would find that a bit yuck. Not me. Having them covered in or filled with Ned's cum is more of a turn on than anything, even if his seed does seem to have a rather harsh effect on the material. Mind you, that just gives me an excuse to buy more.
I had more plans for that bikini that day. A bit of reinforcement training on Ned if you will. I put my bikini top back on for a frolic with Ned in the pool, which also let me clean out the pants to restart the teasing process. I'd forced Ned to ask for sex, but he hadn't exactly jumped on me in a moment of wild passion.
Needless to say, we didn't exactly swim laps in the pool. In my post sex hormonal rush, I was all over Ned like a rash. That was nothing new. It was always like that after we had poolside sex; a kiss and a cuddle in the water that usually developed into a full on pashing session that left Ned with a new boner.
As we got out, we did what we usually do, which is dry each other off; rubbing and patting the other with our towel until all the surface water is gone. Ned had a full boner before he got out of the pool, and it didn't take any real effort from me to make sure it stayed that way as we towelled the other down. Like good long time couples, there was a routine to this. First we took turn drying the other's top half, working down from the head to the swimmer bottoms. Ned always took his time drying my breasts and the bikini top which covered them; ensuring my nipples were left on high beam with the wet - and in the case of my suck me bikinis transparent - material plastered tightly to them.
Then the person doing the drying went down on their knees and dried the others legs, working from the feet up to the crotch. So the crotch and swimmer bottoms were the meeting point of the drying process and got a double helping of attention.
I went down on Ned first, drying his lower half and giving his erection no shortage of gentle attention as I dried the front of his cossies.
Then, with my bikini bottoms hitched tightly up, I stood legs apart as he went down on me; working up each leg from my feet to my crotch.
I suppose Ned, and his admitted obsession with my body, has given me quite an insight as to just how visual men can be. He's been fucking the arse off four young nubile and quite stunning women - and one more mature one no less stunning - for the last three years, yet still, as much as he tries, has difficulty drawing his eyes away from the sight of my breasts in their transparent top and my equally revealed vulva.
As he finished drying my second leg I watched as he again ran the towel lightly back and forward through my crease, using a finger to run it through the deep camel toe in it. Sitting with his line of sight just below it, his eyes were transfixed on it, even more than usual; probably not helped by the fact my arousal would have been no less visually obvious than his. It was as if our little talk had given him permission to look in a way he hadn't felt allowed to before. As if this man brought up to respect the 'hey, I'm up here' mantra delivered to men who spend too long even glancing down at a woman's breasts, had suddenly been told it was ok to look down.
But Ned had also got the main message from the earlier encounter. Suddenly he grabbed me around the waist and eased me back onto the sunbed; my feet on the ground with my butt close to the edge of it.
A moment later his face was buried on my mound, his tongue licking furiously at where my clit lay under the gossamer wet material that was plastered against it. His hands reach up to play with my nipples. I just laid back and moaned in delighted pleasure.
Already heavily aroused from fooling around in the pool and the mutual drying, he had me coming in a minute and a half flat.
As I first started cumming, his hands immediately came down and undid the side strings of my bikini pants, stripping them off me. Immediately he half stood, bending his erection down to enter me. I pushed down onto it; welcoming the sensation of my contractions bearing down on his thick shaft.
But he knew my body, he knew I liked him thrusting through a climax. He again held me by a hand around the small of my back, elevating me slightly, then brought the second hand under to support me even higher.
What happened next brings to mind nothing short of a dog gripping a bitch and madly shagging it. As he held my waist up with his two hands, he started thrusting furiously; fast three-quarter length thrusts that raked against my g spot and toyed beautifully with my not yet finished contractions.
This was something different from when I ask him to 'go the animal' on me; which is meant to ask him to release his animal spirit. Whatever drove it came from deeper within Ned then his usual showpiece animal. It was raw and more real than anything I've felt from Ned before. And because of that, it was wonderful.
Already highly sexualised from my first climax, he quickly had me in that state that Ned does to me of almost continuous orgasm; the sort that causes me to scream loud enough for the neighbours to know we're at it again.
Still thrusting, one of his hands slid up my back to release the bottom ties of my bikini top, then pulled the garment off my breast, giving Ned an unimpeded view of my breasts as they wobbled in response to the rag dolling his thrusting was inducing in my body.
But again, he didn't last nearly as long as he usually does. More than two minutes maybe, but a lot less than five.
Was it the best orgasm I've ever had? No. In a purely physical sense, I've had much better. Many times.
But that's asking the wrong question. Emotionally it touched me in a way nothing had before. Ned's soothing words about how he reacts to me had been converted to action in the rawest possible way. It left me with a glow that lasts to this day. The final inoculation against the toxins Frank left me with. But I chose the word inoculation well, because every time Ned puts me on my back and passionately fucks me is a much needed booster shot.
That first day did change Ned. He has always been responsive to messages like that. And in a way it recharged our sex life. Not that it had been lacking in intensity or quantity. But it let Ned actually drool over me and fulfil his own desires more than he had before. Like on that first day, sometimes that meant Ned went off quicker than he did before, but I could still hardly complain about the orgasms he gave me first.



As I intimated, one of the best sex techniques the Screw Girls always had was to tell Ned to go the animal during sex. It had been one way of getting Ned to give vent to his lust even after I'd had to instigate the sex in the first place. It was a demand he just go crazy fucking us, looking to his own pleasure, but ironically it would often result in him pounding us for twenty odd minutes, driving me to multiple brain melting orgasms before his exploded; leaving us both cuddled up drained and exhausted.
And I wasn't the only one to use it. Ellen and Issie had called for him to do it often enough too.
But again, after a bit of a discussion, Ned found he was allowed, not just to instigate sex, but to instigate a full on go the animal on me too.
It worked every time he came down to join me at the pool area. Critical affirmation, excitement, pleasure, and a self-generated hormonal drug high all in one easily provoked action. And after lunch he'd be good for another. Day after day; or at least on any day we were able to find ourselves down at the pool. And with the screaming I do during sex, it was no wonder that Shirley had a fair idea of what my sex life was like, even without knowing what would then happen overnight.
And yes, you can be pedantic and say that Ned must have eventually worked out that when, already dressed in a fuck me bikini, I told him I was going down to the pool area, just maybe he already knew I had a plan for him. Don't be a spoil sport. He still had to grow the wood as I talked to him and make the first move down there; so it still was affirming in the way I needed. Anyway, I like outdoor bikini sex, so it had a double benefit, even if - given how wet Ned's presence makes me - my washing basket seemed to be perpetually full of sex stained bikinis.
But I did try and vary it.
After all, the real message for Ned - which he eventually fully absorbed after much encouragement - was that he should surrender to his lust whenever and wherever he felt it, not fight it. I basically gave him carte blanche to take me any time he had the slightest inkling to do so. I understood that wasn't how most women in his history wanted him to act, but finally persuaded him that, for very good reasons, I was different. I let him know I'd have no trouble giving him a gentle no if he misjudged and would think no less of him if I ever had to; which I never have to date.
The limit on finding variations was partly a lack of imagination on my part, partly my own fetish that holds that a combination of bikinis, water and sex makes for the best sex, partly a respect for public decency and finally an acknowledgement that Ned's well drained balls and constantly teased cock takes some pretty full on provocation to get it boiling over.
Mind you, needing to take account of public decency hasn't stopped us often having wild sex on a remote beach near a country resort we frequent.
One variation came from learning that my ... "cute face, breasts, nipples and mound" weren't the only highly fuckable combination where Ned's obsession with my body was concerned.
Evidently - although I now know since I took a selfie of it - that tidy swollen mound of mine makes for quite a sight when I bend over in the right way in the right clothes. It forms a delightful, not so little, seductive bulge between my legs - all the more so if I can induce a highly visible crease through the centre of it. Combine that with a Brazilian cut bikini bottom that (to complete the picture as Ned describes it).. "is pulled tightly into the fold of my cute little bottom and add a golden skinned, ramrod straight back, kissed by beautiful hair that extends most of the way down to the top of my bikini bottom and a back bisected by the most delicate little lower tie of my bikini top capped by a bow just waiting to be pulled..." and as Ned admitted, it was an irresistible fucking sight.
I didn't realise the vulnerability of the bow in my bikini top to being pulled was such a turn on for men. Still, whatever works is good; at least where Ned is concerned.
The first inkling that I had really unleashed some strange forces in Ned came about a week after our little conversation. I was emptying the dishwasher as Ned cooked the dinner for me, the shortly expected home Liddy and himself.
We'd been shopping beforehand, and the evening was a bit cool, so I was still dressed in a tight pair of highly body conforming yoga leggings worn commando and a tight, deeply vee'd short sleeved t shirt made of very lightweight cotton/spandex. While shopping, I'd had a bikini top under the t shirt to at least slightly suppress the projection of my nipples which the thin material of the t shirt was completely unable to do; but had slipped it off when we got home.
As always seems to be the case with kitchens, Ned was cutting up some chicken fillets right where I needed to access the dishwasher. He stopped and stood back to let me finish the job; evidently clearly enjoying the view as he did so. As I dug stuff out of the back of the bottom rack I suddenly found myself with Ned's hand between my legs from behind, cupping my mound. Next thing I know, his hips pushed against my butt, the bulge of an erection between my bum cheeks and his hands sneaking up my shirt as he kicked the dishwasher door closed.
Ned lifted my shirt up to under my armpits and bent me over the kitchen bench while he kissed up the length of my back while fondling my nipples with one hand and cupping and gently stroking the bulge of my mound between my legs with the other. Playing with them both long enough to feel them strongly respond to his touch and satisfied he'd made his intentions clear with enough time to ensure there was no objection, the next thing I knew was the t shirt was lifted over my head and the back of my leggings were peeled down to halfway down my thighs, I felt his pants drop to the floor and his erection was seeking out the opening to my sex.
He brought a hand around the front of my thighs to guide himself in and then play with my clit.
So just like that I suddenly found myself face down on the kitchen bench, my breasts being fondled by Ned while they rested in amongst the chicken fillets, getting myself passionately fucked, my clit being tickled up and my g spot climatically banged. But importantly, once again there was an uninhibited passion in Ned's action, that dog at a bitch enthusiasm, which was exactly what I'd asked from him.
We didn't tell Liddy what the chicken fillets had been through before getting cooked when they were served to her.
That wasn't the first time we'd fucked on the kitchen bench. But both Ned and I normally have a face to face preference for sex. But that particular incident was the first time Ned instigated that sort of impassioned sex on it. It wasn't the last.
So my little talk made a big difference to our sexual relationship; for me at least. You might think that a year or two - let alone five years - of that would be enough to set aside Frank's poison and that, surely, things could be more 'normal', whatever that means.
But no, 10 years of damage is not that easily undone. Or maybe, as I've said before that is simply an excuse for what has really become an addiction. But the simple fact is, as I get older, I continue to need the reassurance of Ned's unbridled lust towards me.
Of course Ellen's arrival with her toddlers added a level of complication to all that especially since we were all working from home; leaving very little opportunities to get Ned alone in the house. For one thing, making out on the kitchen benchtop had to go, as did our previous frolics in front of the roaring winter fireplace in the lounge room.
She first arrived as a houseguest - occupying with her toddlers and au pair a far wing of Ned's large house after an unfortunate press photo of Harry and Ellen and their kids made it clear he'd left a modelesque widow and subjected her to a barrage of obscene calls and unwelcome visits.
Perhaps selfishly, I very quickly ensured Ellen's arrival didn't change things more than they had to, and especially down at the pool. If Ned and I were alone at the pool - and since we were working from home during a COVID lockdown, my objective was to make that be the case frequently - as far as I was concerned it was still on. Ellen's heard it all before, the toddlers are too young to know and the au pair is old enough to deal with it. Ned was at first reticent, but because he understood how important it was to me that he surrendered to his lust, he got into it again after a brief chat. Once we started love making and they heard my orgasmic screaming, they knew to stay away.
There was just something I loved about being able to just lay there on the pool lounge, me putting on a show of merely innocently chatting to him while I watched an erection grow in his swimwear getting bigger and harder until Ned could no longer resist the urge to take me; rolling around on the lounge pashing before he ripped my bikini off and buried his face in my tits and his cock in my sex to drive me to something like an apoplexy of orgasms.
The real complexity that arose from Ellen being accepted back as a sexual and emotionally involved partner of Ned's is that each of Ellen and I have our own little special connection with Ned. Don't get me wrong. He loves us both, looks after us both and makes great love to both of us.
But Ellen's is an intellectual bond. They just get each other in a special way, revelling in each other's mere presence and able to endlessly converse about a wide range of topics, which is why they could remain so close even after Ellen got married. So while they're deeply into each other sexually too, that's not where Ellen has her competitive advantage.
My special connection, my hook on and what I feel is my competitive advantage with Ned if you will - other than being his loyal and faithful lover for the last seven years - is his obsession with my body. It is essentially sexually driven.
So my automatic, unthinking reaction to Ellen being part of the family is to want more and more intense, lust driven, affirming sex from Ned - just when he has to deal with Ellen's demands too.
Now we are back to having Ned share his nights with two women in his bed, one either side of him, I want him facing me as much as possible. More than that, I want him to again sleep penetrated into me. That's something, a little trick if you will, we developed on the yacht when the competition for Ned's attention was more intense, and Ned had previously indulged a few of the girls with it, including me. But had become less important when I had him to myself. Now it was important to me again.
It was not about orgasms, it's all about intimacy and desire. To be able to cuddle up to him and have our bodies joined as we drop off to sleep and awake to an erotic dream in the middle of the night to find him still there. Or even, on a few occasions, for us both to be woken as a powerful wet dream causes Ned to fill my sex with the seed of his well-drained balls and to have him tell me later he was dreaming of making love to me by the pool.
Of course, I'm not the only one in this relationship. It isn't and can't be all about me.
Ellen has been a real sweetie. She's immensely grateful I organised for her to rejoin our family and no longer feels the same competitive jealously that she once did on the yacht. As much as she craves sex with Ned, she understands my needs - more so because she knows my history - and is more than willing to stand back and let them be indulged by Ned. In short, if there's now a problem, it's with me, not with the others.
And as for Ned, how could I possibly ask for more? For all the times guys get tagged as merely sex obsessed fiends, the reality is they have their limits; especially as they get older. A few might envy Ned, but many would shudder at the thought of having such constant demands for sex made upon them, let alone having their sleep disturbed by an over-clingy woman.
But the nights weren't enough. More than ever, I needed him to drool in his lust over my body. More intensely and more often.
The practical problem was that I was almost full time cock teasing him before Ellen rejoined us. Goodness, even after she was sharing our house before she became part of the family again, I'd be playing with Ned's cock in front of her and the au pair as we all sat in the lounge room chatting or watching TV, making him sit there with a full, on display, sometimes exposed, boner.
Ellen of course had seen it all before and knew what it was all about, but I certainly had some explaining to do to the au pair.
So the scope to ramp it up was limited and the places I could now do it, more limited still.
During the period from early spring - when Ellen rejoined the family - to late autumn, increasingly the pool became the spot. Ned might be retired, but I'm still working, so mid-week, my morning tea, lunch and afternoon tea breaks would be spent in or by the pool with Ned and the only time he didn't have an erection was when he'd just cum.
He knew what it was all about and what he needed to do, and willingly did it in spades.
Not just on the poolside sun-bed; although that took a terrible beating to the point we had to replace the mattress. He took me in the water, bent over the side of the pool and on the pool steps. He went down on me under the water - only coming up for air - and I gave him head underwater too.
He even stashed our dive tanks and regulators by the pool, using them to lay me flat on the floor of the pool, sucking me out between breaths out of his regulator before fucking me silly there. You wouldn't believe the amount of bubbles I was blowing as I climatically screamed into my regulator with I'm sure the bubbles carrying the screams up to the surface and all the way to Shirley's place.
I made a point of reciprocating that one. Taking him down to give him head as he lay on the floor of the pool later the first day he did that and every time after.
And now, showing how much he understands my needs, he's taken to walking into my home office while I'm sitting there working, often in a still damp bikini, and bending me over the desk for a fuck. It's a strange sensation moaning away in the middle of sex while your boss leaves a message on the land line answering machine next to your head.
Winter is something we'll have to deal with when it comes. That little resort beach up North we make out on could see a lot of action.
So, the previous two to three times a day have increased to three to four and sometimes five. And that's not counting the nightly threesomes with Ellen or the sleep time penetrations. Nor for Ned the one on ones that Ellen seeks from him.
As I said, I'm making him work harder than a porn star. How he does it, I don't know. It's lucky he's retired or he wouldn't even have the time, let alone the energy.
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It's been a while since I added to this story so a very brief summary of how we got here is appropriate.
Five years ago, Ned returned to Australia from a Pacific cruise on his yacht with four women. During the cruise they shared an intensely sexual polygamous relationship, the story of which is told in my Unexpected Threesome series. Ned was close to 60, three of the women were about half his age, Liddy, the other was eight years younger than him.
Two, Amy and Liddy, stayed with him and continued the relationship. The others kept in close and constant contact but, as Ned encouraged them to do, found more appropriately aged husbands and became mothers.
When Covid struck and closed borders Liddy was trapped back in her native New York while visiting her recently born grandchild. Things turned nasty when Ellen's doctor husband died of Covid while treating patients. Unfortunately the surrounding publicity about the hero doctor had a bad outcome for Ellen, causing her to be stalked and harassed by a few unknown people who'd seen the photo of his very attractive wife in the news reports.
For safety, she, her au pair and toddler children moved into Ned's large house.
There, it became obvious to Amy that Ellen was in desperate need of more than just a safe shelter and, being the kind soul she was, she arranged for Ellen to rejoin the polygamous family.
*****
With Ellen once again becoming part of the polygamous family, it became more important than ever to make sure I attended to their individual needs and not just treat them as 'the girls'.
Amy is the most complex. So kind, thoughtful, generous and outgoing. It would be easy to forget she has her own needs. But she does and they run deep.
The story has been told and analysed here many times. Ten years of suffering through a highly abusive relationship; where rape and beatings were daily occurrences can't fail to damage you and leave some imprint.
Her most important need is to feel loved. In a way, that's everyone's need. But Amy was denied the slightest scintilla of love during her earlier relationship, so the need is greater for her and her response to being really loved is all the greater. And in a polygamous relationship it is all too easy to leave her feeling she has to compete for it.
She's not clingy in any annoying or pitiful sort of way, but she does want to feel secure that she has a competitive advantage over the other girls to compensate for where she recognises they have the advantage. And while I feel absolutely guilty about it, the advantage she holds dearest is the fact I find her the most beautiful, desirable and sexy woman in the world.
As my most constant companion for the last seven years, she knows she has me sexually and lovelornly wrapped around her little finger; completely beholden to her, almost as her sexual slave.
You would think that someone who had been subjected to a decade of loveless, exploitive and sometimes violent partner rapes would be wary of sex. But for Amy, it's had the opposite effect. As she acknowledges, having discovered the joy of good sex, she's almost addicted to it and certainly responds to it physically and vocally with an enthusiasm that motivates one to satisfy her demands.
To her, my arousal in her presence - a full, hard, pre-cum weeping erection - is the most manifest display of my feelings of lust towards her. She goes out her way to keep me in that state whenever I'm in her presence; which given she's COVID working from home and I'm semi-retired, can sometimes feel like it's a permanent hard on.
The way in which she does that has been endlessly written about too. She didn't start the technique. That was Issie on the yacht when this whole polygamous thing started some seven years ago. Tiny, tight fitting, fuck me bikinis - as Issie termed them - being seemingly their only items of clothing and highly sexualised, body displaying clothing when weather or being in public required something more. That combined with being constantly manhandled by the girls pretty well did the trick.
But to maintain its effectiveness for so long, as Ellen and Issie moved on and she increasingly became the main provider of the sexual tease and as I've reached undeniably mature years, Amy has raised the art to a whole new level.
It's almost like she done a forensic analysis of just what it is in what she wears (or doesn't) that has the most powerful effect on me. Just the right amount on display (although the prudes and feminists would probably say, it's way, way too much) and, just as importantly I think, just the right amount suggestively hidden. There's nothing like a good tease to arouse one's interest and manhood, however often you've seen the naked body underneath.
And while manhandling never fails, Amy's can achieve the same effect way more subtly than that. She's developed a sensuous, cat like sashay in her every movement; something she even seems to be able to project while sitting at her work desk turned to talk to me.
The bottom line is, it works. For all the depth of emotional love I feel for her, I can't deny the physical attraction constantly draws me to her presence to bask in the arousal that brings on. Of course, if she's going to do all the work to produce that arousal, she wants to see the results. While it was in any case my habit all those years ago on the yacht, she's fairly insistent that, absent bad weather or going out in public, my clothing rarely consists of more than a pair of Speedo style swim briefs. In them, nothing is hidden.
Where I've had to push back just a little on her expectation of me is on what I do with that erection. Or maybe when I do it. Whatever!
When I was trying to keep four younger women satisfied on the yacht, of necessity I let them set the sexual agenda. I responded, rather than instigated; at least when it came to penetration. That minimised the jealously that me selecting one of them to vent my lust on might have caused.
After Issie and Ellen moved out, Amy made it clear, that old habit had to go. She wanted me to instigate penetration; to in effect demonstrate my lust towards her by taking her body. That was fair enough to a point. But what we had to work out - and more so as I got older - was that I derived a lot of pleasure by playing with and lusting over her first and I didn't really want to be denied that. And now Ellen's back, and Amy's demand for sex has actually increased, being allowed to satisfy her, and acknowledge my attraction to her, by more than just pounding her with my cock has become all the more important.
In a way, today's 'lunch break sex' - as in our regular sex play as Amy takes her luncheon break from working at home - well illustrates the point.
As usual, it starts 'innocently' enough with us sitting on the lounge by the pool; me sitting upright, Amy lying down with her hips over my lap. OK, I'll grant you, that's not very innocent, especially when she's dressed in a fuck me bikini and the outcome is predetermined.
The simple fact is as we start chatting away, I feel like I'm in absolute heaven. There laid out across me is Amy's angelic body. Her flawless light golden flesh, interrupted only by the strategically placed patches of - on this day - her burnt orange bikini; itself held together by delicate, tautly drawn spaghetti strings, tied together with seemingly flimsy bows.
Right under my eyes and across my lap is her Mons Venus; with its god like proportions, an appropriately named swollen mound, gorgeously curved with the graceful artistic beauty of a ships prow. Prominent, without being distorted, it is the sexualised goldilocks of mounds, running in a line straight down from her taut, plank flat stomach and rising up between her thighs on either side, until it turns sharply under her crotch.
The front piece of the bikini bottoms doesn't quite cover its width. A low waisted narrow rectangle of gossamer cloth, it is bisected for much of its length by a concave dimple which turns seductively up from her crotch and marks the line of her crease. When she's naked, her crease seems to divide her mons in two.
On either side of the rectangle of tightly drawn material, a strip of the flesh of the mons is provocatively exposed as it arcs down and then turns delightfully up to the top of her thigh.
Between her legs, the rectangle of cloth continues. Wide enough to demurely cover the labia it moulds tightly against, while still teasingly exposing a line of crotch flesh either side of it.
It's always hard enough to take my eyes off that. But there's more visual spectacle when Amy's laid out over me like that.
Her toned stomach on her slim figure, draws attention up to her breasts. Unexpectedly large for one so slim, while still tidy, perky and nowhere near ponderous, the small triangles of her top show underboob, side boob and cleavage boob all at once. Drawing attention to themselves at the peak of her breasts, her nipples mark their presence with a raised dimple of material; the outline of the conical shale of her puffy nipples clearly visible.
It is almost impossible to simply turn and look her in the eyes as we talk. There's too much visual distraction. But then, she doesn't really expect me to.
Nor did Amy expect me to merely look at what she was offering up.
I rested my hand on her upper thigh, my fingers reaching across to the exposed flesh of her mons alongside the leg elastic of her bikini pants. I slid them gently and slowly up and down along that sensuous exposed flesh, watching with some excitement the process of Amy's arousal that I could see happening inside them.
The dimple in her pants widened into a broader concave between two ridges, as I watched her labia swell and spread out. And there, in the spot that covered that warm, moist void into which my manhood would soon enough be inserted, a damp spot quickly spread through the gusset of her pants.
As I moved my fingers to extend straight across the two outer ridges of her labia and stroked lightly up and down her pants, I took a moment to look up along her body. Her nipples had risen up under her bikini top and were now prominently, and very seductively, making their presence known. I knew they yet had much to offer in hardness and size when I started to play with them, but her body's reaction to such a simple provocation as I was offering told me I was on the right track.
The tiniest little dimple rose up from the centreline of her now wet clingy gusset, giving the visual clue to what my sensitive finger nerves had already told me with each pass through her crotch. Her clit had engorged and the tip placed itself where I briefly contacted it as my fingers slid past; a little hum from Amy indicating her pleasure.
My own reaction to all of this was predictable.
An erection was standing full and proud, stretching out my speedos alongside Amy's hip. Weeping pre-cum, Amy was micro-rocking her hips up and down against it to stimulate it.
As far as Amy was concerned, her body was ready to be taken by me any time I wanted. She would have preferred sooner rather than later; and if I did it in a wild, passionate moment of pure lust, that would be better still. But this is where we'd come to better understand that each of us has slightly different needs and preferences.
Today, like every day, whatever little clothing she was wearing would be ripped lustfully and desperately off and her body taken by me before the day was out. When she wants sex three or more times a day, there's more than enough room for variety. But for now, I was getting my turn.
And while my erection was hard, full and needy, I wanted to play a longer sexual game. Goodness there's something about being sexually provoked in the way Amy does to me that's addictive of itself. That almost constant sense of male randiness. And even when, like at that moment, I feel randy to the point of bursting, there's a pleasure in being immersed in that feeling that I don't want to deny myself by acting on it before I'm ready.
Of course, what I was doing was teasing Amy too; arousing her without stimulating her. She was ready to explode; but in frustration, not orgasm. But I knew when I did start seriously stimulating her, it meant she'd come fast and hard. And being Amy, she'd come again and again. The stimulation that just keeps giving.
I slid my free hand up her chest until it reached the flesh of the underboob of her left breast - that closest to me.
Amy's nipples are terribly sensitive and stimulatory. She's one of what I understand is only about 10% of women who can regularly have nipple orgasms; orgasms from nipple stimulation alone. So when I started circling just outside her areola with my fingers I was doing to her there what I was already doing down below - driving her crazy with my - I suppose you could call it - cunt teasing of her.
Because I wasn't yet full on stimulating her, just really stroking her body - I continued to carry on a conversation with her; in this case talking about nothing more romantic than her morning's work.
Maybe it was mean of me, but I found some pleasure in noticing that she was finding it increasingly difficult to converse. More so, if my fingers edged just a little bit closer to her real erogenous zones or as it brushed across the tip of her clit as I lightly fingered her labia. But it wasn't teasing her that was giving me pleasure, it was the way it was teasing me.
My cock was so hard that I thought it would turn to stone. Amy was subtly trying to drive me to action with her micro rocking and every time her hips moved against its sensitive fullness, it sent shivers of pleasure through its length.
Amy was also trying to subtly reposition her body so that my fingers actually contacted her erogenous zones; twisting her hips a bit to have my fingers in her crease, not across it, and trying to bring her nipple under my fingers more. But of course, my fingers had more freedom of movement that her body, so her attempts were always forlorn.
But there was a limit to what I could reasonably expect Amy to take.
Instead of circling her nipple, my fingers slipped either side of it. I felt her already raised nipple fully harden and grow further and the puffy areola under it swell up even more. Turning my fingers inward, I rolled the whole jutting edifice gently between them, tugging upwards ever so slightly as I went.
The effect on Amy was instant. She dropped her head back and let out a prolonged moan of pleasure.
Deciding on a course of action, I brought the other hand - that had been fingering her labia - up to her right breast, slipping it under her bikini top to play with that nipple.
If I'd had my druthers, I would have bent down and sucked it instead. But that would have involved either a major repositioning or a degree of dexterity my body didn't have. Anyhow, after the teasing I'd given her, I strongly suspected this wouldn't take long.
Talk about coming fast and hard. It must have been only about two minutes of loud moaning before her body tensed and she cried out in orgasm. But really the games had only just begun. The advantage of giving her a nipple orgasm first was that I knew from previous experience I could go straight into stimulating her clit.
I brought my hand back down and aligned my fingers with her crease, pushing two of them into the valley until the wet gusset of her bikini pants was inserted shallowly into her vagina. From there I slid the fingers up until they contacted her clit.
Amy has such a cute, porn worthy, vulva that, my own preference might have been for those fragile bows on the side of her bikini pants to have long since been pulled and her body fully exposed. But again, for complex reasons going back to her abusive relationship, one of Amy's kinks is a preference for sex with her bikini left on and, even then, she seems to respond more quickly to fingering through her pants than under them.
The bows would be pulled soon enough. For the time being I was more than happy to indulge her. In any case, the tease factor of that tiny, tautly fitted, now almost transparently wet pair of bikini pants was itself sending my desire and the hardness of my anxious cock into a very pleasurable overdrive.
I rubbed her clit through the gusset; knowing that, in Amy's case, the wet slipperiness of the finely woven material would be sending her stimulation into overdrive.
Amy had been 'warmed up' by her nipple orgasm; that interesting characteristic of hers where her first orgasm seems to hyper sexualise her and leave her primed for more. As I pleasurably felt up and fingered the hard little nub under the gusset, she quickly started responding.
Predictably with Amy, the moans came first. Initially mild enough, they quickly built to the point I knew they'd be heard inside the neighbour's house 200 meters away. I knew because she and Amy were best friends and they talk about it; not that it inhibits Amy in the slightest, even if it does cause me to get some funny looks from the neighbour.
Then, as she spread them further apart on my lap, her legs started quivering. That told me, this was going to be a big one. That wasn't all that unusual for Amy, although when she wants sex three times a day, keeping the standard up is no small matter. The teasing had done its job. As they say in the movies, you know 'she's about to blow'.
As she came, the moans turned to her usual string of profanities and moved into the screaming register...
"AAAAHHH...FUCK...OH SHIT...OH MY god...OOHH...NED...OH NED...OOOOUUUUU...OH SHIT...AAAHHH..."
And so it continued, each wave of her orgasm starting the sequence again.
As the orgasm had started, she clamped my hand into her crotch with hers and lifted her hips high. But, having seen that so many times before, and been completely turned on by the way her wet gusset was moulded into her vulva, I'd planned a new trick.
As she lifted her hips, I used my spare hand and forcefully stolen back the one she had a clamp on and put them under her butt. Then I'd lifted her hips that little but further until I could stick my tongue down the camel toe where I could wiggle it against her clit.
My senses took in the delicious taste and smell of orgasmic Amy as it drove her to a new plateau of orgasm and the screaming that went with it, either prolonging her orgasm or having her run straight into the next. With Amy you can never really tell - and I'm not sure she knows herself - but she certainly rewards you for effort.
As she finally settled and that orgasm or those orgasms passed, it was time. My cock was a tower of randy hardness. I savoured that feeling as I'd fingered her, now it was time to give it some pussy to bathe in.
Holding her butt up, I lifted my legs from under her and lay them along the couch. Then easing her back down, I repositioned myself alongside her.
Her bikini had done its job as a sexy tease for me and a kinky stimulant for her. It was time for me to expose her nakedness. I bent down and pulled both of the side ties of her pants with my lips and then bit the centre of the waistband to pull them off her body; enjoying the way the closeness of my face to her crotch and her juice soaked pants washed me in the aromas of her sexually aroused erogenous zones.
Then I sensuously buried my face next to her neck, nibbling her ear on the way, looking for and finding a lose end of the neck tie of her bikini top to gather in my lips and pull the bow with. Finally I nibbled her ear some more as I pushed a hand under her back to release the lower tie of her top and pull it from her stunning body.
Amy was naked, now for me. I unsheathed my erection and pulled my pants down to my thighs where Amy hooked her toe in them and pulled them the rest of the way down and off my feet.
My manhood ached to penetrate her, but, strange as it might seem in light of what had just happened, there was one thing more to do to make my sexual entry into her complete.



Half over her, with a leg between her lower thighs, I penetrated her with two fingers to play against her g spot while sucking one nipple and playing with the other with the spare hand. Sucking Amy's nipples is a delight in itself. The volcanic shape of her puffy areola and the towering size of her fully hardened nipple means you can get it deeply enough into your mouth to roll it with your tongue against the roof of your mouth; erotic enough from my point of view, orgasm inducing to her. As I brought my thumb up to rub against her clit, every erogenous zone in Amy's already sexually charged body was being strongly stimulated.
The result was predictable, having been achieved many times before. With merely a succession of increasingly quick breaths and without even having time to go through the quivering legs stage, Amy came with a loud cry.
What happened then had been practiced many times before. Amy half turned towards me and in a moment my erection was being pushed rapidly, but without the slightest resistance, into those wet silky folds of her vagina. There I felt my newly introduced manhood being delightfully pummelled and squeezed by the powerful contractions of the orgasm I'd just induced in her; something that felt wonderful to me and, she tells me, prolongs and intensifies her own orgasm.
Surprising though it then might seem to younger men, I didn't then just thrust my aching erection to my own orgasm. There was much, more subtle, pleasure to be had with her first.
There is a delight in itself in being penetratively entwined with Amy's body like I then was and I was in no hurry to bring it to an end. We pushed hard against each other to deepen my penetration to the maximum possible, the base of my shaft hard against her pubis and the tip of my manhood pushed softly against her cervix.
My shaft was intimately embraced within her, bathed in and nourished by the copious juices of her body. I ran my hands through her hair and down her back; feeling the still youthful beauty of her skin. She reciprocated, stroking my face and running her hand down to my butt which she pulled against her as a reminder to stay hard into her.
We can do this for ten, fifteen often twenty minutes, our actions negating the needs for any words as we caress the other.
But sometimes there are emotions within me that I feel the need to express and Amy's the same. They may not be new. They might have been expressed many times before. But they are still worth expressing. I always think back to a song of my youth with the line...
"Sometimes when we touch, the honesty's too much", a sort of overwhelming emotion.
In this case it was me who broke. I kissed her on the cheek and blurted out...
"Oh my god, you're so beautiful, I can barely keep my hands off you. I love you so much."
"Well Ned, at the moment, your hands seem to be the least of the issues. But as I've said before, don't keep your hands off me. Surrender to your feelings. But still, it always makes me feel good when you speak so lovingly like that. I love you too Ned. More than I know is comprehensible to you."
She was right about being incomprehensible to me. I'm nearly twice her age and she has the personality and looks to get any man she wants. I know she appreciates the love and care I give her, and the sex, but I'm never sure whether I should feel guilty that her attachment to me is a little driven by a fear she can't replace that and might make another bad decision.
Words crashed together inside my head, trying to express my feelings. But they'd all been used before. She knew I loved her enough not to bind her too me if she found a more age appropriate love. After all, that's what Ellen and Issie did. And I know she's completely unmotivated to do that.
Instead we lapsed back into a caressing silence.
These sessions of long penetrative engagement aren't new. When the polygamous relationships first started on the yacht, the Screw Girls would use them in what felt like games of competitive possession of me; with perhaps an undertone of clashing copulins thrown in. They'd want to sleep penetrated by me; an interesting concept I was more than happy to indulge them with.
The girl initiated ones came and went, with Amy reviving a version of them when Ellen first rejoined us.
When I initiate them, I'm clearly not competing with anyone else. For me it is a prolonged period of shared intimacy with someone I love. As far as I can tell they enjoy them too; they certainly don't start bouncing up and down on me to ramp things up.
The body contact, caressing and stroking are all very nice. And their embrace of my hardened shaft in their vagina is delightful. But there's something more happening.
I've read that, if you lie with a woman in a prolonged penetration, she produces copulins that travel down your shaft and invade your gonads and from there spread to your brain to positively influence your behaviour towards them. I can't attest to how scientifically proven that is, but I do know that as I lay there I could feel Amy's vagina surround my shaft with a sort of mucus that held my shaft in place. And as much as I could feel the leak of precum, I'm sure I could feel an exchange of fluids moving in the other direction too.
Whatever is happening down there, I love the feeling of it.
And there's not the slightest doubt I come away from such engagement putty in their hands; wanting to comply with their every wish. And loving them all the more for it.
Just occasionally, as Amy's hand caressed my bum, she'd pull it upwards. In doing so she'd initiate a short session of 'push it in harder', where we grind our pubis's together, not really deepening what was already a full penetration, but certainly awakening our more carnal desires again.
I'd feel Amy's pelvic floor muscles squeeze around my shaft as the base of my shaft circled firmly against her pubis. I suspect it was stimulating her cervix with micro movement of the tip of my shaft, but was never really sure of where the pleasure for her was in those push it in harder moments.
After maybe ten minutes, I sensed Amy had a renewed need for sexual release, even if I wasn't yet ready to bring the session to an end with my own. Or maybe I just felt like fingering and sucking her again.
Without withdrawing from full penetration, I opened a gap between our bodies, arching my back so I could suck her nipple and slipping a hand down between us until I could finger her clit.
Amy put her hand on the back of my head - now over her breast - and let out a prolonged low moan as I raised her nipple back to full hardness again and slid my fingers back and forwards alongside her firm sensitive bud.
Pushed by my tongue, the nipple rolled willingly around the roof of my mouth as my lips massaged the base of the swollen puffy areola on which it sat.
Perhaps she was sedated somewhat by our long period of gentle intimacy, but her progression to orgasm wasn't as demonstrative as was normally the case for Amy. Her moans continued as a soft lowing while, pinned down by the shaft buried deep inside her, her lower body seemed to relax into the stimulation instead of tensing up with it.
But as she came, I had the delightful feel of her vagina clamping on my shaft, releasing it, then continuing to pummel it with her contractions. Awash with a new flood of oxytocin through her system, Amy pulled me over on top of her and passionately kissed me, grinding her pubis against mine as she did so.
For a little while Amy seemed content to relax back under me offering me pecking kisses and fondling hands; although my responses were hindered by now being completely on top of her and not wanting to crush her with my full weight.
I was just contemplating rolling back into a half over position, when Amy started grinding against me again. We've made love often enough now for me to know it was her signal that it was time to ramp up the action.
Almost reluctantly, I rose up on outstretched arms over the gorgeous female body under me. Amy's demands have meant, if nothing more, my well drained balls show some stamina when asked to perform. But the missionary position will still bring me to the fastest orgasm, even if it also offers the best.
I started slowly, breaking the mucus moorings that her vagina had laid down to capture my manhood. Long, slow thrusts, meant to give me time to saviour the feelings being transmitted to my brain by my highly sensitised shaft. I could feel the rock like hardness of my manhood as it slid ever so pleasurably against the front wall of her vaginal opening.
Whatever stamina and endurance you think you might have, there are some days you end up going off like a cheap cracker, others where you seem to be able to go forever. As I realised this was more likely to be an extended play version, I started thrusting at Amy with more enthusiasm; grunting with the efforts.
Amy's hands were on my butt, encouraging me to ever more vigorous efforts.
Under me, her breasts were wobbling in a delightful and provocative manner. For my pleasure, rather than any deliberate intention to stimulate her, I arched my back down to suck her nipple without losing any depth of maximum penetration.
Doing this has always raised in my mind the thought that, from the side, I must look like a dog going at a bitch; my upper body pinned by my mouth on her breast while all the action happens by swivelling my hips rapidly back and forwards. That's not to say it's not delightful, with her tall nipple being rolled against the roof of my mouth while my shaft pumps away in her wondrously responsive body. Just that it might look like very primitive and animalistic sex.
But it seemed that little extra stimulation was all Amy needed to get her really going too. I'm not kidding when I describe Amy's body as wondrously responsive. For a man brought up with the belief that you could only bring a woman to climax by stimulating a number of very specific sites, to then make love to a woman who is in the minority who seem to be able to have non-specific vaginal orgasms too is being in sexual heaven.
It escapes me how that arsehole abusive former partner of hers could have gone ten years without once having brought her to anything near an orgasm and yet, for me, she's multi-orgasmic with a seemingly endless list of potential orgasm triggers. And that's not to suggest I'm any great lover. As Amy says, 'that's the power of feeling truly loved'.
As Amy came, she lifted her hips into me and squeezed me tightly as a prelude to her contractions. And screamed of course.
I thought her squeeze would do me, but while I felt a little bit of a boil up, it wasn't yet terminal.
I lifted myself up on outstretched arms again and kept thrusting. I now had Amy in that sequence she gets into which seems like one continuous, never ending, and very noisy orgasm. Even she can't tell me if it's one on-going one or a stream of them.
But eventually the end had to come. Little warning tendrils of extreme pleasure ran up and down my shaft. With the prolonged penetration and equally long thrusting, with me in my preferred position, this by all rights should be a monster. I adjusted the angle of my thrusting, sliding my shaft along the front wall of her vaginal opening to maximise my pleasure.
The grunt which accompanied my release nearly matched Amy's screams. I jerked myself hard into her and held it there while rope after rope of my seed shot against her cervix; my legs quivering. Overcome, I collapsed to rest my head face down next to Amy's on the cushion and groaned loudly as the orgasm just kept giving; eventually having to turn my head away from Amy's to avoid deafening her.
It finished with what seemed like a number of little mini-after climaxes which had me shaking and shuddering as the last vestiges of my seed were seemingly squeezed from my balls and implanted in Amy.
It would be fair to say that Amy was impressed enough by the display that it compensated her for any slight caused by my not quickly ripping her clothes off and banging away at her with more lustful desperation.
But the clothes ripping was still important to her.
When we reconvened down on the pool couch after she'd finished work, there couldn't be any thought of holding back on my lust.
Almost as soon as I was hard - and that was basically as soon as we started making out - I had her stripped out of her bikini and was kneeling upright between her legs giving her what the girls christened as a g spot banger. That's where I lift her hips up to the point my bent down shaft is raking strongly against her g spot.
With me being able to look down and intimately watch as my shaft slides into and out of her body and the fact that she's so lightly in contact with the couch that her body completely rag dolls to my thrusting, throwing her breasts around in the most provocative manner, the whole thing simply drives my lust to ever greater heights.
As for Amy, she's quickly in one of her states of continuous and very vocal orgasm. The whole thing continues until either I boil up, or, as Amy puts it, she knows her vaginas going to be broken if she goes any further and she brings me down to lie on her to finish.
Of course, Amy is only one of the three woman in my life. They all have emotional and physical needs that can't be ignored.
In the love, dedication and constancy she has offered me, Amy has earned more than her share of attention, but I'm no less sensitive to the others.
In a way, meeting Ellen's needs presents the greatest challenge.
You can see within her the interaction of the different emotions that are necessarily associated with what she is going through.
There's the love she felt for her late husband and the father of her two young daughters and the guilt she now feels for so quickly ending up back in my bed. All I can do about that is reassure her that the love she still feels for him, and the sense of loss at his passing, is good and normal and can be nurtured by her without any sense of betraying my love in the process.
There is no easy answer to guilt.
Do I take the lead in physical interaction to give her the camouflage of surrender instead initiation, or do I give her space to let her take the lead in instigating sex to let her process the tug of war between meeting her needs and moderating her guilt? By nature I fall into the latter category; giving her absolute control. But I'm never really sure that isn't just the coward's way out.
On the yacht all those years ago, Ellen was as sexually demanding as Amy. Indeed, in many ways the friendly sexual competition was largely between those two and the competition was largely by way of seeing who could get the most sex from me.
Since then she's been through marriage, motherhood and widowhood with all the day to day challenges that life throws in front of you.
She doesn't feel the need to compete with Amy anymore and indeed, since she shares our bed most nights, will often lie there and just watch as I make out with Amy. So her sexual needs presently stand at about four times a week, with an occasional night time threesome thrown in, instead of the several times a day that was the case on the yacht.
But the other emotion I can see her struggling with is an acceptance that she's back as a fully accepted member of the family - with all the rights that entails - instead as some sort of interloper there on sufferance. If I was in her position, I'd feel the same. She left our polygamous relationship (with my full encouragement and support) to find her own love and marriage. Since then, Amy, Liddy and I entered into a sort of commitment ceremony cementing the intended permanency of our relationships. Putting it as she might most pejoratively see it, now when things go wrong for her she's back, having missed five years of relationship development.
The difficulty is convincing her that's not how any of Amy, Liddy or I feel about it.
Through those five years, Ellen was always close to us; part of the 'team', so to speak. We shared her joys and tribulations. We never ceased to love her and, frankly, there never ceased to be a mutual sexual and intellectual frission between Ellen and myself.
We all accept her as a fully-fledged part of the family with all the rights that entails.
There was, indeed, there is, just so much about Ellen that is delightful. But one of her very endearing habits was, when she got just a little bit tipsy, trash talking and dominating me into sex. It was just wonderful to see a woman express such unabashed confidence in herself. Selfishly, I yearn to see that side of Ellen re-emerge and might even have tried to create the situation where a few drinks might have unleashed her inner spirit. But it's not because I want better sex with her. Once we get started the sex is nearly as good as ever. No, it's because, to be able to unleash that part of her would be the final indication she's reached a point of comfort with where she is in life. And that's what I really want for her.
At the moment, her confidence seems to come and go. There have been times she's even interjected herself into sex between Amy and myself to make it a threesome, but, ignoring what might happen as were actually sharing a bed overnight, they are rare. Much more often, sex comes about because of a very timid request from her for some personal time.
This morning was pretty typical, and the way she approached it, and conversation we had after was, in a way, my inspiration for writing this story.
Both Amy and Ellen presently work from home.
As is evident from the above, Amy takes a good break from her accounting practice at lunch and that, with another around close of business, is when she hits on me for her daily sexual romps. It's so routine, she pretty well expects me to be waiting for her down at the pool area in all but the depths of winter or pouring rain - when the bedroom or her office will suffice. If I'm not there at the appointed time, she'll hunt me out. In short, she regards that as her minimal entitlement for the day, with whatever the mornings or evenings throw up being additional, and often taken, bonuses.
For me, that makes it pretty easy, as long as I can keep my part of the equation up. She long ago made it clear sex is an important part of her life and gave me a free pass to show my enthusiasm to fuck her any time I felt like it.
Prior to today, and maybe somewhat still, I didn't think either Ellen or I knew what Ellen really wants in that area, but it definitely means I'm wasn't going to suddenly bend her over the kitchen bench and take her doggy style while she's unloading the dishwasher as, by way of one example, I often have with Amy. And that was even if she's attending to the dishwasher with the same butt up, mound bulge display as Amy gives me. She pretty well has to instigate it, however randy she might make me feel with sexualised displays from her.
If Ellen was going to instigate some private daytime sex with me, it's generally at what she takes as a morning tea break from her on-line medical practice. Being in business for herself, she's quite able to simply write in a lengthy break for herself instead of appointments and does so.
I was in the kitchen this morning when Ellen approached me, hugged me, and very tentatively asked...
"Can we..."
That, together with a nod towards the door was all the signal I had.
"Sure."
She took my hand and led me out of the kitchen. At first I thought we were going to the bedroom, but instead she hung a left out of the external sliding door onto the patio. It seemed the pool couch was to get yet another workout. The top cover of the cushion was already showing a lot of wear marks and many questionable stains.
I already had a full boner in my normal daytime house wear of just a pair of swim briefs. Partly that was because of the heavenly sight of her body gliding along just in front of me. Tall, slender and womanly, her long naturally blonde hair blew about wistfully and very seductively on the light breeze. Apart from the dangle of her hair, the pale, flawless flesh of her back was broken only by the lower tie of her white bikini top and the dangling ends of the upper strings. Low on her waist hung a close fitted white mini skirt, clinging to her cute arse before it flared out into an 'A' line just below her hips out of which emerged her long slim legs. Under the skirt I knew would be a white silken thong. That, together with a white blouse donned over her bikini top when on a zoom call, constituted her work at home outfit.



But there was more to the boner than the mere visuals.
As always when Ellen was around me, there was the sexual frission. There was just something between us that caused us both to be aroused in each other's presence. It had been that way since she first came aboard the yacht, and had continued through her marriage, with her husband's full knowledge. If it wasn't actually with his approval, he certainly found comfort in the absolute knowledge we were both too loyal to act on it and never interfered with the friendship between him and me.
The way she held my hand only electrified that frission. That and the knowledge that she too was already aroused and I'd find a large damp patch in her thong when I very shortly removed that skirt.
As she stood next to the pool couch she faced and embraced me. Ellen doesn't share Amy's bikini fetish. I pulled down her skirt to reveal the thong, letting the skirt drop to the ground where she stepped out of it. Then I undid both ties on her bikini top, pulling it away to revel what little of her breasts weren't already on show.
Ellen took her turn to unsheathe my erection from the stretched material and drop my swimmers to the ground too before pushing herself back against me and my now naked erection into her stomach.
For a moment, the thong would stay. I have a bit of a thing about that, but it would be off soon enough.
I bent Ellen down to lay sideways across the couch, her feet still on the ground. Then kneeling between her legs, I spread them apart and buried my face in her crotch. As I knew would be the case, Ellen's thong was soaking wet with her juices and largely transparent. Already tight fitting, I used my tongue to push the thin material into the open flower of her vulva, moulding it against her features with the wetness plastering it there and its transparency hiding nothing.
That made her swollen clit all the more prominent and, after taking a moment to enjoy the visual appeal of my handiwork, I buried my face in there again and licked furiously at it through the material.
Ellen dropped her head back and moaned. She's no screamer like Amy is, but vocalises her pleasure quite nicely just the same.
Having satisfied my little fetish about her thong, I lifted my head up again, knelt back on my haunches and pulled her thong out from under her and off her legs. It was time to get down to the more serious work.
Ellen's clit is by far the largest and most prominent one I've ever seen. It's not gross or deformed, just bigger. Big enough to really give you something to work with as you stimulate her, and more usefully still, big enough and well enough positioned to get itself stimulated while I'm penetratively thrusting at her. And for my present purposes that meant big enough to really get my tongue and lips around it.
I went back to licking the now bare flesh of it as furiously as before, taking the occasionally bigger lick to slurp up the juices her body was pouring out and smear them against her clit to better lubricate it. Then, as I sensed her excitement really rising, rolled it between my lips as my tongue flicked quickly across the tip of it.
Hers wasn't the only excitement rising. I could feel my pre cum running down my shaft and dripping onto the ground between my own legs
It didn't take long. Soon her legs were quivering down each side of me. A minute or two later, she climaxed; letting out a loud groan as she pinned my head into her crotch with her hand and lifted her hips, swaying them from side to side and taking my head with it.
As she calmed down she sort of pulled my hair up, to indicate it was time for me to join her on the couch. She swung hers legs up onto it, guiding me to lay alongside her. Wrapping her legs around mine, she held me tightly against her naked body as she passionately kissed me.
She was still kissing me as she released one of the arms holding me and used her hand to guide my erection into her all too ready vagina. She pushed firmly down against it, bringing it fully into her warm embrace. Almost as soon as she had me fully penetrated I felt her push me onto my back with her body following to lay over the top of me.
Ellen asked...
"Can I do my little thing?"
"Of course."
Ellen's little thing is to sit on me upright, penetrated, with her legs out straight in front of her either side of my shoulders. She feels she has to ask because it puts virtually all of her weight on me; although, since it's over my hip bone and she's all of about 55 kg, that's not really a big deal.
She likes it because Ellen's developed a bit of a thing about cervical orgasms. Vaguely aware of it before, and thinking she might have in any case had more than a few from me, she became more interested in working on them after Shelley, one of the race crew on our yacht, told her all about hers in one of their many gossip sessions.
Mind you, Shelley's got a boyfriend with a cock twice the length of any normal man. I know because he too is part of our race crew and since the Screw Girls insist on bikinis and speedos as the outfits in which we prepare the boat while dockside, I've had no shortage of chances to see it. What's more, because the poor guy's only 20 and the Screw Girls in their tiny bikinis make a point of teasing him into arousal any chance they get, everyone knows he's both shows and a grows and is twice the size in both states and in all dimensions. So there's little doubt Shelley's cervix gets a good workout.
But until Ellen started this, I'd never heard of them.
I gather my manhood will usually make the distance for her in most positions, but I'm no Adam with his giant cock. By sitting on me like she does, she gets a deeper penetration, to apply more pressure, to get things started.
Mind you, that same posture offers me no shortage of options either. I can finger her clit or, by putting a cushion under my shoulders, reach up and play with her nipples. Both of those she likes, but also gets turned on if I just finger her navel or play with the area between her navel and the start of her crease.
Ellen put a hand on each of my outer thighs and started slowing rocking and circling her own hips, effectively rotating the tip of my erection against her cervix. Her eyes were closed and head tilted slightly back as she concentrated on what she was doing.
My task was simple and not the least bit unpleasant. As I stared up at her naked torso and gorgeous face, I reached up to tweak one nipple and stroked lightly up and down between her navel and crease with the other hand. Ellen can't do nipple orgasms like Amy can, but she's made it clear tweaking them certainly helps and the stroking of her lower torso thing is specific to the start of cervical stimulation.
At some point I was to judge that it was time for a bit of clit fingering to help her along; but not too much. The object wasn't a big bang clit orgasm, rather to start a continuous progression of more subtle, but way more deeply felt, cervical ones.
As Ellen disappeared into a Zen like trance, doing something between humming and moaning, I slipped my finger down into her crease. Hooking it to rub the wet, slippery tip of her clit, after a few strokes and eliciting a couple of moans out of Ellen, I brought it back to her lower torso again; repeating the cycle regularly.
It's really hard to tell when Ellen reaches an orgasmic state doing this. Whatever happening is largely internal, so there's no tensing and release, hip throwing or other more obvious signs of orgasm. I can't even feel any contractions. But Ellen tells me it feels absolutely incredible and they can go on for what seems like forever; even if it does leave her somewhat emotional. One theory is it gets the body to release some sort of pysco-active hormone.
The only really obvious sign was that Ellen's humming moan became deeper and more prolonged.
I must have read it right, because the next thing Ellen's repositioning herself to lay down on me; something she does after getting her first orgasm. She brought her knees and lower legs back under her, lifts her hip just enough to then thrust them backwards and the next thing I know, she's on top of me with our bodies intertwined. All done without losing penetration.
The change in position comes about because, while sitting on me is good to get started, it doesn't offer the physical contact that she yearns for when she's like this.
But unlike the mere intimacy of laying penetrated into her that I shared with Amy later that day, this is more purposeful. While she's lying there, Ellen never stopped gently circling her hips and constantly pushing down hard against me as she continued to stimulate her cervix. By moving my manhood within her - ever so subtly that might be - it's stimulating me too. And because that large clit of hers get in the way of all this movement and her breasts are rubbing against my chest, it's more conventionally stimulating her too.
Meanwhile, Ellen was now giving vent to her high state of arousal by passionately kissing me and caressing me all over. It's a very emotionally intense sort of sex, even if it wouldn't seem all that high energy to an observer. I was doing my share of caressing her too. But knowing that helped intensify her state of arousal and orgasm, much of mine was focused more on what I knew were the secondary erogenous areas for this sort of sex; the small of her back and her navel especially.
But when you've got a young beautiful woman like Ellen on top of you, you can't entirely ignore your desire to caress more of that beautiful body. Her gorgeous butt and her hair got no shortage of my attention, and some other areas too. I would have included her breasts, but they were beyond easy reach, being micro-rubbed on my chest in the course of Ellen's movements.
Every now and then, Ellen's external passion would dissolve. She'd close her eyes and loll her head with that humming moan, as what she describes as a deep pulsing pleasure suffuses her entire body. All the while she'd still be circling her hips; still stimulating her cervix - and me with it. Then this particular orgasm cycle would start again and she'd be back passionately kissing and caressing me again.
It's lucky in a way that having the woman on top seems to be my endurance position. She was stimulating me delightfully, but not rubbing in the places that would cause my balls to boil up. I could feel copious per-cum leaking from the top of my shaft, but Ellen's passion and movements kept me rock hard and fully extended inside her. Which was just as well because she needed all the length my more human length shaft could offer her.
The thing with this sort of sex is that, short of a premature release from me, there's no obvious endpoint. After ten minutes of being on top of me, I could feel her tears cascading onto my cheek. That's normal. It seems to be part of the emotional side of this sort of sex; especially for Ellen. She always cries when we do it. But the sex itself, unconstrained by the usual limitations of the woman's orgasm, has no specific signal of 'that's enough'.
Ellen allows herself a full hour for lunch and a good half of it was gone when her movements changed.
A few moments before, her low, humming like moan had morphed into something higher pitched and louder. Now, instead of circling her hips, her movements had a more in and out direction, with her grinding her pubis into mine on every full penetration.
I could only guess that the continuous micro stimulation of her clit and nipples had produced a different sort of arousal that she now needed to satisfy.
She rose up on outstretched arms; increasing the tempo and length of her thrusting. But in the process, she offered me the perfect temptation to suck her nipples. I lifted my head up, licking one while my fingers played with the other, then took the one I was licking into my mouth to suck it and play its tip against my tongue.
As she got more excited, her groans turned to little grunts, as if the effort of fucking me was all too much...
"Ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah...ah..."
My goodness it felt nice. She wasn't gripping me, but the sliding of my manhood in and out of her well lubricated vagina felt fantastic; a nice slow build to my orgasm. Nothing rushed, a simmer, not a boil over, plenty of time to enjoy the ride. And having one breast cupped in my hand and the other in my mouth was all the better.
But well before I'd even come close to orgasm, Ellen's burst...
"Oh...Oh...OOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHH..."
Wrapping her arms around my neck in a stranglingly tight hold, she lay her head, face down, into the cushion alongside mine, continuing to moan as I felt her contractions bear down on my manhood. I simply put my arms around her, enjoying the pleasure of embracing her naked body and holding it tightly to mine; although somewhat wishing she'd loosen her neck hold on me a little.
My manhood was anxious to be pleasured into a release, but I decided it could wait a little while. I'd been looking for a private moment to have this conversation for a while. I knew she was up to the eyeballs in love and pleasure hormones and had her pinned to me by my manhood deep inside her body. This was meant to be a loving and encouraging conversation. Now seemed as good a time as any...
"Ellen, do you still feel shy about asking for sex?"
"Is it that obvious?"
I turned and gave her a big and very obvious grin...
"Come on, I've know you for how long now. I well remember that young lady who'd trash-talk me into sex when she was a bit tipsy. I've got you a bit drunk several times now and haven't had a cheeky or challenging word out of you.
More seriously, I know what a strong and confident young lady you are, but that seems to evaporate when you're looking for sex. And I'm not at all sure what you'd have me do by way of instigating it.
You know you're a completely equal part of the family, with equal conjugal rights, don't you. I know there might be a lot of other issues you have to process, but I'd like to make sure that's not one of them."
Ellen looked contemplative.
"At one level I know you're right Ned. But it's not that easy. You and Amy, with Liddy, have been a family for five years now. It just doesn't seem right I should be able to walk back in and start over where I left off all that time ago. I mean, Amy is an absolute goddess for letting it happen, but I still feel like an intruder."
I understood where Ellen was coming from, but having started the conversation, figured now was a good time to deal with the issues...
"There's no arguing with the proposition Amy's a goddess. Not many women would act as selflessly as she did. But I'm pretty sure in her own mind, she gives you absolutely equal rights. Of course, she has her own insecurities, as you know. She's aware of them and has her own solutions. So if you respect those and let her work out her own needs to solve them - and I know you do - then there's really no issue.
Maybe that's something you need to have a good talk to Amy about. I mean, she' really easy to talk too frankly about things like this. It's yet another reason she's such a goddess. Not many people are willing to deal with difficult issues so openly.
But I realise that might not be the whole issue anyway. Do you feel guilty about sleeping with me so soon..."
I tailed off, suddenly realising I was heading in a difficult direction in a not very good way. For complex reasons, Harry, her beloved hero doctor husband and the father of her children, hadn't been dead all that long before she was back in my bed. I still wasn't sure how much that affected her. It was one of many reasons I basically never instigated sex with her, only responded.
"I can honestly say Ned, that's not an issue. I still love Harry and miss him every day, but you know, it was almost like he gave me permission to end up back with you. Maybe even encouraged it.
It's funny. It's almost like he had a premonition he might not live to see the girls grow up. And I think he saw you as my saviour if things went wrong. A sort of insurance policy. It was the end of one of those practice days on the yacht where we stop for lunch and a swim at Portuguese Beach. I'd got a bit tipsy and had been, shall we say, a bit too frisky with you in the water.
That night we'd just finished the sort of wild sex with Harry that those days left me in the mood for when I apologised to him for if I'd overstepped the mark. You know what he said?"
The question was rhetorical. Clearly I wasn't there. I let her follow on...
"He said, 'Beautiful, I know you both well enough not to feel jealous or that there's anything to worry about. We've always joked about the great sex I get after a day out on the yacht with Ned. But you know love, I actually am comforted by the thought that, if anything happened to me, there's this sense there'd be someone to look after you and the girls.' Of course I asked what he meant by that.
He just brushed it off as a random thought in the back of his mind and, push him on it though I did, I couldn't really get him to elaborate. But the message was clear enough. And both the way he said it and the way he brushed it off made it clear a physical relationship would be part of looking after me.
So no. Guilt is not an issue. And the sense of loss doesn't interfere with my libido."
That came out of left field. It raised a whole lot of issues, including my responsibility for her two toddler daughters; something that I felt anyway but was far from formalising in my mind, especially since I felt way too old to be a surrogate dad to them. In my mind, this interlude with me was just to give her time to find another man of a more appropriate age. It was a conversation for a different day.
I wanted to finish the topic we'd started with.
"Are you getting your sexual needs met?"
In many ways, it was an impertinent question. But the answer would give me so much guidance on where to go from here. Five years ago, she'd want it several times a day. Four times a week wasn't bad. If she was getting all she wanted.
"I'm not sure. Maybe not. It's funny, I'm getting more sex now than I did with Harry. That used to be about 3 times a week and I thought it was more than enough for a mother of two kids. So I should be happy. But there's always been something about being around you and Amy that ups my libido.
Since it's probably what you're really asking, yes, I do feel inhibited about asking for more. But then I'd really like you to show more sexual interest in me too.
"What do you mean by me showing more sexual interest in you? You know your mere presence is often enough to arouse me."
"Maybe, but you never act on it. I sort of understand why, but I feel as though I'm just making unwanted demands on you when it's only me instigating sex. I know how hard Amy works you and I don't want to make it any harder for you."
There was little doubt I was getting sexual demands made on me that way exceeded what most guys my age sustained. Amy, especially, was unrelenting. But, with their constant prick teasing of me, the girls had their own way of making that work, and it seemed quite effective. It had never occurred to me that my reticence in making sexual demands on her had a double back effect of inhibiting her too. That wasn't how it had worked on the yacht.
I took a moment to formulate an answer
"Look, it seems like we're both being too considerate and worried about the other and in the process, doing more harm than good.
I don't act on my feeling because I'm scared of making unwanted demands on you. And now I find out you're taking the same approach.
Let's do a deal. Neither will ever take offence at being hit on for sex and neither will ever take offence at a polite refusal. But from my point of view, I really want to stress I never want to find myself making love to you when you were actually not in the mood and just felt you had to submit to my first move."



Through all of this conversation, neither of us had forgotten about the fully aroused shaft buried deeply inside Ellen's body. Periodically she had been circling her hips and pushing hard against it to maintain full penetration and, whether she knew it or not, keep it hard and needy.
"Ned, I know Amy talks of you unleashing your lust towards her on her body. In a way, that's what I'm asking for too. Amy's needs might be more complicated and run deeper and I understand what drives your reticence, but it would very much be a confidence building statement of the acceptance of me as an equal sexual partner if you could do that with me too sometimes."
I nodded my head...
"OK, I see where you're coming from. Within the limitations of privacy, I'll do my best."
I smiled at her...
"You know, it's not hard. I've often wanted to give you a good fucking but didn't feel it was appropriate to do so."
"Yea well, just do so Ned...
After a moment of hesitation, she added...
"Ned. Can you go the animal on me?"
'Go the animal' is basically a request for me to somewhat selfishly fuck them to my own orgasm. Delivered with sufficient enthusiasm, it's very much regarded by them as a statement of feeling a passionate sexual need for them. It's hard to remember now, but I think it might have been Ellen who originally coined the term and very much was a product of the sexual competitiveness between the girls on the yacht all those years ago.
And when Ellen asked for it in the old days, simple curtsies like just making sure she was aroused and ready for me or trying to do it in a way that pleasured her too were regarded as showing insufficient passion and generally punished with a sharp rebuke and a slap on the bum.
There were no such excuses here. I thought I'd just better act on the request.
Maintaining our penetration, I rolled her over to put me on top and my legs outside hers. Then I raised myself on outstretched arms.
With a bit of a playful animal growl to set the scene, I made sure I complied with her request with all the passionate I was expected to display. Mind you, I didn't have to put it on. I had this stunning woman half my age laid out under me, willingly letting me give her a good fucking and I had every intention to comply to the fullest.
And it certainly felt nice, each withdrawal and thrust slipping easily and delightfully inside her well lubricated sex. But I did cheat a little. Both Ellen and Amy underestimate how much I get off on their own arousal and orgasm. Even the most passionate selfish sex for me is not the slightest bit inconsistent with stimulating them to a climax.
Each withdrawal was made with a slight upward movement of my hip. I knew, from much previous experience, that bent my shaft enough to make sure it rubbed the tip of her engorged, prominent clit on both the withdrawal and subsequent thrust.
I distracted myself long enough from just staring down at her breasts to notice Ellen staring up at my face, watching my efforts.
And those efforts soon had me grunting my pleasure. But just as pleasingly, it also had Ellen soon quivering in aroused excitement under me. All I had to do now was have the endurance to outlast her.
Pretty soon, Ellen had stopped staring at me, her eyes instead unfocused as she rested her head back moaning. It was going to be a near run thing. Some tendrils of super pleasure were already shooting up my shaft; a warning of a climax to come.
I slowed what had been my previously passionate rate of thrusting, lifting my hips a bit higher to try and increase the contact with her clit while giving a more jerking, forceful return thrust. The slowing was for me, to try and keep myself under control. The extra lift and jerking was for Ellen, stimulating her clit more and doing something that had been shown to set her off in the past. But the downside was it rubbed the top surface of my shaft more firmly along her vaginal opening; which undid a bit the benefit of slowing.
I was using every mental and physical trick in my armoury to slow myself down. I had to stop looking at her breasts and was now staring up to the sky counting imaginary sheep while trying to focus on any part of my body that wasn't my shaft and its increasingly strident demand to let it unload in her.
It was with some relief I heard the supressed cry of Ellen's orgasm. Her hips pushed up against me and her pubic floor clamped tightly around my shaft as a prelude to the contractions that would follow. That did it. With a bellowing grunt, I let it go. Normally I maximise my please of an orgasm by thrusting it deep and holding it there to let me really savour the feeling of my seed rushing up my shaft or whatever else it is that drives those wonderful waves of pleasure.
But I'd bottled up the coming release for too long. As I looked back down at her breasts, my body took over, demanding I thrust furiously in and out of her as my mind created a momentary image of my cum being sprayed around her vagina like water out of an unrestrained firehose.
That just prolonged and intensified Ellen's orgasm and we writhed, thrusted and shuddered uncoordinatedly against each other, each body seeking to maximise its own pleasure from orgasms that just kept giving, all the while groaning, grunting and bellowing away like apes in a forest. Mine was all but over and my balls pretty well drained before my brain restored full control over my body and brought the thrusting to a halt, letting me bring my head facedown alongside Ellen's where the final pleasurable shudders of my climax expended themselves into Ellen as I felt her still grinding herself against me with her hands on my but holding me tightly to her.
I couldn't help myself. Ellen had wanted animal and she'd got it, but displayed it just as much herself. I giggled. Enough for Ellen to feel and hear it...
"What are you laughing at?"
"Just how wild and crazy humans can get at the end of good sex."
"Yea, it was pretty full on. I wish we'd got a video of it. It would have been good for a laugh and a lot of self-pleasuring."
"You don't need to self-pleasure while I'm around."
"Yes, I know. It was more insurance for the future."
Ellen brought her hands up and wrapped them tightly around me while also forcing her legs outside mine and bringing them over the top to wrap me in her legs too. Then she lifted her hips up against me as she ground her pelvis against mine and the hard shaft that was still inside her...
"Oh god Ned I love you. I don't know what I would have done had you not been here to save me. And fuck, I don't know what it is that makes me so randy and needy for sex when you're around. Harry would have loved it if I had the sex drive for him that I seem to have for you. And I don't have to say it's not because I didn't love him to death. It's just you've always had this crazy effect on me."
"Well, as you know, that crazy effect worked both ways. Maybe we'll feel safer giving vent to it in the future."
We lay there for a few moments, but Ellen's break was nearly over and the next appointment fast approaching. We untangled ourselves and Ellen got dressed. It always amused me how both Ellen and Amy could go well fucked sex goddess to serious professional so quickly; more so knowing my cum must still be leaking into the panties or bikini bottoms as they are dealing with the next client.
Still, the morning had given me a better insight as to where Ellen was in our relationship and the family situation and, I hoped, given her more confidence in her position there.
All of which left Liddy. Still stuck in her native New York after she'd returned home for the birth of her grandchild and got caught there by the Covid lockdown, she had needs to.
Amy and I, often with Ellen, talk to her daily. And the story has already been told of how, when Amy found out how sexually frustrated Liddy was, and how unsatisfied she was just using an impersonal dildo, she arranged for a virtual threesome.
The essence of the weekly arrangement these days is that Amy acts as a body double for Liddy, having me make love to her while capturing the action on a stereoscopic camera worn on her head or mounted near it. Liddy in turn wears virtual reality goggles, so she sees what Amy would otherwise see, and uses a frightening large and aggressively motorised dildo, held into her with a very tight but tiny bikini bottom, to provide hands free physical stimulation. And then we engage in some real time action.
As might be guessed, given her bikini fetish, Amy insists on wearing a matching pair of bikini pants 'to maintain the authenticity of the experience' as she explains it. At least I managed to get them not to wear the top.
Cleaver and thoughtful girl that she is, the whole thing was set up and designed by Amy when she found out about Liddy's needs.
I always thought just a me on top, go the animal, type sex would translate best over the internet, simply because it would minimise the physical contact with my body that would be missing from any virtual reality experience. I exaggerate my upper body movements to try and create a real show and it gives Liddy's dildo a chance to work its magic. Certainly it works a treat. I can see over the return feed Liddy's body responding to my thrusts into Amy and it ends up giving Liddy orgasms loud enough to produce more than a few 'aw mum' moments with the daughter with whom she's living.
Mind you, we had to contain Amy's noises within the virtual reality headphones, and then muffle them a bit, because Liddy's daughter found them even more alarming and Liddy found them almost deafening when broadcast straight into her ears.
But surprisingly, Liddy has sought and found satisfaction in more intimate and less physically demonstrative sexual positions too. It seems the visuals and sounds compensate more than I would have expected for the lack of my weight or physical presence; even when intimate caressing is a large part of the interaction.
The latest one is what I suppose you'd call a variation on cowgirl. Amy sits on top and rides me. That left the question of what Liddy should be straddling. She tried a rolled up blanket, but that was too warm, furry and soft. She eventually settled on a rolled up, semi inflated, lilo - a small flat pool bed if you're not familiar with the term.
I'm not sure how I feel about being substituted by a lilo. But still...if it works for her.
Amy has decided that fairly demonstrative riding translates best into the virtual reality world, so both I and my manhood get quite a workout. It's actually funny watching Liddy bounce up and down on the lilo as she imitates Amy's actions.
And then there the little tricks Amy plays, like bending down so that her head mounted cameras can actually watch my shaft push past the pulled aside gusset of her bikini pants and enter and exit her body. It's all very graphic; swollen labia, a hard shaft glistening with her juices, wet gusset and all. It's funny watching the feed from Liddy as she imitates Amy's movement, bending over and looking down into her crotch while still bouncing up and down on her lilo but being feed a far more intimate visual to match her actions.
And all of this is being captured by Amy on her computer - both the feed from her and that from Liddy- where she occasionally edits it into a 'most pornographic moments' which she show to both Ellen and myself, usually resulting in the girls getting really turned on and wanting a threesome.
I think I'll be glad when Liddy can get herself home again.
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It's been a while since I added to this story so a very brief summary of how we got here is appropriate.
Five years ago, Ned returned to Australia from a Pacific cruise on his yacht with four women. During the cruise they shared an intensely sexual polygamous relationship, the story of which is told in my Unexpected Threesome series. Ned was close to 60, three of the women were about half his age, Liddy, the other was eight years younger than him.
Two, Amy and Liddy, stayed with him and continued the relationship. The others kept in close and constant contact but, as Ned encouraged them to do, found more appropriately aged husbands and became mothers.
When Covid struck and closed borders Liddy was trapped back in her native New York while visiting her recently born grandchild. Things turned nasty when Ellen's doctor husband died of Covid while treating patients. Unfortunately the surrounding publicity about the hero doctor had a bad outcome for Ellen, causing her to be stalked and harassed by a few unknown people who'd seen the photo of his very attractive wife in the news reports.
For safety, she, her au pair and toddler children moved into Ned's large house.
There, it became obvious to Amy that Ellen was in desperate need of more than just a safe shelter and, being the kind soul she was, she arranged for Ellen to rejoin the polygamous family.
This story is narrated by Ellen
...
As I lay alongside him and Amy in bed that morning, I knew Ned was right.
I wasn't yet confident of my place in our polygamous family and that was reflected in so much of my approach to everything.
And he knew, as much as I did, why that was the case. It was only human.
Amy and Liddy had been Ned's loving and faithful companions for all of the last five years since I'd left the family to marry Harry and have his children. Now when, as a doctor working on the front line, he died of Covid, Amy, being the generous, loving, beautiful person she is, organised for me to become part of it again. They didn't even require for me to want to be a permanent member. They allowed for the fact I might once again, in my own good time, seek a partner of my own, of an age closer to mine.
Amy has told me she wants me to be the same confident person I was before I left and that I was in every respect accepted as an equal partner. Now Ned has made to same point. Within the limitations of being a widow and a single mother of two toddlers, they want the old Ellen back, not one who feels she doesn't belong or is a second tier person in the relationships.
Of course, my mind is spinning with so many other considerations.
Am I betraying Harry by not allowing enough time to elapse for me to properly play the role of a grieving widow? I certainly grieved for his death. I still do. I was absolutely distraught at his death, both at my loss and at my daughters' loss of their dedicated and loving father. I felt alone in the world. I wondered how I could possibly cope.
Had that press story and photo not attracted attention to me and brought on such a stream of perverted calls and stalking suitors, I might still just be living with my daughters, rebuilding our shattered lives. But it had become dangerous for us all. That path wasn't going to be allowed to us, at least in the short term.
Ned and Amy - because Amy's role as the one who makes all this happen can't be forgotten - were definitely my saviours when they took us as guests into their large house. We were safe again.
And mere guests we might have stayed except for one major complication. A small matter of the extreme sexual and intellectual frission that exists between Ned and myself. It existed on the yacht cruising the pacific. It existed when we first came back to Australia and we all lived in Ned's house. It existed right through my marriage and manifested itself every time I was visiting Ned or crewing on the yacht with him. It was a frission so powerful that, once the decision was made I shouldn't sleep with Ned any more because of my newly developing relationship with Harry, I had to move out of Ned's house for the simple reason I couldn't stand to be living with him but not have access to his body.
In a way, it was a lovely frission, even after I got married. It made us both feel good and close to each other. It gave us a special relationship. But it worked because I had Harry and Ned had Amy and Liddy to drain any sexual frustration that it caused.
Harry knew about it and understood it. He saw every bit of my relationship with Ned in action as he too crewed on the yacht. He supported and encouraged it because he saw how valuable it was to me and recognised it offered him no threat or challenge. Neither Ned nor I were the type of people who would betray his trust.
And while I didn't realise it until after he died, it would seem he also recognised it as a safety fallback for me and his daughters if anything happened to him. And for some reason, looking back, I can't help but wonder if he didn't have some premonition that we'd need that fallback. He was in an almost obscene hurry to have children while we were still quite young by modern standards and there were certain things he did and said, even before Covid came along, that I thought were almost morbid in their intent. An important one was that I shouldn't let any memory of him hold me back from seeking the safety and shelter of a new relationship should something happen to him, with a broad, subtle hint that Ned might be that relationship.
That has helped me deal with the guilt; although not entirely with the grief and sense of wishing I'd had a more insightful reaction to his comments at the time.
Am I using Ned and Amy by rejoining their family when I know, one day, I might want to partner up and remarry out of it? Their kindness and understanding on this is beyond belief. After all, Ned has always encouraged us to seek more age appropriate partners rather than be burdened by him and still recognises that future. And yet that doesn't stop me feeling a sense of guilt. That I'm somehow failing to commit to them as fully as Amy and Liddy have to Ned and he to them.
And that's even before I try and address what I really want for the future. Do I want to leave Ned and take a risk with another man? Not wanting children, Amy made that decision five years ago. After a decade of violent abuse from her former partner, when she found someone who loved her and treated her as well as Ned did, she wasn't going to risk making another bad choice. She was sticking with Ned. She's never for a moment regretted that decision or wanted to review it.
Ned is great with my daughters, but openly admits he doesn't have the young man's body that readily copes with the physical demands of bringing up toddlers - carrying them and indulging them in the sort of demand for physical play that kids generally seek from fathers. Nor does he feel he wants to devote the time to them that a father would; having already brought up three kids of his own and being a widower himself.
And yet, statistically, a stepfather to my daughters is their greatest risk should I repartner. That puts an incredible burden on me to get it right if I go down that path.
While I can leave that decision for the future, the fact it hangs there compounds my sense of guilt that I'm simply using Ned as a short term safe harbour.
And yet, I too want the old Ellen back. I liked the person I was back then. Not all of that person evaporated because of recent events. Some of her simply percolated off as she got older, got married and raised children; really just as life got more serious and real. Some of that old person was directly related to the situation she found herself in cruising the pacific on a yacht; the extreme sexual frission with Ned and the companionship of so many wonderful women - the most important of those being Amy.
But I sense within me that whatever evaporation or percolation occurred has left a dried residue within me. Maybe, metaphorically speaking, if I just add water it can be brought back to life.
I was so deep in thought I hadn't noticed Amy starting to make out with Ned; at least until the sounds of a building climax started to come from the other side of Ned where she was clearly being fingered by him. That wasn't out of the ordinary. Amy's hitting on Ned for sex three times a day at the moment. Either first thing in the morning or last thing at night has to be one of those times, just so he can fit them in. And sometimes it's both.
Because, for all Amy's generosity and thoughtfulness, that's Amy's coping mechanism with having a new, younger woman in Ned's bed. For complex reasons that go back to her previous abusive relationship, she needs Ned to demonstrate his lust for her and nothing does that like a good banging. Before I came back into his bed, it had settled back down to once or twice a day. Now she's back to what she wanted on the yacht when all the other Screw Girls were competing for Ned's attention.
I don't know how Ned copes. Amy's always been something of a sex maniac ever since the day, about seven years ago, Ned fingered her to her first ever orgasm. Yep, she was with the abusive bastard of her former partner for ten years and never once had an orgasm; and not for want of him fucking her - whether she consented or not.
Since then, she hasn't been able to get enough of them. And being multi-orgasmic, it's not just a case of having sex three times a day means three orgasms. It's impossible to count them because she screams so much, but I'd estimate something in the high teens per day; maybe the low twenties. That girl has more oxytocin flowing through her system than a maternity ward full of post-partum women.
And as for how Ned copes, it's not entirely a mystery. He gets prick teased 24/7. Fuck me clothing, flirtation and manhandling in a way intended to keep him in a near constant state of arousal. Of course, with Liddy overseas, the burden - if you want to call it that - of keeping his end up has mainly fallen on Amy. She's got it down to a fine art.
Fuck me clothing wise I'm doing my part. Goodness, having quickly discerned what's going on and the rules of the game, so is Gaia, my Italian au pair, even though she's definitely getting no benefit from doing so.
The manhandling, even just the flirtation, I'm not really doing my part yet, I admit. Again a lack of confidence that I'm entitled to walk up to him or sit next to him and just start playing with his dick. I know I am and I know I should. It's just my brain holding me back.
As I laid facedown, naked and uncovered that morning, with just my head turned towards them watching the carnal activities happening in the bed next to me, I resolved to act on what they were saying and get my mojo back. Now I just needed my brain to listen. Mind you, listening to anything by this stage was getting difficult. Amy was fully into her orgasmic screaming.
There's an understanding with this bedtime sex. If I want to be part of it, I move in close and fondle Ned. That's a signal for both he and Amy to finger me and make me part of the engagement and eventually for Ned to penetrate me like I can see he's about to penetrate Amy. Who rides who depends on the mood of the morning and when it's a threesome, Amy and I take turns at the cum shot.
If I don't want to be part of it, I just lay apart from the action; no charge for or embarrassment about watching.
The decision to separate myself this morning had nothing to do with confidence. Joining a threesome when you're already in the bed needs little of that.
No, it was more a mood thing. I certainly felt randy. Just watching them had brought my clit to a swollen, needy state and left my mons sitting in a damp patch of its own creation. But I wanted something more intimate from Ned than a shared bang. Taking one didn't stop the other, but I decided I preferred to wait till later in the day and get him alone.
I watched as Amy rolled him on top, his erect shaft hanging down from his body as he suspended himself over her. Her hand came over and guided the tip of his manhood down between her legs where her all too keen vagina awaited it. She pushed her hips up to take him into her body faster than he could push down; their merged hips then being lowered onto the bed.
When, between cries, I heard Amy tell him to 'go the animal' I knew I was in for a noisy show. It's basically telling Ned he should thrust away like there's no tomorrow. It was all my fault. I'd started that instruction on the yacht. Ned was too kind, too gentle, too thoughtful of trying to stimulate us. Sometimes I just wanted wild passionate 'go the animal' sex. It took a lot of training to really get him to do it. But when he found that several of us would keep climaxing even though he wasn't targeting all the spots he'd learnt he had to target, he embraced the concept more fully.
Ned was soon in full flight, the bed rocking and Amy rag dolling under his passionate onslaught on her body. Amy, as always, was screaming in almost continuous orgasm. And I was left pushing my mons deeper into the rocking bed, getting some pleasure from the movement it induced against my clit.
I understand why Ned going the animal like that works for me. My oversized clit gets stimulated by his shaft as he thrusts and withdraws. No one understands why it works for Amy - not even her. She says they're not clit orgasms, g spot ones or cervically induced. She calls them 'just vaginal ones'. Good luck to her if that's the case. Not many women can do it that way, let alone with the speed and continuity Amy displays.
Ned's attention was focused on Amy's breasts, which were wobbling like crazy with her rag dolling body, capped temptingly by the volcanic cones of her puffy areola, upon which sat her massively jutting nipples. I understood that fascination with them. They were a compelling sight.
He bent down to suck one.
Ned has said when he does this he must look like a dog going frantically at a bitch; his upper body locked on her breast, his back arched and all the action happening around the fast moving hips. He's not wrong. From the side, that's exactly what he looked like. It was made even more erotic for me as the watcher because it meant I could now see Ned's shaft, glistening with Amy's juices, withdrawing and thrusting rapidly back into Amy's body.
The noise told me Amy's orgasms were intensifying with the added stimulation of her nipples and whatever the different angle of Ned's thrusting was doing to her. But when Ned started grunting loudly into Amy's breast, I could tell the end was near.
Suddenly Ned lifted himself off Amy's breast and held his body straight as he grunted out a couple of fast big thrusts into her. Then he suddenly froze, fully penetrated, and bellowed out a prolonged grunt as he flooded her body with his seed.
Following a familiar pattern, he collapsed, face down alongside her neck, moaning and shaking through the residue of his climax. All the while Amy's grinding herself against him, drawing the last vestiges out of her own string of climaxes.
It had been quite a show. Ned lifted his head and looked over towards me with what I took to be a 'are you sure you don't want something' look. There was no doubt the show aroused me, but I had other plans for later in the day and just at that moment, Ned wasn't able to offer anything stiffer than a finger. At his age there's a limit to his refractory performance, whatever prick teasing we do.
For now, more important duties awaited me.
I leaned over and gave both he and Amy a kiss on the cheek...
"I'd better see what the kids are up to."
Getting up, I put on one of my silken white thongs, a miniskirt and a small white string tie bikini top from one of my 'fuck me' bikini sets. Then I wandered down to the family wing of Ned's extensive house to find Gaia already feeding the toddlers.
Amy and I are both tall and slender in build. At 22 years old, Gaia is more medium height and voluptuous; a bit Kardashian in her appearance and dress. Her small bikini top struggled to support her almost pendulous young breasts and the bottom was just a little more than thong in style. I suppose it was her own version of 'fuck me', although Ned would be doing nothing of the sort.
"I hear Amy had another good bonking."
The house is double brick and the wing a fair way down and behind a very solid door, but noise still travels. We have to tell the kids that's the sound of Aunty Amy having fun games with Ned.
"Yep."
I took over from Gaia as we went through the usual morning routines and played with them before I had to leave them back in Gaia's care as I retreated into my office down the other end of the house for my work as a tele-doctor; something that didn't exist before Covid but has now become quite the thing. It suits me because it gives me more time with the kids.
Before I sat down in the office, I slipped off my skirt and hung it carefully out of sight of any video conference call that might occur during the day. A blouse was nearby to cover up my top half when I needed to.
It was mid-summer and the general consensus in the house was that the air-conditioning wasn't turned on until the heat became unreasonable for near naked bodies. Partly that was for ecological reasons. Partly it was for carnal ones.
I find it a lot easier to run the tele-practice to schedule than I did the physical one. So when a message came through from my PA that a 15 minutes appointment scheduled for 10.10 had been cancelled, it actually meant I had a 20 minute break, because I was running ahead of time.
I got up to go to the kitchen to top up my chilled water jug.
Ned's living and dining room is enormous compared to any other house I've ever been in. But being an older design, the kitchen itself isn't part of an open plan with that area. Instead it is a long, slender, separate room accessed through a side door with a large serve through into the dining area.
As I walked briskly down the corridor and did a sharp right turn into the kitchen door I crashed into Ned coming the other way. Both in bare feet and making no noise, both a bit mission focused and in a needless hurry, neither of us had sensed the other before we came together.
Now Ned and I are both 182cm (6 feet) tall, but my leg to torso ratio is greater than Ned's. So to put it bluntly, my crotch stands a little higher than Ned's. It's part of the way, as Ned describes it, our bodies fit together for sex like two parts of a finely made jigsaw puzzle. Mind you, he's even more talking about the smaller details of our crotch area, but we don't need to go into that now.
As we came face to face with that initial collision, the projection of Ned's flaccid manhood in his usual daywear speedo swimwear slipped under my crotch.
Now normally people colliding like that just grovel an apology, step back and move to each other's side. The more recent, less confident Ellen would have done just that.
But there's history between Ned and I on this issue. In the close confines of the yacht, there's a lot less room for personal space as you're moving about or even just doing basic stuff like cooking or cleaning up in the galley.
The earlier, more confident and cheeky version of Ellen would deliberately stand too close as she was talking to or working around Ned and induce him to grow an erection between her legs. It was part of the prick teasing regime and, given her relative height, an Ellen speciality.
And that earlier version of Ellen saw no reason to stop doing that when the trip was over and everyone was living in the house, just because the excuse of not being in such a confined space was gone. Ned, well used to the process, had long since stopped taking a step back either. He might not instigate it, but he didn't flinch from it.



Having been brooding about the confident v less confident Ellen issue all morning, in the instant when we collided and normally instinctive reactions of moving aside would kick in, something activated to instead freeze me in place. I looked Ned in the eye...
"Where are you off to?"
"I'd just put the kettle on for a coffee."
"What, you've got a $1,000 coffee machine and you're having instant?"
"Just feeling a bit lazy."
Ned's manhood was hardening up between my legs. He was quickly getting what the Screw Girls on the yacht would call a full horizontal; a full, hard erection which was held down horizontal by his swimwear, or in this case, by my crotch.
In the old days I had the fast wit and confidence to pin him in conversation while I all but masturbated myself to an orgasm on his erection. Out of practice, I fell back to a bit of kitsch...
"That's not all you're feeling. Pleased to see me are you?"
With raised eyebrows, Ned grinned cheekily at me, no doubt savouring what he took to be the momentary bantering victory he was about to deliver...
"I'm always pleased to see you. But you're the one pleasuring herself. I think, strictly speaking, you're the one doing the feeling."
Damnit, he noticed. He always did notice. I'd set myself up for that one.
As his erection hardened and lengthened, I'd let my hips move back as he grew, pinning the tip in my crease, the bell pushing against the opening to my vagina while the hard length below it rested on the projection of my clit, letting me pleasure and tease myself with just the slightest movement.
Still, what man isn't going to notice a woman rocking on his cock, however engrossing the conversation she tries to engage him in?
Once moved from the close confines of the yacht to the open expanse of Ned's house, these situations always must have appeared strange to an outsider. It's not as though we're standing in an embrace. Ned's standing bolt upright, his hands by his side. I've still got the water jug held out to the side in one hand, the other lost for what to do with it as I stand in a slight arch; my hips pushed back to optimise the position of his fully grown cock, my chest pushed forward to brush my tits against his chest and my neck slightly back so that our faces are separated just enough to let my eyes scan the totality of his face, rather than just stare him in the eyes.
And yes, I'm what you might call vibrating my clit against his hardness in the forlorn hope I might have got away with touching myself up without him noticing.
When the house was full of the Screw Girls and we had a ready audience, the process would be sustained by catcalls and cheering as Ned and I exchanged witty repertoire, taking about something as banal as what we were having for dinner while managing to do it in a way that was full of double entendres and sexual suggestiveness.
I was standing there devoid of an audience, or of any witty repertoire for that matter. And my time was limited, so I had to get on with it. I suppose I could have just dragged him into the bedroom and told him I wanted sex. But I was determined to capture the old, cheekier, Ellen.
I could switch to the banal without the wit or try a different approach. This one I usually needed to be a bit drunk for, like when we were coming home from a night out. It was trash-talking him into bed. Doing it completely cold sober was a new experience.
"After wearing yourself out on Amy's willing pussy this morning I'm surprised an old fart your age can get it up again."
"You were offered but declined. Anyhow, I think 'it' is speaking for itself at the moment."
"What? A bit of a morning finger fuck? A bit second rate isn't it?"
"You know the rules. If you'd put your hand up a bit earlier, you could've had all the rooting you wanted."
"Maybe, but I wasn't in the mood for sharing."
"Well, it would seem you've managed to grow your own new one."
"Yea, but is it up for a good G Spot banger?"
"Just a sec, I'll check..."
Ned looked down between our closely spaced bodies to where the base of his shaft was just visible before the rest of his erection disappeared between my legs.
"Yep, it says it's good for it."
"I don't think my toddlers want to see their mother getting done over on the kitchen bench."
"Well, we'd better move into the bedroom then."
Ned didn't even give me a chance to reply. With an arm around my shoulders and another under my knees, I suddenly found myself picked up and draped across his front. After moving me closer to the kitchen bench to put down the water jug, he walked briskly down the hall to the bedroom.
By the time we'd got there, he'd used his teeth to undo the top tie on my bikini top. It seemed, as he'd picked me up, the lower tie of the top had got caught in his hand because it too came undone as he dropped my shoulders unceremoniously onto the bed, my legs still elevated by the arm under my knees.
He knelt upright on the bed, swivelling me around so that my legs draped under his left arm. Then using his right hand he grabbed the waistband of my thong panties starting to peel if off me until his left hand joined it, lifting my legs up vertically as he stripped it off my legs.
I was left naked with my butt resting elevated against his upper chest, one of my legs hooked over each of his shoulders. Ned looked lustfully down at my exposed crotch, the tip of his still horizontal erection pushing firmly into my arched down back.
"Well, do you want foreplay or do I just move straight into the banging?"
Foreplay was tempting; more so since he was obviously offering to eat me out. But time was short.
"I've got a meeting in ten minutes."
"I'll take that to mean the lady's asking to move straight into the banging."
I felt his erection draw a line down my back as he lowered me until his hard shaft rested bent downward in my bum crack. Ned shuffled back a bit until it popped out and the tip poked shallowly into my vaginal opening.
My legs, being no longer long enough to hook over Ned's shoulder, now stood near vertical, spread apart, resting on Ned's chest and pinned there by his left arm. As I looked up between my legs, I watched as Ned bent his hips back a bit to unsheathe his erection and peel his swimmers down onto his upper thigh.
Then he looked me in the eye and gave me a wicked grin as he quickly fully penetrated me. Both of us moaned a little with the pleasure of that first intimacy, the sensation multiplied by the downward angle of his penetration; increasing as it did the pressure on the tip of his erection and the front wall of my vagina.
Ned swivelled his hips to screw himself around in there a bit, deepening his penetration, before jerking his hips powerfully forward to make sure there was not a millimetre more of shaft to bury in me. Satisfied things were going nicely, he moved his arms into the full 'banging' position; one hand holding each of my legs up, spread widely.
He screwed around some more, maybe making sure I was well juiced up for what he was about to do. But the look on his face told me there was no shortage of pleasure in it for him too.
Apparently satisfied, he again looked me in the eye. I don't know I'd call his grin 'wicked' this time. It had more of a 'here it comes' look to it. Looking straight down at my vagina, Ned half withdrew from me.
Ned well and truly knows where my g spot is by now. It's almost like there's a calibration mark on his erection for it. The first couple of thrusts were short, slow and deliberate, making sure he had the spot, was getting the right reaction from me and that he's activated the zone and got past any initial discomfort.
When I closed my eyes and moaned a response to the pleasure, I felt the tempo of his thrusts start to increase. They were short shallow thrusts, raking the tip of his erection firmly across the sensitive zone; seemingly delicately calibrated to move it across the zone and not one iota more, either on penetration or withdrawal.
As Ned developed the muscle memory for the right movement, the tempo increased again. The stimulation of my g spot became unrelenting. I just wanted to lol my head back, close my eyes and moan out loud, as if I was being assaulted by an inanimate pleasuring machine. But Ned wasn't inanimate and while I knew this sort of thrusting wasn't all that orgasm inducing for him - he can send Amy through countless orgasms doing this and not boil up himself - there was an aspect of it that did give him a lot of pleasure. The visuals.
Ned's admitted there are two things about the visuals of this that really get him going.
The first is being able to stare straight down and watch his shaft repeatedly thrust into and retreat from my vaginal opening.
The second is the crazily wobbling of my breasts as my body - with minimal stabilising contact with the bed - is rag dolled by his thrusting. I don't doubt Amy's bigger breasts do it better. But evidently mine are more than enough to knock his rocks off.
I opened my eyes and saw Ned intently staring straight down at where his shaft met my body; a look of diffuse pleasure on his face. The human side of the pleasure machine that was rapidly driving me to an orgasm. An orgasm that gave every indication it was going to be a monster.
I started to worry about squirting. I don't always squirt with these sort of orgasms. I don't even usually squirt. But it happens. Normally we put a towel down just in case, but it had all happened so spontaneously this time, we'd bypassed that step.
But realising the worrying was spoiling my building orgasm, I decided to let it go. We'd cleaned up that sort of mess before. We could do it again. It wasn't worth worrying about.
I wanted to start crying out loud. I'm not a screamer like Amy and are definitely inhibited by the thought my kids are at the other end of the house, but sometimes you just can't hold it back.
In the final moments before I came I put on quite a vocal performance...Meg Ryan like in its build. But it was nothing compared to what happened as the monster hit. The cry was loud enough to be heard throughout the house...
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH...OH MY GOD...OOOOOOoooohhhhhh."
Spontaneously, my body rose from being slouched down to ramrod straight; a straight ramp from Ned's cock to where my shoulders rested on the bed. The only reason I didn't pushed Ned flat on his back was he was ready for me; leaning into me to brace himself. So instead, after forcing his shaft fully into me, my shoulders bulldozed across the bed to provide for the additional length required.
I was about to relax down again when another wave hit, once again forcing me into a ramrod straight position.
With my contractions pleasurably pummelling Ned's hard manhood, I had an instant decision to make. Ned can deliver orgasm after orgasm like this. Amy can seemingly swallow them up until, as she describes it, her vagina's broken; so stimulated it just can't take it any more and she slides off into a curled up ball of womanhood where she goes through orgasm after orgasm until her body recovers its equilibrium and can process these things again.
I don't go to those extremes. But I can certainly take a couple. But my schedule was tight, my time limited and I really love the feeling of Ned going all out for his turn while I'm still contracting on him. Anyhow, I don't usually do the ramrodding, bulldozing thing. If Ned was going to continue g spot banging me, we'd have to reset our positioning.
No sooner have I managed to stop orgasmically crying out than I pleaded with Ned...
"Oh Ned, quickly. Go the animal on me..."
Now that's easier said than done from our starting position. Ned's kneeling bolt upright, his cock fully penetrated in me where my elevated hips meet his. My legs are vertical along his chest and the upper part of my body's sloping down to the bed.
Yes, in theory, he could just start pounding away like that. We've done it before. But more often than not it all turns to laughable shit. Everything's too unbalanced for a real uninhibited pounding. If he tries it, our bodies crash together in an uncoordinated way and he just ends up popping out of me in mid-flight - or usually just I was going to come - and has to stop to try and repenetrate me; no easy task when his hands are fully occupied supporting my legs. It loses the momentum of it all.
No, somehow we have to get down flat while Ned, not to put too fine a point on it, keeps up the momentum of our sex by continuing to pound me and under no circumstances comes out. Not helped this time by the fact Ned's legs are bound together by the swimmers pulled down around his upper thighs.
Still, we've done it before. Ned knows what's required.
With his hands around my ankles, Ned spread my legs wide, starting to ease them down either side of him as he firmly long thrusted his manhood into me. As my feet touched the ground either side of his knees, he transferred his hands to under my butt, supporting it as he slowly started to lean forward.
There comes a point Ned has leaned forward enough that he's is no longer in balance. At that transition point, Ned could no longer keep thrusting. The only thing stopping him from crashing down on me was the resistance I offered to his forward movement; all of it solely conveyed though the shaft that, already fully penetrated, his weight forced even deeper into me.
The next transition point came when the angle of Ned's body, with a little bit of a forward bend from him, let him put his hands on the bed to support his own weight again and finish lowering us.
And all of this had to happen before I stopped contracting on him, because half the fun of having him go the animal on me is for it to start before my own orgasm has fully run its course. So the moment his hands hit the bed, Ned unleashed himself on me. And I mean unleashed. Passionate, lustful, unrestrained, almost desperate thrusting accompanied by all the grunting that effort produced. Not because he demanded it - although he certainly enjoyed it - but because I demand it. It took a long time to train him to do it properly. As I said, Ned by nature was far too gentle and thoughtful to find it a natural thing to do.
The rag dolling of my body that produced laid me out flat on the bed quickly enough, with Ned arched over me going at it like his life depended on it; which given the playful punishment I inflicted on him when he faltered during my training of him, he probably thought it did.
But Ned is not the sole beneficiary of such impassioned sex. Nature has bequeathed me with a well-positioned, slightly oversized clit that manages to get itself pleasurably in the way of Ned's frantic thrusting.
I climaxed, somewhat more noisily than I would have liked to, just before Ned. I was still contracting on his shaft when he froze fully penetrated in me and his grunting momentarily stopped. A moment later he let out a familiar bellowing groan as I felt his cum shoot against my cervix.
Ned held himself there continuing to groan as what I could only assume were the first ropes of his cum shot into me. Then he eased his head down alongside mine, groaning into the bed as the rest of his orgasm took its course.
One thing Ned seems to have learned from having to satisfy all the Screw Girls is how to enjoy his orgasms. They go on for longer and Ned conveys a deeper sense of pleasure, than any other of the admittedly few lovers I've ever had. Harry's were always over in an instant compared to Ned's.
And his pleasure becomes mine, as it seems to prolong and intensify my own orgasms.
Ned knew I had to get back to work and there was little time for that sweet after sex cuddle we usually engage in...
"I feel like I've just made love to a complete stranger. I used to know a girl like you, but I haven't seen her for ages."
I smacked him playfully on his naked bottom.
"Yea, well, you asked for her. Now you've got her. You know you're probably going to regret it don't you."
"I doubt it. I always loved her. I loved the woman she became too, but there was always a special place in my heart for the earlier version."
Ned was still hard enough and I would have liked to enjoy his body more. But my time was running short. I rolled him over to put me on top and started to lift myself off him, his erection flopping back onto his stomach and drops of his cum quickly following.
I grabbed one of the sex towels we keep by the bedside and wiped myself down. As I put my still wet thong panties back on, I knew I'd be leaking cum into them for the whole of the next appointment. Just one of the hardships of a work at home existence I decided. Amy does it all the time.
For the rest of the day, I found myself in a very happy place. I too had rather liked the old Ellen and I welcomed her back into my body. I knew my confidence would come and go. You can't change yourself that quickly. But knowing how accepting both Ned and Amy were made it a lot easier.
But there was one downside. As I heard Amy screaming out her orgasms as she got banged by Ned down by the pool during her lunch break and again after work, the first hint of jealously started to creep back into me. It was nothing completely new. It had been a constant part of my former existence as a Screw Girl. It didn't stop us being best friends or completely trusting each other. What it tended to do was make us demand more sex from Ned to overcome the fear of missing out. In short, I could sense I was starting to want to do exactly what Amy was already doing.
That night we settled into bed as we always did. Ned between Amy and myself, all of us naked and in a room still warm enough to start the night without any covering. And as he always does, Ned turned to Amy to give her a goodnight kiss; momentarily turning away from me with the knowledge I knew my turn was coming.
This is never a quick peck on the cheek. It's a prolonged, full naked body hug, limbs intertwined, involving lots of petting and sweet talk. It may sometimes involve penetration and more rarely sex, but more often is just a static, non-orgasmic intimate penetration. Probably the only reason it doesn't involve sex more often is because neither Amy's voice nor vagina will yet have recovered from her orgasmic screaming though her after work sex.
My view might only have been that of the length of Ned's body on its side with various of Amy's limbs pushed through gaps and caressing him from behind or wiggling against who knew what sensitive area. But it aroused me just the same. Maybe it was the thought of what I had planned, maybe the way something in Ned's movements and Amy's limbs conveyed the passion of their embrace.
Finished with Amy, Ned extracted his limbs from where they were tangled up with Amy - whether it had been four or five limbs I couldn't at that point tell - and started to turn towards me as Amy herself flopped onto her back tightly alongside him. Predictably, he had a full hard erection on display. I didn't have time to judge whether it glistened with Amy's juices.
I already had plans for this moment. Now I just needed the courage to implement them. If the old Ellen was really back and nothing had changed, this was nothing new. But the new Ellen had to persuade herself of it.
Before Ned had a chance to turn towards me, I put myself half over him, pinning him on his back as I almost swallowed his face in a deeply penetrating kiss, resting my right hand on Amy's firm abs. As I squirmed about in aroused excitement, I brought my right leg over and put it down between Amy's thighs; separating them as I did so.
That did two things. It brought my crotch over Ned's erection so that the top part of it rested along my crease. It also put my thigh between Amy's, with the latter resting firmly against her mons. A mons I quickly recognised as damp, if not wet, from whatever she and Ned had been doing as they exchanged their prolonged goodnight kiss.



I wiggled about a bit more to locate the tip of his erection in my crease and finally at the opening to my vagina, in the process pushing my leg deeper down between Amy's thighs and rubbing my thigh on Amy's mons at an angle I was fairly sure would be stimulating her clit.
Another wiggle and a bit of a push brought the full length of his shaft into the warm embrace of my all too ready body.
Now as I continued to kiss Ned, I gripped his manhood tightly inside me and started to work my body slowly up and down along it. At the same time I slid the hand I'd rested on Amy's abs slowly up her torso till it found her right breast. Not detecting any resistance from Amy, I capped her breast with my hand and captured her nipple between two fingers, gently stimulating it. It had already been jutting from her interaction with Ned. Now it fully hardened between my fingers.
In a way the next step was the bravest; the most definitive statement that the old Ellen was back and willing to go where the new one had lacked the confidence to do so.
I moved my head across to Amy's and nuzzled her cheeks and lips, seeing how she would respond. As my lips brushed across hers for the second time, Amy captured my lower lip between hers and I felt her tongue give it a lick. Emboldened I pressed my lips directly against hers and felt her tongue seek an entry to my mouth. That removed any doubt. I started kissing her nearly as passionately as I'd been kissing Ned moments before.
It always had been an interesting relationship between the Screw Girls on the yacht. I know none of us were gay and I doubt any of us were genuinely bi. But we sort of came up with the concept of BOB, or bi on the boat, which then morphed into BIF, or bi in the family. Both were a take-off of the American college thing (as it then was, although I've less frequently heard of it since then) of LUG's or lesbian until graduation.
With three women all wanting Ned's attention and part of the action, it was a way of making group sex work for everyone at the same time instead of just lying there waiting for a turn on Ned's cock. If we were willing to stimulate each other and be stimulated by other girls while Ned did his best in amongst us, then all four of us could be moving to an orgasm at the same time.
I had been reticent of and a reluctant participant in what was already a developed concept when I first joined the boat. But I came to realise that it was really just a matter of letting go of my inbuilt reservations and prejudices. By the end, Amy and I had the whole thing down to a very accepting art; the two of us quite capable of putting on a full on lesbian sex display to stir up Ned before getting down and dirty with him.
It was not a willingness I'd entirely lost. After all, when Amy found me in complete, despairing, sexual frustration when I moved back into Ned's house but had to resist the temptation of his body, I'd willingly surrendered to, indeed, provoked, her fingering me to a climax with our bodies intimately intertwined. But it had been a one off. A special moment that didn't translate into a revival of our previous comfort with each other.
And frankly, if there was anyone I'd turn bi for, it had to be Amy.
It was hard, even as I was kissing her, not to cast my eyes down along the length of her body. It was no wonder Ned was somewhat obsessed with her beauty.
To the front of my field of vision were, of course, her breasts. Perfectly formed orbs, somewhat too big for her tall slender figure, they were capped by the most incredible puffy nipples. Her areola, well balanced in diameter to the size of her breasts, swelled up into a nice little volcanic cone on top of which sat the nipples themselves; tall truncated telegraph poles of hardness when she was aroused - which for Amy seemed most of the time. Below her breasts lay her washboard stomach with its rippling abs and below that her swollen mound which Ned apparently finds so delightful he can't keep him mind off it or his cock out of it. Add to that sculptured legs, a butt to die for, an elegant back, flawless lightly olive skin, doe eyes, a delightful button nose and...well, you get the picture.
Amy makes supermodels look angular and unsightly by comparison.
But my purpose in kissing Amy had been to turn this into a genuine, old fashioned three way. I knew my thigh between her legs, moving against her as I moved Ned's manhood in and out of me, would be bringing her along nicely. The wetness transferred to my thigh confirmed that. But Amy being Amy, there's way more than one way to bring her to an orgasm.
I stopped kissing her and moved my head over her left breast where I took her nipple between my lips and then basically sucked as much of her breast as I could into my mouth. Stimulating Amy's nipples can bring her along to an orgasm of itself, so will supercharge a path to orgasm where its combine with more traditional methods.
And Amy's nipples are a delight to suck. The towering edifice of her combined puffy areola and extended nipple lets you roll it around the roof of your mouth as you actually suck it. It has the same soothing effect of a mother breast feeding a baby, leaving you content to suck away for ages, driving her to orgasm and, I dare say, a male like Ned to total arousal. For me, it was nice, even soothing, but not of the same erotic dynamic.
My right hand had continued to finger her nipple, but I decided to ramp things up a bit by slipping the hand alongside my thigh, down between her legs, and passing to it the privilege of fingering her clit and quickly thereafter internally stimulating her g spot.
Of course, most of my weight was over Ned and with his tightly squeezed shaft being moved in and out of me, Ned was already heads back and moaning in delight, his hand on my butt just feeling it up and riding it, rather than passing on specific instructions of what he might want.
As I'd always intended, he wasn't going to last long, however often he might have blasted his seed into Amy or me during the course of the day.
But this wasn't just all about pleasuring the others. Ned's shaft was stimulating my clit with every movement and he'd brought his left hand up from where it had previously been trapped between his torso and Amy's to start playing with my nipple.
Maybe already strongly aroused from her goodnight kiss from Ned, and with the triple stimulation of clit, g spot and nipples, Amy was the one showing the fastest sign of being ready to climax.
Amy being Amy, that wasn't surprising. With a hand holding my head to her breast, she was already vocal enough I could barely hear Ned's moans over the top of her. They were staring to climb the pitch and volume register that told you she was ready to burst. When her legs started to quiver too, I knew there wasn't long to go.
I relaxed my grip on Ned and started to pump him much faster, optimising the sex to my own stimulation; rubbing his shaft rapidly along my clit as it was pushed in and out of my body. Pretty soon I could feel my legs quivering almost as much as Amy's, my sucking of her nipple slowed somewhat as I moaned less noisily into her breast.
But seeing Amy so aroused inspired me to try something that Ned used to do to us when we were all part of one family, but I hadn't heard much of since and had completely failed to be able to get Harry to do to me. That was to induce what we used to call a seizure orgasm; one so intense the body went into seizure.
I'd had it done too me, but had never actually tried to do it to others before, but well remembered Ned's technique.
When I thought Amy was mere moments from her orgasm, I lifted my thigh a bit to give my hand more room and changed the way my thumb was playing against her clit from a rubbing movement to a rapid flutter of its tip against the tip of her clit. Now fluttering your thumb while still rubbing her g spot is a bit like patting your head and rubbing your tummy at the same time. Not easy, so I was hoping for a quick reaction from Amy.
She didn't give me that break. Clearly it ramped up her arousal - a lot. But for a few moments I was left trying to multi task; I suspect only partly successfully, in that I may have started fluttering the edge of my fingers on her g spot as well. But, whatever, it finally worked.
With a sharp intake of breath and an enormous and sudden muscular jerking of her hips into the air and a squirting, Amy came. This was no graceful slow arch up of her back and swaying from side to side normally associated with orgasms. It was fast, almost violent and accompanied by a loud cry even by Amy standards. With her breast in my mouth, one leg over her and my fingers still inside her as it happened, the movement felt as though it had nearly dislocated several parts of my body and certainly had some interesting effects on the interaction of my vagina with the large erection Ned had stuck in it.
Just as quickly, she dropped her hips back onto the bed and threw them up again with an even deeper groan, repeating the movement another three times.
Caught by surprised by the violence of Amy's orgasm - even though I've done exactly the same when Ned gave me these type of orgasms all those years ago - my vagina instinctively clamped tightly on Ned's manhood as my right hip was lifted off him and then dropped back down by Amy's movements. Each lift and drop drew his firmly held shaft half out of me and then quickly forced it back in as Amy dropped again.
The angle of the lift dragged it firmly across my clit while the clamping of it clearly ramped up the stimulation of Ned's already well used erection. The first time it extracted a moan from both Ned and me loud enough to be heard over Amy's cries.
The second time it pushed me over into my own climax.
Even as I climaxed, I was unsure whether to stop Amy's stimulation or keep it going, I keep rubbing her g spot - staying in contact with her clit being nearly impossible as she moved about. Three more times, in rapid succession, her body spasmed into the thrown hips posture.
Somewhere in all that flurry of movement and orgasms, Ned's release was added to the equation, some rapid thrusting after he'd let the first ropes of cum take their course increasing the intensity of my own climax.
Amy ripped my hand from her body but still held my head to her chest and just lay there shaking; her whole lower body vibrating like it was being thrown about by a powerful earthquake all while Ned and I continued to groan, thrust and contract through our own climaxes.
Finally her constant moaning stopped long enough for her to talk...
"Oh my god... I think you've broken my vagina again."
That's a little saying Ned not infrequently hears from Amy; usually when she's encouraged a g spot banging to go on too long and her body just gets overwhelmed by the number and intensity of her orgasms. From what I've heard, if Liddy or myself aren't there to take the cum shot, she has to finish him by going down on him; although, given the way Amy deep throats him, I doubt that's too much of a burden for him to carry.
And mind you, I recall feeling exactly the same when Ned gave me these seizure orgasms.
"That was a twenty on a ten point scale. Oh shit..."
That sounded familiar too. She fell back into a moan as her body shook again.
I knew every muscle in Amy's body was going to be hurting when she tried to move. You can't have your body throw itself around like that without pulling a few of them. With her breast still in my mouth being gently sucked and Ned's still firm shaft in my body, I was content to just continue lying across the top of Ned and Amy for as long as I could; enjoying the post sex intimacy.
But I severely underestimated the effect of all that oxytocin flooding Amy's body. Her arm came up under my armpit and lifted my head from her breast up to the level of her face as she tightly embraced me. I surrendered my mouth to her tongue as she started passionately kissing me, pushing her face against mine so firmly that I quickly went from being over her to having her pashing me over Ned's face.
Her arm started caressing my back and butt as Amy seemed to surrender herself to a moment of uncontrolled passion and arousal. The thigh I had between hers was also suddenly elevated as she rolled fully on her side, clamping it between her legs as she started dry humping me; although it was soaking wet and slippery with her juices, so not dry at all.
I felt Ned's manhood slip from my vagina's grasp as Amy all but climbed up on him to let her rub her body against mine; her clit against my thighs and her nipples flicking against mine being particular points of focus. All while her hands ravaged my body and her tongue my mouth.
Then she tensed tightly against me; moaning into my mouth as whatever passion had driven her to this was consumed in another orgasm. As it passed, she flopped back onto the bed next to Ned, dragging me over him with her and continuing to pull at me until I was lying fully laid out on top of her, held in a light, butt clamping embrace.
I turned my head towards Ned to find him, no longer the centre of attention between two girls, but rather, watching us with some bemusement. All I could do was smile at him. This had taken the whole BIF thing to a new level. If Ned's half mongrel of a cock wasn't still dripping cum from his last discharge, it would have given him quite a boner.
Even though I'd started it, I'd found it all quite challenging, and still did as I lay there on top of Amy, my mons resting erotically against hers and our breasts interlocked. Before, these displays had clearly been a bit of girlie playfulness; something to entertain Ned mainly, or in that one case, something to relieve my desperate sexual frustration.
This had finished at a far more serious level; a sexual passion directly by Amy at me and my body. But I knew I was both overthinking and overreacting to it. I just had to persuade myself of that. Overthinking it because it was a spontaneous reaction by Amy to what I knew from personal experience was an orgasm of such intensity that it unleashed all sorts of forces; not all of which were rational or anything other than a spur of the moment thing. Overreacting because, in the end, it was still my inhibition that was the problem; somehow a need to defend the fact I wasn't bi, to myself as much as anything, and therefore embarrassed about something that had got out of control, even if I was the target, not the instigator.
Finally back under control, it was Amy who broke my train of thought...
"Oh wow, I'd forgotten what those orgasms were like."
I looked towards Ned in a playfully challenging way...
"Why have you been depriving this lovely lady of these things?"
"Because I thought she wanted something different."
"Maybe she wanted it all."
Ned effected the look of the wiser older man...
"With you two, that just about sums it up."
My banter with Ned was distracted by Amy as she brought her hand up around my neck and shoulders to embrace me. Had we'd been upright and with the slightest body separation, this would have been nothing more than an everyday hug between friends. Still, that bulge of her mons pushing against mine was a constant reminder of a more erotic contact...
"You know Ellen, we missed you all the time you were gone. And I suppose it's only now that you seemed to have emotionally come back to us too that I'm reminded of what we were missing out on."
There was a lot to unpack in that rather cryptic statement from Amy. That's not for a moment to judge her. They were words put together on the spur of the moment while still in a highly emotional state. To an extent it was her way of say 'welcome back to the old Ellen'. But I was also touched by her statement that she missed me; more so because our friendship meant we almost never went for long without seeing each other.
Still, our bodies remained in erotically close contact. In that moment, I was becoming nearly as obsessed about the bulging mound of hers as Ned is, because of the way it was pushing so firmly against - almost into - mine. I expected her at any moment to let out a "eewww.." and push me off as she suddenly realised the intimacy of the contact.
I eventually instigated a roll off her; separating gradually.
It was well past our bedtimes and we both had busy work days tomorrow. And before we could sleep we had something of a mess to clean up from Amy's squirting. Still, it wasn't the first time we'd had to clean up that sort of mess.
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After four dances, Adam suggested to Kelly it was time to take a break. It was well into the night and with three fast jives and a samba, he was knackered; especially as Kelly was such a livewire dancer.
Actually, as they walked back to the table, Adam reflected she was a livewire in more than just dancing. In bed she was a complete maniac.
She'd had him over for some friends with benefits sex earlier in the week and she'd ridden him so hard cowgirl he still had the bruises on his hips and a strained base of his cock from the workout. Busty and full figured, her breasts were almost dangerous weapons when she went like that. An attempt to lift your head to them to suck a nipple could result in a near fatal blow.
Still, she was fun and easy to get along with. One of Adam's favourites among the group of women at the dance school who came to these weekly dances. But, without putting too fine a point on it, her Kardishian like figure wasn't really Adam's cup of tea. It wasn't likely to go beyond a friends with benefit relationship.
Resting for a moment, Adam sat at the table and indulged in what was his second favourite activity at these social dance Friday nights at the local RSL club; watching the girl in the red dress dance.
Actually it may have been his favourite activity. More so than the dancing itself.
He watched as her partner for the moment put her into an almost cruel succession of fast spin turns.
Her head expertly spotted on her partner as her body beautifully executed the turn, then her head quickly spun around and re-spotted on her dance partner. Her long, graceful legs showed an easy precision in stepping through the process of the turn. Her free arm arched confidently and sensuously through the air.
Her dancing wasn't stiff or even constrained by the sort of competition precision that studios can encourage. It was easy, free, unconstrained and very seductive.
But if the truth be told, it was far from just the elegance of her dancing that made watching her so enjoyable.
Both women and men made an effort to dress for these club nights of dancing, based around a live band playing music suited to the old styles of rock and roll, jive, rumba, waltz, foxtrot and the like. Men in chinos and collared shirts to match their black leather dance shoes, women in loose flick skirts or dresses and high heels. More Saturday Night Fever than country boot-scooters.
It was just that, on several levels, this girl in red took it to a higher level.
Her dress was a mini sheath dress, made, as far as Adam could tell from a distance, of what appeared to be a very light, unstructured spandex.
The halter neck top of the dress consisted of two not very large triangles that only half covered the orbs of her breasts held up by thin spaghetti straps that tied in a fragile bow around her neck. Below that the bodice of the dress had a deeply cut away at the back, with the front of it drawn tautly against her torso, from directly under her breasts down to her hips, by a crisscross of more spaghetti straps down her back.
But the piece de resistance was the skirt part of the dress. It flared widely from her hips. At rest, it draped down to barely hide her crotch, drawn sensuously into it by the static electricity charge in the material. As she spun through turns - as her dance partners seemed keen to make her do - it rose into a horizontal disc, fully exposing her panties and a delightful strip of her lower stomach above them.
The panties themselves were in a matching satin red; just a front and back triangle with spaghetti strap sides, low slung and drawn as tautly against her body as the rest of her outfit.
And she was stunningly beautiful.
Tall, slender bodied with lovely, perky, perfectly proportioned breasts - a nice full B cup as far as Adam could tell from his viewpoint. She had a face with a smile that lit up the room and long honey blonde hair that did its own sensuous arc through their air with each of her turns.
Just watching her dance was enough to arouse Adam; more so as he noted that centrifugal forces and those of momentum and inertia would cause her breasts to bulge in her spins and slightly lag the rest of her body in turns, letting them do a delightful dance of their own. And her panties were drawn tightly into and between her butt cheeks while he thought he could see at the front of her panties either a very delightful bulging mound or the bulge of some fairly dense pubic hair. He guessed he would never know which.
Not that she was always in red. On other nights she'd displayed a yellow spandex dress, sleeveless rather than halter necked, but with a deeply plunging cleavage line. It too flared from the hips to display a matching pair of yellow panties.
And finally there was the black dress. Ah, the mysterious back dress. He had dreams about that. A tightly fitting sheath dress, with no flare, it closely moulded to her absolutely gorgeous butt as much as it did to the rest of her figure. It had narrow shoulder straps and, as this woman clearly liked, a deep cleavage line. But what set the dress apart was the fact it had a two inch wide open split down both sides, held together with just six equally narrow straps down each side.
The bare flesh display down her sides raised the question of whether she could be wearing panties underneath as Adam couldn't see the straps that would surely be necessary to hold them up. A micro mini like the rest of her dresses, Adam had watched transfixed on the two nights he'd seen her wear it to see if the tight skirt would ride up just enough as she danced to answer the question. But they'd refused to budge, even as she wiggled her butt sexily through the most erection inducing rumba.
And yes, he was human enough to have tried to get an angle up between her legs as she sat at her table on the rare occasions she had a rest. But the darkness of the room, the crowd of people and the distance had defeated him.
In the three months these weekly dances had been running, he'd ached to get to know this woman and to dance with her. But a lack of both courage and opportunity had stopped him from doing so.
He was here as a member of the dance studio he went to and, clearly, so was she, but a different studio. Both of them were with a moderately large group of fellow students who spent the night exchanging dance partners within their own groups.
It wasn't that there was any bad blood or exclusion between the groups. It's just that within their own groups they knew each other and naturally tended to congregate together.
Plus the girl in red was clearly a popular dance partner and rarely free for Adam to pounce upon. Not that Adam was given much time either. As a respectably skilled dancer in a group where females greatly predominated, Adam was in high demand; sometimes even dancing with two women at once - leading one with each arm. And the demand extended beyond the end of the dancing. More a seducee than a seducer, Adam had been bedded by every unattached adult woman in the group under the age of 35.
Even in the few minutes Adam had a chance to watch her, a swelling had grown in his pants. Which is why it was a bit awkward when Lucy tapped him on the shoulder and asked him to dance with her.
Lucy was an interesting and complex character. A successful Accountant, she was clearly smart, but slowly, over the couple of years they knew each other through the dance studio, Adam had learnt she had a different thought process to normal persons. In short, he had come to recognise she was very likely on the autism spectrum. High functioning certainly, but relating to people was not one of her skills. Probably what might once have been called mild Asperger's, but the professionals, in their wisdom had merged into a general autism diagnosis.
Dancing was one of her - obsessions is way too strong, let's say - points of focus. She worked hard to be a good dancer and to learn the steps. While methodical, she was inhibited in several ways. One made her dancing a bit wooden, however precise it was. The other was more of a blight on her life. She disliked physical contact with people; hardly ideal for partner dancing.
Getting to know and understand her had been a slow, sometimes painful, sometimes strange process for Adam over the several years, but that is a separate story.
As Adam danced with Lucy, he couldn't help but be distracted by the girl in the red dress. There was an art to perving at her while they were both on the dance floor; being far enough away to get an angle up her skirt as it lifted to her spins, but not so far away that the view was blocked by numerous other dancers or he missed the delightful sight of seeing her breasts do their own version of a spin turn.
But that was not to say he felt he could be rude enough to neglect Lucy. That wasn't how you made friends on the dance floor. Which meant for much of the time the girl in red was out of sight even if not entirely out of mind.
He'd just thrown Lucy into a turn when he felt a body collide heavily with his back; well actually, to be precise, with his backside.
He turned to apologise - as one does on the dance floor - to find that that the bottom pushed firmly against his left butt cheek belonged to none other than the girl in red; the collision having halted their bodies at approximately right angles to each other - her right butt against his left one.
As he turned his head, she flashed the most incredible smile at him.
"I'm sorry. My fault... Well, I suppose you could argue my partner shouldn't have thrown me into you... [at this she threw her partner a teasing grin], but I'm sorry just the same."
She separated her posterior marginally from Adam and gently rubbed his butt cheek with her hand...
"I hope I didn't hurt you."
Adam was transfixed. The smile had lit up for him and the seductive tone of her kind, gentle voice had left him speechless. Her hand on his butt had sent a thrill up his spine. His eyes drifted down to find the momentum of her suddenly halted turn had left her breast partly dislodged from its triangular covering, the edge of her areola just exposed. He instantly had a half mongrel in his pants.
Lifting a finger as one might to make a playful point, then rested it on his bare forearm, she added...
"I owe you a dance for that one..."
And then she was gone again, twirling seductively around the room.
After another two dances with Lucy, Adam again excused himself and led her back to their table; leaving her there as he got himself a drink of water and Lucy a lemon Sprite.
He'd only just got back to the table, taken a sip of his drink and leaned in to talk to Lucy over the music when he felt a tap on his shoulder. Before he could even look around, he had a hand on each shoulder and the face of the girl in the red dress appeared over his right shoulder, turned to him, and flashed the most incredible smile...
"How about I claim that dance I promised you?"
Adam's countenance dissolved into fluster.
"Ah, sure...yea...love too."
"Great."
The girl in the red dress grabbed his left hand and pulled him away from the table and into the middle of the dance floor.
As she reached it, she simply spun into his body in a dance hold and her feet started moving in the basic steps to the beat of the rock and roll music the band was playing. Adam took a moment to catch up with her spontaneity; needing to find the rhythm for himself before he could start leading her into a range of dance moves.
At first his natural inclination had been to throw her into a succession of spins like he'd seen so many of her partners do. It was easy for him and he had the visual delight of watching her stunning body turn in front of him. He might have been standing too close to get the underskirt view that every other male in the room had, but there were no shortage of visual delights available in watching her anyway. Plus there was something rather erotic about the way the hem of her dress brushed rapidly across his crotch as the elevated disc of the skirt spun in response to her turn.
But it soon occurred to him he was missing the best part of dancing with her. When dancing more closely with him, it was almost like her body melded against his. Her every move seemed to brush some part of her or him sensuously against the other. A total contrast to Lucy's finger contact only holds certainly, but even compared to all the other girls in the dance group, this girl's style was way more intimate in a manner Adam couldn't quite put his finger on.
As he danced with her, there was an awareness of her body, of his contact with it, of the sexuality of it, which just never impacted him as much when he was dancing with the others. At the apex of that awareness was the way his arm brushed across her breasts with every slide.
Normally he didn't even think about the intimacy of such a manoeuvre. It was just part of dancing as the length of his arm slipped across just under the breasts of his partner. Even with Lucy it was impossible to avoid any contact. With someone like Kelly you might be vaguely aware of the contact with the underside of her heavily structured bra.
With this girl it seemed like he'd been given permission to play with her breasts. He could feel their full weight and the softness of their flesh as they moved along the length of his arm, then separate at the last moment to brush her nipples across it as he completed the step.
The dress she was wearing might have been part of it. So light in its texture, so filmy, so soft and smooth, so revealing of her figure, it was almost like she was dancing naked with him; so much of her bare flesh exposed to him and the rest teasingly close to being revealed. Braless, only those tiny little panties seemed to offer any real sense of modesty.
As his confidence in dancing with her increased, so too did the cheekiness of the steps he tried with her. An over the hip throw just about stripped the dress off her as it caught on his hips as the body within it kept moving. Hitched too high as she recovered her feet, her panties remained fully exposed and it was only several steps later before she had nonchalantly been able to pull it back down to its normal position.
And then there was the under leg slide that momentarily left her lying on the floor between his legs, her dress pulled up as far as her navel, letting him stare down at the perfection of her strong flat stomach and the bikini bridge that disappeared into the waistband of her panties.
By the second dance, he'd become substantially aroused. His manhood, captured and contained within the folds of his heavy cotton jockey underpants was unable to straighten itself out and formed an uncomfortable and very obvious bulge in the front of his pants. A bulge she'd brushed across and pushed against often enough by now that she couldn't have failed to notice it.
It seemed not to bother her that she was dancing with such an aroused male; maybe used to it by now, given the effect she must have on any dance partner. But her own body wasn't lacking sexual signals either.
Her nipples had been jutting out the front of her light dress from the second dance, their hardness obvious to Adam every time they brushed across her arm. And at the completion of her between the leg slide, in that small moment when he'd got to stare down at her exposed panties, there was something that had suggested to him her own arousal. Not so much a camel toe, as two ridges separated by a gap that ran through the gusset. And maybe, just maybe a sign of dampness that was more than sweat.
Just in time to give his flagging body a rest from the high intensity of rock and roll, the band struck up a waltz at the start of the final sequence of the night.
The girl simply melded once again against his body.
Now there was no hiding his arousal. Her crotch was pushed firmly against it, her breasts into his chest and, in defiance of the normal rules, her cheek brushed lightly against his, instead of her head being held proud and slightly turned aside in the way of competition dancers.
As they glided around the dance floor, Adam quickly found his right thigh tightly between hers, the top of it moving against her crotch with every step; a realisation that did little to settle his arousal. The bulge in his pants was now squashed firmly between their bodies.
Disconcertingly, as she rose and fell gracefully with each step, she seemed to respond to the music a nano-second ahead of Adam, causing her lower stomach to grind against Adam's erection in a highly stimulating manner.
The balled up half mongrel that had started in his pants had gone through the process of filling out completely and uncomfortably in its entrapped state. Now it was almost as if her movements were straightening it out; dislodging the entrapments in his underwear and letting the kinks in his manhood release themselves.
But that simply meant the continued movement of her body against his now nearly straitened erection was highly stimulatory. He started to worry he would cum in his pants. He pulled his hips back trying to reduce the effect, but her hips just seemed to move forward to reconnect.
He was tempted to suggest they sit down, but they were on the final dance of the night.
In the end, Adam was saved by the bell. As the band finished he found himself with this beautiful woman wrapped in his arms on the very edge of ejaculating from the hard shaft pressed into her stomach, and yet reluctant to let her go.
She lightened the pressure forcing their bodies together just enough to let her look him in the face...
"Thanks Adam, that was the most fun dancing I've had in months. I hope you're coming next week."
Frankly Adam was more worried about coming on the spot. Still, the fact she knew his name intrigued him. He hadn't had an opportunity to exchange that bit of information over the noise of the music.
"I was just about to ask your name. But how do you know mine?"
"I'm Cathy, Cath if you like. And as for knowing your name, the girls in your group were talking about you in the ladies room."
She added with a wink...
"I know quite a lot about you. Don't worry, nothing bad; just interesting."
With that Cath opened out, took Adam by the hand and led him back to the table where she'd been sitting. As she got there, she turned and kissed him on the cheek...
"See you next week."
Letting his hand go, she re-emerged herself in her own group, leaving Adam to make his way back to his own table.
It took a long time for Adam's erection to subside. Cath had left a residual effect on him that didn't easily go away. He was half way to the car with Lucy before it even started to soften; thankful of the darkness of the car park. His balls felt full and desperate to dump their load.
Had, among the girls who used him for booty calls, it been anyone but Lucy he was driving home with, he might have broken his usual rule of letting them make the booty call and asked her for one. But Lucy was in a different class. Adam knew he was dealing with someone on the spectrum, probably hetro-romantic asexual, trying to work out whether she could sustain a sexual relationship with a boyfriend if she ever had one.
The sex they shared was always highly planned by Lucy and undertaken for a purpose, not to satisfy a need, whether that be Adam's or Lucy's. Even asking Lucy would damage their relationship. She had a way if reacting very offensively to far less provocative questions than that.
The fullness lasted two days. Two days of a constant sense of arousal and fullness as he obsessed about Cath. Adam usually didn't find much satisfaction in self pleasuring, but nearly succumbed before he was saved by Jane making an urgent booty call for him.
At 22, Jane was the youngest unattached female dancer in their studio and the youngest to use Adam for booty calls. She was also the most frequent caller. How she was unattached and needed Adam for that purpose was beyond his understanding.



She was sweet by nature, sweet faced and had a gorgeous, to Adam's eyes, tall slender figure. Maybe somewhat small breasted - but proportionate to the rest of her figure - but to Adam, perfect girlfriend material. It was only the fact he was a decade older than her that had held him back from chasing something more serious. Even then he found himself wondering how to explore the issue with her without threatening their friendship or the best booty call arrangement he had.
She had firm but simple tastes in her sexual preferences. Finger her to climax then jump aboard and go like crazy. Evidently she liked the feeling of his cock filling her and got off on watching Adam work himself up to his own climax.
Like most of his booty call interactions, they each undressed themselves and foreplay was a lot of body contact and some cheek and lip brushing, rather than passionate kissing. Mind you, just watching Jane undress was a joy in itself that always left him with a full erection ready for action.
As usual, Jane signalled the foreplay was completed and fingering should begin by lifting her hips and pushing them against Adam's palm and fingers as he stroked across her pubis. He found her clit swollen and wet with her juices, more so as he fingered around the entrance to her vagina and moved more juices up to her clit to lubricate it thoroughly.
Sucking her nipple as he fingered her, she came quickly - quicker than normal - and then signalled to Adam with a hand under his hips pulling him over her that it was time for him to penetrate her.
As Adam straddled and penetrated her as quickly as he felt her body would pleasurably accept, his shaft was already warning him his time was short; that there was unfinished business which needed to be dealt with.
He'd only just managed to get himself fully penetrated into her and lift himself up on outstretched arms to let him look down on the beautiful woman who lay under him when he lost it. With a...
"Oh no."
He blew his load. Far from being the damp squid climax usually associated with a premature release, this was a monster. Thrusting hard into her and holding it, he bellowed an initial groan and kept groaning as rope after rope of cum shot pleasurably up the length of his shaft before he collapsed down on Jane panting loudly in her ear.
"Sorry."
"That was a bit quick. What happened?"
"Too long since last time." Adam lied. "Tell you what, why don't we start again?"
"Are you up for it?"
"I will be by the time we give you another climax."
Adam climbed off her and excused himself as he cleaned himself up and disposed of the condom. Laying back down next to Jane, he brushed his hand across her cleanly shaved mound...
"Would you like me to try for a g spot orgasm this time?"
Adam had never really explored Jane's vagina with his fingers. She'd told him the first time what she'd liked and he'd meekly complied; but nor had he ever had any sense it was forbidden territory.
"I'm not sure it works, but you're welcome to try."
Adam ran his finger through her crease, loitering over her clit long enough to ensure it was swollen and fingering it for a while to raise her level of arousal. Then he slid first one, then a second finger into her vagina, raking the front wall, looking for a reaction from her.
To hedge his bets he continued to stimulate her clit with his thumb and he leant over to suck her nipple - for his pleasure as much as hers. But it wasn't entirely Jane he was making love to.
As he cast his eyes down the length of her taut, nubile body, across the flatness of her stomach and down to where his fingers disappeared into her crease, he imagined it was Cath he had under him; a thought that quickly found his cock sensitising and filling with blood to regain its former hardness.
Jane moaned under him. An unusual noise for her to make during the early stages of sex - normally she just breathed increasingly heavily - suggesting he'd found the spot. He pushed more firmly against it as he continued to stimulate her clit and nipple.
Jane started squirming, again an atypical reaction from her. Then quivering. Then with a...
"Oh shit, shit, shit, aaaaaaahahhhhhhhhhhhh."
She came, throwing her hips up as she clamped Adam's hand into her crotch...
"Mount me quickly."
Ever compliant, Adam climbed over her elevated hips, pushing them back to the bed as he located his manhood into the entrance to her vagina. Almost immediately upon her feeling it there, Jane was jerking herself against it, burying it inside her faster than Adam would have been willing to do.
Her hands were on his butt, telling him to thrust hard and fast.
He raised himself on outstretched arms, again looking down on her as he complied with her demands; sneaking in a grind of his pubis against her mound and a sideways twist of his immersed cock at the end of each thrust because he knew sometimes the former stimulated the woman's clit and he'd read the latter could stimulate to inner part of a woman's clitoral structure where it forked around her vagina.
Jane's demands, communicated through the hands she had on his butt, were unrelenting. Harder, faster and harder and faster again. Until...
"Oh faaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrk."
Adam felt a flood of warm fluid gush across his balls as he guessed Jane squirted, lifting her hips and him with them as a lengthy, cascading groan signalled the duration of her climax.
Collapsing back down on the bed, she panted loudly as she received Adam's still rapid deep thrusts, her eyes eventually drifting up to meet his as a smile broke across her face. Then her eyes defocused, drifted back in her head and her mouth formed an 'o' before...
"Oh faaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrk."
This time she reached up, put her arms around Adam's neck and pulled him crushingly down until his heads was alongside hers, clamped her vagina tightly around his manhood and jerked almost violently back against his continued thrusting.
It was more than Adam could take. His balls brewed up and burst sending waves of pleasure up his shaft and forcing him to turn his head away from Jane so that his own groans didn't deafen her.
As Adam continued to lay on top of her with his still firm erection inside her, he was painfully aware it was Cath he'd just made love to not Jane.
But of course, both a benefit and the trouble with these friends with benefits arrangements is there's no lovey-dovey kissing and cuddling afterwards. It's just withdraw, get dressed and go home, even if this one was accompanied by a not usually given kiss on the lips from Jane and a...
"Adam, that was the best sex I've ever had..." compliment.
On Wednesday, Jane tried to book him again for the following night. This was unusually soon, even for Jane. Her previous record minimum gap was only four nights apart and it was more often once a week. For reasons he couldn't quite put a finger on, Adam demurred, instead offering up Saturday afternoon. Yes both Kelly and another girl in the group - Maddie - had booty called him in the last two days. But he'd managed to meet all their needs before. It may have had something to do with looking forward to dancing with Cath again on the Friday.
Come Friday, this time Adam went commando under his usually dancing pants. He wasn't going to risk underwear entanglements again. He also wore a bright blue satin shirt instead of his usual cotton ones. It was something he'd worn in his younger years but had come to regard as a bit flash. But it did transmit the feeling of a jutting nipples on your chest better than the cotton ones.
Cath was already there when he arrived, dressed in the black mini sheath dress with split sides and dancing up a storm with one of her usual dance group partners. 'Well' he thought, 'maybe tonight I'll get to solve the puzzle of the missing panties'.
But the other penny that dropped was she wore this dress on the night when they had a different band playing music with a more Latin dance emphasis; even if the ballroom and swing styles weren't entirely ignored. And what quickly brought that home was how great her butt looked in the dress as she danced a sexy rumba.
He'd barely settled in before she was over asking for a dance.
And he'd barely started dancing with her before he had an erection in his pants. At least this one could grow straight up and the bulge be hidden by the way his shirt, which was not tucked in, draped over his pants.
By its nature, Latin dancing involves less full body contact than other styles. Perhaps you might say its specific object is for the woman to seduce by show, not by contact. And what a show she put on.
Her every movement dripped with seductive intent. Of course, she was dressed and built to seduce too. Her breasts bulged attractively out of and inside the line of cleavage of her dress, jutting nipples making their presence all too clearly known. Below that her dress clung tightly to her body; every rib, muscle and even her navel picked out in exquisite detail. Her long slender legs moved with a heavenly grace with every step or turn.
And her face with that smile, simply lit up a circle of brightness wherever she was. There was just something in her confident exuberance that drew Adam too her, emotionally and sexually.
Normally Adam spread his time on these nights between five to six girls from his dance studio. And whatever might have been the male to female ratio at Cath's studio, the simple fact was she was rarely allowed a moment to sit down.
On this night, they spent more than half of the night dancing together.
Late in the evening, as a slow number played softly, letting them do little more than sway in each other's arms, Adam was slipping his hand low down on her back, feeling up her quite cute butt certainly, but also trying to see if he could feel the waist hem of any panties. It was a secret that refused to reveal itself. It had nearly blown his mind as they'd danced a waltz earlier with her crotch rubbing on the upper thigh of his pants, to think if might have been bare pussy it was rubbing on.
But there was nothing to see or feel. The side straps of the dress were six equally spaced straps, clearly attached to the dress and nothing else he could see. There was no stitching across the unlined material of the tightly fitting skirt to indicate a built in loin piece. No bulge in any of the side seams that might have been an attachment point for the corners of some panties. Nothing to see or feel.
Cath caught him by surprise as she whispered in his ear...
"You haven't asked for one yet."
"One what?"
Cath pulled her head far enough way to throw him a big grin...
"A fuck."
"What? Why would a few dances with you entitle me to ask you for a fuck?"
Cath pushed her hips against Adam's, finding the erection raging in his pants and rubbing herself against it...
"Well, that suggests you'd like one. Entitled is another concept."
"I'm a bit old fashioned. I think it's nice to go on a few dates and find out about a person first. I've loved dancing with you and I think you're highly sexually desirable, but it doesn't facilitate conversation or generate any entitlement, except maybe to paw at you a bit on the dance floor."
Cath kept provocatively rubbing against his erection as she replied...
"That's really sweet. I wish more guys were like that. Most of them ask me for a fuck after one dance. Let me be clear. They might ask, but the answer is always no. But for all that, from what I hear in the ladies room, you're like the dance studio stud male. You've rooted every woman in the group. One cute little 20 year old just about passed out with the vapours describing your last session with her to one of her friends; who now by the way is likely to want the same."
"Only those single and under 35. And only because they asked for a friends with benefits arrangement. I don't know why they want me for it. I certainly don't have any stud tags on myself. And she's exaggerating."
"Well what about we call next week a date, go out to dinner beforehand and get to know each other better."
"It's a date. All I'd ask is that you allow me sometime during the night to dance with my other friends."
The grin on her face told Adam the challenge that followed wasn't meant to be taken too seriously...
"You mean your other roots?"
"Friends first, roots second. But there's a shortage of males on our table."
"Sounds like there's a shortage of males for dancing period. Ours too. Sure, I think our date can accommodate that. After all, even married couples are expected to dance around."
The prospect of a date with Cath excited Adam. He was by nature a male who preferred to have a single girlfriend. It was all very nice being asked to sleep around, but he found it a bit emotionally sterile. Mind you, he also realised a single date did not a relationship make. But there was a lot about Cath he liked; more than just her great looks and sexy dresses.
But that was a week away. A stone had been thrown into Adam's dance school pond by Cath and the waves were quickly unsettling the previously calm waters.
That started with Lucy who clearly demonstrated her annoyance with Adam as they shared a car ride home; something not helped at all when Adam informed her that he wouldn't be able to drive her to the club next week. Normally with Lucy, Adam found if you asked her about something in her life, she'd deliver an interesting conversation. On that night, every attempt at conversation by Adam was left with a sulky monosyllabic response.
He gave up. Lucy was not someone you can have a 'what's wrong' discussion with; certainly not one that produces a result anyway. As Adam had found before, she's adverse to any sort of conflict so disengages from any form of resolution discussion and, in any case, once she's decided a problem exists, then it exists. The issue is black and white and no discussion is capable of moderating it.
Lucy's behaviour was predictable in retrospect. The other waves were a bit unexpected. There was a sudden rush of friends with benefits requests, to the point Adam soon found his week fully booked out.
It seemed to derive partly from Jane's vivid sharing with the other girls of their last engagement; creating a sort of 'I want what she's got' movement. But also from Adam's very obvious engagement with Cath. A bit like the rush to the bar that accompanies the closing time call for 'last drinks' at a pub.
It started with the previously booked engagement with Jane the following day.
Pretty well a rerun of their last engagement; just as passionate, just as intense, but without the squirting.
Sunday afternoon was Kelly. Here she abandoned her normally livewire cowgirl performance and asked Adam to do unto her as he'd done unto Jane.
Frankly, Adam doubted the repeatability of the exercise. People are different, bodies are different and everyone reacts in a different way. What really turns one person on can leave another cold. And there was nothing all that magical or innovative about what he'd done. But Jane had given them all such an over the top description of it you'd be forgiven for thinking he'd somehow discovered a whole new sexual experience.
But of all the other girls, Kelly was probably the most likely to respond. She threw herself into sex like no one else in Adam's limited experience did and that was a good start to the outcome she wanted.
But the upshot for Adam was that he actually got to have a good suck of Kelly's impressive - almost pendulous - breasts and the giant nipples capping them, as he double fingered her g spot and thumbed her clit. Normally the former become dangerous weapons as she's going for broke in her cowgirl position.
The triple stimulatory assault on her erogenous zones - clit, g spot and nipples all at once - might have helped, but Adam felt it was almost like it was Kelly working herself into a sexual high. She gave a full - over the top - Meg Ryan vocal performance as he fingered her and was soon quivering violently enough to shake the whole bed and cause Adam problems in just keeping his fingers in her.
It might have been real, but Adam felt it was a tad exaggerated.
But maybe not.
She squirted a bucket load as she came and her urgent demand for Adam to mount her was difficult to comply with as she bucked about in a hip raised position under him. Even after he'd managed to penetrate her, it was like riding a rodeo horse, the constant movement making it difficult for him to find any grounding that he could actually use to deliver the fast, hard thrusting her hands and screams were calling for.
In the end he had to drop down from the arms extended position he likes when he's on top and basically hold her around her neck, thrusting crazily with his hips, to satisfy her demands; all the time at risk of being thrown off by her violent movements.
It was probably lucky Adam had emptied his balls into Jane the day before, which seemed to give him more endurance than he'd normally associate with being part of this sort of sex.
She just kept cumming, kept bucking, kept screaming and even squirted again, all the while her hands on his butt and her words...'keep going, keep going, harder...faster...', demanding more of him.
And then, suddenly, she stopped; her body becoming limp on the bed, her head lolled back and her voice reduced to a quiet moaning. Initially her hands held Adam into a deep, almost body merging, penetration, the moaning progressing to a deep guttural sound.
Then her hands relaxed, suggesting Adam finish himself at his own pace. He rose again on his outstretched arms. He looked down and watched as her big breasted limp body received his thrusts. He might have wished for more, but after the ride Kelly had given him, four or five were all he managed. He had already been brewing up before Kelly went limp on him.
As he knew he was about to release, he held himself deeply penetrated and felt the gush of pleasure as his seed rushed up the length of his shaft; rope after pleasurable rope of it. On the second rope he collapsed down onto Kelly's body, his head alongside hers as he continued to moan out his climax.
Kelly wrapped her arms crushingly around his neck, her body tightening on him and moaned again as it seemed Adam's release had triggered another orgasm for her.
It was for several minutes they lay there after it was all finished; Adam's still hard shaft buried pleasurably inside Kelly. Then Kelly wrapped him up in her arms and legs and rolled him over leaving her on top, unleashing a torrent of passionate, deep throated kissing on him as she rubbed herself against his body and stroked him with her hands.
It caught Adam by surprise. There was a tacit understanding that passion of that sort wasn't really part of a friends with benefits arrangements. Still, Adam accepted her tongue into his mouth and responded, with tongue and hands, as much as his instincts permitted him.
For five minutes it went on. Kelly would sometimes stop briefly and then, as if suddenly overcome with more passion, be all over him and in his mouth again. Appropriate or not, it was still sexy. At the end of it, encouraged in no small way by Kelly's grinding of her mound against the base of it as she pashed him, Adam found his erection refreshed.
Finally Kelly stopped and didn't start again; still just lying on Adam, he pelvic floor muscles squeezing and releasing the base of Adam's shaft where it entered her vagina. Eventually she rolled off him, laying alongside, holding his hand...
"Sorry, I got a bit carried away. I've never had an orgasm like that before."
Adam was aware Kelly had a relationship that had lasted nearly a decade that had only broken up in hurtful circumstances two years ago, leaving her lamenting being single at her 35 years of age with all the good men taken. There was no dig at Adam in that statement. He was three years younger and, as much as there were sexy aspects of her, she was no more Adam's type than he was hers.



"Haven't you had a g spot orgasm before?"
"Yea. Charlie used to like doing it doggy style and that could do it. But it was nothing like that. I've never squirted and anyway, I always found doggy style a bit impersonal, even if it did get my g spot."
Releasing Adam's hand, Kelly moved hers over onto Adam's erection, standing proud from his stomach and circled it with her hand...
"Wow, that came back up quickly."
"Well, it was pretty intense sex."
She played with it for a moment before sitting up.
"Lie there."
Rolling the condom off, Kelly disappeared into the bathroom, returning with a warm damp cloth, using it to thoroughly clean Adam's manhood. Then to Adam's surprise, she straddled his thighs and bent down, putting half the length of his erection in her mouth. She sucked on it before thrusting it quickly in and out of her mouth, her lips pursed tightly against it and her tongue pressing firmly down on it inside her mouth.
She'd stop from time to time, flicking her tongue into the grove at the base of the bell for a while, before swallowing it again and starting the cycle over.
Adam had rarely got head before and was quickly had to acknowledge...
"I'm going to cum."
Kelly took his erection out of her mouth and buried it between her ample breasts, holding them together as she bounced up and down to titty fuck him the few movements it took to induce his release. Adam felt his warm cum flooding into the tight space his erection had made in her breasts, groaning in pleasure.
And then with a giggle, a clean-up and a cup of tea, it, like so many of these encounters, it was over; although not without Kelly indicating she wanted more next week.
The ladies room conversation Cath over heard was almost certainly between Jane and Kelly. But clearly it had spread from there, because both Maddie and Lucy had asked for the same.
The next evening he was booty booked with Maddie. Adam always knew this would be a different experience, however much Maddie might pine for the same outcome. She lacked Kelly's exuberance and at 31, no longer had Jane's youthful adventurism.
He managed to finger her to an orgasm easily enough, but the whole immediate mounting of her was something of a damp squid farce. The orgasm might have been good enough by her standards, but it didn't have the same explosive impact that made Jane and Kelly feel the need for an immediate penetration by Adam. Nor did she present herself for an easy, quick penetration, meaning there was a lot of fluffing about achieving that.
In the end, she was fingered to a good orgasm and Adam rode her to one of his own. It was nice enough sex, but wasn't something that was going to cause them to all get the vapours about it in the ladies' room.
Wednesday was Lucy.
Adam wasn't looking forward to this. On the one hand, he wanted to normalise his relationship with her again after the coldness of their trip home. On the other, Lucy of all people was unlikely to get any great benefit from imitating what Jane had.
Apart from suspecting she was on the autistic spectrum, Adam guessed she was probably also hetro-romantic asexual. In short she wanted a boyfriend, but had no great passion for the sex that would go with it; was somewhat repelled by it. Indeed, she seemed to have sensory issues with any physical contact at all.
She'd been using Adam - and using is an appropriate word - to test her reaction to sex; trusting him enough to stop if she called for it and couldn't go further. For her it was like an aversion therapy; slowly increasing the degree of contact until she could tolerate actual sex, then experimenting with variations of it. All with a view to seeing if her future was one of spinsterhood or she would be able to sustain a physical and sexual relationship should the right man take an interest in her.
But a feature of it all was that, in a very autistic way, Lucy carefully planned every encounter. Every step was fully scripted, Lucy having mentally prepared herself for the emotional trauma of those particular interactions beforehand. What Adam was expected to do was follow the script. No improvisations.
What it never was, was wild and passionate; the very essence of Jane's experience. Like Lucy's dancing, precise but 'wooden' would be a better description.
For Adam, there were two benefits. First and actually most importantly, he liked Lucy as a friend. If this would help her, then it was no great burden on him to do so; even if some frustration inducing, prick teasing moments resulted.
Secondly, under that very unflattering clothing she wore was actually quite a stunning body and beautiful woman, so having sex with her was no burden, however strict the rules applicable to it were.
But the whole thing had persuaded Lucy she should let Adam digitally penetrate her and, almost to Adam's surprise he found her g spot and with the triple assault on her erogenous zones, managed to induce quite a strong orgasm in her; because all too often hers come across as pretty ho-hum. It may have been the best he'd seen her have; which was something.
Lucy had mentally rehearsed (and maybe physically rehearsed for all Adam knew) his urgent penetration of her, so presented herself for that, but the hip lifting came across as put on and he found her vagina not immediately receptive. So he doubted it had any real impact on her orgasm and certainly didn't generate a second orgasm for her as he humped her for his.
Still, by the end of it Lucy seemed happy enough and was back on reasonable terms with him. That of itself was pleasing enough.
Thursday night he was back in Jane's bed. Another repeat of the first, including the squirting.
But really, all these were just fillers to the night he was really looking forward to; Friday and his date with Cath.
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The dinner beforehand was a delight. Adam and Cath just seemed to hit it off from the moment they met outside the restaurant. They shared an easy banter and storytelling that kept them laughing for much of the time.
Cath was in her red dance dress and it took all Adam's control to not stare at the cleavage bulging out the front. No amount of control could do anything about the partial erection which came and went in his pants; more so as Cath from time to time reached across the table to rest a hand on his arm.
Cath was clearly a tactile person. Some degree of physical contact - in this case usually a hand rested upon an arm, although she seemed equally open to resting it on a thigh if that was within easy reach - seemed to be an inherent part of her communication. What should normally have been an almost unnoticed gesture was having an electric effect on Adam. All he could put it down to was that he'd spent so long watching and lusting over Cath, that actually getting to interact with the human she was having an exaggerated effect.
Cath was not immune to arousal either. She was painfully aware of the jutting nipples announcing themselves on high beam in her thin unlined sheath dress and just as aware of the less announced moistness permeating her panties.
But they also teased out of each other some serious background stories.
Cath was 28, a Senior Associate in a large city law firm and it turned out she had been single for two years after a lengthy relationship with a US resident regretfully ended when he had to return to the States. And for all the invitations she'd had, no she hadn't had a fuck since. That wasn't how she operated.
Living wise, she had her own apartment at Manly, a beachside suburb about a half hour drive away in good traffic.
At 32, Adam was an Investment Banker, who also worked in the city and in his case had an apartment at Mosman (a harbour side suburb closer to the city than Manly). Cath managed to reluctantly eventually tease from him that he lamented he hadn't been able to meet yet the girl of his dreams so he could get married. During his twenties, he'd had a number of relationships lasting a year or two. But in most cases, he known from the outset she wasn't the one he wanted to marry and eventually the reality of that caught up with the relationship.
As he'd got older, he'd increasingly become sensitive to the fact he shouldn't waste a woman's fertile years by holding her in a relationship that wasn't going to go anywhere. Dating someone new was fun, but for him it had always rather been the case that the relationship proceeded sex, not the other way around. And recently he hadn't met anyone who he felt enough connection with to take a relationship forward.
Of course, he recognised the friends with benefits arrangements he had with a number of his dance school friends sat strangely with that. But the difference was, they came with no promise. And for both the women and himself, filled what would otherwise be a sexually deprived gap between relationships.
While Cath felt a strong personal attraction to Adam, it still naturally intrigued her as to why all the women in the school chose Adam as the one to share the benefits with. Finding courage enough to ask the question, Adam replied...
"It all sort of started with Kelly. She just came straight out and asked me if I would after one of the classes. She's a bit of a wild woman and wasn't coping well with not having a regular sex partner. Jane overheard her. I've always felt a strong friendship with Jane and when we got a moment alone, she asked if she could get the same benefits.
Frankly, I don't know why Jane needed me. She's an absolute sweetie, stunningly attractive and a decade younger than me. She could have any guy she wants. But until she finds that guy, it seems she needed some frustration relief.
You know how the girls talk. A month later Maddie asked if I could do it for her too.
Lucy was soon aware of these arrangements. But she's in a different category. Let's just say, it helps her out with some issues she's dealing with.
As for why me? I can only guess. I'm not completely ugly, taller than all the other guys, can dance OK and I think they regard me as safe; someone who'll look after them before myself if you know what I mean. You can judge better than me which of that selection of possibilities was likely to be the answer."
"What's going to happen if you form a relationship?"
"Well, that's the thing about friends with benefits isn't it? It's a between relationships things. I suppose it all comes to an end."
"Would that bother you?"
"I'm inherently a relationship sort of guy. I'd rather have a single love of my life than a harem of sexual benefits."
Cath liked the answer and the night moved on to other topics.
What neither really revealed in these conversations was that both noticed the other almost from the first night they'd both come to the club.
Adam's didn't really want to reveal just how strong his visual attraction to Cath had been as he'd watched her dance, let alone his obsession with seeing her panties, or even with determining whether she had any on in the case of the black dress. Nor the almost constant state of arousal she generated in him. But maybe he was being unfair with himself. There were many signals in Cath's appearance as to her countenance, and the message they conveyed to him were no less attractive, even if they didn't have the same effect on his manhood.
As for Cath, well she had visual signals too. Adam, more than anyone else there, matched her lust generating profile of being tall, slim but at the same time conveying a sense of strength and power; not muscle bound strength - something more subtle than that. His easy movement on the dance floor told her he was confident and competent and yet, his obvious curtesy towards his dance partners also told her much about him that she liked. She wasn't unaware of the attraction she had generated in Adam and sometimes played to it.
Their relationship had been primed before they even knew about it, although, as always with these things, its ultimate success would depend on a myriad of factors yet to be explored.
The club was not a nightclub in the sense non-Australians might be more familiar with. It was the North Sydney Rugby League's club. A social club with a football association - a rather sad one since the club had been relegated from the top tier of the game over a decade ago. Like most of these sort of clubs it offered a variety of eating venues (although maybe not of a standard suited to a first date) - and had a multipurpose function room which, it just so happened on Friday nights was used to host bands that catered to ballroom, Latin American and rock and roll dances.
And was only a block and an easy walk away from the restaurant, so they meet their friends there at more or less the usual time.
They spent a bit more than half the night dancing with each other and the rest of the time sharing themselves with their usual dance friends.
It was at the end of the night, as they danced slowly in each other's arms that Cath whispered into Adam's ear...
"I know one date does not a relationship make, so call it another friends with benefits if you want, but I'd really like it if you could come back to my place."
She'd been rocking her closely pressed body against Adam's erection as she danced. The outcome was a foregone conclusion.
As he followed Cath's car to her house, Adam wondered at the effect she had on him. He'd danced closely with plenty of women over the last few years; some of them stunningly attractive. Getting erections wasn't usually a problem. Being on the verge of cumming after a night of dancing with them had never been a problem. And yet with Cath, it seemed to be almost a permanent state. He just hoped that the way his balls had been drained in the last week would stop him going off as quickly as he had with Jane.
They were barely in the door before they were in each other's arms, passionately kissing. Adam complied as he felt Cath backing him up to the bedroom, undoing the belt on his pants as she walked.
Emboldened, he surrendered to the desire he'd had since the day he first saw her to slip his hands under her skirt and fondle, first her butt and then the gusset of her panties, pushing it into her crease, feeling how wet they soon became and feeling out her swollen labia and clit through the flimsy material.
By the time he felt the back of his knees pushed against the bed, Cath had the waistband and fly of his pants wide open with them down as far as his thighs and his rampant erection exposed and every button on his shirt undone.
In a single movement, Adam used the hand under her skirt to lift it delicately off and over her head. Cath pulled the shirt off over his shoulders and let it fall off him as she went down on him, fondling his erection as she looked up and commented on the lack of underwear before pulling his pants down, stripping off his shoes and socks and the pants with them.
Kicking her own shoes off, she stood up again, pressing herself against his now naked body, only her panties blocking the path to the fulfilment of their urgent desires, as she again passionately kissed and pashed him, her hands moving rapidly across his flesh as they explored every inch of his back.
Without breaking the contact between their lips, Adam picked her light body up in his arms, knelt onto the bed and laid her gently out on it.
His manhood ached with desire for her body; to penetrate it, to thrust itself lustfully in and out of her sacred void and to release his seed inside her. But this was too precious a moment to let himself surrender to such impetuosity.
As he knelt alongside her, he broke away from the embrace of her lips and cast a glance down along the length of her body.
The words 'oh my god' played repeatedly in his head and almost escaped his mouth as he took in the vista before him. Never had he seen such nubile, fecund, visual perfection in a woman.
The light of her room revelled what the darkened dance floor and flimsy dress had only hinted at.
From her hairline to her toes, her skin was a study in flawless light olive perfection.
Right before his eyes the orbs of her breasts rose perkily from her slender chest. In the dance floor he'd guessed nice b cups, now they looked more like c cups; enormous for her light frame.
They were capped by the most gorgeous nipples he'd ever seen. Just a little larger than normal without being smudged all over the caps of the breasts and of a beautiful brown colour that perfectly complimented her skin, the areola puffed up to raise even higher nipples that jutted impressively in her arousal.
Beyond them lay a body so beautiful he could hardly believe he was privileged enough to make love to it. Her stomach, strongly ripped in a feminine sort of way, was plank flat, disappearing into her low slung panties through a deep bikini bridge. Below that was the most arousing mound he'd ever seen. Almost as a continuation of the line of her stomach, it stood proud; rising up from between her thighs like the elegant prow of a majestic ocean liner.
As Cath stroked her hand through his hair, he moved down her body to kiss her breasts, before flicking his tongue across the hardened projections; eliciting a delightful moan and a squirming of her hips from Cath.
Cath contemplated wrapping her hand around his impressive erection as he played with her breasts. But as he seemed more focused on caressing her body than immediately jumping on her, she held off. Two years abstinence had left her yearning for the feeling of a man inside her, but having one willing to take his time about it was, for now, a privilege not to be hastily dismissed.
Adam took one of the delightful nipples into his mouth and sucked it, rubbing his tongue along its length as he pushed it against the roof of his mouth. They were without doubt, the most delightful nipples he'd ever seen, let alone sucked. What he didn't know, still unaware of Cath proclivity to nipple orgasms, was that they were also the most sensitive.
Already highly aroused by the evening, Cath stifled her moans and fought back her impending climax, concerned it would bring Adam's play with her body to a penetrative end.
Just in time for her, Adam, overwhelmed by the seductive vista of the body laid out under him and still aware of the final garment to be stripped from that seductive mound, moved on from sucking her nipples.
He kissed down the length of her stomach until he came to the waistband of her panties.
He loitered, momentarily stunned to excited inaction by the sight before him. He hadn't really realised just how brief those panties were. The front was a narrow rectangle of material that completely failed to cover the flesh of her alluring mound, flaring slightly where it met the waistband to create the impression that he'd got from a distance that it was a more modest triangle.
Either side was a strip of tempting mound flesh, hinting at way lay beneath. More than hinting at it was the bulge of her labia and the wide depression marking the line of her aroused crease than ran down the centre of the panties, turning up from between her legs and rising more than half the height of her mound.
Adam ran his finger through the crease, finding the bump of Cath's swollen clit in the wet, filmy material and played his finger against it, causing Cath to once again moan aloud and raise her hips in an aroused squirm.
As Adam's face moved closer to her crotch, Cath momentarily worried about her freshness down there. She, as much as Adam, had spent most of the evening dancing with him in an aroused state. Those panties had been wet with her juices and sweat for most of the evening.
She needn't have worried. If any scents were wafting Adam's way they were driving Adam to a higher state of arousal, not putting him off. Adam slipped his fingers under the waistband of the panties and pulled them off her mound, Cath taking the hint to lift her hips to let him pull them down her legs and, as Cath cooperatively folded them, off her feet.
For a moment he dangled the flimsy, sexy garment in front of his face...
"Bikini bottoms!"
Cath felt slightly challenged...
"I figured if I was going to flash my pussy around I'd better do it in something designed to be flashed and to stay up while I was dancing about."
Adam chucked her a grin from where his head was positioned almost between her legs...
"They're bloody sexy. I've drooled over those bikini bottoms since I first started coming to the club dance nights. Is it OK if I go down on you?"
With his finger back to rubbing her clit, Cath squirmed and moaned her agreement.
Adam positioned himself between her now well spread legs, bending down to flick his tongue against her clit as he brought one hand up under him to penetrate her with two fingers and rub them firmly against where he thought he would find her g spot. His spare hand he stretched up to play with one of her delightful nipples.
Triple stimulated, already highly aroused, Cath came in a massive orgasm within a minute, holding Adam's head into her crotch as she squeezed it crushingly between her thighs until the prolonged climax had run its course and she collapsed momentarily spent back onto the bed.
As she freed him, Adam climbed up over her body, laying down gently on top of it as he stroked her hair and whispered in her ear...
"How do you like to make love?"
Cath was taken aback by the directness of the question...
"On top works best for me, but maybe I've had my turn. What do you like?"
"Above all, I like to make love to a well satisfied woman. If I last that long, I like to finish on top, but that can wait."
Without waiting for an answer or argument, Adam rolled Cath on top. She rose up on him, took a moment to attend to the matter of protection, then brought him into her body.
Cath lifted herself up on outstretched arms in a reverse missionary, grinding and stimulating her clit against Adam's pelvis as she drove his shaft deeply into her; deeply enough for her to feel the tip moving against her cervix.
Unable to resist the temptation offered by her breasts dangling right in front of his eyes, Adam lifted his head to suck one nipple while playing with the other between two fingers.
Cath might have started off slowly rubbing her clit on Adam's pubis, but as the stimulation of both her clit and nipples, and even her cervix, brought her arousal to a new high, her movements became more frantic and desperate. The moans that accompanied her initial stimulation became rapid grunts as she rode Adam harder and faster.
Maybe nowhere near as brutally as Kelly, and without the dangerous swing of Kelly's pendulous breasts, but vigorously just the same.
Perhaps its was nothing more than getting some good sex after a two year drought, but Cath's climax arrived in what, for her, was near record time. With a prolonged moan she collapsed down onto Adam, wrapped her arms crushingly around his neck and micro thrust him as she felt her contractions bear firmly down on his hardened manhood.
Adam waited patiently as he enjoyed the feel of Cath extracting every last bit of pleasure from her orgasm. Then the moment came she signalled for him to roll over on top of her. Adam brought his legs, previously between Cath's, to outside hers, wrapped her up with his erection fully buried in her, and rolled them both over.
Normally Adam liked to finish in what might be called a leg outside elevated missionary position. His legs being outside the woman's seems to tighten her grip on him and gives him a firmer grounding for thrusting and by elevating his chest and head on outstretched arms, he gets to look down on the woman's beauty as he goes for it.
But for some reason he chose differently this time. Maybe it was the way Cath's body seemed to meld so nicely with his as they danced. Now as they danced horizontally he desired something more intimate.
Bringing his legs up under him outside her thighs, he supported the weight of his lower body on his haunches, taking the weight of his upper body on his elbows; lifting him just off Cath's body while it let him glide effortlessly over the top of it.
As he started to thrust, he withdrew half the length of his shaft and brought if firmly but slowly back in to her, grinding and twisting his shaft and pubis against her on full penetration. His top half he slid along Cath's body, his chest rubbing along the top of her breasts and quickly raising her nipples to the hard elevated jutting edifices that her puffy areolas facilitated. And all the while, his cheek brushed lightly and seductively against hers.
After that, he was nearly as aware of the feel of those firm nipples drawing lines up and down his chest with every movement as he was of the beautiful feel of his shaft moving inside her body. Adam wasn't looking for a hard, quick climax. He wanted to savour every moment of making love to Cath and willingly exchanged what might have been the most stimulating thrusting for one extremely pleasurable but more inclined to give him the endurance he craved for.
When his frequent need to look at her breasts overtook him, he could readily bend his head enough to look down between their bodies. He watched in aroused fascination and excitement as her towering nipples bent first one way to the movement of his chest, and then the other, the delightful orbs of the breasts themselves being dragged up and down in response. If he elevated his hips on withdrawal, he could even see his shaft emerge from her sensuously elevated mound, his eyes reinforcing with his imagination the very real pleasure he felt as he thrust it back in to her delectable body.



Still oblivious to just how sensitive Cath's nipples were, Adam was pleasantly surprised when Cath started to moan in arousal, synchronising with the prolonged lowing groans that accompanied his thrusts.
Encouraged to try harder to get her to climax again, Adam shortened his thrusts, spending more time grinding and rotating firmly against her mound on full penetration while his chest circled against her nipples.
He could tell it was working when Cath's thighs started quivering under him.
As she came, she again applied a strangle hold around his neck, lifting her hips hip to push firmly against him and gripped him tightly inside her; although not so tightly Adam couldn't feel her contractions bearing down on his manhood.
Enjoying the privilege of sharing her contractions, Adam held himself still until they'd passed, then he started thrusting again, more quickly this time. With Cath's tighter grip on him, Adam's balls were soon brewing up.
With rising excitement, his thrusts became firmer and faster again; a well-oiled piston slipping in and out of her body. He wasn't going to last long like that and he didn't. With a final heaving thrust, his climax exploded, leaving him a groaning, quivering, limp mess on top of Cath as rope after rope of cum blasted excitedly up his shaft.
Still with a strangle hold on his neck, Cath waited until his climax seemed to have run its course and his still firm erection rested stilled inside her before whispering in his ear...
"You don't have to go home. It's late. Stay the night. I've got a spare new toothbrush for you."
Adam didn't take much persuading. It was very late and the prospect of sharing Cath's bed for the night was alluring. The lack of suitable clothing for the morning, or even underwear, was a small concern by comparison.
As he brushed his teeth in her bathroom, she placed a towel over the bath in case he wanted to shower in the morning.
Although she wore a small pair of string sided panties to bed, Adam had nothing. As they cuddled up at the start of the night with Cath in the small spoon position, Adam's naked erection pushed into her back, weeping pre-cum onto it and both of them covered in nothing more than a light sheet. But it had been a long night, full of dancing and sex. They soon both fell asleep.
Adam awoke at first light to find they had both kicked the sheet off during the warm night, with Cath now millimetres away from him, rolled over to face him. Having woken with a night erection, staring at her near naked body in gentle repose next to him did nothing to let it settle. Indeed, the longer he lay there the more it ached with desire.
Tempting though it was to reach out and subtly wake her in the hope that she might be as randy in the morning as she was last night, he thought better of it. Some people value their sleep more than others, indeed some value it above nearly anything else. It seemed imprudent.
But as compelling as the sight was, nor could he just lie there. Reluctantly he decided to get up and take his erection elsewhere, least temptation got the better of him. Sneaking out of the bed, and well aware that a night of dancing, sex and sweating in bed had rendered his body freshness questionable, he sussed out her bathroom to decide whether he could have a shower without waking her.
Balancing the temperature, he stood in the shower recess facing the flow of the water, letting its warmth forcefully pummel and stimulate his erection as he decided whether he was actually desperate enough to jerk himself off. He wasn't a big one for doing that; he found it difficult to bring himself to a climax and rarely found it very satisfying. But this one was aching badly and just wasn't going away.
He was soaping his underarm, yet to make a decision on the issue, when Cath silently entered the room. He was in full profile to her. As he leaned back to clear the water from his face, she can't have missed the sight of the water cascading down onto a full erection standing proud of his body.
Glad she didn't find him with his hand around it, he watched wordlessly as she grinned at him, placed a condom packet on the frame of the glass screen surrounding the shower, slipped off her panties, and entered the shower...
"Mind if I join you?"
Her intentions unambiguous, Adam turned towards her and wrapped her in his arms as he felt her back him up against the back wall of the shower. There she engaged in a deep pash, kissing and petting, before she reached between their bodies, brought his erection down to the horizontal and slipped it between her legs.
Holding it steady in one hand, she continued to kiss him as she started rocking back and forwards, rubbing the length of his shaft across her sensitive clit.
With her intentions now clear, Adam brought his hands up to play with her nipples. As they rose to their jutting rock hardness, he was reminded of how great they felt sucking them, so gently broke away from Cath's French kissing of him to bend his head down and take one into his mouth.
Sucking in as much of her breast as he could, he pushed the nipple against the roof of his mouth and furiously rubbed it with his tongue while his lips played against the flesh and areola where it entered his mouth.
Cath moaned loudly in his ear, letting her head flop back in pure bliss.
Her rocking on his cock sped up to match her excitement, only interrupted a couple of times as she stopped to play the edge of the bell of his erection against her clit; something she found especially provocative.
In the end, her actions were almost frantic. Cath's arousal momentarily overtook her body's response and she felt an almost desperate need to tip herself over the edge into a climax.
Which meant, when it came, it was a monster. Cath let out an orgasmic cry that would be talked about around the unit block she lived in for another month. Because, if there had been any doubt about what caused the cry, there was no mistaking the nature of the loud moans that followed it as the orgasm just seemed to go on and on.
Adam, rather pleased with the result, even if he had simply passively offered up his cock for use by her, kept sucking her nipple, figuring she'd tell him when to stop.
Finally it came to a stop. Cath lifted Adam's face off her breast to kiss him; a deep passionate kiss as she rubbed her whole body up and down on him...
"Sorry, I don't usually make that much of a fuss."
Adam smiled at her...
"Make all the fuss you'd like. Nothing gives me more joy than to see you come like that."
Cath lifted her eyes to meet his as she reached up to pull the condom off the door frame with one hand and held his erection in the other. As soon as he was sheathed, she lifted herself up on her toes and, assisted by a knee bend from Adam, penetrated him into her body. Grinning, she teased...
"Nothing? Not even this?"
Adam brushed his hand through her hair...
"This, as you call it, is delightful and more special than you can know. But yes, not even 'this'."
"Well, I'll have to see if I can change your mind on that."
Cath wrapped her arms around him, gripped him tightly inside her and started rubbing her body up and down on him. The effect of her tightened pelvic floor muscles on Adam's cock as she dragged his erection in and out of her body was electric.
The frustration he'd felt as he'd got in the shower had been real. Cath using his erection to pleasure herself had satisfied his emotional need for contact with her, but only teased up his need for release. The moan that escaped him as she first lifted herself up and dragged his erection through her tightened muscles said it all.
On the fifth lift, he boiled over and came, going limp in Cath's arms as the release of the built up tension and the rope after rope of ejaculated cum left him drained and momentarily energy less.
Cath was as pleased with the result she achieved as Adam had been when Cath came. She waited until Adam could stand on non-wobbly legs again...
"Well, what say we go out and get some breakfast?"
As they dried themselves, Adam pondered what to wear. He hadn't come prepared for a sleepover, let alone a day with Cath. He had some board shorts, racing brief swimwear and a t shirt in the car that he kept there for when he went for a swim or to do some laps at North Sydney pool, and even a pair of thongs (no, not what you're thinking. Flip flops to non Australians). But it was very down market casual to go out in. But then again, his iridescent blue satin dance shirt was unacceptable at this time of day too, and even leather dance shoes were far from ideal.
"Where are we going? I don't have much to wear in the car."
"It's just a café two blocks from the beach. Very casual and beachy."
Putting on his long pants from the previous night, Adam ducked down to his car to retrieve his gear, ending up walking hand in hand with Cath the three blocks down to the café in the board shorts worn commando, t shirt and thongs.
He hardly felt up to Cath's standard.
She started by putting on a small white string tie bikini. Very much of the style worn by influences these days, the bottom was as small as the one she'd worn under her dress the previous night but with tied sides; the tightly fitting rectangular front barely - actually incompletely - covering her mound and a Brazilian back. The slide tri triangles covered less than half the area of the orbs of her breasts.
Over that she wore a bronze mini sheath dress, more made of some sort of stretch netting than actual material. A little bit like lace but with a heavier, more open weave.
The bronze colour so closely matched her skin that the first impression was that she was actually naked. Then as you focused on the bikini showing through, it was almost the case of why bother. But that's a rhetorical question. Adam's view was that she actually looked cock bursting stunning, more so because of the plunging neck line that seemed to be a feature of Cath's mode of dress. Exactly the effect Cath wanted.
For Adam, breakfast was another exercise in erection control. It was rarely less than a half mongrel. Why he was so badly affected by Cath's presence, he had trouble explaining. After all, it was more than a decade and a half since, as a young man, he'd get a hard on just holding hands with a beautiful girl. He'd just had sex with her, and yet his body already seemed to be planning the next one.
It almost seemed to make it harder that the conversation between them was so animated, relaxed and easy. There was certainly much more that was desirable about Cath than her body, and yet that just seemed to make it harder not to let the physical attraction overwhelm so much of his self-control as would normally keep an inappropriate erection at bay.
Mind you, that wasn't the only element of self-control Adam found himself failing in. Trying not to just ogle her cleavage and breasts over breakfast as they chatted was a losing battle. More so as Cath's nipples were constantly on high beam, pushing the material of her bikini top through the open weave of her dress to create sizable white thimbles poking out through the bronze material.
To an extent, Cath was just being herself. She was comfortable in her body, knew its power, and wasn't afraid to use it. Her mode of dress rarely didn't show her body at its best.
But in this case, it was also strategic. Adam had nearly as powerful an effect on her as she could see she was having on him. She understood the effect sexual allure could have on men if she wanted to draw Adam in. She was also aware of the effect that a nice cleavage display could have on men. She could see Adam's distraction, but was never going to be a 'hey, I'm up here' sort of person.
On top of that, it had been a long sex drought for Cath. Although she could tell Adam wasn't one to push his need for sex upon her, at the very least keeping him randy might make ambiguous who it was that was driving what Cath always planned, if Adam turned out to be as nice as her observations had suggested, to be a fuck feast of a weekend.
After breakfast Cath suggested they continue on down to the beach for a swim. It was by this time mid-morning and turning into a sundrenched hot day. Adam's concern about a lack of towels was easily dismissed by a reply they could dry off as they walked home.
And so for an hour, they frolicked in the surf. Sometimes body surfing - Cath showing a form at it that much impressed Adam, even if the top of her bikini wasn't always up to keeping her breasts contained in the turbulence of the surf - sometimes romantically interacting in the water; their bodies intertwined as the hardness of Adam's erection contained within his board shorts pushed into Cath's stomach as her nipples in turn made deep impressions in Adam's chest.
It was in the end the heat and burning rays of the sun on their unprotected bodies that forced them home. They'd tried as much as possible to use their immersion in water to filter the sun, with even their pashing occurring in neck deep water, but there was a limit to everything.
Too wet to put on the outer layers of Cath's dress and Adam's t shirt, they started their walk home in bikini and board shorts, stopping at the local deli on the way to get the ingredients for an anti-pasta lunch.
By the time they got home, the wet leg hem of Adam's boardies rubbing on them had given his thigh a bit of a rash. Apologetically, he asked Cath if she'd mind if he changed into his speedos. Cath laughed at him...
"Why do you have to ask?"
"Well, they're not exactly high fashion items. I thought most girls hate them unless you're swimming laps at the local pool. And even then..."
Adam's words trailed off as he tried not to make too much of a fuss of it.
Cath shrugged and raised her eyebrows as she replied...
"That might depend on who's wearing them. Some of us might even like them."
Then holding up a bottle of rum, she asked...
"Fancy a pre-lunch ice cold cocktail?"
Cath directed Adam out to the outdoor lounge on the balcony. Adam hadn't really focused on it before. North facing and flooded in sunlight, he was surprised how nice a view it offered of the beach.
As Cath approached with the cocktails, Adam moved his legs aside, offering Cath room to sit next to him on the lounge. Cath handed him his drink, turned around, offering him a delightfully momentary arse display, and sat next to him in full contact from her knee to her hips.
She then leaned against him; snuggling against his side. Instinctively Adam put an arm around her shoulder, his hand dropping off it low enough to cup her breast as Cath in turn rested her arm and hand along Adam's thigh.
Both contacts had an immediate effect. Cath's nipples hardened from merely high beam to full telegraph pole; poking out between two of Adam's fingers. Adam once again found himself with a half mongrel in his pants.
For a while they discussed how long Cath had lived in the unit and how she'd come to buy it. Having found no objection from her as he initially tweaked it, it was almost absent mindedly, as they talked and sipped at their cocktails, that Adam rolled the nipple between his fingers and generally teased it further.
Engrossed in conversation and swimming in a miasma of hormonal influence, Adam missed the cues that his tweaking of Cath's breast was having more than a slightly pleasurable effect on her as her breathing grew heavier and she started gulping more than sipping at her drink.
It was only as her body tensed and she moaned audibly that Adam learnt Cath was vulnerable to nipple orgasms.
Without any instruction to stop, Adam kept tweaking as Cath squirmed and groaned about in the throes of her climax until she found the strength to put her nearly completed cocktail on the table beside her and turn towards Adam to passionately kiss him, in turn bringing her hand around to convert the half mongrel in his pants to a full erection with some vigorous jerking, stretching out the material of the swim briefs to accommodate it.
Caught almost by surprise, Adam struggled to safely put down his own drink, freeing up the hand to slip it down her bikini pants to play with what he found was a very wet and engorged clit.
Her passions inflamed, without taking her mouth away from Adam's, Cath turned further to straddle Adam's hips. Finding the drawstring on his swimwear, Cath undid it to release his erection from its containment.
Feeling the pre-cum oozing from the tip, she spread it over the top of the shaft to lubricate her fondling and jerking of it.
With Cath sitting up over Adam's thighs, Adam found his head tilted right back to meet Cath's passionate kisses, while his hand, repositioned to cup her breast as she turned around, told him her breasts were right under his chin. Delicately, he brought the hand up off her breast to embrace her head as he broke his lips away, kissed down her neck and latched his lips firmly around her projecting nipple.
Then he brought his hand back down to pull aside her bikini top and expose, firstly the breast under his lips and then the other. As he sucked one breast far enough into his mouth to let him push the towering edifice of her nipple and puffed up areola against the roof of his mouth and rub his tongue along it, he cupped the other in his hand and tweaked the nipple between his fingers.
All the while his finger was rubbing vigorously against her swollen clit; occasionally dipping further down to draw up a flood of Cath's juices to lubricate his action, all while Cath embraced his head with her free arm to draw it tightly into her breast.
Already highly stimulated and aroused, with multiple erogenous zones contributing to her further arousal, Cath came again, tensing against Adam's hips. She momentarily halted Adam's stimulation of her clit as she wet the hand jerking Adam with her own juices to slick it up while thrusting her breast deeper into Adam's mouth to signal he should continue sucking it.
Then, as she determined the moment of sensitivity had passed, she placed Adam's hand back against her clit.
Cath ached to move forward on Adam's lap and simply bury his manhood in her body; cursing the need for protection but too worked up into a wild passion to pause things to retrieve some.
She could feel Adam groaning into her breast as she continued to jerk him and his manhood was hard as a rock and fully extended, but he wasn't coming. She was contemplating going down on him to finish the job when she became pleasurably, if guiltily, aware she was heading for another climax.
Her legs started quivering almost violently against Adam's thighs as she looked skyward over Adam's head, moaning increasingly loudly. With a series of...
"OOOHHHHHHHH..."
"OOOOhhhhhhhh..."
"AAhhhhhhhhhhh.."
She came again.
Too sensitive to be stimulated further, she pulled Adam's hand gently out of her crotch and lifted his head off her breast.
Still jerking him, she moved back on his thighs, positioning herself to go down on him when Adam rolled his head back and let out a single loud groan and Cath watched as the first rope of cum launched itself high onto Adam's chest. Others followed in succession, leaving a string of cum from between his nipples to his navel.
Cath moved herself back up Adam's thighs as the couple embraced each other in a post coitus cuddle, Adam's face still drawn tightly against Cath's breasts.
They sat there, silently letting the climatic hormonal supercharging of their bodes dissipate, until, finally it was time to release each other and continue with what they come out on the balcony for it the first place. To share the lunch.
More so since, oblivious to the possibility he'd be spending the first part of it with Cath, Adam had a full weekend of office work to do and lunch had always been his cut off point for trying to catch up with it.



Cath got off him, readjusted her bikini from the dishevelled and pulled aside state she found it in and went and got a towel to clean up Adam's chest; sitting on his thighs once again as he did so.
Telling Adam to wait there, she laid out the antipasto plate, placed it on the table in front of them and again sat down in full side contact with Adam.
As they nibbled away on it they discussed their work situation for the coming week. It was quickly clear that each of them was as much of an office over-performer as the other. Apart from being able to arrange a lunch together in the city for Tuesday, their next truly free time would be the dance next Friday.
But even with such routine talk, even after all the sex and climaxes, their mere shared presence, helped by the close contact as they sat, and Cath's hand which continued to loiter rather too high up Adam's thigh, continued to cause a mutual arousal.
Cath's as always was betrayed by the hardened nipples pushing out the front of her filmy bikini top. Adam's was even more obvious inside his swimwear, made bigger and harder by Cath as she used the excuse of having induced a half mongrel to vocally and physically tease it up into a full erection by rubbing her hand up and down it.
There was an element of strategic planning by Cath in that. As the morning has progressed she'd come to realise that, for all the sex and climaxes, there was one important yearning that had not been satisfied. One yearning that had gnawed away at her for the last two years and that no amount of self-pleasuring - had she been inclined to indulge in that - would have silenced.
To put it bluntly, Adam had been too thoughtful, too considerate and too concerned about Cath's climaxes. What she yearned for was a man, to who she was attracted as much as she was to Adam, to simply be the man. To use his manhood inside her body to pleasure himself. To let her give to Adam what he found so important to give to her.
There was, to put it bluntly, one final fuck to be had before she released Adam back into the wild. He just didn't know it yet. And Cath wasn't quite yet sure how to make it happen without being too obvious about it; although Adam's erection was a good start.
It took a bit of courage, but as they finished eating, Cath stood up and took Adam's hand to induce him to stand up too.
As he stood up, she wrapped him tightly in her arms, turning a pouting face towards him. Adam responded by bring his lips down to hers, engaging her in a deeply penetrating French kiss, aware as he stroked her back with his hands, that the subtle movements of his body against hers as they intensely pashed was rubbing his aroused manhood against her stomach and her hardened nipples against his chest.
Cath decided that the opening for one more fuck had been created...in more way than one.
"Maybe we should take this inside..."
Still furiously pashing, they backed up and crab walked all the way to Cath's bed. As Cath felt the back of her knees make contact with the bed, she undid the drawstring on Adam's swimwear, unpeeling his erection from the sheath of stretched material containing it and pulled his pants down onto his thighs where gravity could take over to drop them to the floor.
Adam reciprocated by untying every string holding her bikini to her body and letting that too drop to the floor where it joined his swimwear in an untidy heap of clothing heavily stained with pre-cum and sexual juices.
They continued to pash as they knelt arm in arm onto the bed and eased themselves down to lie side by side.
It was as Adam slid his hand down her stomach towards fingering her that Cath changed the direction of their sex play. She grabbed his hand and held it as she sheathed his erection with a condom with the other...
"This time I want you on top just doing your man thing."
"What do you mean?"
"You said you like finishing on top. Well that's how I'd like to start and finish. You on top."
"What about you?"
"I'm good, whatever does or doesn't happen for me climax wise. What I really yearn for is... how does that song go...for you to be a man for me. You said satisfying me was the most important part of sex. Well it cuts both ways. But I also want to experience you at your manly best."
Even as they talked, Cath had rolled Adam on top of her.
She opened her legs wide, encouraging Adam to penetrate her. Felt the pleasure of his manhood filling her intimate space. Lifted her knees slightly to embrace his thighs and present herself at an angle to him.
Then with her hands on his butt encourage him to start thrusting.
Adam rose up on outstretched arms, Cath noting his irresistible desire to stare down at her breasts as he started thrusting. With her hand she encouraged him to go faster and harder until she had him worked up to go at it like the well-oiled main piston of a steam train.
If after nearly five minutes, Cath marvelled at his endurance, she wasn't alone. Adam was surprised he hadn't boiled over yet, attributing his stamina to the fact his balls had been well drained over the last 24 hours and to the light grip Cath had on him.
Yet even as Adam became concerned he might be going too long for Cath's liking, Cath herself was starting to sensitise to his thrusting. Bending her knees more, she angled her presentation to increase the pressure Adam applied to what she thought was probably her g spot responding to Adam's shaft.
And Adam, having stared down at Cath's breasts for so long could no longer resist their allure. As he kept thrusting, he bent his head down to suck her already extended right nipple.
For Cath, the combination was profound. Adam heard her start moaning. Now his concern shifted from taking too long to extending his endurance to let her finish. He dropped his hips a bit, uncertain just where Cath was getting her stimulation from, but figuring trying to hit the g spot more firmly couldn't be a bad thing.
Cath started squiring under him, then her legs started quivering, in a way that was becoming familiar to Adam, as her moans became louder.
As she came with a pronounced groan, she lifted her hip, causing Adam's thrusts to crash more suddenly against her pubis as he felt his shaft rake more firmly against the front wall of her vagina.
Cath presentation to him made it harder to bend down comfortably to suck her nipple, so he once again lifted himself on outstretched arms where he could view the towering edifice his sucking of her nipple had created.
As he continued to thrust, he could feel Cath's contractions pummelling his shaft until her felt her tighten her grip on him. That started the build up to his own release. His cock threw pleasure signals towards his brain as his balls got ready to deliver their load. But even then they seemed in no hurry to bring this delightful experience to an end.
Sometimes the period between those first signals and release can be a matter of a few thrusts. This one just kept building.
Adam was panting with the sheer effort of pounding Cath for so long. But immersed in those pants were the groans of his building climax. Once again concerned he was going for too long, he started thrusting faster again.
As he looked up from her breasts to her face, Adam noted the grin on Cath's face as she watched, now a mere observer to the ride Adam was on.
Adam's groans grew louder. As his body was flooded in pleasure, he sensed the end was near. He bellowed a groan as the first rope of cum rushed up his shaft, collapsing down alongside Cath's head as his climax continued; feeling the need to turn his face away from Cath to avoid deafening her with the continuous groans he couldn't hold back.
Finally it was over, leaving him limp and drained on top of Cath and in no hurry to remove his still hard shaft from her body.
But all good things had to come to an end.
It was soon time for Adam to get dressed and wish Cath a reluctant farewell. Work awaited. But he at least could look forward to Tuesday and the weekend that followed.
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As I laid naked on my back, Amy smacked me playfully across my upper thigh, dangerously close to hitting my balls...
"Come on... up."
"Give me a break. You've just drained my balls and still have my cum dripping out of you. I'm not a teenager you know. It'll be a good couple of hours before I can get it up again."
Amy and Ellen had just taken turns riding me cowgirl style, with Amy taking the cum shot as I afterwards took my turn; enjoying myself as I vigorously and passionately humped her from on top. Given her usual screaming, it was a wonder she still had a voice to challenge me with.
As for the double entendre, it was a well-worn, and probably well overused joke. But it hides an enormous pride in Amy. The confidence she has developed to treat me as a complete equal, even subject me to her whims, after the decade of abusive and forced submissive relationship she suffered, is a never ending joy.
Kneeling over me on all fours, Amy eased her lithe naked body back over me like a blanket, her wet mound smearing my pubis with a combination of her juices and my own cum...
"I've seen you do it in less than an hour if you get enough cute pussy and tits waved across in front of your cock. Anyway, you know what I mean. It's time for a run."
Amy rubbed her body up and down on me, her quickly jutting nipples being dragged across my chest as she slid my manhood through her crease as firmly as its near flaccid state would permit; tickling up her clit as she smeared me with her juices. I felt enough of a reaction in my loins that, if she kept doing that I might have got it up in much less than an hour.
"But it's raining."
The El Nino weather pattern of drought we'd had for a few years had given way in the last month to the wet La Nina pattern, just as summer hit its peak. A strange pattern of 30C heat with frequent squalls of heavy, almost warm rain interspersed with body dissolving humidity.
But I knew that wouldn't stop Amy. Her continued rubbing against me had restored her nipples to the towering hard state they'd spent the fifteen minutes of our love making in, but for the time being my manhood was refusing to respond to her provocation with anything more than a slight stiffening, however much of her juices she smeared it with.
"Doesn't matter. And it's not actually raining at the moment. It's warm and only going to get warmer as the day goes on. I'm not going to hitch myself to an old fart thirty years my senior if he's going to let his body fall apart. I've got a busy day of work and we need to get going."
I turned to Ellen, lying on the bed next to me, looking for support...
"Yea, I'll come."
That sealed my fate. Still, it was nothing new or unexpected. Amy has always been one to keep herself in top condition. You don't get her figure with its ripped washboard stomach by slouching around eating chocolate biscuits. And running's just the start of it. There's one of those public exercise stations at the turnaround point of our run down by Pittwater and the 'run' is going to include a half hour workout down there.
I was one more just to keep fit with a daily routine of chores and sailing. But ever since Amy had moved in with me after we'd returned from the Pacific cruise on my yacht, the low key exercise had been supplemented with a more intensive regime at least three days a week. And since Ellen had moved back in with us, she usually came too; although for her it was optional. Amy left me no such independent decision making.
I wasn't really complaining. It was good for me and doing it with Amy certainly provided no shortage of visual entertainment along the way, with Ellen only complimenting that.
Amy got off me to let me ease myself out of bed, letting me savour as I did so the beauty of her naked body. I went over to the dresser to get some pants to put on. Amy watched me as I moved across the room, leaving me feeling a bit embarrassed about the naked 'old man' butt I was exposing to her. She noticed as I pulled out a pair of light blue shorts...
"Aw com'on, just wear speedos for once."
I must admit, the speedos were the most comfortable option, especially on a wet, humid morning like this, but...
"You know why I can't do that."
"Well wear those men's running tights we got you then."
"Same problem."
That problem was the girls' - and especially Amy's - inclination to provoke me into a full arousal during the course of our morning exercise. It wasn't so bad during the run - which was along a quiet National Park track, rarely used so early in the morning. But it was a major issue at the more public, and often busy, exercise area where some of her most provocative behaviour occurred as we exercised together.
This was a frequent debate and the compromise solution had been what I took as a pair of US style swimming shorts; a light nylon, loose fitting, very short legged pair of pants with a built in open weave mesh dick catcher. At least then, if - actually, more when - she provoked a boner it showed as an ambiguous bulge, instead of the moulded Spandex erection that speedos or running tights displayed. Mind you, I did wonder about the up leg display as I sat on the ground doing sit ups; more so since Amy always parked herself doing hers with a view straight up them.
As I put them on and turned back to her, she retorted as usual...
"Spoil sport. Your butt isn't nearly as cute in those."
Grabbing a very cut away singlet top, I indicated...
"I'll see you in the kitchen."
"Leave the top at least."
I could have. It was an optional extra, especially on a humid day like today. I really only wore to avoid the sense of having to hold my posture into some model like pose all the time.
"Only if you leave yours too."
"OK, it's a deal."
That took me by surprise. Usually that was enough to bring the word play to an end. I looked at her wondering if she'd actually go through with it. With Amy you can never tell. I decided, even if she was willing, it wasn't practical...
"We both know you can't do that."
"One day."
"I'll look forward to it."
I left the girls to get ready as I poured us each a glass of chilled water.
Amy soon emerged in her salmon pink running outfit; a rare occasion the girls aren't wearing their usual 'fuck me' bikinis at home. Not that the bikinis hadn't been tried for runs, especially while we were cruising on the yacht, and still sometimes appeared for a run along a beach. But Amy, and to a lesser but still important extent, Ellen, need more breast support for running than their tiny bikinis can provide.
Amy's full 'C' cup breasts on her slender frame were basically uncontainable in the bikini tops; bouncing wildly until they inevitably bounced out. The exposure didn't worry her, but she sensibly recognised she need more support, especially as she got older. Ellen, being younger, was able to push the boundaries a little more with her 'B' cup ones, but decided she'd be a matched pair by adopting the same outfits as Amy; more so after also dealing with the experience of being a nursing mother.
If it was a hot morning and we'd be likely to go for a swim in the bay at the exercise station, they might have bikinis under. But it was obvious - very obvious - Amy was commando this morning.
The outfit consisted of a pair of those body moulded micro shorts - the type that disappear into butt cracks and tightly hug and camel toe through mounds - low waisted and very short legged and the usual sports bra style crop top, being as cropped and cleavage displaying as Amy could find while still at least half doing its job. Both made of thin stretch material.
"Where's Ellen?"
"The au pair needed help with the toddlers. She sends her apologies."
I momentarily felt betrayed. Set up to go for a run with Amy and then abandoned.
I was contemplating piking on Amy when Ellen turned the corner into the kitchen. She had the same pair of running shorts on as Amy, but was topless; her lovely breasts lighting up as the low lying morning sun fell upon them through the bay window...
"Sorry Ned. Lucy's a bit fractious. I'm just going to cut up some vegetables for her to see if she's hungry."
She cupped my balls as she continued...
"But Amy will make sure you get the workout that mature age body of yours needs to keep up with a couple of young women."
Amy and I headed out of the property, hanging a right out of the gate to take us on the grassy road verge to the end of the street, where a National park track down to McCarr's Creek started. On the road verge, we could run two abreast, still able to effortless chat, offering me an excuse to look across and watch Amy's breasts bounce delightfully in their tops.
But as we entered the track it progressively narrowed until we had to go single file. Being the gentleman I was, I let Amy go ahead, following closely in her wake. And she knew as well as I did that there was more than one motive in following her. The sight of her glutes working magically in those tight little shorts was enough to give me a bit of a mongrel in my pants, even though I'd been sleeping and fucking naked with her just half an hour ago. Amy had been right - as she always is - there's more than one way to shorten a refractory period.
It was more than just her extremely cute butt I was reacting too.
Visually I suppose you'd add her ramrod straight back, shapely legs and the gentle flick of her sensuous hair as she ran. Both Amy and Ellen have always been fans of long hair; the sort that comes all the way down to the small of their back. This morning, Amy's sun bleached auburn hair was in a single pony tail that swung slightly from side the side like the pendulum of a grandfather clock.
But the visual teases of her taut youthful body was the icing on the cake. That butt, back and body was the mortal home of a woman who I loved dearly and watching her run playfully ahead of me let me take in the undeserved fortitude of being able to intimately share my existence on this earth with her.
Amy was my most loyal, constant and loving companion of the last seven years. Kind, selfless and thoughtful to an extent well beyond any other person I've ever known. But for reasons I can only suspect are somehow a compensation for her decade spent trapped in a loveless, abusive relationship where sex was imposed on her by rape and violence, she's now become highly sexualised in every way; in her dress, interactions with me and expectations of me. She's drawn me in and wrapped me around her little finger, so enamoured of her am I, getting in her own gentle way, her every wish fulfilled. And yet, those wishes are devoid of material desires; normally only amounting to a deep desire to be intensely loved both emotionally and physically and to help others.
Ethereal tendrils of Amy's aura wafted back to me as I ran behind her, infusing themselves into my very being and teasing up my manhood from within.
The mongrel was firm enough that it had forced itself upright in the containment of my pants and bounced up and down as I ran. Don't get me wrong. I don't grow a boner at every cute butt that passes me by. But this was Amy's and it came with a whole package of history, emotion and suggestive sexualisation that only Ellen's came even close to equalling. Plus she'd developed a way of wiggling her butt at me as she ran ahead of me deliberately intended to excite.
For the last few somewhat drought prone years, navigating the track at speed had been fairly easy; the dry path offering a safe, slightly padded surface with only - apart from the deadly snakes - the occasional fallen log or rock outcrop to keep an eye out for.
After the lasts week's rain, it was much less favourable. Patches of mossy rock and slimy, slippery clay were interspaced between the sandier sections and constantly threatened a fall or a sprained ankle. Still, that wasn't going to stop Amy and she set her usual cracking pace, meaning we were both soon panting and sweating in the warm, humid conditions.
A bit of a rain squall helped. Helped temporarily cool us down and, by dampening further Amy's previously sweat stained outfit and making it cling even more tightly to her body, helped turn my bit of a mongrel into a firmer half one.
I just hoped Amy was remembering to pace herself. The run out was downhill to the Bay. The run back would be uphill; sometimes quite steeply so.
Half way down we came to a creek. For the last half decade, where the path crossed the stream was normally just a recess in the path with a trickle flowing across it; easily leaped across without even breaking step.
It hadn't always been so. When my kids were growing up and we'd go for a walk along this path, this point was usually a nice little semi-permanent water hole. It was deep enough to have a bit of a dip, had a nice sandy bottom and could only be crossed dry by using some rocks just upstream to step across on.
But when they'd cut a new fire trail through the bush higher up the hill, for the next couple of years, run off from the works had filled the hole with a fine clay. These days it only filled with water when the inrushing flow overwhelmed the narrow gap through which the water escaped at the bottom.
The creek had been rising progressively during the week. Until now, a big jump with a good run up had been enough to just get you there with little more than a shallow splash at the end and a dodgy landing on the slippery clay.
Now too wide to jump, it was about two thirds of a meter - two feet deep, and the mud much deeper than that. Because the path is fairly featureless and winding eucalyptus forest, you don't get much warning of your approach to the crossing. Amy stopped suddenly, nearly causing me to crash into her and push her in. So that left us using the upstream rocks and with careful stepping we got across more or less dry footed.
We continued down to where the track ended on the shore of McCarr's Creek, then followed the path around to the public exercise area on the shores of Pittwater. Here there was a range of simple bars set up in formats to let you do repetitive style exercises.
Amy headed for our first, which was the chin up bars. And 'our first' was the key phrase here. It had all started innocently enough, all those years ago when we first got back to Sydney from our Pacific cruise on my yacht. Amy and the other girls had always been keen to work out at this sort of stuff and insisted I join them.
Frankly, at first I was pretty awful. Barely able to get in two chin ups and half a dozen push-ups before my muscles gave up. But of course, as they kept making me do it, I got better and could soon outstrip their endurance and liked my body better because of it. That and I basked in their praise as they expressed their extra lust for me as a result.
It got massively notched up when, a few months after Ellen and Issie had both left to take up with her future husbands, Amy read an article about a guy in his 70's who did chin ups at the Bondi Beach exercise area with a young woman standing on his feet; adding her weight to what he had to lift. She turned around and showed the picture of it to me...
"I want you to do this with me."
Fortunately Amy's only 50kg, so when we tried, I didn't find it impossible. Essentially Amy stands on my feet and balances herself by holding onto the top bar. But she doesn't put any lifting effort in as I pull myself up; simply using her arms to guide herself around the other side of the top bar as I bring my chin over it.
And the human body being what it is, if you do that often enough, it builds the muscles to let you do it more easily and often; including in this case the foot muscles.
But if course, Amy being Amy, the process had to be sexualised. In the Bondi beach photo, the young lady's body is demurely separated from the guys, just enough to let you see daylight through but not so much as to throw him off balance.
That wasn't how Amy did it. Her mons was always pushed in tightly against wherever my cock was resting in my pants and her tits brushing against my chest. And as I lifted myself up and down, Amy made sure there was a corresponding rubbing up and down of my manhood and enough tit brushing to raise her nipple onto high beam.
She's even brought herself to a climax once; although she fortunately managed to supress the scream pitched moaning that normally accompanies her sexual performances. But again, Amy being Amy, that simply lifted the bar of expectations making her wanting that as the new norm. It's an ambition she hasn't managed to achieve or even repeat.
Which is why after the first few times when I could do enough lifts with her to let her body have its effect on me, I switched from the speedos I once wore for these runs to the looser fitting swim-shorts. That was because those first few times increasingly left me with a very visible and prominent pre-cum weeping erection stretching out the Spandex material.
The time she gave herself an orgasm, it was by having my engorged, Spandex sheathed manhood forced down between her legs rubbing through her crotch, leaving not a thing to the imagination. That had been a relatively quiet morning, but the problem was made infinitely worse by the fact the unusualness of the exercise tended to attract an audience.
On this particular morning she found my half mongrel already upright so simply pushed her mons against it and rubbed up and down as I went through the chin ups, quickly converting it to a hard, full arousal which was well embraced within the folds of her generous mound.
I did my regulation 20 chin ups without satisfying her desire for a climax and had a rest spell as Amy started seemingly effortlessly doing 30 of her own. My eyes were somewhat drawn to the pronounced camel toe that being pushed against my erection had left in her tight little shorts. Fortunately Amy's body's tendency to produce copious juices was disguised by a combination of sweat and rain dampness on this particular morning. But there's been some mornings I really thought she should have covered up.
The chin-ups are just the start of Amy's erotic games with me during the exercise period. Fortunately, when Ellen rejoined the family, she recognised these games as Amy's little indulgence, so while quite flirtatious in her own right, she's not tried to muscle in on it and, when she runs with us, just goes around her own routine, often following on our footsteps.
When Amy finished her chin ups, it was time for our stomach crunches. Here she makes us interlock our legs facing each other, her foot touching up my shaft and my shoe rubbing against her mound, grinning teasingly at me as her eyes rarely focus anywhere but up my loose legged shorts where her view of my balls and half erection is barely blocked by the open weave of the mesh holding them in.
The other exercise she really sexualises are the push ups. After we had perfected the chin ups with her on my foot, she decided I could do much the same with push ups. Lying under me when I start, she wraps her legs and arms around me so that I have to lift our combined weight, pushing her crease hard down against the tip of the erection she knows she'll find in my pants as I start.
Of course, as I ease myself down each time, I have to be careful not to crush her, gently lowering myself until her back is flat on the ground. In the second before I start lifting myself for the next push up Amy uses the leverage her grounding gives her to grind her crease, and no doubt her clit, against the tip of my erection before holding it there for the next lift.
Being a spoil sport, at first, I suggested to her that the proper way to do this was for her to lie on my back. But that was nowhere near sexualised enough for Amy. And as usual, she got her way.
Once again, the first time I could barely do two push ups with her additional weight. But over time, that expanded to 20, which is all she makes me do. She even reversed it, making me lie under her. But even after much effort, we're barely up to three of those, so she completes her 50 by herself.



Tired, and now sweating profusely, having finished at the exercise station, we started our long uphill run home.
By the half way mark I was puffing constantly, the sweat dripping off me, although that didn't suppress the half mongrel in my pants from the sight of watching Amy ahead of me. Ahead, Amy was faring little better. The sweat was running in rather sexy rivulets down her torsos and heavily damp patches permeated her running clothes.
As we ran along the bush path, about half way up, Amy casually pointed off to the side to draw my attention to a Koala sitting on an unusually low branch just off the track. Focused momentarily that way, I failed to see Amy, barely half a meter ahead of me, round a bend and stop suddenly.
I barrelled into her, the momentum putting both Amy, with me on top of her, into the flooded creek.
I was on all fours over Amy, my knees and hands deep in the mud, my half mongrel jammed into her butt. Amy was all but submerged under me, barely holding her head up out of the water. Both of us were soaking wet and mud stained...
"Are you OK?"
Amy pipped up from under me...
"I'm good, although if you're going to fuck me I might get a bit more head clearance first."
I couldn't help it. The half mongrel had sprouted into a full erection which had grown down between her legs and through the length of her crease, drawing the waistband of my pants down with it. And for all her expression of concern, its growth was facilitated by Amy's twerking of her butt against it from the moment we had landed.
Trying to get off Amy was easier said than done. What we were dealing with was a foot of water flowing across the top of deep, soft, clay based mud. The top layer of water had originally been fairly clear, but as we stirred up the mud and liquefied it, the water around us turned itself to mud.
I couldn't push myself off Amy's back with my hands where they were because they were already deep in the mud and any pressure applied there simply pushed them in further. Lifting a hand out of the mud, I placed it on her back, using that to lever myself into an upright positions and put the weight on my still sinking knees; all the while Amy twerking and thrusting her butt back and forwards along my erection like we were going at it doggy style.
Ignoring for a moment Amy's playful game, I managed to bring one foot into an upright position, then the other, to let me stand up, although I could feel my legs deep in the mud. As I attempted to take a step forward to come around the front of Amy to help her up, my foot found itself stuck like glue and my attempt at forward momentum was converted into another crashing fall, this time scoring a glancing blow on Amy and leaving us both fully submerged in the mud on our sides.
Amy tried next but was no more successful in standing up. Her lighter weight and a fortuitous patch of firmer clay momentarily seemed to offer her an advantage. But as she tried to move forward, a moment of rapid feet shuffling, that would do a Disney animated comic character proud, proceeded a collapse back into the water and mud next to me, sending a cascade of goop over both of us.
A giggle escaped me as I watched her previously modelesque head and upper torso re-emerge from the mud. She was covered in globules of the sticky stuff; through her hair, over her face and all down her body...
"What are you laughing at?"
Suddenly Amy went at me like a randy teenager playing with her boyfriend in a mud pit, as she struggled with her body playfully wrapped provocatively around me to flip me over and ensure I had as full a sense of the squelchy clay on my bum and back as she did.
The struggle didn't stop until I was flat on my back, with Amy over me and her hand wrapped around my erection which somewhere in the play had been assisted in escaping the confines of my pants.
While the water was initially cold, it was actually quite refreshing compared to the overheated, sweat dripping previous state of our bodies. And while our play had disturbed the muddy bottom and turned the previously clear water cloudy, the constant inflow of fresh water soon diluted the effect if you kept still for long enough.
In a way I wasn't in a hurry to end the game. Once she had me on my back with her on top, all I really had to do was go limp and suggest it was time to move on. But for as long as I struggled against her, she struggled back and given the sexualised play of her bodies against mine and the hand she had wrapped around my shaft teasing it, I kept struggling for quite a while.
But eventually I surrendered to her.
"OK, are we ready to move on? What should we do? Crawl up the bank?"
I watched as Amy tried. Releasing her grip on my manhood, she rose on all fours alongside me, elevating her breasts above the water to show her nipples jutting out the material of her top and staining it dark brown as the wetness caused it to become almost transparent.
She took a couple of paces up the bank; enough to leave me looking at her from behind with a view of her mound, bulging between her legs, the back of the pants drawn so tightly into her bum crack you could see it plastered against her flesh and all equally exposed by the tight fitting transparent material.
As her hands exited the water, they disappeared deeply into the mud, which clung to them as she pulled them out.
"Yuck."
Unable to shake it off, she retreated enough to wash her hands in the water.
"Well, we might be able to get out that way, but 'eewwwu'."
"Why don't we go over to the rocks and use those to climb out. That way we can wash ourselves as we exit."
Half swimming, half crawling we made our way to the rocks. I turned and rested with my back between the two individual rocks that formed the stepping stones, enjoying the fast flow of the clear, cleansing, not yet mud stained water across my body as I gave Amy room to get out first.
Chatting animatedly, giggling with the silliness of it all, she knelt facing the rock as she put her hands on it for balance, elevating the full length of her torsos above the thigh deep water, putting as little pressure as she could on her feet to avoid them sinking into the mud.
It was probably at that moment a threshold was crossed. All the fooling around and Amy's playing with me had triggered a desire. But it suddenly became a need.
As she always does, Amy had been prick teasing me unmercifully since we'd left home. She well knew the power of me running behind her dressed as she was and any physical interaction had been blatantly sexual.
All that was nothing new. It was the story of my life if I was going to go close to meeting her demands on me. It was always in the knowledge any accumulated desire for sex she created in me would be satisfied soon enough.
But as she lifted herself out, I had a full view of her front. I wouldn't describe the sight as sexy, because that implies a certain sexualised elegance, even if only in a bikini and there was nothing elegant about the sight. Slutty also conveys the wrong meaning; a slight upon her morals which couldn't be further from the truth.
No, I can only describe it as a raw, primitive - prehistoric even - irresistible, sexuality.
It started with the fact that her body itself is taut, sculptured perfection. Slim, strong, ripped but decidedly womanly. There was no modern sloth in her frame. It was all minimalist, survival of the fittest, mate attracting, strongly sexually featured woman. As she used her arms to pull herself up, it tightened up her whole upper body and brought out the strength and muscle fitness in it.
Her body were covered in a light patina of muddy slurry with globs of stickier stuff, enhancing the primitive effect.
But for some reason, what really made it raw and irresistible, was the way her running outfits had gone transparent in a muddy sort of way and stuck so intimately to her body. It seemed to exaggerate the shape of her breasts, the jut of her nipples and the bulge of her mound. And through her mound ran the dark line of her crease showing more than a little hint of arousal.
Both Amy and Ellen complain I don't take the step to be the instigator of sex often enough. They both tell me an unwanted advance will be politely declined with no hard feelings.
Well, I was about to put that to an extreme test. The Ancient Greeks would say that I had just been bested by their god Eros; made by him to submit to my carnal desires. Unbelievably randy and desperate to embrace the raw sexuality of the moment - more so for an old fart who's had sex less than two hours ago - in that moment, I took her at her word.
I grabbed the front of the waistband of her pants and pulled at them. More outward than down, the message was 'come back' rather than 'I'm dropping your pants to your ankles', although some downward movement to expose their mons was inevitable.
More as an automatic reaction to an unexpected exposure than anything, Amy, lacking the modesty protective instincts most girls might have had in that situation, didn't immediately react to her pants being pulled off her mons. Instead she looked down at me, took at the lustful look in my eyes and stared at the still exposed erection being moved constantly about in the pressure wave as it lay just under the clear, fast flowing water gushing between the rocks. An evil grin spread over her face.
It was like Eros had been playing his games with her too. Indeed, for all I know she might be Eros herself with her attitude to all things carnal and the effect she has on me. But whatever the case, she gave every indication of being as randy as I was. In a moment, she was over my body, pashing me as I desperately tried to pull her pants down far enough to get my cock into her. Amy, with her legs somewhat bound together by the pants around her thighs, kept urgently spearing her crease onto my erection until she finally lined it up for a penetration and quickly buried me inside her up to my balls.
I moaned audibly as, captured within the warmth of Amy's body, my manhood got the first taste of the sexual embrace it desired.
But Amy's passion didn't stop at pashing me. No sooner did she have herself penetrated then she started anxiously riding me like hadn't had sex for a month. The hand that had eased Amy's pants down moved up to her top, to pull it over her breasts and let me finger her nipple.
As she looked down at me, Amy suddenly stopped.
"Get that shirt off..."
As she sat on top of me, she pulled the bottom her of it from under my hips and as I lifted my torso enough to let her do so, she roughly pulled it over my head, bundled it and tossed it up onto the dry part of the path. The she went back to work on me.
As Amy quickly excited herself on my cock I put a hand on each breast until I splashed clear water over one of them enough to get rid of the worst of them mud and let me suck it.
We've made love in plenty of unusual spots, but Amy seemed to be really getting off on this most primitive of sex. Even her grunting and moans seemed to adopt a deeper primitive tone, rising not so much in pitch, but very much in volume as she closed in on her orgasm.
As Amy came, I gave her a couple of short upward jerks, because it seems to intensify her orgasm.
Never really satisfied with a single orgasm, Amy started riding me again, gripping me a bit tighter this time.
But Eros was insistent I wasn't really getting things right. This was nothing more than going through our usual sex routine in the confines of a cold muddy creek. While my manhood might be warmly embraced in some very nice pussy, it lacked the raw, primitive spirit that first inspired me to bring Amy down on me.
And while being underneath the girls is nice, it has never been a position to rush me to a climax. I hadn't yet even started to boil up.
With a resolve to push my luck a bit, I lifted Amy up under her arms and threw her off to the side, back towards the side of the mud pit, one of her legs trailing across my upper thighs as my erection was again exposed to the pummelling of the fast flow water coming from between the rocks,
Clearly whatever throw I was aiming for it wasn't going to be a big one and it wasn't. With an almighty squelch and splatter accompanied by splash of water, mud and glop, she landed one her back in a shallower part of the mud hole near its edge as her body made a deep impression in it and stayed there. I hope she didn't have any zoom meetings planned for the morning. It was going to take a while to get that mud out of her hair.
Kneeling at Amy's feet, then spreading her legs and starting to slide up between them, I stared down at the very aroused mound and labia that were on display just above where her bunched up and now full of mud pants bound up her thighs and were definitely in the way of what I had planned for her.
Bending her knees to bring her feet back together in front of me, I grabbed the back of the waistband, anxiously pulling it and the mud that encrusted it down her legs and off her before chucking them up onto the drier part of the path.
The shoes annoyed me as I tried to get her pants over them so, without undoing the laces, pulled those and her socks off her feet and sent them up onto the path too.
That left just her crop top, scrunched into a ball above her breasts, spoiling the glorious perfection of her nature ravaged body. It had to go too.
To keep my erection free of mud for its imminently intended use, I laid down along the top of her body, kissing her as I squirmed about wrestling it over her head, leaving her mud encrusted pony tail in a trail above her head.
Now I had her glorious body in all its primitive nakedness.
Then I was back on my knees between her widely spread apart legs, her hips elevated by them to the level of my pubis awaiting the penetration of my erection.
I did a final check. My erection was fairly clear of mud, having been mainly in the zone of relatively clear water overflowing from up stream. There was a bit of mud in her crease which some scoops of clear water accompanied by a bit of fingering soon dislodged.
With my hand initially under her butt, I penetrated her.
There are frequent occasions the girls ask me to just 'go the animal' on them. In short, go crazy pleasuring myself without being too careful about getting it right for them. Since it's usually after they've had their first orgasm anyway, and more so because, for different reasons, each of them can get off on that sort of sex, I'm more than happy to indulge them.
On this occasion, Eros wasn't even going to let me wait for the invitation.
I went the full animal on Amy; dropping her butt back into the mud and thrusting furiously enough to drive her body ever deeper into it.
Or at least that's how it started. But as Amy's body and my knees sank ever further into the mud under our boiling passions, our urgent bodily interactions became more a desperate attempt to stay penetrated.
As the mud oozed between our bodies, it soon became evident a deep withdrawal couldn't necessarily be followed by a crashing thrust; the knees which need to deliver that thrust having slipped further into the mud and further away from Amy's delectable body.
Our sexual frenzy instead became a wrestling match of firm, hip driven mini thrusts and screwing motions; my hard and seething manhood in and into her tightly clamped anxious womanhood. Amy was throwing her hips back at me as much as I was hip thrusting her. But in our mutual, uncontrolled passion, our actions were completely uncoordinated; one moment our pubis's crashing heavily together, the next our mutual retreats from each other threatening to de-penetrate us.
As I lay on top of Amy, my hands were under her back and clamped over the top of her shoulders, pulling her body down onto my rampant manhood while hers were on my butt pulling me up into her.
Her pelvic floor muscles were fixed so tightly around the base of my manhood it felt like she was aiming to sever it off and keep it for herself.
My grunting as loudly as I was as we had passionate sex in this completely public space was bad enough. Amy was into her full on sexual screaming; rising to a crescendo as her body squirmed and quivered under me with a...
"OH NED, OH NED, OH NED, FUCK...OH...OH...OAAAAAAHHHHHHHH..."
She came.
And she kept coming and kept screaming as she berserkly threw her body around under me, gripping me ever tighter inside her.
I'd only had the endurance to release my passion but not my seed for this long because Amy and Ellen had drained my balls already this morning. But this was too much. I quickly started to brew up until with my own bellowing grunt, I released a torrent of cum against her cervix.
I couldn't say either of us were satisfied. Something had been triggered inside us which seemed to have generated an insatiable desire. But the male human body - especially one as old as mine - isn't designed for continuous sex.
Reluctantly, Amy released me and equally reluctantly I withdrew my still hard manhood from her body.
We both felt a sneaky guiltiness about what we'd just done. Like a pair of giggling teenagers, we crawled back over to the rocks and extracted ourselves from the mud.
If Amy's body had been covered in a patina of mud when this started, we were now covered in a thick layer of it, from the top of our head and through of hair, right down to our feet. That's not to say Amy in her nakedness looked any less fuckable for it. God, if I could have got another erection I would have happily taken her again there and then as we stood on the path. There was just something about the sight of her that brought out this primitive urge in me. And she was all over me like a rash, so the feeling was seemingly mutual..
But Amy was naked on a public path, I was topless with my still half firm manhood hanging over the waistband of my half pulled down pants and all our cloths and footwear were no less muddy than our bodies.
As disgusting as my mud filled pants were, I flipped the waistband up to tuck myself back in. I decided I'd be happy to carry my shirt home.
Amy picked up her micro shorts and took them down to the rock to rinse them off as best she could; putting on a face and making a noise of disgust as she put the still mud covered pants back on. The shoes she reluctantly did the same with; both if us feeling the squelch of every step we took.
But the top she drew a line at...
"I think I'll go topless too unless we hear some else coming along the track."
We jogged, rather than pounded our way home. But Amy was clearly 'in a mood'; by which I basically mean as sexualised and as randy as hell. But that is just what Amy gets like sometimes; especially after passionate sex.
She flaunted herself at me in every way she could on the way home; well aware of the effect of both her near transparent micro shorts and naked bouncing breasts on any mere male within sight of her - namely me. She did more than a bit of touching up of me too - well aware it was way too early to get a physical response from me - most likely because it provoked me to sexually touch her up in return; including some full body contact hugs and stops for a bit of a French kiss pash.
Instead of exiting onto our normal road, we followed the path along a bit further where it winds around and a short bush beat will exit us onto a road that runs along the back of our property. A quick look both ways let Amy cross the road in her half naked state without disturbing the karma of the neighbours or passers-by and go straight into the property's back entrance; an area of native bush with a steep rock climb up to the house and yard area.
As we came up over the rise into the yard, we found Ellen and the au pair, Gaia, playing with Ellen's toddlers in the back yard.



They looked at us aghast.
The older of the two pre-schooler girls was given the job of hosing first Amy and then myself down to get the worst of the mud off. By going first, Amy at least got the benefit of the warm water from the hose being left in the sun, before it ran cold on her.
As Ellen, dressed in a small bikini top and the micro running shorts she'd put on when she first thought she be running with us, moved around the back of Amy to untangle her pony tail, her daughter took great delight in being given permission to give 'Aunty Amy' a good soaking. As Ellen helped get the worst of the mud out of Amy's long hair and slushed it off her back under the flow of water, her daughter showed she was enough of her mother's daughter to cheekily get mum completely wet too.
As the de-mudding continued down Amy's front I noticed Ellen's actions were something more than a simple mechanical application of the side of her hand to wipe the mud off. She definitely loitered too long over Amy's breasts - raising her nipples to their towering best - and what she did between her legs only concerned the removal of mud in the most superficial way, more so as she took the hose to direct the flow down the front of Amy's pants.
Through it all, Amy, instead of either showing some specific sexual response or making a joke of it, just stood there with a grin on her face and somewhat glazed eyes; as if being touched up like that was a normal part of her life. Well, maybe around this house at least, it is.
Ellen walked Amy to the patio door closest to the ensuite bathroom attached to the main bedroom and, on the verge of the door, stripped Amy's pants and shoes off.
As Amy's cute naked tosh disappeared inside attention turned to me.
I got a more business like de-mudding from Ellen. I suspected Ellen felt it was one thing to play around a bit with Amy and her boobies in front of her daughters, quite another thing to cause me to react to her actions.
When she'd finished, she marched me to the patio door adjacent to the guest bathroom, stripped me naked on the verge of the door and, to my surprise, accompanied me into the bathroom.
As she closed the bathroom door behind us and ran the water to adjust the temperature, she looked me in the eye...
"Did you a frantic lust fuck on Amy in the mud pit?"
Caught off guard, I was left flummoxed as I formulated an answer. I mean 'frantic lust fuck' isn't a defined term in our household. It had never been used before, even if frequently preformed. How did she know we had any sex, let alone a frantic fuck?
I could have stalled for time by asking for a definition, but Ellen was way too perceptive to play those sort of games with. I gave her a straight answer...
"I suppose that's what you'd call it, but how did you know?"
"You're kidding. Amy's so full of oxytocin or whatever other hormones her broken vagina orgasms give her, you could service a whole maternity ward for a month if you could extract the stuff. Between her nipples and the swollen labia that exaggerated the bulge of the mound in her virtually transparent pants, you could see she was still aroused as she came into the yard. And while you don't get that muddy by just falling in and crawling out of the stuff, she looked so fucking fuckable and sexy covered in mud and aroused like that, I'd have fucked her myself if I had a cock."
The tone of Ellen's delivery was flat, but the words and concepts and the accelerated delivery towards the end of the statement, told me I was dealing with a somewhat put out Ellen. More so as she backed me under the shower, joined me in the cubicle and closed the screen door behind us both.
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her under the flow of the water and against me...
"Are you annoyed with me?"
Ellen paused. She lifted a hand between our bodies, as if to push me away and then paused that too. You could almost feel her fighting to regain her composure and balance. Finally she sighed...
"No. I'm annoyed with me. You and Amy have encouraged me to feel I'm an equal member of the family and been so generous in your treatment of me and the first thing I do is get jealous because you have a moment where you get the hots for Amy. I just don't know how to compete with a woman who has the most fuckable body in the world."
I held Ellen a bit tighter. We'd been in this space before. She knew the answer. We'd had this discussion before. But sometimes she needed to hear it again from me and I could directly address where it was Ellen felt out competed.
"It's not a competition Ellen. So, to be crude and focus on things you already know about, Amy might have slightly bigger breasts than you and a somewhat prominent and sexy mound, but goodness, you're like everyone's idea of a Swedish supermodel. There's no first and second. You are both stunningly attractive women. And in any case, there's a lot more to it than that. You know I love you both. You know whatever advantages Amy might have in one area, you have equally compelling advantages in others. You know how frustrated and torn we both felt when you were living in the house but not able to be physical with each other. You know how drawn I am to you; emotionally and physically."
As Ellen started soaping my body to remove the residual mud, I felt her ease up a bit emotionally.
"I know all that Ned. And I know you're absolutely right. I also know what an ungrateful bitch I am for having any feelings of jealously for Amy when she's the one who fought to bring me back into the family and is the one who has stood loyally by you for all these years. I suppose you've got to allow me to be a woman from time to time. Sometimes I react before I can recover my equilibrium, even when I know I'm wrong to do so. Amy deserves every good fucking you give her. Maybe it's because you work so hard to keep it fair and neutral between us that when you lose it with her I react so automatically. She deserves your attention. She deserves to feel your lust towards her. It means so much to her given her history.
I'm good Ned. It's all good. Now I just have to overcome my feeling of guilt about my reaction."
While she'd been talking, she'd been soaping down my front. Loitering there when she got down to my manhood, she provoked a reaction from it; probably unintentionally, even if she was playing with it thinking I wouldn't refract that quickly. In a moment it had gone from having a slightly full feeling to a full hard erection. Ellen soaped along its length, causing it to surge in her hand.
Maybe Eros was still in control of me. I decided if I could lose it with Amy then I should lose it with Ellen too. After all, if she'd been running with us, the sight of her body emerging from the mud would have been no less compelling. They both would have got fucked; however awkward that would have been as we wallowed in the mud. If I was getting it wrong, she would tell me.
I bent my knees, brought my erection up between her legs and, as I stood up, bent its length into her crease, spearing it where he clit would lie under the tight running pants; jerking it back and forwards a bit in the hope I'd be stimulating it. Then I turned her around and backed her up against the tiled wall of the shower.
As I kissed her, I used the hands already behind her back to fumble around and undo the tie strings on her bikini top, jerking and rubbing my manhood even more vigorously through and against her crease.
As the bikini top got washed to the floor in the flow of the shower, I started tugging at her running shorts, pulling them off her hips and down onto her thighs, with the gusset now effectively draped across the erection which continued to work itself against the general area of her clit.
Going down on her, I quickly pulled the pants to the floor and off her feet.
As I stood back up, I pushed my erection between her legs and penetrated her. She was receptive and accommodating to my every movement; almost anticipating it - which would be very much Ellen - and clearly not in a mood to reject it.
This wasn't following our usual script for love making; the one where they get fingered, sucked, G spot banged or ride me to a climax before I have my turn. This was Ned going rogue again.
Not going the animal on her - because that's not what the lust of the rogue Ned wanted. He wanted Ellen. All of her, not just her body and the delight it was already offering up to his anxious manhood.
I half withdrew and thrust slowly back in; almost lifting her off her feet at the top of the stroke. As I did so, one hand caressed up the side of her body, feeling the feminine shape of her thighs, hips, waist and running all the way up until I cupped her breast while the other cupped her butt and rose up into the small of her back. Our lips met, our tongues teased each other's before she thrust hers into my mouth.
Again I half withdrew and thrust slowly back in until it seemed her whole weight was supported on the base of my manhood. The aura of her body permeated my very being, its fecund womanhood doing more to stimulate my manhood than the feeling of it playing inside her delectable sex.
As I kept the pattern up, I could but hope that her large swollen clit, would as it usually does, get itself stimulated by getting in the way of my erection as it penetrated and withdrew from her body; a hope fortified by the moan I felt and heard her breathe into my mouth as we continued to kiss.
But as Ellen became aroused, it became evident that merely being 'taken' by me wasn't enough. Oh well, so much for letting Eros control me and my lust run rampant!
Ellen's about the same height as me but with longer legs. Having sex standing up means at full penetration, I'm lifting her lightly onto pointed toes. It's part of why our bodies seem to meld so well for sex.
As I continued to withdraw and thrust back into her, she wrapped first one leg and then the other around my shins. Once the second leg was there her whole weight was transferred - well to many places - but not insignificantly onto the base of my fully penetrated shaft; helped a little by the way she was pressed against the wall, the hands I had on her butt, her arms around and over my shoulder and some weight she carried on her wrapped up legs.
But thrusting became impossible; at least anything more than a forceful jerking motion. Instead Ellen started circling her hips while brushing her chest - and the hard nipples they projected - across mine. It was obvious she was playing the top of my erection against her cervix. Somewhere - probably due to the depth of penetration - I'd triggered her into looking for cervical orgasms.
Normally they are something that can't be hurried. Something for a long, languorous roll around in bed; not an impassioned, cum dumping, quickie in the shower before starting work. But for Ellen they are also a very emotional experience. They cause her to express deep emotions but, I've always suspected, also are facilitated by previously held deep emotions.
Something was happening, because it was within a few minutes that I could hear the vocal sounds which are unique to Ellen's cervical orgasms. Not a moan, not a groan, certainly nothing like Amy's screams. A sort of shaky, quivering, continuous...
"Ooooouuuuuuuuu..."
With the shaky and quivering being reflected in her own body's reaction. When I could feel and hear her break into a heaving, sobbing crying over my shoulder, the matter was beyond doubt.
As the minutes ticked by, the crying became a wailing.
It is a strange state of affairs. I know from when she's done it previously that internally she's feeling a sort of all body experience of extreme elation and bliss and yet, at its most extreme, it manifests itself externally as what almost seems like an emotional breakdown.
The last time we'd had one this emotional was the last time we made love before Ellen moved in with Harry prior to marrying him.
Ellen was, in every way, now in control of this. With all my limbs engaged in supporting her - admittedly light - weight, I was simply a prop on which she was preforming. A loving prop, and I know because you can't have these orgasms without emotional engagement, a prop being loved. But a prop just the same.
As she circled her hips around my deeply buried shaft, I could feel her move it against her cervix with almost surgical precision. Strangely, the pressure her weight put on the base of my shaft was nicely stimulating. It not only made my manhood feel hard, it seem to keep it hard. And the press of her body against me, the movement of her breasts across my chest and the emotions she was venting over my shoulder made it a deeply bonding and satisfying experience.
But there is no natural termination point of this sort of lovemaking. It wasn't a case of Ellen having the 'big O' and then surrendering herself to my pleasure. It wasn't even, as with Amy's continuous, multiple orgasms, one likely (to use Amy's expressions) to break her vagina with overwhelming stimulation.
Unless I came - which was unlikely at that moment - it could in theory go on forever.
In this case the end came when I sensed Ellen take a deep inward breath, as if gathering in her emotions. A moment later her feet were back on the ground and her stranglehold grip around my neck softened. She bent her knees, at the same time using the looser grip around my neck to pull me down.
Realising we weren't going to manage to end up flat on the floor of the shower while maintaining penetration, she disengaged momentarily, sat down and spreadeagled herself diagonally across the shower recess, beckoning me, come hither, down on top of her.
She was a sight. A beautiful, seductive, sexually charged sight. Wet, bedraggled, her long blonde hair streaming towards the drain, the right breast, capped with its hardened jutting nipple being pummelled under the flow of the water, her aroused vulva, labia and mound fully on display between her slightly spread legs. To put it more crudely than I like to, but one which seemed to be the theme of the day, she was an eminently fuckable sight.
I know Ellen well enough that, if I took things at a normally pace I would shortly be told to 'go the animal' on her.
But this whole episode had started with a demand from Eros; a moment of lust driven need. Given how we got here I felt it needed to be finished that way. I gave Eros control of my actions.
As fast as I could (given the hard floor and constrained space) I dropped to my knees and bent in to penetrate her; to bring my hard and now very desiring shaft back into that beautiful body. It didn't matter whether it was enough 'go the animal' for Ellen to think I was performing how I should, the fact was I was sliding my shaft in and out of her body in a way purely designed for my own pleasure.
To let the firm, sensitive flesh of my manhood fully enjoy every little movement of it within her body to the fullest. Sometimes fast, sometimes slow. Sometimes with slightly lifted hips to let my shaft slip firmly along her pelvic floor muscle on withdrawal, sometimes flat to let my whole shaft feel the pleasure of the firm, slippery grip with which she accepted it into her vagina. About the only constant was burying myself to the fullest and screwing myself around momentarily at the completion of each thrust. There is just something I really like about the feeling of the base of my shaft being worked hard up against her pelvic floor muscle.
And all this while either elevated above her looking down of those beautiful feminine breasts, bent in to suck one or laying down flat along her body and circling the jutting nipples around my chest.
And yet, while the best sex might seem to come from a selfish use of your partner's body, that ultimately is delusional. Really the best sex comes from seeing your partner get it off as you do.
I am infinitely lucky in the case of both Amy and Ellen that plain vaginal fucking can for different reasons bring them to a climax. Ellen because her lovely clit is large and well positioned enough to get in the way of my thrusting shaft, Amy because, well she's just Amy and just about any sexual engagement seems to produce that result.
My thrusts are automatically designed to play against Ellen's clit as much as I can guess they would. There is even a pleasant sense that I can feel Ellen's swollen nub draw a line along my shaft as I withdraw it and thrust it back in; although whether this is more in my imagination than reality I only have Ellen's reaction to convey. But there is no doubt that as I screwed my shaft in a circle around her pelvic floor muscle on full penetration, I am rubbing my pelvis against her clit.
Whatever, already sensitised by her cervical orgasms, Ellen was soon moaning in a way that made it clear I was having a very nice effect on her, even as my own shaft started to brew up.
By doing more screwing on full penetration with each thrust while sucking or circling a nipple, I could push Ellen along faster without really detracting from my own enjoyment.
As Ellen quivered on the edge of her orgasm, I let myself go; thrusting furiously and grunting like a deranged man.
She lifted her hips - and me with them - as she climaxed, but not so far as to stop me from continuing my pounding of her delightful body. She was still in the throes of hers when my own had brewed up to the point of no return. I buried myself in her and held it there as my erection pulsed out whatever cum my well drained balls could rake up; the lack of volume in no way detracting from the pleasure that accompanied each powerful eruption.
I collapsed down on her to let the shudders and final shakes of my orgasm run its course; turning my head away from Ellen's ear so as not to deafen her with my groans.
As my body finally went limp on top of her, she put a stranglehold around my neck and clamped her pelvic floor muscles tightly around my still firm erection...
"I'm sorry Ned, I'm really sorry."
After the crying during her cervical orgasms, I sort of knew this was coming. Still, I needed to offer her the chance to talk it out. Even though we'd had the same discussion before surrendering to our passions, I lazily played a dead bat response...
"What for?"
"For being jealous of Amy, for being ungrateful for all that she's done for me and showing it and taking it out on you. It's almost as if being allowed to feel like a full and equal member of the family has triggered old insecurities.
It's probably worse because sometimes I feel as though Harry's death has left this awful hole in my life and I'm at risk of being all alone in the world and you are my only rock and anchor in that and irrational as it is, Amy seems a threat to what little security I have. I know that's so unfair. And I know that while you lust over her body you find me just as desirable. But sometimes emotions just seem to take control."
"Well, first of all Ellen, you didn't exactly throw a tanty. Yes I detected your displeasure, but I doubt Amy did. Secondly, given what you've been through, it's not hard to allow you some room for processing the emotions. And finally of course, this is old ground. You know what draws me to Amy. But you know just as well how special you are to me too.
Don't beat yourself up about it. We're on your side."
I was suddenly more aware of the cascade of water uncomfortably pummelling my back. Sex tends to distract you from such trivialities.
Withdrawing my softening manhood from Ellen, I reached up and turned off the taps as I sat between her legs. Ellen's moist eyes stared up at me as I looked back' although I found it hard to not be distracted by the more carnal aspects of my vista.
The knowledge that it was time for her to start work and the discomfort of our circumstances had caused me to abbreviate what I'd said. Normally I would have wrapped her in my arms and had a long discussion, even if it was old ground. I hoped I done enough.



Ellen gave me a warm smile, which seemed genuine.
"Thank you for being so understanding. I don't know where my life would be without you and Amy. I'll try harder to supress those feeling in the future."
"Ellen, feelings come. I'm not sure supressing them is the right way of putting it. Sometimes they have to be expressed or let out. I know you try not to take it out on Amy. But, hey, we can have a good sulk and wild makeup sex any time you want."
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To really make sense of what follows, you have to remember the somewhat sexualised circumstances of how Adam and I first met.
We'd both been invited onto a yacht for a day to try out for their racing crew; each of us having a work college among the existing crew. To say there were interesting aspects of the day was an understatement. The owner of the yacht was a guy I'd guess was about 60. The core of the rest of the crew were three girls in their late 20's to early 30's and a woman in her fifties; all of them stunners who could have walked straight out of any top modelling house.
The thing was, the owner and the four girls had not that long ago come back from cruising the pacific on the yacht while, from the stories I heard, engaging on one continuous polygamous orgy. That's why they called themselves the "Screw Girls", a play on crew girls.
To keep the owner's performance up to the required level, when they wore any clothes at all during the trip, it was generally what they called "fuck me" bikinis and other highly sexualised clothing while also manhandling him at every opportunity. There's a YouTube trend, pejoratively called, "girls in bikinis on boats"; which are travelogues produced by couples cruising the world where (usually) the guy is using his stunning girlfriend as eye candy to gain an audience while pandering to his ego as he sprouts off about all the adventures he's having with her.
Well the Screw Girls outdid all of that in their very popular (and financially rewarding) series they produced. This was made by the girls for a targeted audience they weren't reluctant to pander to. Just about every moment of filming shows their minimal (and sometimes, within YouTube limits, complete lack of) clothing as they play about in tropical locations and flirt with and manhandle the owner. Through all this, the owner is generally just dressed in speedo type swimwear which was the standard beach wear of guys his age in Australia before the surfers made them somewhat suspect with the coming of the board shorts trend.
As for the bikinis, they were well ahead of the Kardashians or any other influencer in chasing the area covered down to the bare minimum. They had the whole underboob, side boob and cleavage boob thing down pat on their small string slide triangle tops. And, while they didn't go for the full labia floss thong effect that's more recently become common on the bottoms, they certainly did the small rectangle front, which generally continued through to a more conventional Brazilian rear.
Even though two of them are now married to other guys (who are now also part of the racing crew), they still run around the boat in their fuck me bikinis touching up the owner at every opportunity.
So when we stopped for lunch on the training day, the Screw Girls immediately stripped back down to bikinis and jumped in the water. I had a bikini on under my sailing clothes - not as small as theirs, but no granny bikini either - so stripped to join them. But Adam hadn't brought board shorts. All he had were his racing swimming briefs under some very heavy duty - and not suitable for swimming - deck pants.
At first I thought his resistance to stripping down to racing briefs was just a fashion thing; even stranger because he was a competitive swimmer who would be wearing them all the time at competitions and for training. But I knew guys his age wouldn't normally wear them at the beach. It was only when he was finally persuaded to take off the deck pants and join us for a swim that his hesitation was explained. There was a massive oversized, barely contained, bulge of his flaccid manhood in a very small pair of briefs.
That bulge in his swimwear, which I couldn't help but notice grew a bit as we interacted with each other by the water's edge over lunch, was a source of constant fascination for me for the rest of the day. And after we soon got to know each other a bit better, and I saw for the first time the top two thirds of his inflated shaft sitting above the waist line of his swimmers, the fascination simply deepened.
To cut a long story short, to say I've been somewhat obsessed about seeing Adam in swim briefs ever since is an understatement. I don't know why. It wasn't like that with Sven, my previous boyfriend, with whom naked was always the preferred form of visual stimulation and state of dress for any carnal activities. With Adam, there's just something about the power and majesty of his enormous captured manhood and the process of it escaping its containment that makes the whole sight of it a complete turn on that I can never really get enough of.
Really, I'm no better than or different to those new husbands of the Screw Girls who, from what I'm told, seem to take great delight in cumming all over their wives' fuck me bikinis during foreplay before getting down to anything more serious.
When I was looking on line for the glass dildo which I could chill to sooth my overstretched vagina, I'd inadvertently entered a world that, until then, had been foreign to me. An item in one of those sidebar advertisements had attracted my attention. It was one for pouched men's swim briefs.
Adam's giant manhood; as big as a normal guy's erection when he's flaccid and something like two drinks cans stacked one on top of the other when he's rampant, have been both a blessing and a curse for him.
As an adolescent he was for a while teased with the nickname 'boner' because it always looked like he had one in his pants. But as his friends got older and saw more of him in the sports change rooms, what had started out as a tease became more a compliment, the nickname 'boner' sticking, but instead said in admiration. That and the moniker 'bigus dickus', picked up from Monty Python.
When it came to dealing with girls, there were other issues. In early adolescence, when guys don't have much control over their reactions to even the most innocent interactions with members of the opposite sex, his random erections were extremely embarrassing; completely unhidable under any clothing and uncontainable within any sort of swimwear at the beach, which is where most Australian's spend most of their youth.
But again, girls eventually became quite fascinated by it, drawing attention to him and making him quite popular with them. And that progressed on to wanting to touch and play with it. Let's just say he's had no shortage of intimate female handling of it over the years.
But when it came to serious relationships, it was somewhat different. Until I came along, no girl (well, specifically his two previous girlfriends) wanted an erection that big inside of her. In sheer terror, they crossed their legs and closed their vaginas; leaving a relationship based around fingering and hand jobs with a touch of titty fucking and tonguing (you can forget going down on him properly; nobody has a mouth that big. And the titty fucking had some hazards - namely the risk of getting smacked hard in the jaw by the towering rock hard edifice. Positioning was everything.). When I meet him, Adam was a vaginal virgin.
In the elite level competitive swimming world Adam frequents, it was almost an intimidation of his competitors. Impossible to hide in racing briefs, he was quite literally, the big swinging dick of the pool at anywhere below national level. As he stood on the starting blocks, the size of the bulge in his swimmers was nothing short of a challenge to his competitors.
But otherwise in public, Adam is quite shy about what he can potentially display. Before he met me, he would never be seen in swim briefs at the beach, as evidenced by his reticence on the day on the yacht. Which is a pity. Because while I understand his reticence, I would much prefer if swim briefs were what he wore at the beach, current fashions notwithstanding. And that's simply because the sight of that massive flaccid manhood of his laying all the way across to the side of his hips, bulging out the tortured stretch fabric, turns me on.
Yes it attracts attention; unwanted attention as far as Adam's concerned. But, in a way, silly though it is, it also generates in me a sense of pride when it does attract the attention of other girls. And with Adam's sculptured man-body and cute butt, it is certainly the attention of young women that it attracts.
The feeling that, yep, that's my cock you're staring at. I'm the only one allowed to touch it and certainly the only one allowed to be fucked by it.
But there are day to day issues with what he has. Adam has a major problem with finding either underwear or swimwear that is comfortable or appropriate to his enormous manhood.
If he gets swim briefs or underwear large enough to even start to accommodate his manhood, they are way oversized for his slim body, the leg elastic is way too loose on his tall, muscular frame and his heavy shaft and balls fall out of them; uncomfortable in underwear and obscene in swim briefs.
If he gets boxers or boy legged trunks, his manhood dangles down one leg or another, exposing itself if its loose legged boxers and in either case making it look like he has a permanent semi erection, prominently visible even when he's wearing pants over the top of them. Going commando under pants has the same problem for him, but worse; a really obvious, semi erection looking bulge down one legs of his pants.
Its why, in the end, his competition racing swimwear had to be tight fitting, and therefore small sized ones, where his flaccid cock completely fills and stretches out the front of it and lays out most of the distance to one or other side seam. At least then the leg elastic keeps it in place. And it's also why, when all the swim training he does causes the nylon/spandex in his training briefs to lose its integrity and go all saggy at the front, because they sag into a cock slinging pouch, they make the most comfortable underpants for him.
Bored at home one night, wishing like hell Adam was there to satisfy my needs, I googled "pouched swim trunks", just to see if anything existed that might help him and - let's be honest - might enhance the kinky visual excitement I already get from watching Adam's massive erection escape from the prison of his swimwear. I quickly fell into the on line equivalent of a cesspool of sexual enhancements.
It was clear these products weren't directed at straight cis males. Still, they ran in a spectrum of stuff that Adam just might be willing to use to stuff that was way out there. It was clear I wasn't the only one excited by the sight of an erection captured in swim briefs. The only straight girl, maybe (but surely not), but not the only person.
I could quickly discard anything described as a thong or made of leather. That was not my fantasy, nor likely to be worn by Adam even in private. Nor were the little lolly bag style penis sacks that tied with a drawstring and bow around your balls and the base of your manhood really in the running; laugh out loud amusing (and way too small) though they were.
There were a couple of choices of pouched conventional swim briefs. As low waisted as Adam's usual ones, they were close to what I wanted and I thought he would find good to wear. They looked to have decent sized pouches his manhood just might sling nicely in and, with the pouch offering a bit more Spandex material, might just accommodate a partial erection, even if it was difficult to imagine anything containing his full erection. Better still they were in that popular mid blue colour that is both his club racing colour and now the boat team colour and, apart from the pouch, of a similar style. They were cheap, especially compared to the postage, so I got a couple of those.
There was another in a similar, low hipped, swim brief style with what looked like an even bigger pouch but in a wild leopard skin print that I added to the cart too. Maybe a bit too flash or kinky for Adam to be willing to wear in public, but I certainly fancied some private play in them and ...you never know.
Aware that many women influencers seem to flaunt themselves in different versions of tiny leopard skin bikinis, I did a quick diversionary search for a matching one for myself, thinking that would help encourage Adam to wear his occasionally. It was harder than it should have been to find something suitable. It needed to be sufficiently 'fuck me' to tease Adam, without going the full thong effect. And too many were ruched, an effect I didn't really like that much - preferring a tight, body moulded almost wet look. Eventually I found one. The top was pretty similar to my normal fuck me ones. The bottom had at least some back to it, although less than I would have liked and the gusset was a bit narrower than even my present ones, but at least not full on labia floss. A year ago I couldn't have worn it, but my standards have changed since that first day on the boat.
Turning back to shopping for Adam, another addition was one, again in mid blue and very similar to the pouched first two, that complemented the pouch with snap button side releases. I always thought it a bit unfair that he could pull the side strings on my bikini pants but I always had to wrestle to get his down his legs, so they were an easy choice, even if I doubted Adam would wear them in public.
I couldn't help but notice the pouch sizes were probably enhanced so they could be used in conjunction with some sort of rubber or silicone pouch liner that the website was convinced I would want and kept suggesting I should buy to go with them. That was the last thing I needed and in any case, they were nowhere near big enough to accommodate Adam's package.
I also included a similar one in nylon spandex and described as swimwear. But, instead of a pouch, it had more of what I'd describe as a tapered pouch leading to a penis sock. Now I was really getting down to the kinky end of my selections. The model displaying the pants actually had a partial erection. Well, actually, it was probably a full one. I found it hard to tell. My judgement on this issue has been seriously distorted by the size of Adam's. They might be designed for a gay clientele, but their purpose was clearly the same one I had.
There was a final one I at first hesitated over, because it seemed maybe too kinky to present to Adam, even compared to the one above. It was similar to it, but in this one the penis sock was removable, being attached to the front of the swim briefs by a press stud double front.
Gulping and blushing even in the privacy of my bedroom, I added it to the cart. Coming from China years before they soiled their reputation with the virus, the individual items were only a few dollars each. Apart from the self-imposed embarrassment of actually ordering it, I could decide later whether I included it in the stuff I actually gave to Adam. Anyhow, after having ordered a few weeks ago a giant glass dildo, the Rubicon had already been crossed on my sex toy innocence.
In the end I gave them all to him and the moment passed with little more than a thanks and a raised eyebrow at some of them. I wish there had been time to ask him to try them all on, but in my anxiousness to give them to him, I didn't think about that. So I had to rely on a slow reveal as he wore them one at a time.
The plain pouched ones appeared fairly quickly.
The thing with the yacht was that the Screw Girls had a sort of rule that while preparing the boat at the marina and putting it away when we returned then, unless the weather otherwise dictated, the girls' mid blue fuck me bikinis and the guys similarly coloured speedos were the uniform of the day; adding the extra layer of - still sexualised - sailing clothes only as we departed the marina and taking them off as soon as we got back.
While the girls made a fuss about it being part of the boats vibe - and the boat was certainly renowned for it and it attracted the attention of all the other boats - the real reason for this was that they wanted to get the boat's owner back to wearing his speedos again. Why married thirty year olds wanted to lust and fuss over the - admittedly ripped - body of a sixty year old wasn't for me to work out. All I knew is that it got Adam down to a similar state of undress, so if that was the price of me wearing a bikini, I was willing to pay it.
To say that the younger guys, being Adam and the husbands of two of the Screw Girls, had reservations about running around in Speedos at the marina was an understatement. But frankly they weren't given a choice. And the husbands seemed to be much more worried about that aspect than their wives having residual lust for their former lover. Go figure, even if the openly declared payoff for the husbands was great sex from their wives later in the evening.
But the bottom line was that, what Adam wore under his sailing shorts mattered for more reasons than meeting my sexual fetishes at the end of the day.
Helped by the fact that when he tried them on he actually found them a bit more comfortable, the blue pouched ones appeared the first week after I gave them to him. They passed without comment, or indeed obvious signs of being noticed, by anyone else; probably because they were of the same colour and about the same waist height and shape around his bum.
I had greatly underestimates the size of Adam's manhood and overestimated the size of the pouch. The pouch was nowhere near big enough to hold him, and his shaft still had to lay off nearly all the way to the side. But it did give his large balls more room and absorbed some of his shaft length, so that was a comfort benefit to Adam.
As for my fetish, it was just as good as his normal ones, maybe a bit better. It gave his balls better definition and, if anything, generally made him look a bit bigger because things were less squashed up. And as for when he cracked a boner with me later, the pouch provided more stretch room, which meant he grew this enormous sheathed shaft before he exploded out of them with considerable va-voom. But they still had no hope of containing his full erection.
The similar ones with the press stud sides got a run on a day which was a bit cold and blustery, where Adam obviously guessed they wouldn't get a public showing but was well aware he'd get a private fucking afterwards. He was only half right. The day warmed up a bit and by the time the boat docked after the race, the girls were quick to strip back down to bikinis and insist the guys do the same.
At that time unaware of his choice of swimwear, I noticed Adam slow to act, but the girls can be quite insistent on that issue. Deciding to give in before a big issue was made of it, he emerged from below in what I instantly recognised from the surge of blood into my clit as the press stud ones.
While we were on the boat, they went uncommented on. It would be fair to say that the size of Adam's cock, squeezed into their tiny speedo covering, is the cause of some curiosity and amusement to the younger Screw Girls. It may be to Liddy too, but, if so, she's mature enough to hide it.
All the younger women (Ok, older than him, but less than 35) have seen and admired it, fully aroused and towering over the waistband of his swimmers after Amy suddenly dropped down the front hatch one day while I was putting sunscreen on Adam's back in a deliberately erotic way and, having taken in the sight of it herself, sent the others to have a gawk too. And that was just the first time. Adam's only a young man and when three gorgeous scantily clad women decide to turn the same blowtorch of charm and intimate handling on to him that they generally apply to the owner, Adam can't help but reward them with an erection display; which of course was their intention all along.
I've seen them do it. There's a conspiratorial meeting or nod after which they use a multi-person, hands full task - like carrying a large sailbag from below and getting the sail out of it and clipped on - to take up places strategically around him - Amy hanging her tits in his face while Ellen and Issie get way inside his personal space while seemingly just going about the task of dealing with a large, heavy, stiff sail being blown about by the wind. The poor boy's got no hope. Two of them bushing their arse repeatedly across his manhood - Ellen's a master of the art - while Amy has an 'accidental' wardrobe malfunction right under his eyes as she drags the sail across her chest. He ends up with an exposed boner in no time, with the girls' profound apologies interspersed with flattering comments about the display.



Adam just rolls his eyes. It's a trick the girls in his swim team have played with him for years; especially standing too close to him when ahead of him in a line-up waiting for their turn at laps.
They still do it, even though he's got me as a girlfriend. The one behind blocks him reversing up, the one ahead brushes her butt against his bulge with some feigned excitement about what might or might not be happening in the pool with lap times or other subterfuge, and next thing you know he's got a full boner on display. And you can be sure it's not going to fit contained within his swimwear. They've done it so often now, and it's all so deliberate on their part, he doesn't even try and hide it any more.
Mind you, it's a bit awkward when he needs to mount the blocks and dive in. I'm told the drag of that thing as he hits the water can take a full half second off his first lap time and nearly as much on subsequent laps since he can't stop to tuck even a flaccid one back in.
The girls only do it to him when there's no juniors about, so the coach - well familiar by now with the whole thing - doesn't even reprimand them.
Indeed after Amy heard about the games the swim team girls used to play at the team poolside party at the coaches' house, of having his then girlfriend jerk him off and then use the two meter projection of his cum shot to hose down the breasts and faces of his other team mates, Amy spread the word and there'll be pressure on me to repeat the trick at the usual poolside Christmas party at Ned's place.
But the bottom line is, there's more to attract the eye of the others when he's wearing them than the construction of the side seam - or tiny, barely visible, little plastic press studs in lieu thereof.
But like on every other sailing day, when we got back to Adam's place, I had him stripped down to his swimwear and rolling on the bed with me in a moment.
Adam likes to fool around in foreplay with me still in my fuck me bikini as much as I like to see him in his swim briefs. But there comes a point we've both worked ourselves up to a state of near boiling and it's time to get naked for the real stuff; provided Adam doesn't actually boil over and cover my bikini in cum first - which he not infrequently does.
With the size of Adam's erection, the only way I can get him into my body comfortably is to make sure I'm in a state of high arousal first, so that near boiling work up, with its all-important visual enhancement, is pretty important. Better a bit too long than to rush it, and if Adam does boil over first, there no shortage of arousal value in seeing his powerful jets of cum spraying all over me, painting my body and bikini white as I wrap my hand around his shaft just under the bell and pump it for all its worth.
He refracts quickly enough that it barely falters the momentum of our love making; as long as you don't mind sex with his sticky cum from the first ejaculation spread all over your body.
But this day he started frantically tugging at the strings of my bikini and undressing me in a state of anxious excitement with his first erection still intact and me wet with nothing more than the pre-cum that had seeped through his swimmers and my own juices that had saturated the gusset of my bikini as he'd been fingering me. He hadn't been alone in some hand play. For the first time ever, he'd managed to grow a full boner without breaking out of his swimmers - the bottom press studs popping of their own accord to create more length in the overstretched material - so I had my hand wrapped around the material with the erection inside it as I jerked away. He seemed to like it because his desperate need for penetration came earlier than usual.
I popped the other press studs on his swimmers to have the garment slingshot across the room.
Almost immediately he rolled me on my back and started to slowly penetrate me; making sure I was ready for him, while leaving plenty of time for my body to adjust to him too.
Because of his thickness, Adam's mere penetration of me can't help but stimulate me, not just my g spot, but because of how much he has to stretch me open, my clit too, as the hard flesh of his erection moves slowly past their sensitive surfaces. And once he starts thrusting, he's pushing all my buttons at once.
But conversely, there's no way I can lightly grip him either. My body has no choice by to hold him with a clamp like tightness.
So, if we've been separated for a few days, he hasn't dropped a load all over my breasts and face before moving onto the next stage and we've worked each other to a state of high excitement, things are going to happen pretty quickly, especially if he tries to thrust instead of just gently screwing himself against my cervix. In this case he'd only just got all the way in before I heard that telltale warning of his impending release...
"Oh oo."
Followed fairly quickly by...
"OOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...aahh...aahh...ooooohhhhhhhhhh."
In other words all the sounds usually associated with his monster climaxes and the feeling of my cervix getting blasted by his powerful cum shots.
Fortunately, with his usual fast refraction, and the size and residual stiffness of his post-climatic cock being enough to keep him well penetrated, it's usually just a matter of rolling myself on top and waiting for him manhood to reinflate inside me, which is what happened here. His endurance the second time is always much better and in this case was good enough to give me some pretty prolonged cervical orgasms.
But, looking back in light of what happened later, it perhaps was the first signal his new swimwear were having an effect on him too.
I was never really sure when we'd get to try the swim briefs with the penis sock bulge. It wasn't something Adam was ever going to be seen in public in. So this affected not just days where we went to the beach, but any day on the yacht where we'd be following the usual routine of stripping down to bikinis and swimmers while we were preparing or putting away the boat.
I was really curious about what they'd be like as part of our foreplay. Once or twice I'd contemplated asking him to change into them before we got down to sex after coming back from a day on the yacht, but given we were usually all over each other like a rash and completely aroused by the time we walked in the door, it sort of broke the flow to do so.
The chance came on a rainy and coolish summer Saturday. It was clear we wouldn't be preparing the boat while running around in bikinis and swimwear. As I prepared to go down the club, I texted Adam...
"Wear the sock swimmers underneath", which is what we'd called them.
He texted back a red faced embarrassed emoji.
I replied...
"No one but me will see them on a day like today. Pack an alternate if you think things might change"
When I didn't hear anything further I assumed he'd comply and was rather looking forward to the result.
When I got down to the boat, I could immediately tell he had them on. The noticeable bulge in his deck pants was more uncontained than usual; like he wasn't wearing anything underneath. Neither Adam's monster cock, nor its tendency to grow in my presence, is any secret among the crew, but the Screw Girls have long since given up causally commenting on it if they're not in one of their tease it up moods. If anyone else noticed anything different, they didn't say so.
It became a bit more obvious as his deck pants got wet during the day. More obvious again when he sensed my interest in it and became partly aroused. But still, after using our wet clothes as an excuse to go home early without joining the usual post-race social drinks, the day passed without Adam's unusual undergarment attracting any direct embarrassment.
The trouble with only seeing Adam a couple of times a week is that, when we do get together, our passions for each other tend to run pretty hot. After a day on the boat together, we're barely inside the door before we're in each other's arms, ripping each other's outer layer of clothes off.
And yet, actually watching Adam engorge from flaccid to aroused, especially when it starts off captured in his speedos, is a massive turn on to me.
So, against my deeper desires to have him wrapped naked in my arms by the time the front door is closed behind us, I have to deliberately cool it a bit until I have him laid out on the bed.
As nonchalantly as I could, as soon as we were in the foyer of his house, I turned and said...
"Give us your wet shorts and tee and I'll put them in the laundry to dry."
As I said that, I pulled my own damp sailing shirt over my head, watching intently as Adam undid the waist button and fly of his shorts. As they dropped to the floor, 'it' was exposed. It was an interesting sight. Adam's still flaccid manhood completely filled the sock and pouch of swimwear that, as far as I could see, was designed to accommodate most men's erection. I was almost surprised he'd got them on, since it looked as though he was a tad too thick for the sock and it must have taken some effort to force a flaccid penis into the firm fitting environment of the sock.
It dangled there, his balls a bit less distinctly defined, but otherwise looking much as his naked manhood might have if it and a narrow band around his waist had simply been shaved and painted blue.
Aware I was stripping down to the arousal inducing sight of my 'fuck me' bikini, I tried slipping out of my boat uniform, stretch mini shorts as unseductively as I could while I waited for Adam to take his top off; my eyes never straying from his manhood.
When he handed me the top, he reached for the waistband of the swimmers, as if he was going to pull them off too. I could see they were damp; the light blue of the fine unlined material being somewhat translucent where it was stretched by the thickness of his shaft...
"Leave those. I drop these in the laundry and see you in the bedroom."
My intention couldn't have been more obvious. But then I was the one who told him to wear them, so I had nothing to hide. In any case, this whole fascination with swimwear thing was mutual. Adam liked pashing and fondling me in and then stripping me out of my fuck me bikini as much as I obsessed about his. And, as mentioned, he wasn't immune to getting too excited as we pashed and cumming all over my bikini in a premature release either.
I found him laid out on his back on the bed, his hands behind his head, his eyes following me as I entered the room. All the better to savour what I had been looking forward to seeing.
My first impression as I looked down at Adam's body under me was that the sock wasn't up to the task that was about to be presented to it. He already more than filled it flaccid. What his manhood was about to do looked like it might destroy it. The second was a moment's uncertainty as to whether these highly sexualised swimmers were any more visually exciting than his normal ones. Did the sight excite me? Yes. More than the usual sight of Adam bursting out of conventional swimwear with a tall mast of hardened flesh appearing over the waistband? I wasn't sure. I usually describe the escape of Adam's manhood as a powerful tiger escaping its cage. The power and strength of it is part of the frission I feel.
Now it looked more like the tiger was likely to be trying to rip the cage apart, but still being contained. But it was probably just the novelty I was adjusting too. There was a certain frisson inducing tease factor in Adam's normal swimwear which these lacked because they were so blatantly sexual.
I knelt over him on the beds, straddling his thighs, and wrapped my hand gently around the gift wrapped package, lifting it slightly up from where it lay between his upper thighs. The result was predictable.
He started to engorge. Its swelling girth separated the fingers which had previously only just managed to touch each other around his circumference. Its expanding length, momentarily guided by a firm downward push from me, reached out to my crotch. I slipped the tip of his manhood under my crotch to lodge it firmly into my crease before the upward pressure from its continued engorgement become too much and I released it, watching it as it scribed an urgent arc through the air and crashed forcefully down onto Adam's stomach.
I lightly ran a finger up and down the soft sheath, watching as the process of arousal continued. The tip of it inched up his stomach, edging well past his navel, as its girth expanded until the very hardness of his flesh told me there was nothing more to give.
Through all this, the swimwear had suffered grievously, never being designed for a man so well hung. Trapped in the sock, his expanding manhood could only force the material to surrender every millimetre of stretch it had to give. Then needing more, it pulled the waistband of his swimmers away from his lower stomach and the crotch tightly up against the base of his shaft and his balls popping out the leg hems, to offer up more length. The girth could only be accommodated by stretching apart the stitching along the length of the sock.
The stretched material sheathing his erection, damp from the rain soaked pants, was translucent, but not quite transparent. It clung tightly to every feature of Adam's erection, from the flared bell and the recess below it to the pumped up veins than ran down the length of his circumcised shaft.
My desire was going through the roof. I've always been a visual person, it's just that Adam has ramped up the effect beyond any level of rational action. Not that it's only his cock that does it to me. That massive shaft was sitting on, and directing my attention up to, his stunning competitive swimmers physique.
Over whelmed, and at last satisfied to leave my focus on his sheathed erection behind, I threw myself down on him, rubbing my whole body on him as I pashed him madly.
The initial surge of hormones satisfied, but with our heads still pinned in a passionate kiss, I rolled half off him to free his hands to do more interesting things and let Adam complete the roll to leave him half over me.
As Adam pushed his hand down the front of my pants and fingered my clit, I grabbed at his sheathed, hardened shaft as it danced back and forwards across my stomach. Half circling it lightly I rubbed up and down its length, letting the silky feel of the material slip gently through my hands. I could hear Adam lightly moan with each pass of my hand. Clearly it felt nice.
Breaking away from our passionate kissing, Adam bent his head down to my breast and sucked the whole of my raised nipple and the puffy areola on which it sat, together with the material of the bikini top which covered it, into his mouth; rubbing his tongue firmly against it. Now it was my turn to moan as my clit sensitised and the nipple added to the pleasure.
But my head was free to turn down and, looking over Adam's mop of blonde tinged hair, see his shaft as I massaged it. The light blue material of the tightly stretched sock seemed more strained than ever. Adam was weeping copious quantities of pre-cum and this had permeated the material, spreading out across the tip and down over the bell, making the material now completely transparent, the shaft's eye, from which he continued to weep, and the colour of the flesh of his bell all clearly discernible. With the waist band pulled away from his stomach, I could also see his balls and the base of his massive shaft up until the point it disappeared into the sock.
Adam and I each have our own point at which the visual stimulation is complete and we feel it's time to get the other naked. When I'm wearing a fuck me bikini, my desire to strip Adam usually precedes his need to strip me. There's just something about those tightly fitting fuck me bikinis that affects all the men on the boat and get them consistently squirted with cum.
My point had been reached. I wanted the tiger fully exposed.
I started to try and pull his pants down in the usual way, tugging first at the front and then at the back. But I quickly released there was no way they'd come off while Adam had an erection. They couldn't be peeled from the top because they couldn't be got over the top of the erection. And I couldn't bend Adam's erection down far enough to slip them off his erection at the same time I pulled them down his legs. I can just bend Adam's erection up far enough to ride him cowgirl, but that's as far as I can bend it without overcoming incredible force and making it very uncomfortable for Adam - and me.
In theory I could bend Adam over double at the hips - so that his head ended up between his legs - and then get them off. But that seemed a bit extreme.
And the only way those pants were coming off while we mucked about like this was getting him to cum. For a moment I contemplated having him penetrate me, sock and all, and riding him to his climax. But thoughts of something like an internal carpet burn and the possibility of toxic shock inhibited me.
Holding his head to keep my tit in his mouth, I climbed on top of Adam, spreading my legs either side of him as I pushed my crease against the line of his shaft, angling my lower body to rub his shaft on the part of my bikini tightly covering my clit, and holding my upper body a breast depth above him.
I looked down between our bodies. Adam still had my breast deeply within his mouth, his jaw moving as his tongue rubbed against it. Deeper down lay the top third of Adam's swimwear encased erection, squeezed between our bodies, my own bikini pants camel toeing around its thick shaft. Adam brought his hands onto my butt as I started riding him; slipping myself up and down along his shaft; adjusting the speed and pressure to maximise my pleasure.
I'd only slid up and down his shaft about five times before I heard Adam's breast pressed lips give a muffled...
"Oh, oh."
I knew that noise. It was a warning Adam was about to go; an invitation for me to back off if I wanted to. There was no need. I was pretty aroused myself. I'd have not the slightest problem bringing myself to climax on his post ejaculation cock. After a good orgasm, he took a while to go down anyway and it still made a good clit rubber, even if he tended to squirm about a bit with the exquisite sensitivity of it immediately after his climax. But, given its size, even his flaccid cock would work if I pinned it against his stomach.
The only slight concern that flashed into my mind and amused me with the possibility, was that, given his short refractory period, his new boner might be as stuck in the sock as the present one if I took too long. Deciding I'd cross that bridge if I came to it, and aware whatever I was doing was clearly giving Adam a lot of pleasure, I kept going with my dry humping of him; although given the juices we'd both expelled, there was nothing dry about it.
The next moment a loud, prolonged groan reverberated into my breast as Adam tightly gripped my butt and pushed his hips up to squeeze his shaft firmly up into my crease, squirming about with it pushed there. I looked down again and could see the tightly stretched transparent material dimple under the considerable force of his cum shots, his cum unsuccessfully trying to find a void in the taut sock which it could fill; oozing through the material, while the rest of it spread out and down inside the sock, turning more and more of it transparent as it went.
Almost immediately, Adam hummed against my breast, then groaned again, this time bodily lifting his hips off the bed, and me with it, as he ground himself against me, jerking his manhood along my crease and forcing me to hang on not to be bucked off.
Lifting hips like that is my trick, not usually his. He'd never done it before. Usually he just groans and shudders a lot, even if I'm on top. Clearly there'd been something special about that orgasm.



But the enthusiasm was contagious. His hard jerking of his shaft through my crease did the job for me too. I lay down flat on him, grasping the top of his head tightly, just about smothering him against my breast as I pressed myself against the still firm shaft pushed into my crease.
The pulses and surges of his orgasm continued for longer than normal before he completely settled back under me.
And it seemed that, having got the best of his orgasm, his next priority was to be able to breathe. With something of a gurgle, he detached himself from my breast and turned sideways. From under my arm pit came the feint sound of Adam's voice
"ug...couldn't breathe. Oh wow, that was one of the best orgasms I've ever had."
I slid off him to the side and let him realign our bodies so we were face to face, still pushed firmly against each other in a post climatic high. I replied with a playful voice...
"Is that so? So you prefer making love to a sock than you do to me?"
"Don't be difficult. You're the one who wanted me to wear it. It's just that the feel of the soft material pressed against my whole shaft like that seems to sensitise it."
"Yea, sure. We'd better get that thing off before you grow another boner or we'll never make proper love."
I was already reaching down to peel his pants off his butt. I put Adam over on his back so I could deal with the front part. This was going to be messy. Adam dumps a big load, especially when it's been a few days since we'd had sex. That sock wasn't going to have a nice tidy condom like puddle at the end that could be rolled off and contained. His cum was going to be spread through the whole length of it. I reached for one of our sex towels and put it on his stomach.
Adam was not yet anywhere near flaccid. But that was no surprise. He takes a while to go down and usually, if we're still fooling about, he'll get another boner before going completely soft. Gingerly, I lifted his still semi erect manhood to the vertical. At least it was now giving enough to push it further down between his legs, letting me slip the waistband of the pants down at the same time as I slowly rolled the soaking wet sock off him, following it with the towel held in the other hand.
Not to be distracted from the main event by something as trivial as tidying up after the last one, Adam was untying the string ties of my bikini top as I did this, immediately starting to play with my nipples as soon as they were exposed.
I got the sock off the end of his shaft just in time. He was already getting another hard on.
Dumping the towel and its wet load on the floor, I threw myself down on top of Adam, our bodies quickly entwining in a passionate embrace, our erogenous zones rubbing on the flesh of the other as we squirmed about in a rising tide of unrelenting sexual excitement.
Fully aroused again, I mounted Adam and accepted that massive shaft into my body. Then rolling over I brought him on top.
By now Adam knew how to use that oversized erection of his in a way that caused the minimal discomfort to me while driving us both to wild sexual highs. Far from supressing him, that previous unusual orgasm seemed to have excited him more. Gently thrusting at me in the way he's learnt, he was more vocal, clearly indicating it felt better than ever.
He really had only stated my usual string of cervical orgasms when, too soon for my liking, he emitted that special little 'oooohoooo" of his that tells me he's starting to boil up.
Before I know it he's shaking, quivering and moaning on top of me in a way I've never seen before as he blasts his seed into me.
"Oh, that felt fantastic."
I suppressed my first instinct, which was to repeat another version of the sock challenge...
"Do you think it was the swimmers?"
"I donno. I think it might have been some after effect from them. I think it really just made my shaft incredibly sensitive and seem to have a residual effect. But wow! Sorry if I was a bit quick. Do you want to go again?"
Having just read Charles Dickens, I went a bit classical on him as with a submissive, flirtatious voice, I asked...
"Please sir, can I have some more."
But he was on to me (in more ways than one)...
"What, you want more? Never before has a girl asked for more. Oh, hang on. You have. I take that back."
Amusing himself with a fit of giggles, he rolled me over on top of him, his still semi hard erection captured inside me. We fooled around, kissing, cuddling and rubbing each other until I felt it harden and reinflate inside me again.
The third time was more what I was used to. That massive shaft slowly screwed and rocked firmly up against my cervix, stimulating my cervix, g spot and clit all at once, drove me to an apoplexy of continuous orgasms, quivering and shaking underneath him until, just when I thought I couldn't take any more, he had his own release.
My goodness, did I ever need to use that chilled glass dildo to sooth my overworked vagina after that session. And Adam seemed to like screwing me with that nearly as much as he liked using his cock for the purpose.
But I might have come away from that night thinking I hadn't seen the last of the sock swimmers. Clearly they'd enhanced Adam's enjoyment. As for me? I was less certain even if the sex after had been mind blowing. The difficulty of getting them off was a bit of a downer and I wasn't sure they had the same visual effect for me as his manhood towering out of the waist band of more conventional swimmers. But still, they'd ramped up Adams performance, so that had more than a little benefit for me.
It was about a month later we had another of those cold sailing days. This time I left well enough alone and let Adam decide what he wanted to wear.
But as soon as he arrived at the boat, I knew the telltale sign of sock swimwear. Basically he looked like he didn't have anything on underneath; a very large flaccid bulge snaking down the right leg of his sailing shorts.
What greeted me when he dropped his shorts at the end of the day was the sock swimmers with the removable front. At first glance they looked a lot like the others; at least until you noticed the row of three fine press studs on either side that held the front piece on and the otherwise unbound edge that identified it.
The initial foreplay was much the same as last time; with Adam on his back and me sitting on his thighs, teasing him into a full erection. Once again, it was really apparent these weren't made for a cock like Adam's. The material was stretched until it had nothing more to give and the stitching of the seams were visibly pulled open. But in this case, instead of the final millimetres coming from stretching up the leg elastic, rather the press studs were tested to the full extent of their endurance; the bottom one in the gusset bursting and the material between each press stud along the sides pulling away from the main body of the swimmers.
It was a different visual experience again from the others; nice, exciting, but I still wasn't sure if I preferred it to normal ones.
Still, having got Adam clearly fully aroused and having excited myself to no small extent, I threw myself down on him for the heavy pashing and petting that usually constituted our foreplay. It was as I looked down to wrap my hand around his sheathed manhood, I noticed a modification Adam had made to them. A circular hole had been cut in the tip, roughly coinciding with the location of eye of the trouser snake. It might have been a tiny snip before, but now it was stretched wide open.
I couldn't help myself, even though his hand was already down my pants and he was licking my exposed nipple. I had to ask...
"Why did you do that?"
"The orgasms felt great but it felt a bit uncomfortable that my cum didn't have anywhere to go."
We went back to pashing and some very intimate petting, but clearly Adam was contemplating the possibility of cumming in them again. So much for a last minute whipping off if the front piece to penetrate me when I was ready for him.
In the end I pandered to what I thought would be his preference and let him keep the front piece with its erection sheath on until he came for the first time.
Wanting to watch him ejaculate, I followed the same script as last time; rubbing my clit on his shaft as I rode on top of him, letting him suck my tits as I looked down between our bodies at the surging cock that emerged from the camel toe it pushed into my bikini pants.
And what I sight it was when he did cum; massive jets of cum blasting out from that hole he'd cut, painting the bottom of my breasts and their bikini top semi-covering and Adam's jaw in his thick, milky white cum.
The power of that orgasm and those which followed as our love making continued confirmed for Adam that he rather liked making love in those penis sock swimmers. I'd created something of a monster; especially since I was still unsure whether I liked them as much as conventional ones.
As it turned out, the stand out success in my purchases were the matching leopard skin print ones. Adam grew a full boner when I first tried on my bikini for him, so that certainly hit the spot. And it turned out the 'slightly bigger' pouch in his pair was actually much bigger. Still not really big enough, but they were by far and away the most comfortable swimwear or undies Adam had ever had; better even that his old stretched racing briefs.
Instead of his cock laying across to his side like a semi erection, it slung heavily in the pouch, stretching it under the weight of his manhood and creating the - entirely correct - impression of this massive flaccid cock and giant ball sack dangling deeply between his legs. But the very way it slung his manhood in a curve, instead of letting it simply hang down straight, left no doubt you were in fact looking at a massive flaccid one, not a semi erect more normal sized one.
It wasn't quite as in your face as the way his manhood lay across to the side seam in most of his garments, but it even more gave the impression of a big swinging dick; all without losing any of the anatomical detail of the components that the other garments offered up.
And he could grow a full erection which, while stretching it beyond belief, would still remain sheathed in it until he released it.
My clit swelled in response to the first time I saw it nearly as much as Adam's cock had responded to mine.
As much as he liked it, and it would have matched my bikini, he still wasn't willing to make the young persons' faux pax of being seen in speedo like swimwear at a crowded Sydney beach; instead wearing them under his boardies. At least at first.
But there was something about them that inspired animal like games when we got home. Whether it was a bit of animal kingdom hunter and prey or same species slightly forced submission can depend entirely on your own fetish interpretation of each time we played it. But it involved a male rampant with what looked like a leopard skin erection chasing a smaller female with matching leopard skin patches of skin. There would be lots of growling and mewling a fair bit of squealing, no shortage of wrestling, much galloping around on all fours but in the end the female would be pinned down, the leopard skin foreskin of the rampant male would spring back to reveal a massive shaft and that of the female would be ripped off whereupon the female would be given a good and very noisy fucking.
The games reached their height when Ned, the owner of the yacht we'd first meet on, lent us his beachside weekender up at Evans Head, an hour's flight and short transfer North of Sydney.
With endless rolling, scrubby, sand dune backed beaches devoid of other people, Adam could forget about wearing his boardies over his leopard skin swim briefs and the game played out in a natural environment.
It started with the day we arrived, in a way, even before we got out of the house after first unpacking our gear. We'd changed into our swimwear and bent at the hips, Adam was digging deeply into his bag on the floor for the pump pack of sunscreen we'd foolishly packed on the bottom.
I stood behind him, getting a view of him between his spread apart legs I hadn't really taken in before. But it certainly made me understand better the fascination Adam has with the bulge of my mound between my legs when I offer the same perspective to him.
His large balls stretched the material in a way that caused it to mould against them, highlighting just how prominent they were when viewed from an angle where they weren't hidden by the girth of his shaft. And the weight of the shaft itself used the extra material available to it from his bent over posture to let it dangle deeply between his legs.
Having spent a moment admiring the vista, I was about to move in and fondle him from behind when, as he pulled the bottle out of the depth of the bag, an item of clothing caught on the pump, pulled it from his hand and sent it rolling under the bed.
Adam immediately went down on all fours and half under the bed to retrieve it.
I followed him down on all fours to keep my view between his legs.
OMG, the thing was almost dangling down onto the floor even though his hips were still a thigh's length in the air.
I've had my mound cupped my Adam's hand between my legs innumerable times when he's caught me in the same situation; usually in the kitchen. What's good for the goose is good for the gander. I moved in closer and cupped his balls, tickling with an outstretch finger his dangling shaft.
It didn't dangle for long. Almost immediately it engorged, whatever powerful muscles it is that keeps that aroused monster pushed against his stomach drawing it up along the line of his body. As Adam hummed in pleasure, my fingers followed its progress until, to reach the tip somewhere over his navel I almost had to press my nose into his bum crack. He was quickly blowing pre-cum through the material of his swimwear; nearly as much as I was wetting the gusset of mine with my body's juices.
Making out half under the bed wasn't our plan. The great outdoors awaited us. I backed off, let Adam out from under the bed and we applied the sunscreen to each other in the way that had now become a well-practiced habit; a way that involved lots of intimate touching and massive arousal.
As I knelt on the floor, pulling Adam's towering erection away from his stomach to apply the screen to the flesh underneath it took every bit of willpower I had not to lay back on the floor and have Adam fuck me there and then.
As we left the back door of the cottage to amble across the yard and out onto the beach in nothing more than swimwear and with only towels in our hand, Adam's erection was still on display. My arousal was no less, simply less visible; except for the wet patch between my legs. Intuitively we strolled up the beach a distance, hand in hand, putting a little more space between us and even the sparse housing that fronted the beach.
Adam still had a leopard skin sheathed erection as we entered the water.
With little to no waves other than a small shore surge, at first we just pashed; snuggled with our bodies intertwined in chest deep water. But when Adam slipped his hand down to penetrate his fingers into my pants - and you can guess into other things too - I teasingly squealed and broke away, splashing towards the shore with a 'come get me' mewl. Growling, Adam chased me.
Half way to shore, as I high stepped through the water, a small rut in the sand put me down on all fours, leaving me crawling through the water as I heard Adam splashing in towards me. He did an optimistic dive, his hands reaching out to just touch my hips but missing a full grab, letting me crawl further away.
I looked back to see Adam do a full, four limbed, gallop towards me; two arms reaching forward followed by launching himself forward on two knees. I thought the drag of my breasts through the arm's length deep water was bad enough - threatening to pull even my tightly tied bikini top down. But in that momentary look back, as Adam launched himself forward, I saw his massive erection at first held back by the water as he launched out of it, then suddenly released; the tightly sheathed top, but even more so the spade of tented material at the base, flinging forward an impressive shower of water as his leopard skinned erection flicked forward.
My clit nearly exploded at the sight.
Momentarily distracted, Adam caught me, this time getting a firmer grip on my hips to roll me over and face him. As his hand cupped my breast, the tip of his shaft pushed hard into my crease and his lips met mine, I nearly surrendered to him. I was certainly aroused enough to take him.
And yet the game was nearly as arousing as the prospect of immediate sex. I never surrendered on the first capture at home and now we had the whole beach to play on, I wasn't going to yet. Positioning me for penetration, Adam's grip on me was tenuous. I squirmed away into slightly shallower water. But I had to turn upright to get away, still galloping on all fours. Adam was already on all fours. It took only two leaps forward for him to catch me again. This time he didn't turn me around. He was over my back, his arms wrapped up my upper chest with a hand on each breast while I felt his erection between my legs and through my crease, its towering length jerking and rubbing itself against my clit.
While he gently put a bite hold on the back of my neck, he took one hand off my breast, used it to unsheathe his erection, pull aside the gusset of my bikini pants and guide himself into me. Finding my body ready for him, he slowly penetrated me.
As the tip of his thick, elongated manhood bottomed out against my cervix, he pushed the lower half of my body down into the water, his legs between mine, supporting my crotch a few inches off the sand, my breasts supported in his hands resting on the sand while our upper body and head arched up out of the water; his teeth still lightly wrapped around the back of my neck.
Our leopard position we call it; in imitation of our impression of how cats mate while recognising the swimwear that inspired it. Although in shallower water or on dry land our heads might not be arched up so high to let us breathe.
Once settled into it, Adam slowly screws, rolls and mini thrusts his shaft against my cervix, stimulating it. To an observer it might almost look like he was just lying still on top of me but the effect on my body is much more profound than that.
Very soon he induced the deep pulsing pleasure that spreads, first through my entire torso, then suffices to my whole body; all of which is intrinsic to the succession of intense, emotional, cervical orgasms his tall shaft gives me.
I was left moaning and purring into the water lapping just below my face; deep guttural noises that reverberated with the very vibrations the rest of my body was feeling.
After five minutes, Adam whispered into my ear...
"I can feel the vibrations and tingling inside you that you talk about. I think my shaft can feel what your body is feeling."
We've talk about what the cervical orgasms do to me. They are the words I use to describe it. They're not contractions in the same way as a clit or g spot orgasm. As powerfully as I felt them, I thought they were more nebulous; something Adam wouldn't be able to feel. Maybe somehow the water transmitted them better through to him; maybe it was the leopard position. Whatever, the words made me focus more deeply on how his massive shaft was so intimately invading and filling my body and the messages my body was in turn conveying back to him.
Already highly emotional as a natural result of the orgasms themselves, I cried at the thought of sharing something so personal and intense with him, that very release causing my whole body to shudder in a way Adam couldn't have missed.



Overcome, I half wept, half moaned and half purred...
"Oh Adam, it's beautiful. It always is but I love that I'm sharing it with you."
Every now and then, in response to his own body's needs, Adam would deliver a brief sequence of very short but powerful jerky thrusts; grunting with the effort and pleasure they gave him as the thickness of his shaft in turn stimulated my g spot and clit and caused me to moan all the louder before he settled back down to the screwing and rolling again.
For 20 minutes we lay there in the tepid waters as the tide crept slowly out. For 20 beautiful minutes I purred and moaned and wept through a never ending chain of those lovely orgasms; Adam gently and slowly rubbing my nipples and playfully biting and nuzzling my neck through it all. For twenty beautiful minutes Adam whispered sweet nothings into my ear; telling me how beautiful I was and how much he loved me.
Then came the moment he whispered into my ear...
"I think it's time."
It's a signal he can feel his own release building. That quite reasonably, it's his turn, even if it never works out to be just his turn.
He brought his knees under him and lifted my hips up out of the water into the doggy position.
Then he started thrusting; long slow thrusts at first. And then as Adam felt he'd got the measure of our position, they became faster. Every thrust was accompanied by a moan from him. A rising crescendo of vocalised pleasure. There was only one setting my body had to accommodate Adam's thick shaft and of necessity that was one of firmly gripped. You could tell that every thrust was massively stimulating Adam's sensitive manhood.
But he wasn't the only one.
That same thickness pushes hard against my g spot - more so in the doggy position we were in - while it also opens me up so much his shaft reaches out to stimulate my clit with his thrusting. Driven like his by every thrust, my moans synchronised with Adam's; each of us lost in the building climax.
Already aroused and climatic from the last twenty minutes of cervical orgasms, I went first. A massive conventional orgasm that so overpowered me, my arms collapsed and I was left with my bum in the air and my head down, my face millimetres from the water as I cried out with the overwhelming pleasure of my contractions trying to bear down on Adam's shaft.
That was the final straw for Adam. With a loud...
"Aaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh...", his climax broke upon him too.
He let go of my breasts and kneeled upright, holding my hips firmly as I felt his body quiver and vibrate with the force of his ejaculation, short thrusting, jerking and screwing his erection around inside me as he milked my body for every last ounce of pleasure it could offer his manhood as squirt after squirt of cum jetting against my sensitive cervix.
As he finished, it was like his body was as drained of energy as it was of cum. Bending his torso first across my back, he capsized us, leaving us both lying on our side in the shallow water, me wrapped in his arms, with his hard shaft still inside me.
Then he rolled us further, a half roll towards the beach that put him under me and me on top; spreadeagled over him like a wet shag on a human rock. My spread legs arched down into the water outside his, my arms dropping off into the water out each side, where the hands of Adam's equally spread out arms held mine, and my head drooping down from his shoulder where the back of it rested on the sand alongside his.
All that stood proud of the water was the top three quarters of my arched, wet, wave washed, just fucked woman's body; my breasts standing perkily proud and tall from it, visually enlarged by the backward curve of my posture and still covered in the tiny leopard print triangles of my bikini top which moulded tightly to it, the smooth curve of each orb capped by hardened nipples that pushed up the material into volcanic cones. I lifted my head to look down along my torso and felt chuffed by the sight of my flat stomach, the bikini bridge of my pants and the large swollen bulge of my mound that rose from the end of my torso, the size of it exaggerated by my spread apart disappearing legs and, I didn't doubt, by the thickness of Adam's shaft that continued to warm itself inside my body.
I amused myself with the thought that, from the right angle, an outside viewer might well wonder at the sight of this giant male penis that emerged from the water to penetrated a limbless and headless female torso that rested magically, swimwear pulled aside, on the surface of the water. Like the mythological Greek god of the seas, Poseidon, was impregnating yet another water nymph.
Adam's manhood seemed reluctant to surrender its hardness. That wasn't unusual when he's had a good one; and this was certainly a good one for both of us. Eventfully it softened a bit; I could feel its diameter inside me reduce. But it still had a certain rigidity. In any case, given the length of even his flaccid cock, it wasn't going anywhere until we moved or he withdrew it. And he seemed to be in no hurry to do that.
As for me, I was still on a sexual high. The prolonged cervical orgasms do that to you; filling you with love and sex hormones that last for ages. It's not a case of having the big O and then wanting nothing more than a cup of tea. And the massive g spot orgasm he finished me with only builds on the former, not washes it away.
We lay there for a while, the outgoing tide slowing reducing the number of times a small set of wavelets necessitated Adam lifting his head to the maximum extent it being pinned under my body would permit, in order not to be submerged. And there were many times he went under anyway; our bodies rocked about in unison by the surge.
His manhood betrayed his further intentions before his brain gave instructions to act on them. I could feel his erection pleasurably swelling up inside me again.
His right hand came and played with my nipple while his left slipped into my bikini bottoms and gently stroked my crease above where his shaft penetrated me. Testing my clit from time to time with a finger pushed down along his engorged manhood he soon found it ready for pleasuring me, sliding his finger across it lightly at first, then with more confidence.
His erection had never ceased to be in contact with my cervix. Now its thickness was sensitising my g spot too, with both being stimulated as our bodies rolled ever so slightly in the surge on the water's edge.
As the engorgement of his manhood completed itself, Adam started gently jerking himself into me; rapid upward rocking of his hips followed by a small sideways roll that produced short thrusts, offering a continuous stimulation of my g spot while rolling the top of his manhood against my cervix. In a total assault on my erogenous zones, at the same time he was fingering my clit and teasing a nipple.
I was helpless in the face of his erogenous onslaught. A brief period of progressively louder moaning was soon followed by a massive orgasm. When Adam sensed I was about to lift my hips in some sort of automatic response, he held me down against his own body to prevent us decoupling, instead lifting his own hips and preforming a short sequence of rapid thrusts, that sent my orgasm through the roof.
No sooner had I stopped reacting to my orgasm than Adam took off the pause button on his stimulation of me and did it again.
As I recovered from that one, I realised I hadn't heard so much as a moan or groan from him yet. What he was doing was fantastic and driving me into a sexual high of what felt like it would be a state of continuous orgasm, but I wasn't sure how long I could take orgasm after orgasm if he wasn't showing any sign of brewing up himself.
As he started to stimulate me again, I managed to ask...
"Is this stimulating you?"
"I'm really enjoying it, but I'm not at risk of coming yet. Why, is it too much for you? Do you want to change positions?"
I didn't really know what the answer to that question was. With the size of his aroused cock, both he and I are sensitive to the effect it could have on me if he over pounded me, so to speak. But my vagina was already comfortably accommodating him and the movement of it was so subtle it was hard to believe it was any more problematic than what was already done. But these weren't cervical orgasms he was giving me, they were 'big O's' - really big O actually - delivered in quick succession. I just wasn't sure what happens to a woman's body through all this. One part of me wanted them to roll on for ever. Another felt some concern.
Besides which, the tide had turned. It had never gone below the level where Adam's body was uncovered by water. Now it was rising again. I didn't want his last action on this earth before he drowned to be giving me my fifteenth successive orgasm.
As my next orgasm built so quickly I could hardly believe it wasn't just a continuation of the previous one, I fudged the answer...
"No, I was just worried about you."
I gripped him more tightly - to the mild extent that was even possible given the circumference of the shaft he had inside me - and started exaggerating the small jerking thrusts he was doing with body movements of my own.
But all that did initially was accelerate my own next orgasm.
But it clearly had some effect on him. I soon heard him exhale a little hum of pleasure. Encouraged, I increased my own movements further, almost, if not quite, generating the sort of thrusting movement that might be associated with our normal sex.
His hum turned to groans. But, his angle of presentation now meant my g spot was being heavily raked by his shaft with every thrust. Combined with the nipple and clit stimulation of Adam's fingers and shaft, I had descended into a state of continuous orgasm; unable to tell one from the next; in the ridiculous state where it seemed every time I dropped my body on Adam's shaft to thrust his back in, it felt like another orgasm.
I was moaning so much and so loudly, Adam asked through his own groaning...
"Are you OK?"
To which my incoherent response came out something like...
"Oh, oh, oh yes, aahhh, oh, it's too nice..."
When Adam froze under me, I knew he was about to cum. I stopped thrusting him and held him at full penetration; knowing that would maximise his own pleasure by letting him feel the full sensation of his shaft pulsing and throbbing as he dumped his load. As he came, he lifted his hips, maybe for the first time lifting his torso above the water.
It was like a carnival ride as Adam bucked, rocked and shuddered under me, holding me tightly against his body and his shaft at full penetration inside me. The powerful jetting force of Adam's cum shots played against my cervix as I came yet again.
And then, suddenly he was still; his arms holding me to him, but no longer seeking to stimulate me.
What he'd just done had left me so high on oxytocin and other hormones, I couldn't any longer stand not being face to face with him. Even though his manhood was still hard inside me, I let it withdraw from me as I sought to turn myself around to lie face down on him, my legs outside his with his manhood pushed deeply against my mound and pubis.
In a frenzy of hormonal driven passion, I kissed him and rolled about in the shallow water with his body pressed against mine, our legs and arms a pretzel of interlocked limbs.
It was something like five minutes before my impassioned wrestle with him burned itself out. By that time, the rolling about had left us nearly high and dry on the very edge of the water and covered in wet sand. It was another five minutes before I was willing to let him go and separate our bodies to stand up.
Covered in wet sand, we straightened up our swimwear and had a quick dip in the deeper water to rinse the sand off and get it out of our simmers.
Only then were we in a condition to head back to the cottage for some morning tea.
That was just the start of the time in Evans Head. Those leopard skin swimwear ended up having a lot to answer for.
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The first two chapters of this I wrote in the third person.
However, I'm far from happy with the result.
So I'm going to revert to the first person which is my usually preferred style; in this chapter from Cath's point of view.
*****
It all left me a bit overwhelmed. Overwhelmed with desire, with guilt, with uncertainty and maybe - although not generally part of me - with anxiety.
To have the first date, the first fuck and the first sleep over all in one is just not me. I know. I planned it. I made it happen. It was no one else's fault or doing - not even Adam's; however much I tried to deflect the carnal results of our mutual arousal to make it more ambiguous.
What it was about Adam that made me go well beyond my normal boundaries I'm still coming to grips with even as I slut shame myself and live in fear Adam will think of me as one.
But the simple fact was I'd noticed him and had been drawn to him from the first time his group turned up at the dance nights at the club. Yes there was a physical reaction. He's tall, slim and all man in a way I like. Yes, he was triggering some deep seated hormonal response in me that created desires I couldn't even start to control, but I'm not entirely superficial like that. In fact, usually I'm not at all.
But it was more than that. There were clues to the person he was. In the courtesy with which he treated his dance partners and in the clues I picked up from hearing what the women in his group had to say about him on the few occasions when they visited the ladies room at the same time as me. Indeed, there were a couple of times they spoke about little else; more so when they talked about how they were sharing him around for friends with benefits fucks and the results they got from that.
But nor does it mean it was all about his supposed performance in bed either.
And then there was just the pleasure of watching him on the dance floor. Graceful. Skilled. Controlled. Manly - it always seems to come back to manly. Always making the lady look good. And all done with that incredibly cute butt of his just calling out to my hormones as he sashayed around the dance floor.
I knew he had eyes on me as I danced. I tried a little harder when I knew he was watching. And there's nothing the slightest bit accidental about our dance floor collision that led to us getting together.
That first night and morning together last week left me lamenting it was so short. Left me lying on my bed the following night aroused with the thought he'd shared that bed with me such a short time before. So much sex in so little time and yet I was still left yearning for more.
We spoke on the phone together every day the week that followed. The lunch on Tuesday was fantastic, but only increased my yearning for him. Yes physical yearning, but emotional too.
Somehow early in the week we managed to agree it would be nice if we could get tested for STI's. Needing to use condoms certainly detracted from some of the spontaneity of our last weekend and it would be good to avoid that constraint. But even here I wanted to get the idea across early in the week so there was time for the results to come back before the weekend, but I didn't want to be too obvious about it. I sort of wanted it to be his idea.
Come Friday, we agreed to go home from the city together, change at his place and head off to dinner and then the dancing from there.
We were both running late getting out from the office, so it was a bit of a rush to get changed and out to dinner.
I knew the Latin Band were playing that night, so my dress for the evening was the 'mysterious' little black sheath dress. "Mysterious' was how it was christened by my friends in my own dance studio. 'Mysterious' because one of its features was that it displays a strip of bare flesh several inches wide the full length down each side, held together by nothing more than half a dozen narrow straps. It raises the question of what panties I can be wearing underneath if you can't see anything that could be holding them up.
I'm not silly. I know that many a male has pondered that question. Quite a few dance partners have subtly (or so they mistakenly thought) tried to have a feel around for a waistband as they held me in a dance frame. And more than a few thought they might be able to get an up skirt view to answer the question for them; but a lady knows how to deal with these things, even in a micro mini.
Like my other dance dresses it's made from a diaphanous Spandex nylon. Like the others, it has a plunging neckline that displays a lot of cleavage, and like the others it does show when my nipples are on high beam; very obviously so. But I've had to deal with my rather prominent (my school friends called the 'famous') nipples since maturity. I've ceased to worry about them; more curious and bemused by men's' reaction to them, which is always obvious however much they try and pretend otherwise.
And why the cleavage? I don't know. I suppose I'm sort of a 'if you've got it flaunt it' sort of person. In my professional life it might be my skills (and a smidgen of feminine charm when I think it will work to my advantage). In my social and romantic life, well, the female body is designed to have a certain effect on men. Nature gave me the assets and a healthy attitude to life helped me frame them on a good body. I've always found it better to maximise that effect, at least when I'm confident it's safe to do so. And on that latter issue I take a conservative approach.
Does it bother me men often seem to be left staring 'down there' when they're taking to me? In short, no. It more bemuses me. Gives me a sense of control. Shows their vulnerability. Maybe even lets me wrap them around my little finger, by adding a generous smile and some charm, should I so desire. But nobody's ever had a 'hey I'm up here' reaction from me. That's just not fair when a girls got them on full display.
If they're arseholes then it might provoke some sort of misogynistic reaction from them. For me, that's like water off a ducks back. They've merely given me a heads up they're not worth my time or effort. If they're decent, you can see them really struggling, trying to do the right thing. They go to the top of the class. If they don't even notice, well, maybe they're gay.
I changed demurely out of sight of Adam, leaving the mystery of the little black dress still unanswered; helped a little by the fact he still didn't get to see me in the full glare of normal household lighting before we were out the door and back in his car. The answer was out there, I just wanted to keep the tease going as long as I could. And I knew he was curious - to say the least. He'd done his share of feeling about for the answer when we were last dancing close.
Like our last one, like our telephone conversations and even like the shared trip home that night, dinner was an absolute joy. Even as we talked about something as potentially boring as our week at work, the conversation flowed easily and often bordering on hilariously. We just seemed to click together.
Yes, Adam's glaze often drifted down to my breasts. Maybe unexpectedly, far from annoying me, his interest in them aroused me. In the warm room, it left my nipples tightened and once again poking out on high beam, telling him the effect he was having on me.
I didn't doubt there was something similar hiding in his pants if only I could get a visual on it. Unfairly it was hidden under the table. Still as we got up to leave, I got the satisfaction of the sight of an impressive bulge in his pants. I even managed to give it a squeeze as Adam stood at the counter paying for the meal.
We were running late in getting to the dance venue, so our friends were already gathered there. To a certain extent, Adam and I getting together had sort of merged our groups. Now we'd introduced them to each other, they now sat at adjoining tables, were getting to know each other better and dancing with each other. All of which made our nights easier as we didn't have to play favourites as to which table we sat at.
Adam's former friendly fuck girls didn't seem to take too unkindly to the benefits of their friends with benefits arrangement being taken away. Or at least Jane and Kelly didn't. They were treating me more as a friend, not a thief.
Lucy was a different matter. A bit cold and distant. But then Lucy struck me as a little bit different anyway. I made a mental note to ask Adam about her.
As we intended, we spent around half the night dancing with each other and the other half dancing around with our friends. But for me the highlight was always the time I spent dancing with Adam. Dancing Latin with him, I put on my sexiest best, sashaying and wiggling my bum as I danced with my back to him, rolling my breasts and mound and thrusting the latter towards him when facing him.
I even bent the rules a bit to dance in a closer dance frame to rub our bodies together.
On the few ballroom and just slow numbers, our bodies melded together; my nipples brushing across his shirt as I ground my mound against the full erection I created in his pants. But as we danced arm in arm, bodies pushed together, Adam did partly solve the mystery. His hand slipped ever lower on my bum until a couple of fingers came up under the hem of my skirt and I felt them finger the back of my panties.
I looked up at him...
"Happy now?"
"What?"
"Now you know."
He pondered for a moment and seemingly decided that a play of innocence wasn't going to cut it.
"I might actually be disappointed."
"Why?"
Adam hesitated as if he'd suddenly found himself in a trap of having to answer a question he'd prefer not.
"Maybe it was the thought that I was involved with a beautiful lady who was brave enough to go commando in a dress that short."
Still wanting to keep the mystery at least a little alive and not even wanting to admit the truth of what he'd just felt, I answered obtusely...
"Wait till you get the whole story."
I've never, ever been so aroused while dancing as I was when dancing with Adam that night. It wasn't as though I'd never danced with a lover before. It was when I was going out with Trent all those years ago that I first took up dancing and we certainly played the physical interaction on the dance floor for all it was worth.
But whereas with Trent it was more like a playful tease, with Adam it felt more like actually making love. My nipples and clit were so stimulated by our bodily interactions there were moments I thought I could come. And Adam seemed to have a full boner every moment I danced with him; all the better for rubbing my mound against.
But the time we got in the car for the trip home to my place, it was obviously both of us were hyper sexualised. Another fuck feast was clearly ahead of us. I spent the whole trip with my hand down the front of Adam's pants wrapped around his erection; enjoying the feel of it throbbing in my palm, leaking copious amounts of pre-cum onto my wrist.
Entering my place was almost a rerun of the previous week; full on pashing the moment we were in the door and Adam had dropped his overnight bag and then a shuffle to the bedroom as we continued to pash in full body contact. His shirt was left behind in the hallway and the last few steps were made with his pants around his ankles as I played with his now exposed manhood.
But to prolong the mystery I didn't cooperate with Adam's first attempt, as we traversed the hallway, to lift my dress of; instead repositioning his hand on my breast to play with still covered nipples as our bodies squirmed against each other in passion and our mouths were glued together as we all but tried to exchange tongues. Not that the flimsy, stretchy covering the dress provided to my nipples did much in the way of hiding anything.
As we backed up against the bed, I quickly dove down on him to get rid of his shoes and pants and to shake off my own heels, giving his balls a play and the length of his shaft a single lick as I stood back up against him.
Only then I surrendered to the 'reveal'. Adam's hands had been all over me all night. Feeling up my body through the thin, tightly stretched material of my dress was clearly no burden to him. And to be fair my hands were no less all over him.
But I knew there were things - well one thing - about this dress that had teased him ever since he first laid eyes on me in it. Now the tease - at least that associated with a lack of knowledge - was about to be over. Mind you, that might be substituted by a different form of tease. Something blatantly sexual.
Adam put his hand under the bottom hem of the dress, lifting it as far as the top of my panties. With our mouths still fully engaged, for the moment he had to be satisfied with what his hands communicated to him. He felt out the leg hems of the panties, felt the way the narrow back panel folded into my bum crack, then felt out the front; measuring just how much of my projecting mound the narrow front piece left exposed as he rubbed his fingers along it; giving my crease a good firm two finger grope and my clit a momentary feel up as he did so.
Then I could feel him testing out the waistband holding them up; no doubt surprised he could feel what he'd never been able to see. His pashing became more intense, as if his arousal was boiling over; probably not helped by my hand being wrapped around his shaft.
His hands moved back under the lower hem of my dress, lifting it up and off over my head.
Almost as soon as he'd dropped it to the floor, he picked me up and I found myself laid out on the bed.
Adam didn't even bother to go back to kissing me. Kneeling alongside my chest, with my hand still wrapped around his manhood and lightly jerking it, he bent down to suck my left nipple while his hand slid down my stomach and over the waistband of my panties, where he pushed the gusset into my crease and started stimulating my clit.
I love the way Adam sucks my projecting nipples, the puffy areola under it and even part of my breast into his mouth, bends it up against the roof of his mouth and rubs his tongue along. It drives me wild. It can drive me to orgasm if his does it long enough; and sometimes that's not very long.
But not surprisingly, on this night, Adam's fascination was for once directed somewhere else. Directed instead at what he'd managed to feel but not yet get a good look at. Even as he sucked in turn my nipples and raised them both to their towering best, I could see his eyes contorted to look down along my body.
After bringing both my nipples up, he kissed down my body as his hand caressed gently ahead of it until his face loitered over my prominently raised mound; or rather the rather brief pair of black bikini pants that partly covered it.
By now, no doubt, he could see the secret to the apparent magic of the self-sustaining swim panties; a single, narrow clear elastic strap. Fashionable for a while as the path to bikini strap free suntans, it was perfect for my purpose. Not so tight that it gave itself away by indenting my skin, mostly hidden under one of the dress's side straps, it was thin enough not to create a bulge where you'd expect to see a waistband.
With the narrow back piece drawn into my butt and a front piece that didn't fully cover my mound, it also left no visible pantie line.
In the darkened light of a dance floor it was all but undetectable by anyone who wasn't given the sort of intimate access that only Adam and Trent had been given so far.
It had driven men wild with curiosity every time I'd worn that black dress; even though I knew it risked attention from those, bolder than Adam who, even in this day and age, thought they could get away with more of a grope than was appropriate between strangers to find the answer. What they quickly found out was my hands were faster than theirs and I wasn't afraid to tell them to act like a gentleman.
But predictably, once the secret is discovered, it fades to unimportance.
What I quickly discovered, based on a sample size of two, was that panties as sexualised as the ones I was wearing (at least, according to Trent, when the panties are covering a mound as pronounced and sexy as mine) have a fascination to men all of their own.
Instead of just ripping my panties off and getting down to it, Adam paused matters to play.
He ran his finger repeated along the bare flesh of the mound exposed out the side of the panties. This is the same style I wear to the beach, so it was devoid of hair. Indeed, with my mound projecting as it does I'd long since discovered it was difficult to make tightly fitted bikinis look good unless the whole mound is hair free; or at least brought back to a very shortly trimmed landing strip.
Adam bent over and kissed the mound as he continued to finger the bare flesh of each side. As he lifted his mouth off it, he ran his fingers flat along the length of the top surface, moving from the mound itself to run along the top of my crease; in effect along the top of my aroused and separated labia.
That sort of stimulation can - in fact does - drive me wild; although 'crazy' would be equally appropriate. It teases; stimulating but without satisfying. It creates an itch without scratching it.
It's a fine line between lifting your hips in sexual ecstasy and telling Adam to get the fuck on with it.
I submitted to my body's desire to the former approach; cooing as I lifted my hips and squirmed about.
Adam turned his fingers and stroked them along the crease of material that ran through the now wide gap between my labia. Finding my clit, he loitered there; moulding the wet material of my panties to the swollen nub as he circled and rubbed it.
I moaned a deeply satisfying moan as my hips sunk back to the bed. No longer able to reach Adam's shaft, I just laid there, submitting myself to the pleasure he was inflicting on me as he played with that swollen, sensitive gland.
His other hand came up and fastened itself on my right nipple; tweaking it between two fingers to raise it back up again to its towering hardened exquisitely sensitive, stimulatory best.
I rolled my head back, eyes closed, moaning even more as I realised my week's randy anticipation of this night meant the stimulation Adam had already given me made it clear I was headed for an early orgasm.
Adam's finger slipped under the clear waist elastic of my panties and started tugging at it, even as the other fingers kept rubbing my clit. I lifted my hips, letting him pull the panties down and off legs I conveniently folded for him, anxious that he got back to stimulating my clit as quickly as possible.
I knew if he went down on me like he did last week, my body was going to explode.
He went down on me; moving between my legs; positioning himself to lick and flick his tongue against my clit as two fingers penetrated me to play against my g spot and his other hand reached up my torso to tweak my nipple.
Triple stimulated on zones that were already highly sensitised, my legs were soon quivering up a storm. Unable to do anything except reach the top of Adam's hair, I laid there passively, my head lolling from side to side as I moaned up a storm, forlornly wishing I could drag out the pleasure Adam was giving me instead of going off quickly like a cheap cracker like I knew I was about to do.
Almost breaking Adam's nose as I involuntarily threw my hips up, I cried out loud as my body exploded into climax, rocking my hips from side to side as I selfishly held Adam's face against my crotch, his fingers still inside me rubbing against my g spot and his hand still tweaking my nipple.
After extracting every last ounce of pleasure I could from that massive orgasm, still feeling the contractions that wracked my groin, I let my hips sink back onto the bed and spread my legs wide as I pulled gently at Adam's hair, indicating he should come over me and mount me. I wanted him inside me. I needed him to be the man for me.



He needed no encouragement. His manhood slid easily into full penetration of my receptive vagina.
But no sooner had he raised himself on his arms than I heard him whisper...
"Oh no, not yet, oh...oh...oh"
As his shaft surged and throbbed, and his seed blasted against my cervix, the whisper became a much louder...
"AAAAHhhhhhhh...ooooohhhhhh...oooouuuuuuuuu."
He collapsed down on me, his face into the pillow as he continued to moan, his climax continuing through a series of what were clearly pleasurable shudders.
As he recovered, his first whispered words were...
"Sorry, I'm sorry."
Well, what can you say? I can't say I wasn't hoping for more. A good banging maybe; something to make up for a week of frustrated deprivation. But then, I got a good climax before he came and I wasn't anything but hair trigger myself. While I can hardly complain, I've always thought fingering a second rate form of sex, even if it does guarantee results. There's no substitute sexually for a good, hard, lover's shaft inside you.
But then, he showed last week he's got a fast refractory process. We can just go another round. Of course I was magnanimous...
"That's OK, we can just wait until you're ready and go again. Anyhow I came pretty fast myself. But what set you off?"
"A week of build-up to the thought I'd be making love to the sexiest woman on earth. Just thinking about the prospect, let alone admiring your naked body, is enough to set me off. I was just overwhelmed."
Well, he knows how to flatter. He was still hard inside me as he lifted his head and started nuzzling my neck before bending his head down to take a nipple into his mouth. Again, he quickly had my extended nipple and puffy areola deep inside his mouth, pushed to the top of it as his tongue vigorously raked its sensitive length.
His hand snuck over my breast and tweaked the other one.
I pondered whether just to lie back and submit to being submissively climaxed by him like this or roll him over and play a more active role.
One part of me wanted to engage in wildly passionate pashing, rolling and thrashing about on the bed with our bodies intertwined and our tongues fighting each other deeply inside our mouths. But his manhood was still plugging me as our pubis's pushed against each other. I was squeezing and releasing my pelvic floor muscles around it; something that was mildly pleasurable for me and I hoped would contribute to its early full recovery. It was still hard enough, even if I sensed it wasn't as big or hard as it had been before his climax.
But I knew if it came out and we just pashed about, it would go limp pretty quickly. Whether that would let it refract more or less quickly I didn't know.
My growing arousal answered the question before I even had time to properly ponder it. Left doing little more than stroking my hand through his hair, I simply relaxed and let Adam keep stimulating my nipples; aware of my heavier breathing and eventually gentle moaning as my climax built.
By the time Adam had gone flaccid enough that he slipped from my body's grasp, I had zoned out, head back, cooing and moaning as Adam, shifting his mouth from nipple to nipple from time to time, walked me down the path to a beautiful nipple orgasm; one that eventually came with a sharp intake of breath and a lifting of my body against Adam's lightly pressed weight upon me.
But Adam was still limp and I was still denied the feeling of his manhood doing its manly thing inside me.
I know. I know. That's not how it's meant to be. Us women are meant to saviour and praise receiving orgasm after orgasm by whatever means men do it after they come to properly understand that true vaginal orgasms are rare to non-existent.
And yet here I am lamenting Adam hasn't yet got it back up to give me the very sort of penetrative pounding that feminists dismiss as toxic masculinity. But deep down, sex is about more than contorting yourself into a hundred different positions to see if you can't trigger some erogenous zone you didn't even know you had.
In the end, biologically, it's about a man releasing his seed inside you. Whatever pleasures come from the big O, and I don't deny they are many, that basic biological fact generates, in me at least, a deep desire to experience a man - well specifically the man who is my chosen lover - building up to do just that. In fact it's more than a desire. It's a fundamental need; almost the primary directive of sexual intercourse.
I decided to take a more proactive approach to encouraging Adam's manhood to stand proud again.
As I dragged Adam's face up to meet mine to smother him in kisses for his efforts, I rolled us over bringing me on top. Then I sat on him cowgirl style, resting my hands on his strong chest muscles.
Locating his flaccid cock in my wet crease, I moved back and forwards on him, dragging it through my crease and in the process across my clit. I could feel it flip, first facing upwards and then down between his legs with every movement. Indeed, after the first couple of times, I could manoeuvre the flip process to maximise my own pleasure.
A pleasure only intensified after Adam decided my nipples had enough of a spell and were good to play with again.
I looked down on him. Adam had a broad grin on his face. At first looking - staring really - at my breasts and down along my stomach into my mound, Adam didn't notice my gaze being upon him. But when he glance up, our eyes locked.
I grinned back at him, bending down to kiss him...
"Is it working for you?"
"It feels nice, but not yet. What about for you?"
"Yea well, that the problem. It feels rather nice. Too nice really. I might come again before I get you up."
"Come all you'd like. I love watching you come."
I wasn't kidding about it being too nice. I was using Adam flaccid cock to stimulate my clit. The whole thing was wet and slippery with my juices and his cum and the harder I worked to stimulate Adam, the more I aroused myself.
Ironically, it was as my first moan of arousal caused Adam to focus on the fact I was now more stimulating myself than him, that I felt the first stiffening of his manhood. Initially it simply resisted being flopped back and forwards as I slid my crease along it; remaining instead drawn up along his stomach.
Then within moments, it had filled, stiffened and straightened out to a full erection.
But for me it was in a sense, too late. I was already moaning up a storm on the brink of my orgasm. The harder, stiffer erection merely increased the stimulation each movement gave me. I set aside what little temptation there was to bring it into my body and instead went for the finish.
A moment later I was shaking and shuddering with my face into the pillow alongside Adam's head, my hand down between my legs desperately trying to position Adam's manhood to penetrate me to enjoy the pleasure of having the last of my orgasmic contractions bear down on it.
As my climax finished, I signalled for Adam to roll over to put himself on top.
He wasn't lacking any willingness to do so.
He lifted himself up on out stretched arms with his legs outside mine. In no hurry for him to finish, I gripped him lightly as he started thrusting. I deliberately didn't make direct eye contact with him, knowing he'd enjoy himself more if he was left to stare down at my breasts and the rest of the body he was making love to without feeling guilty about it.
Instead I found my own pleasure in letting my gaze wander from his firm pecs, to his taut stomach and even down to where our bodies met and I'd get an occasional glimpse of the base of his shaft as it slid out of me; priming itself for another thrust.
I had my man doing what a man does. In polite society we might say he was making love to me. But 'making love' is such a woozy, undescriptive word. It means nothing and invokes no sexualised passion.
Somehow the act of a man passionately, excitedly thrusting himself to an orgasm lacks a proper descriptive word in the English language. Banging away? Pounding? Both it seems, are associated with toxic masculinity, maybe even violence, although are far more descriptive.
'Thrusting?' Really? Is that the best our language can do? No, it's too adjectival even if it is a verb. It just lacks, well, any real sense of excitement.
I'm going to use pounding but bring to it a positive evocation. It is what, more than anything else I'd been missing and yearning for the last two years. To have a man, a man to whom I felt a powerful sense of physical and intellectual attraction, passionately, excitedly and even lovingly pounding me. His engorged hardness inside me doing the job it was designed for; to stimulate itself to a release. All while my body does its job; my vagina providing the necessary stimulation and a receptacle for that release while my external physicality makes a statement to the man of my feminine, nubile fecundity declaring my worthiness to be impregnated by him; precautions of course in this modern day and age ensuring that no actual impregnation occurs. Well, not yet anyway.
The hand I had on his cute butt encouraged him without making any demands as to pace or firmness. I wanted him to be in uninhibited control. I wanted to see what he liked and how he did it.
I could sense him trying to stimulate me at the point of maxim penetration; grinding his pubis momentarily into my mound looking for contact with my clit.
It was not without effect and my own arousal was building. But that was just as much due to the sense of fulfilment and vicarious excitement as I watched Adam build to his own climax.
His initial hums of pleasure had transmogrified into grunts of effort tinged with a touch of arousal.
As his voice told me his excitement was building, he drew his knees up under his haunches to take the weight of his lower body while his arms supported his upper body, leaving him gliding effortlessly over me as he kept up the pounding.
I could feel him using his new position to drop his hips between my now further apart legs, bring the thrusts into a slightly upward direction, gently raking my already sensitised g spot each time. Then at maximum penetration, his pubis would now ride up over my mound providing a more prolonged stimulation of my clit; more so as he then screwed and circled himself around momentarily at full penetration before withdrawing for the next one.
'Oh god', I thought, he was doing it again. If he kept it up I was going to come; unless he came first.
The die was cast when he lowered himself to just off my chest so that his chest rubbed and circled my nipples with each movement; nuzzling my neck and cheek as he did it.
He'd been thrusting - sorry pounding - away for maybe five minutes. Clearly enjoying himself, but not yet showing signs he was about to come. Barely two minutes after he started doing what he now was doing, I was moaning and quivering up a storm.
I gripped him more tightly, almost embarrassed how easy it was for him to trigger me to an orgasm and thinking it better if we finished closer to each other.
I could tell it had an immediate effect on him as the tone of his grunts changed to more a prolonged moan.
In the final moments of my excitement, I couldn't hold back. Lifting my hips slightly, I was all but throwing my crotch at him; rapidly plunging his manhood deeper and harder into me in almost a frenzy of excitement, while the hand on his butt encouraged him to almost manic efforts.
If my orgasm didn't exactly catch him by surprise, my body's reaction to it certainly did. As it exploded, my hips involuntarily threw themselves up, almost lifting him off the bed as my vagina clamped tightly against him.
It was too much for him. With a bellowing groan, I sensed him come; the pulsing and throbbing of his manhood lost in the frantic throes of my own orgasmic contractions, but the desperate final thrusts and prolonged loud moans unmistakable indications of his own pleasurable release.
We writhed, thrust and shuddered against each other's bodies in what was almost a fight for orgasmic dominance, the best fight of all, until we lay spent and exhausted side by side, our bodies intertwined and his still hard manhood buried as deeply inside me as Adam could push it.
We lay there, both panting with our exertions. I played with Adam's hair with one hand while my other arm embraced him. On a hormonal high after such a performance and multiple orgasms, I was almost overwhelmed by his manly presence over my body. It's warmth. It's strength. It's still firm manly appendage that pleasurably continued to loiter inside my body.
We nuzzled and pashed some more. Not the frantic, tongue swallowing pashing we started with. Now a more gentle, romantic interaction.
Somewhere in that, Adam rolled us both over, leaving me on top, encouraging me to let my full weight bear down on him. His hands now free, he explored the length of my body with them; caressing me, stroking me, sometimes sexually teasing me as he brushed across or within erogenous zones.
It was bliss. I wished we could somehow fall asleep like that. That I could just spend a night of erotic dreams so intimately intertwined with his body.
But reality crept in. Before we slept, a multipurpose visit to the bathroom was required.
As we settled back in bed, I encouraged him to spoon against me; setting us up for a night of big spoon, little spoon reversing positions; interspersed with times of romantic face to face cuddles.
I'm a late sleeper; more so after a big night. It was obvious from last weekend that Adam was not. Nor for that matter had Trent been.
In the early days of our relationship when he was a weekend visitor - when such things seem to matter more and I felt guilty about falling back into a sleep and leaving him pacing my house by himself for another hour - when the half-awake me sensed Trent awake alongside me, inevitably with a rampant morning glory, I'd cuddle up to him, slip his manhood into my body, sometimes lie on top of him, and quickly surrender myself back to whatever sleep I could persuade to overtake me.
My posture and countenance was usually enough to suggest to him that I wasn't seeking some sort of high energy sex; or indeed, in its fullest sense, any sex at all.
It worked in the sense. It was enough of an incentive for Trent to usually just continue to lay there with me. Sometimes I'd awake properly to find Trent gone, but on enquiry discovered he'd loitered with me for a considerable and not unpleasant time before a dead arm or other need had taken him from my bed. Sometimes - but much less often - I'd be awoken as the prolonged penetration had stimulated Trent to the point he was about to cum and had started micro thrusting me to provoke the final release.
And then sometimes I'd awake to find him still there inside me; and while I didn't need to do that, I'd wrap him up in my arms, grip him tightly inside me and slide him in and out of my body until I'd relieved him of his morning erection and drained his balls yet again.
There were benefits for me in such an arrangement.
The first were the highly erotic dreams and sensations I'd experienced if I did manage to fall back into a full ream sleep like that; over and on top of the extra guilt free sleep.
The second was more subtle.
Evidently prolonged non thrusting penetration generates a whole lot of interesting vaginal secretions. One sort of glues the top of the men's penis in place. Not like araldite; it's a bit more of a breakable binding than that. But it is one that I've felt occur.
But that is just a first step to a more interesting one in the form of copulins that are attracted to seminal fluid such as pre-cum. It seems they can travel down a man's shaft, into his gonads and from there into his blood stream and up to his hypothalamus in his brain. Lodging there, they persuade a man to think, how to put this, more in the way the woman would like him to think without him even knowing he's doing it.
Now I'm not evil, but are more than happy to use whatever tools nature put in a woman's armoury to attract the man I want to attract.
Apparently it's nearly half a cup of the stuff a woman can pour down the guy's shaft over fifteen minutes. And it works better if the woman is on top. Who would have though a morning cuddle could achieve such ends?
So when the following morning I sensed Adam once again start to stir into wakefulness and plan his exit from the bed at an hour that was way too early for me, I turned towards him, wrapped him up in a cuddle, rolled on top of him, slipped him fully into my body, let out a little hum as I gently kissed his cheek and let my head settle into the pillow alongside his and pretended to fall asleep again. Well, pretended for as long as it took for me to actually fall asleep again - which wasn't long.
What Adam thought of that is hard to say. After all I was asleep for most of the time. All I know is that I was awoken by a groan in my ear and the feeling of an erection pulsing and throbbing deep inside my body as it sprayed cum against my cervix. And when I groggily looked at the clock it was some fifty minutes since I'd put it there.
Well, of that and the highly erotic dreams I'd had in that fifty minutes, including that I'd dreamt of climaxing.
What I did find over breakfast was that Adam had heard me moan something in my sleep quickly followed by the feeling of contractions pummelling his buried shaft. It had sort of triggered him, although, having the process set off and create an undeniable need for him to drop a load, he admitted to mini thrusting to complete his orgasm.
But that simply was the start of a weekend I got to share with Adam. Knowing we'd be together, both of us had cleared our work schedules.
The challenge was always to be able to plan what to do with him. It was tempting to let it simply slide into a fuck feast. Very tempting for me.
But we also needed to get to know each other better and I didn't want to come away from the weekend slut shaming myself again.
It was peak summer and I lived five blocks from Manly Beach; so a day at the beach seemed like a good start.
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Sex.
Sex.
Sex.
That's all I've been able to think about since my first date with Cath.
Not the word, not even just the concept. Far more viscerally than that. Vignettes of what we shared and what we might share. In full colour and surround sound. Erection inducing mental pictures of me thrusting vigorously while looking down at her glorious body, of me sucking her out until she cums in a massive hip throwing orgasm or just of me drooling over that sexy swollen and clearly aroused mons of hers, the tiny, flimsy, tautly drawn bikini pants I'm about to remove not quite able to cover the flawless flesh that arcs so artistically and sensuously off her mound before curving up to her thighs.
Cath has permeated my dreams and my every waking moment. It's like an obsession. It is an obsession.
I'd never felt so randy, so in need of making love to a woman, as I had in the week after that date.
You can joke that sex is all that any man ever thinks of. But this takes it to a whole new level.
Just talking to her on the phone each night I got that feeling of my cock starting to swell with an inflow of blood. I spent the lunch we shared in the city on Tuesday with a three quarter mongrel in my pants the whole time; wondering, wishing if there was somewhere we could go to make out if only I had the courage to ask her.
Even in her work clothes, she was stunning. Just a plain, white professional blouse, unbuttoned as far as was possibly appropriate in a professional context; just that tiniest little hint of a cleavage display.
But beautifully tailored so that the shape of her breasts and the slim waist below it were almost sculptured into it; the dimple of a hardened nipple pushing out through both her blouse and the bra under it suggesting maybe I wasn't the only one affected by our mutual presence.
And the black skirt she wore with it, sheathed against her body, letting me see every curve of her hips and wiggle of her cutest of butts and admire the gorgeous legs that emerged from under the hem that fell half way down her thighs.
I spent the lunch immersed in the physical and mental pleasure of her company; laughing, exchanging banter, sharing views, even teasing each other. And aroused. Heavily aroused.
And after lunch, even when I got the physical arousal back under control, I was on the high of being emotionally aroused for the rest of the day.
On Friday, when she came back to my place to get changed for the dance night and emerged in that little black sheath dance dress of hers, it took every ounce of self-control not to ask her if we could have sex there and then. It drove me wild with desire and aroused me on the spot; an arousal that stayed with me for the rest of the night until we got back to her place and we could finally surrender to our - well, at least my - desires.
That little black dress has much to answer for. The plunging neckline which let her perky braless breasts all but spill out of it, the split down both sides, showing a three inch gap with the front and back held together by nothing more than half a dozen thin straps that left you wondering what was supporting her panties or even whether she was wearing any at all, the micro mini length which highlighted the shapely legs that appeared from below it; legs that, in the words of an old school friend, 'seemed to go all the way up to her arse'. And as, whether through a perception of cold on what was actually a warm night or - I have trouble believing it - because of her own arousal, her nipples pushed out the stretch material into a matching pair of volcanic cones, my desire and arousal almost felt like it would boil over on the spot into a premature ejaculation.
I'm in my early 30's. It's not meant to be like this anymore. That sort of uncontrolled reaction is for 18 year olds. I'm meant to have control over these things, not get aroused in public because of some unbelievably cute and sexy woman.
And what I really have trouble believing it that this gorgeous woman is seemingly attracted to me.
I mean, not only does she have a 12 out of 10 figure - she's got to get extra points for some of her more sexualised features such as those lovely puffy areolas that rise in the shape of an eroded volcano cone to project her hardened nipples even further, that stunning swollen mound and, for a thinist like me (as I have been playfully accused by Kate as being because of my preference for thinner women), breasts and curves that are just slightly exaggerated for one so slender - but the most beautiful, engaging and warm face, doe like eyes, flawless skin and long, honey blonde hair that goes all the way down her back.
And that's just the physical side of her. OMG, she's smart, funny, empathetic, confident, playful and tolerant (of me, no less) to boot.
I've never got an erection dancing with a woman in public before (as opposed to a bit of naked foreplay dancing with Kate), but every minute I'm dancing with Cath it seems like I have a full boner; not helped in the slightest when she gets in close, wraps her mound around it and proceeds to quietly rub herself up and down on it. It's taken all my effort not to cum.
By the time we got home to Cath's place on that second date night, my manhood was ready to burst. I knew I should have wanked at home the night before to clear my pent up frustration, but it seemed like such a second rate thing to have to do when all week I'd been dreaming of burying my manhood in Cath and making beautiful love to her.
But it was all too much. By the time I'd drooled and lusted over her body and those tiny black panties that had finally revealed themselves and I'd fingered and sucked her to multi-orgasms - the second of which had her throwing herself about like a mad woman - I knew, just knew, I wasn't going to last long. I hadn't even fully penetrated her before, like an inexperienced beginner, I went off. All that build-up meant it might have been a good one, a monster in fact, but the lost opportunity for some prolonged thrusting was devastating; at least until Cath made it clear she was willing to wait for me to recover for some more.
What followed was beautiful. Maybe the best sex I'd had until that date. A prolonged turn of pleasuring my shaft in her warm, wet snatch as I gazed down at the beautiful woman laid out under me. To cap it all, she climaxed just before I did. What a fantastic ending to the night.
And then, the following morning, when I woke early and she, half awake, rolled on top of me, penetrated me into her and promptly fell back asleep, leaving me inside her, enjoying her vagina's warm embrace of my manhood while her sensuous body, enhanced by the gentle rise and fall of her breath, rested on top of me, like she'd left it for me to look after while she was away.
One hand was on her cute little butt while the other rested in the small of her back, while her long hair draped itself over my right shoulder and her firm breasts poked provocatively into my chest.
I was in heaven; at least until the shear erotic pleasure of it all caused my manhood to start to brew up, and I was eventually unable to resist the temptation to micro thrust it, or at least rock and screw it about to pleasure it. She suddenly moaned in her sleep in my ear and I felt the contractions of her orgasm pummel my already sensitive shaft. That did it. I erupted uncontrollably, filling her with whatever cum my balls had managed to fill up with after the previous night.
As guilty as I felt, like I had breached her trust by cumming in her, Cath was unperturbed.
Being so close to the beach and it being the middle of summer, much of our Saturday was planned as revolving around it. Cath didn't make it any easier for me to stop thinking about sex with what she wore. It was the same bronze coloured mesh dress as the previous week. Under it she wore a bikini on a lovely burnt orange colour, one that very much suited her clear light olive skin.
It's style was much the same as her others; what you might these days call the 'influencer style', by which I mean a stringy slide tri top where the triangles are so small that if you tie it down to the base of the breast, the nipples are exposed, so you have to tie it mid breast instead. Likewise, the bottom was much the same style as she wears under her dance dresses; very low waisted with a small, rectangular front that barely covers her mound and a back triangle that's generously called Brazilian, but only because, as far as I can tell as a mere male, the concept of a Brazilian back has shrunk even further over the last few years.
And, unlike some influences, all of it in thin, taut material that disguises little to nothing of what's underneath, rather than a more ruched texture. Cath is clearly not ashamed to display what's she got and, except for the difficulty it presents me in keeping a boner out of my pants, she has every right to be like that.
My outfit for the morning was governed by the circumstances; namely the likelihood of having a boner in my pants most of the day.
Last week I'd made the mistake of just going to the beach with her in board shorts (boardies in Australia) commando; like I normally would. Big mistake. Big, big mistake. Made of light, fine, stretch, quick drying material, even a half mongrel stood out like a sore toe.
Loose fitting, without anything under them, your manhood sort of goes wherever it wants to. Flaccid, it tends to point off down one of the legs of your boardies; all very well until it starts to turn boner like. Suddenly it's like someone stuck a truncheon up the leg of your pants. Either it gets caught in the material and pushed straight outward, or grows down your leg until it emerges from the bottom of the legs seam, or a bit of both. What it doesn't do it tuck itself neatly and indiscreetly out of the way.
Fooling around in the water with Cath last week, it grew out the leg hem of my boardies; much to her amusement. She slid the hem of the pants up its length, exposing my erection (fortunately under the water) with the pants holding it down to project out horizontal. The as we pashed, she rubbed her crotch along it.
All very nice you might think until we decided to exit the water and I've got this unhidable projection. Sure, I could tuck it back in - sort of - but that might hide the naked flesh, it doesn't make it any less obvious what's in there.
And waiting in the water for it to go down is all but futile when Cath is standing on the shore doing everything she can to visually tease me.
So this week I'd brought the speedo like racing briefs I normally keep for doing laps in North Sydney Pool to wear underneath. Hopefully, I thought, that would keep any boner tight against my body where it will be less obvious under the boardies.
For what little frolicking in the water we did do, Cath seemed a bit disappointed by the more restricted access. But I was thankful for it when I exited the water.
The surf was a bit more boisterous this week. So the prolonged period we spent pashing out the back wasn't really able to be duplicated. Instead we interspersed body surfing with lying out on the beach.
Although it bothered her not the slightest, it would be fair to say Cath's bikini had some limitations for body surfing. The top rarely stayed on her breasts in the turbulence of the waves she caught and the end of every ride had her readjusting them back onto her exposed breasts as she stood up. On a beach where topless bathing is tolerated, that was more a matter of attitude than a problem; and Cath's attitude was certainly chilled.
As for her pants getting nearly stripped down to her thighs every time she got caught by a dumper, well I suppose it happens and again Cath dealt with it like it was no big deal even if it stirred my loins no end.
Laying out on the beach was a different matter - for me. With Cath's chilled nipples on high beam pushing up the material of her thin top and a camel toe running though her pants where they covered her mons bulge and down on through her crotch, those speedos I had on under my boardies preformed a critical function if I wasn't going to have to spend all my time lying face down with a boner making a grove in the sand. Teased by what the bikini highlighted, I was starting to obsess about sex again and it was having a definite effect on certain parts of my body.
Despite our best intentions, we only got until after lunch before it all became too much. We were back lying on the beach in full public view when Cath bent over me and we started pashing. Normally that's no big deal. I've pashed on the beach before and others do it all the time. Yea, I might have felt a little bit of a pleasurable blood flow into my cock as I'd done it with other women, but not generating anything to be concerned about. In a way, mortification about a public boner was usually enough to keep it settled, however gorgeous or amorous the woman was.
And yes, when I've seen younger guys start pashing with their girlfriends on the beach, I and everyone around them, has seen the guy growing and obvious and embarrassing boner; sometimes with them being to engrossed in their erotic interactions to care about it.
But this was Cath. At first I just enjoyed the interaction, kissing her passionately one arm embraced her back, playing with the lower string tie of her bikini top and the other wrapped itself into the small of her back and slipped itself just under the waistband of her bikini pants.
But any sense that I could control the situation soon evaporated. Caught off guard, with my manhood having settled projecting forwards inside my speedos as we walked back from the café, the erection she induced rose near vertically off my prone body, the speedos trapping it at that angle whereas the boardies alone might have let if flop down. Now I was no better than the inexperienced beginner, but of an age where I was mortified by my display.
All I could do was roll towards her, hiding my boner against her stomach...
"I think we might have to take this back to your place."
With my almost unyielding boner pushed deeply into the flesh of her stomach, I knew she was only teasing when she replied...
"What, all you can think about is sex is it?"
Still, defensively, I wasn't willing to admit all I really wanted to do was fuck her, but I had to whisper the response...
"We don't have to have sex, but I'm a bit old to be displaying full wood on a public beach."
"But if I get up, that's exactly what you'll be displaying."
"You noticed. I'll roll onto my stomach and try and readjust it to be less obvious so that the overhang of my t shirt will hide it until it settles."
"What makes you think I'll let it settle?"
"Optimism."
"Completely unjustified I'm afraid. Would you like me to induce you to cum so that it sags back to normal?"
She started moving her stomach just enough to rub my erection up and down, as if displaying her intentions.
"Really? Is 'sags' the best you could come up with as a description of what happens? In any case I think that might be a bit obvious. We might be best sticking with plan A."
"Spoil sport."
Cath cooperatively slid sideways off me at a pace that let me roll over as she did so, she and I both ending up face downwards on our towels alongside each other. There was no subtle way of doing what I had to do next. I put my hand under my body and readjusted my erection to lay up against my stomach.
With the knowledge of a real prospect of more sex back at Cath's place now on the table, I'd need to stay lying face down on the beach for half the afternoon for the thing to go back down. I rolled over and quickly sat up with my knees up to my stomach to hide what evidence of my arousal was still visible; reaching for my t shirt.
As I pulled the t shirt on, I pulled it down over the top of my boardies to hide the big bulge that the tip of my erection left there, then loitered, still sitting knees up as Cath stood up and pulled her mesh dress over her bikini and picked up her towel.
Cath nipples were pushing noticeably large cones of the orange material of her bikini top through the mesh. And from where I still sat on the ground, I had an upskirt view - although given it was a micro mini beach dress which only came down to her crotch, there wasn't much 'up' in the upskirt view - of the camel toe through the front and gusset of her bikini pants. She was right. It wasn't readily going to settle and Cath hadn't even started on whatever tease was implied by her words.
By cowardly holding my towel nonchalantly draped over my arm in front of me, I got back to Cath's place without being arrested or called out for some other breech of social norms, notwithstanding Cath's best efforts to use her body's sexual appeal to keep me hard and her playfulness to deprive me of my towel.
Almost appalled by my sexual desperation in her presence, as she opened the door and led the way into her unit, I tried to casually follow; as if we might share a cup of tea before one of us suggested we retire to the bedroom to negotiate consent for what might follow. So I headed into the bathroom to drape my damp towel over the edge of the bath.
Cath was having nothing of such control. As I faced the bath, her scrunched up towel flew past me into the bath and her arms were around me undoing the string tie on my boardies before ripping them down to my thighs where they'd drop to the floor and the t shirt was pulled over my head and discarded as roughly as her towel.
As my body seemed momentarily unmolested by her, I turned to find her puling the mesh dress over her own head. As she threw it past my shoulder, she threw herself upon me; grinding the camel toe through the bikini pants trying to cover her mons firmly against the erection that stood proud in my speedos.
As was almost becoming a habit in her house, I found myself dragged into the bedroom as Cath backed up, still grinding herself on my erection, while we passionately kissed. As her knees came against the bed, she sat on it with me still standing in front of her.
Pulling the drawstring on my speedos, she unsheathed my erection from its Spandex covering by pulling the waistband over it and peeling them down my legs; leaning forward to plant a string of kisses down the length of my shaft before she fondled my balls.
She looked cheekily up at me...
"They seem full again. We'd better empty them."
Holding my hand in one of hers, she shuffled backwards on the bed until her feet were on it, then pulled me forward until I was kneeling on the bed between her spread apart legs. As she stared up at my eyes, her free hand undid first the top and lower tie strings on her bikini top and then the two hips tie strings on her bikini pants.
As the previously taut material slackened in their covering of her erogenous areas, she flopped back on the bed.
From her now prone position, she looked playfully up at me as she lifted up both her arms towards me as if calling for me to move forward to be embraced by her...
"Well young man, come and give me a good fucking."
Any momentary hesitation wasn't due to a lack of willingness and interest on my part. The full hard erection was enough to attest to that. Simply this wasn't the script for sex I was used to. Where's the foreplay? Where's stimulating her to an orgasm before I do my missionary position thing that all the books tell me isn't all that stimulating for most women?
A quick look down to where the front of her bikini pants had sagged down between her legs far enough to expose her vulva and vagina told me she was aroused enough for penetration.
Before I looked like a complete idiot, I thought I'd better do as I was told.
I eased myself down on top of her and into her embrace; pulling the loose front of her pants down to let it and the untied strings that previously draped across her upper thighs fall onto the bed between her legs. Almost anxiously, Cath grabbed my manhood and directed it into her receptive sex. I jerked my hips gently upwards as I pushed myself fully in and reached a position over her that facilitated full penetration.



Moving my legs outside hers and bring them up partly under my haunches so I could support most of the weight of my lower body off hers, I slowly withdrew and thrust my anxious manhood back into her, letting out a little moan of pleasure as I did.
I wasn't in any hurry to blow my load. I wanted this to last as long as it could.
Laying along the top of her body with my upper body weight supported on my elbows, I slowly and repeatedly withdrew and pushed myself back in, grinding and screwing my pubis against her mound each time I pushed firmly back in to full penetration. All the while my upper body circled her chest, drawing circles on my chest with her projecting nipples as I nuzzled her neck.
Cath's mewling gave me some indication I was doing something right, even if I wasn't sure I was effectively stimulating her in a way that would give her an orgasm.
It was heavenly; the warm embrace of my manhood inside Cath's body, teasing it and exciting it with every movement, the sensuous feeling of her chest, and even of her legs against mine, the wonderful perfume of her natural body's wafting into my nostrils as my head buried against her neck, the fantastic feeling of her soft, gentle hands stroking my back and butt.
It was one of those lovely love making sessions where your bodies seems to merge and you become as one.
But after maybe five minutes of that, her breasts beckoned. Arching my back up, I brought my head over her right breast and took the jutting nipple into my mouth, sucking on it as I rubbed its length with my tongue.
Cath's reaction was instant and profound. She moaned audibly, while lifting her hips and grinding herself firmly down against my pubis as I held myself at full penetration against her.
If it had that sort of reaction on her, I figured I'd better keep at it. I stroked her nipple faster with my tongue while sliding my right hand up to tease her left nipple, all while jerking my fully penetrated shaft and my pubis rapidly against her grinding mons.
Cath's moans became louder as I could feel her straining thighs quivering in excitement.
That just encouraged me to try harder. I jerked even more firmly into and against her, pulsing my shaft least the surge of my erection against the front wall of her vagina that caused somehow added to her pleasure.
I would never be sure exactly what it was that worked, but as her moans changed to a...
"OOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhh..."
Cath's head sunk back into the pillow, the grinding of her hips became extreme in its firmness and changing from a circling motion to a series of almost violent jerks and her sex pummelled my shaft with its contractions.
I let her body show me its needs and responded as best as I could interpret them as her orgasm ran its course.
As she settled back onto the bed, I was far from finished. Cath might be capable of giving me a hard on with her mere presence, but well emptied balls still give me better endurance.
I lifted myself up on to outstretched arms, all the better to look down on her nubile, fecund body as I made love to it.
With Cath's encouragement I still felt I could take my time. She was griping me just enough, without the clamping grip I can sometimes take as an indication a woman wants me to finish and the hands she mainly held on my butt - when she wasn't stroking my chest hairs - were full of support for what I was doing without seemingly demanding a change.
The minutes continued to tick on and I was in a state of complete bliss. My shaft was warm and sensitive, without yet boiling into a point of no return condition. Every plunge and withdrawal of my shaft produced a wonderful feeling of manly pleasure. The sight of Cath's body under me blew my mind with its womanly beauty.
Concerned about, well for want of a better word, boring Cath as I pleasured myself in her body, I tried to go back to a movement that might pleasure her more. Dropping my hips between her legs, I tried to thrust with more of an upward movement that might rake along her g spot, terminating in an action that sort of rode up over her mons, hopefully stimulating her clit at the same time.
It seemed to work. Cath's countenance seemed to me to change from being a mere willing receptacle for my well anticipated release to a woman in a state of increasing arousal. Humming at first, then moaning, she changed the angle of her hip to give herself a slightly different presentation to my thrusts and, more importantly in a way, gripped me a bit tighter.
But those latter two things quickly had an effect on my own performance. The changed angle found me heavily raking my shaft along her firm pelvic floor muscle as I withdrew and thrust back in and the firmer grip generally increased the feeling of pleasure my already well sensitised cock swam in as it immersed itself in her vagina.
I was hoping to outlast her and give her another orgasm. But it was not to be. A sudden, irresistible rush of overwhelming sexual ecstasy boiled my balls and had me blasting out my cum with a bellowing groan. I collapsed down on Cath, moaning in her ear until I had nothing more to give.
Normally I'd be in no hurry to withdraw; waiting until a flaccid cock left me no alternative before I surrendered the sensuous privilege of being inside her wondrous body. But Cath's arousal was calling. I rolled off her, quickly fingering her clit and sucking her nipple until I finished what I had previously started; having Cath throw her hips up and clamp my hand to her crotch in what seemed to me like a pretty good orgasm.
That was just the start of what turned out to be an afternoon of sexual indulgence.
Most of the time before dinner was spent in Cath's bed and as much of that time as my sexual endurance and refractory period would allow was spent with us joined as one by my manhood inside her body.
We stopped for an early evening meal at a nearby restrauent and returned slightly drunk to fall into an exhausted aroused but sound sleep cuddled up naked together, with not even a sheet covering our bodies on what was already a warm night before you even allowed for the heat of passion and proximity that our cuddling generated.
When I woke at my usual early hour on Sunday morning I was not surprised to find Cath still asleep. Even at this early stage of our relationship I've learned that's one significant difference between us.
She was facing me and close enough my morning glory was resting against her navel, leaking pre-cum into it, with one of her arms over my waist.
As I pondered whether to get up and if so, how to do it without disturbing her, something must have alerted her subconscious to the fact that I was awake. At best half-awake, if that, she shuffled forward to press hard against me, bent my manhood down between her legs and had me penetrate her, in something of a repeat of the previous morning. Then she seemed to drop back into a blissful sleep, this time without rolling on top of me.
I had to admit, it was one way to keep me occupied as she completed her night's repose. Any desire to get up evaporated as I enjoyed the capture of my manhood within her vagina and the press of her body against mine.
Instinctively, as she'd pressed against me, I'd put my upper arm over her waist and my lower folded along my chest where her lower breast was pushed into my hand.
Now I just had to lay still so as not to disturb her.
That was not to say there was no movement between our bodies. On her side with her torso pinned to the bed, the rise and fall of her breathing transmitted itself to me through the movement of her chest against mine; with my own breathing either compounding the movement or cancelling it, depending on how well it was synchronised. Her nipples, firm when they were first pushed against me, were now hard buttons delightfully imprinting themselves into the flesh of my chest.
As I lay there I became acutely aware of the fact her body was building a mucus connection between the wall of her vagina and my hard, pre-cum leaking shaft. The rise and fall of our breathing bodies might have created some micro movement of me inside her, but as far as her vagina was concerned, that didn't count. I could feel myself being glued inside her.
It was actually quite a pleasant sensation.
But it was hard - well, of course it was hard. How could it not be? But what I meant to say was it was hard to resist the temptation to more actively pleasure myself; indeed to interact with her body more sensuously; to draw her closer, to caress her back, even to let the hand that found itself where her hard lower nipple pushed against my chest, play with that jutting edifice more than by the little movements that were already irresistible.
But I behaved myself.
But certain parts of a male anatomy have a will of their own. After about three quarters of an hour, the mere copulatory pleasure of being inside Cath's beautiful body was starting to have an effect. It was brewing up. Even though I had absolutely resisted the micro thrusting I'd done the previous morning, if I did nothing, I was going to cum.
This morning routine of Cath's is an interesting one. But I still wasn't sure of the rules. Cath was dead to the world sleep wise and it just didn't seem right to come inside her when she was like that. Plus the previous morning it had woken her up.
Quickly running out of time for a decision, I gently withdrew from her; something that didn't help with the brewing process one iota. Then lifting my arm off her, I backed away from her until I basically crawled off the bed onto the floor, so as to minimise the bouncing of my exit.
From there I could quietly stand up and silently exit the room, displaying a very prominent erection well primed to deliver a load of cum at the slightest provocation.
Cath's living room curtains were open, exposing her room to as much of the world as had a view into the top floor of a three story walk-up apartment; which in crowded Manly was not an insignificant portion.
Figuring a fully aroused naked male was not the preferred sight of people waking this early in the morning and not wanting to risk waking Cath by rummaging in my bag in the bedroom, I went into the bathroom to put on the speedo racing briefs I'd rinsed and hung to dry after our swim yesterday.
It was an interesting sensation. Normally used only for lap swim training, the interaction of my sex life and these swim briefs until this weekend had been limited to admiring the cute butt of any young woman swimming ahead of me in my lane, or the breasts of those swimming toward me in an adjoining one. Nice, but not really any test for them.
Now as I slipped them on, I had to stretch the material of the low waisted pants over the top of my erection. The effect was interesting at the least and certainly somewhat stimulating. The material tightly sheathed the front half of my whole erection and the whole circumference of the top third of it where it extended over the waistband and pulled tightly down on the top. It also left my balls hanging out the legs elastic which had been pulled away from my legs to accommodate the length of my shaft.
Under my board shorts yesterday, I hadn't really noticed their effect.
That and the naked view of Cath I had through the bedroom door as she lay spreadeagled and uncovered on the bed ensured that not only was my erection not going to settle, the sense it would erupt at the smallest provocation continued.
I couldn't help myself. I wrapped my hand around the sheathed top of my erection and had it pleasurably surge and pulse in my hand. The temptation to jerk myself off was only just less than the far more interesting temptation to climb back into the bed, wake Cath up and hope she'd let me dump the load in her delightful snatch.
But I resisted both.
I boiled the jug and took a cup of instant coffee out onto the veranda, relying on the textured glass fence to hide the projection in my swimwear while allowing enough of the black colour of them to show through to reassure sticky beaks I was wearing something where it mattered, even if my top half was bare.
I'd barely leaned against the railing and taken my first sip when I sensed Cath behind me. She was stark naked. She teased...
"You abandoned me."
"I was about to burst and come inside you if I stayed and I didn't want to wake you."
As she came along side me, her breasts prominent as she leaned over the rail, she looked down, then reached down ...
"You're still fully rampant."
My erection surged to her touch as she ran her finger down its length
"Yes, well given its degree of excitement it got to and the view I had of a beautiful woman lying naked in the bed, its refusing to go anywhere."
"And is it still about to burst?"
I grinned at her...
"It feels like it."
In a patronising voice, she continued...
"You poor boy. We'd better do something about that."
She knelt beside me, using a grip on my shaft to turn me towards her. Then she peeled my speedos off the shaft, pulling the waistband down under my balls.
Gripping its base, she kissed down the length of my erection, sending into a spasm of surging, until she bent under and kissed my balls...
"It's a bit pongy from last might. But then, so am I. Still there's more than one way to pop a cork on an over shaken Champagne bottle."
Staring cheekily up at me she leaned forward, put my shaft vertically along the centre of her chest, then pushed her breasts together to embrace it, leaving only the tip exposed to my view of it.
I could feel my eyes roll back in my head with the pleasure of it; desperately trying to suppress the moan that would have escaped me but for the knowledge the neighbours below would certainly hear it. When I managed to open my eyes and get them to focus on Cath, I could see her looking up intently at my mouth as it formed itself for the 'oh's' and 'oo's' I was so desperately trying to contain.
Within moments I was starting to boil over.
Cath added...
"What about this..." as she pulled my shaft from between her breasts and held it steady as she played the hard jutting nipple of her right breast across the sensitive grove just under the bell of my shaft.
That did it. My shaft erupted, spraying cum all over the underside of her chin and her chest before it ran off down onto her breasts.
Cath pumped it dry and then stood up, hugging and kissing me, oblivious to her public exposure, and in the process managing to smear my sticky cum across both our chests, before pulling away momentarily to add...
"I think we should share a shower before we head out to breakfast."
But her words weren't matched by any immediate action. For a few moments I remained in her firm embrace of me as we furiously pashed, Cath circling her mons around my now flaccid manhood and clearly working herself into something of a sexual high. Eventually we disengaged, she took my hand and led me to the bathroom.
I removed my speedos while Cath ran the water, then dragged me in with her.
There's no point in showering with someone else if you're still going to soap yourself down. Cath took control, soaping me all over and in the most through way possible. She was in no hurry. Her hand movements across my body were far more of a caress than a scrub. And intimate. Very intimate. The time she took cleaning my manhood set new records, and probably more importantly from her point of view, commenced the process of it recovering its ability to respond to her provocation. She even insisted on washing my hair; a bit pointless when we'd be swimming in salt water before the day was out; but who was I to complain.
When she eventually surrendered control of the soap to me, she stood ramrod straight facing me, grinning like a Cheshire cat while I washed her front; strongly encouraging me to be no less through and intimate than she had been.
Her nipples were brought out to their jutting best and, as for between her legs, any residue of our recent activities was well and truly removed while I had more than enough time to determine by her body's reaction that she thoroughly enjoyed the cleaning.
As she turned to let me do her back, she bent forward, resting her hands on the wall as she twerked and circled her butt against my manhood.
It had been long enough since she'd popped my champagne cork on the veranda for my manhood to respond. Previously flaccid and hanging down, even if not entirely unresponsive, with her butt firmly against my pubis, it had nowhere to grow except up between her legs.
As it hardened and pushed firmly up into her crease, Cath held it in place with her finger as she started working it against her clit; her previous circling and twerking movement turning to one of rocking in a way that maximised its movement against her.
When I felt Cath trying to locate the tip of it into her vagina, but having difficulty because of its horizontal presentation, I bent my knees to provide more of an upward push to help her have me penetrate her.
She hummed in pleasure as my shaft immersed itself in her body.
By this stage any pretence of cleaning her had morphed into more blatantly sexual touching. My hands circled around her upper chest, playing with her nipples and making sure they stayed at their hardest most jutting best.
As Cath achieved the penetration she'd sought and placed her hand back on the wall, I moved one of mine down to finger her clit, at the same time adopting a stance behind her that I though maximised the likelihood I was firmly raking her g spot with the tip of my shaft as I thrust in and out of her.
It must have been working, because in little more than a minute, with little warning other than some heavy breathing, she came with a cry that echoed through the bathroom and very likely the rest of the apartment block.
I waited for some signal from her that I should slow down on stimulating her, but there wasn't one.
By this stage I wasn't even starting to warm up. Cath had just helped my endurance by dumping my morning load all over her chest and while her butt was gorgeous and the sight of her lithe slender back with her hair streaming down it something to die for, it just didn't have the same orgasm inducing effect as staring down at her breasts and beautiful face as I banged at her.
So while the feeling of my hard manhood slipping in and out of the warm, firm grip of her wet vagina was absolutely delightful, it was nowhere near boiling up.
So I just kept stimulating her, changing hands on her clit and nipple to stimulate the other nipple and restore it to rock hardness.
After that first orgasm, Cath became far more vocal about how she was feeling; and it was obviously good. That first cry settled into a pattern of continuous moans and groans.
It would be harder to guess how long it took to bring Cath to her second orgasm. Longer than the first, even adding in the time she'd spent rubbing her clit on my cock beforehand. But this one gave far more warning. The volume of her moans increased and she started moving against me in a way that signalled she wanted the tempo of my thrusting to be much faster than before.
In the last few moments her thighs started quivering with increasing intensity until it seemed like there was almost a violence about it.
Her orgasm hit her hard. Another cry like the first, but her body collapsed under its onslaught; her knees failing and only the support of my hand in her crotch and my shaft in her vagina seemingly stopping her from collapsing to the floor. And a gush of warm fluid in a place the shower stream wasn't reaching told me she'd squirted too.
The whole movement edged us closer to the wall until it was basically a case of her being pressed against it. And yet still there was no signal for me to stop stimulating her.



I was still fingering her clit and tweaking her nipples. Whether our now more upright stance with her pressed against the wall reduced my stimulation of her g spot or increased it, I didn't have a clue. All I knew is that Cath seemed to have reached some sort of state of near perpetual orgasm as I banged away at her hard and fast with any faltering of my pace or firmness quickly corrected by Cath as she'd start pushing back against me in a way that reset me back to hard and fast.
Cath's orgasmic excitement had become contagious. I was now starting to boil up. Those pleasurable tendrils that invade your cock in the final moments were having a field day with my shaft. Wonderfully nice; but too nice. You want them to go on forever but they presage the end of it.
It's always a dilemma as to whether you slow things down to try and draw out the pleasure or go at it harder and faster in some sort of expectation that it will make for a bigger explosion when you cum.
I chose the latter; the bellowing vocalisation of my excitement and efforts even drowning out Cath's in those last few moments. And then, just at the right moment, I froze, enjoying the full feeling of my seed rushing up my completely buried shaft, to blast itself against Cath's cervix; rope after glorious rope of it, causing me to moan loudly in Cath's ear as I pressed my body against her, my face over her shoulder against the wall.
As I stopped, I felt the final contractions of whatever one of Cath's orgasms she was at that moment experiencing squeeze out the final drops of my cum in one last moment of exquisite pleasure.
We stood there, both our knees wobbling in a sudden onset of weakness, but reluctant to disengage while my still hard manhood filled her.
As I softened, I withdrew, freeing Cath to spin in my arms and consume my face in passionate kissing, her lithe naked body twisting and turning itself against me in her sexual high.
I reached across to turn off the water flow, leaving us standing there is the shower, dripping wet, our bodies merged into a single writhing mass as we madly pashed.
Slowly our hormonal driven, post sex passion burnt itself out. Cath whispered into my mouth as we kissed...
"I suppose we should go out and get some breakfast."
We dried each other with as much attention to detail as we'd soaped each other with and I watched, already in semi aroused fascination, as Cath pulled on the same tiny bikini pants as she'd worn yesterday, being careful to centre to small rectangular front piece over the rise of her mound, and then tied the equally tiny top onto her shapely breasts.
This time she wore over it a translucent white linen sundress, deeply plunging at the front and only falling down as far as her upper thighs; barely below her crotch.
The speedos had served their purpose yesterday of helping containing the visible sign of any arousal on my part under my boardies and hadn't been rendered too gross to wear by the morning's activities and so they got another run under the same boardies. Together with a clean t shirt they made my proposed outfit for the day.
I had to admit though, while we were both dressed in typical Australian beach wear, Cath's outfit had far more elegance about it than mine. On Cath indeed, it looked rather modelesque.
At least the intensity of the pre-breakfast sex let me enjoy the breakfast out with her without having an erection in my pants, however drop dead gorgeous she looked sitting across the table. Mind you we might have scandalised those sitting next to us as we joked and laughed about the morning's carnal activities. That included an instruction from Cath that if she puts me in there, then I can cum in there; regardless of how asleep she is at the time.
Thinking it would reduce the sexualised playfulness that comes from frolicking in the water together, I gladly acceded to Cath suggestion I help her with a bit of shopping for casual wear with a walk around the boutiques of Manly.
It didn't help much; mainly because every garment she tried on and asked me to comment on (and all the ones she purchased) basically flaunted her figure to its sexualised best.
They were mainly in the category of summer casual sheath dresses; always with spaghetti string shoulders, a revealing cleavage and micro mini length, at least on Cath's tall slender figure. Basically something you can - or at least should - only wear over a bikini.
Cath always took off the bikini top she was wearing to display each garment to me, leaving nipples on high beam and her perky breasts all but spilling over the cleavage line, complementing the rest of the way the short sheath dress flattered her figure and legs. And here I was expected to comment with an intelligent (as opposed to carnally inspired) judgment and without growing a boner in my pants while looking at her. I failed every time on both accounts.
Her bikini shopping went no better. Bikinis seems to be shrinking by the day; at least the ones Cath looks at. The ones she tried on always left a line of her existing bikini bottom, hygienically left underneath, exposed; meaning the mons coverage the new ones would offer was even more minimal than the existing ones. Same for bum and tit coverage too.
I couldn't wait to see her dressed in the two new ones she purchased.
Lunch followed; just a finger food takeaway, flirtatiously eaten by feeding each other.
When we settled at the beach for the afternoon, I sort of resolved that, to stop the whole weekend being just a fuck feast, it shouldn't end in sex. I nice passionate, end of day 'goodbye', but not sex. It was probably just the idealistic prude coming out in me.
That and the fact I had to acknowledge I'd fallen head over heels in love with Cath and I didn't want our relationship completely defined by my need for sex with her.
The resolution was well and truly broken. I had a boner in my pants from the moment Cath stripped off her sun dress and down to her bikini. As we frolicked in the water or pashed on the beach, it was all I could do not to strip her and take her where she was, my cock was aching so badly.
But clearly I wasn't the only one feeling randy and determined not to finish our weekend together without one last fuck; or as it turned out, a couple of them.
As we got back to her place and she again sat on the bed, pulled all the tie strings on her bikini and presented herself to the already naked me, kneeling between her legs, for the taking, my erection was surging in randy anticipation.
But again I felt guilty that she had me take her in the leg outside missionary position without me giving her an orgasm first, or indeed any foreplay other than the intense pashing that got us to the bedroom and us both stripped down to nothing more than her climax inducing bikini.
But that's what Cath asked for, it seems the faster and harder the better, and I'm not inclined to deny her. She tells me it's me being a man for her and that really turns her on, even if it doesn't guarantee her an orgasm.
I certainly enjoyed it. She got a good, long - for want of a more satisfactory word - pounding. My cock loved it, my eyes loved it as I looked down at her body rag-dolling under me and her breasts wobbling in empathy, and I loved it. All the more so because of the strength of my mind blowing climax as I emptied yet another load into her and ended up moaning into the pillow alongside her head.
Cath got excited. But didn't get there.
As I started to roll off her to finger her to a climax, Cath stopped me before I'd even got time to withdraw my still hard manhood. Bundling me up, she rolled us over putting her on top with me still penetrated in her.
And there she stayed, at first just slowly nuzzling my cheek as she squeezed her pelvic floor muscle around my manhood; seeming trying to slow its path to becoming flaccid. It worked too; or maybe it was just the delight of lying there penetrated into the most beautiful woman in the world as she gently caressed my very soul with her loving attention.
For maybe thirty delightful, languorous minutes we lay there like that, Cath nuzzling and caressing me while I stroked her back and patted her butt; with some light pashing thrown in as it took her mood.
Half way through that time, my manhood worked out where it was, that it liked it and decided to put on another full boner, however well drained my balls might have been. Cath can't but have noticed but effectively ignored it apart from making sure I was buried as deeply as she could get me and stayed there. And I was happy to go with the flow.
At the end of that time, she started to move back and forwards on me, generating a light touch thrusting movement. Not satisfied with that, she drew her legs up under her haunches and sat bolt upright on me, in a full cowgirl position, leaving my hard manhood pressed firmly against the front wall of her vagina and her hands resting on my chest.
Slowly at first, she did the equivalent of a rising trot on me, lifting herself up and easing herself down again. I could feel my unyielding erection, and especially the tip, raking firmly across where her g spot would be.
It didn't take long for Cath to show her enjoyment. Her eyes closed and her head lolled back as her mouth formed a silent 'O' as her breathing grew heavy.
With her clit open to my attentions, I reached down and started fingering it to increase her arousal.
But with her increasing arousal came an increase in tempo. As her rise and fall increased in speed I had the delightful sight of her breasts bouncing up and down, even if it became increasingly difficult to stay in contact with her rapidly moving clit.
The previously silent 'o' of her mouth quickly became less silent as she voiced her excitement with moans and grunts.
As she approached her orgasm, everything went into frantic overdrive.
Her previously rhythmic bounce became a cock breaking, body shaking, breast bouncing and crazed pounding of me. The moans and groans turned into neighbour disturbing cries. It was like she was going to explode.
And then she did explode. A loud final cry and she collapsed down on my chest, moaning loudly in my ear as her strong contractions pummeled my cock.
Tightening her grip on my manhood, she crazily thrusted it, twisted it and ground the base of it until she brought me to my own climax.
Oblivious to what the neighbours might see or think, she spent the rest of the afternoon naked as she pranced around her lounge room entertaining and feeding me, simply assuming I would do the same. By the time I had to get dressed to go, I had to tuck yet another erection into my pants.
She was still naked as she kissed me passionately goodbye on the threshold of the open door to her unit.
But we were both caught up at work in the pre-Christmas, end of year rush. Once again, mid-week interactions were out. I was squeezing things just to have spent a lazy weekend with Cath. Some long work nights were ahead of both of us. Friday, as always, was too far away.
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Sometime well after dawn the next day I awoke to find myself alone in the bed.
The previous day's long morning of wild sex in the great outdoors had momentarily sated our carnal appetites and, with the exception of one afternoon quickie, we'd spent the rest of the day enjoying the activities Evans Head and a cottage right on the beach had to offer us before collapsing exhausted into bed.
Naked and uncovered, our normal manner of sleeping together in warm weather, I rolled onto my back in a relaxed, slightly legs apart pose, to let me better enjoy the view of the azure ocean out of the beach facing picture window as I wondered what Adam was up to.
We knew we were leaving ourselves exposed by leaving the blinds open on this window both day and night. But it was too nice a view to block out. We were at the end of the street before the beach ran adjacent to bushland, so really only had the beach walkers to deal with. Not that they were in short supply. Three groups had walked past as Adam had been humping me yesterday afternoon. Fortunately only one group had looked our way and his reaction showed he got an eyeful of what was going on. Which just showed the tinting on the windows might have helped, but didn't offer complete privacy.
The question of where Adam was, was answered when he walked into the room carrying a cup of freshly brewed coffee for me.
But it wasn't what was in his hand that drew my attention.
All he had on were the leopard skin speedo like swim briefs he worn most of yesterday before they were rinsed and hung to dry last night. The one's with the deeply pouched front that at least provided some space into which to sling his enormous manhood.
Except they weren't slinging anything at that moment. Rather he was fully rampant. Best imagined in girth and length as two soft drink stacked one on top of the other, his erection had the tortured material stretched to the limit as it tightly sheathed the hard flesh that towered well over his navel.
The low waistband of the swimmers simply exaggerated the visual impression of his soaring manhood, the legs seams stretched well away from his thighs to let his balls almost hang out.
The sight, apart from arousing me, made me wonder yet again how my body was able to accept being penetrated by such an enormous thing and certainly justified the reaction of his two previous girlfriends who had closed their vaginas to him in sheer terror.
As he reached in to hand me the coffee, I took it in one hand while I slid the other up the gap in the leg seam and wrapped it around the hard flesh at the base of his shaft just above his balls.
It surged strongly in response, reminding me of the strength and power of his manhood that I found so sexy. It was a power that could shoot his cum two meters vertically on a good day and even had the pre-cum, that normally oozed copiously from the tip when we were fooling around, forcefully penetrate the stretched material and lightly spray my wrist as his manhood surged.
The fact of his arousal in my presence was nothing out of the ordinary, even if the size of it was. Still, I had to ask...
"What's this about?"
My jerking of his shaft as I asked left no doubt what 'this' referred to.
"I woke up with it and it doesn't seem to want to go down. Knowing you were lying naked on the bed didn't help, especially every time I walked past the door. It was a bit embarrassing when I had to sneak out with it to put the garbage in the bin. But it was smelling out the kitchen. I had to do it."
The garbage must have been really smelly to force him to take it out like that. The bin was down by the gate; a ten meter walk along a fully exposed path to get there. I could imagine him holding the bag unnaturally in front of him to hide the erection, probably instead making any passer-by wonder if he wasn't hiding complete nakedness. Certainly not circumstances in which you want to be engaged by a neighbour in conversation.
"Does it need emptying?"
Adam's eyes focused on my bare breasts, nipples already reacting to his presence, then glanced down to the space between my legs where I'm sure he could see in my raised mound how my labia had swelled and separated.
"It always seems to need emptying when you're about. But no, I didn't come in here with the coffee to throw myself down on you and relieve it. I'm sure there'll be time for that soon enough."
In letting the moment pass I had to ignore my own arousal as well as his. But I can't take the size of a cock like Adam's into me with a full bladder. That had to be emptied and the disgusting taste of my overnight mouth fixed before I felt ready for love making. And Adam was right, it would all be happening soon enough; not through any preplanning but just because we don't seem able to keep our hands off each other, especially while we are away like this.
I released Adam's manhood from my grasp and put the coffee on the bedside table as I sat up, Adam turning to leave with a...
"I'll make breakfast..."
As he walked away I had a good look at his butt. In looking for extra material to accommodate his erection, the swimmers had been drawn tightly into his butt crack; more like a woman's Brazilian, butt hugging bikini bottom. It was a cute look. I could see why men were attracted to them on women.
I ducked into the ensuite bathroom to attend to various matters of comfort, then came back into the bedroom to put on my own leopard print bikini -- chosen by me specifically as a match for Adam's swimmers.
I'd only just pulled up the bottoms when a couple walked past staring straight into the window as I stared back at them; the man's eyes just about popping out at what I assume was the sight of my exposed breasts. Refusing to be cowed, I just waved at them. He waved back. She looked embarrassingly away.
Tying the top on was a bit of a marathon. In undressing me for sex yesterday afternoon, Adam had pulled the knot of the neck string. This was one of those small triangle slide tri bikinis where the triangle isn't big enough to simply tie it around the base of your breast and then tie the neck string to suit. If you do that your nipples are still exposed.
Instead it has to sit mid breast. Which means you have to get exactly the right length of neck string and then tie the bottom string to keep it firmly attached to your breast.
Brushing my long hair into something reasonable, I took one last look in the mirror before following Adam into the kitchen. Even in the warm room and with the top dry, my nipples were already on high beam just thinking of him. Still it was nothing compared to the size of them when we were fooling around in the cool water yesterday.
I did a final positioning of the top, then centered the rectangle at the front of my bikini bottoms on my mons, which it didn't manage to fully cover, drawing it tautly outwards before using my finger to push a shallow crease, a sort of mini camel toe, through it to tease Adam.
As I entered the kitchen/ dining room -- which had its own picture window onto the beach -- his back was to me as he cooked French toast.
I came up behind him and gently put my arm around his lower waist pushing myself against his back, only to have my forearm intersect the hard shape of his still aroused manhood bisecting his stomach. I circled the upper end of it with my hand, slipping my thumb over the throbbing tip of it to smear over its surface the pre-cum penetrating the material of his swimmers.
It was probably Adam's little groan of pleasure as he continued looking after the toast that made me do what I did next.
"Like that do you?"
Before he even answered, I'd peeled his swimmers off the top of his erection and circled its bare flesh with my hand, now using the pre-cum my thumb had smeared across the top of the bell to lubricate his shaft under where my hand was.
I could feel Adam's knees go a little weak as he continued to quietly vocalise his pleasure, all while still attending to the toast with one hand. The other he reached behind his back to finger the camel toe in my crotch.
Still, it caught me by surprise when, with just the smallest "oh, oh" from him, his shaft started throbbing in my hand as his seed pumped forcefully from it.
Adam quickly moved the frying pan aside as the first rope just missed his chin and hit the ceiling. Subsequent ropes arched high in the air and came down across the cooktop before the final oozing ran down off his cock and left my embracing hand wet and sticky. Adam dumps a big, very milky load-- especially the first one of the day. The stuff was everywhere.
Adam turned on the hand I had wrapped around his still hard shaft and supported me with one arm behind my back while the hand of the other slipped from where it had been fingering my camel toe to down my pants. As he slowly turned as both around to rest my butt on the kitchen bench, he bent me backwards a bit as he brought his mouth down, used his teeth to pull aside my bikini top, take the nipple between his lips and started to vigorously stimulate both my nipple and my clit.
Now I was the one going week at the knees and moaning; the latter nowhere near as quietly as Adam had.
With two previous girlfriends that, because of the size of his cock, only allowed him to finger them, Adam has a deft hand. Add in the fact I can get orgasms on nipple stimulation alone and he soon had me on the edge of an orgasm.
All the time I'm still jerking his manhood because; well for no better reason than my hand was around it and I was too distracted to think about what I was doing. It had never really gone completely flaccid, just softened a bit. Plus you have to remember Adam's flaccid cock is as big as the average erect one. As I got more excited I jerked him more excitedly until, somewhere in the back of my mind it registered Adam had already refracted and had got large and hard again.
As I nosily came, I slid theatrically, if unintentionally, onto the floor; leaving Adam amused as his hand and lips that until that moment were stimulating me were left suspended in mid-air, although with his now erect again manhood still circled by my very slippery, sticky hand.
As I used my grasp of his manhood to pull myself back upright, I couldn't help but tease...
"You came quickly."
"Yea, morning glories are always a bit sensitive."
"How long have you been up? When does a morning glory turn into a normal erection?"
He grinned at me...
"It doesn't. It has to go down and come back up. Or the owner's girlfriend needs to empty it."
"Yea, well, she's emptied it all over the kitchen. Lucky you moved the French toast out of the way and where it landed on the hotplate wasn't turned on. Can you reach the roof if you stand on the kitchen bench so we can clean it up?"
"If I can shoot it, I can reach it. Just a sec..."
Grabbing a damp paper towel, Adam stood on the bench to wipe the cum off the ceiling. Then dropping back down, he cleaned the bench. That just left me to wash my very sticky hands.
As I turned back from the sink, I found Adam attending to the toast again, with his full erection still rampant and exposed. I walked up to him...
"I think we need to put this thing away. When's it going to go down?"
As I spoke, I stretched out the front of his swimmers and lifted it over the top of his erection, circling the resultant tight sheath of Lycra with my fingers and running it down his shaft as if to neaten up the result.
"With you dressed in that bikini, I don't think it can."
I gave him a cheeky smile as I leaned forward to accentuate my breast display, wobbling them a bit...
"Would it help if I take it off?"
"No, it would just give that guy who walks past this place five times a day a hard on too, if he doesn't already have one."
"Does it need a damn good fucking?"
Adam looked at me sanguinely, nodding his head like a professor agreeing with some complex formula...
"Yes, a damn good fucking would probably do the job. At least until the next one."
"Well, we have to see what we can rustle up by way of a fucking after breakfast."
We carried the breakfast out to the patio where there was a small cast iron table and a pair of chairs; all facing the rising eastern sun and the view.
The sun had a lovely, soft, gentle heat to it, in strong contrast to what it would be like in the middle of the day. We moved the chairs to sit next to each other, letting us both face the view and me, by spreading my legs slightly apart, sun my pussy and dry the crotch of my bikini pants which had got quite wet as Adam fingered me and continued to get damp as my arousal in Adam's presence caused my body to prepare itself to receive him.
That wasn't the only thing drying in the sun. The tip of Adam's erection made its presence known by projecting well above the table where the pre-cum soaked material covering it was also drying.
Fortunately a low hedge grew around the patio, protecting our lower halves from being perved at by passers-by, even if I did notice most of the males were more than willing for their eyes to linger on me for just that little bit too long; presumably attracted to the sight of pair of breasts hanging out of a too small bikini top with nipples prominently on high beam.
That didn't really bother me. Blessed with a tall, slim, feminine figure which happened to be capped by a pair of oversized for my body, 'C' cup, perky breasts, I have come to accept that if you put them on display, they're going to be stared at. The nipples which, capping as they do an areola which sits right on the peak of my breasts and puffs up into something like the base of an eroded volcano, themselves tend to project excessively when either cold, or as always seems to be the case when I'm with Adam, I'm aroused.
Before I met Adam I suppose I wasn't showy enough to attract as much attention. Not prudish, but just a little bit more covered.
But between the influence of Ellen and the rest of the Screw Girls on the yacht and knowing the effect it has on Adam, my standards have changed; not necessarily for the better in my parents view, even if Adam's body involuntarily makes his appreciation of the change highly obvious. And with the change in standards has come a nonchalance about what others find compelling viewing.
Still, there must have been something in the air that morning. Maybe the freedom of being away from work, the big city and being on a prolonged break and living and sleeping together instead of struggling to find time to just hang out with each other. Adam's state of constant arousal might be the most prominent in a very literal sense, but the evidence for mine was there just the same.
The ever present display of his massive erection was having a strange effect on me. Yes, I've had an obsession about it since the day we met. I've also had a very disturbing fetish about it in speedo like swimwear. But this was something more; something different from any feelings I'd had with my previous boyfriend.
Like Adam's constant, erection inducing, gaze at my breasts, I couldn't take my eyes off it. But I also couldn't keep my hands off it.
As soon as I could eat and drink the rest of my breakfast single handed, I slid my hand across and wrapped my palm around it just under the tip, once again rubbing my thumb across the top to smear the pre-cum that quickly came bubbling through the material once I grabbed it.
Adam's reaction was at first nonchalant; giving a little hum of pleasure, as he looked down at my hand and then across to me, a bit of a nod acknowledging it presence, then going back to enjoying the view -- both seaward and towards my breasts -- and conversation as he continued eating.
But a little while later, his arm crossed over mine as his hand slid into my crotch, his upturned fingers tickling up the gusset of my bikini right where my already swollen bud lay hidden. Well, as hidden as the swelling and opening of my labia and the moulding of the gossamer material of my damp bikini pants into my crease would permit; which given the bulge of it was pretty obvious, was not at all. Adam knew exactly what he was tickling up.
Still for a while we played the game of a couple merely enjoying the view and each other's company for breakfast; sipping our coffees, watching the people promenade up and down the beach -- commenting bitchily, as couples do, upon their peculiarities or the tendency of the males to stare at us rather too long - and at the waves as they crashed upon the shore while we intimately fondled each other under the table -- or in the case of Adam's erection, above it.
But Adam's tickling was proving to be rather effective.
There came a point I couldn't stand it any longer. I stood up and tugged at his erection...
"It's time to find that damn good fucking you need."
"I need?"
"OK, we need."
As Adam stood up he quickly turned to follow me so that neither his erection nor my grip on it would be evident to passers-by.
I led him into the bedroom, backed him up against the bed and pushed him down onto it, allowing him a few moments to shuffle fully up onto it before I threw myself on top of him, pashing him furiously as I worked my body into a position where the tip of his erection was held firmly against my clit as I squirmed about on top of him in passionate embrace.
Overwhelmed by the need to complete the climax Adam's tickling had brought me to the edge of, I shook my hips up and down, rubbing the tip of his cock frantically against my clit. My climax broke with an almighty groan that left me momentarily moaning into the pillow alongside Adam's head before the flood of oxytocin had me intensely pashing him again, again rubbing my clit against the tip of his cock.
The Screw Girls don't call the sort of bikini I had "fuck me bikinis" on for nothing. Mine and theirs are notorious for getting jizzed all over by Adam and their respective lovers, too enamoured of the teasing sight of their women folk in them to have time to take them off before their manhood erupts in erotic overstimulation.
But in this case it was me in erotic overdrive, not really concerned if Adam jizzed on them or not, given his fast refraction.
Adam made his needs better known as I felt him start to pull the strings on my bikini, pulling first the top off me, then overcoming the resistance of having his cock buried in my crease to pull the bottom out from between my legs.
Acknowledging it was time to get serious, I sat momentarily up on Adam, unpeeled his swimmers from over his erection and, as Adam lifted his hips, pulled them down and off his legs. As I lay back down on him, I introduced his manhood into my body and slowly fully penetrated him; filling me up with him, or at least so much of his shaft as would fit before it came up against my cervix.
I heard an audible sigh from Adam as the erection that he'd carried around all morning found the wet warm void it was designed for.
As I settled back down against his body, Adam brought his palms up against my breasts, slipping each nipple between two fingers where I felt him start to gently tweak them.
Rather than thrust in and out, I screwed my hips around on Adam, a movement that, given the length and girth of his shaft, and the way my body has to expand to accommodate him, stimulates my cervix, g spot and clit all at the same time.
Already highly stimulated and heavily aroused from the clit rubbing on the tip of his cock that I was doing before Adam undressed me, I came again with a conventional orgasm, as far as I could tell finally triggered by a combination of g spot and nipple stimulation, pushing and grinding my hips even more firmly down on Adam as I again groaned deafeningly into the pillow next to Adam's ear.
But I'd already started something in parallel with that and as I experienced that orgasm I seem to have triggered the first of what would be a succession of cervical orgasms.



Quite different from the clit or G spot orgasm -- or my nipple ones for that matter. Those tend to have a build-up of tension -- a gross understatement if ever there was one based on this morning's feelings -- followed by something like a release. In contrast, the cervical ones feel like a deep pulsing, throbbing, elated, ecstatic, and exhilarating pleasure that spreads across my whole body. There's not really a build-up of tension, and there's no sense of there being a release. They can just keep rolling on for as long as Adam's manhood can keep stimulating my cervix, eventually leaving me a gooey puddle of over emotional, hormone flooded womanhood, clinging to Adam like a limpet.
I haven't really worked out how, or even whether, the two go together. I'm not even sure they're normally meant to. But because the sheer size of Adam's manhood can heavily stimulate everything together at the one time, it happens anyway.
The word insatiable springs to mind when I work myself up into the state I got into that morning.
Because, as I kept pleasuring my cervix on the tip of Adam's erection to prolong the cervical orgasms, I kept triggering massive conventional ones. I lost count of the number of times my Zen like state of quietly moaning bliss as I nuzzled and bit at Adam's neck and cheek was exploded by a cock grabbing, hip grinding, cry out loud g spot or clit orgasm.
As for Adam? Well, he certainly enjoys it. I'm sure he even finds it amusing given one moment I'm almost crying onto his chest in emotion and the next I turn into a howling ball of climatic energy. But because I'm on top and the circling movement I use isn't that stimulating compared to a thrusting one, he can have pretty good endurance, even though my default grip on the massive girth of his erection is firm and his cock gets repeatedly pummelled by the contractions of my conventional orgasms.
And it probably helped he'd dumped a load all over the kitchen ceiling earlier in the morning, not that long before I'd thrown him on the bed.
Still, after about 35 minutes of this I became aware Adam's breathing was getting heavier and I was getting little mini thrusts from him from below. Moments later Adam froze under me and, with a bellowing groan, shot his load; the forceful projection of his cum and pulsing of his cock simply inducing yet another cervical climax in me.
As his climax finished, Adam sort of melted into a limp state under me, although as was usual post sex with Adam, there was nothing limp about his manhood. It takes a long while to go down and because he refracts quickly, often gets another boner before it even goes flaccid if we keep mucking about. And I fully intended to keep mucking about. While it retained a strong degree of firmness and Adam showed no lack of willingness, I wasn't inclined to let go of the carnal pleasures I was indulging in.
As it softened a little bit, it no longer triggered my g spot and clit, but given Adam's flaccid manhood is the size of most guy's erection, it took very little in the way of firmness in it to keep working it against my cervix. All I really had to do was reach back and over and from between my legs, use my finger to pin his cock in place as I pushed down to bring his partly shrunken manhood back into full penetration and against my cervix.
Adam's orgasm had made him more lovey, dovey and for a while he, rather than me, drove a degree of passionate kissing and fondling, but as he realised I wasn't yet finished with his body, he relaxed down again, caressing me and playing with my nipples as I continued to pleasure myself on him.
But the inevitable happened and his manhood came to life and developed another boner. All very good except for the fact I had his partly flaccid one already fully penetrated and the boner grew from the tip. Suddenly this rapidly hardening and expanding rod of maleness was trying to push into an area not designed for it. All I could really do was ride it out, lifting myself up Adam's body as his manhood pushed from below.
Until now, the sex, I had to admit, had been largely about me. Adam had been an almost passive object on which I pleasured myself. We've been here before and talked about it and it's a role he's more than willing to play. It's erotic and pleasurable enough for him just to be penetrated in me and he really gets off on seeing me have multiple orgasms on top of him. And, eventually he'll brew up and come. But I know it's not the same as giving him the opportunity to pound me in his own gentle way. And it has to be gentle or otherwise that massive erection of his could do some damage; but Adam respects that.
I took a little bit more pleasure from him before I brought my legs outside his and said "Your turn" as I initiated a roll over.
As Adam settled on top of me, I bent my right leg up as close to my chest as dexterity would allow, having read somewhere that doing that deepens the depth of my vagina.
Adam lifted himself up on his outstretched arms. Slowly he partly withdrew and slid himself back into me, testing how deep he could go before coming up against my cervix. Then he screwed himself about, knowing that would trigger all of my cervix, g spot and clit.
He repeated the whole thing, a bit faster this time.
Then again, developing the muscle memory that would let him really work up a head of steam without going too far.
Each time, he was rewarded by a mewling groan from me, indicating I was getting as much, if not more, pleasure from each thrust as he was.
Gradually he picked up speed, each time screwing about on full penetration to pleasure me.
The fourth thrust had me moaning in a cervical orgasm, the seventh crying out loud a g spot one.
But Adam was starting to vocalise his pleasure too. Each thrust of his was accompanied by a grunt...
"Ah."
As he sped up, his grinding of my cervix at full penetration became more perfunctory. But the stimulation his massive shaft brought to my g spot became unrelenting, causing me to crazily squirm under him in a state of almost continuous orgasm as Adam's grunts started to run in a continuous stream
"Ah...ah...ah...ah..."
I could tell he was starting to brew up when his legs started to quiver between mine and the sound he made turned to something closer to the one I was making with my stream of orgasms...
"Oh...oh...ooh...ooh...oooh..."
He suddenly froze again, holding himself in full penetration as, with a cry that echoed around the room he filled my vagina with his first rope of cum, pumped some more and then repeated the process of freezing, crying, dumping and pumping three more times before he brought his head down alongside mine to be the one who moaned in my ear as his body shivered and shook with the process of emptying his balls with a succession of what to me seemed like little additional mini climaxes.
Completely spent, I felt the full weight of Adam's body settle on me.
I think it was fair to conclude it had been a good one for him.
Still on my own hormonal high, I wrapped him up in my arms and legs, squeezing tightly as I nuzzled his cheek. As if recovering from some sort of petite mort, Adam came back to life and responded to my nuzzling with kisses and cuddles of his own, before rolling us back over to put my weight on top of his.
A really good orgasm usually means that Adam's erection wasn't going anywhere fast, and this was no exception. It was almost a full erection I withdrew from my body, followed by a flood of so much of the copious quantities of cum he'd squirted into my body as hadn't already swam its way in to more intimate recesses.
Now it was my turn to snuggle into his body as he wrapped me in his arms and legs; unable to resist the temptation to have one hand cup a breast resting on his chest and tweak a nipple between his fingers.
We lay there for another fifteen minutes, enjoying the intimacy of lovers, before deciding it was time to get up and start the rest of the day. But that fifteen minutes had been more than long enough for Adam to refract. His manhood had aggressively made its presence known by pushing itself up between our stomachs some five minutes earlier; studiously ignored by both of us.
My well stretched vagina was going to need a good chilling with my gel filled glass dildo before it could subject itself to any more of what it had just been through.
Anticipating my need, Adam asked if he should fetch it from the fridge, giving me the chance to watch his cute arse disappear from the room as he went to get it and the amusing sight of his naked new boner come back into the room as he returned.
Having a well-chilled dildo inserted into your intimate space is even worse than walking into a freezing cold ocean; but it greatly eases any discomfort from dealing with the after effects of the size of Adam's manhood.
I need to get Adam to help me because, like getting into the cold ocean, a quick entry is, in the end, less painful than a slow one. But it's hard to get the courage to do it to yourself. It's easier to get someone else to do it; insisting they should persist even if their girlfriend is making out like she's being tortured on the rack.
But of course, it also goes in easier if I'm aroused and having Adam do it for me helps that too; because the prospect of pushing a severely chilled dildo into yourself is not something naturally arousing. But by laying alongside me, sucking a nipple and using the back of his thumb to tickle up my clit as he plays with the dildo, he can make the whole insertion almost pleasurable; and indeed, there have been times with played with it through to a pretty nice orgasm. Even if the whole process leaves him with another towering boner.
We lay there for a few minutes, letting my body adjust to the chill.
But I was restless and wanted to get up and going. We'd spent the best part of the morning on the bed -- quite pleasurably, so I wasn't complaining -- but I felt the need to be active; even if only as a prelude to the rest of the morning we expected to spend on the beach.
I picked up my leopard print bikini pants and very quickly decided they weren't ready to be worn again. The crotch had suffered from an excess of bodily juices and pre-cum and they definitely needed a rinse. And it quickly became evident Adam's swimwear was no different; a giant wet stain where the top of his erection had been pushing into the stretched material.
We had backups. I had two sets of my mid blue boat 'fuck me' bikinis; essentially the same design as the leopard print one, but in a plain mid blue colour.
The pants I simply pulled on with the dildo still inside me. It takes a while for it to have the effect I need; indeed as long as it takes for my body to absorb all the chill from it. And I get bored just lying there waiting for that to happen, so I've done it before; walking around with a strange bulge in the gusset of my bikini pants where the glass balls at the bottom of the dildo project out from my body.
Adam finds it rather amusing and often the object of some playfulness. Having your clit stimulated to orgasm with the chilled glass ball of a dildo inside you is an experience that has to be felt to be believed. The torture of the cold glass adds a whole new level to the intensity of the orgasm.
I just had to remember to take it out before leaving the house.
Adam had a different problem.
His leopard print swimmers are the only ones he has that can contain an erection. Even his smaller pouched mid blue ones he wears on the yacht can't stretch to contain his and leave two thirds of his erection towering exposed over his waistband. Which given its thickness and height is an impressive sight, I had to admit. After all, that sight was the start of my obsession with Adam's erection and swimwear.
But the opposite of my problem, in Adam's case we had to find a way of putting it away before leaving the house.
We decided to have morning tea back on the patio while we waited for our bodies to normalise; something that was nice in theory, but difficult considering how sexualised we presented ourselves to each other and the sexual vibes that came with our first ever week away together.
Adam had to slink out onto the patio with a towel covering his exposure until he could safely sit down with his lower half hidden by the hedge.
As I drank my coffee, I reached across and once again wrapped my hand around the top of his exposed manhood...
"A good fucking didn't really deal with it, did it?"
Adam look pensively down at where my hand was getting soaked in the pre-cum oozing from the tip of his manhood...
"Ahhh, no. Well, I suppose you could technically say it dealt with the last one, but it hasn't solved the tendency of it to grow another."
"What's wrong with it?"
"I don't think there's anything actually wrong with it. Quite the opposite. I think it's reacting pretty well as that of any, not all that experienced, 21 year old male might when he's in the presence of a stunningly beautiful and sexy woman who lets him have sex with her and is..."
Adam hesitated before finishing his sentence...
"dressed like you are."
I played the innocent bimbo with him...
"So you don't like the way I dress?"
With a grin, Adam replied with a put on, slightly patronising voice, like he might explain something to a three year old...
"No, I knew you'd say that. I love the way you dress."
"Then I shouldn't have sex with you?"
"Perish the thought."
"Then how do we solve the problem of the perpetual erection."
"Is it a problem? Anyway, your nipples are telling me I'm not the only one with arousal problems."
I looked down to see what I already felt. My nipples were more than on high beam. They were great towering edifices. The small triangle on the left one was slightly mis-positioned -- given its size, there wasn't much room for error -- with the result that instead of merely pushing out the stretch material, it had lifted the top of the triangle off my breast, displaying the upper part of my areola and nipple.
"Well, I've got a dildo stuck up my lady parts. What can you expect? Anyway, we can go out with my nipples on high beam. I'm not sure I can take you anywhere looking like that."
"I think I've noticed your nipple like that even when you aren't carrying around a dildo inside you. Anyway, there's no hurry. I'm still adjusting to the thought I'm away for a week with this beautiful woman. It's only the second day. I'll grow immune to your charms soon enough and will be able to show myself in public again."
"Don't you dare grow immune to my charms!"
"Fair enough. Anyway that's not going to happen. Let's say my body will acclimatise to your presence. More so if you don't have your hand wrapped around it."
I wasn't sure I even wanted that result. But we couldn't just have sex all day and it would be nice to get out of the house and enjoy the day. There was one more trick in my armory, for which the dildo in my lady parts was a good starting point...
"Speaking of which, it's time for the dildo to come out. Want to help me?"
That fact was, as Adam well knew, I didn't even have to move from where I was to take it out myself. Pull aside my bikini pants, pull it out. Simple as that. But the boring way of doing it too.
For the second time that day, I led him by my hand around his erection into the bedroom. I made out as if I was going to lay back on the bed before theatrically, lifting my finger as if I had a sudden idea...
"Just a sec..."
I walked over to Adam's gear bag. I was fairly sure I'd seen a certain garment which was at the centre of my plan. One of Adam's sock fronted swimmers. The pouched leopard print ones were just one of a number I had bought for him on line.
Among the others were two with a pouched front shaped into what amounted to a penis sock. One had a sock integral to the swimmers. On the other the sock was part of a detachable front.
It was obvious, even from the on line listing for these items, that the swimmers were intended for a gay clientele. Clearly I'm not the only person in the world with a bit of a fetish about male erections contained in swimwear. Maybe the only girl -- but I hope not -- but not the only person.
The socks were clearly (even from the on line add, which displayed them with an aroused guy wearing them) shaped to accommodate a sort of standard size erection. Which meant about the size of Adam's flaccid manhood. Adam's erections look as though they're going to tear them apart.
But the impossibly tightly stretched, soft, fine material they are made of seem to sensitise Adam's manhood in a unique way. He goes off in them quickly and reckons they produce mind blowing climaxes.
But of the two I bought him, only one was presently of use to me. There is no way the one without the detachable front can be got on or off Adam while he has a full blown erection. He's simply too big and the muscles bringing his erection to an upright position too strong to allow the contortions that would be required to don them.
It turned out he had both, so I took the one with the detachable front, peeled the detachable piece from it, passed the main body of it to Adam, and said...
"Put these on."
Adam looked at me quizzically, looked down at them, then looked at me again with wide eyes and a stupid, knowing grin. I couldn't help continuing with a pun...
"We're going to blow the socks off that boner of yours."
Dropping his other swimmers to the floor, he pulled the new ones up his legs and over his butt before fighting the front of it to bend his erection down enough to feed it through the hole in the front of the swimmers designed to accommodate it (or at least accommodate a standard erection).
It was an amusing sight I have to say. A pair of small, almost tiny, tightly fitted swimmers out of which grew this enormous erection; the hole in the front of it being just big enough to closely circle the base of his shaft and balls that squeezed through it.
I sat on the bed and pulled him towards me with a grip on his erection to get him to stand in front of me. From there I fought to get the sock rolled down an erection it was never designed for, before struggling to do up the press studs that held it to the main body.
It was even more of an amusing sight with the sock on, more so because Adam had snipped a small hole in the tip for his jizz to escape through; although I found the sock off sight more visually arousing.
But there was method to my madness.
Adam had already climaxed three times this morning. My vagina was still recovering and not ready for use, he's too big for me to give him head and after three climaxes, I could jerk away for hours without brewing him up.
But as history shows, if he gets to pash me while I'm wearing a fuck me bikini and he's wearing one of those, he'll be jizzing all over the bikini in no time. Then if we quickly get up and out before I provoke him to another arousal, we might not be captured inside the house all day by his erection display.
I lay back on the bed and shuffled up to be able to lay flat on it...
"Well, are you ready to remove the dildo the erotic way?"
Which is really just an overwrought way of saying we were going to fool around and pash as he took it out.
Adam lay alongside me, half over me, slipping his hand down to feel up the gusset of my bikini pants where the base of the dildo bulged it out, as he nuzzled my cheek. We'd be doing this sort of stuff for long enough now, that Adam well understood my vagina needed a rest, but he had open slather on the rest of my body.
As I circled his erection and slipped my hand up and down it -- the tight sock sort of supercharges the effect of that -- Adam slid his hand from my crotch, up the length of my body until he cupped my breast and tweaked up my nipple.



It was at that point we started deeply, passionately kissing with our bodies writhing against each other. As Adam slipped his thigh between my legs it pushed against the base of the dildo, sort of reminding him we were here to take it out.
His hand caressed back down the length of my body and I felt him pull aside the leg seam of my bikini pants and take it slowly out before restoring the bikini pants to their proper fit. Ironically, he then started tickling up my clit through the gusset of the pants.
As I moaned in delight, it encouraged him to slip his hand back down the waistband of my pants to play with the naked flesh of my clit while lowering his head to pull aside my bikini top and vigorously suck my nipple; all while my hand jerked his erection at a rapid pace.
In a way, I'm the opposite of Adam. If repeated climaxes prolong his endurance and raise the bar for triggering them, for me they sort of sexualise, arouse and hormonalise me and lower the bar. The time spent out on the patio might have eroded my libido a bit, but frankly, with my hand wrapped around Adam's erection, fully in my view, not by much.
Adam's fingering of my clit and sucking of a nipple quickly brought me to a climax. But it was his climax we were looking for.
I indicated I wanted to roll him over and be on top. As we got there, I sat up and mounted him cowgirl style, with my knees folded alongside his hips and lower stomach. Centring my crease along the line of his shaft, I sild it back and forwards along the length of his erection.
There were a couple of reasons I chose this approach.
Firstly, it maximised the visual appeal of the fuck me bikini I was wearing. As I've noted, these fuck me style bikinis I and the Screw Girls on the yacht wear get jizzed over quite regularly because of the way they visually arouse and excite Adam and their respective partners.
By sitting up in the cowgirl position I could exaggerate the thrust forward in a way that threw my breasts up and made them wobble at the top of each movement, something I knew would blow Adam's brain when I was wearing this bikini top. It also let him look down along his body and see the way my tiny little bikini pants and the open vulva inside them, surrounded the top of his shaft.
Secondly, there was something about the stretch gossamer fabric of my pants working against the tortured, stretch gossamer fabric of the sock tightly sheathing his shaft that I had seen ramp up the effect of my stimulation of his shaft before.
Lastly because it had a few benefits for me. I could look down and admire the shaft I was stimulating in all its massive glory -- even if it was covered by a sock; plus admire Adam's beautiful, strong, masculine chest. I also get to see his flood of cum shoot out of the little hole Adam had snipped in the end of the sock and travel an improbable distance, even if it was his fourth climax of the morning. And by leaning slightly forward, I got to stimulate my clit.
I looked down at Adam's face and saw him grinning like a Cheshire Cat as he intently watched my breasts throw themselves forward and rise with their own momentum at the end of my first jerk.
I started slowly at first, but quickly increased the pace until it matched the sort of fast jerking you might do with a hand job; bouncing my breasts up with each movement as they increasingly became the complete focus of Adam's gaze. I glanced down and saw the nipple of the right breast start to work its way to an exposure as it moved out of the top of the triangle; amused that this would in all likelihood visually stimulate Adam more than if I simply took the top off.
It was clearly having an effect on him. His mouth formed amusing little 'o' shapes as he moaned. But it was also my clit that was getting rubbed with the movement, however much my intention was to trigger Adam. And at that moment, if the time to orgasm was some sort of endurance test, I was going to lose hands down. After five minutes I suddenly froze on top of Adam, squeezing my thighs and knees against his side as I moaned out an orgasm.
Not wanting to stop the momentum, I sat back a bit to take the pressure off my now extremely sensitive clit as I kept rubbing myself on Adam's shaft. It only half worked. It was uncomfortable to lean back far enough to completely separate its swollen tip from any contact with the massive bulge of Adam's manhood, and in any case the material of my bikini pants still moved against it. It was difficult to decide whether what I felt was exquisite pleasure or pain, but it was stimulating whatever it was.
But I was rewarded for my efforts as Adam started some serious groaning; a sure sign he was about to cum.
I moved back on his shaft a smidgen to raise its elevation and fixed my gaze on the tip of his sheathed erection where it emerged from under my crotch for a good view of what can only be described as one of nature's wonders.
As Adam bellowed out a massive groan, the first rope of cum shot through the hole in the end of the penis sock. Adam had thrown his head back as he came, and it jetted over the top of his face to splatter on the wall just above his head.
He lifted his head back just in time to unintentionally take the second one square in his face, with the third all over his chest. Subsequent jets and dribbles scribed a line of cum right down his chest and stomach to where the tip of his shaft rested on his upper stomach.
Adam and I grinned stupidly at each other, as if we had somehow just achieved some long held objective. But there wasn't really time for lovey dovey post coitus cuddles. I needed to separate myself from him before he refracted another erection.
Leaning across to the bedside table, I grabbed a hand towel and teased him by leaning over the top of his head -- leaving my crotch somewhere over his face -- as I wiped the run of cum off the wall. Then I moved down to his face, sitting back on his cock as I gently wiped the cum off it like a mother cleaning up a baby after a messy dinner.
Dropping the towel on his chest, I dismounted him; pulling the press studs holding the front piece onto his swimmers and peeling the sock off the still impressively large and firm length of his manhood. The tip of the sock was thick with cum that had dribbled out in the aftermath of Adam's climax and what had been its upper surface was wet with the juices that had permeated the gusset of my bikini pants...
"I better add this to the stuff needing rinsing."
I took a moment to view the amusing sight of Adam's shaft and balls emerging from the hole in the front of his swimmers, his shaft still laying in a straight line to somewhere just short of his navel. Then bending to my bag to collect a new pair of bikini bottoms and some pants and a top, I reluctantly left Adam to his post climax bliss and to clean up the rest of his mess.
I added the penis sock to the pile of swimwear already in the laundry sink, then slipped my bikini pants off to add them too. Because they were the boat uniform, it was fortunate I had several matching pairs of this bikini and pulled on the new, matching, clean pants. Given our usual sexual antics and the thought we'd be spending a lot of time on the beach, we'd anticipated needing a lot of swimwear and had come prepared accordingly.
Running some water into the sink and adding a touch of detergent, I rinsed all the swimwear in it, paying special attention to the stained areas, then drained the sink and rinsed them in fresh water, before taking them out to the line to dry.
Before going back into the bedroom to see how Adam was getting along, I thought I'd better put on my shorts and top; least the fuck me style bikini suggested to him just that. Mind you, given the shorts were a tiny pair of tight fitting gym pants and the top an equally tight t shirt with a plunging front, it was only a matter of degree of provocation.
When I re-entered the bedroom, it was clear Adam had just got up.
I surprised him as he was standing at the end of the bed stretching in an arms over his head pose that, given his fantastic, tapered, strong swimmer's body, was somewhere between a bodybuilder demonstrating in a competition and an idealised statue from Ancient Greece of a naked warrior. Well, it was like that except for one thing; the exposed flaccid manhood that went a third of the way down his thighs and the fact his balls and manhood were dangling out a hole in the front of a tiny pair of blue swimmers.
If I recall my Ancient Greek, they usually did their warriors with tiny penises. It was the Satyrs they did with giant penises; often shown aroused. So it seems Adam is a cross between a Greek Warrior on a late period Satyr (and I say Late Greek because, again if I recall correctly, the earlier ones were shown with deformed bodies which got more human like with time).
But I'm being pedantic. The fact was he had a body every woman would die to bed; at least if they were willing to risk their vagina to his erection.
Whatever effect it had on my own body, I had to ignore it. If we were going to get out of the house, the last thing we needed was for Adam to grow another boner. I had to resist my desire to go up, wrap my arms around him and hug him; if not do a lot more...
"Are you going to get dressed to go out?"
Adam looked at me straight faced...
"I've got swimmers on. What more do I need?"
"Very funny. If you think it's OK to go out like that, then it's up to you. But maybe for walking around town something more would be suitable."
"Spoil sport. Where's your sense of adventure? But OK, if you insist."
I gave him a big grin...
"I think I show my sense of adventure every time I let you stick that thing inside me. But the decision on clothing is yours."
I watched in mild arousal as he slipped out of the pants he had on and put on a more conventional pair of swim briefs over which he pulled a pair of board shorts. Capping that with a t shirt, he asked...
"OK, where are we going?"
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Over the last few years my 'Unexpected Threesome' Series, 'A Threesome in a COVID 19 World' Series and 'Discovering What Big Means' Series have been written involving a common core group of characters.
Most of them; Issie, Amy and Ellen are women in their late 20's to early 30's who crewed on 60 year old Ned's yacht as he sailed the Pacific and became his polyamorous lovers, together with Liddy, a woman in her 50's.
After returning to Australia, and a period spent still living with Ned, both Issie and Ellen, encouraged by Ned, found more age appropriate partners and settled down with them; but still -- with their partners' approval - kept in close contact with Ned.
Amy and Liddy stayed with Ned.
In order to fill out the yacht's racing crew in Australia, Shelley and Adam, the primary characters in the Discovering What Big Means Series, joined the crew.
This story takes us back to around 2016; before COVID, after Ellen and Issie had left Ned's extended family to marry or take up with their husbands and after Shelley and Adam had joined the crew and spent a week together at Ned's Evans Head beachside cottage.
For the benefit of those unfamiliar with the background of these characters there is a little -- briefly stated -- background information woven into the story which might seem repetitive to regular followers. My apologies to those who might feel 'I already know this', but it seemed to best way to keep all readers happy.
.............................................................
It was Amy's idea. She'd seen an email to me about the Hamilton Island Race Week and asked me what it was all about.
When I explained it to her that it was a week-long regatta based around the resort Island of Hamilton Island in the tropical Whitsundays, she asked me if we could take the yacht to participate in it.
It was mid-July (mid-winter in Australia) when we had this discussion and the race is at the end of August. That wasn't much time to organise things and get the boat there. It was about a 1,100 Nautical Mile trip from our Pittwater base, at least a week of solid sailing.
But Amy, apart from constant sex, asks for so little and is such a kind, generous and gentle soul that I frankly have trouble denying her anything she does ask for. In any case, it was something I'd always wanted to be part of and my inclination to indulge Amy in this case coincided with my own desires.
We set about planning it; something that necessitated organising a crew both to deliver it up and back plus to race it while we were there.
Getting the crews was much easier than I anticipated. Almost too much so.
Amy and Liddy were in for all parts of the trip as I expected they would be.
Issie and Ellen both wanted to participate in the trip up, with Ellen's husband joining us for the racing and Issie needing to come home before the racing started. My initial reaction was the trip up would then be a delightful reunion of our Pacific Cruise crew, even if the sexual antics were limited to Amy and Liddy.
Then, to my surprise, and even alarm, Shelley and Adam both wanted to do the delivery trip up as well as the race. Maybe more alarm than surprise.
I doubted Amy's significant sexual demands upon me were going to moderate themselves for the week long trip and nor was she likely to tone down the screaming. As far as I knew Shelly and Adam were both naively young and oblivious to either the quantity or noisiness of Amy's sexual habits. That could be an issue on the trip.
At least Ellen and Issie knew what Amy was like and had heard it all before.
One other problem then confronted us when I found out that, because I was booking late, all I could get was a three bedroom apartment to stay in up there, rather than three separate apartments. Shelley and Adam were going to learn a lot about my sex life. I just hoped they wouldn't be traumatised.
I couldn't help but wonder how all of this would play out.
When I raised the issue with Amy, thinking maybe she might suggest she could keep it down a bit, she laughed at me (lovingly of course)...
"You know they're rooting each other like rabbits, don't you? I don't think the sound of a bit of sex is going to upset them too much. It might even make them feel more relaxed about indulging themselves."
I smirked internally at Amy's use of the Australianism 'rooting' in that context. We've certainly done much to overcome what she originally described as her "British Reserve" since she joined the yacht in our Pacific travels several years ago. But, in my mature age innocence, I had trouble accepting they were rooting quite as -- I'm not sure if that the word is "often' or 'vigorously' or both - as Amy's words suggested. I've seen Adam flaccid in swimwear and even I think he's hung like a horse. Amy, Ellen and Issie have all seen him aroused and exposed and, in Ellen's hyperbolic words, "He's hung like a fucking elephant". Less emotively, Amy reckons there's no exaggeration to say it's the length and width of two drink can stacked one on top of the other.
Shelley is such a slender little thing, I just can't imagine them having sex together in any proper sense of the word, let alone a rabbit like sense. I knew they were -- intimate for want of something better to describe it as -- but given their youth (relative to me as Amy would remind me) and what I might have thought as the shear physical impossibility of their sexual coitus, assumed they were up to little more than hand jobs and fingering.
As Amy in her bemused, slightly patronising way keeps reminding me, at my age, the fact someone is 40 years younger than me doesn't mean they're still a child.
But even if they are 'rooting like rabbits' as Amy says, that doesn't mean they're ready to hear Amy's sexual performances. Maybe it's where Amy is just as naive as I am. She thinks all she has to do is explain things to another person and all is well. But we're talking about performances that have had a hotel manager called to the room we were staying in because a neighbouring room thought a woman was being murdered.
'Screaming' is the word I and everyone else who has heard it use to describe her performance. But we're not really talking about a woman's distress scream, like, say in the movie Psycho. What we're talking about are moans and groans that work up until they become incredibly loud and delivered in a high pitch screaming register. Which then often lead on to a string of blasphemous and x rated expletives.
I don't think just telling Shelley and Adam our sex is a bit noisy is going to cut it.
In the end, I decided I'd just have to go with the flow and let Amy sort it out -- which she actually does remarkably well.
There was no point thinking I could ask her to cut back on our sex, nor to do it quieter. And I didn't really want to deny Shelley and Adam the experience of a long distance offshore passage.
Amy's extreme sexuality is a mystery to all those who know her, more so given her history. She came to the Pacific Ocean in search of a cruising yacht experience to escape an abusive ten year relationship in her native England, which involved strong physical violence and frequent forceful rapes. Her partner made a point of running down her opinion of herself, denying her any loving support whatsoever, preventing her from having any meaningful human relationships and never in their ten years together and his frequent sexual impositions on her, giving her the experience of an orgasm.
Recognising the possibility of being killed if she simply tried to end the relationship, her escape took a lot of detailed planning and the oceanic yacht cruising was a way of making it impossible for her partner to come after her.
Most persons having gone through that would end up with PTSD.
But seemingly not Amy. The only time we've seen any real mental aftereffects was when she had a panic attack in the middle of an extremely violent hurricane while we were bunkered down inside the yacht; it having triggered memories of the violence she suffered at the hands of her partner.
How she ended up in my bed is a story in itself. But the point is that, having discovered sex, having discovered that any and all of her nipples, clit, g spot and cervix can singularly or together give her the most powerful orgasms, while also finding the meaning of being truly loved by someone, she seemingly now can't get enough of it.
And in Amy's mind, if you're going to enjoy something, don't hold back. If your body wants you to scream, then suppressing that desire to scream will reduce your enjoyment. So don't suppress it.
Perhaps the only other way in which you might wonder whether her mental health was affected by her experiences was her determination to stay with me after we landed in Australia.
Amy is easily the most beautiful and sexually desirable woman I've ever known or even seen. Medium height, slender, feminine, strong, fit, taut and with outsize -- for her build -- still perky, perfectly formed breasts, her skin is flawlessly light olive and her face has a baby like sweetness and beauty qualities that can, and does, make a man melt in her presence. Her very long auburn, sun bleached hair is distractingly sensuous in the way it cascades down her back.
Over and on top of that perfection, her prominently raised mons and the cone like puffiness of the areola from which her nipples project add a sexuality to her body that makes it irresistible.
Plus her personality is sweetness and intelligence personified.
In short, she could have any man she wanted and in the last few years has had no shortage of them try and chat her up.
But, even though I selflessly encouraged her to consider a more age appropriate partner, she was determined to stay with me. Not wanting children and having found love and sexual satisfaction, she doesn't want to risk making another draw in the male gene pool least she fall into the trap her former partner set for her. Not yet anyway.
Maybe there is one other way in which Amy's past experience now affects her behaviour. When she came to my yacht, her dress standard might be described as frumpy and unflattering in the extreme. Her previous partner did everything he could to make her unattractive to the outside world (while encouraging her to sexualised underwear) and, together with her low self-esteem, it was one habit she didn't automatically throw off when she left him.
Downbeat after a day in town with Issie where a lot of guys were trying to chat up a rather alluringly dressed Issie, and completely ignored her, a chat with me and some dress guidance from Issie caused her to go from one extreme to the other.
Finding the attention it gained her affirming, she was the lead adopter of what Issie instigated and came to call the 'fuck me' bikinis and clothing that Issie said was necessary to keep my testosterone up if I was going to service the considerable sexual demands of first Issie and Amy and then the rest of what came to be known as the 'Screw Girls' -- a play on crew girls -- who came and went on the yacht during the cruise.
Now she is the lead instigator in driving the standard of dress to be ever more - let's put it kindly but literally -- sexualised. She sets the example which all the others, for complex reasons, seems compelled to follow. And she, with Ellen, now set that as the basis for the uniforms they dictate must be worn on the yacht.
When she's out in a group, whether of the other Screw Girls or out with Liddy and myself, she revels in the attention it draws to herself, flirting with, charming and almost teasing on the males she attracts, but then hiding safely within the pack when she feels they're getting too serious.
If some want to call that prick teasing, then I think the men of the world owe her that privilege after what she was put through.
And while I've concentrated on Amy's sexual demands, that wasn't to say Liddy wasn't going to want her share of attention on the trip too. Just that her performances aren't nearly as spectacular as Amy's, nor her demands as insatiable.
So as I prepared the yacht for the trip, there were in my mind some challenges ahead.
During the week before our departure I spent most of my free time getting the yacht ready. I had to make sure the maintenance was up to date and all the systems were working, ensure the safety equipment was all in date, provision the yacht for the trip and clear off the yacht anything not essential to try and put it in optimal racing trim.
The trip was going to be pretty well non-stop from Sydney to Hamilton Island. So as well as topping up the fuel and water tanks, I added several jerry cans of additional diesel stored on the aft deck. My intention was to keep the boat moving at hull speed and if the wind wasn't enough to do that then the motor would.
Meanwhile, apart from helping me with a lot of the general preparation, Amy conspired with Ellen to expand the yachts range of uniforms to cater to the variations in weather we'd confront over winter as we went from the cooler South to the warmer North.
These 'uniforms', and I think it's fair to put shudder quotes around the term, have a strange history.
As has already been hinted at, while we were cruising the Pacific, the Screw Girls got in the habit, when they were wearing any clothes at all -- because at sea we'd often be naked -- what they called 'fuck me' outfits. They were supposed to keep my testosterone up to help me keep up with their not insignificant sexual demands. And I have to say, they certainly seemed to help in that regard.
These mainly consisted of tiny bikinis and, when something more was absolutely required, equally tiny and tightly body moulded hot pants and cleavage displaying crop tops or plunge neck t shirts.
When we got back to Australia and settled into racing the boat, they sort of continued the habit, even after Ellen and Issie got married; settling on mid blue as a colour for both their identical bikinis and their shorts and tops. And part of that habit was that, unless the weather was particularly foul, they'd wear the bikinis while preparing the boat dockside and only cover them with the shorts and top as we undocked. And I'd have to say, as racing uniforms went, those shorts and tops were pretty out there.
Both the dockside bikinis and the racing shorts and tops naturally attracted a lot of attention, and cheekiness from some of the other -- especially male - crews, which the girls actually seemed to revel in and encourage. Ellen in particular revelled in giving as well as she got in cheeky verbal sparring games with other crews.
While conforming to the colour scheme, initially all of myself, Harry -- Ellen's husband --and Issie's husband resisted their initial attempts to have us prepare the boat dockside in speedos.
But as Adam and Shelley joined the boat, they strong armed Adam and Shelley into complying with their requirements and in the process, then got the rule to apply to the rest of the males too. Evidently if it was good enough for us to perve at them in bikinis, then they wanted to perve at us in speedos too.
For the cooler parts of our Hamilton Island trip, and even for racing on a cooler day during the series, Amy hunted out some leggings and long sleeve polo shirts to round out the uniform.
Unable to find the right blue colour in the leggings, she opted for white. You can imagine, skin tight white leggings -- the type that tightly hug your bum cheeks all the way down into your bum crack and mould tightly against your mons -- are going to be an interesting sight when they get wet. And so they are, only the white thong bikini pants chosen to be worn under them rendering them even slightly decent.
Fortunately us men were allowed long white chinos as our longer pants. For a while I thought we were going to have to wear compression pants.
The girls' mid blue long sleeve polos started out decent enough, except they were acquired in skin tight sizes and Amy then had a tailor cut away the button up front into a plunging neckline; adding an embroidered name of the boat to them least anyone had any doubts which boat the crews walking around Hamilton Island in them came from. Here again, while we men got close fitting tops and the embroidered name, at least she didn't insist on us have cut away cleavage lines.
Finally in the clothing stakes, she hunted out matching tracksuits. Of course, they couldn't be the relaxed fit of normal ones. While warmer, the pants are as tight as the women's leggings, for both sexes, even if the tops are of a conventional zip up style; once again with the boat name embroidered on them.
To minimise time off work, it was resolved that we'd leave just before daybreak on Saturday morning; everyone collecting on the yacht ready to go as they came from work the previous evening.
The predawn departure was to minimise night sailing for safety reasons. At sea, at night, visibility can be terrible and steaming lights hard to distinguish or read. It is easy to have a collision, which if it happens to be with a large coastal cargo carrier, is not going to be good for anyone's health. My plan was basically to undock predawn and motor down the relatively safe and well known waters of Pittwater to leave the heads into the open ocean at first light.
The Friday evening was actually quite delightful. A nice sociable take away dinner on board with a moderate excess of alcohol.
It was as we settled into our bunks I realised my poor judgement in having everyone come straight from work. It might have been better if I'd taken Amy home that night and let her get out of her system her sexual desires.
As I settled down in the bed between Liddy and Amy, all of us just a little tipsy, and as is our habit, stark naked, Amy snuggled up to me with a clear intention to more than just give me a good night kiss. As we lay side by side facing each other, she ground her mons against my manhood until she generated a full erection which she shuffled around on me enough to ensure grew between her legs rather than between our stomachs.
It was a case of surrendering to the inevitable. While it's not my usual approach to sex with Amy, it was a case of how to satisfy her as quickly and quietly as possible. So, just as one example, that precluded her favourite g spot banger.
Amy's intentions can't have been missed by Liddy, laying on the other side of me with my back now too her. I looked over my shoulder at her. She was on her side facing me, so our eyes met. The unspoken question had been asked often enough, we didn't even need to use words any more. She shook her head, indicating she was happy to be a spectator to what would follow, rather than a participant.
That didn't surprise me. We'd had sex the previous night and Liddy's needs tend to run to three or four times a week rather than Amy's -- at her most insatiable -- three or more times a day.
But it freed me to instigate a 'go the animal' on Amy. In a way, it's an appalling name for it; but it is what Amy and Ellen christened it when they first demanded it from me. They both complained I was too considerate and too focused on their orgasms to let them feel I was approaching them with the requisite degree of unfettered passion they thought was appropriate to our relationship.
Basically they wanted me to get on top and go for it like I was driven by unmitigated lust. In effect, missionary sex delivered with real oomph.
I have to say it took them some time to train me to really do it the way they wanted. Ellen especially, would get quite cranky with me if she felt I was holding back. I just always felt I had to give them at least one orgasm first, however lustful -- and I certainly wasn't lacking that - I might be feeling.
My problem was, and still is, that I was brought up with the view that man on top missionary sex is not great for the woman. Unless you do considerable contortions (which were incompatible with going the animal as the girls viewed it), it just doesn't normally hit any of their erogenous zones capable of triggering an orgasm.



Ellen and Amy made it a bit easier for me as I discovered that Ellen's relatively large and well positioned clit would get strongly stimulated by my fast moving shaft as I went the animal on her and that Amy, I suppose being Amy, was among those rare women who could actually orgasm on vaginal stimulation alone; especially if delivered with oomph.
I rolled on top of Amy and finding her already receptive to me, penetrated her.
Now as much as, Ellen especially, might think that I should instantly be overwhelmed by the need to furiously bang away at her, the simple fact is there are certain things I like to do for my own enjoyment first.
And in the case of Amy, that's definitely to suck and play with her nipples. With those nipples, on those breasts, on that body, what man wouldn't?
With the cabin light still on, I took a moment to look down and admire the stunning view under me. Amy was smiling back up at me, her soft, charming face already melting my heart. Her hair flowed down her left side, causing me to be careful not to lean on it in a way that would pull at it.
Up from her chest rose the most beautiful breasts I've ever seen in my life. Large, perfectly formed, golden olive orbs at the top of which sat dark brown nipples, slightly larger in diameter than what you might regard as standard petite ones, but nowhere near so large as to have that 'smeared all over the end of her breast' appearance (and in that regard, let me say, each to their own).
They were already firm buttons, but not yet the hard, extended, cut off telegraph poles into which I intended to shortly convert them. And the nipples themselves sat on slightly puffy areolas that surrounded the nipples like eroded volcanic cones, projecting them even further off the cap of her breasts.
Overwhelmed with desire, I took my first lick of them, bringing a delighted mewl from Amy and enjoying the way they tightened further against my tongue. Bringing a nipple into my mouth I sucked it up to a towering hardness, flicking it with my tongue and pushing the top of it against the roof of my mouth.
As Amy started moaning, I'd already decided to give her a nipple orgasm if I could. She squeals a lot less with them and it would make me feel less guilty in the event that going the animal on her didn't stimulate her the way it usually did.
Once one nipple was a towering wet hardness, I moved to the other, continually swapping over to keep them at their tightest.
It didn't take long, even if Amy's moaning was much louder than I would have liked.
She came with a deep mournful groan, clamping her vagina on my manhood as she did.
It was time to go the animal on her. Raising myself on outstretched arms to let me look down and be turned on by the body I was making love to, I started thrusting, hard and fast, encouraged by the hands Amy had on my butt.
It was impossible not to grunt, even if I did try and keep the noise down. The very nature of going the animal is a high energy exercise.
If I had hoped that both Amy and myself would quickly and quietly reach climaxes this way, I was to be sorely disabused -- although not with the sex itself.
Oh Amy was quick alright. For the first climax, then for the second. But there was nothing quiet about her. The first one might have been described as accompanied by loud moaning. By the second we were into the screaming register.
All the while I'm humping away at her for all its worth, unavoidably grunting as quietly as I can. I've got her rag dolling under me and her breasts wobbling up a treat. Amy's got a reasonable grip on me and my shaft is completely suffused with that warm highly pleasurable glow it gets shortly before you climax and my balls are brewing up a treat. But it just won't go to full orgasm and by this stage I wasn't going to miss out.
So I kept humping and Amy screamed out a third orgasm, this one with a chain of profanities..
"AAAHHH...OH FUCK...OH SHIT... OH gOD...aaahhhhh...oooohhhhh..."
After which she entered that phase where you can't actually tell whether what she's screaming about and reacting to a new orgasms or the previous one. And while the profanities subside, sort of like the initial 'surprise' of the initial hit of a massive orgasm has subsided, the screaming groans continue.
My shaft was now hot with what is usually that momentary pre-climatic pleasure; the pleasure on any other day you desperately try to extend but can't, but on this occasion I was desperately trying to blow away with an orgasm that just wouldn't burst.
It was so nice it was impossible not to react with a rolling...
"Oooouuu...ooouuuu...ooouuu..."
Amy is right. If you need to work hard to suppress the noise, it suppresses the pleasure too. But that moan was in turn broken up into staccato by the grunts that necessarily accompanied the effort required by my humping.
Almost desperate to find my climax, I slipped one of the hands supporting my elevated body under Amy's slim waist and lifted it as I thrust harder and faster again.
With her reduced contact with the bed, my thrusting was throwing Amy's body about; her whole chest and torso arcing up, her breasts throwing themselves up and down as I almost crazily sought the release of an orgasm.
But all that did was send Amy into new heights of climatic behaviour with even louder cries and screams. That in turn finally drove Amy to lift her hips and throw them back at me, clamping my shaft tightly as she did and dropping the register of her screams into a deep, growling, ear bursting...
"AAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRR..."
That did it. With my own bellowing groan, the first rope of cum exploded up my shaft to hose itself against Amy's cervix. I held her there, elevated with my shaft at full penetration as three additional ropes rushed pleasurably to follow the first, each drawing out from me an almost involuntary cry of ecstasy.
Completely spent from the process, I collapsed down onto Amy where my manhood continued to throb with hedonistic delight as additional climatic pulses wracked my body and Amy's contractions pummelled it.
But in that first moment of our silence, the reality of what I'd stepped into made itself known. From the front of the yacht came the unmistakable sounds of two women in sexual arousal; the moans and groans of women approaching climax.
One I recognised as Issie; notorious as we travelled on the yacht for masturbating as she watched and listened to me making love to one of the other Screw Girls. The other I didn't recognise and so had to be Shelley; presumably impaling herself on her boyfriend's monster erection.
My focus on those noises was momentarily lost as it seemed my body wanted to deliver an encore finale to my own climax. As if it had cleaned out every last drop of cum in my balls, collected it together and loaded it ready for firing, there was a sudden rush of pleasure exploded up my shaft, causing me to groan and arc up my back to grind my pubis into Amy's mound as I impossibly sought deeper penetration for an erection that was already bottomed out in her.
And predictably, that triggered Amy into another wave or climax as she cried out and ground back at me.
As we settled back down on the bunk, our bodies intertwined and joined together by my manhood penetrating the inner reaches of her body, we had to listen to the closing phases of the sexual performances of the others on the boat.
The way Issie's climatic final groan was throttled in the back of the throat, you could easily picture her tensing and curling up as she rolled about on her bunk.
Shelley, like Amy, seemed to manage multiple orgasms -- even if she didn't scream anywhere near as loudly -- until I could hear the grunt of Adam's climax bring it to an end.
The silence that followed on the boat was a complete contrast. Up front I could hear the shuffling of what might have been Shelley and Adam dealing with whatever mess they had created. That was all.
The master cabin of the yacht was well equipped to deal with mess. It had seen a lot of it.
But for the moment, it wasn't necessary. Amy was still well plugged by my erection and, in the post orgasmic, hormonal, oxytocin driven high she gets in, keen to keep our bodies intertwined as she pecked at my lips and kissed my cheek.
But as I softened and shrunk out of her, she forced a hand towel between her legs to allow us to continue to cuddle together.
I hadn't entirely forgotten Liddy was laying behind my back as I was turned facing Amy. I doubted she had fallen asleep and I figured it was time to at least give her enough attention for a good night kiss.
I gave Amy a final kiss and turned towards Liddy, intertwining our bodies as I embraced her and nuzzled her cheek. She whispered in my ear...
"Can you finger me? I don't think I can sleep after watching that."
"What? Traumatised?"
"No, aroused and as frustrated as all hell."
Her request was nothing if not realist. Fingering is about all the performance she was going to get from me in the next few hours. I can't refract like a 20 year old any more, however many breasts in fuck me bikinis are dangled in my line of sight.
I caressed the back of my hand down her stomach and between her legs to find a very wet and open crease. Her bud was already swollen and womanhood receptive of digital penetration.
But Liddy's body and how to play it was well known to me. By inserting two fingers to rake against her g spot, rubbing her clit with the thumb of the same hand and sucking on her nipples, I had her orgasm within a few minutes. At least Liddy knew how to do it quietly; having had a lot of practice at the yacht she was travelling on in the Pacific before she came to join mine.
I stayed cuddled up with her and facing Liddy as I drifted off to sleep, with Amy cuddled into my back, her hand around my waist and circling my balls.
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If there was one thing that 30 years of loving marriage taught me, it was that, very quickly, even the most loved up couple sleep with a respectful distance between them even if they have just shared the most mind blowing sex. I have no doubt Liddy's first marriage worked the same way. Given what she suffered, I can't talk for Amy, but a loving full night embrace certainly wasn't part of it.
Something went wrong in the formation of our polygamous relationships in relation to that rule.
Maybe it harked back to initially sharing a yacht bunk never made for a threesome, let alone more than that. Maybe it had something to do with the competitive nature of the demand for sexual favours when there were up to four Screw Girls wanting my attention on the yacht. Maybe it has something to do with Amy's history and her need for love. Or maybe it was all if the above.
Whatever the reason based in history might be, sleeping in full body contact has become the norm and indeed was so from the day Issie and Amy first came to my bed.
Over the years we've got used to the art of tossing and turning at night in a packed, cuddled up and often rocking bed. And at least the sort of sex I'd just shared with Amy leaves you ready for a sound sleep.
I awoke before dawn to find myself lying on my back, each of Liddy and Amy cuddled up facing me with an arm across my body. Liddy had her leg across my thigh, leaving the hand I had laying along her side of my body resting in her crease. Amy's hand was softly wrapped around my morning glory.
Lifting my head enough to see the clock, it confirmed my internal body clock had done its job. It was time for me to get up and get this show on the road.
To undock and motor down Pittwater, I only needed one helper and Adam had agreed to be that person. That meant all the girls could have a bit of a sleep in.
I gently unravelled my hand from where it lay in Liddy's crease and unwrapped Amy's hand from around my manhood and put her arm up on her thigh. Then I slid up from between their bodies to the head of the bed; almost crawling out onto the floor to minimise my disturbance of them.
It may have been late winter, but cold is a relative thing. Amy tells me a nice winter day in Sydney is equivalent to a good summer day in England. The night had been cool, but the temperature inside the boat was moderated by the warmer temperature of the water it rested in and the heat of the seven bodies slumbering in the closed down cabin.
I slipped on a pair of speedo style swim briefs I'd left handy for the purpose and pulled the waistband up over the hardness of my morning glory, leaving it sheathed in the tightly stretched material. It had been more than a little sensitised by Amy's hand around it and wasn't anything like ready to give up its hardness yet. But that was nothing new. With Amy frequently playing with it during the night and surrounded as I often am by naked or semi naked women, most mornings it takes fifteen minutes to go down.
As for putting on speedos, that's a habit as old as my sailing history. Swimwear has always been the base layer of any sailing outfit for the simple reason you never know when you're going to need to get wet; like going over the side to untangle a propeller wrap.
Compounded by the fact the Screw Girls, for their own pervy reasons, had made them and their fuck me bikinis the compulsory uniform for rigging and unrigging the boat on anything but the most miserable weather. It was going to be interesting to see how that went down in the Hamilton Island marina.
I'd left a polar fleece track suit in the main cabin to let me put it on without disturbing the girls by trying to do it in the limited floor space of the cabin.
Exiting the master cabin, I fumbled across the main cabin to the switchboard over the navigation table to turn on the master switch for the main cabin lights, then fumbled across the cabin roof to find the nearest light fitting with its integral individual switch. My hand circled the round base of the light, looking for the switch and when I found it, took care to turn it in the direction which would turn on the red night light, rather than ruin my night vision with the bright white one.
Then I crossed the cabin to perform the critical task of putting the kettle on. Coffee always comes first.
I was just filling it when Adam exited the forward cabin. Adam was still sleepy and facing straight towards me. I can't say I wasn't shocked by the sight, however much warning I'd got from the girls.
Neither 'hung like a horse' nor Ellen's more extreme 'hung like an elephant' were as hyperbolic as I'd assumed. Amy's two drink cans stacked one on top of the other was closest to the mark in both length and girth.
Adam too was also dressed only in a pair of the blue speedo like swimwear the girls insist as being part of the boat uniform; his, for the reason he needs a tight fitting pair to keep his flaccid manhood contained within the leg elastic on his slim, athletic swimmer's figure, being a smaller size than might otherwise be the case.
Towering out of the waistband was what I had to guess was his full erection; he too not yet having settled his morning glory after a night spent, I can only guess, cuddled up with Shelley.
There was no point making a competition out of it. He won hands down.
Mine I think is fairly standard. At full hardness like it was now, it stretched up to just under my navel and the fingers of Liddy's hand can fully circle it; Amy's more delicate fingers just falling short of the task.
Adam's towered well over his navel; it being pointless him even trying to stretch the front of his swimmers to cover it. And there was no hand on earth that could circle that monster.
As I asked if he wanted a coffee, he seemed remarkably unconcerned by his exposure.
"I've got some tea Shelley and I like."
Walking half way down the cabin towards me, he stopped at a small roof level cabinet and pulled out a tea packet, closing the rest of the distance to deposit it on the galley bench and in the process giving me an even closer view of it both in profile and straight on.
His nonchalance about it was probably explainable by the fact he's had a couple of years of having girls teasing it to exposure.
Amy tells me that the girls in his competitive swimming training squad regularly tease him up into a full exposed boner. Standing in a line waiting for their turn, dressed only in their wet bathing suits, the one behind him will stand her ground while the one in front backs up on him, then finds some reason to get excited about what's happening in the pool as an excuse to basically rub her butt against him.
He was only 18 when it first happened. The result was inevitable.
Amy say's the first time it happened he was mortified. Once he realised the girls were aiming for that result, it was more a shrug of the shoulders. After that, and his girlfriend at the time told the others his cum shot can have up to a two meter projection, I'm told the games they played with him at their Christmas pool parties were definitely x rated, even if none of them wanted that thing actually in their bodies.
Amy and the Screw Girls aren't innocent of doing the same. I've seen them, when doing a difficult heavy team job like lifting a sail bag or feeding a jib up the forestay, crowd in on him and by a combination of breast exposures and, so called, accidental or incidental to the job, manhandling, tease him up.
It's just that, back at the helm, I'd never been close enough before to see the result.
We both decided to ignore our respective morning arousals; acting as if there was nothing out of the ordinary. After last night's performances, neither of us had anything to be feeling inadequate about.
Having undertaken the critical task of putting the kettle on, I turned to put my tracksuit on...
"I'm just going out to take in the non-critical mooring lines. Can you pour my coffee when the kettle boils?"
A light wind was blowing from the aft port quarter. With the boat moored against the jetty on the starboard side that meant the forward spring line and dockside bow line were both redundant and I could save time on our final undocking by bringing them aboard now.
Unlike a normal undocking where we leave the lines on the dock, for this trip we needed to take them with us. During the course of the previous day I'd reversed all the lines; putting the loop on the dock and the tie off on the boat for a quick undocking. All I had to do was loosen the lines and throw them aboard.
While on the dock I also uncoupled the shore power and wound up the cord for storage in the stern locker, joined by the now redundant mooring lines; two less lines to foul things up as we undocked.
As I came back down the companionway, I turned the engine on to let it warm up as I drank my coffee. Adam was by now dressed in his own equivalent of a tracksuit.
With about a third of my coffee drunk, I said to Adam...
"OK let's go."
Taking my coffee up the companionway and putting it on the cockpit table, I waited until Adam was on the dock, then turned the rudder blade hard to port and put the engine into forward. The effect was to push the boat forward, hard against the aft spring holding it back, but also onto dock with the prop wash across the rudder stopping the boat's spring line from turning the bow into the dock.
Now we could go about calmly removing and rolling up every other dock line.
With only the spring line remaining, I took the boat out of gear, which took the pressure off it and let Adam cast off it too. Then putting the boat into reverse, we backed out of the dock and down the length of the marina.
We turned North, heading down Pittwater, my eyes slowly adjusting to the pitch blackness, only the navigation marks, our chart plotter, the ink black shadows of the surrounding landmasses and our intimate knowledge of the waterway guiding our path.
The eastern sky was only just starting to lighten as we exited the heads and turned North up the coast. Rather than hugging the coast, Ellen had planned us a course taking a giant arc to seaward, for a number of reasons.
Safety wise, sailing at night as we often would be is much riskier closer to the coast, where other boats and coastal trading ships will often be encountered. Plus it was the whale migration season. They might be lovely to spot during the day, but if you're sailing at night, often neither yacht nor whale will be aware of each other until there's a collision; a very undesirable outcome.
But even from the point of view of the speed of passage, there's some advantage on a seaward course. There's a current called the East Coast Current that runs southward along the east coast of Australia (fans of the movie Finding Nemo will recognise it as being central to the story), something to be avoided if you're going North.
If you're racing you'll often see yachts tacking right into the breakers along the beachlines to minimise its effect; but that's hardly safe at night.
The current's effect and how far out from the coast it goes varies over time. Ellen's research indicated it was presently close into the coast and indeed we might even find reverse eddies on the course she'd mapped for us. So a big arch course it was.
With the low early light, I had Adam up on bow, trying to give some warning of any lurking whale as we motored along, when Ellen emerged from the cabin and joined me at the wheel.
To an outside observer, it is a strange relationship we now share. There are certain habits carried over from our previously intimate one that Ellen has chosen to continue; usually in full sight of her husband.
The first was to greet me with a kiss on the lips.
The second, as she came around the wheel, was to wrap an arm around my hips to hold me in a static embrace. In a quiet voice, obviously not intended for Adam's consumption, she commented...
"That was quite a performance you and Amy put on last night. Was going the animal on her the best way of going about it."
"How did you know it was going the animal? Anyway, my original intention was that would satisfy her the quickest and quietest of any of our usual approaches. It just didn't work out that way."
"You don't say. Really, after all the times I've watched you do it to Amy and had you do it to me, you don't think I'd recognise the sound of a go the animal?"
"I suppose so. Still, we weren't the only ones making noise. My ears told me you were the only one that didn't climax on the boat last night."
"Yours ears are wrong. The mental picture of you going the animal on me or Amy, or any of the other Screw Girls is so fixed in my brain, I only need the slightest sound of it for the sensation of it to flood my body. I had a giant, demanding lady boner from the moment you started up. Add Shelley and Adam moaning a few feet from my head on the other side of the bulkhead and Issie squirming about and moaning on the bunk right above me as she fingered herself then I was going to explode if I didn't do something about it. You forget I had a lot of practice doing it quietly on the boat I came from to join yours."
Ellen seemingly pondered for a moment...
"This is going to be one weird trip. I wish Harry could have come."
Adding...
"Buurrr, it's still a bit chilly..."
Ellen went from standing alongside me, to moving around behind me, wrapping both arms around me to pull herself in tightly to my body as if to find warmth there.
There are times Ellen pushes the limits of what's appropriate for a married woman; a limit that is already only so high because she, I and her husband all know there's nothing going to happen whatever flirtations passes between us.
As she pushed her mons firmly against my buttock and let the rocking of the boat provide cover for herself rubbing up and down against it, this was one of those times; all the more so as her arms around me drifted downwards until they sat on my lower stomach dangerously close to an area where she probably shouldn't go.
I let it pass, well understanding, given our history, the depth of her frustrations as she heard me banging away at Amy.
As the day came to life, one by one the rest of the women on board appeared from below. By mid-morning the SW following wind was well up and the sails were set and engine off as we surfed the waves north at much more than our planned hull speed.
By constantly checking the water temperature and the difference between the speed through the water shown on the log and the GPS speed over the ground, Ellen monitored any adverse effect of the East Coast Current, least that called for a change of course. To her credit, she managed to keep us in a strong eddy for most of the daylight hours, pushing us north even faster.
As part of the trip plan, the crew had been divided into two watches; Amy, Shelley and Adam in one, Ellen, Issie and Liddy in the other with Amy and Ellen as the watch captains. That left me as skipper floating, able to be on deck at any time the need arose.
While Ellen and Amy were my most trusted watch captains, there was some other planning in my allocation of crews that wasn't entirely related to sailing the boat.
I knew when she was off watch, and especially at night, Amy would be seeking sex from me and, as had already been demonstrated, it wouldn't be quiet. I thought if Shelley and Adam shared the same off watch, they might find a noise cover for their own activities. Plus by putting Amy and Liddy on different watches, Liddy might get a decent go at some intimacy with me instead of getting crowded out by Amy.
In theory, the watch below should be resting, but on the first day, after a good night's sleep, that's hard to do. So on the first day I tend to not push the issue until the 4 pm watch changeover, when I think it's prudent for the off watch to go below and get some rest for their impending night watch.
By 11 am on the bright sunny day it turned out to be, the day was almost warm; or at least not cold. The speed of the boat reduced the apparent wind, and therefore also the wind chill factor.
With additional wind protection forward of the cockpit spray dodger, Amy laid out her usual cushions in front at the aft end of the cabin top, stripped down to one of the tiny bikinis which the girls have adopted as part of the boat uniform and laid herself out to enjoy some winter sun; soon joined by Shelley next to her.
Because it was so much fun on the helm surfing the waves, there was a degree of competition to be the helmsman (or helmsperson in modern parlance, especially since most of them were women). Nobly, I stood aside to give the others a turn.
But as one of only two males aboard, that did leave me with something of a conundrum. Anywhere you sat in the cockpit pretty well left the laid out and very distracting bodies of Amy and Shelley square in your field of vision.
You basically had a choice. Sitting one side, where I first placed myself, you were left looking up between their legs at the narrow gusset of their bikini pants and the underboob displayed by their bikini tops. The view was exaggerated by the fact that, to brace themselves against the roll and movement of the boat, there was a moderately wide spread of their legs. And compounded by the fact the gusset of their bikinis nowhere near bridged the gap between their thighs, indeed, barely covered their labia, leaving two very distracting strips of flesh between their inner thighs and the leg elastic of their bikini pants.
On the other side, you were staring down at the deep cleavage display and bikini bridge on the waistband of their pants. Neither was easy to turn away from.
Adam had solved the problem by sitting alongside and forward of Shelley where he could chat with her; fully justifying looking down at her -- and I don't doubt Amy, as he did. Although even he was asked to sit a bit further back so he didn't cast a sun shadow on Shelley.
I had no such easy option. While surfing the waves, we didn't want weight any further forward than necessary, so I couldn't even go and sit by the mast or up the bow.
If it had just been Amy it wasn't really a problem, even if Liddy, Issie and Ellen would be sitting there judging me (or just as often in the old days, and still sometimes now, setting themselves up to get equal exposure to my own pervy eyes). Amy deliberately lays herself out for me to lust over her as part of ensuring I can perform to her demands.
But Shelley's presence was a bit more problematic, if only because she was the only woman on the boat I didn't have specific permission to perv at. Plus she's much younger than the others.
It wasn't helped that Shelley's features weren't that dissimilar to Amy's; a slender body capped by breasts disproportionate to their other features.
Indeed, when Amy and Ellen chose Shelley as an additional crew member after a trial day with her, Adam and another woman, they admitted she'd been chosen by them for her looks -- to keep the vibe of the boat up -- nearly (although they assured me, not quite) as much as her sailing ability.
With her very prominent mound and puffier nipples, Amy's body was probably more sexualised. And spending the first 28 years of her life in sunless England, much of it wrapped in frumpy, hide all clothing, meant her golden olive skin was still flawlessly youthful.
But while Shelley might have had -- in my eyes, although frankly it was still a lovely light golden colour -- less perfect skin, she was slightly taller and had maybe even bigger breasts relative to her body mass than Amy; and very youthful ones at that.
But from where I was sitting, one thing made it really hard to satisfy myself with just innocently staring at Amy instead of taking in the vista of Shelley as well. Through Amy's crotch, as it always does, ran a dimpled line which, as the sun warms her pussy or she indulged in erotic thoughts as she lay there, spread into two distinct dimpled lines with a hollow between. Seductive and sexualised, but at least subtle. Aroused to a degree, but not fully.



Shelley had hitched her bikini pants up as she laid down and in the process, maybe inadvertently, maybe not, created a large camel toe; a deep sucked in line of swimwear through her crease with a prominent bulge on either side of it.
Adam, as he chatted to her, had stripped down to a very tight fitting t shirt, showing off his muscular upper body. He had casually put his hand on her lower stomach, straddling the low slung waistband of her bikini pants, gently caressing across the line of it. Her arm in turn disappeared somewhere up between his legs.
I couldn't tell, as he sat with his knees up, facing away from me, still in track suit pants, what affect she was having on him or what view she might have of it, other than might be presumed by her distraction. But his effect on her was obvious for all those sitting where I was to see.
That deep sucked in line had become a deep open valley with the material pulled tightly against the floor of her vulva; a dark damp circle forming at its base. I even thought I could see a swollen bulge that might well be her clit.
And as if to confirm whatever suspicions or deductions might be made from the view of the crotches, across the top of the four skyward pointing breasts, stood four very prominent nipples pushing up the material of the bikini tops that covered them.
Amy's were only moderately so. Nothing like the towering edifices they can become with a bit of encouragement from me. Shelley's? Well, I don't know what her fully hardened ones look like, but I'd only ever seen taller ones on Amy at full hardness, and she's a complete outlier on projection.
It was almost a case of telling Adam and Shelley to take it inside.
Perhaps recognising she was over displaying, I noticed Shelley brought her legs together, but it didn't really hide anything other than the spread of the damp stain; much of the exposed valley still standing above her slender thighs.
With Liddy steering, Ellen had been sitting next to me since before Adam had taken his top off; indeed had watched transfixed as he did it.
We'd been chatting, but having one of those conversations where clearly one or both parties has their eyes and focus elsewhere. She leaned into me to whisper...
"She's too young for you Ned. Don't even think about it."
I whispered back...
"You're all too young for me, and I'm not."
She replied sarcastically...
"Sure, sure."
As she did so, she reached casually over my thigh and brushed the back of her hand against my manhood, finding it all but flaccid...
"You're doing well Ned. I thought I'd find a boner."
"You under-estimate me, but even if you did, it might have been for Amy."
"Yea, no, that's not where you're looking. Amy's going to be annoyed if she catches you."
"I think it's best to assume Amy already knows. She doesn't miss a trick and while it might look like she's asleep under that hat, I usually find she's watching everything happening around her through the open weave. But you forget, it's you girls who mandated fuck me clothing on the boat to keep my testosterone up, specifically so I can perform for Amy. So if anything I can see on anyone on the boat gets me randy, it's apparently solely for Amy's benefit and for that reason alone I'm allowed to indulge myself with the viewing of it."
Typically of Ellen when she gets in a playfully challenging mood, she changed tack on me when the argument hit a dead end...
"So, if that sight's not going to get you up, does that mean you're getting past it and failing to get it up for her?"
"I think by my age I can mostly control my arousal even though my eyes can see interesting things. Your hand did more to trigger it than looking at Shelley's display."
"Oh yea, what about all those times at Bora Bora and other places where we girls were looking over the side of the RIB watching the fish as you motored us along and you'd end up with a dirty great boner hanging out of your swimwear just from looking at our butts."
And then it was suddenly like the implications of my second sentence dropped on her. She slipped her hand back over my thigh, this time brushing against a half mongrel, holding it there just long enough for her to feel it harden further to her touch...
"Oh wow, you've still got it for me."
In a deliberately put on, playful, slightly patronising, almost condescending voice intended to convey the message with the appropriate degree of lightness, I noted...
'We both know we both still got it for each other but aren't going to do anything about it. Look at your nipples. And as for getting a boner watching your butts and tits bounce around on the RIB, they were damn fine displays of butts that in those days I knew I'd be fucking the arses off all too soon. I was contemplating the near future."
As she'd touched me up, her nipples had gone to high beam, pushing out the material of the polo shirt she had on over her bikini top.
She looked down at them...
"It's the cold."
"That's funny, they've only just appeared and the day's warming up."
Ellen nudged my shoulder, a sort of final concession in our verbal sparring. Lowering her voice further she added...
"Yea, I know. If you think the nipples are showing it, you ought to see what's been happening down there as I talk to you. This is going to be a long trip. Normally I'd be able to go home and fuck the cock off Harry after you stir me up like this. I'm going to have calluses on my fingers by the end of this week."
After a pause, she added...
"I think I'll join the pussy display line up."
Ellen stood up and stripped down to her own boat uniform, mid-blue, micro bikini, tossing her clothes below and picking up a towel from the cockpit seats before moving forward and finding a spot just in front of where Adam was sitting next to Shelley.
Instead of laying the towel straight across the boat, she laid it diagonally, as if intending to fan out from Shelley's feet around Adam's seating position. Then kneeling on the towel where Adam body blocked everyone's view of her except mine, she looked me straight in the eye and grinned as she hitched her pants up, shuffled her knees apart and used a finger to push a deep camel toe into her pants before laying out flat on the towel.
The diagonal angle meant I had as much of a view straight up between her legs as I did of the others, even though she was forward of them. And the view well explained, if any explanation was necessary, of what she meant by 'happening down there". While Shelley took the cake in its physical obviousness, Ellen came second while easily winning the size and darkness of the damp patch in the gusset of her bikini pants competition.
She was right. This was going to be a long and interesting week.
The thing was, Ellen and I had both felt a frission between us from the moment she stepped on the boat. It was intellectual as much as sexual, but the sexual element couldn't be denied. Why that could even be the case give our ridiculous age difference was beyond either of our comprehensions. All we could do was put it down to some sort of hormonal compatibility that our bodies were messaging beyond our control.
During the time the frission could be dealt with by indulging in actual sex, the only real issue had been a degree of competitiveness between Amy and Ellen as each sought to play off their relative advantage in stirring my sexual passions towards them. To a degree, the whole 'go the animal thing' was a product of that.
The problem became acute when, with my encouragement, Ellen fell in love with her future husband, Harry but was still residing at my place; albeit now in her own room with the sexual part of our relationship terminated.
It drove her crazy. I suppose it drove us both crazy, but I had other outlets for my sexual frustration. It eventually forced her to move in with Harry earlier in the relationship than she might have in other circumstances.
Harry is well aware of all this. But the bottom line is we all know Ellen is a very loving and completely faithful wife, whatever stirrings in her loins might occur, and the upside for Harry is the wild sex he gets any night after the two of them have been on the boat with me.
The strange thing was, now she'd laid herself out there deliberately on display, I actually felt I had to remain seated there enjoying the view for a respectable period of time; more so as Ellen kept raising her head to check me out.
It wasn't an unpleasant view. An understatement if there was ever one. Ellen might best be described as modelesque. A Nordic model if you want a better mental picture. Tall, she's 6ft like me, but with more legs and less torso than I have, slender, nicely feminine, her breasts might not be as outsized as Amy's but are beautiful just the same. With a sculptured face, piercingly deep blue eyes a man could drown in, alabaster skin and a cascade of long naturally blonde hair and no shortage of confidence, she could easily have been a model had she not taken the more sensible route of being a doctor.
But the view, attractive though it was, didn't come without some guilt. I had an intimate familiarity with every detail of what lay under that rapidly dampening gusset. I'd seen and studied it wet with her arousal and plastered into the features of her vulva by her own copious flood of juices before removing it to give her a good fucking, fingering or sucking. The way she'd pushed a camel toe into it before laying down might have been intended to be playfully erotic and a sort of send up of Shelley's display, but that bulge in the centre of it was all too familiar to me. Her swollen clit, delightfully bigger than most women's, unambiguously lay below it.
When, after about half an hour, Ellen seemed to have settled down to just enjoy the sun instead of trying to arouse me, I slipped back to stand next to Liddy at the helm, prompting her to ask...
"Do you want to take over?"
"No, not unless you're tired of it."
"No, I'm enjoying it. She really takes off on a wave."
Playfully adding after a moment...
"That's quite a pussy line up you were staring at there."
Liddy could clearly see the three sunbaking women laid out in a row through the clear panel of the dodger, together with the lower half of Adam. From this angle, the view of their heads and lower legs were cut off where the clear panel ended, the curve of the cabin top tending to exaggerate their breasts and mons as it arced their bodies upward. Probably unbeknown to Adam, from this angle Liddy also had a view of the top of his erection peeking over the waistband of his tracksuit pants. Shelley was having no less effect on him than he was on her.
"Staring is a bit harsh."
"It looked like staring to me. I don't think I saw you take your eyes off them."
"It was more a case of there wasn't really anywhere else to look."
"You could have looked back at me. I might even have undone this for you."
Liddy took one hand off the wheel and fully undid the zipper on her tracksuit top; her breasts, covered only in a tiny bikini top like the others and with her nipples raised by the wind chill, bursting out; the exposure not only revealing the rest of her stunning figure but highlighting the way the tight fitting white leggings she was wearing -- chosen by the Screw Girls to be the uniform one step up in the chill factor from the mini hot pants -- clung provocatively to her mound and the shapely legs below there.
I've always found it rather both amusing and surprising how quickly Liddy adjusted at her age and with her background to being one of the Screw Girls. Maybe in a way the whole Screw Girls phenomenon of highly sexualised girls running around in sexualised clothing is weird enough, even if explicable in the rather unique circumstances of a yacht cruising the Pacific Ocean. The fact that it lasted beyond the end of the cruise less explicable; although just barely credible for the younger women.
For a woman in her mid 50's who came from an ultra-conservative Jewish background, it's enough to do your head in.
But then, when you get the full story of her life, maybe not.
In appearance, she's like an older, taller but no less slender or shapely version of Amy. Her Mediterranean olive skin, is perfectly preserved by the fact that her religiously mandated high coverage clothing and New York lifestyle meant it didn't see the sun until very recently. And her quite large, unnaturally perky breasts are explicable by the same background; her mother insisting that, absent flesh displays, a flat chested daughter needed a considerable bosom bulge in her clothing to attract a good man and so encouraged her to get implants and not do it by half measure.
It worked, in so far as she married a doctor like herself, her husband going on to become a surgeon. He was a good and dedicated father to her children, but hard working, so rarely home and clearly on the spectrum (as many surgeons are), which apart from anything else meant sex for her was routine, always in the missionary position and rarely climatic.
Still, within her cultural background she regarded it as a good and happy marriage and still, looking back, does, even if, as one of her first actions when were returned from the cruise and she settled in with me, she bought herself a copy of the Kama Sutra and had us work methodically though as many positions in it and other sex manuals as our age and inclinations would permit.
And while the younger Liddy and her husband had started their marriage fully committed to their religion, they, like I suspect many people of many religions these days, found they'd drifted from a strict belief in it, even if by habit they remained compliant and stayed within the community.
But he died in a car accident when she was fifty leaving her more than comfortable financially but grief stricken.
Things went less well when her parents and the community pushed her into a hurried marriage with another so called 'good Jewish boy". She admits she should have heard alarm bells when he'd insisted that he expected to find her 'clean shaven' on their wedding night. Experimenting using a razor, she'd found the itching and maintenance too annoying, so before her wedding had it lasered clean -- something she now regrets.
It didn't take too long after the wedding for her to find out she married a violent abuser. Within a year she'd dumped and divorced him, but in the process she'd earned the reprobation and rejection of her community and even her parents.
Feeling abandoned and disillusioned and with her children now grown up with lives of their own, she accepted the invitation of some very liberal, close Jewish friends of hers to come cruising the Pacific with them; which is where we'd met.
In the early days after we'd returned from the cruise and were all still together as a polygamous family, it was amusing when we went out together. It was nearly always assumed that Amy, Ellen and Issie were the offspring of Liddy and myself. The paler skin was no doubt attributed to me, the olive skin to Liddy; with Amy like a perfect younger miniature of Liddy and Ellen assumed to be dominated by my genes and Issie somewhere in the middle.
Of course as soon as they heard us in conversation, Liddy's very New York accent, Amy's English one and Issie's Italian one gave the game away. As did public displays of affection from the younger ones towards me that went well beyond what was appropriate for an offspring.
Still, her verbal challenge required an answer...
"Well, it was silly on my part not to explore that possibility."
"I hope you're willing to explore a lot more tonight. I feel like I missed out last night. So if you need to stare at some young pussy to get you in condition, then feel free to do so. Or would you like me to join the pussy line-up?"
"I don't think I'll need any further conditioning to meet the requirements. You're perfectly arousing as you are. But if you'd like to be freed from steering duties to enjoy some sun, that's up to you."
"No, I'm good"
"Well I might serve the morning tea then."
I ducked below and soon returned with a sliced and buttered iced bun and seven steaming cups of coca, taking the tray around to serve them each where they were.
During all of this, Issie had been sitting along the other cockpit seat, facing aft and resting with her back against the cabin bulkhead; reading a book.
In some ways her transition from Screw Girl to happily married woman had been the easiest, even if she was still a ring leader in the enforcement of the fuck me uniforms and making the men wear speedos. She basically wanted a good husband willing to satisfy her maternal instincts and having found that was able to separate without trauma or regret.
That's not to say her inner voyeur had been turned off. If I and Amy or Liddy got up to anything nearby, there would be a good chance Issie would be found with her hand down her pants; if she was wearing any.
The day passed quickly, the surfing making the boat cover much more distance than we had expected.
Come 4 pm, I encouraged the off watch to go below and try and get some rest; leaving Amy, Shelley and Adam on deck.
As dusk approached towards 6 pm, we reduced sail by taking in a reef in the main and I ensured all the on deck crew put on their combination lifevests and harnesses and clipped them to the jackstays strung along each side of the deck or to the u bolts in the cockpit.
That completed, I went below, thinking I might catch a quick nap before getting up to prepare dinner to coincide with the change of watch at 8pm.
I entered the aft cabin to find it semi dark and Liddy a still figure under the blanket. Stripping down to my speedos -- something that 30 years of yachting had taught me to leave on least a sudden rush onto the deck was required -- I crawled under the blanket as quietly and with the least disturbance as I could.
But as I settled in, Liddy shuffled across and put her hand across my lower stomach, slipping down to manhandle the package she found in my speedos. Finding me less than naked, she asked...
"Is the shop closed?"
"No, the owners running to the door to serve you now."
That was no overstatement. My manhood had vigorously reacted to her unexpected touch, the erection bursting out the untied waistband of my pants, where her hand quickly wrapped itself around the exposed hardened flesh...
"Serve me or service me?"
"If it's servicing you want, then servicing it is."
Pulling the waistband of my pants under my ball sack, Liddy slipped across any gap between us and onto my body; embracing me with her legs outside mine as she nuzzled and kissed my face and stroked my hair with her hand.
I responded with one arm around her back and the palm of the other brought up to cup the delightfully firm breast I could feel pressing into the side of my chest; enjoying the way her nipple tightened into a jutting extension between my fingers.
Liddy clearly wasn't in need of prolonged foreplay. It was only a minute or two before she raised her hips, slipped her hand down between our bodies and guided my manhood into the embrace of velvet folds of the warm, wet void it was designed to fill.
I could feel Liddy push her body down on me, maximising the depth of penetration before circling and grinding against my pubis, screwing the tip of my shaft against her cervix.
Ever since Ellen had discovered cervical orgasms, talked them up and told the others how to get them, Liddy especially had taken to them. As a form of sex, it was somewhat tantric and prolonged; but at least quieter than more conventional sex. It also gave Liddy the period of intimacy she yearned for.
It wasn't long before her increasingly heavy breathing gave way to the low growling sounds I usually associate with Liddy having these sort of orgasms. I couldn't start to understand how these are different from other orgasms, except that don't result in me being able to feel their contractions bearing down on my shaft, however still it is inside their bodies.



The girls tell me it's more internal; deep infusions of shuddering pleasure that invade their whole bodies, or something like that. It can also be more emotional. I've had them crying on my chest on a few occasions.
From my point of view, the deep penetration and the hard push of her vaginal opening down onto and around the base of my shaft was nice, but never likely to test my endurance. It made it very easy for me to satisfy her while doing more than enough to keep me hard and excited.
I suppose Liddy was aware that everything was running by the clock and I'd soon need to get up to attend to other matters. These things can run for an hour or more if the girls are in the mood for it. But, after about fifteen minutes, Liddy raised herself up on outstretched arms and started thrusting my shaft in and out of her in a more conventional manner; clearly grinding her clit against my pubis on every full penetration.
As she did so, it brought her delightful breasts fully into my field of vision. D cup breasts on a slim figure like Liddy's, which are as perky as hers are both compellingly eye-catching and arousing and a dead giveaway they might not just be what nature gave her.
I continued to cup one in my hand while I hungrily sucked the nipple of the other into my mouth and tongued it furiously.
Unlike Amy, Liddy's is no screamer; normally anyway. Like Ellen, she's had enough practice at pleasuring herself within the confines of a yacht to have learnt how to do it quietly when she needs to. But there are also times she can let it rip.
The low moan that escaped her as I started sucking her nipple was enough to tell me she was enjoying it, but also already well on the way to a conventional orgasm to finish with.
Her thrusting became harder and faster, the grinding down on me more forceful and circling, as her growing excitement was conveyed by increasingly deep and heavy breathing. As she came, she emitted a low, mournful...
"Ooooooouuuuuuuu"
Dropping down to lay on my chest, she squirmed about on top of me to give vent to her ecstatic delight and nuzzled my cheek as I felt her contractions forcefully pummel my shaft.
As they finished, she rose and started thrusting again. This time she was gripping me more firmly, even tightly; concentrating on the in and out thrusting motion rather than grinding against me on full penetration.
Now with every one of her thrusts I could feel my hardened manhood pleasurably warming. It was impossible to stop little hums of pleasure escaping; more so as her beautiful, firm breasts with their jutting nipples swayed back and forwards across my line of vision; the visual arousal adding to the physical.
She wasn't rushing me; just pacing it nicely. Letting me enjoy every individual thrust while going fast enough to make it real.
I just lay there, letting her do all the work as my balls slowly brewed up and my shaft got increasing suffused with that growing hot pleasure that precedes a big ejaculation.
As my eyes lifted from their fixation on her breasts, I saw her face looking benevolently down on me; pleased with the result she was getting, evidenced by my hums and the rolling, tortured 'O' mouthed look of a man who's about to blow his load.
With a final groan, that first mind blowing shot of cum raced up my shaft and blew itself against her well worked cervix.
I grabbed her around the small of her back and pulled her down on me; holding her body firmly against me and her breasts making indentations in my chest as rope after rope of cum ejaculated out; each leaving a trail of pleasure through the length of my shaft until I lay there like a deflated lilo under her; only my manhood unwilling to surrender its hardness just yet.
She grinned down at me...
"That seemed to be a good one."
"It was a monster."
"Good, we can't have Amy as the only one able to give you those."
"And since when has that ever been the case."
"Just making sure. Us old hens can put up a good performance too."
I rolled her over, pinning her to the bunk with my weight and the shaft still fully penetrated in her...
"You're not an old hen. And you're as beautiful as any other woman I know. And the only person whose performance is challenged is me. I'm the old fart in the crowd."
When I saw Liddy was smirking up at me, it at least assured me I shouldn't be taking this too seriously.
"I'd better put the dinner on or we'll miss the change of watch."
Reluctantly I withdrew from her, climbed out of the bunk and pulled my speedos up from under my balls and over the sticky half mongrel residual of my erection; leaving it to lay awkwardly in the stretchy material as I put on the tracksuit that would keep me warm on deck.
After turning on the gas oven to get it warming, I put on my safety harness and life vest and went on deck, clipping myself to the cockpit jackstay as I emerged out of the companionway.
Shelley was on the helm, with Adam and Amy sitting around the cockpit; both of the latter looking outwards, scanning the horizons to keep a watch out for other vessels or hazards to the boat.
As I did an initial survey of the boat and its surrounds, I asked no one in particular...
"Everything under control?"
Amy answered...
"Yes, there were some fishing boat a long way inshore an hour ago, but they're well behind us now. Haven't seen any other boats this far out. We saw a whale breech, also a fair way shoreward, just before dusk. The wind has eased enough that, with the shortened sail, we're only doing 6 knots. I was thinking that maybe we should put the engine on, even if only on idle, just to give any whale a heads up on our presence."
"Yea, I agree Amy. Turn it on. Shelley, you know how, don't you?"
Shelley bent down to the key and turned it. The feint noise of the starter motor turning and the throb of the diesel coming to life permeated the cockpit,
"If we drop below 6 knots, put it in gear and bring it back up to speed. I'm just going to get the dinner started. You guys must be hungry."
Amy grinned at me...
"We've been raiding the pantry, but a hot meal will be nice."
By 1940 hours (7.40pm), the lasagne I'd prepared had been heated up and I'd brought Liddy, Ellen and Issie from whatever slumbers they'd managed to achieve into the main cabin to eat their meal in preparation for going on watch, while sending servings up to the cockpit for the on watch crew.
Come 1955 hours the new watch were on deck, acclimatizing themselves and being briefed by the on watch crew of any issues.
Come 2005 hours, the old watch retired below, leaving Liddy, Ellen and Issie on deck with myself.
For an hour and a half I stayed on deck, giving the new watch time to settle in. Mind you, it was really more of a formality than a necessity. Ellen is the most skilled and careful sailor and navigator on the boat. I'd trust her over me any day. There was nothing I was adding to her watch keeping other than another pair of eyes.
As I went below, I knew Amy would be waiting for me and expecting me to perform for her. It was too early in the night to have hoped that she would have fallen asleep..
That sounds bad; as if I don't enjoy fucking Amy and are wanting to avoid it. Normally, nothing could be further from the truth. She easily arouses me and sex with her is always mind blowing. It's just that it's also noisy. Very noisy. When all the girls on the yacht were sexual partners as we travelled the Pacific, that didn't seem like so much of an issue.
But with a mixture of current partners, former partners and never partners on the boat, somehow it doesn't feel right to me, even if Amy is oblivious to the issue.
As I stuck my head into the master cabin, I found it lit by the red night light. A grinning Amy looked up at me, threw the doona off to expose her naked body and blurted out, before I'd had a chance to close the door behind me,
"Come and fold me up for a quickie."
I had to smile. There was so much about that which was Amy, starting with her 'fold me up' description. I've seen it called in one of the books Liddy bought to experiment with different positions the "origami position", although I wouldn't have a clue whether that's a universal, let alone a well-known, name. Essentially it means she's laying on her back and folds herself at the hips so her knees are alongside her breasts. With me flat over the top of her, her lower legs are then pointing skyward over my shoulders. The other thing pointing skywards is her vagina.
For me, the depth of penetration and angle of entry mean it heats me up pretty quickly. It's not a position in which I can display any great endurance and for that reason is definitely not one of Amy's favourites. A quickie is only in Amy's quiver of sexual demands if no other alternative is possible.
For her this one is something of a minor g spot banger, so pretty likely, but not certain given how quickly I'm likely to come, to get her a good single orgasm.
Her preferred g spot banger is where I'm kneeling and elevating the hips of her reclined body to really rake away at her g spot. Because it doesn't trigger me very quickly, it gives her orgasm after orgasm; to the point she's been known to roll off into a foetal position with what she calls a 'broken vagina', experiencing a succession of out of control orgasms without me even still being in contact with her.
The latter will have her screaming to bring the house down. The former doesn't usually let her get the momentum up for such riotous screaming.
So, being sensitive to my concerns about noise, she's offered me a quickie. One that normally gives both of us intense but quick orgasms; at least intense for her if she gets there before I do.
I undressed and climbed into the bed beside her, on my side facing her. As she turned towards me and undulated her body against mine while kissing and pashing me, she pretty quickly got the erection she was aiming for. Once it was hard, she pushed my erection between her legs and into her crease; moving it back and forwards to arouse herself by rubbing it along her clit, until her crease was a wet slippery valley through which my manhood slid like it was a well-oiled pole.
She'd already started moaning in arousal when she disengaged, rolled onto her back and lifted her legs vertically before using her hands to pull them all the way down to sit alongside her breasts.
I had to admire her dexterity. I certainly couldn't fold myself up like that. I admired her chutzpah even more when she turned her head towards me, grinned and said...
"Come and take me."
That entailed moving from alongside her to down to under her butt. Knowledge of the sight that would greet me there and of the pleasures awaiting me, were more than enough to prevent any loss of hardness as I worked myself into place.
Amy has one of the sexiest vulvas I've ever seen. No, make that the sexiest. It's pure porn star. Devoid of bush, her aroused labia form two beautiful arcs of firm, low ridges; perfectly framing her swollen bud and the dark void of her vagina.
And now, with her legs bent up to bring her knees alongside her breasts, the whole beautifully alluring edifice of it was facing upwards, directly and invitingly, at me.
It was too tempting to ignore.
I knew Amy was pandering to my concerns about the crowded boat and noisy sex. She was offering me a quick orgasm for myself with a bare prospect of a single one for her.
But Amy thrives on being multi-orgasmic. She's addicted to the oxytocin or whatever hormone her powerful orgasms produce; leaving her feeling loved up and loving. While her first one might be accompanied by mere loud moaning, from there they quickly progress up the scale into the screaming register.
Not being able to control the noise, she's instead offering to control the orgasm count; even accepting the possibility they might be zero for her.
I was suddenly overcome with guilt and in that moment, I surrendered my concerns about noise.
Instead of mounting and penetrating her, I bent down and started flicking my tongue against that delightfully firm bud that lay in the centre of my field of vision.
Amy moaned and squirmed in pleasure with the unexpected stimulation. Already strongly aroused by having used my shaft as a dildo against her clit, the moaning and squirming soon progressed to an orgasm; loud, very loud, but not screaming.
Almost frantically, Amy pulled me onto her; wanting me to penetrate her before the contractions of her orgasm were over. As I brought my knees forward to straddle her hips and take the weight of my lower body, I readily, hastily complied; my manhood finding and slipping easily into the warm folds of her sex in good time for the last few contractions to pummel the firm shaft I had buried so deeply into her.
Resting on my elbows to take my upper body weight, at first I positioned myself flat along her, with her lower legs over my shoulders. With a hand around the back of my head, Amy pulled my face to hers, deeply kissing me as I started to move my shaft within her body.
But in the position Amy was in, the movement is not as simple as an ordinary upward jerk. With the angle of her vagina facing upwards as it was, my penetration of her was as much a downward push as a horizontal thrust. And I'm not sure what the contortion of her body does to her internal organs, but it feels to me like her vagina in bent, my shaft being required to follow its curve, while putting a lot of rather stimulating pressure on both the shaft and, if Amy's reactions are anything to go by, her erogenous zones, in the process.
So the cycle was one where I would lift my hips for a partial withdrawal, then plunge it back down, finishing with a powerful horizontal thrust that had Amy's whole body move noticeably under me as she first moaned and then squealed in delight at the end of every cycle. This was not a position for fast pounding.
Every lift and plunge was a carefully calibrated movement. And because of that, every cycle had a strongly stimulating effect on me. The stronger grip of her vagina on my shaft in this position, what I took to be its contortion within her body to accommodate the shape of her vagina, and the additional pressure of the final thrust -- especially the way it pushed so firmly the upper base of my shaft against her tightened pelvic floor muscles -- meant from my first penetration of her, and with every additional thrust, my erection was being marched inevitably towards its extinction in a flood of cum.
Added to that the enjoyment of the feel of her jutting nipples moving against my chest with every thrust, and you get some idea of why this was always a very short endurance position on the rare occasion Amy adopted it.
But in a way, I was missing the real feast; the visual one.
I rose on outstretched arms, gleefully looking down at the feminine beauty of the woman under me whose body so willing embraced my excited manhood. Framed by her legs, which squeezed them closer together and squashed them into taller towers, her breasts, capped by exquisite jutting nipples, shouted out her fecund allure. Glorious orbs of female perfection. Large for one so slender, beautifully round and upright, they were capped by areola which seemed to swell to thrust up the large jutting nipples which sat atop them. They made you feel as though you could cum just looking at them.
Without the anchor of her legs, her whole body rolled provocatively upward with every terminating thrust; her breasts being thrown more violently upwards before settling intoxicatingly back to their starting point.
Even as she started to moan rather loudly, Amy looked up at me with a broad grin. Well aware of and seemingly enjoying the rag dolling of her body, and knowing full well the visual delight she was presenting to me, her hands on my butt encouraged me to even greater efforts.
As they so often did, her nipples beckoned me.
I arched my back to let me keep achieving full penetration as I lowered my lips to her right nipple.
I circled the nipple with my tongue, watching as Amy arched her chest up at me and hummed in pleasurable response. As I did it again, I knew it was teasing her; offering her a mere taste of pleasure while denying her the full measure of it. Her nipples were so sensitive she could be brought to orgasm just sucking on them.
The hand brought up to the back of my head applied a downward pressure that told me to do just that. The feel of the nipple's jutting hardness in my mouth was a tactile delight. I held the flesh of the swollen areola in my lips while I first flicked my tongue against its firmness and then sucked it like a baby, rubbing my tongue up and down its length. All the while I was still slowly lifting, dropping and hard thrusting her.
Even through the rag-dolling of her body my thrusts were imposing on her, Amy was undulating her whole body under me; bring her hips up to meet the thrust of mine, then raising her chest to force her breast more firmly into my mouth; moaning constantly.
"Oooooohhhh...oh Ned, I'm......ooohhh...going to cum."
"Good, let it rip."
Although, since it was said with a nipple in my mouth, the diction might not have been as clear as the written words suggest.
I sucked harder on her nipple.
"But...but...oooohhhhhh...oh god...oh Ned...oh Ned...aaahhhhh...AAAAAAAHHHHHHHH...ooohhhh...oh...oh...oh."
With Amy, I knew better than to stop just because she was climaxing. I set aside for a moment the reason she'd might think it was a problem. Half the fun of making love to her is playing her body like a fiddle and bringing it to an almost constant state of orgasm.
She started to run her fingers through my hair instead of forcing my mouth down onto her nipple; while at the same time gripping me more firmly internally as I kept up the thrusting. I took the opportunity to transfer my attention to her left breast. But it seemed like the previously undisturbed nipple brought with it a more acute sensitivity. Almost immediately I got a reaction...
"Oh no, oh Ned..."
As another climax built in her, she pushed my head down onto her breast again and softened her internal grip. She screamed...
"Oh god, oh Ned, OOoooooohhhhhh... AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH...oh...oh...hhhh...hhh...hh..."
With this orgasm, as her contractions pummelled my hardness, I felt her grip tighten even more firmly around me.
Already every lift and plunge of my erection had added to its heating up; my balls a veritable boiling caldron of hot cum showing its growing keenness to empty itself into Amy's receptive vagina.
The whole length of it was suffused with an erotic warmness, hypersensitive to every little movement of its hardened flesh against the hot, wet, slippery velvety texture of Amy's sex. The first vestige of my own approaching climax had been triggered.
I wanted to make the most of it. I lifted my head up so I could look down on the stunning female beauty that lay under me as I delivered each plunge and jerk more determinedly. Sensing what was happening, Amy had her hands on my butt, encouraging me and grinning up at me even as her eyes rolled back and her mouth circled around the loud moans that continued to pour forth from her as she was pleasured to new heights by my actions.
One more time I lifted my shaft up until it nearly exited her vagina. I plunged it back in; slowly to let me savour the extraordinary pleasure that every millimetre of additional penetration washed the sensitive, hardened flesh of my erection in. As I bottomed out and jerked upwards, once again rag dolling her body and bringing forth another squeal of ecstasy from her, I knew the next would be my last.
I lifted myself again; almost reluctant to bring it to an end, but knowing full well the end was neigh whatever I did or didn't do.



I drew out every last ounce of pleasure from my next immersion in her body; millimetre by slow, steady millimetre; unable to contain the prolonged moan of delight as I did so. I was only half way in when I knew I was about to erupt. Groaning far too loudly for a crowded yacht, I plunged myself into full penetration and jerked upwards as the first blast of cum rushed up my shaft into Amy and jerked again and again with every following rope of cum, or wave of my orgasm or whatever it was that repeatedly wracked my body with intense pleasure.
The effect was to almost violently rag-doll Amy and send her into another profanity spewing orgasm. For a moment our bodies were locked together in an orgasmic dance, jerking and thrusting against each other and grunting and groaning as we surrendered to our bodies' demands.
And then, we were still and momentarily silent except for our heavy breathing.
By the standards of my love making with Amy, it had certainly been a quickie. But not, to turn a phrase, a quietie.
As the focus of our bodies' senses moved from being entirely on our sexual organs, the sounds of Shelley and Adam making out in the front cabin permeated them. Shelley wasn't screaming like Amy does, but she's not quiet either and Adam's grunting was louder than the previous night.
You could well imagine that they'd felt secure with the thought that Amy would put on a sufficiently loud and prolonged performance that they could get away with their own lovemaking flying under the radar. Now as ours came to an unexpected early finish, they were like a couple caught swimming naked when the tide went out.
Perhaps too focused on each other to be aware their sounds were now broadcast into an otherwise silent boat, they continued, and continued, and continued some more, until at last, with a loud grunt, Adam clearly came and brought the show to a halt.
As we'd laid there listening to the performance, Amy couldn't stop herself from giggling. Not a gentle one; a burst of expressed merriment that wracked her whole body, causing her vagina to pleasurably move against the now well drained, but still completely hard manhood I had buried in her.
As they finished, she stroked my hair...
"Is that what we sound like to others?"
"I think we're a bit louder. A lot louder actually."
"It's a bit weird listening to others make love like that."
"Yep."
"I'm sorry. I thought if we got it over with quickly I might not build up such a head of steam. I didn't know I'd end up having multiple orgasms. I thought I might not even get any."
I looked down lovingly at Amy...
"I deliberately gave you multiple orgasms. I could deprive you of that. I know how important they are to you. We can't have you go a full week without them.
Amy, I recognised you were trying to be noble and it is so like you to deprive yourself in considering others. And I love you all the more for it. You knew I was sensitive to the issue. But on this I've changed my mind. We're not going to let it be an issue. Ellen, Issie and Liddy are well familiar with it, even if Ellen and Issie are finding it a bit frustrating. And it doesn't seem to me like Shelley and Adam are suffering too much. We don't have to overdo it, but I want you to enjoy your sex as you normally would."
Amy pulled me down into a passionate kiss.
But through all of this, Amy was still bent double with my weight on top of her -- even if well supported on my elbows and haunches. As the moment of additional passion passed, I offered...
"I think we'd better let you straighten yourself out."
I was with some reluctance I lifted my hips to withdraw my still firm manhood from the glorious embrace of her sex, lifting myself clear of her body to give her room to bring her legs back down to their normal position. Then with her outstretched arms making an obvious invitation, I lay back down on top of her for some more cuddles.
But we were both meant to be getting some rest. Eventually, almost reluctantly, we rolled onto our sides, still cuddled up, and sought out the sleep we needed.
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For me, the post coital sleep next to Amy was like the sleep of the dead; long and deep. And yet it was full of dreams as my brain dealt with the complexity of the sexual situation I was dealing with on the yacht.
At its core was that I had come to accept that Amy could not be denied her sexual indulgences, however much her screaming response carried through the boat and upset its equilibrium. And yet my sleeping brain confronted the question of whether that really was all that significant.
After all, our other partner in polygamy, Liddy, is well familiar with Amy's noisy sex and is well capable of seeing her own sexual needs satisfied by me; indeed, I set up the watch system on the boat specifically to facilitate that.
Shelley and Adam might not have seen or heard it before, but have quickly adapted to use Amy's reaction to provide a mask for their own activities. Given what an outlier Amy is on all her sexual needs and responses, they might have a giggle about it later, but they're hardly likely to suffer emotional damage from it.
And having spent two years cruising the Pacific on the yacht as I banged away at Amy and them in what in retrospect seems like one continuous orgy, Issie and Ellen have heard and seen it all before. Is there really an issue?
Of course, the sleeping brain doesn't deal with issues by way of some sort of philosophical diatribe. Instead it was dealt with by a way of vivid scenes, as if from a very poorly edited, highly pornographic and very cheaply made movie.
And on waking dreams are usually only remembered in snippets and unless quickly analysed and replayed by the waking brain, soon forgotten. But this series of dreams was so vivid that at least some part of it imprinted itself well beyond my first waking moments.
Core to it, or at least the start of it, is me making love to Amy in her favourite g spot banger position where I kneel between her legs as she lies on her back and hooks her legs over my shoulders; letting me firmly rake her g spot with my erection. Because it gives her a series of intense orgasms while not being a particularly endurance challenging position for me, nothing will cause her to bring down the house with her screaming more than that position.
Of course, dreams can exaggerate visual elements. With only Amy's shoulders in contact with the bed, this position certainly tends to delightfully rag-doll Amy's upper body as I look down on her. But, in what might be a shameful comment on my own sexual obsessions, the dream blew this out of all proportions; enlarging her breasts and the rag dolling to a comic extent as I watched her breasts move and bounce around like a pair of volley-ball balls in an intense competition.
Drawn by the screaming, the others on the yacht crowd into the cabin which seems to expand to accommodate them.
For some reason, the audience doesn't disturb me and I just keep banging away at Amy, smiling at the others as I do.
One by one, each of the others responds to what they are seeing. Adam is the first as his monster cock bursts out of the tiny pair of swim briefs he's wearing and turns into a towering erection. Seeing it Shelley grabs it, backs herself against a wall and brings it to penetrate her. There's nothing delicate about what follows. Fully penetrated his erection seems as though it would reach half way up her torso but that doesn't inhibit either of them as he starts thrusting forcefully enough to lift her off her feet and bang her head against the cabin roof as she starts moaning and groaning with the sort of noises that have come to us in our waking moments after Amy falls silent to expose their own carnal activities.
There is no doubt that in my dream, the rest of the watchers reacted in some sort of extreme way. But here the continuity and editing of my dream completely falls apart.
I can tell you that there were aspects of it that left me feeling quite disturbed for a while after I woke up. It certainly wasn't just other snippets of pornographic behaviour that my dream imposed on Adam and Shelley. It was more challenging of what was going on. But I can't recall the details, or even the protagonists, of the disturbing part.
And yet, in the back of my waking mind, I knew there was really only one issue beyond the general embarrassment of having my sexual exploits broadcast through the whole boat. And that was Ellen.
As I said above, Liddy's gets her turns with me and Adam and Shelley are using us as cover for their own exploits. It might arouse Issie and bring out the voyeur in her, but there nothing that a bit of peeping tom behaviour by her and a good self-fingering won't fix. Her emotional connection with me no longer runs deep enough that my activities with Amy affect her emotionally.
With Ellen on the other hand, the residual sexual frission between us and the lack of her husband Harry here as an outlet for her frustrations is definitely unsettling her. In our Pacific cruising days, it is what the girls would have described as the fear of missing out; in the present case translated to something beyond fear to an actuality of missing out.
Still, Ellen's a mature, sensible and very intelligent woman. She understands Amy and why it would be inappropriate not to satisfy her sexual needs. And it's only for a week.
I decided I would just make a point of being more engaged with Ellen, to show her I understood her position and still cared about her, while tolerating any minor instances where her behaviour went beyond the already liberal, if unspoken, rules for our physical interactions.
I suspected Harry was going to get his cock all but ripped off by her demands when he flew up to join us.
Amy did her best to find the middle ground in our activities. Even if the middle ground still involved a lot of sexual screaming.
But she didn't ask for or expect the prolonged, almost endless, multi-orgasmic sex like the hip elevated g spot banger; instead looking for positions and techniques that guaranteed success but achieved it faster.
The wind for the most part continued to blow freshly from the Southern quadrant. With a reasonable and constant swell and Ellen's expert navigation keeping us in North running eddies in the East Coast Current, or at least out of the worst of the Southern flow, the third day saw us surfing past Mooloolaba, more than 450 nautical miles from home.
6 pm that evening found me sleeping with Liddy. One thing both Liddy and Amy enjoy while we're at sea is sleeping penetrated. It was something they discovered during the Pacific cruise. You lie down together facing each other and the girl hooks her upper leg over mine and fully penetrates my erection.
I suspected at the time, and later had confirmed, that during the Pacific cruise it was part of the fear of missing out competitive response of the girls; including in those day Ellen and Issie.
Evidently if a male appendage remains moderately static and weeping pre-cum inside a woman, her body produces a number of fluids other than those lubricating normal sex.
One is a sort of glue that binds the shaft in place. I can vouch for that, I've felt its effect many times when we've kissed and cuddled penetrated before getting down to the serious business. We're not talking araldite like glue here, more a soft binding, easily broken if one is determined to do so.
The other fluid contains the piece de resistance in the form of copulins and their enabling fluids which open up the penile duct and allows the copulins to move down the shaft and be forced to invade the gonads. From there they enter the bloodstream and move to the hypothalamus. Once they're there, it can basically make the male very compliant to the female's wishes.
I have to say, when four of them were trying this on me on the yacht during the Pacific cruise, the result, to say the least, was very confusing for the one poor male dealing with so many conflicting signals. Fortunately the girls were good friends and of a sharing nature.
With just Amy and Liddy now doing it, all I can say is I'm very aware of just how far I'll bend over backwards to meet their needs; and I don't just mean sexual. But I still love every minute of my life with them.
Because they are otherwise more than satisfied sexually -- even Amy -- there's no crushing need for us pounding away at each other after we join like this. Instead we just kiss and cuddle until we drift off to sleep. In a way, at sea, the yacht does the rest. Whether we're awake or asleep, the constant rocking and rolling of the boat produces a gentle thrusting from the moment we're joined and right through our sleeping hours.
It is something that is delightfully erotic if you're in the mood for it.
It certainly can cause wet dreams or whatever the female equivalent of those are; always and frequently during the night for Amy and usually but at longer intervals for Liddy. I seem to have the longest endurance and won't always have one -- depending on how long we continue like that. Of course, when I do erupt, it sort of brings the whole thing to an end.
On this night Liddy had already woken me once as her body tensed, groaned involuntarily and her contractions had pummelled my shaft. But that was normal and we simply drifted back to sleep.
It was shortly after that I was rudely awakened by the engine alarm going off; usually indicating an overheating problem. The engine had been running at a little over idle to keep us at close to hull speed as the wind lightened in the evening.
With that sense of urgency that comes from an alarm screaming into a half awake brain, I instinctively withdrew from Liddy and leapt out of the bunk to see what was happening. It was of course moments like these that normally caused me to sleep at least in a pair of speedos while at sea; well at least until the Screw Girls had taken control of the situation.
Because in this case, it was a completely naked male with a rampant erection that barged out of the master cabin into the main one, there to collide into a full frontal embrace with an equally naked Ellen who had emerged from her slumbers in the central bunk cabin, as we both reached for the overhead light switch in the darkened cabin.
I'm happy to say that it was probably instinct and old habits that caused Ellen to wrap her hand around my butt and hold me in the embrace with my erection pushing firmly into her stomach and her breasts into my chest, to steady herself against the rock of the boat, as I surrendered to her the privilege of fumbling for the switch which would turn on the red night light.
And maybe it was a not yet fully awake brain state that caused her to momentarily hold me there and stare into my eyes as the gentle glow of the light lit the room...
"I think we'd better check the impeller."
As we reached the companionway steps up to the cockpit and under which the engine lay, we heard the engine being switched off. Amy on the helm saw my head lift itself over the steps and called out...
"I checked before turning the engine off. There's no water flow."
Now there can be a few causes of that, but the most common was that the cooling water impeller has failed. Something that is a common enough occurrence that a spare or two (or three in my over cautious case) should always be carried.
Standing either side of the steps, facing each other's nakedness, and with Ellen's gaze very much on my erection, Ellen and I lifted the stairs, which are hinged at the top, on the hydraulic struts.
Almost as one, we then ducked under the elevated stairs to inspect the engine bay. The bay itself was clean and dry. Whatever the problem was, it was internal to the engine. Since she was on the right side, I asked Ellen...
"Would you get the spare impeller and screwdriver please?"
The draw in which they were kept was right behind her. She simply swivelled in her toes to turn her crouched down body to face the drawers, then elevated her butt as she reached forward and up to look and reach into the draw.
The result was to present me with a full view of her bent over arse and the bulge of her mons, the somewhat swollen labia showing more than a little sign of arousal; confirmed by the obvious and clearly visible swelling of her clit. I reflected that she, like myself, had just been woken from what might have been a deep sleep.
In any draw, the thing you want is never at the front and it took Ellen quite a while to ferret about in it to extract the necessary repair stuff; all the time her butt and mons was waving about right in front of my face and her arousal was visibly growing. And the sight wasn't doing anything to let my arousal settle.
Finally she had the goods and crouched down next to me again, the bare flesh of her shoulder pressed firmly against mine. As she placed them on the cabin floor under the impeller housing, she looked down at my erection and asked...
"Were you in the middle of fucking Liddy?"
From anyone else, in any other circumstance, the question would sound impertinent at the least. But its directness was pure Ellen and given our history, little more impertinent than asking if I wanted a cup of tea.
"How do you know?"
"It's gunky."
It wasn't the first time Ellen had accused me of presenting to her with a gunky erection. It's just that previously she was a frequently fucked member of the Screw Girls and had every right to look at it, touch it and even demand for it to be cleaned.
I looked down at it, as Ellen no doubt intended as it gave her cover to have a better look at it too. It was still very obviously a full erection, the bell flared as if I was surging it. It glistened and showed obvious evidence of copious bodily fluids, not all of them mine, but...
"I think gunky is a bit tough."
"It is what it is."
With that out of the way, we addressed the question of removing the impeller housing cover to permit an inspection.
This could easily have been a one person job; with Ellen able to do it just as well as me. But Ellen showed no inclination to leave me to it and I sensed she didn't want me to leave it to her.
As I unscrewed the six screws holding on the front plate of the housing, Ellen helped by reaching in and catching each of the small screws in turn to stop them dropping into the bilge and getting lost. That was all good as far as it went.
But instead of reaching in under my arm as one normally would to preform that role, she reached over the top of and then around it, bringing our bodies into even closer contact and causing her breast to rest on my upper arm and her nipple to harden itself up as she brushed it along my bicep or reacted to the movement of my arm as I unscrewed each fastening.
And as she pulled each screw away and laid it gently and carefully on the cabin floor, she did so between my legs, causing the back of her hand and upper forearm to brush against the tip of my erection.
There was something very Ellen like in this whole behaviour; at least Ellen like in the way it defines our relationship. She wanted some degree of intimacy with me as an outlet for her frustrations. Nothing serious. Nothing that would represent a clear betrayal of her love for her husband. Nothing much more than what she was taking, although I suspected another naked full body hug wouldn't be refused.
Something that acknowledged we were still special to each other and she wasn't just yet another woman among many outside my more intimate relationships with Amy and Liddy. A second tier maybe, but a special second tier reserved all for her; since Issie was more indifferent to our past.
And I wasn't complaining. To have someone as young, beautiful and intelligent as Ellen actually find a need for such intimacy with me was special of itself. There was no doubt in my mind that she did in fact reside in a second tier of relationships; only Amy and Liddy being closer and everyone else -- my own children and grandchildren excepted but in a different way -- coming nowhere near.
As the cover plate came off the housing, it was clear the impeller was the source of the problem. The paddles had all sheared off, rendering it useless.
Ellen reached intimately over me to remove the pin holding the hub on and then to remove the hub itself. After putting the hub on the cabin sole between my legs she reached in and picked out the easily removable pieces of sheared paddles.
With some of them stuck in the inlet and outlet pipes, she again displayed her bare bent over arse to me as she reached a pair of tweezers out of the drawer; using that to pull every last identifiable piece out of the housing.
Then she used those to reconstruct the impeller like a three dimensional jigsaw puzzle. Her purpose was to ensure that every part of the impeller was accounted for to make sure some part of it hadn't wormed its way deeper into the cooling system to cause future problems.
But it was clear her incidental purpose was also to touch me up some more. Any normal person... Let me rephrase that, any person in normal circumstances, would have sat there and reconstructed it between their own legs. She leant over my squatting thigh to reconstruct it between mine; allowing her plenty of opportunity for apparently innocent or accidental intimate contact as her breast rested on my upper thigh and the back of her hand brushed my erection.
Satisfied we had all the parts, we inserted the new impeller, greased it up and restored the front plate; all with enough handling from Ellen to ensure my erection hadn't shrunk a millimetre.
Now it was time to test it; which meant one of us going out and leaning over the aft port rail as Amy started the engine to ensure there was a good flow of water. I turned to Ellen...
.
"Do you want to check it?"
"No, you can."
The alarm might have caused me to rush naked out of bed. But now the engine was off and the boat was sailing gently under canvas, the hurry was over. I decided I wasn't going to expose my naked old man arse and exposed rampant manhood to Shelley and Adam.
Reaching into my master cabin, I grabbed a pair of speedos and my harness/ lifevest combo and put them on. That dealt with the naked arse. And at least the erection was sheathed and the top covered by the lower part of the lifevest. With Ellen still standing there naked and 'accidently' touching me with every rock of the boat or other excuse providing reason, I'd be standing here for an hour before it would go down.
As Ellen helped me lower the steps so I could go on deck, I asked her...
"Will you check the seal around the front plate?"
The reality was, I didn't need to ask her. She knows the drill for this type of running repair better than I do. As I entered the cockpit and headed in the cool night air for which I was underdressed towards the aft quarter, I heard the companionway steps rise again behind me.
Amy on the wheel watched me as I headed her way towards the transom. In the bright moonlight I could see her staring intently at the bulge of the erection in my swimmers, no doubt with my balls all but hanging out of where the leg elastic is pulled open by the stretch of the material to sheath the top of shaft.
As I went to go past her, she put her hand out and grabbed my shoulder...
"Has Ellen been touching you up?"
She would have been able to see that Ellen was topless as Ellen had stood at various stages in or near the companionway. And she knew enough about Ellen's sleeping habits on the boat to guess she had nothing on her lower half too.
"Just accidental contact."
"Sure. I've seen Ellen's accidental contacts. They're usually something like this..."
Amy reached down and curled the palm of her hand around my shaft, her fingers pointing downward and turning around into my crotch to cup my balls and reach inside the leg seam to tickle them. Then she rubbed it up and down, causing my erection to surge uncontrollably.



"I think that's an exaggeration."
Amy grinned at me...
"Not much. But it's OK, she's having a tough time of it. I'm happy to lend your body out for a few minor indiscretions."
"That's very kind of you. Would you like to turn the engine on when I'm in position?"
"Why not. That's about the only thing not turned on around here at the moment."
As I leaned over the rail I signalled for Amy to turn the engine on.
A comforting flow of water emerged from the exhaust. Looking into the companionway, I could see Ellen give me a thumbs up on the plate seal too. I gave Amy the thumbs up, letting her put it into gear to bring our speed back up to our target cruising speed.
Ellen closed down the companionway stairs to seal the engine bay and let me come back down into the main cabin.
She stood the standing erect and naked at the foot of the stairs as I first took off my harness/lifevest and then came back down them, leaving me no alternative but the end up standing right in front of her, just short of a full body contact, but close enough that the tip of my sheathed erection brushed against her stomach, and her nipples lightly touched my chest.
As I came to a stop, she leaned forward, pressing her breasts more firmly against my chest, and gave me a kiss on my lips...
"Thanks for letting me help you fix that."
"Thanks for helping me. You'd better get some more rest before the next change of watch."
Ellen hesitated, winked at me and turned and walked back towards her cabin, swivelling her hips sexily as she did. I did her the honour of standing there watching her. It was certainly no burden on me, quite the opposite; although it did rely on Amy and Liddy having a pragmatic view of my relationship with Ellen.
Just before entering the cabin, she looked back, saw me there and gave me a cute little wave and blow kiss before she disappeared.
A glimpse of my watch told me that I too had time to try and get more sleep; although not much.
I turned off the night light and snuck as quietly as I could back into the master cabin, closing the door behind me. Figuring Liddy would be asleep and I'd be getting up again soon enough, I crawled gently into bed with my erection still sheathed inside my speedos.
But it wasn't quietly or gently enough because a half awake Liddy reached out to locate my body then brought herself against me...
"Oh my, you're cold. I'll warm you up."
Pressing herself more firmly against me to share her body heat, she discovered my fully formed erection sitting tidily in my speedos in a way that was impossible to have come about in the moments since she first touched me. Rubbing her mons against it to signal her awareness of it, she added...
"I take it Ellen was helping you do whatever you had to do?"
It is fair to say there virtually no secrets between the girls. What they don't share verbally they understand anyway as a result of sharing me on a small yacht for some two years. And my complex relationship with Ellen is part of that. It's a strange position to be in that the sexual partners to who I am fully committed understand and accept that there's a third woman in my life who has both the power and inclination to arouse me...
"Well I might just put her efforts to good use. I found myself a bit randy after you abandoned me in the bed."
Liddy reached down, pulled down the waistband of my speedos and hooked it below my balls, lifted her leg over my thigh and brought me back in to penetrate her. But she wasn't just going to fall asleep penetrated again. She gently thrust me in and out of her body; humming nicely.
Then, impatient to bring herself to an orgasm, she took it out and used my shaft as a dildo against her clit; moving her hips back and forwards to generate a sliding motion through her crease as she held it firmly in contact with her bud.
I leaned the upper part of my body back to bring her breasts into my line of vision; arousing even in the pale reflected moonlight that was all that penetrated into the room through the small windows. I greedily took the nipple of the upper one into my mouth and sucked at it to bring it to full hardness before flicking my tongue against the towering edifice I'd created in my mouth.
Liddy's breathing rapidly grew faster until, with a hissing sound that was the complete opposite of Amy's orgasmic screaming, she climaxed. Immediately she pushed my manhood back into her body to let the contractions of her orgasm bear down on my hardness inside her.
As her contractions faded, she rolled onto her back, pulling me over on top of her to let me take my turn.
Liddy knew that my best orgasms are generally taken in the boring old missionary position.
But in the world of the Screw Girls, that 'boring' position has grown to have a spectrum of not so boring possibilities. At one end is the 'go the animal'; a wild lust driven pounding which the girls themselves expect to be an almost purely penis focused indulgence of my erotic desires, although the girls greatly underestimate the extent to which even lust driven sex brings with it a desire to please the woman who has made her body available for such pleasure.
At the other extreme end is what has come to be termed 'making beautiful love' to them; an extended, slow, patient long thrusting while you kiss, cuddle, nuzzle and suck each other; absorbing in the process the essence of your partner's humanity and the privilege of being so intimately joined with them.
In a way Ellen's behaviour had triggered in me a need for the latter as I now made love to Liddy. It is after all something close to what Ellen was emotionally seeking from me. Her behaviour was never about tempting me into her bed and into her body. It was rather about interacting with the whole me, a naked, sexually responsive me. It's an interaction our reserved bound up world human denies us for all but our one intimate partner (or two in my case), dressed to hide our nakedness and hide our sexuality and taught to respect boundaries.
I get it because when Ellen was one of the Screw Girls there was no one I loved making 'beautiful love' to more than Ellen. Whatever it was that causes the present sexual frission between us at that time also caused making beautiful love to her to bind us in a way I'd never experienced before, and our mental and emotional engagement blew her away orgasmicly more meaningfully than any targeting of erogenous zones ever could.
Only her discovery of cervical orgasms, and how to get them, took it to an even deeper level.
I slowly slid my manhood two thirds out of Liddy and just as slowly slipped it back into full penetration as I first nuzzled her cheek. Liddy understood my movement and ran her hand through my hair as she offered her lips for a kiss.
As her tongue penetrated my mouth and her hand held my head close to her, I ground my pubis against her mons as I circled my fully penetrated manhood inside her -- rubbing the base of hardened shaft around the tight circle of her pelvic floor muscles. At the same time I circled my chest on hers, feeling her breasts bend gently to my movements and her hardening nipples excite themselves as they glided across my flesh.
Liddy hummed in pleasure into my mouth and pushed her body even harder against mine. It was pleasing to feel her excitement in response to my actions and it encouraged me to repeat the cycle.
After I'd done that four or five times, I sensed her body relax, even as her breathing became heavier and her humming conveyed a more excited tone. She had reached a sort of 'do it to me' phase, trusting in me to complete the orgasmic cycle I'd brought her into.
As her body relaxed, so did her grip on my head. Her tongue slipped out of my mouth and I could feel her biting her lower lips, desperately trying not to emulate Amy's vocal response to sexual excitement.
That freed me to kiss affectionately down her cheek in a line as I moved to her neck and gently bit and sucked her delicate skin. A groan escaped her, confirming she liked this particular stimulation of her neck.
I was not lacking pleasure from what I was trying to do to her. Every slow movement of my shaft inside her warmed it and sent waves of pleasure to my brain. But it was a different, more intense but less climax inducing, pleasure that accompanied my circling of the base of my shaft around the firmness of her pelvic floor muscle as I ground my pubis as best I could against her clit.
I knew the tip of my shaft would be in contact with and massaging her cervix and adding to her arousal, but the real pleasure for me came from the feeling of resistance offered by those strong pelvic floor muscles.
You can wax lyrical about the effect of the warm, velvety, well lubricated folds of your lover's vagina as they do the job they were designed for and tease you to release your seed. But there's something impersonal about them. You know, and derive incredible pleasure from the fact you're so intimately bound to your lover. But their very softness depersonalises them.
But there's nothing depersonalised about those hard pelvic floor muscles. The set boundaries, they represent the external point of access to her body, they remind you of the reality of the woman you're making love to and I love the sensation of their containment of my shaft all the more for it.
Projected up and held firmly against my chest by her large firm breasts, I could feel Liddy's jutting nipples bend against my chest as they were dragged across it by the way I circled my torso across the top of hers.
Liddy's breathing and succession of soft moans soon told me she was approaching her climax. The erection I had inside her had been immersed in her body for over an hour when the engine overheating alarm went off and teased unmercifully by Ellen as we fixed the impeller. It already had experienced a life well beyond that of most erections and had not lacked stimulation along the way. It too was starting to announce to me the fact it was nearly ready to blow its existence away in a flood of cum.
By doing more grinding and circling and less slow thrusting, I tried to extend its life long enough to ensure Liddy got there first.
So I was enormously pleased when the tensing of Liddy's body and groan followed by intense hissing (as she suppressed her need to vocalise her orgasm) signalled her climax.
Just in time too. The pummelling from Liddy's contractions combined with the stimulation of the rapid thrusts that Liddy's hands on my butt encouraged me to as she tightened her grip on my manhood boiled over my balls and had me groaning out my own climax in synchronisation with the rush of cum up my shaft.
Of course, Amy was on deck steering the boat right above where Liddy was getting fucked. There could be no secrets on the boat however quiet you were. In any case she was always going to get her share, regardless of whether I indulged Liddy.
But my refraction period had to be taken into account. There was no point her dragging me into the cabin as she came off watch. Rather it was later in the night she made it know my presence was required.
There I was induced to go the animal on her. Now less stressed about the noise of Amy's screaming, I came a lot quicker; Amy only coming twice before me, with only the second of those moving into the screaming register.
Having passed to the seaward side of Fraser Island, the next day found us off Bundaberg. We were now at the lower end of the Great Barrier Reef.
Running well ahead of schedule due to Ellen's fantastic navigation and routing skills, we decided to curve into the coast to bring us to the Keppel Islands the following morning. It took a bit of navigation double checking from Ellen to ensure we could safely make an approach overnight, but we were starting to suffer from a bit of cabin fever and half a day spent playing on a lovely sandy beach was an attractive proposition.
It was during that night, nearing midnight, as I was inside the cabin preparing some hot chocolates drinks for the impending change of watch that I heard a strange noise from the central bunk cabin. It was a slightly strangled...
"Glug."
Followed by an...
"Uugg"
A bit alarmed, I approached the door, concerned that one of Ellen or Issie in there was in trouble. I heard Issie ask...
"Are you OK?
I was about to knock on the door when I heard an equally truncated...
"Ah."
Followed very quickly by a much clearer...
"Oh...aaaahhhhhh...oooohhhhh"
Well, that at least was the unmistakable sound of Ellen climaxing. Unmistakable to me anyway.
As Ellen stopped making noises, Issie cut in again...
"What the hell was that?"
Ellen's voice was feint and groggy...
"I had a...Oh, oh, just a tic...ooooooohhhhhhhaaaaaaa.
I...oooohhhhhh...I had a wet dream."
"You didn't squirt did you?"
"No, it was a dry wet dream...I think...yea, it looks like it was dry."
Amused, and at least reassured no one was in trouble, I left them to it and went and finished getting the hot chocolates ready. They'd be up for the change of watch pretty soon anyway.
It was mid-morning as we approached Great Keppel Island that Ellen sidled up to me, a sheepish grin on her face...
"I'm sorry about what I did to you last night."
The look on her face told me 'sorry' wasn't really her frame of mind. I was being played the equivalent of a knock-knock joke. But I took the bait...
"What did you do to me last night?"
"Raped you."
The midnight noises escaped my mind as I was momentarily taken aback by her response. I knew somehow I was being set up, but couldn't work out where this was going. So I played a straight bat...
"I don't recall being sexually molested and any time I was asleep either Amy or Liddy were next to me."
Ellen punched me playfully on my left bicep...
"It was in my dream you goose. I had a wet dream that when I couldn't seduce you, I drugged you enough to be unable to resist me but not pass out and crazily went the animal on top of you. God you were a good root too. I haven't had an orgasm that good since..."
Ellen hesitated. It only occurred to me later she may have been concerned she was about to defame her husband...
"...well for a long time. You squirted enough cum to sink the boat. It came gushing back out of my vagina while you still had me plugged and went everywhere. I nearly threw my back out as I arched up as I woke to it."
"Amy and Liddy keep my balls pretty drained. So that can't have been me."
"It was you all right. Your balls must have done a quick top up when they knew you were about to lose a load in me."
There was something so Ellen like about the whole conversation. The honesty of it for one, on a topic many, if not most, would keep as their life long secret. And just the blatant sex talk for another. It took me back to the days we were sexual partners and, after a few drinks, she would trash sex talk me as she dragged me into bed.
I gave her a big smile...
"I'm glad I could be of service to you."
The Island was rapidly approaching and we had to break off the conversation to prepare for finding a suitable anchorage and get the pick in.
Along the northern side of the Island are two delightful arches of sandy beaches adjoining each other and well protected from the present SSW winds. But with reef outcrops and a long shelf of shallow sand, you have to be careful on the approach and think about what the tide is doing.
As Ellen and I navigated around the point and eased our way towards an anchoring position, Amy led a party to get the small inflatable boat out of the wet locker and inflate it.
Having studied the approach, Ellen eased the yacht towards the Western end of the Eastern most of the two beaches. We got as close to the beach as our draft and the expected tidal range would permit, before dropping the anchor.
The water temperature was a tolerable 22 degrees Celsius (71F) and without the wind chill, the air about 26C (79F).
It had been five days without proper showers and certainly all the girls thought the first order should be a refreshing swim off the back of the boat. It was here that, as the girls collected to go below to change for a swim, Amy handed out her last bit of uniform kit; new bikinis.
The girls' bikinis certainly get a workout. Not just in how often they are worn either; which is a lot. From what I hear, Ellen's and Shelley's are frequent cum catchers as their partners lust over their bikini clad bodies to the point the ejaculate prematurely. Amy's catch a lot of cum too; but in her case more because of her fetish about bikini sex and the cum tends to ooze from the inside. And frankly, cum doesn't seem to be very good for the fine spandex the bikinis are made of.
I knew there had been a fair bit of discussion between the girls about the replacement and after a lot of emailed debate a slightly different style was chosen, although still in the boat uniform colour of mid-blue and paid for from the uniform budget I'd set Amy when the Hamilton Race trip was first planned.
Even though Amy had group ordered two pairs for each of them, prewashed them and marked each owners name on them (given they were all identical, even down to size), I hadn't seen the style they had chosen. I very much doubted they were going to be more conservative than the last ones and suspected quite the opposite.
I wasn't wrong.
It was Ellen who emerged first and happily did a turn for the two males waiting on deck.
The blue colour was familiar enough, but the pants were of an even more provocative style; at least in my humble opinion.
The last ones had a somewhat rectangular front; admittedly small and came in versions that were both just string sided and string tied at the hips.
The new ones were even lower waisted, but the front piece was shaped like a diamond with the top cut off flat, so it was pretty narrow where the material connected with the waist elastic. The pointed edges of the diamond shape, maybe just a smidgen wider at their points than the previous rectangles, were drawn out tautly to the side by a spider's web of spaghetti elastic which joined up to the waistband. Maybe spider's web is too dramatic, because there were really only two strings on each side in addition to the waistband, but because it was all such fine elastic it created a visual impression of one.
From those edge points, the material tapered again as it dropped to their crotch; slightly narrower at that point than the rectangular material of their old ones -- which was never generous.
As Ellen turned, the back revealed itself as -- well these days it's difficult to know whether to call it a whale's tail style or the modern, more extreme version of Brazilian.
At least I could say it wasn't a thong or g string, because the material running through their butt cracks was never less than about two inches wide and I imagine a thong is nothing more than an elastic strap back there.
It did flare out at the top into a sort of whale tail, but this too was vertically truncated and joined tautly to the waist elastic by another pair of spider web like spaghetti strings.
They were low enough waisted to offer a permanent display of butt crack too.
With the exception maybe of Amy, they were decent enough to be worn on any beach, but only just. That's not to say some Karen wouldn't complain about her precious son being exposed to such a display of butt flesh, but they covered those bits that needed to be covered; even when they sat down with their legs apart -- although maybe not too far apart.
Mind you, the trash press would seem to suggest there's far more of those style of Karens in the US than Australia, even if we're not exempt from them.
But what they definitely were was sexy; even more so than their previous ones. They attracted and held the male vision compulsively; especially given the attractiveness of the women on the yacht.



And the reason Amy's were more borderline is simply because their super taut fit and diamond shaped front highlighted more than even the previous bikini pants the prominent bulge of her mons, while failing to completely cover its flesh. It was arousingly sexually provocative. But of course, that wouldn't inhibit Amy from wearing them wherever she wanted.
The tops were about on par with the previous versions, but again slightly different.
The previous ones were slide string tris'. As seems to be the modern trend among influences, the triangle was too small to tie at a line below the breast without exposing a nipple, so had to be neck tied at the right height before the lower tie could be secured; exposing a lot of under-boob, cleavage and side boob.
On the new ones, the triangles were no bigger -- probably also a smidgen smaller -- but were tied on to the body by a lower string that circled under the base of the breast, with the triangle of material floated mid breast because it was secured to that only by a pair of spaghetti strings that ran down from each lower corner of the triangle.
That too tautened the material more than might be expected on a slide tri top and made them more provocative. But by fixing the location of the triangle of material, it gave less room for customisation to fix different breasts.
With Ellen and Issie, the location of the triangle was about right in relation to the nipple.
The bigger breasts of Amy and Shelley suggested the triangle needed to be higher; the nipple sitting in the top third.
The bigger again breasts of Liddy came close to nipple exposure.
Any yet none of the girls showed the slightest inhibition in their new bikinis; excitedly showing them off to us men and each other.
Adam showed his appreciation by growing a partial boner in his speedos. It was immediately obvious and the girls, detecting weakness as enthuastically as any predator, piled in to prick tease him up to a full exposed massive erection standing obelisk like out of the top of his speedos; all by their mere proximity.
As she'd come up on deck, Amy had handed me her GoPro. She'd been filming the trip for the profitable little YouTube video channel and blog she runs in conjunction with Ellen and Issie; one that falls into the pejorative genre of 'girls in bikinis on boats'.
They're common enough. Usually it's a guy big noting himself about his around the world sailing prowess, using his attractive girlfriend as eye candy. The one run by the girls is particularly well patronised because of the number and attractiveness of the girls, the briefness of the sexualised clothing they always wear for camera, the fact that it is only the girls themselves who narrate it and that the old fart of an owner of the boat keeps himself as invisible as the girls will allow; Amy's constant insertion of suggestive foreplay scenes with me notwithstanding.
In short, they maximise the eye candy entertainment value and minimise the less interesting 'in between' footage by either omitting it or sexing it up and yet still appeal to a female audience with their well justified 'girls can do anything' message.
The reason for the sudden breakout of the new bikini uniforms was the instruction I'd been given to film them as the five of them climbed, still girlishly giggling about their teasing of Adam, over the lifelines on the side of the boat, lined up there and like some old time movie, still playing to the camera, dived elegantly in succession into the water.
I personally decided to continue filming as they re-emerged in a line off the boat. The bikini pants had been disappointingly taut enough that none of them had been dragged down as they'd hit the water, but most of them were caught repositioning their bikini tops after they were displaced to varying degrees by the dive. Amy would have to edit out the nipple exposures I'd captured.
Adam had become useful as eye candy for the women followers, but in this case I had to be careful not to accidently pick up an X rated view of him on the edge of the screen as I'd filmed the girls.
He was no less X rated as he subsequently climbed the rail and dived in too, but, with his knowledge, I filmed him just the same. The sight of his butt in swimmers is a constant source of favourable comments on the YouTube channel and Amy could edit out the bit before it where his oversize erection -- the size of two drink cans stacked one on top of the other and towering well over his navel -- is visible in profile with a background noise of the girls catcalling, him just before he jumps.
Well, no doubt, edit out and share a copy with Shelley and keep one on file for herself.
I then followed Amy's instruction to set up the GoPro on the stern mount to catch the girls climbing back into the boat from the stern platform. This permanent stern mount had been carefully placed and angled by Amy on the aft pulpit (the rail around the stern of the boat).
As the girls climbed the ladder onto the stern platform, it captured a sort of 'looking from the top, staring down at their cleavage' sort of view. Then as they stood up on the platform, it got a whole body view and finally as they climbed up onto the boat itself and moved towards the camera, it increasingly came to focus on their bikini pants and eventually (depending on the height of the girl) ended with a close up of their crotch just before they passed by the camera.
All in dripping wet, closely fitting and very brief swimwear. It was one of Amy's favourite editing tricks to make sure she made good use of this mount and the audience certainly appreciated it.
Of course, I had always been captured on this camera too; in speedos and with them clinging revealing to my manhood as I came out of the water. Usually a guy does a quick flick of the front of his swimmers to break the clingy seal with his dick before the view of it becomes too public. But with the camera running, that just made it more obvious and possibly opened up a 'down brief' view as you did it. So I too was captured with a close up view of the outline of my cock as I passed the camera.
A view that Amy insisted be frequently included, even though I think I'm too old to be anyone's eye candy. Of course, when Adam joined the boat that changed everything. With his tall muscular swimmers figure on a slim frame and a flaccid dick the size of most guy's erections contained in a tiny pair of swim briefs, suddenly Amy and the rest of the girls opened up a whole new audience for themselves.
But until this trip, the opportunities for filming had been a bit sparse since Shelley and Adam joined the boat; really only on race and training days. I could see that Amy was going to make the best of it
After dutifully following Amy's orders, I joined them in the water.
It was only intended as a quick refreshing dip before we went ashore for a picnic lunch and stretch of the legs. So I did little more than dive in and swam a quick fifty meters or so as I did a circle back to the boarding ladder. Climbing aboard, I then did a bit of a shark watch for the others before suggesting to them it was time to get ashore.
I saw Adam have a brief word with Shelley, no doubt asking her to bring whatever it was he might have needed with her as she came ashore, before he set out to swim to the beach. It might have been a good opportunity to get some training in for his competitive swimming, but Amy was going to be disappointed she didn't collect any footage of him getting back aboard.
The small inflatable and motor we'd brought on this trip was only designed for three persons. So given the number of people to be transported and the gear to go with them, it took three trips to get us all ashore. And given I was doing the driving on each trip and all of the passengers were attractive, very scantily clad women, I can't deny the trip was all of entertaining, distracting and somewhat arousing; more so as their breasts bounced provocatively in their small bikini tops with every wave.
Too early for lunch, we alternated between swimming off the beach and enjoying the sun ashore as we took in the sight of the day trippers on the excursion boats that arrived at the other end of the beach we were on.
We'd been ashore for about half an hour when I found myself swimming with Amy who, having led me out to chest deep water, started to become increasingly frisky. We had started out swimming gently and directionlessly side by side as we chatted, but to make it easier to talk to her, I flipped over on my back and gently paddled, my body descending down at an angle of about 45 degrees to the surface as I half trod water, half backstroked alongside her.
Although I'd done it somewhat absently mindedly and with a lazy bent, Amy had quickly allowed herself to drift over the top of me, leaving us face to face as we talked; she breast stroking equally lazily, the length of our bodies bumping together intimately.
As she crowed in on me, it became increasingly difficult to keep myself afloat as the closeness of her body inhibited any kicking or paddling to maintain neutral buoyancy. Surrendering, quite willing, to the fact Amy was looking for a bit of a pash, I lowered my feet and stood up in water that came up to just under my armpits.
Amy grabbed me around my neck and let her body sink to verticality in full contact with mine as she kissed me.
Her sinking body came against the partial erection that any intimate contact with Amy soon generates in even my old body. Caught in my swimwear, it was growing more out than up and she brought her thighs tightly around it with her crotch pressed down on it.
The effect was quite predictable. The partial soon became the full; hard and throbbing between her legs as Amy started rubbing herself back and forwards on it as we kissed.
But it seemed she couldn't quite get the contact or movement she wanted. After a little while she reached down into the water between our legs, stretched out the front of my swimmers to release my erection to go to its vertical position, wrapped her hand around it to tightly sheath my swimmers around where it extended over the waistband then held it in place as she carefully positioned it right in the spot she wanted it in her crotch.
With both arms wrapped tightly around my neck and her tongue deeply in my mouth, she then furiously mini-jerked her crotch against the tip of my erection, generating what struck me as something like the movement you get with very fast fingering against her clit.
As Amy had positioned herself and wrapped her legs around my thighs, I'd wrapped my arms around her back with my hands supporting her butt (or feeling up her bitt, depending on what emphasis you want on the action). With it being obvious she was looking for an orgasm, I took the arm on the seaward side and brought my hand up to cup her breast and tweak her rapidly jutting nipple between two fingers.
From the shore I figured it was probably not too much of a spectacle we were putting on. Yet. That would all change if Amy started screaming, which is why I encouraged her to keep kissing me.
Sure, Liddy, Ellen and Issie probably had not the slightest doubt what those little waves generating out in a circle from our bodies were caused by, however subtle Amy's above water movements might have been. After all, at one stage or another, they had all done the same with me.
But at least the day trippers wouldn't have known; however much they might have been put off by the sight of a completely stunning woman in her 30's pashing out with a guy my age.
She soon started moaning into my mouth, indicating her growing arousal. I let her control the movement of her crotch, but, given their sensitivity and ability to produce climaxes, it encouraged me to tweak her nipple all the more; pulling it from its bikini top covering to roll its hardened tower between my fingers.
With Amy looking for intimate contact in a public space, a good orgasm is a fast one.
Fortunately this one was a fast one. I still had Amy's face pinned to mine, even if the distraction of her arousal meant her tongue was more lolling in my mouth than exploring it, when her body tensed and a succession of mournful groans escaped her as she bound herself ever more tightly to me.
As she finished, she unwrapped herself from around my thighs and eased her feet back onto the sandy bottom. Her hand slid down my side, wrapped itself around her own back and covered the hand I had on her butt. Pulling it back to my side, she intertwined her fingers in it...
"Let's go for a bit of a walk into the Island."
She started to walk us ashore were most of the others were sitting on the beach. But I had a small problem of a raging erection which would be very visible in my swimmers as I left the water. The other former Screw Girls might be a bit blazie about it -- after all they'd have no doubt as to the reason we were going for a walk -- but it wasn't something I particularly wanted to display to Shelley and Adam, let alone to the other day trippers along the beach...
"Just a sec."
I released my hand from hers and dove forward into the water, swimming lazily towards the beach, trying not to think about the reason I was being dragged off, nor look too much at the bevy of beautiful women who surrounded me wearing not much of anything.
The water got too shallow to swim in and there was still too much on show, so I took a double back into the deeper water; looking for a combination of the physical exertion of swimming and the passing of time to do the job.
By the time I approached the beach a second time, where a patient Amy awaited me in the shallows, the situation had improved. Not gone away, but at least improved. Now at least there might be some ambiguity as to whether I was aroused or merely well hung.
Immediately as I stood up beside her, Amy grasped my hand again and started making a beeline through the water towards our towels up on the beach. Not even stopping as we reached them where they sat among the rest of the crew on the beach, Amy scooped them up and simply told the others...
"We're going for a bit of a walk."
Something in her tone conveyed the required message that this wasn't a general invitation. I gave Liddy the quizzical look we use to ask if this is OK with her. After all, in a way she has an entitlement to come with us to share in whatever might follow. But for the most part, Liddy likes her sex one on one, so she equally replied with the rolled eyes and 'go for it' nod of the head which is her usual response to this visual conversation.
I'd seen Amy studying the chart Ellen and I had laid out on the navigation table as we'd planned our approach. Clearly she had an idea of where she wanted to take me. We headed up the beach to a low scrubby rise.
As we navigated easily through the sparse bush to the other side we came to the creek that I'd seen on the charts running from the furthest eastern corner of the beach. The creek had two channels with a sandbank island in the middle.
The nearest channel was broad and shallow, whereas the further one was narrow, but the colour told me it was deep. Or at least deeper.
I can't deny there's a certain frission and anticipation when you're being led by the sensuously intertwined hand of the woman you objectively think is the most beautiful, loving and sexually desirable woman in the world to find a place to give her a good fucking. That was multiplied by the fact she was dressed only in a brief bikini clearly designed to sexualise the body wearing it.
From the moment she picked up the towels, my manhood responded by that sense of being filled with blood, even though I'd only just managed to supress the boner Amy had induced in me as we'd frolicked in the ocean. The feeling was not that of a full erection, not even a half mongrel, but that sense of engorgement to a big swinging dick, or what would be one if I wasn't wearing tight swimmers.
Letting her lead the way, I found myself half a step behind. She had me engaged in a conversation about the next step of our journey, swinging her arm that held mine in a playful way as we walked and in the process flipping my view of her body from slightly behind to slightly in front. It sort of reminded me of joyfulness and lightness of movement that harked back to the actresses in the teenage beach movies of the late 60's and early 70's.
Whatever other emotions the sight of her induced in me -- and they were many and deep -- one was pride and elation at the confident, loving and caring alpha female that she'd grown into as she'd cast off the oppressive blanket thrown over her spirit by her former abusive partner.
Transfixed and distracted I was finding it difficult to focus on the conversation even enough to provide lucid answers to her enquiries, as I couldn't avoid staring at her, however intimately familiar with her body I already was.
Amy's not tall, maybe almost petite.
Her frame was light, but very femininely shaped and curved. While her flesh covered her bones nicely, it just seemed devoid of fat; her commitment to exercise giving her a covering of firm muscular tissue, beautiful to the touch, which filled out her shape.
With most of her former life spent in a sunless England covered in the frumpy, high coverage clothing that her abusive partner made her wear, that tissue supported a flawless, light coffee coloured skin of absolutely exquisite perfection.
Being half a step behind, much of my view as she swung from front to back was of her delightfully shaped, just nicely filled out butt. The bikini pants she was wearing sexualised it to an aching degree. The slender line of its Brazilian cut sucked into her bum crack and the taut waistband and whale tail upper part of it circled and highlighted two butt cheeks of feminine magnificence.
With the little teasing show of exposed butt crack cleavage peeking out above the waistband adding to the sexualised display.
Above that was a proud, ramrod straight back down which cascaded her long, heavily sun bleached but naturally auburn hair; all of which made walking behind her, even when she was casually dressed in street wear, an act of pure arousing joy.
The side view as she swung was even more arousing, her upright carriage displaying a washboard flat stomach and a generous side-boob view of perky breasts which, as C cups, seemed unnaturally large on one so slender.
Of course, the teasing piece de sexualised resistance with Amy, especially in this bikini, was the prominent bulge of her mons which, as we walked, flipped in and out of my view too fast to be fully appreciated. As momentarily disappointing as my lack of ability to focus on it might have presently been, the knowledge that the time was coming where I'd be able to do a lot more than just view it soothed any sense of deprivation I might have felt.
As we waded across the slightly more than ankle deep water of first arm of the creek, Amy's swinging hand was directed by her to brush across the front of my swimmers and the substantial bulge already in them. As I'm sure she intended, that was all it took to change the bulge to a half mongrel; a Pinocchio nose of stiffening flesh projecting out horizontally in my swimmers.
I was a little bit worried Amy was going to pick the sandbank in the centre of the creek as the place for her fucking. It might have been comfortable, but was anything but private and maybe not really far enough away from the beach to muffle the sounds she was about to make.
But I foolishly underestimated her. We continued across the sandbank and then across the mid-thigh deep water of the second channel. She'd notice the effect of the first brush of her hand across my front and periodically repeated it, each time meeting an increasingly larger projection, which the friction of my wet stretch swimwear continued to direct horizontally.



It wasn't that long before I had nothing more to offer in size, additional contact merely produce a powerful surge in my erection, causing it momentarily to fight even harder against the stretched material sheathing it, inducing a momentary bounce upwards as the bell at the end of it noticeably flared.
I'd seen Amy scanning the far bank of the creek and she now made a bee line for a break in the scrubby bush and mangroves that lined most of the back.
That in turn revealed a wet sandy path, or really more a gap in the bush, since there was no evidence of a manmade or even frequently used path in the normal sense, which twisted and turned up a rise in the ground.
At the peak of the rise we emerged into a clearing, circled by bushes with a soft sandy floor.
I was floored...
"How did you know this was here?"
"I studied the map and had a bit of a look on Google satellite as we came into range of the telephone towers at what I assume was Roslyn."
Amy led us to the centre of the clearing, finding a nice spot of clean, clear sand. There she moved directly on front of me...
"Stand still."
Amy moved in front of me, backing up until my horizontal erection was pushing into the back of her bikini pants. Then she stood on her toes, bringing it between her legs with her butt firmly pressed into my lower stomach.
Positioned like that she took her towel and spread it like one would covering a bed with a sheet, letting it settle to the ground as flat as her initial throw would permit, bending over as she brought it down, her crotch turning on my shaft and pushing it deeply into her crease as she did. As she spent a moment tidying up the lie of the towel, rocking on my shaft more than her act of tidying the towel strictly demanded, I was left looking down at her stunning butt, the crack exposed above the waistband of her bikini with my surging shaft disappearing somewhere into it between her legs.
Finished settling her towel, she reached behind her back...
"Can I have your towel please?"
I passed it to her...
"OK, now put your hands on my hips."
Amused by whatever game she was playing, I dutifully complied...
"Now crab walk sideways with me."
Amy, still bent down and with her butt still against my stomach, stepped to the right, with me following synchronised with her. Another step and we were clear of the space covered by her towel. She stood up, threw the towel open and bent down again to settle it to the ground, repeating the process she'd gone through before, rocking on my shaft included.
As she stood up, she moved forward to extract my shaft from under her butt, turned to face me, pushed my shaft down again and stepped forward to embrace me with my manhood once again between her legs. She looked up at me grinning...
"That was fun. We'll have to practice making the beds at home like that."
Her countenance grew a little more intense as she added...
"Now Mr O'Neill, your mission, should you chose to accept it, is to give my body as many orgasms as it can possibly take."
There are probably not too many women other than Amy likely to deliver a mission statement like that. I didn't get a chance to answer as she brought her face up to mine to passionately kiss me as she bore down on my shaft and started rocking herself more seriously.
If I was going to come close to satisfying her demands, I had to think about my own endurance. Given I had the refractory performance of a, 'cough', mature aged man, even if the fuck me clothing of the Screw Girls did wonders for it, I had, shall we say, one shot at it in the time we reasonably had available to us.
And I knew what she was doing rocking on my shaft was good for her, but it was maybe just a bit too good for me too.
Undoing the bow on the bottom string of her bikini top and pulling the strings off her back, I started to ease her to the ground, extracting my erection from between her legs as I did. As I laid her down, I started kissing down her body, releasing her right breast from its now loosened covering to let me spend a moment sucking her nipple, but saving for later my full enjoyment of that privilege.
As I kissed down her stomach, my eyes focused on her bikini pants and the bulge of the mons that lay inside it. Sure, with her slender figure and plank flat stomach, she had a glorious bikini bridge, but it was a bridge with for the most part exposed flesh on both sides, offering only the slightest tease. No, the real tease was that little diamond of tautly stretched material that covered that sensuously sexual mons.
With my face planted on her, kissing the top of her mons, I eased myself over her leg closest to me to kneel between her spread apart thighs. I took a moment to pull my head back and take in the vista below it, one that caused my erection to rage with desire.
As I stared at it, I realised why a garment that looked sexy and revealing but not indecent on the others, somehow looked inappropriate on Amy. The bulge of her mons so clearly delineated its extent in a way that was more ambiguous with the others.
The diamond shaped patch of material didn't come close to covering it, with exposed mons flesh on top and to both sides of the bikini pants. But then that had been the case with the previous style too, and yet they had barely raised an eyebrow, even if that had captured the eye.
The real issue, if you wanted to call it that, was a bikini bridge of a completely different type from that influencers love displaying. Where the spider wed of strings attached to each side point of the diamond, they pulled the patch of material tautly out, in the process lifting it off her mons in, with a little bit of moulding of the stretch fine cloth over the peak, almost a straight line from the outward projection of it. They offered the teasing prospect of something equivalent to, but far more sexual than, a down blouse peek -- a sort of into pantie peek.
And yet my brain was distracted by something far more compelling than the question of whether some Karen might have a legitimate reason to complain about Amy's bikini pants.
Her stimulation of herself with my shaft between her legs had pressed the wet material of her pants deeply into her aroused crease. Two perfectly formed arches of aroused labia, barely contained in the narrow gusset of her pants, corralled a deep valley of material stuck fast to the flesh below it. The features of that valley were clearly outlined, not least of which was the swelling of her bud.
Amy has always had a fetish about bikini sex; some of it going back to her abusive past. Whatever the cause, she's just as happy -- sometime happier - to be stimulated, and even fucked, with her bikini pants still on.
It may not always be my preference, but at that moment, overwhelmed by visual stimulation, I was more than happy to indulge her.
I brought my mouth down over that swollen bud. Opened wide, the tight turn and fullness of her mons at its base offered my mouth a comfortable bite as my tongue penetrated towards the raised prominence at its centre.
Amy squirmed and moaned in pleasure as my tongue flicked against it through the gossamer material and I took in the powerful aroma and taste of salt combined with Amy's juices which had permeated the material as she indulged her sexual desires since we'd come ashore.
Already worked up from having used my manhood as a dildo, Amy's arousal in response to my stimulation of her rose alarmingly fast. The moans grew louder and turned to screams as she jerked her hips back up at my oral embrace of her.
Part of me wanted to strip her of those sexy pants and suck the bare flesh of her bud between my lips, but things had gained a momentum that I dared not interfere with. I'd already planned my next step after I'd given her this first climax. Those pants would be off soon enough.
But it reminded me to unsheathe my own even more raging erection in preparation. As I pinned her with one hand to soothe the bucking that would otherwise dislodge my mouth from embracing her mons, I reached down with the other to undo the drawstring resisting my attempts to extract my manhood from its enclosure. Exposing it, I lifted my hips to let me ease my pants over my butt and down my thighs to where my knees were in contact with the ground, then lifted each knee in turn to eventually let me free myself entirely from the encumbrance of my swimwear.
None of that had interfered with my continued stimulation of Amy and I was barely free of them when, with a loud cry, she came; pinning my head into her crotch with her hand as she lifted her hips and swayed them from side to side, taking me for a ride with it.
I gave her a few moments to enjoy the peak of her climax before I broke free from her hold and knelt up. Using her still elevated hips to let me reach under and grab the back of the waistband of her pants between her legs, I peeled them off her bottom, then brought her legs together elevated vertically in front of me to pull them up and off her legs.
Immediately I spread her legs both sides of me again and crawled up over her body, penetrating the wet velvety fold of her receptive vagina and burying myself deeply in her as I lay on top of her in good time to feel the last contractions of her climax pummel my manhood.
Flooded with oxytocin, Amy embraced me for a kiss and I gave her a moment to enjoy the high of her post climatic bliss before taking her on the next orgasmic journey.
Nuzzling her cheek, I again kissed down the side of her face into her neck before moving to her breasts. With the bottom string of her top untied and the strings pulled out from under her body, her right breast already exposed and the left one merely covered by loosely draped material, I pulled the top over her head where Amy took over extracting to upper tie from under her neck and casting it aside.
On a figure like Amy's, nature would normally have bequeathed her breasts in the 'A' or 'B' cup range. Not Amy, she had these perfectly shaped, perky orbs of 'C' cup breasts which sat high and firmly on her chest. They weren't pendulous or unnatural looking in their proportions. You might say they were the breasts that sex obsessed men might have designed for a woman of her size instead of the somewhat smaller proportioned ones that ordinary biology usually associated with it.
Capping them were nipples that of themselves were capable of driving a man wild with desire. Both the areola and nipple were of a slightly larger diameter than normal and of a completely uniform mid brown colour that contrasted just the right amount with her light coffee coloured flesh to make them prominent.
The areola was like a low raised plinth on which the nipple sat; standing just slightly proud of the orb even at rest and visibly swelling with her arousal. As for the nipple itself, when aroused it was like nature's perfect plaything. So once again they sat in the goldilocks zone; not the ordinary little nipples that most women had, nor the grossly large, dark, unevenly coloured ones common on larger breasted women. Just these pictures of sexualised perfection.
And best of all, she is in the ten percent of women who can have an orgasm on nipple stimulation alone.
Arching my back and bending my neck to bring my mouth to her left nipple while remaining fully penetrated in her, I took the nipple into my mouth and raised it to its full jutting hardness.
It is such a delight sucking Amy's nipples. By taking the swollen plinth of her areola between your lips you can push the towering hardened nipple against the roof of your mouth and suck away on it and rub it with your tongue to your heart content; all while Amy squirms and moans under you in an increasingly aroused state.
Moving from breast to breast occasionally to keep them both fully jutted, I could tell Amy was soon approaching orgasm.
I wasn't thrusting as I was doing this. Merely enjoying the sensation of being fully penetrated in her, an occasional hard thrust only being required to ensure my manhood stayed completely in her as she squirmed about under me.
Already sensitised by her earlier orgasm, Amy wasn't long in coming this time either; the noises accompanying her nipple orgasms being somewhat more contained than her others; although far from quiet.
But really, in terms of Amy's mission statement, these first two orgasms were just foreplay; merely warming her up for what would follow.
Allowing a few more moments for kisses and cuddles, I withdrew from her and brought myself to kneeling between her thighs again, this time bolt upright. It was time for what Amy really wanted from me. Even if she didn't mention it by name, it was the only thing more or less guaranteed to fulfil her assigned mission. A G spot banger. Not any G Spot banger; but what the Screw Girls would know as The G Spot Banger.
I lifted her legs up vertically and hooked them over my shoulder; positioning her vaginal opening at the right height to accept my aroused penis thrusting in a slightly upward direction. Then moving my butt back a bit, I bent my shaft down and introduced the tip of it into her body, pushing forward to a half penetration.
Amy's G spot seems to be located more shallowly in her body than my understanding of what is normal
In a well-practiced routine, I withdrew from her enough to rake the tip of my shaft firmly across it and then pushed back to a half penetration; repeating that action at a slow pace a few times to get the muscle memory right. When doing this it was all too easy to pop right out; something that spoils the flow of my stimulation of her.
Even those slow test penetrations had Amy cooing in pleasure.
Satisfied I had it right, I increased the pace of my thrusting, bring it up to quite a rapid pistoning of her vagina.
There are a couple of reasons this is one of our favourite positions.
For me it offers good endurance. It's exhausting certainly, but it doesn't brew me up very quickly. Indeed, most of the time I have to change positions to bring myself to my climax.
But at the same time it offers me a lot of visual pleasure.
There is something really exciting about watching my shaft disappear into Amy's body and be withdrawn again, glistening in her juices. I will often break the smooth rhythm of my pounding of her g spot to fully penetrate her and screw my manhood around inside her, just for the pleasure of watching that happen.
The second part of the visual pleasure is watching her rag doll. With a light frame and only her shoulders in contact with the ground, her body gets pushed around a lot by my thrusting; her breasts wobbling delightfully with the movement.
For Amy, it offers numerous powerful orgasms, delivered in a continuous stream at a rapid pace. At the cost of near deafening screaming from her -- enough to have a hotel manager called to our room when we stayed in one during our Pacific trip - which is why she'd been deprived of it on the boat up until today.
Already erotically sensitised by the first two orgasms, Amy was loudly demonstrating her high state of arousal in response to my stimulation of her g spot before I'd even finished my warming up technique and getting the muscle memory right.
As I started thrusting more rhythmically, she predictably amped it up...
"OOOOOHHHHHHH...AAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRR...AARR...AAARRR...OOOOH"
Her body was rag dolling and writhing about in an enormously distracting way. And yet, it wasn't entirely due to my pushing her about with my thrusting. After all, I'm more rubbing her g spot than crashing forcefully into her butt at the end of each thrust.
Rather Amy seems to respond to what to her is intense stimulation by throwing herself about; something I can feel through her legs tensing and moving as they rest on my shoulder.
I knew she was approaching orgasm when the moans became as repeated short, but increasingly approaching the screaming register...
"OOHH...OOHH...OOHH...OOHH..."
With every thrust. I braced myself, physically and aurally as I knew what would follow as she climaxed. A screaming...
"OH FUCK...OH SHIT...OH MY GOD...YES... YES... YES... AAAAAAAHHHHHHHH...
YES... YES... AAAAAAHHHHHHH"
I brought her to full penetration and held her firmly there as Amy threw herself about, pushing back on me as she jerked her hips around and nearly knocking me off balance. All the time, I can feel her contractions bearing down on my shaft.
I was bemused by the sudden appearance of the "yeses" into her performance. The profanities and swearing interspersed with the general cacophony of screamed moans and groans are all par for the course. The Meg Ryan like "yeses" were new and I wondered if they were to reassure any strangers within hearing distance that they didn't need to come to the rescue of a damsel in distress. Rather it would be prudent for them to stay away.
The holding her in full penetration was only a moment's respite. I've been schooled in how to maximise Amy's pleasure from this for long enough now. As soon as the first throw of her body was over, I started pistoning against her g spot again, sending her into an apoplexy of screaming.
From there her climaxes come fast and furiously until I can no longer tell whether what I'm seeing and feeling in a new orgasm or the second, third or subsequent wave of the previous one.
Even as I spend a moment to watch my shaft be pushed into full penetration and hold it there to recover my breath from what is, after all, a fairly intense workout for me, once she's reached this plateau, Amy keeps screaming and writhing like I was inflicting some exquisite torture on her.
There are two ways this seemingly endless succession of induced orgasms reach their peak as a prelude to being brought to an end.
One is I brew up and dump my load in her. You can't do what I was doing with a soft cock.
But as I said, this technique isn't one to normally challenge my endurance.
After she'd had I don't know how many orgasms, this one finished in the second way. With a call of...
"AAAHHHH...BROKEN VAGINA"
Amy jerked her hips forward to unpenetrate herself, slipped her legs off my shoulders and collapsed down onto the ground, rolling over into as much of a foetal position as her legs being either side of my knees would allow and kept moaning, groaning and rolling around with her hands between her legs as her body continued to climax without and additional input from me.
But it was only about 30 seconds of this when, while Amy was still in her foetal position and writhing and moaning about, the call of...
"Go the animal" came between her moans.
It took a long time for her to train me to do what she now wanted me to do.
Ellen trained me to overcome my natural reservations with mock anger and hard smacks on the butt delivered on the spot. Amy's training comes in the form of patient explanations delivered after the fact in the expectation I'll better understand and do it right next time. For Amy, patient explanations are the solution to all the world's problems; including but not limited to, having prolonged screaming orgasms on small crowded yachts.
Still, what I had to do defied every natural instinct I had.
I lay down on Amy as I forcefully rolled her on her back and straightened her out from her foetal position and then penetrated her. Even as I did that, I could feel her vagina still going through multiple contractions against my erection as her groans accosted my ears, which were momentarily close to her mouth, at near deafening levels.
For the Screw Girls, "go the animal' was and is an instruction for me to deliver them a lustful, erection stimulating focused, pounding. Nothing more, nothing less. The sort of thing that recent generations have being trying to teach men not to do.
It begs the question of why a women, who a minute ago had to disengage from me with a 'broken vagina', is now demanding I effectively pound her -- for want of a better word.



According to Amy's explanation, the broken vagina simply means her g spot has become overstimulated. My subsequent penetration and pounding of her only lightly stimulates her g spot but induces in her additional 'vaginal orgasms'. And yes, my naïve understanding was that most women don't have vaginal orgasms -- any more I suppose that most don't get nipple orgasms. But evidently, some do and in her usual over the top way, Amy is one of those.
And all of this from a woman who suffered ten years of an abusive partner, suffering frequent violence and rape, who had never had any orgasm at all until she came to my bed. Which is not intended as a favourable comment on me so much as the difference that love, tenderness and caring can make to a woman' responsiveness.
I lifted myself on outstretched arms to let me lustfully look down on her sexualised body as I obeyed her instruction.
Amy's head was thrown back, her mouth opened in a constantly reshaping but seemingly perpetual 'O' as she cried, groan and screamed the vocalisation of her orgasms. She writhed under me in constant motion even though I had her arms pinned from having rolled her on her back.
I started to do as I had been instructed to do; thrusting my excited manhood with lustful enthusiasm.
I can't deny it felt wonderful. Amy had been teasing my cock and keeping me at or near arousal for over an hour. My erection was bursting with desire and was now immersed in her body and bathed in her juices which lubricated so beautifully every strongly stimulating movement of it.
But Amy's response was near instantaneous...
'OH NED...OH FUCK...OH SHIT...NED...OH...NED...YES NED...YES...YES...AAAHHH...NED...AAAAAHHHHHHH."
It was like he had gone into some violent seizure as wave after wave of fresh powerful orgasms went through her body.
It was all too much for me. Within two dozen thrusts my shaft was ready to burst. With the final one I held it there, jammed fully buried in her vagina and staring down at her breasts as wave after wave of cum and pleasure flooded the length of my shaft, causing me to moan and cry out nearly as loudly as Amy.
Spent and drained, I collapsed down on her where Amy wrapped her arms around me as she continued to writhe about and cry out in a continuous state of orgasm; the pummelling of my manhood by her contractions keeping it hard and encouraged even as they seemingly squeezed out ever last drop of cum it contained.
I've been here before with Amy. Her body overstimulated continued in a state of climax for another five minutes as my, pathetic by comparison, 'one shot' male body could do nothing more than lie on her and provide an outlet for her need to embrace, writhe and squirm intimately against the male instigator of those climaxes.
Eventually she settled down again as her body regained its equilibrium. But now her body was awash with the oxytocin and other endorphins all those climaxes produced. After barely a moments interlude, her hands were all over me like a rash as she sought out my mouth and thrusted her tongue into it as she furiously pashed me while tightening her pelvic floor muscles around the residue of my erection and grinding her pubis against mine.
'Oh Ned, I love you...I love you so much...You've made my life...Oh god I love you..."
Amy wrapped me in her arms and induced me to roll over, leaving her on top where she continued to physically and verbally express her passion and love on my body; kisses, stroking my hair, caressing down my flank, sucking my neck and grinding herself around on an erection that seemed reluctant to fully surrender its hardness to the reality of the fact it had just dropped its load.
I could not deny Amy her need to give full vent to those endorphin induced feelings. The others were waiting for us on the beach, lunch beckoned and we'd soon have to move on in our journey if we were to keep to our timetable.
But soon enough it was Amy who suggested we get dressed and head back to the others.
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As much as laying naked with Amy was a delight without limits, there came a time we really had to get back to the others on the beach.
Almost reluctantly, we got up and put our swimwear back on, walking hand in hand with our fingers intimately interlocked, back down the path towards the creek.
We were about to step into the first of the two fingers of the creek when I felt Amy freeze. Perving as subtly as I could at the side view I had of her glorious breasts with their somewhat inadequate bikini top covering and jutting nipples, I'd been a bit distracted from watching where I was going.
Instinctively, my gaze drifted up to her face and then towards where her eyes were transfixed on something.
That something was Shelley and Adam in full flight, having coitis in a reverse missionary position. About five meters upstream from our path directly across the river, Adam was lying in the shallow water at the far bank of the creek, only the top of his thighs above the water. Shelley was on top of him, her legs spread wide outside his, banging away rapidly at him.
Either in a hurry or not wanting to risk losing them, they'd pulled their swimwear aside rather than taking it off; the waistband of Adam's pulled under his balls, the crotch of Shelley's pulled completely aside.
From where we were we had a grandstand view up between Shelley's legs where Adam's shaft was rapidly disappearing into and emerging out of Shelley's body, with just enough of a side angle to see her breast swinging with her movements against the palm of Adam's hand, presumably allowing her to stimulate her nipple against it.
Two things stopped us -- well, no, me -- from simply diverting our eyes and finding another path home.
One was the lack of alternatives. Immediately downstream from us a large stand of mangroves jutted out into the creek, not just stopping us from walking along a fringe of sand that way, but presenting a foot hazard on their roots if we tried to wade in that direction around them. Upstream meant a long path closer towards them before trying to skirt around them unnoticed.
The other related to the size of Adam's manhood and the manner of its current engagement. Hung like a horse, hung like an elephant, the size of two drink cans stacked one on top of the other. They are all descriptions the girls have applied to the size of it.
Until I saw it in its aroused state as Adam emerged from his cabin early in the morning at the start of this trip, I thought they were all rather hyperbolic. I no longer think so. The last -- the size of two drink cans stacked one on top of the other, probably offers the most literal description of its size -- both length and girth - in its aroused state.
Shelley is such a slim young lady, I almost found it impossible that...for want of a better phrase, she could fit it in her body. But was exactly where it was, to a smaller or larger extent as she thrust it in and out, as Amy and I came upon them.
To say that all the rest of the girls have had something of a fascination with Adam's manhood would be an understatement. Partly -- no in my view, largely -- for their own enjoyment, it was they who insisted the yacht is prepared for undocking with the crew dressed only in the 'uniform swimwear'; speedo like swim briefs for the guys and tiny bikinis for the girls -- like Amy and I were wearing now and Shelley and Adam would be wearing if they had moved them aside for other purposes.
Sure, they say it's to flaunt themselves at me to keep my testosterone up to help me satisfy Amy's insatiable sexual appetite as well as create a vibe for the boat amongst its competitors. And I get told it was really because Ellen wanted to perve at me in them. But the fact is they take every opportunity offered -- when working in close contact with Adam, such as dragging a heavy sailbag up onto the deck -- to tease him into fully exposed arousal by a combination of supposedly incidental brushing against him and accidental exposure of their breasts as they grapple with the sailbag.
From what I hear it has been the story of Adam's life. Indeed, as far as I can judge, the girls got the idea from stories of the girls in Adam's swim squad doing the same to him; the one standing behind him in the waiting line of swimmers, holding her ground, while the one ahead backs up on him and rubs her butt on his cock while she pretends to express her excitement about something happening in the pool.
It's happened to him so often, he just rolls his eyes instead of getting embarrassed about it.
I must admit, I found it...well...interesting, to get a glimpse of the proceedings. Had my balls not just been drained by Amy, it might even have been a little arousing. But it was way too early for any reaction from down there. I quickly found myself looking for an escape path around them.
But Amy was transfixed. Her hand was tightening in mine and her nipples jutting even harder as she nothing less than stood there and stared at the sight.
I whispered into her ear...
"Should we find another way around?"
She took a very cursory glance left and right, before replying, while staring back at the couple...
"There isn't one."
By now the sounds they were making had drifted across and attracted our focus. They weren't screaming or even making as much noise as they do on the yacht. Clearly they were trying to keep it down. Still, Shelley's grunts were clearly audible over the background sounds of the wind and the wavelets running up onto the beach behind them; accompanied by the occasional moan from Adam.
As Amy had reduced our options to stand there and wait for them to finish, I found it very hard not to follow Amy's lead and watch. There was something compelling interesting about the sight of that monster entering her body and emerging again, time after time; although I did notice she only ever penetrated him for about two thirds the length of his shaft. As guilty as I felt, and as much as I hoped they would finish soon, it was difficult to take my eyes off it.
Personally I was rather pleased when something in the tone of Shelley's grunts told me she was on the edge of a climax; a sort of humming noise that intermingled with the grunts. She started to thrust him more vigorously, clearly grinding her clit on his pubis.
Vocally, she revealed her climax with a rapid series of...
"Ah...ah...ah...ah..." as she suddenly started pumping Adam harder and faster.
You could see Adam's thighs tense and hear a pronounced...
"OOoouuuuuuu..." drift across the creek as Shelley induced in him the climax her rapid thrusting intended.
Amy made us step back a bit, to lose ourselves in the bush somewhat, as Shelley collapsed down on Adam for a bit of a post climax cuddle. But clearly deciding it was time to get back to the beach, Shelley soon slid sideways off Adam, dropping her pussy into the creek water to catch the flood of cum that exited her body as soon as she was unplugged.
Still on her tummy, she reached over her butt and splashed water on herself, before pulling the crotch of her bikini back into its proper positions. Then she rose into a kneeling position alongside Adam, her breasts still hanging out of her pulled aside bikini top, sneaking a kiss before she splashed water over his still fairly hard cock to clean it and bent it down to tuck uncomfortably back into his speedos; all while Adam played with her nipples.
Finally she stood up, pulled her bikini top back over her breasts and offered a still prone Adam a hand to get up.
From there they quickly disappeared over the sand ridge and back onto the beach with the others.
Allowing them a few moments head start, Amy and I followed, still walking hand in interlocked hand, to find the others just getting into the lunch we'd bought ashore.
I was sitting next to Amy over lunch when Ellen sidled up to me, a grin on her face...
"So where did this 'yes, yes, yes' come from? Have you guys been watching too many movies?"
Ellen had answered the question I'd been wondering about...
"So the noise carried did it?"
"Well, let's see now. I'd guess it was a G Spot banger followed by a go the animal."
"Was it really that bad or do you just know Amy's preferences?"
"We heard it OK and I know the sounds of them both. Amy's not the only one who's had them. I don't think it disturbed the tourists up the other end of the beach if that's what you mean and if it did, it came across as definitely an episode of public indecency rather than assault and murder. I suppose that's where the 'yes, yes's' came in handy. But I could see Issie would have liked to voyeuristically get in for a look at what was happening and Shelley and Adam excused themselves for their own frolic. I definitely think you could call it a disturbance in the force. And a major public indecency."
As Amy squeezed my balls, with the hand she'd had over my thigh, at the mention of Adam and Shelley's frolic, I teased Ellen...
"And you've never committed a public indecency?"
"Harry, regrettably, is very much a bedroom sex man; well with a bit of lounge room sex thrown in, but mainly bedroom. So being without sin, I can throw the first stone."
"What, no public indecencies on Pacific Islands? Sex off the back of a yacht in a crowded anchorage? On a windsurfer floating in an equally crowded waterway? In the bushes up the back of Portuguese Beach in Pittwater? Screaming sex in and around a backyard pool?"
Ellen momentarily blushed at being reminded of the many places we'd had sex. Bumping me playfully on my shoulder, she retorted...
"They were with a previous, now discarded, lover who was a really bad influence on me. I'm absolved of those sins. And the backyard pool was on an acreage."
"Are we talking about a priestly absolution or a self-granted one?"
"Absolution through marriage. All previous indiscretions are left behind."
"I didn't know it was that easy."
"Nor did I until I just made it up."
Ellen turned and made a playful face as she poked her tongue out at me like a three year old terminating a discussion she didn't like the direction of, or in Ellen's case had just conceded defeat in. Through all of this Amy had sat quietly, a smirk on her face and her hand over my thigh playing with my balls, secure in the likelihood it was too early for them to react but every bit of tease shortens my refractory period.
Lunch wasn't long finished when we decided it was time to get back to the boat and move on to our next objective in the trip north. From where we were the town of Mackay was the last place before Hamilton Island we'd be able to provision up without a major detour.
With the tide having retreated and the swim to the boat shortened, Issie motored the inflatable back to the boat with all the gear in it, while the rest of us swam it.
Adam of course powered ahead, stopping and waiting from time to time for Shelley to catch up. I found myself surrounded by Amy, Liddy and Ellen.
As we got to the boat, I held onto the ladder to let the girls climb up first. It is my instinctive act as a gentleman, but it can't be denied, it offers certain advantages.
In their tiny, taut, Brazilian backed bikini bottoms I was treated to a visual feast. Amy went first, which was in a way a pity because I'm a 'keep the best to last' type.
Holding onto the ladder right under her, not only was I treated to the water cascading off and out of her bikini pants and the hot buns of an arse they surrounded, but the eye candy bulge of her mound, which might have started with an inverted dimple down the centre of it, but soon developed a decided crease through it as she spread her legs apart to climb the ladder.
She knew I was watching too and put on quite a show for me.
Even in her 50's Liddy's was no less cute; it just lacked the sexualised mound of Amy's.
As Liddy was climbing the ladder, Ellen floated alongside me, also holding onto the ladder but seemingly carelessly drifting into and over my own floating body which ran down from the ladder more at an angle of about 60 degrees rather than vertically...
"It's about 150 Nautical Miles to Mackay. At a good speed that'll get us there about late morning tomorrow."
"That should leave us plenty of time for shopping before moving onto the Whitsundays."
This was a common Ellen play when we swam off the back of the boat, even with her husband watching over the aft rail. It was just one of those Ellenisms we all tolerated. I'd instinctively dropped my body back to the vertical, not to get too intimate with Ellen in our near naked state, but, as she always did, she'd soon drifted up against me as she continued the conversation...
"Yes, but we'll have to be careful overnight. The whales are much more common now. Maybe we should post someone on the bow and hope that the moonlight is enough to give us some warning. I'm not sure whether the engine running helps them keep out of the way, but you'd think it couldn't hurt."
By now her crotch was riding over where my flaccid manhood rested sideways in my swimmers and pushed firmly down on it. Had Amy not drained my balls not that long ago, she might have got a reaction from me. Even as it was I felt I could sense a bit of a swelling as she continued...
"There's a few reefs and Islands too. We don't want to end up like the yacht Apollo."
"I'm surprised you've ever heard of the yacht Apollo. That went up on Lady Elliot Island in the 80's. Before you were even born."
"Dad sailed on it and always talked about what he thought was a sad fate for a famous yacht. You know what fathers are like. They never stop talking about their glorious past"
The chop was bouncing us around, causing her crotch to bounce on my manhood. It was in danger of reacting...
"Well, we'd better get the show on the road to make the best use of the remaining daylight hours. Are you going to climb up and show me your cute arse as you get aboard or not?"
Ellen grinned...
"Sure old man. I'll even put a show on for you."
Ellen's hands disappeared under the water, leaving the only way she was secured to the boat being a leg wrapped around the back of my knee and her crotch as a result bouncing even more firmly against my still flaccid, but now slightly engorged, cock. I could feel her hand hitching her bikini bottom up.
As she climbed the ladder a show was exactly what I got. The small bikini pants had little to give in the way of being pulled up further and everything they did give was gained by pulling the back of them even more deeply into her bum and the front into a camel toe. And she sashayed up the ladder in a way only someone as confident as Ellen can.
I followed up with my swimmers glued by the water to a manhood that still lay sideways across the leg seam, but bulging out and extending much closer to the side seam than was normal. It was still no competition for Adam but certainly gave me an insight into what he deals with.
We had the anchor up and were underway even before everyone was dried; a still dripping wet Amy having the engine on and Issie raising the anchor chain as soon as she saw me half way up the ladder.
The day still had enough heat that, once you'd towel dried, it was most a matter of what sun protection you wanted than what you needed to keep warm.
I resorted to a long sleeve polo shirt over my swimmers. All the girls just used sun screen and stayed in their bikinis; some sunning themselves on the cabin roof. Adam, more worried about displaying the giant bulge of his lower half than anything else, went with a pair of board shorts over his swimmers and a bare chest.
Still, by about 4 pm, the chill started to set in and most of them put on something warmer as we settled back into the watch system in preparation for the evening.
Until dusk we had full sail set and continued to surf with the following wind -- sometimes hitting an impressive 13 knots.
But as the evening darkened we reefed sail and slowed the boat down; an engine in idle and the depth sounder operating to try and give any whales nearby a warning of our approach. We also put someone on the bow.
It was a bit of a cold place to sit and we took extra harnessing precautions to stop them being ejected from the boat if we hit a whale, but it did work to warn us about a few whales we travelled close to during the night. And those we neither saw nor hit, I suppose we'll never know about.
Down below things were as quiet as they'd been since we started the trip.
There was never any guarantee that even the best G Spot banger and go the animal follow-up would sate Amy, but for this one night it did; or at least to give her credit where it's due, she let it sate her. And while Liddy wanted and got her turn at me, she's learnt to take multiple orgasms without making anything more than a hissing and sucking noise if the occasion demands it. The grunts and groans of my climax were probably the loudest part of our intimate engagement.
First light saw us a little north of Percy Island, between it and Digby Island and soon setting full sail again to keep us coasting along at a good speed.
It was as we approached Mackay mid-morning that the girls got into a discussion as to whether the uniform protocol would apply at Mackay and if so, what they'd wear. The first part of the discussion didn't last long; the girls were unanimous that it would apply -- the guys didn't get a say.
There was a bit more debate about what it would be. Amy and Ellen were pushing for the hot pants and crop tops. But the day was a bit cooler than the previous one and we'd be going into town for shopping, so they eventually settled on the long sleeve polo shirts and white leggings.
And so, as we pulled into the Marina at Mackay it was with the deck lined by a bevy of beauties dressed in obscenely tightly fitted white leggings and closely fitted polo shirts which Amy had arranged to be recut to turn the previously button up fronts into plunging necklines. And the display of cleavage and nipples on high beam made it obvious none of them had a bikini top underneath.
I thought they were to be worn with a white g string bikini underneath, but I could see no evidence of any VPL anywhere. I'd hate to think what would be on show if it rained while we were in town. [It turns out what I thought were meant to be bikini pants were actually a seamless, hem less pair of a sort of very fine stretch silk like cut away panties. But that's another story]
Adam and I got off more lightly with white Chinos and undoctored polos, even if the girls had made sure Adam's was tight enough to show every muscle on his competition swimmers chest.
With the name of the yacht embroidered on them, this was going to be an interesting trip into town.
Just as interesting would be the footage Amy had set up to shoot as we entered the marina. With one camera mounted on a rail where it was focused on the girls as they went about docking and the other held by Adam with an instruction to focus on the marina, the town and especially any gawking crews of other boats, it wasn't hard to imagine what Amy was angling for. And from what I could see as I maneuvered the boat, she wasn't lacking in results.
This video channel, first started by Issie when she was on the boat as we cruised the Pacific, takes to the extreme the pejoratively named genre of 'girls in bikinis on boats'. Amy took it over when Issie had to fly home and, if anything ramped it up, with -- much to my surprise, it what strikes me as these more conservative, or maybe politically correct, times compared to the 70's and 80's of my youth - all the other girls being willing participants.
I have pondered why a woman like Amy, with a background of a 10 year highly abusive relationship, and now a successful professional career, would be so keen to publicly flaunt herself. In part I think it's something of an 'up yours' to her previous partner. But I was listening to the radio the other day when the Cindy Lauper song "Girls Want to Have Fun" came on, and one line particularity struck me as being applicable to Amy...



"I wanna be the one to walk in the sun"
I think there's a lot of Amy in the statement. After being kept in the dark for so long, much of what we see from her is just that; her time in the sun -- and to have fun.
We stopped first at the fuelling dock, where Issie and Liddy jumped off to get the dirty clothes started washing in the Marina's laundromat while the rest of us refuelled the boat and took it around to the berth we'd occupy for the day as we went into town for provisions.
At that time Hamilton Island didn't have a proper supermarket (it was built a year later). There was a small trading store, but reputedly it was expensive and had a limited range of goods.
And while there was something of an 'eat the street' arrangement for the evenings during the regatta and no shortage of restaurants, sometimes you just want good quality food cooked at home. And that was before you thought about breakfasts and lunches.
So it was a big shop we had to do and the nearest big supermarket was in downtown Mackay; a fair distance from the marina. Fortunately a maxi taxi got us all into town.
To say that a group of women as attractive as them shopping in outfits as eye catching as theirs attracted attention is an understatement; especially as the clucked about making food choices for what would effectively be the next ten days.
Two hours later found us back at the marina, loading the boat with our purchases.
While our clothes completed the washing and drying cycle in the laundromat, we retired to the marina café for some much missed cappuccinos and real coffees and a bite of lunch and the girls and Adam took advantage of the internet access to do whatever it was they had to do.
We were nearly through lunch when Issie looked up at me from her computer with a pleased look on her face...
"Well, I got the extension on my time off work and can stay for the racing too. Since the apartment is full, I can sleep on the boat. AND..."
Her emphasis on the 'and' told me something was up, confirmed when she continued...
"Amy, Ellen and I have arranged for an extra crew member to give you your preferred number. They're happy to stay on the boat too and will come up on the same flight as Harry."
"That sounds good. Is it one of our regulars?"
"No."
"Do they know their way around yacht handling?"
"As well as any of us if not better."
"Who is it?"
"Not telling. It will be a surprise."
"Do I know them?"
"Yes."
"What sort of yachts have they raced?"
"Everything up to a TP52."
Amy and Ellen are grinning like Cheshire Cats as I'm having this exchange with Issie. Clearly they're in on this. A TP52 is a very high performance, professional level, pure racing yacht. It makes our yacht look like a paddle boat by comparison.
"I don't know anyone who's raced a TP52."
"You do. You've just never got to know them well enough."
I looked at the others...
"Will you tell me who he is?"
I'd used the male gender because there are very few women sail a TP52. They both shook their heads...
"What about uniforms for him?"
"It's all sorted. Speaking of which, it's time to get our clothing out of the dryer and get back on the road."
With that Issie stood up and headed to the door, leaving me and the others to follow her.
Half an hour later found us motoring out of the marina and heading north to close the 70 odd Nautical Mile gap to the Whitsundays.
With the water tanks filled during our stop and the knowledge we'd be in Hamilton Island marina within a couple of days, the girls took turns to have a soap and water bikini wash using the stern platform shower. Until now, the water limitation had restricted us more or less to wet towel hand baths, with maybe a very quick rinse under the stern shower. That's not to say the supply was unlimited even after the refill. By having them in the warmth of the day on the stern platform, we avoided both the temptation to longer than strictly necessary showers and making a big mess of the limited confines of the bathroom.
We had discussed the possibility of allowing time for a shower at the Mackay Marina facilities, but everyone was in a hurry to get going and willing to use the stern shower as a backup.
The water is heated using the engine cooling system, so by having them on the move as we motored to keep our speed up to hull speed, we could ensure a constant supply of hot water.
And while I called them bikini showers, it would be fair to say the amount of modesty actually preserved was limited to nearly nothing.
Liddy went first and peeled both her top and bottom off virtually everything that would normally be covered while she soaped and rinsed underneath. Issie went second and just took hers off, setting the pattern for the rest of the girls. And while the Screw Girls and I had seen plenty of each other's nakedness, even Shelley stripped bare when it came to her turn.
When Adam stepped up as the first of the men, he was left no choice but to follow the lead of the girls, they not even offering him the pretence of looking away as he stripped and showered that the girls were given; instead having to contend with them lining the back rail catcalling him.
And any hope that I had of hiding my old guy nakedness went out the same door as Adam's modesty and I too found myself with a noisy audience. Such are the joys of sharing a small yacht.
The course and speed was going to bring us up to the Whitsundays in the middle of the night. Many, if not most, anchorages in the Whitsundays are interspaced with Coral Heads; random growths of coral growing from the bottom which have to be checked for whenever you anchor. And it is generally a reef strewn area. On the whole, it's not somewhere you want to be travelling around in at night.
One possibility was to standoff over night and only come in during the morning. But our next destination was Whitehaven Beach, where we intended to spend the two nights remaining before we could take advantage of the free berth offered to race participants from the day before the race starts.
But Whitehaven itself is, for the most part, a fairly clear anchorage. If you come in around the back and well clear of Haslewood Island, you can navigate a fairly safe approach to a spot, which in the current south-westerly winds is sheltered enough to see out the night with the ability to move a bit closer to the beach a daybreak.
It was shortly after midnight we dropped anchor at Whitehaven.
Because of the circumstances in which we anchored, we decided to set a night watch; we'd each take in turns a one hour period where we'd remain awake to ensure the boat wasn't drifting from the spot where we'd anchored it. I could hardly do other than take the first turn.
So it was a little after 0100 -- 1 am to you landlubbers -- that Ellen emerged from the centre bunk cabin to take over from me, it being somewhat deliberate that we took turns in order of yachting experience because absent a major change of wind or tide direction or strength, it was more likely a problem would emerge sooner rather than later after we anchored. And while no change in the wind was forecast -- other than an easing -- a change of tide was to occur early in Ellen's watch.
As I stood to let her take over, she saw me off with a hand on my butt as she kissed my lips, then watched me strip down to my swimwear before I entered the cabin.
It was difficult to know what I would face as I entered the cabin. It has been a long time since Amy has gone more than 24 hours without sex and after being accosted by the noises of Amy's orgasms off in the brush, Liddy may well be thinking it was time for her to stop missing out too.
I'd pre-undressed to minimise the fuss I'd make in the cabin before climbing into bed.
The room was still and quiet as I entered it. In any other circumstances like this on a yacht, I might have just climbed into bed as I was, but I could see the girls getting offended if I presented myself to them as anything other than naked, so slipped my swimmers off before surveying just where and how I'd join them in bed.
They were sleeping in their normal positions on either edge of the bed with a gap through the centre, so it seemed my mission was to crawl from the pillow end of the bed -- which faced the door -- down the gap and try and get under the covers, all without disturbing them. I wasn't optimistic of that result.
I did better than I thought I would. It seemed as though the watch system, disturbed as it had been by our daytime jaunts, had caught up with Amy. She was and remained sound asleep. Liddy stirred, but simply shuffled up to me, encouraging me to turn and face her where we fell asleep in full body contact.
At 0200 I was woken by Ellen's quiet tap on the door and call to Amy to come and take over. I woke still facing Liddy but with a sense Amy had not yet stirred, so rolled towards her, caressing her side and cuddling into her back as I whispered her name in her ear, quietly trying to let Ellen know she had been heard and Amy would be out soon.
It took a bit to bring her to life and then, suddenly with a..."Oh shit..." she leapt out of bed. I watched as she slipper her bikini pants on and then a tracksuit over that. Having dressed, she bent down and kissed me on the lips as she offered...
"Sorry. Thanks."
Then exited the room where I heard her get a briefing from Ellen before Ellen took her turn to retire for the night.
As the yacht went quiet again, Liddy again cuddled into me and signalled for me to turn and face her.
The relationship between myself and Liddy is much different than that with Amy. Liddy and I have both lived through long, successful and happy marriages before losing our partners to an early death. So to a certain extent our relationship fell easily into that somewhat similar to a loving, long married, couple.
Our sex life is not unaffected by Liddy's desire to experiment with other than the pure missionary sex her previous partner offered her, or by a certain need to stay at least a little competitive with Amy's insatiable demands. It can sometimes get quite wild. But being relaxed, she can adjust to the circumstances.
I had become aroused by her when we first cuddled up at 0100 and still was when Ellen's voice and knocking woke me an hour later. So it was a full erection that made contact with Liddy's stomach as I turned back to face her.
Sensing it, she pushed it down between her legs, letting it rest through her crease as she kissed me and then starting to rock herself against it as she became aroused by its presence.
Using my erection as a blood and flesh clit dildo or vibrator is something of a well-practiced approach to a quickie by Liddy. And in accordance with the approach, once I felt her strongly responding to her stimulation with it, she took my shaft and turned it to fully penetrate herself with it and thrust it slowly in and out a number of times. I could then only guess that it was once she'd decided she'd fully opened herself up ready for its quick return that she went back to using it as a clit dildo.
My role in this is to follow her signals on the pace of the sliding it back and forwards through her crease and jerk it hard against her at the right moment as she does it, since this seems to increase her stimulation. As does playing with and sucking her nipple; something I find myself quite fond of doing.
It didn't take long for her to reach a climax, and as she did, she thrust me back into a full penetration, grinding herself down on me as I felt her contractions bear repeatedly down on my shaft.
Before they were finished, she rolled on her back, dragging me over on top of her still fully penetrated, her hands on my butt telling me to go for it.
This was neither go the animal on her, nor making beautiful love to her. Just plain missionary position sex, but no less enjoyable for that.
As I withdrew and thrust back in at a regular, spaced pace I got to enjoy that wonderful feel of my shaft being sensuously massaged by the warm folds of her vagina. As I came to full penetration, I pushed a bit harder, trying to emulate the grinding of my pubis against her clit that she uses to stimulate herself in the reverse missionary position while enjoying the distinctive hard rim of her pelvic floor muscle pushing back against the base of my shaft and the rag dolling of her body in response.
I'm never sure whether this grinding is hitting the right spot unless or until I can sense I'm getting a response from them. In this case Liddy signalled it was working by her increasingly obvious movement towards an orgasm. It's not Amy's screaming, just a suppressed little humming noise.
Of course, since missionary is one of the positions more likely to bring me to an earlier climax, it then becomes a bit of a race; one you want to lose.
Knowing that it was working, I slowed down the stimulation of the movement of my manhood inside her, and hopefully increased her stimulation, by prolonging the grinding at the top of each thrust and arching my back and neck so I could suck on her nipples as I did it.
It didn't guarantee that I wouldn't go off prematurely, just improved the odds of me losing the race I wanted to lose.
This time it worked as Liddy, hissing and sucking somewhat louder than through her first orgasm, came again.
Almost immediately, the hand she hand on my butt told me to go for it. So lifting my head up on outstretched arms so I could look down at her stunning body, I did just that; a succession of hard only moderately fast thrusts that soon had be groaning out my own orgasm with my head rested down alongside hers.
I supported as much of my weight as I could on my elbows and knees, as I pleasantly lay on top of Liddy in my post orgasmic state; a hard erection still feeling the pleasure of being immersed in her warm, tight vagina, as I nuzzled the side of her face.
But as I eventually started to shrink back out of her, unplugging her in the process, I rolled off so we could capture the likely mess.
As we still cuddled together, Liddy suddenly asked...
"Was your late wife multi-orgasmic?"
It caught me a bit off-guard, but I managed to reply...
"I don't recall her ever having two in succession like that. At least that I noticed. It wasn't something I could talk to her about. What about you? Have you always been able to do that?"
"As you know, my husband only did missionary sex, which didn't really work for me all that well. Most of the time I didn't climax at all. If he hit the spot, it was more accidental that by knowing what he should do. But then my sex education consisted only of being told by my mother that men like big breasts. I just assumed that's what sex was meant to be like.
On my wedding night we had to sort of work it out from what little we'd picked up, because his education on the topic was little better than mine and it wasn't really something we could talk about either.
So why do you think things are different for both of us now?"
In a way this was a topic Liddy and I had touched on a number of times; often from a different angle which made them something less than a complete re-run of an earlier discussion. Still, they circled around the same theme. I think Liddy just liked being able to actually openly talk about these things and sex generally in a way she'd never been able to in the past.
"I think the answer always comes back to the way Issie and Amy created this sexualised environment on the boat. Issie was always somewhat a person who liked to control things and set the scene by herself being quite open and vocal about sex. Add Amy's sexual awakening, hyper sensitivity to stimulation and insatiable appetite and suddenly multi organismic becomes the norm instead of a never spoken about ambition.
And because they were willing to talk, everyone else who came aboard was too. If I asked my wife 'is this working for you' or 'what do you like' I never really got a clear answer. Now I'll get told exactly what spots to hit, what positions to use and how to use them, even by you. Far from a forbidden topic, an acknowledgement of sexal desires is a relaxed and easy part of everyday conversation, even with Issie and Ellen after they found other partners. And once you and the girls discovered you could have multiple orgasms, that very belief and willingness to communicate helps you get more.
But what do you think?"
"I suppose that's about right. I just still sometimes have trouble reconciling the world I'm in now to the one I spent the greater part of my life in. If you told me five years ago I'd be in a polygamous relationship, running around half naked, flaunting myself in a micro bikini among a bevy of other younger women doing the same, experiencing bi-sexual activities when we actually have a threesome and looking on benignly and without jealously as other attractive women who aren't even still part of the polygamous relationship flaunt and drape themselves at and over my partner, I'd have laughed at you. Actually I would have blushed deeply and gone and hidden in my room at the thought of such things.
Sometimes I just can't believe the world I'm in now. And yet, I love it and have no desire to go back to my old ways. I don't even feel embarrassed with the way the girls deliberately go seeking attention from others as we all prance about wearing just about nothing getting the boat ready on the dock. I'm almost proud that men want to ogle me. It's sort of weird. But it gives me a sense of freedom I don't think I've ever felt before."
"Well, I'll certainly concede it's weird. But in a way I think it's just as weird for the younger ones as it is for us. The younger generation seem to me to be more uptight and buttoned up that the girls of my youth. So the girls on the yacht are complete outliers as far as I can see..."
We drifted off into silence and then into sleep, only momentarily disturbed as Amy came back into the cabin at the end of her hour, to be replaced by Issie.
It was 5 am when Shelley tapped lightly on the door...
"Liddy...Liddy."
I suppose as the skipper and owner I've always been hyper alert overnight on the boat, so it didn't surprise me it woke me first. Already facing her I caressed Liddy's flank, whispering her name and enjoying the sensation of her coming to life in my arms. She drowsily asked...
"Is it my time?"
Being pinned against the side of the boat, she crawled up and out of the bunk over her pillow, offering me a number of delightful views of her body as she exited first the bunk and then, after getting dressed, the cabin.
No sooner was she gone then Amy cuddled my back, inducing me to turn to face her. She wrapped herself around me, pashing me with her arms, tongue and indeed, her whole body as she undulated it against me. Fortunately enough time had passed since I'd made love to Liddy that my body responded; quickly and fully as it always does with Amy.
As if reaffirming the conversation I'd had earlier with Liddy, she whispered in my ear...
"Fold me up for a quickie. No extras."
How do I even start to unpack all the nuances that lay behind that short request? Fold her up is a suggestion we have sex in what I have seen called the origami position; where she bring her knees up alongside her chest.
It's a quickie because the way it lifts and turns her hips and so changes the angle and depth of penetration of her vagina makes it one where I have unpredictably low endurance. But, while it would be a rare occurrence, without me knowing I was hitting any particular erogenous zones, it leaves me worrying I'll go off before her.
Which is why when she asked for that on the first night of the trip, I sucked her to orgasm first.
But that gave her multiply orgasms on the first night and caused her to uncontrollably start screaming. Which is why she's now saying "no extras". So once again, she's offering me the quietest sex she can offer me, even though in normal circumstance a 'quickie' is the last thing she wants.



"What about if you don't make it?"
"Then you can finger me."
All the time she had been undulating against me, rubbing her mound on my hard shaft, which in Amy's case seems to provide all the foreplay she usually needs. So as her hands suggested it was time to reposition myself between her legs and she started to lift her legs up, I followed her lead.
I watch transfixed as she lifted her legs first to the vertical, then used her hands to pull them down so her knees sat more or less neatly snugged outside her breasts.
As I bent over her, I used one hand to position myself to enter her as the other took the weight of my upper torso. The angle of penetration requires me to push downward into the bunk, rather than thrust horizontally upward. As so, as I lowered myself down, I concurrently pushed myself deeply into her; feeling my shaft bend and be contorted as it followed whatever shape this folded position put Amy's internal organs into.
Supporting as much of my weight as I could on my arms and folded knees, I started lifting my hips to partly withdraw my shaft and plunge it back in again as I lowered myself. The problem with this position -- if you really want to call it a problem -- is that it offers really, really deep penetration while it feels like your shaft is being massaged as it follows what feels like the contours of her vagina. And I say 'feels' because frankly I don't know what's going on inside there; just know it feels great.
There's no slow build up. No 'free' thrusts, by which I mean thrusts that don't seem to be bringing me closer to a climax. Almost from the first plunge there's was this 'oh my god that feels nice' wash of pleasure ran through the length of my shaft.
To slow things down, I tried screwing the fully penetrated shaft around inside her while circling my pelvis down on her clit and then following that with an upward thrust and enjoying the rag dolling of her body that produced. It still felt incredibly good, but maybe was brewing me just a little slower that the plunges. I was grateful for Liddy having emptied my balls a few hours ago or I suspected I would have gone off by the tenth plunge.
The plunges were triggering a little grunt in her, while the screwing around and thrusts seemed to generate something closer to a moan; also encouraging me to do more of the latter.
Whatever I was doing, I got the result I wanted as Amy tensed and came, only a prolonged moan signifying her climax, instead of the screams that were likely to follow any additional ones.
Released from guilt or obligations I lifted and plunged my shaft repeatedly, causing me to quickly follow Amy into a powerful orgasm. I lay down on her -- supporting my weight as best I could on my knees and elbows -- groaning in her ear while rush after pleasurable rush of cum, or whatever it is that feels so good, ran the length of my shaft and terminated against Amy's cervix.
Even after it stopped the warm, comforting embrace of my still hard shaft in Amy's vagina left me unwilling to roll off her just yet. Amy stroked my hair and spoke to me like a benevolent mother supporting her child through a scary experience...
"There you go. You didn't have to worry about me climaxing. See how easy it was."
I giggled internally while loving her for her gentleness...
"What worked better for you, the thrusts or the screwing about?"
There was a pause as Amy formulated her answer.
"They both were nice. Either could have made me cum. But the screwing about probably made me get there a little quicker. But you know, the thrusts feel really intimate and give me a nice all over feel, so don't neglect them."
Sometimes when I get Amy on a roll of downloading information like that I almost want to get forensic about it. A sort of 'can you draw me a picture of what I'm triggering'. But enough was enough.
Anyhow, my penis still rested comfortably and stiff inside Amy. If nature intended that it be able to do that to plug the puddle of cum and juices in which the tip now rested, it was doing a good job. And the flood of low level pleasure generated by it merely resting there in the warmth of her body's embrace was enough to keep it stiff for the time being; even if I knew that trying to thrust it would pretty quickly turn it to jelly.
While it was like that, there were other issues I was trying to address.
One certainly was how uncomfortable it was for her to be bent double with her ankles almost alongside her ears and whether I should just get off her, however regretful my penis would be if I did. The crushing embrace with which she held me in position suggested not.
The other went to the core of her original 'fold me up......no extras' instruction, and its intended single orgasm for her outcome. I knew she did it for my sake so she didn't end up having a sequence of screaming orgasms on the crowded boat. But I'd resolved not to let that inhibit our sex too much given how precious orgasms are to her and the love hormones they generate in her.
What we had was a conflict of good intentions; each of us wanting to do the right thing by the other. But if we left it at that, it occurred to me it would be the first time since she first came to my bed that she didn't have multiple orgasms. I looked for a compromise...
"Can I suck your nipples?"
I had to ask her, first of all because I needed her to release me from the grip she had on me to do it, and secondly out of respect for her 'no extras' instruction. But it seemed like a good compromise because, while she easily has nipple orgasms, they tend not to be screamers.
"You remind me of the videos I've seen of my young nephew asking for boobies from his mother. But since you've been such a good boy, yes you can."
She eased her grip on me enough for me to get my mouth over her nipple. The words make it sound easier than it was. I was still plugging her and not keen to lose that privilege just yet, she's shorter than me and has a bigger legs to body legs ratio, all of which meant I had to arch my back and bend my neck to get there.
But the reward made it worth it. Amy's breasts are the most beautiful I've ever seen. Lovely golden orbs certainly, but the piece de resistance are her nipples; a beautiful uniform dark brown colour, a bit bigger in diameter and fully hardened length than normal but only to an extent that makes them visually and orally compelling, but most exciting of all they sit on an areola that puffs up into a beautifully sculptured volcanic cone, pushing the jutting combined edifice even higher.
To take one into your mouth, hold the puffy areola between your lips, push the jutting nipple against the roof of your mouth and roll it against your tongue or suck it is almost as heavenly as having your erection inside her body.
Almost immediately she started moaning. Nothing dramatic, just a low continuous moan. After a few moments, she commented...
"Oh Ned, that beautiful; so lovely...hhhhmmmmm..."
I had to smirk into her breast my reaction to the way she said 'lovely' with a pronounced rolling English accent when most of her speech has been degraded to something more affected by Australian influences these days.
I'd only just changed breasts for the first time to keep them both wet and at peak arousal when her lower body tensed around my shaft and she climaxed; audibly groaning, but not making much of a scene of it.
I kept sucking and she kept groaning; like a quieter version of when she gets into a continuous state of orgasm.
By the time I'd changed breasts three more times, she was starting to get a fair bit louder. Suddenly she pulled my face off her breast and bought it up level to hers, where my lips were left idly playing against hers as the groans of her orgasm continued for a while.
As her orgasm subsided, she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me in for a kiss...
"That was really nice and I didn't even scream."
"I'm glad you liked it."
She squeezed the hard shaft that was still inside her...
"It's still hard. Does it want some more?"
The fact was, the lifespan of the substantial residue of my erection had been longer than normal; helped to no small extent by the stimulation offered by the tensing of her body through her orgasms. But this was a verbal question and answer we'd played many times before as a well-rehearsed routine...
"It's a greedy little thing. It always wants more. But we both know it will dissolve to nothing if it gets what it wants."
"I don't know that it's that little. Or are you now comparing yourself against Adam? If so, don't. It might be fun to look at, but I wouldn't want anything as big as Adam's inside me. I cringed every time I watched that thing impale Shelley even if it was compelling viewing."
"I thought you got rather turned on watching?"
"In a way I did. But it didn't stop me cringing."
Was aware I was still lying on a woman folded in two. I eased myself off her and lay back down alongside her, letting her bring her legs out straight again. Amy gave herself a little a little stretch before turning and cuddling into me...
"Thank you. That was nice."
"It was nice for me too."
We quickly drifted off into a sound sleep. So much so that neither of us stirred when Liddy crawled back into the bunk at the end of her watch.
When I next woke up, it was to a cabin brightly lit by and quickly warming up to the morning sun. I could hear someone on deck, so with Amy and Liddy still asleep, I crawled out of the bunk, donned a pair of swimmers and went into the main cabin to survey the scene.
I found Ellen and Shelley sitting in the cockpit in their bikinis, quietly chatting as the sipped on their morning coffees.
Using the hot water in the kettle to make a cup for myself, I half climbed the cockpit steps to join them. Ellen shuffled to the side a bit, inviting me to sit next to her. In a way this was a lose/lose decision, the only real answer to which would have been to go down and put on a pair of loose trousers or shorts.
The sexual frission between Ellen and me goes both ways. For reasons that are completely inexplicable given our age difference, there has always been some hormonal communication between us that arouses us in the presence of the other; and that arousal can easily become visually physical if we're in close contact and half naked. As much as I joke about the girls' obsession with having bikinis and speedos as a part of the boat uniform being a way of perving at Adam, the fact was Ellen was pushing for it before Adam joined the boat. And she was quite blatantly pushing for it to get me dressed down to the state she wanted to see me in; the state we'd travelled most of the Pacific in.
In fact the girls, for complex reasons and led by Ellen and Amy, had always made the bikinis their standard boat preparation uniform; it was just the guys they had trouble getting to follow them, as much as they tried and even if we loved perving at them.
Adam joining simply gave them the moment of leverage to make it official and enforce it.
During this trip an imbalance has arisen because Ellen doesn't have her husband to take out her frustrations on, whereas my balls are kept well drained by Amy and Liddy. So what is really a mutual thing appears more one sided than it is.
But well drained balls don't fully protect you from physical arousal once your refractory period has passed. And the latter for me, at that moment, was untested but borderline.
If I sat next to Ellen, she'd sit intimately close and I'd likely grow a boner; fully visible to Shelley. If I sat next to Shelley, I offend Ellen, she'd open her legs and generally flaunt herself at me, I'd still probably grow a boner and so be no better off, even if it didn't leave Shelley sitting opposite looking at it.
Before my lower half was visible as I climbed the steps to the cockpit, I readjusted the sit of my manhood in my swimmers to point it down back into my crotch, it the hope any boner might be less obvious that a straight pole tenting them out.
Then I sat next to Ellen. As expected I soon found my upper thigh in direct contact with hers and the arm she'd casually spread along the coaming of the cockpit, became an arm around my back if I relaxed back onto the coaming.
Such is life. Ellen and Shelley are both good company and interesting to talk to. I wasn't going to spoil some pleasant companionship by sitting tense and upright. This was situation normal. We'd been here before and would be here again. I simply relaxed into the situation I was in, even resting back on the coaming and against Ellen's arm, allowing her to curl her hand around my flank.
As she relaxed too, she brought her foot furtherst from me up onto the cockpit seat and wrapped her arm around it. The effect was to cause the waistband of her bikini to go slack, lifting even the tiny front piece away from the top of her mound, exposing the whole of it to my down pants view. And because her flank was resting so close to mine, it caused my shoulder and arm to overlap her body, leaving me few safe places to rest my hand and ensuring my upper arm brushed her breast every time I moved it.
Ellen's nipples were soon prodding out her bikini top on high beam and I dare say, if her raised foot wasn't blocking the view, Shelley would be able to see a certain amount of dampness permeating the gusset of Ellen's bikini bottom.
But I was no innocent. It was lucky I'd taken the precaution I did. My manhood had swelled into a substantial bulge in my swimmers -- enough to draw the leg elastic away from my leg. But because it was folded to bend itself double as it grew, it seemed to limit the potential for a full erection.
The thing is, nothing changed when Amy and Liddy came on deck, or anyone else on the boat. It wouldn't have changed if Ellen's husband suddenly appeared. This was simply how Ellen always dealt with me, regardless of who was about. There was nothing sneaky about it. The only sneaky thing was me attempting to avoid a boner on public display.
By the time everyone collected in the cockpit with whatever morning brew they needed, it was time for breakfast.
Issie volunteered to go down and make her French Toast speciality while we up anchored and moved the boat to a better, more sheltered and closer to the beach location on the Southern end of Whitehaven Beach. As an aside, Amy spotted Issie uninhibitedly dancing to the music playing on the boats sound system as she cooked the toast and sneakily videoed it; the clip itself becoming a somewhat famous YouTube meme of itself among sailors who follow such videos and earning her the moniker of "French Toast Girl."
We'd chosen Whitehaven to spend two nights before moving into Hamilton Island for a few reasons. On the business side, we needed to jump in and polish the underwater part of the boat and the clear waters and sandy bottom of Whitehaven was as good a place as any to do this. But it was also one of nature's wonders and a good place to relax, swim, go for walks and generally rest after the broken sleep of our long sail. And if we fancied a spot of snorkelling, the reef at Border Island wasn't too far away.
Once we'd anchored, we put the boom awning over the cockpit, leaving everyone a choice of sunning themselves on the cabin roof or staying in the shade of the cockpit; assuming they didn't just go back to sleep below decks.
The younger girls -- Amy, Ellen, Issie and Shelley -- chose to cover themselves in sun screen and lay themselves out in a row on the cabin roof; a delightful line up of stunning women in tiny matching bikinis. Amy made sure Adam got some video of it too before he too joined them in the line-up.
With a combination of the early morning warmth and interrupted sleep for the last week, I suspect most of them were soon drowsing off.
I was feeling the effect of sleep deprivation too. Not really able to find a comfortable position in the cockpit, I excused myself and went down to lie on the bunk, collapsing onto the bed in my speedos. Five minutes later -- just as I was once again drowsing off -- Liddy came in and lay down alongside me; cuddling up to me as I faced towards her.
I put my arm over her and momentarily lost myself to sleep.
But with the sunlight flooding the cabin and the day warming up, it was a shallow distracted sleep. It can only have been a short time later I found myself half-awake with an erection captured uncomfortably in my swimmers, bent double by a combination of being captured in the folds of the stretchy material and caught under Liddy's crotch.
Unthinkingly, I put my hand down between our bodies to release it and at least let it lie in a straight line up my stomach; even if still sheathed by my speedos. But it must have been the case that Liddy's apparent slumber was no deeper than my own. In a drowsy voice, she whispered...
"I've got a more comfortable place for that."
The next thing I knew Liddy had, unsheathed me, pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants and I found myself deeply penetrated in her. Neither of us had come to bed for sex. We don't share Amy's fetish about bikini sex. Had this been intended we would have been naked and the cabin door closed. In any case, our sexual needs had been more than seen to during the night. But still, it was a well-practiced routine and with the gentle rocking of the yacht and the seductive warmth of the morning sun, I for one fell back into satisfying, if erotic, slumber.
I stirred once when my hand complained about being trapped under Liddy's waist, repositioned it to cup her breast and enjoy the feel of her nipple jutting between two fingers, then let myself drowse off again.
It was about an hour later I was drawn out of my repose and an erotic dream by sensations that it took my waking mind a moment to process; the sucking sound of Liddy supressing the noise of her orgasm and the pummelling of my erection by her contractions.
When she saw my eyes open, she stroked my hair before bringing her mouth to mine for a passionate kiss, while she clamped her vagina tightly on my erection and started moving her hips rapidly back and forwards to thrust me in and out of her.
In what seemed at the time like as much of a wet dream in my half-awake state as an act of sex, I found my balls quickly brewing up until I instinctively rolled - basically threw - myself on top of her to pin her to the bed and get myself fully penetrated just in time for my throbbing manhood to fill her with my cum.
Puffing as much as still groaning through the last vestiges of my climax, with my face planted on the bunk next to her head, for some reason I felt compelled to say...
"Sorry."
"Why?"
"I donno. For pushing myself on top of you I suppose."
"Maybe I should be sorry for pleasuring myself on you while you were asleep. Anyway you always like to finish on top. What's new?"
I grinned into the pillow on which I was face planted. Liddy knew me well. Still, my action had seemed a little forceful to me. But she was right in that her libido seemed to be running a bit hotter than normal.
I brought my face over her; supporting myself on my elbows. Lightly kissing her cheeks, then bringing my face back to where she could see my raised eyebrows and inquisitive expression, I used my most teasing voice to ask...
"And why have you suddenly turned into a sex manic?"
"That might be a bit of an overstatement. Still, there's something a bit contagious in the air. All the naked bodies and raging libidos, Ellen's just about ready to explode with her hots for you, she and Issie have all but developed callouses from fingering themselves and Adam and Shelley walk around in a constant state of mutual arousal; and when Adam's aroused, we all know about it. Superficially you'd think Amy was the only one more under control than normal. But I suspect she's bottling up something that's going to unleash itself on you soon."



I had to admit, as the weather had got warmer with our travels north and the bikinis had become almost the norm, I myself felt my own libido more active; helped along even more by Ellen's flirtatiousness. But it was more than satisfied by meeting Liddy's and Amy's demands. But her comment on Amy caught me by surprise.
"What makes you think Amy's bottling it up?"
"I don't know. Just a sense. She's so deep that girl. So loving and thoughtful but with this enormous need for sex. And the two are in conflict at the moment. My vibe is that the unfulfilled demand doesn't go away, it just sort of stores itself up. But I could be wrong. I think at the least you'll be going for a long walk today."
I could feel Liddy shuffling under the weight of my lower torso, which in my rush to cum, I hadn't properly supported on my knees. I withdrew my still hard shaft and rolled off her...
"Should we see what the others are up to?"
Getting dressed required nothing more than returning our swimwear to its proper coverage of our bodies. As I came I deck I found the cockpit empty and the cabin roof covered in a line-up of apparently asleep, attractive women who it seemed had made a mutual decision to go topless. Four pairs of naked breasts and jutting nipples ran in an almost straight-line towards the mast.
Momentarily distracted by them, it took me a moment to notice the other revelation; on Adam, who was closest to the mast and furthest from me. In his sleep he had become aroused. Fully aroused from what I could tell. His erection had escaped his swimmers and its exposed bare flesh now ran in a line parallel to his torso, but standing proud of it, to a point almost half way between his navel and his nipples and of a massive girth that made me wonder where the hell his body got the blood from to fill that thing. His current state probably hadn't been helped by the fact he and Shelley were close alongside each other and each had their hand tucked inside the waistband of the others' swimmers.
In Adam's case, his hand was under the elastic of Shelley's waistband, but because the front triangle was so small, then rested in her crotch against the outside of the gusset of her pants; probably touching her labia.
Shelley's hand was well inside Adam's pants, but the waistband was now lifted by his erection so far off his lower torso that it no longer touched her hand.
Funnily, my first reaction was that, while I could be sure the girls had applied sun screen to their breasts, it was lucky Adam's exposure was in the shadow of the mast.
As Liddy followed behind me, her eyes went straight to Adam's exposure. While clearly transfixed by the sight, she leaned towards me as she whispered...
"Fuck, I don't think I'd like that thing inside me. I don't know how Shelley does it."
Sitting in the shade of the cockpit awing, I left Liddy there while I went down to get us both a cool drink. When I returned her eyes were still firmly focused on Adam's erection. She knew it, and she knew I knew it. As I passed her the drink, she pulled my ear down to her mouth...
"Now you know why libidos are running hot."
Liddy had positioned herself high on the coaming of the side of the cockpit that had given her the best view of Adam's member, leaving me the side that give the best view of the line-up of breasts. It was funny that, as we quietly chatted, neither of us made any great pretence about looking anywhere except at the distracting sights; nor objected to the other doing so.
It was probably about fifteen minutes before Amy, second from us, stirred. She put her head up, looked left and right, took a second look at Adam's erection, then slowly collected her senses together before joining us back in the cockpit; sitting, still topless, next to Liddy, asking...
"How long has Adam been like that?"
"Don't know. Ever since we've been sitting her fifteen minutes ago. Probably most of the time he's been asleep."
"God it's big. Poor Shelley."
"She doesn't seem to complain."
"So you haven't seen the chilled dildo she has to use to settle things down after she's had sex with it."
"No, surprisingly, she hasn't showed me that. Would you like a drink?"
"Yes please."
I ducked below to get Amy a drink, refilling mine and Liddy's as I did.
As I sat back down, it was maybe unsurprising that I now found the remaining line up of bare breasts a little less distracting then before. Amy's body glistened with sweat, giving her flawless skin a sensuous sheen. Her lithe muscular figure sat proud, her stomach a flat plank of taut flesh that ran down to her bulging mound.
Her breasts stood effortlessly projecting from her body; perky and yet showing just enough drop, given her age and their size, to give them a reassurance of their being real. At the peak of them jutted those glorious nipples I found so compelling.
The sweat had permeated her crotch too; a damp line highlighting the crease than ran through her gusset from half way up her mound to the base of her pelvic floor.
That's not to reduce the visual attraction and distracting value of Liddy sitting next to her; almost a more mature but very well preserved version of Amy. Her large breasts with their teasingly small covering and gusset of her pants pulled into a camel toe and still wet from our earlier activities both made it difficult for me to look away.
Even though it had been barely half an hour since I'd cum into Liddy, a pleasurable flood of blood into my manhood provided a noticeable swelling in my pants.
We chatted for about another fifteen minutes before Amy suddenly stood up and crossed the cockpit towards me; her breasts filling my vision. He took both my hands in hers and induced me to stand up...
"Let's swim ashore and go for a walk."
There was no saying no to that request. After Amy put her bikini top back on and we put a pair of thongs (the Australian name for flip flops) for each of us in a light nylon haversack on my back, we dove off the bow pulpit and swam the short distance to the shore.
Once again, Amy seemed to have already worked out where we were going. We walked north along the beach for a short distance before coming to the entrance to a track inland heading to Solway Lookout.
Once the lookout was nearly in sight, Amy was surveying the south side of the track, looking for an area of sparser bush. Finding a bit of a clearing, she took us gingerly -- since we were dressed only in swimwear - off the track and about 100 meters down a slope at the end of which was a tiny sandy beach at the head of a deep indentation; too small for a yacht to safely moor in and in any case too open to the present southerly wind pattern for anyone to want to do so.
She seemed quite pleased with herself about her discovery of this very private beach. Leading me by the hand as she explored it, we ended up on the water's edge on its eastern side. Sensuously slipping the straps of the now empty haversack off my shoulders, she placed it on a rock and kicked off her thongs alongside it...
"Let's go for a swim."
It was soon clear -- if I hadn't already guessed -- that swimming was the least of her intentions. We'd only gently waded out into lower chest deep water before she turned and tightly embraced me; wrapping her legs around my hips and grinding her crotch against the bulge of my manhood as she kissed me.
If Liddy's words of warning were even half right, Amy was going to be seeking more than one erection's worth of attention But, I had no reason to resist her obvious need for carnal indulgence, even if it was a bit too early since my interaction with Liddy for my manhood to fully react. It firmed up a bit and bulged enough for Amy to have something to rub herself on, but it was nothing like an erection. But there were plenty of other tricks we had between us to ensure we both enjoyed the waiting time.
Since Amy was supporting herself with her embrace of me, I could spare one hand, from the two I'd previous had wrapped around her butt, to bring up to tweak her nipple.
Because she is so sensitive to nipple stimulation, as her excitement grew and her need for deep kissing passed, I folded my head down to suck the other nipple; unable to spare a hand to pull aside her bikini top, so sucking and tonguing it's jutting projection through the unlined, gossamer material.
As she kept rubbing herself against me, Amy was moaning into the air above my head. Not screaming, but quite noisily, until with a...
"Ua...ua...ua...ug...ug..." she came, thrusting her crotch repeatedly down on my bulge as her legs tensed around me.
I'd already thought about what I'd do next. Amy responds best to a series of almost continuous orgasms. Once she's in the pattern of climaxing, they come thick and fast; until eventually you can't tell whether she's having new ones or just having additional waves of the previous one.
I unwrapped her arms from around my neck and legs from around my waist as I encouraged her to momentarily float free in the water. Then as quickly as I could, I brought my shoulders down to the water surface and hooked Amy's legs over them; pulling her towards me until her crotch was in my face, just above the water's surface.
Amy has always had a bit of a fetish about sex in the water. [She asserts] for reason relating to her past which are much too complex to unpack here, she has a much stronger fetish about bikini sex; sex with her bikini on and, if it must be pulled aside, as little aside as possible.
The thin, narrow crotch of her bikini pants had been pushed deeply into her crease as she bounced on my manhood; plastered in its wet state against the flesh underneath in a way that moulded itself to every feature.; especially the swollen bud of her clit.
I resisted my personal temptation to pull the gusset aside and instead flicked my tongue against where her clit created a small bulge in the material. Amy moaned in pure delight.
Her mound is custom designed for me giving her oral. That beautiful bulge fits so nicely under my top lip and teeth while I can then bring my lower more or less to where her vaginal opening is really comfortably to play my tongue against her clit or even stick in her vagina.
Ignoring the salty taste of her gusset, I rubbed my tongue firmly and rapidly against her bud, causing her to start moaning quite loudly. Thank goodness we'd started out early enough to be well ahead of the day trippers from Airlie Beach. Anyone visiting the lookout in the next hour is going to get a noisy performance.
Since Amy seemed to be floating her upper body OK, I took my hands from under her and reached up to tweak both nipples. That just upped the noise factor and caused her to start quivering on the edge of an orgasm.
It was long coming. Arching her back, she inadvertently submerged her head, her loud cry suddenly terminating in a stream of bubbles before she just as quickly came up spluttering, reached down and grabbed my head to hold it firmly into her crotch as she squirmed about in orgasmic bliss, moaning away.
But I've learnt to play Amy's body by now. No, that's putting it wrongly. She's taught me to play it. When she holds my head in like that, it's not -- as I originally took it to be - a request to simply hold it in place. She wants me to keep going.
I rubbed her bud some more, playing vigorously with her tweaked up nipples at the same time. The moan became an ear piercing scream as she again threw her head and arms theatrically back, her scream again silenced by the immersion of her head. Her thighs clamped around my head, twisting about, almost threatening to rip it off.
The twisting stopped as her head emerged momentarily. You could hear her suck in a breath, start to moan again and promptly disappearing as her thighs started twisting again, this time accompanied by her jerking her crotch back at me.
Three times she did that as I continued to stimulate her. But eventually I thought it was getting a bit out of control. Amy's got great water confidence, which is no doubt why she wasn't going to let the little matter of her head being under water spoil a great orgasm or two. But if I drowned her that way it would take a bit of explaining.
As her orgasms settled, she floated on the surface, panting rapidly.
I took her legs and eased them off my shoulders, bringing my body alongside hers as I pushed her to shallower water. When her head could rest on the bottom and her face be safely clear of the water, I lay her on her back with myself alongside her, half over her body.
She grabbed me around the neck...
"Oh my god Ned, what are you...oooohhhhh"
I'd stuck my hand down her bikini bottoms and fingered her clit. Already highly sensitised it had immediately triggered her moaning again. I was hoping what I was going to try to do next would make up for everything she'd missed on the trip. But it only has any hope of working if she's really worked up. And even then it's an unpredictable proposition, which is why I rarely try for it.
My finger penetrated her vagina and started rubbing her g spot, while my thumb continued to play against her clit and I moved my head down to suck her nipple; triple stimulating her.
The intimacy of the contact with her brought my manhood to life. As Amy felt it stretch out my swimmers, she helped it get to the vertical alongside my stomach, used her hand to tidily sheath my swimwear around the upper part of it, wrapped her hand around it and started jerking me off.
I gently pulled her hand away and kissed it; signalling that was too early. I needed to keep my endurance for what I had in mind and what she'd been doing was a bit too nice.
As the triple stimulation continued, Amy got progressively louder. When I thought she was on the verge of an orgasm, instead of rubbing her clit with my thumb, I fluttered it rapidly against it. In the ideal world, I would have still kept firmly rubbing her g spot; but that about as hard as patting your head while rubbing your stomach. Inevitably, one taints the other.
It didn't matter. It worked anyway.
Her legs kicked out powerfully as her body tensed rigid; an orgasmic scream half got out before it was silenced in her throat. Within moments, her whole body was quivering and shaking violently, a garble of noises emerging from her.
It's what the girls call an orgasmic seizure.
Between garbles she got out...
"Ned...go...the...animal."
It was predictable. It's what they always want at this point. I'm meant to pin their quivering body to the ground, penetrate them and thrust wildly. It evidently makes what was already a brain exploding orgasm a cosmic one.
I'd already unsheathed my erection and pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants. I did as she asked, at least in terms of pinning her shaking body down and penetrating her.
But I wasn't ready to blow away my erection just yet. I had additional plans for her, and I didn't think that was really necessary to give her what she wanted.
Instead I delivered a series of hard, spaced thrusts. It worked. Her body was so rigid, the first couple were like fucking a log; although a log with a lovely warm vagina. It thrust her further up on the beach, just like if you'd kicked a log. Which was just as well because the tide was coming in fast, still barely leaving her face above water.
Weather the thrusts break the spasm or just take effect at its natural ending I'll never know, but the fourth one caused her to arch her back and throw her hips up so powerfully, they took me with it, as she cried out...
"OH FUCK, SHIT, OH NED, OH MY GOD, OH NED, YES, YES..."
I rode her as best I could, delivering a few more thrusts as I gained enough traction to do so. But I knew any more after that were giving diminishing marginal returns while bringing me closer to an eruption.
I lay down on her and held her tightly with my erection inside her as her body continued to quiver, spasm and squirm in orgasm under me, her moaning and cries nearly deafening the ear I had next to her cheek.
Finally she started to settle down. I knew her body would be full of oxytocin and other hormones and they have an effect on Amy more powerful than anyone else I've ever seen. She wrapped her arms around my neck in a near stranglehold, kissing me passionately...
"Oh Ned, you're wonderful, I love you so much. How can you do all that for me..."
Before she returned to kissing me between repeating... "I love you..." time and time again.
After a few moments, she asked...
"Have you climaxed?"
"No."
She clamped herself on my erection and started thrusting from underneath.
"Don't do that, I've got more planned for you. But we can have a bit of a rest first."
"What, you really mean more. What sort of more?"
"Maybe a g spot banger and then maybe we can finish with a go the animal."
"Oh my god. You'll kill me or make me very happy."
"Hopefully the latter."
It was the middle of the flood tide and with a six meter rise, coming in fast. Soon it was only my knees on the ground that kept us above water. Still penetrated, I let us drift out a bit until we could kneel upright; face to face in a tight embrace.
In this state, Amy just loves to hold and stroke my body as I do the same for her; exchanging sweet nothings and expressions of love. From Amy the words come from deep within the heart; gushing out with a depth of emotion I can't even start to imagine, let alone emulate. They touch me, but also leave me feeling guilty. Guilty firstly because of our age difference and the continuing fear I have that she's wasting her younger years on me.
The second is that, although I love her dearly and deeply, I'm of an age and come from a generation of males that aren't well practiced in vocalising love. I might mean the words I say, but I feel I say them because I have to, rather than from an insatiable need to express them. Indeed, expressing them this effusively feels strange.
The continued penetration of her as this happens was a novelty. Usually I would have come by this point and my erection would have subsided.
It seemed to intensify the feelings Amy put in to stroking and kissing me -- 'pashing me' in Australian terms. She kept bearing down on it, making sure it was in the deepest penetration possible and I suspected, grinding her clit against me. It was a suspicion that might have been confirmed when she suddenly tensed and came again; although with nothing like the vocal or physical drama that accompanied her earlier orgasms.
Deliberately I let a combination of the rising tide and a slight drift seaward take us into chest deep water that let me stand fully up while having Amy with her feet just off the ground; her weight carried largely by the buoyancy of the water, but with just the right amount borne by my manhood where it penetrated her. As the tide rose I bounced us shoreward, to maintain us at the optimum depth.
It let us share our bodies in a state of lovely weightless intimacy - almost inescapable because of the way my shaft pinned her to me -- while making the caressing of each other's bodies a lazy sensuous affair.
The water wasn't cold; but nor, at this time of year did it have a tropical warmth.
Eventually the heat was being drained from our bodies, both in terms of temperature and in terms of Amy's hormonal hots. I figured it was time to finish this. At first I walked, almost hopped towards the shore. When too much of her body was out of the water for buoyancy to do the job, I put my hands under her butt to take some of the load off my shaft.
But as we got to crotch deep water -- water deep enough to break our fall but shallow enough to let us use our limbs to keep our heads above water -- I bound her body too me and capsized us; trying to keep myself penetrated in her as we inched our way closer to the beach.



As we got to the water's edge, I drove her body half way up on to the soft dry sand above the water line, and rolled over on top of her; giving her one last kiss before withdrawing and kneeling between her legs.
What the girls long ago christened the g spot banger is Amy's favourite sex position. It basically gives her repeated g spot orgasms without brewing me up to much.
I lifted her hips up to the level of my crotch, then held it there as she hooked her legs over my shoulders. Adjusting the height to make sure each thrust is delivered in a slight upward direction, I bent my shaft down to penetrate her.
After a few test thrusts to make sure I'm firmly raking the tip of my shaft across Amy's shallowly located g spot and to give me the muscle memory to make sure I don't accidently pop out, I started delivering regular, fast thrusts into her; penetrating about three quarters of the way in and withdrawing until I was only a quarter penetrated; maximising the time spent stimulating her g spot.
The effect on Amy, especially in her sexually heightened state, was almost instant; sending her into a continuous succession of orgasms. The loud screaming orgasms for which she is famous. The payoff for me, apart from knowing how much pleasure I was giving her, is getting to look down and watch my shaft penetrate and withdraw repeatedly from her body; a visual erotic delight.
It was enhanced in this case by the way the pulled aside leg elastic of Amy's wet bikini pants squeezed in her mound and labia; causing them to bulge even more sexually suggestively than normally. And by the way her jutting nipples sat on high beam in her tiny wet plastered bikini top as they bounced to my thrusts.
I tend to lose track of time fucking Amy like this, and lose count of her orgasms even if I can distinguish one from the next.
As the tide had come in, I kept using the thrusts to push her up the beach, stepping forward on my knees as I did. I knew for the ending, I'd like to have her head out of the water but her hips far enough in to avoid the sand getting in inconvenient places; the negligible wavelets coming into the bay not being big enough to stir up any large grain sand within the water itself.
It seemed to me faster than normal when Amy suddenly squealed "broken vagina", pulled herself away from me and curled up on her side in a foetal position, with her legs still either side of mine, as she continued to shudder, quiver and rock herself through multiple orgasms; her screaming reduced to a succession of loud wailing like moans.
She tells me her g spot becomes so overstimulated it, in her words, takes control of her body: delivering a sequence of overwhelmingly powerful orgasms without further stimulation by me. Or that's her reading on what's happening to her anyway.
Which is why the demand that I knew would quickly follow always confused me. Because between those moans, she called out, one word at a time between moans because that's all she was able to get out before being convulsed by a wave of orgasm...
"Go...the...animal...NOW."
That's no small request. It means I have to fight her body back into flat on her back and pin her there as I penetrate her, then fuck her passionately. All while she's throwing herself about under me. It's way more challenging then her request to do the same after her seizure orgasm because I actually need to fight her body to pin her on her back.
And how does this possibly interact with her withdrawing from me with an overstimulated g spot? Well, Amy being Amy, if only fifteen percent of women can have true 'vaginal' orgasms, she's one of them. Evidently going the animal negligibly stimulates her g spot, but overlaying vaginal orgasms on those her g spot are still producing is just insane. In a great sort of way. Or so I'm told.
I did as I was told; holding her by her shoulder as I rolled her resisting body onto her back, then pinned her there with my full weight lying on her as I surged my erection through her crease until it found the void it was seeking. It went in easily, immediately being pummelled by the contractions of her raging orgasms.
Holding myself up on outstretched arms, I looked down at the body -, the beautiful person - I started vigorously banging away at. She looked ravaged. Her glorious long hair, the right side of her face and the side and top of her right breast were covered in the white, dry sand she'd been rolling her wet body on. The bikini top over her right breast was partly dislodged by the same squirming about as it had been forced into the sand.
The effect was almost instant. Her loud moans became profane screaming...
"OH FUCK, FUCK, FUCK...YES, YES, YES...YES NED, YES...AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH...YES"
Even as her hands held my butt firmly into her, she was bucking under me, throwing me about so much it was making it hard to deliver the thrusts she'd asked for. I grounded my knees more firmly under my haunches to act like something of a sprung suspension to cope with it.
Highly aroused, I put my right hand under the small of her back and lifted her hips and lower torso up to meet my pounding thrusts. There was something viscerally exciting about fucking her like that. Was it an act of male dominance that I had her body in my arms like that? An act of control...of ownership? Or was it merely a loving embrace?
Unfortunately I think it was more the former than the latter, but I was fucking her all the harder for it.
It had an effect on Amy too. The hands on my butt grasped me all the firmer, as if trying to merge our bodies. And as much as I might have doubted it was even possible, her orgasmic cries became all the louder and more desperate.
We'd been making out on the beach for more than an hour. I might have thought I'd go off like a cheap cracker when I actually got to start really fucking her like this. But the morning sex with both Amy and Liddy seemed to have slowed my response.
It was lovely, glorious, and beautiful. It just felt mind blowingly fantastic. It felt like every hyperbolic adjective you can think of as my shaft wallowed in the glory of her vagina. I felt like I could go on forever.
It was Amy who, in her own subtle way, brought it to an end; signalling her body had maybe had enough. Her head lolled back and the grasp of her hands on my butt loosened as she griped my manhood tighter.
I took the message, changing the angle a bit to increase my physical stimulation while staring down at her breasts to provide more visual stimulation. Within a few thrusts, I knew the next would be my last. I pushed myself in deeply and held it there as I bellowed a groan to signal the first gush of my seed excitingly racing up the length of my shaft where it would blast itself against her cervix, then collapsed on her, my face in the sand alongside hers as I moaned, jerked and shuddered out the rest of my incredible climax.
And then, completely spent, we both lay there, me on top of her, my hardness still inside her, as the tide slowly rose around us.
At first we were silent; too spent to even talk; both of us panting heavily.
It was Amy who broke the silence...
"Oh Ned. That was wonderful. Maybe the best sex I've ever had in my lifetime... Although, when I think about it, I suppose the only good sex I've ever had is with you."
My older male self completely failed to adequately rise to the occasion of replying. All I could come out with in the moment was...
"It really makes me happy to know it was so good. It was pretty good for me to."
I knew I'd under-pitched it when she continued...
"Ned, I don't love you just because you give me good sex. I respond so well sexually towards you because I love you so much. It is almost like it's a different body I'm living in from the one I had before with Frank (her previously abusive partner), but it's a body and mind so deeply in love I never thought it was possible."
She paused for a moment before adding...
"Do you think less of me for loving someone so much older than me? Do you think I'm just a silly little girl?"
Suddenly I knew I needed the empathetic part of my brain to switch into gear...
"Amy, as I've said before, it would be impossible for me to think more of any person than I think of you. Or to love someone more. You're kind, clever, selfless, an almost flawless person and the most beautiful woman I know. It is entirely my privilege to be loved by you and to be allowed to love you in return. All I ever worry about, and doing so is entirely an act of love, is you wasting your life by being hitched to someone who will hold you back by being so much older. All I can do is make sure you know that your freedom is there to take if you want it."
"But I don't want to take it Ned. Not now and I hope never in the future."
"Well, the future is just that. As for the now, never think that the love you offer me is received as anything other than the greatest privilege a man could receive."
We drifted into silence as the water continued to rise around us. Still penetrated in her, I rolled us over to bring her on top, her head resting on my chest as she cuddled against me.
The residue of my erection, which stayed engorged and hard for longer than normal, remained in Amy for as long as I could keep it there. She tested it once or twice by grinding down on it. But we both knew that it we started seriously thrusting it, its life would be short.
As it eventually softened and withdrew, I turned Amy around so that she floated on her back on top of me with the back of her head on my chest; saving her from having to struggle to keep her face well above the water. She'd got herself into a bit of a sandy state as she'd got pounded on the water's edge, so as the water got deeper, we knelt on the bottom, she in front of me, while I got as much sand out of her flowing locks as I could and then had some fun in brushing the rest of her body, and especially her right breast, to dislodge any sand remaining on it.
With that finished, we floated on our backs again, she on top of me, as I drifted us back to the water's edge. Initially I'd wrapped my arms around her waist, my hands on her lower stomach; teasingly close to the waistband of her low slung bikini pants as she brushed her bottom across the bulge in my swimwear that was in no condition to offer a response.
But she moved my hands to cup her breasts; her jutting nipples pushing up between my fingers. I couldn't resist tweaking them with a slight sawing movement of my fingers; bringing them to their full towering height.
It occurred to me that in more than an hour of sex and lovemaking, I'd never got to expose them and take in the full sight of one or nature's true wonders. When the over the shoulder view of the extensive cleave display the bikini top offered me was distracting enough, I figured it was better late than not at all. I pulled aside their tiny covering to reveal the full glory of the exposed orbs and the wondrous extended nipple display.
And since I'd been invited to play with them, I went back to doing so, rubbing the top of the nipples between my thumb and finger in a way that didn't block my view.
Given their sensitivity, the outcome was a forgone conclusion. After a short period of not very loud moaning, Amy tensed and came. But even though that had produced quite a lot of movement of her very cute butt against my manhood, there was no reaction from it other than a general appreciation of her efforts. Such is the limitation of being in my more mature years.
But that one final orgasm seemed to sate Amy.
It was shortly after that she suggested it was time to head back to the beach and the yacht.
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Our thongs (flip flops to non-Australians), and the small nylon haversack I'd swam ashore from the yacht with them in, were now stranded by the rising tide on a rock no longer easily accessible by walking along the beach; the path being blocked by dense bush and mangroves.
We both expressed our willingness to swim across the bay to get them; but Amy was more insistent. So I let her, being content to stand on the beach and watch in admiration her smooth, powerful swimming style as she quickly crossed the bay to the rock. Once there, she packed the thongs in the bag, put it on her back, and swam back towards me.
Watching her stand and emerge from the water towards me made watching any equivalent scene in a James Bond movie look pathetically second rate by comparison.
The swim had toned up her muscles, enhancing the effect of what was already a slim, sculptured, ramrod straight body. Of course the tiny bikini, the water cascading out of her long sun bleached hair, the sexualised bulge of her mound and her somewhat oversized -- for her slim body -- breasts, capped with nipples on high beam, made the sight even more compelling.
All she needed was a knife stuck in the waistband of her bikini bottoms to complete the image and surpass all other attempts at creating it. I regretted not having a camera.
While the sight certainly induced some sensation in my manhood, it was way too early for me to show any significant signs of physical arousal. I'm told Adam can get it back up in a matter of minutes. My refractory period is measured in hours.
But there was more than a sexual reaction to the sight. There was a deeply felt pride in the confidence of the beautiful woman walking towards me. She knew my eyes were transfixed on her. She met them with her own as she walked towards me. She knew -- for want of a better way of putting it -- she was being sexually judged or at the least, lusted over. Rather than shrink from view, her response was to project the most sexualised version of herself that she could.
That itself is more than most women can, or at least are willing, to do. But maybe to some it won't sound so special.
What makes it special in Amy's case is that she spent ten years as the victim of a highly abusive relationship. She was subject to physical abuse and rape as a matter of everyday experience. But just as importantly, she was subject to constant mental torture; isolated from other meaningful human company and indoctrinated with the thought she was ugly and repulsive to others.
Simply to plan and execute an escape from the relationship, where discovery very likely would have meant death, was an achievement in itself. To emerge from it, not just without some form of PTSD, but with a rebuilt confidence, is incredible.
Yes, it's possible her hyper-sexuality is some sort of side effect of what she went through; a cross between an up-yours to her former partner and the equivalent (as Liddy put it) of the effervesce being released from a shaken up soda bottle (although years on there would be no evidence of that effervesce subsiding).
And she herself acknowledges part of her staying with me is embracing the love she's given with a background fear of making another wrong choice if she dips her toes back in the relationship ocean.
But still, the transformation of a beaten down zeta woman into the alpha female walking towards me was a miracle to behold; one largely due to her strength of character however much she credits me with the result.
As she came up to me, she teasingly asked...
"What are you staring at?"
"You."
Cupping my balls in their speedo sack with her wet hand, she challenged...
"I'm not getting any reaction. Do you think I'm ugly?"
"No, I think a beautiful woman just drained my balls and I'm too old for a quick recovery."
She grinned...
"Good answer. Nice to see you've still got your mental faculties anyway."
For entirely selfish reasons, I slipped the haversack off her back. The thongs could have been extracted without doing so, but I didn't want the perfection of her body spoiled by the cheap rag of a nylon bag as I enjoyed the experience of walking alongside her on the way back. Better that I wear it.
We walked back up through the bush to the walking path leading to the lookout. From there, about half way down to the beach, we came across what I took to be the lead wave of the day trippers out from Airlie Beach heading up to the lookout.
The strange looks they gave us were not unexpected. An older guy dressed in nothing but a pair of speedos and a younger stunningly attractive woman in a tiny wet bikini, walking with their hands intimately locked together on a bush walking track is not the norm in so many ways.
But we simply greeted them with a 'hello' and walked on past.
As we walked back along the beach to the yacht, we were fortunate that Ellen saw us and brought the inflatable boat ashore to take us back. The tide had come in a long way. We could have swam out, but it was now far enough that the ever present fear of a shark became more of a reality.
As we got back to the yacht, Shelley and Adam were swimming off the back of the yacht while Issie and Liddy were below, starting to set out an early lunch.
Seeing Adam swimming there sort of reminded me to ask Ellen...
"Did you wake up before Adam when you were all sunning yourself this morning?"
"If you're really asking whether I got to stare at his exposed erection as he slept, yes."
"Did you tell him?
"Hell no. Not when I could lie there with a hat half over my face staring at it while I pretended to be asleep."
"What happened when he woke up?"
"Shelley woke him. I think she thought she could quietly coax it back to flaccid if she gently woke him; hiding it with her body while she waited. But with her bare breasts hanging over him, that was never going to happen. He sort of startled awake, realised how exposed he was and dove straight over the side. But it made things worse. Because his erection was tenting out his speedos, they caught the water on the dive and he was stripped right out of them. That left him duck diving with his bare butt, trying to find them."
"Shelley and I finally took pity on him. From above, we could see where they were, so we dove in to get them for him; although I did tease him a bit as he struggled naked and aroused in the water trying to get them back on."
"Are we talking physically tease or verbally tease?"
"What'a you think?"
"If not an outright grope, I'm sure there was some physical contact."
"Ah Ned. You're a man of little faith if reasonably good judgement. I had his swimmers in my hand and knew it would be hard for him -- well actually I suppose it was hard for everyone if you want to make a pun of it -- but it would be hard for him to put them on in the water. So I insisted I help by holding them open and as deeply in the water as I could while he slipped into them. And then I tried to tuck it back in for him, but it wouldn't bend."
"Hang on. I have this mental picture of you duck diving or dipping down to bring them to his feet. If your hands are at the level of his feet, that puts your face pretty well at the level of his crotch. And then you mean you physically grabbed it and tried to bend it down?"
"Something like what happened. But, you know, as you're being buffeted about in the water, all sorts of contact is going to occur, so by the time I actually had to grab it we'd already got to be pretty good friends if I can put it like that..."
Ellen nudged Amy as she added...
"You would believe how thick and stiff that thing is."
"And Adam's reaction to this was?"
"He rolled his eyes as he always does and asked if he should get a grope of my breasts in return."
"And you said?"
"That I'm a proper married woman and it wouldn't be appropriate."
We'd reached the back of the yacht, so I held it alongside while Amy and Ellen got out before tying it up to the transom.
Lunch had been planned early because we had a busy afternoon. We were going to be polishing the underwater part of the yacht in readiness for the racing.
I planned it for the afternoon because we didn't have wetsuits aboard and I wanted some time for the day to heat up first. We'd been a bit lucky in the little bay that Amy and I had made out in this morning. The light onshore breeze there had driven the warmed surface water into the deeply indented bay. Here the situation was the opposite. An offshore breeze was blowing, meaning the water was a bit cooler than it might otherwise have been.
We divided in two teams; the idea being we'd take it in turns so that no one got too cold. And the other team could go shark guard least we attracted any unwanted attention.
What we did have was a single scuba tank; brought along specifically for the purpose of letting someone go down and scrub the keel and other deeper parts of the boat. As the most experienced divers apart from myself, Amy and Issie volunteered for the scuba duties. For the rest there was a collection of fins and facemasks.
Amy, Liddy, Ellen and myself formed the first team, starting at the bow -- or the front of the keel in the case of Amy on scuba - as we gently polished any slime off the boat with a combination of cloths and brushes.
Amy took first turn on the scuba, leaving Liddy, Ellen and myself to deal with the waterline and duck dive to scrub as deeply as we could manage. When Ellen had more or less appointed herself to be in the team I was in, it wasn't hard to guess the same buffeting effect of the water was going to cause her to spend a lot of time bumping into me and in that I wasn't wrong.
It was amazing how she managed to pull off -- maybe a bad choice of expressions -- so many intimate contacts which such apparent innocence and inadvertence. For her it was a game; one that both I, and Liddy and Amy as my partners, could accept; knowing Ellen as we did. Already sensitised just from swimming in the water with three stunning women in tiny bikinis, it didn't take too many brushes from Ellen to get a reaction from my manhood and if that was her intention -- which it certainly was - she succeeded.
If my description of Ellen's behaviour conveys the same eye rolling tone as Adam applies to the women who want to touch him up, I'm not doing either her or our relationship justice. It's a defensive approach on my part.
There is and always has been some sort of 'thing' between Ellen and me. It's two ways. We've decided to call it a hormonal bond, because we each are deeply affected sexually by the other's mere presence. Add to that an intellectual joining of the minds, and some pretty powerful forces are at work.
In a different world and in different circumstances, Ellen could easily have been my life partner. Had we bumped into each other at Uni during our youths, the result would have almost have been inevitable. Of course, part of that different world would have necessitated closing the more than 30 year gap in our ages. In our real world, her desire for a family made the gap not just impossible, but imprudent to bridge.
How can I say that about Ellen and not Amy, or Liddy for that matter?
Quite simply, had I met Amy at Uni in similar circumstances, I would have thought of her as being out of my league.
That's not to dis Ellen in the slightest. She might best be thought of as a Nordic supermodel. Tall, slender, shapely within the parameters of her slim body, with long blonde hair and lovely alabaster skin. Her face is beautiful in a finely sculptured way; her breasts tidy, eye catching 'B' cups that balance her figure nicely. But because we have an instant intellectual connection -- we seem to think the same way - I could well see myself as overcoming any reticence her beauty might have generated in me.
Liddy, in her youth, was a practicing orthodox Jew. I had a couple of good Jewish friends at Uni. There's nothing wrong with that. But there's no way her religion would have let her form a relationship with me, however much we might have otherwise bonded. It took a lifetime of experiences to change that circumstances.
Amy's beauty on the other hand is far more inapproachable. There's something more overtly sexual about it that makes it intimidating for all but the most confident of males -- and in my youth I wasn't that. Yes, her bigger, shapely breasts and swollen mound and even her flawless Mediterranean olive skin are part of that. But it's more to it than that, way more, some of which I can't even put my finger on. Even the soft rounded beauty of her face and the warmth of her smile makes you feel - without that being her intention - you're not good enough for her.
And because she's kind and gentle, but takes a while to show the confidence in conversation that Ellen has, breaking the ice with her in my youth would never have been possible. The sad thing is that it did her no good and in fact may have hurt her. She was completely oblivious to her own charms and in her innocence simply fell prey to an abusive predator who took away a decade of her life when she deserved much better.
But that 'thing' between Ellen and myself means I'm easily aroused by her presence, and quickly so if she physically flirts with me. That erection she induced as she repeatedly brushed her butt against my manhood in the buffeting waves as we cleaned the boat wasn't just a slightly embarrassing display of a lack of manly control. It was hard and surging and dearly wishing I could turn her around and fuck her passionately.
But I couldn't and I wouldn't and nor would she let me if I wasn't as inhibited about that red line as she was. That was the deal -- which didn't even need to be outwardly expressed -- with all our partners.
Ellen had been my partner in sex long before Liddy or Harry came along. Amy, together with Issie, was the one who invited her to join them in our polygamous arrangements in my bunk on the yacht as we cruised the Pacific. She was still my lover when Harry came along and even when they started tentatively dating. Of course there came a time that was no longer appropriate.
But Harry knew the history and knew the future deal. Absolute faithfulness, but open go on the flirtation. All of which is fine when Amy, Liddy and Harry are all spectators. What was different on this trip was Harry absence and Ellen's extreme sexual frustration, making it all just a little bit more challenging all round.
Still, for all the distractions, we made good progress. After about 20 minutes, we got out and sunned ourselves while the other team took over.
When it was time for our team to go into the water again, I took the scuba gear for the deeper parts of the boat.
Amy had already done a pretty good job on the keel, so I could start working on the lower parts of the main hull which the others might be able to reach, but it was easier for me to do. I'd only just started when I felt someone tug at my buddy regulator (the extra regulator attached to scuba equipment for emergency use by another person).
As I turned to see what was happening, I found Amy with the regulator in her mouth and in the process of bringing herself around to come face to face with me, our bodies soon joined together in full frontal contact; or at least as much as the scuba harness would allow.
Holding me around my waist with one arm, she used the palm of the other to cup my balls as she let her breasts fill the field of vision I had through my mask.
There was no mystery as to what Amy was here for. Water and bikini sex has always been among Amy's fetishes. And that has certainly in the past included scuba sex; just usually not with others swimming all around you and generally not just after she's had a morning of sex with more orgasms than I could possibly count.
Still, these days her opportunity for scuba sex is next to non-existent and I figured this could also well be Amy's response to Ellen's earlier flirtations.
As she felt my manhood respond, she guided it until it sat vertically inside the sheath of my speedos, then used two fingers to smooth out the sheath around it and give it stimulation. Satisfied she had a full erection, she brought her crotch over the top of it, grinding the gusset of her bikini pants -- and no doubt the swollen clit that lay within it - on the tip of the bell, using the arm still around my waist, and the other hand now on my hip, to hold her in place as she rocked back and forwards. All while leaving me, with gentle strokes of my fins, to leave us suspended stationary in the water just by the keel.
With face masks and regulators crowding our faces, there was no chance of any intimate facial contact. So instead she brought the glass of her face mask flat against mine, leaving us both staring momentarily into the other's eyes.
The smile that no doubt was being wrapped around her regulator initially reflected itself in the bright beam of her gorgeous eyes. But as she started to become more aroused, they drifted somewhat, as if rolling back into the top of her eye socket.
I'd responded initially by wrapping my arms around her waist to help hold us together. With the hand previously on my hip, she moved my hand up to cup her breast. Finding a hardened nipple quickly projecting between my fingers, I hardened it further as I stimulated it by rocking my fingers against it.
It was clear Amy was doing a good job of stimulating herself. The slow deliberate rocking of her body on the tip of my erection shortly became a fast, short stroked, almost frantic quivering. The quivering on the tip barely stopped as she reached down under her thigh, momentarily lifted herself off me, unsheathed my erection by pulling the waistband of my swimmers under my balls and then relocated the tip of my now exposed erection to the place in the gusset of her pants where it was clearly doing the most good.
It was shortly after that her hand again went under her thigh, grabbed my erection, used the tip to push aside the gusset of her pants and shoved it quickly into her vagina. After slowly fully penetrating herself, she gripped my erection tightly inside her and ground herself hard against me.
Within moments, the reverberations of indistinct bubbly groans in my ears, streams of bubbles escaping from her regulator and the pummelling of my manhood told me she was powerfully climaxing.
As her climax continued she face planted her face mask back flat against mine staring at me as her contractions on my erection and the excessive stream of forced bubbles that were intermittently ejected from her regulator told me it wasn't yet finished.
Not for the first time that day I was reminded of a James Bond film moment; although felt we did it more authentically and without the protection of a rock.
Once her climax seemed to be finished, Amy leaned back to open up a gap between our upper bodies, used her eyes and a hand on the back of my head to tell me to stare down at her breasts and then again clamped my erection tightly and jerked up and down; producing not so much an in and out movement as a tugging at my erection. It would seem Ellen's warning about the incompressibility of water in the context of thrusting during underwater sex hadn't been forgotten.
I was more than a little amused by her instruction to stare at her breasts; more so when she actually pulled aside the triangle covering on her right breast to fully expose it. She knows me perhaps a bit too well as to how to set me off.
Still, if she was expecting a quick release from me she didn't get it.
Bringing her eyes back into my field of vision, she gave me a couple of exaggerated flashes of raised eyebrows before unpenetrating herself with a quick upward movement of her body relative to mine, then started to sink down. Naively, I wasn't sure what her intentions were until she grasped my exposed manhood in her hand, pulled the regulator out of her mouth with the other and took my manhood into her mouth.



Reducing her grip on my manhood to a three finger one just above my balls, she deep throated me.
Amy was the first woman ever to give me this experience. If I'd ever 'got head' before, and it wasn't often, it consisted of little more than a light, shallow mouthing of the upper portion of my erection. It just wasn't such a thing with most of my generation. The first time Amy did it, I could actually feel her forcing it into the back of her throat.
Asked later about how she did that, her answer was a bit alarming. Her former abusive partner insisted on it and beat her if she gagged. So learning to do it became a matter of survival. A follow up question of why she'd ever want to do it again if that was the case was answered with a statement that amounted to, having learnt to do it, to use the skill as an act of love was a whole different thing.
That being said, it was a rare and only very occasional part of our sexual relationship, for very practical reasons. For me, while it was nice, it wasn't necessarily better than the feel of being stimulated by Amy's wondrous vagina. So I certainly never pushed for it. On the other hand, given Amy's multi-orgasmic nature, and needs, to cum into her mouth was a waste of a much needed erection; more so given my mature age refractory period.
And given that, to satisfy Amy, I need the longest possible endurance, even as foreplay it was a bit questionable; being a bit too nice.
But the wonderful sensation of Amy doing it now came guilt free. She'd had the orgasm she'd come for and to bring me to a climax this way was entirely her choice.
I could just look down and moan pleasurably into my regulator as I felt, and watched Amy's head bounce up and down, as she pushed my shaft to the back of her throat three times, then withdrew to take a few breaths from her regulator. Since the regulator wouldn't quite reach down to her mouth anywhere near my shaft, she actually had to bring her head up and to the side a bit to reach it, moving her hand back to a full wrap of my manhood as she did so. Her oxygen refreshed, she then repeated the deep throating of me.
There was something quite uniquely stimulating about what she was doing. Certainly Amy had learnt how to maximise the stimulation of every thrust in normal circumstances. The tightly sealed lips around my shaft and the firm push of her tongue against it all maximised the pleasure of her technique. After all, when doing it for her former partner, it was a case of the quicker it was over the better.
Now she did that simply to pleasure me. But in our present circumstances there were other factors. The sudden repeated movement of my manhood between the cool water and the warmer environment of her mouth, and the feeling of the blast of air with which she cleared her mouth of water each time her lips reembraced my erection after she took another breath, took things to another level.
There was an almost perverted eroticism about the whole thing, mixed with actual stimulation that was quickly brewing me up.
With each sequence she deep throated me three to five times before coming back for another gasp of air. As she withdrew for about her sixth return to the regulator, I knew I was on the brink.
Normally when Amy gives me head she willingly receives my cum into her mouth and swallows, even though I give her warning. In this case it wasn't going to be possible to give a verbal warning, and given she usually swallows, physically pulling her away seemed a bit extreme.
I thought I'd last long enough for one last deep throat, but as she turned her head away for the regulator and wrapped her hand fully around my erection again, the tug she gave it as she moved across to the regulator triggered it.
As I did my own version of an indistinct bubbly groan into my regulator, my shaft was flooded with pleasure as I watched my seed get blasted into the ocean. Four ropes of it and a follow up stream of less distinct discharges all provided a physically sensory delight as Amy, having sensed the throbbing of my shaft or seen the output, jerked my erection before almost wringing it dry; looking up at me with her mouth showing as much of a grin as can be discerned around the edge of a regulator.
She tucked my erection back into my speedos, stretching the material up over the tip of it, then took the regulator momentarily out of her mouth to bend down and tilt her head sideways to kiss the sheathed edifice. I watched as she restored the right triangle of her bikini top and the gusset of her pants to their proper positions and took her scrubbing brush out of the back waist elastic of her bikini pants where's she'd stowed it.
With something that I took to be a cheeky grin, she pointed at the brush I'd kept in my hand through all this and then at the hull of the boat; effectively telling me to get back to work; letting herself drift up to the full reach of the regulator hose before abandoning it and breathing out heavily to safely bridge the short gap to the surface.
I followed her up with my eyes. I was transfixed by her stunning beauty; her lithe body, floating gracefully on the surface as she started to scrub along the waterline, her tiny bikini displaying a camel toe and nipples on high beam accentuating and sexualising her desirability, her long hair drifting sensuously around her; all with an angelic halo of bright sunshine around the shadow of her body. Even with my balls just emptied I felt a surge through my groin. Not an erection -- it was way too early for that -- but certainly a carnal reaction to her.
She saw me looking at her and with a mock sternness, directed me back to my task.
I'd momentarily forgotten we were in the water with two others, and looked around to see how much of a view of what had just transpired they'd got to see. I was pleased they were nowhere to be seen; presumably around the other side of the boat. With much of our activity underneath the hull, and so protected from those looking from on deck, we might even have gone unnoticed. Or so I thought at the time.
I hadn't achieved all that much extra by the time a change of shift took place.
As usual, the four of us collected around the back of the boat, taking turns to climb the ladder onto the stern platform; although -- depending on the order in which you did it - slowed by the need to sit on the edge of the platform to remove our fins before standing up.
To a certain extent, Liddy set the pattern, taking off one fin and throwing it up onto the deck, before using the now free foot on the ladder to climb and flip her butt around to sit with her feet over the edge of the platform as she removed the other.
Because the fins were a bit tight, they were hard to remove as you struggled with them in the water and the only thing you could hold onto at the back was that single ladder, making it a bit crowded anyway.
But of course, if you were loitering at the back of the boat, as we all were, it gave you an eye level view of their crotch between well spread legs and breasts hanging down to you as they bent down to struggle with the remaining fin; all in a tiny covering of wet bikini.
Liddy's display, although quite interesting to a mere male like me, was probably not premediated. It was just what she had to do to get the fin off. But I can only suspect it was noticed by Amy and Ellen.
As Amy took her turn, I just suspected there was something more of a display about it. She didn't initially blatantly adjust her swimwear, but she did initially make a fuss about struggling with the second fin -- bending deeply to access it until the breast that she'd imperfectly covered back up after our sex was all but in my eye, with her nipple partly displayed - before lifting her leg high and wide in an apparent but unsuccessful attempt to approach it from a different angle. That stretched out her narrow gusset so that, as she brought her leg back down, it folded neatly through her crease, leaving a lot of flesh and part of a labia exposed through her crotch...
Being virtually between her legs, I felt compelled to ask...
"Would you like me to help?"
She looked up and smiled cheekily at me...
"No, I'm good. Are you getting bored waiting for me? I thought Ellen and I are doing enough to keep you entertained."
Once Amy had exited the water, Ellen had used her position alongside me to hold on to the ladder with her hand while stabilising herself by wrapping her legs around my waist. Still, I played a dead but playful bat back to Amy.
"I'm not in a hurry and I'm not sure what you could possibly mean by entertained. I was just trying to be a gentleman."
"A gentleman who sticks his nose up between a lady's legs as she's struggling to get her fin off?"
"I was here first. I seem to recall you straddled me with your legs."
"That's because you were loitering right where I needed to sit."
Having finally got her fin off, she added...
"Still, if it as of no interest to you then I'll move on and leave you to Ellen to flash herself at you."
Amy leaned forward to kiss me on the top of the head as she readied herself to stand up. As she started to bring her legs under herself, I pulled her back for a lip kiss by grabbing the bottom tie of her bikini top between her breasts, adding...
"I loved every moment of it."
"And so you should have."
As Amy turned towards the cockpit, Ellen climbed the ladder, making sure I got a face full of bikini clad butt as she did so, turning her legs around over my head to position herself where Amy had just vacated.
As I struggled to get my second fin off while still in the water to save time, she looked down at me...
"Are you try to impregnate every woman on the boat by spreading your seed through the water? It's going to take a bit of explaining to Harry if I have a baby that looks just like you. Just think of it, every girl on the boat giving birth to a Ned lookalike exactly nine months from now."
As I looked up to answer, I noticed she'd pulled her tiny bikini pants up into a full camel toe again.
"I don't think it works that way. I didn't know you were looking."
"I like to keep an eye on you. It sexually frustrates me."
"Is that a good thing?"
"Probably not, although there's some pleasure to be had just in being aroused. But Harry's going to get his cock ripped off when he gets here tomorrow. God I need a good fuck. Still, just the thought I can arouse you gives me some satisfaction."
It's funny. Normally if one, OK, I shouldn't talk for others, if I was caught in a situation where I had a grandstand view up a woman's crotch I'd be desperately trying not to stare. To do the right thing and look away.
And yet, for slightly different reasons, with both Amy and Ellen, the right thing to do is to stare. Openly stare. Specifically, be seen to stare.
With Amy it's because she says openly lusting over her body is the most effective counter therapy to the running down her former abusive partner gave her. She gets quite a buzz from a constant affirmation from me of just how sexually compelling her body is.
For Ellen it's because...well, it's complicated. I suppose it's because it's an acknowledgement that the underlying attraction we have for each other is mutual. In a way it can't be lust, because if it is, it's a lust that can never be consummated. It's more that it reaffirms in the most primitive way a bond between us and the history of our relationship. It's a bond we both value, even if Ellen does occasionally lay on the affirmation a bit too much.
But all that of course raises the question of how to deal with Liddy. She doesn't have Amy's historically derived insecurity, or Ellen's... whatever it is that Ellen has. Closer to my age, she may well be more cynical about male lust, even if her mother insisted he get implants all those years ago specifically to attract male attention by offering a large bosom bulge in a culture that insisted on extremely modest clothing. And yet, within our polygamous relationship she needs at least an affirmation that she's an equal partner.
And for all the conversations we have about sex and the relationship, it's never been a topic we've covered in any detail. In the end, I find it safer to follow my male instinct to stare than not to stare, even where Liddy's concerned.
Unlike Amy, I don't think Ellen was deliberately stalling as she struggled to get the second fin off. But with my head between her thighs as I held onto the ladder and she sat on the edge of the platform, I was basically watching as her labia walked their way out of the narrow gusset of her bikini pants and her right jutting nipple worked its way out of her top as her spread legs moved in response to her right arm's attempt to remove it.
It was about this time that Issie's head appeared over Ellen's...
"Are you going to surrender that scuba gear? The others are already in the water."
"Sorry. Here, do you want to grab it?"
I'd undone the chest buckle, and swivelled my body to be sideways to the back of the boat, having to put my hand on the platform between Ellen's legs to brace myself. As Ellen laid back flat to give Issie better access to just lift it off my and onto the deck, she'd also pushed her crotch forward enough that my fingers were pushing firmly into the gusset of her bikini pants.
As Issie grabbed the tank by the valve and pulled the gear off me, Ellen sat up faster than I could remove my hand, bringing what had previously been contact between her butt cheeks into having my hand being sat on by her pussy. Ellen challenged me faster than I could pull my hand away...
"Touching me up now are you?"
As I slipped my hand out from under her she added...
"With a bit of rubbing added."
"That was unintended contact."
"I dunno, those fingers felt like they had a hard on to me."
Issie butted in as she stood there attaching the scuba gear...
"I saw it. He was definitely touching you up. And by the way, I heard Amy gave you head in the water. She hasn't filled the regulator with your cum has she?"
Ellen cut in...
"Na, he came into the water. Watch out for Ned seed trying to impregnate you while you're swimming about in there."
At least I got in a protest...
"I don't think fingers can get a hard on."
"Hey, I'm a doctor. Are you saying you know more about human anatomy than me?"
I looked up at her with a grin. There was no possible right comeback to that challenge which didn't entail either calling her out as a liar or as being wrong and she knew I wouldn't do that.
"Are you sure you didn't misread the book? Anyway, by my age fingers have gone limp. It's dicey enough getting an erection let alone having fingers with a hard on too. So at the very least you misread the situation."
"Aarr, the old age defence. You're right old man. I must have misread the situation. Anyway, your turn."
With her second fin off, Ellen butt walked back and to the side on the platform, sitting there as I used the now freed access to the ladder to bring myself onto the platform. With my second fin already off, I could simply stand up, instead of swivelling down and sitting on the edge as the others had done.
That brought my crotch directly into Ellen's line of vision and only half a meter away from it...
"Have you got a bit of a mongrel growing there?"
I looked down. My speedos were fully plastered to where my manhood lay flaccid off to the side within them. I had to admit, it offered a fairly detailed look at what was underneath...
"No, I'm just well hung." Which I should add was a statement I didn't for a minute believe.
"Not as well hung as Adam."
"No argument there."
As Issie jumped into the water, Ellen and I retreated into the cockpit.
Fifteen minutes later the other shift was back on board, having completed the job.
It was still early afternoon, so after a drink and some refreshments, a collective decision was made to go for a walk along Whitehaven Beach. After all, when you're at one of the most beautiful beaches in the world, it would be foolish not to enjoy it.
We were at the extreme southern end and it was about a 5 km walk to the northern end, where a large creek entered the bay.
With the tide now having turned and the boat being a lot closer to the beach than when Amy and I had returned this morning, the younger ones decided to swim ashore while Liddy and I brought the tender in with whatever hats and sundresses the others chose to throw aboard; which apart from the water bottles and sun screens, wasn't much.
Part of that may have been because of Amy's filming for her YouTube channel ambitions. I call it 'Amy's' although the truth was it was originally started by Issie and Amy sort of took it over when Issie went back to Italy for a few years. And in a way, it's a collective effort by all of the original Screw Girls.
But Amy has become the controlling and artistic force behind it and, without any push back from the others, has certainly 'sexed it up' for what of a better description; in the process greatly expanding their subscription base and what they earn from it.
So apart from their tiny blue bikinis, the girls all wore nothing but a lot of sunscreen and a few hats. Since I was going to be a killjoy and wear a long sleeve polo shirt to keep the sun off me, I was designated as the camera operator; which entailed wearing a GoPro on a chest harness.
Adam wanted to put a pair of board shorts on to hide the massive bulge in his speedos, but was forcefully persuaded not to.
So my job was to walk behind them when directed to do so, basically filming the line-up of six modelesque young women strolling along the beach ahead of me in almost nothing, producing the sort of footage that would make a nice travelogue with a gaggle of cute butts in the foreground, but not being averse to filming the reaction of other beach users as they strolled past.
And then occasionally I'd be sent out in front to walk backwards to get a front on view of them as they fooled about; including, at Amy's specific direction, of Adam in his speedos.
And for no other reason that I wanted to look like a part of the group rather than a pervert following them, I thought it best to leave my blue speedos exposed below my polo shirt.
Still, it was a very pleasant walk. While I had to occasionally be a lonely tail end Charlie as I filmed, for the most part I got to enjoy the company of the girls.
When we got to the entrance of the creek up the far end, we played a game of our special brand of football in the shallow waters of the creek entrance. The rules of this game are rather loose other than that all ideas of dignity, modesty or inappropriate touching have to be left on the side lines.
While there are rough concepts of try lines and points, they count for relatively little. The number one rule is that your team must in no circumstances lose control of the ball and if you don't have it, your number one priority is to get it; and to that purpose, anything goes -- well, almost anything. And since it's best played in shin to knee deep water, the second is that you shouldn't drown anyone. And maybe a third unwritten one is that the girls can play it way more cheekily than the guys.
Which means basically if you tackle someone with the ball, your team can pile on to try and wrestle it out of their hands and the other team can pile on to rescue them.
When Tash, on a playful whim with a haversack as the ball, first started the game while we cruised the Pacific, the only concession to me being a man was that I would be on the side with less numbers. Since it was played by up to four of the Screw Girls -- all of whom as the name suggests were my sexual partners - and myself, it was intentionally and blatantly sexual in the way it was played.
As one by one, Ellen's and Issie's husbands were added to the teams after we settled back home and we sometimes played it on Portuguese Beach in Pittwater, any inhibitions felt about the sexual nature of the game in relation to the new players soon evaporated.



When Adam and Shelley joined the boat, there was initially some hesitancy as to how they were dealt with. But eventually the girls started to get quite cheeky with Adam; and Shelley, as she came to understand the nuisances of the game, gave as good as Adam got.
But it also somehow became girls against guys. With Ellen's and Issie's husbands and Adam aboard, that wasn't too bad. On this occasion it was five against two.
Played in flimsy swimwear, regular participants have long since got past the point where a threatened or actual exposure might induce them to release the ball (although a risk of permanent loss of your garment if it gets carried away on a current gets more attention).
When a guy gets tackled, he will often find he's got a girl straddling him trying to jerk the ball out of his arms as she -- accidentally or not - jerks her crotch on his manhood. If it happens to be your wife or lover -- as it often was back home -- that's all well and good. If it's not, well, things can get a bit embarrassing. But then, if it gets you to release the ball, that's the whole point.
Your teammates can come to a tackled ball carrier's defence, which usually just degenerates into multiple wrestling matches as the defenders defend those trying to wrestle out the ball.
By the time this game started the day trippers were packing up for the long trip back to Airlie Beach and the overnighters were near their yachts way down the other, more sheltered, end of the beach like ours was. So we had the area to ourselves.
A blow by blow description of the game would be too tedious. Watching the video I was asked to make of it by having the GoPro in a harness on my chest would probably be way more interesting, but not suitable for YouTube, let along work.
Outnumbered as we were, Adam and I had to resort to using a bit more strength than we might normally have.
None of the girls are much more than 50kg. So going to the other's rescue, we frequently just bodily picked one off the girls piled on the other and tossed them aside. We soon discovered that if the bows on their bikini top came undone as we threw them and the top came loose and was at risk of getting washed out to sea by the outflow of the creek, that would tend to remove them temporarily from the game while they chased it down.
Of course both Adam and I frequently found ourselves flat on the ground, desperately wrapping the ball against our chests as a bevy of women fought you for it. Going down face down didn't protect you from any indignity because two or three of them would simply pick you up by the shoulders and flip you over to give them better access to the ball, while the remainder fended off the other male.
To say that Issie and Ellen, for whom the trip had been a rather long exercise in sexual frustration, really got into the game would be an understatement.
Adam was left playing with a full erection emerging from the waistband of his brief swimwear after the first tackle. I lasted a bit longer, but not much. The first time Ellen tackled me and got on top, she took full advantage of the permission she implicitly had to pleasure herself on me as she fought me for the ball, something that brought my erection up and I'm pretty sure set her up for what seemed to be -- but I couldn't be certain - a sneaky orgasm she gave herself the second time.
Issie was less fussy about which male she was straddling. Adam I suspect was a novelty. But still, the second time she was on top of me, after the ball was stolen from me and in play elsewhere, she loitered momentarily on me, with what I was fairly sure was her crease wrapped half around my erection...
"It's been a long time since I've felt that between my legs Ned. It brings back some really nice memories."
Then she gave me a quick peck on the lips before getting up to add herself to the pile on top of Adam.
Surprisingly, the most devastating player in the game wasn't Adam or myself; who'd never really been into any Australian version of football. It was Liddy, who'd done a lot of practice with her sons as they trained for American football. Her flying tackles could easily take down either Adam or myself in one go, her passes were always spot on target and she was no less willing to play the sexual side of the game -- with Adam or myself -- than the younger girls. Nor was Shelley all that reticent when she found herself on top of me.
Eventually the game degenerated somewhat when the girls reversed the trick we'd been playing of pulling off their bikini tops and consigning them to the tide. When we did it, it took out one out of five players. Two if we were lucky. As Adam came in to help me as I lay on the ground with two girls on top of me, the other three went to block him.
Now it might be hard to pull pants down when someone's lying on the ground. The girls quickly found it a lot easier when it was three against one, the target was standing and his waistband couldn't be tied all that tightly for fear of strangling the erection poking out of it. Caught by surprise, one of them had it down to his ankles in a single pull, whereupon he was pushed over, the garment removed and thrown downstream into the swiftly flowing waters. Which necessitated him chasing after it while I ended up having to eventually surrender the ball to a five to one tug of war with Ellen jerking her crotch furiously along my shaft as she fought me for it.
When they applied it to Adam and me as we chased the ball carrier, the game became a whitewash as the blockers played the pants rather than the man and the ball runner was left unmolested -- an apt description in this game -- while both of us chased down our pants.
Adam and I tried reversing it -- going for the bikini tops, and even their pants, rather than the ball or even the ball holder -- but they had the advantage of numbers, even if it ended up in plenty of naked players. Eventually it became more a game of stripping than of football; although here again they had the advantage. Those tight bikini pants of theirs were diabolical to get off against their resistance when it was one of you and several of them defending the impending strippee.
They won something like twenty to nothing as much as anyone could keep count. But it was riotous, with lots of laughing and fun in a way that's not considered all that proper these days -- if it ever was. I suppose it worked because of the sexualisation of the relationships between and among the Screw Girls and myself while we cruised the Pacific -- remembering that included a BOB element (Bi on the boat) -- and the willingness of later arrivals to participate in elements of that.
By the time we walked back to the boat it was late afternoon. Most of them still preferred to swim back instead of taking a turn in the small tender, with Liddy and myself going shark guard in the tender. So it was a lot of girls in wet bikinis who flopped themselves around the cockpit as we settled in for sundowners (late afternoon drinks for the uninitiated).
This was the first time in the trip we were safely anchored for the night. So while one of us -- me -- had to stay within limits in case anything went wrong, the rest could enjoy a few drinks -- and did. Which made for one of those riotously enjoyable dinners with everyone laughing and generally having a good time.
So it was a somewhat tipsy Amy and Liddy who climbed naked into bed with me that night.
It was clear Amy had decided to take her screaming sex ashore and private while she could, so I doubted whether she'd be making and demands on me that might. Liddy was running ahead of her normal weekly demands, but there's always a possibility a certain fear of missing out when Amy's particularly active increases her demands. But on this night it didn't.
Since this whole crazy polygamous thing initially started with Issie and Amy on our cruise, I've found the safest rule is simply to let them instigate sex, not me, and to be open about who is getting what and when. If one wants sex, let the others know and give it to them. If more than one wants to be part of it, then make it a threesome, foursome or however many it is and give it to them.
In short, I avoid making any decisions about who I have sex with or when.
Slightly more fraught is the question of who I face when I first climb into bed between them and after giving them each a fairly passionate, full body contact, good night kiss. Because inevitably that's who I fall asleep in the arms of for at least the first half of the night.
My loose rule is to face the one who's been less sexually active that day. While that often favours Liddy, it doesn't entirely work out that way because she's often absent on night shift at the hospital where she's an ER doctor. On the whole, it's a rule that has proved to keep me out of trouble; helped by Amy's pretty good understanding of how these things work.
And so, I this night, I gave Amy a big kiss and turned to cuddle up with Liddy. Liddy contented herself with the kiss and cuddle and helped by a few drinks and a busy day, promptly fell asleep.
The sun was just starting to warm the day and light up the cabin of our room when my body clock woke me. Keen to check our position, I crawled out from between the two gorgeous sleeping female bodies sharing the bed with me, wriggled as quietly as I could into a pair of speedos and climbed up on deck to take a fix on our position. I was confident we were safely and securely anchored, but it's always nice to double check; especially in a tidal range like you get in the Whitsundays.
I was standing at the back of the boat enjoying the warmth of the sun and the beauty of our surroundings when I sensed more than heard the patter of lightly taken footsteps behind me. Before I could turn around a pair of soft feminine arms surrounded my waist and a body was pressed tightly against my back.
The flawless olive skin of the arms had already told me, but the voice confirmed it as Amy greeted me...
"Good morning. Nice view."
"Good morning. Did you sleep well?"
"Like a log. It was a good day yesterday. What time are we leaving for Hamilton?"
"Probably about mid-morning."
"Can you and I go for a walk ashore again first?"
As she said that her hands slid down my stomach to cup my manhood, inducing a predictable reaction. As she felt it grow, she stretched out the front of my swimmers, causing it to develop into what the Screw Girls always called a 'full horizontal'; an erection captured in my swimmers that grows out horizontally instead of being allowed to grow into its normal vertical position. If I'd had any doubts that it was something other than a walk she was interested in -- and I didn't -- that action confirmed what it was really all about.
I spun in her arms to embrace her and give her a good morning kiss, only to find her completely naked. It was a bold move on her part in an anchorage that was not lacking other boats and on a yacht where not all of us had a history of sexual relations. I was amused that, increasingly, the girls were becoming blasé about being exposed to Adam and were inclined to think her should be equally blasé about exposing himself to them.
I bent my knees momentarily to let my erection come between her legs and push up into her crease as she deliberately rubbed her jutting nipples against my chest...
"Of course we can. I suppose we should check to see that Liddy doesn't wat to join us. And maybe you should get dressed."
I patted her on her naked bottom as she turned and skipped lightly through the cockpit and down the companionway, reappearing in an 'old' white bikini. Old, in terms of Amy's bikinis is a relative term given how many she has. In this case about 18 months; bought to go under a lace and mesh mini sheath dress she has that, given its very open weave, definitely needs something under it. The bikini itself is still of the small rectuangular front and Brazilian back with a thin elastic waistband and matched undersized string slide tri top, which is her standard style. Although it does have a propensity to go transparent when wet.
Amy seemed keen to start breakfast and get the morning going, so the others were still sitting around the cockpit having theirs as we nudged past them towards the back of the boat where the inflatable was secured, this time carrying a somewhat bigger backpack than the small one used yesterday.
I have to say, even after all this time, I feel a little strange wishing farewell to a group when they know full well the only purpose of our departure is to find somewhere to have a wild and screaming root. Still, everyone knows what Amy's like and no one even gets the giggles about it any more.
Going ashore in the inflatable took a bit of negotiation with Amy. She wanted to just swim it like the previous day; part of her bikini, sex in the water fetish I suspected. But it was earlier than yesterday, the day hadn't warmed up as much and I thought it wise to bring some dry towels so weren't limited to sex in the water to avoid getting sand in a whole lot of places it didn't belong. The trade-off was to agree we didn't need any clothes other than of swimwear and thongs; although we did include snorkelling gear.
The tide was still on the drop when we left, so even allowing for the change of tide before we got back, it meant we didn't need to haul the inflatable to the top of the beach and it would be easy for the others to swim ashore and get it if they were so inclined.
As Amy and I walked hand in hand up the same path to lead us to the same little cove and beach as yesterday, I formulated how to best go about satisfying her needs.
There's more to satisfying Amy's needs than just a high orgasm count, however important that is. For Amy, as much as if not more than any woman (or man for that matter), love, real love, and an expression of real love are a critical part of it. And when you know her history, you can well understand why.
A G spot banger might be a guaranteed way of getting a high climax count, but personally I find it a bit mechanical and positional. It lacks the intense, prolonged flesh on flesh contact of the best loving sex, even if the visuals for me are pretty good and the endurance it offers me lets me give Amy a lot of physical pleasure.
And then there's always the question of how much to indulge her bikini sex fetish.
That, like so much of Amy's needs, seem to come from her abusive former decade long relationship. Her explanation is that in running down all aspects of her appearance, he didn't hold back on telling her she had an ugly vulva; one she should consider herself lucky any man would be willing to fuck and that he was doing her a favour by penetrating her.
Now the reality is actually the opposite. Like so much of Amy, her vulva is actually stunning. It's of porn star quality in its symmetry, simplicity and beauty. There's a good reason giving her a g spot banger is such a visual delight. And I've told her that many times and I think she sort of believes me. But the simple fact is her stunning beauty and attractiveness when she's wearing a tiny bikini is reinforced in her mind every time she walks past a male in one. She understands why that simple bulge of her mound in her bikini pants is so sexy and desirable. She can see and sense their reaction to her and she willingly laps up the attention it draws. As she says, bikinis make her feel sexy, something of which she was completely deprived for a decade.
Other than my words, she's had nowhere near as much affirmation of her naked vulva as she's had of a bikini covered one.
That seems reasonable to an extent. And yet one gets a sense the story isn't complete.
Discovering the horrors of Amy's history has been a bit like peeling an onion.
We always knew she'd escaped an abusive relationship. Finding out just how bad it was took quite a while. Much of it came in dribs and dabs as incidents sparked some explanation. The real epiphany came when she had a panic attack as we bunkered down in the yacht while the violence of a hurricane raged around us; triggering emotions that she thought were behind her. And in talking to her later about that, we found that violent rape was part of what she suffered. Indeed, because the act of raping her drew the sting of his wrath in the least painful way to her, she eventually developed the art of putting up just enough resistance to absorb his anger while minimising the damage to her.
It's this sort of stuff that has given me so much respect for Amy and a recognition of how much danger she escaped from. It's a respect for her bravery, her cleverness in the way she survived and went about her escape and for her self-healing ability.
But the concern is always that there's an even worse layer of the onion that hasn't been peeled yet. And the incomplete bikini fetish story makes me wonder about that.
When we got down to the beach, I laid out the two towels we'd brought side by side on some reasonably dry but firm sand.
If Amy pushed for this to go in a particular direction, of course I would comply. But for the moment I thought I might start things off. Turning to face her front on, I embraced her, placing my hands on her butt to pull her crotch against the swelling in my swimmers as I kissed her. She willing reciprocated, relaxing against my body as her tongue deeply penetrated my mouth.
I gently tested her willingness to lie down and felt her swoon in my arms as I eased her body to the ground and lay alongside her. Moving to half over her, I nuzzled her cheek as I first cupped the bulge of her mound with my hand; relishing in the feeling of its firm flesh underneath the gossamer material of her bikini pants.
The first touch reminded me she was wearing one her bikini pants she'd cut the lining from, leaving only a single layer of the finest spandex between my hand and her flesh underneath. The removal of the gusset is definitely a sexually directed thing, enhancing her enjoyment of bikini sex; making me wonder if that was why she departed from the mid-blue uniform bikinis that all the girls had worn to date on the trip.
Ever so lightly I slid my cupped hand against her mound, from down between her legs to up over the waistband of her pants, delighting in the fact I could feel first her labia opening up to my touch and then, as I let my fingers push deeper into the concave depression broadening through the gusset of her pants, the damp void of her vagina responding to my touch and dampening the material over it.
Running a finger up the length of her crease, her now swollen clit interfered with its path, eliciting a moan from Amy as the length of my finger was dragged across the sensitive bud.
My own arousal, which started as a feeling of fullness in my manhood from the moment I clasped her hand on the beach, completed itself as an erection pushed out the dry spandex of my own swimwear and managed to raise itself into a tightly sheathed projection nearly touching my navel.
Having ensured she was now receptive to direct stimulation, I started gently stroking the material covering her clit, enjoying the feeling of it first dampening and then turning wet with her juices as a result of my playing with it.
To let Amy easily vocalise her excitement, I avoided kissing her and instead continued to nuzzle her cheek and started to gently bite her neck, before bending down to suck her already hardened nipple through its bikini covering.
The two girls in my life who've I've always loved fingering the most are easily Ellen and Amy. Both are devoid of hair down there, so there's nothing to abrade or camouflage what you feel. But that almost seems to be normal these days. So more specifically, Ellen because her clit was bigger than normal and a lot of fun to play with. Amy because she gets so wet and so easily excited to the stimulation of it. It's just so rewarding to stimulate her this way.



Of course, getting to suck Amy's nipples at the same time is certainly icing on a rather special cake.
It was a cake that quickly came to my stimulation, Amy pinning my head to her breast with her hand as her hips arched skywards and swivelled from side to side.
Before she'd even lowered her hips, I slipped my hand down the front of her pants and penetrated her with two fingers, firmly rubbing against where her g spot was as I moved my head over to suck the further nipple, to let me bring my other hand up to tweak the closer one.
Amy had remarkably quickly slipped into her continuous orgasm mode, endlessly screaming and squirming about in pleasure as, as best as I could tell, she had three more orgasms to the triple stimulation of her breasts, the rubbing of her g spot with two firm fingers and the rubbing of her clit with my thumb.
But really, that was only intended as a warm up. I backed off on the stimulation, letting her settle before suggesting...
"I think it's time for these to come off."
Amy didn't resist as I found the upper tie to her bikini top resting next to her neck and with my teeth grabbed and pulled it and I slipped a hand under her back to do the same with the lower tie. Freeing the strings from under her back, I pulled the top off, revealing the glorious flesh of her hardened towering nipples and their raised areola plinth.
Then sitting up alongside her, she compliantly lifted her hips as I pulled her soaking bikini and now transparent pants from under her butt and slid them down and off her conveniently folded legs. Before lying back alongside her I undid the drawstring of my own pants, exposed by erection and then pulled my pants off to place alongside Amy's.
As I lay back down alongside her, I half turned Amy on her side to face me as I brought my erection up between her legs; surging it through her crease until it found the warm wet void of her vagina. Keen to be penetrated, Amy brought herself down on it; far faster than I might have been willing to penetrate her had it been left to me.
Even after full penetration, I felt her push herself down harder, almost grinding her pelvic floor muscle against the base of my shaft as my balls were embraced by her labia.
As we lay there, I stroked her back with my upper hand while cupping her breast with my lower one, once again nuzzling her cheek with my lips; trying to convey to her this wasn't a race or a competition. She responded by kissing me as she rubbed my butt and rocked herself gently against me. I asked her...
"Is there anything you'd like?"
"Just you."
"Well, you've got that and it's willingly given and it's for as long as you need."
"Ah Ned, that would be forever and we have to get going for Hamilton Island soon."
"Yes, maybe, but you know what I mean."
"Well, we'd better not make Ellen late for the arrival of her husband's plane. Her head's going to explode of she doesn't get a good fuck soon. As I said before, she's going to all but rip his cock off when he gets here. There's only so much that self-pleasuring can achieve."
"How would you know?"
"You mean have I self-pleasured? I suppose I haven't, but how did you work that out?"
"You told me you'd never had an orgasm when you first came to my bed. Given how sensitive you are, it's hard to think you'd tried but failed to give yourself one."
"I suppose you're right Ned. There was something about what you did and said that night that woke up a whole lot of pleasure centres that I didn't know were there."
Amy paused for a moment, before adding...
"You know how much Ellen is missing you, don't you. It's part of why I've wanted to sneak away for sex when we could, so she doesn't have to listen to us. It's sort of driving her crazy."
"Yes I suppose it was something we didn't fully factor in when she came on the trip without Harry."
"Do you mind her being so physical with you? Is it too much of a tease?"
"I think the real question is whether you and Liddy mind. If you don't mind and Harry doesn't mind, then nor do I."
"I don't and I'm pretty sure Liddy doesn't. We know Ellen from when she was part of our family. We know her attachment to you and yours to her. We also know you're not going to go too far. And from what he's said I think Harry is in much the same place. He's got a beautiful, adoring and ultimately faithful wife. He'd be crazy to let jealously spoil things and he thinks so too."
If Australia ever needed a chief interrogator, Amy would be a perfect choice. It always amazes me to discover the quite frank conversations she'd had with anyone close to her. Through nothing more than charm and friendliness, she can extract a download of their whole life history and inner thoughts in a way few others can. Of course, part of the way she does that is through an exchange of information. Few who know her don't have a full rundown of our sexual patterns. And that includes a full rundown of the sexual shenanigans with the Screw Girls during the Pacific cruise, her endless screaming orgasms and our present polygamous arrangements with Liddy.
But she's also pretty good at keeping secrets. She sort of reveals what she knows on a 'need to know' basis; just enough to set a context or explain an action without betraying too much. Except maybe for our sex life.
It's no wonder I get strange looks, and sometimes stranger invitations, from others -- especially younger women.
And while in those conversations she does reveal something of her abusive past -- especially to explain her attachment to me, given our age difference - I suspect that to others, as much as it was to me, it is a slower and less complete reveal.
Amy ground herself down against the base of my manhood again, making my erection surge and letting me feel the push of her cervix against the tip of my hard shaft, as she added...
"Did you know Issie has been secretly following Adam and Shelley when they disappear off so she can masturbate as she watches them having sex? I even saw her lurking in the bushes while we were waiting for them on the other side of the creek to finish their activities. I suppose she used to do that on the yacht too."
"Do you think she's been following us?"
"Not as far as I know. I've been trying to get far enough away from the others they don't hear me, so that probably makes it harder for her. Not that I'd mind."
She kept grinding herself and screwing my shaft around inside her, humming quietly, causing me to ask...
"Would you like to go for some cervical orgasms?"
"I can have those without screaming. We should get the screaming out of the way while we're here."
"What would you like?"
"I'm liking what we've got for the moment, but maybe I can go on top so I can caress with you with both hands."
I rolled onto my back, bringing Amy over on top of me.
That seemed to produce a surge of arousal in her. She kissed me deeply as her hands caressed my cheeks and ran themselves through my hair, all while she pushed herself down and screwed my shaft around inside her without actually withdrawing it and thrusting it back in.
With my hands cupping both her breasts and tweaking the jutting nipples that poked up between my fingers, and her screwing motion very likely stimulating her clit, I knew Amy was keeping herself at a high level of arousal; just something below the screaming orgasm level.
And yet, as beautiful as her breasts are to cup, a whole body of sensuous tactility was lying on top of me and couldn't be ignored.
I moved my hands down to the back of her upper thighs, just below her butt. From there I slid them up over the smooth, firm, perfectly formed flesh of the cheeks of her bottom and then into the small of her back. Slipping them down onto her flanks into the pinch of her waist, I turned the fingers of my palm down towards her feet and pushed my palms down over the gloriously womanly curve of her hips.
Caressing Amy like this drives me wild with desire. It's like my brain is laser scanning the most perfect womanly body. Every touch of it, every curve, every time it conveys back to you the sheer divine texture of her flesh, it triggers something completely primitive in this simple male brain I'm endowed with. It's nothing less than a desire to impregnate her with my seed; to flip her over, and thrust my anxious manhood in and out of her body until it explodes in a flood of cum and pleasure.
And yet that would bring to an end the consummate excitement of having her here lying on top of me and enjoying the very tactile senses that trigger those feelings.
Still, I couldn't help myself, twice in succession I thrust my hips up, surging my manhood inside her as I let out a mewling groan of delight.
Momentarily sated, I brought my hands back up onto her bottom and then up the full run of her back, opening up the finger of my right hand to brush through the silky length of her long flowing locks.
All while Amy kept kissing me and screwing my deeply penetrated manhood around inside herself.
For maybe five minutes, the pattern more or less repeated itself; her kissing and screwing my manhood around, me caressing every part of her body I could reach, touching up her nipples and occasionally succumbing to an irresistible need to surge my erection and jerk it up into her.
I could sense Amy working herself up. Her breathing, her little moans, the passion conveyed by her kissing and caressing of me, all told me her arousal was not in stasis.
There came the moment that Amy's focus changed. Her face lifted away from mine, as the movement of her hips changed into a rolling pattern of a slight vertical lift, a shift forward and then a drop of her weight back down on me as she ground her mon against my pubis; all done with her vagina tightly clamped to my shaft and virtually no in and out movement.
At the least she was strongly stimulating her clit; but knowing Amy, quite possibly triggering stuff inside her vagina I couldn't start to know about. Realising it was time to stimulate her with a bit more focus, I brought my hands back to once again cup her breasts and tweak her nipples, which now floated just off my chest.
Amy started to loudly vocalise her pleasure; prolonged moans which I knew were a mere prelude to what would follow.
As she came the first time, she signalled it with a pronounced cry, lifting herself up on outstretched arms as if to broadcast it more widely.
She kept rolling her hips, kept stimulating herself, even as I could feel the contractions of her first orgasm still pummelling my manhood. But raised as she now was, the glorious breasts of hers were straight in my field of vision. Compelling to watch as they bounced and wobbled to her movements, I could feel the hardened nipples stimulate themselves against the palms I held flat to them.
But more compelling was a desire to suck them. I placed a hand around the small of her arched back as I brought my lips to her right one and took it in my mouth; the flesh of the swollen areola between my lips, as I pushed the extended teat against the roof of my mouth and rubbed it vigorously with my tongue.
Amy's moans had reached the yelling register as her hip movements became more frantic and her next orgasm brought it to a scream of delight.
Her movement, still the same tightly clamped rolling motion she'd started with, had become frantic as she reached that plateau of continuous orgasm that only Amy can reach. The moans had made way for screamed profanities, the yelling of my name and the succession of Meg Ryan like 'yes's that Amy seemed to have introduced to the public space sex that had become a feature of this trip; presumably to dissuade anyone from coming running to her assistance.
I was loving every minute of it -- as I always do when making love to Amy. My manhood was immersed in heaven. But because she was on top and the movement of it inside her body was limited to a cork screwing motion, there was little threat to my endurance. She could ride me like this for as long as her considerable stamina would endure and, with a bit of luck, I'd still be ready for my turn at the end.
This was what Amy needed; a succession of crying out loud climaxes. Something to overwhelm her body with the oxytocin and other endorphins on which she thrives.
Physically I was but a sybian machine she was riding and riding hard at that. Emotionally there was a lot more than that happening.
The question, when Amy gets like this, is when is enough, enough?
Unless I ejaculate, which I usually don't, there is no natural termination point except that dictated by Amy's body, mind or whim as the case may be.
I knew the next week of shared accommodation would be inhibiting to her. I wanted Amy to get as much out of her system as possible and, it seemed, so did she.
If we weren't first struck by lightning for the continuous profanities that her orgasms induced her to scream out, I was surprised she wasn't going horse from it.
I lost track. I lost track of how long she'd been going at it. I lost track of how many orgasms she'd had; although telling the difference between a new one and the continuation of the previous one was next to impossible anyway.
I know that twice I'd got a sore neck from the extended pleasure of sucking her nipple and had to rest my head back and tolerate the not insignificant delight of watching her breasts as I held my palms flat against them to let their seductive bounce stimulate her nipples, before sucking some more.
The unyielding tightness of her pelvic floor muscle as she jammed it firmly against the very base of my shaft somehow made my erection seem bigger and harder. But without the tip being stimulated, it showed no sign of blowing its load.
It was exhaustion more than anything that eventually brought it to a pause. Amy collapsed down on me, mid orgasm, her screams easing to a panting moaning, her vagina in a constant state of contraction against my erection.
Eventually she found the strength to talk in phrases broken by her shortly taken breaths...
"Oh god Ned, I...don't know why...I react to you like this...I've...never felt such love and desire...in my whole life as you give me. Never thought...sex could be so intense...oooohhhhhh..."
She paused as another orgasm washed through her...
"Ned...roll me over and...fuck me hard... as hard as you can...please."
Holding her to me, I rolled us on our sides, gave her a moment to collect in her legs that had been outside mine, then rolled her on her back with my legs outside hers. Normally her request at this stage is to go the animal on her; basically some male, pleasure focused, full throttle fucking.
Fuck her hard? As hard as I can? I was wondering, does she really mean that?
Still, the 'go the animal' is such a thing, such a well-used phrase that, if she's not asking for that, she must mean something else. And the 'please' suggests she understands my reticence.
I lifted myself on my outstretched arms, half withdrew, and thrust it back in again. As hard as I dared. Her body rag dolled as the force of my thrust pushed her hips up, which induced a serpentine like undulation to roll down her body and push her shoulders up the beach.
Amy cried out in orgasm, pushing her hips up and tightening around my shaft as she swayed from side to side under me.
As soon as she lowered her hips, I did it again; this time harder and with more confidence. Her response this time was a profanity strewn orgasm, the lift of her hips induced by my thrust captured by her as she again clamped against me and swayed from side to side...
"Just keep doing it Ned. Don't stop."
She certainly isn't shy about telling me what she wants. Yes, the two thrusts had been quite distinctive, individual thrusts with a pause between. It seemed that wasn't quite to order. Alright I decided, I'll do as directed.
I started banging away at her as hard as I could. That sometimes was easier said than done. Amy was going crazy under me; throwing her hips up at me in a way that dislodged my own contact with the ground and quivering and shaking enough to, well I can only call it throw off my aim. All the while screaming profanities and just enough 'yes's' to and 'Ned's' to maybe dissuade anyone close by from coming to her rescue.
But she wasn't the only one enjoying it. This wasn't a static shaft being screwed around inside her. This was a madly thrusting shaft being fully unleashed on her. And with her state of orgasm removing any guilt about hurting her I could enjoy it to the full. She was half off the towel, being pushed further and further up the beach as I started to brew up.
Once it started, it came quickly; in a very literal sense. With a rush of cum up my shaft and a flood of pleasure into my brain I bellowed out a prolonged...
"FFFFFFAAAAAAAAAAAKKKKKKKK"
Leaving me the one panting into the sand as Amy vagina kept contracting against my shaft.
I lay there spent on top of her as Amy, now just moaning and quivering, continued to go through whatever evolutions of diminishing orgasms her rather unique body put her through. Finally they stopped and she was still and silent under me; the rise and fall of her breasts and her heavy breathing, reassurance of her well being.
I was still panting, enjoying the feeling of the hard shaft I still had inside her, when she stroked my hair...
"Ready for some snorkelling?"
"Are you setting out to kill me?"
"No, just make sure I keep you in tip top condition to meet the sexual needs of the lunatic you're matched with."
She lifted her body under me, signalling for me to roll off her, adding as she sat alongside putting her bikini back on...
"Plus we're running short of time."
Then handing me the small instamatic style underwater camera she uses (better for this than the GoPro because it can zoom in and out), adding to that...
"Here. You can start as camera man so I have a good reason to flaunt myself at you underwater. Make sure you get lots of butt, breast and mons shots."
She stood up, strapping a knife in its sheath seductively to her upper thigh, then picked up her fins and started walking down to the water...
"Are you coming...and if you aren't now, you will be before I'm finished with you."
She grinned at me, pleased with her pun, then skipped playfully towards the water.
With my energy returning, I slipped my speedos on, picked up my fins and mask and hurried to catch up with her where she stood in the water balancing herself as she put her fins on.
I stood next to her, letting her use my shoulder as a prop while she lifted each foot to put her fins on. Then she offered the same as I donned mine.
Gently lowering ourselves into the water, we eased away from the shallows, Amy leading, flashing me her butt in what was now an almost transparent bikini bottom. As we got into deeper water she turned around and saw I wasn't filming. Pointing to the camera, she reminded me to start filming, an additional hand signal of sliding her hand under her rack in its equally transparent top making it clear she was well aware this would be an x rated video.
With the tide low and just starting to turn to the flood, the coral was easily accessible, the water crystal clear and the dive itself everything you could hope for. And with Amy as frisky and flirty as I've ever seen her, you could add as any red blooded male could ask for to that last sentence.
But not all her exposure was directed to the camera. My balls got a far degree of playful cupping and she was constantly in tactile contact with me; her favourite being to swim under me, turn around to face me and have us both dive down in full frontal contact, her arm around the small of my back to keep us together as her crotch ground against a manhood which, at least for the first three quarters of the dive, wasn't in any position to respond. And all while holding the camera out at arm's length to film it.



She was quite pleased when she did finally get a response; and a fulsome one at that if you know what I mean; straightening it up in its speedo sheath so that it stood vertically up my body with a well pressed sheath of stretched spandex.
But it sort of also signalled her loss of interest in continuing the dive. It was shortly after that, as I came up for a breath that she came up in front of me, encouraged me to drop my body vertically so she could press herself seductively against me and asked...
"Are you ready to go in? Would you mind going ashore first, sitting on the towel and filming me emerging from the water?"
With the second question pre-empting the answer to the first, I willingly took the hint and agreed.
This filming thing is not in any way indicative of a sort of 'influencer narcissism' on Amy's part. As mentioned, when we were cruising the Pacific, it was Issie who first started a YouTube video blog of our trip; something that became quite popular -- and then quite profitable - because of the abundance of skimpily clad attractive women on the boat. When Issie left to go back to Italy, Amy took it over and ramped up the show quite a bit; making it a category leader and even more popular.
Essentially, Amy knows how to film and edit stuff that appeals to the male eye while still making it interesting as a travelogue and more than a bit playful to boot. The other girls are keen participants in this, but Amy's willing to push the envelope just a bit further; taking it right up to YouTube boundaries and sometimes a little beyond.
But then again, sometimes she just makes a video for private consumption. Given the transparency of her bikini, I wasn't sure where this one was going.
Amy waited until I was seated on the towel, then took a last dive towards the shallows, her head emerging and then her body standing up in what seemed to me like one effortless move. She seductively pulled off her mask and shook out her long hair, leaving thick strands of it dangling attractively down her front where they dripped water to run down her body and drew attention to the transparency of her bikini.
Her flawless olive skin all but glowed and radiated through the translucent, if not transparent material, the darker brown of her nipples, jutting forward like they'd actually penetrated the material and were poking through it, standing proud. And as for her pants? The water flowing out of her hair ran down her stomach and, captured by her hips, was redirected to run down through her crotch, along the edge of the leg seam of her bikini pants and the bulge of her mons.
Like with her breasts, the olive skin of her mons glowed through the unlined material. But down the centre of the bulge ran the wide darker stripe of her hairless crease. I well knew that crease and how it looked in a pair of bikini pants. When she's not aroused, that line is a narrow dimple. This was anything but narrow. It seemed Amy had got herself quite excited.
She wasn't the only one excited.
For once she removed her fins effortlessly while standing in perfect balance; the benefit of motivation I suppose.
It was as she started to stride confidently out of the water towards me I realised why she'd chosen the white bikini and to wear the knife. She was recreating the scene form Dr No of Ursula Andress emerging from the water in a bikini. It was like she had read my mind yesterday; although as a fan of James Bond movies (especially the Sean Connery ones), she probably didn't need to.
But Amy was making Ursula Andress look like an ugly amateur. Of course, in my youth, that scene was every young males dream, at least when I was old enough to appreciate the reruns. But as you get older, your judgement gets a bit more discerning. It's lost its appeal when I notice how she pussy footed out of the water and always seemed like she was struggling to unnaturally hold her stomach in and chest out. Plus I came to judge her as, shall we say, a bit broad in the beam for my taste; something that became more obvious as she aged.
Amy was completely natural in her confidence, stride and stance, the strength of her body and its slenderness and sheer beauty of form and face radiating from her as walked towards me; and all that was even before allowing for the difference in the bikinis they were wearing. If they remade the movie with Amy like that, they'd sell out the theatres.
To complete the scene, as she approached, she paused and drew out her knife; holding it up between us...
"Who are you?"
For an adlibbed bit of dialogue in a non-theatrical environment, she was pretty convincing. I figured I might as well play the game, even if my acting was pretty shite. I put on a deep voice...
"The names Bond. James Bond."
"Where's Ned?"
"He's safe."
"I hear you fancy yourself as a lover Mr Bond."
"Girls talk you know."
"For one so cocky, you seem to be a little bit too easily aroused. Been a while has it?"
"No, it's a natural reaction in the presence of such beauty."
"Are you suggesting you plan to take advantage of me?"
"You're the one with the knife."
Amy strode towards me, dominatingly sitting straddling my thighs as I sat there, the knife still held up. She took the camera, which I had still been filming with, from my hand, adjusted it to wide angle and set it up, still running an arm's length off to the side, facing towards us. Then she pushed me down onto my back.
She grabbed a handful of my swimmers, circling both the waistband and right side leg elastic and lifted it well clear of my body, dragging my erection into a semi projecting state as it followed the stretched material which sheathed it.
Slipping the blade under, with the edge facing up towards the material in her hand, she made as if she was going to cut it. Still 'in character' I must admit I found it a bit intimidating, if incredibly pre-cum leaking arousing as she asked...
"Do I need to cut this free?"
"I think there are other ways to free it."
She half turned the blade, turning the sharp edge off to the side, well clear of both my flesh and swimmers as she ran the cold steel of the upper edge along my upright shaft. My manhood surged in anxious excitement...
"Pity, I've always fantasied about cutting Ned out of his swimwear."
"Maybe one day when he has a spare pair with him."
She withdrew the knife and stabbed it in the sand. Pulling the waistband of my swimmers below my balls, she straddled my erection as she held it in the air, pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants and penetrated herself with the full length of my shaft.
She gripped me tightly inside her as she rose up, slipped her hand under to hold my shaft again and pulled it just clear of her vagina. Putting it back in, she didn't penetrate herself. Instead she thrust it in a mere inch or two as she continued to hold tight both her pelvic floor muscles and her vagina, and rose up and down slightly a couple of times before pulling it out and repeating the process.
The highly targeted stimulation of the top, and most sensitive part of my erection was intense. Three time she did the mini insertion and withdrawal and then fully penetrated me again, repeating the cycle. As she gently brushed away my attempt to stimulate either her nipples or her clit, I asked...
"Do you want me to make love to you?"
"No Mr Bond, I expect you to cum."
Oh god. If that was her objective, she knew how to do it. I wondered where she'd learnt this trick.
Given how great it felt, I dearly wished I could have held out longer. But Amy detected my impending release when we were still only on our third cycle. With expert timing, I found my shaft buried in her just at the moment the first rush of seed up my shaft signalled itself with a flood of pleasure.
She sat there, passively accepting what further ropes of cum my well drained balls could gather up and fire at her and then waited until the last shudders of my orgasm had passed from my body.
When she was sure I was finished, she stood up, letting the residue of my erection flop down onto my stomach, followed by a run of my own cum. As she stood there straddling me, she offered down a hand to help me up...
"Didn't last long did you Mr Bond? Ned does better, but I'm still going to cut him out of his swimmers one day."
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This story, narrated by Amy, has a very different mood to most of mine, and I know possibly belongs in a different category. But the longer story has lived in this category and it seems inappropriate to change that.
And I felt it was a story, given Amy's past, that had to be told.
...................................................................................................................................................
In a way I knew it had to happen eventually.
After I'd settled in Australia, I did some research into the personality traits that drive someone like my previous abusive partner in the UK, Frank.
While my amateur research was not able to give a binding diagnosis, it was pretty clear to me he had a severe narcissistic personality disorder with psychopathic tendencies and a little bit of obsessive compulsive disorder too.
The self-entitlement, lack of empathy, need for self-aggrandisement and his inability to show any real intimacy were, to an extent, only the superficial elements of his NPD. The real depth of it was shown in his false reality. It was absolutely pointless contesting his version of events or circumstances, however ridiculous his version was or how much they looked like outright lies. To do so would only enrage him because, inevitably the ones I'm talking about went to his self-esteem; whether the events showed him in a positive or negative light.
And the only version of any event his mind could comprehend was the version that showed him in a positive light. What was spewing from his mouth weren't so much outright lies as delusional false realities.
When that is combined with his repetitive and persistent pattern of heartless and conscienceless theft, lies and willingness to inflict physical violence that seemed to know no limits, I was right to fear for my life when I fled.
But, more importantly to my future, it also told me Frank was very unlikely to ever let my escape go. He would see it as a slight on him and his entitlement that would need to be rectified, either by my punishment or by my return; with the latter requiring some punishment anyway.
If I was lucky and he found someone else to obsess about and control, then maybe, just maybe, he wouldn't be bothered with me. But of course then they would be at risk.
Absent that, I would be a lifetime itch he'd have to scratch at.
As for his OCD, that was in a slightly different category. While I was with him, it was of course the trigger for many acts of violence he committed on me; something I just didn't do well enough or get right enough according to his particular standards.
But in some areas I also recognised it as a weakness. It was something that could be employed as a distraction, especially in his sexual fetishes.
Ned has always admired my strength and fitness. That is partly because I enjoy exercise, enjoy exercising with Ned even more, and like my body better in that state.
But it has always been with an eye on an uncertainty that lay in my future. The possibility I'd have an encounter with Frank one day. The bag at the local gym took a terrible beating as I practiced punching and kicking it.
In a way, I had always been on my guard from the time I'd settled in Australia. Not in a way I was willing to let spoil my life as some sort of constant obsessive worry; just a sort of back of my mind alertness.
It didn't stop me making and posting videos about Ned, me and the rest of the Screw Girls and our adventures which I knew would eventually be found by Frank and pull at his tail. But it was why I stripped geo-location from everything and did a 180 degree horizontal rotation on any sailing footage that showed the coastline, to confuse which direction we were heading in and so make it harder for him to track me down.
But you can't just disappear. Even as my professional life progressed and it became necessary to be on Linked In and give speeches, it became impossible to stay undercover.
I'd thought about what any ambush by Frank would look like. Guns are not easily available in Australia -- even less so by a foreign tourist. So it was obvious his weapons would be his male strength, fists and knives. Which meant he'd have to find me alone. Which meant he'd need to conduct surveillance first.
The male strength and fists I could at least partly overcome with my own training. Knives were harder because there was a fair chance he'd catch me when I least expected it. But I also knew Frank had one enormously big weakness; letting his brain be dominated by his penis. It always occurred to me that my tendency to dress in sexually attractive clothing may well be a good defence from being surprised and stabbed from behind before I had any chance to defend myself. It was difficult to believe he wouldn't want one last access to my living body.
Frank had captured me -- because that's the most appropriate description of what it was like -- when I was a young, innocent and naive eighteen year old.
If I was as cute and beautiful as Ned says I am, I certainly hadn't grown aware of it. I was shy and insecure around men and poorly educated as to their sexual ways.
Frank had found it easy to charm the immature me with his manner and attract me with his idealised male physique. He was tall and well-built with a sculptured face. Just the sort of male that a young girl with a Jane Austin view of gender relations might fall for. And I did.
I went through the whole process that a girl who falls for a man like Frank goes through.
By imperceptible steps you get isolated from your friends and family and your life starts to get controlled by him. In small ways at first, and then eventually in every detail.
Frank's control of me had quickly become comprehensive.
But a lot was focused on three particular things.
I was only allowed to go out without him to go to work. And I was expected to come directly home the moment work finished. No socialising with work colleges.
I wasn't allowed any free access to money, even though I was the senior breadwinner for the family. My pay went into an account that Frank tightly controlled.
The final one was how I presented myself and dressed.
Although he didn't put it like that and I didn't really realise what he was doing, he quickly trained me to only go out dressed in frumpy, figure hiding clothes with my long hair in an unattractive bun.
But the minute I got home, I was required to change out of my 'good' work clothes (the 'good' part being his justification for me taking them off to keep them looked after) and free my hair from the bun to 'let it breathe'.
In summer months, when it was warm (by English standards anyway), I'd be encouraged to just strip down to my underwear. Underwear carefully, almost obsessively, chosen by him. In cooler weather, it would be a pair of spray on tight leggings in a silvery or golden sheen colour with a sort of g string pantie underneath and a very tight fitting long sleeved top.
A necessary part of this process is that your abusive partner gaslights you. Everything he's encouraging you to do has a seemingly good reason unrelated to his real purpose. You don't really recognise he's deliberately dressing you unattractively when you're out, in any case he's constantly telling you how ugly you are, and nor do you recognise he's objectified you for his visual pleasure the minute you've walked in the door.
The bottom line is, if you are cut off from other sources of social engagement and constantly bombarded with the same message, whether that's how ugly you are or how things are being done for your benefit, you end up being convinced of the truth of it.
As a young girl, I wasn't really clued on what attracted men. I had a loose idea they liked breasts and, before Frank gaslighted me, thought mine pretty good, but beyond that I was ripe for brainwashing.
As crazy as it seems in retrospect, it was only with Ned and my better understanding of men's desires I could look back and understand Frank's.
The thing was, Frank was not as much of a breast man as most men are. Yes, he liked cleavage displays. But unlike Ned, who loves to play with them and suck my nipples, Frank showed scant regard for tactile interaction with them. He was more a butt and legs man. Well, and a crotch man too. Very much a crotch man.
I just had no idea of how sexually attractive a nicely proportioned but very prominent mons bulge could be to men until Ned alerted me to it. Indeed, I hadn't even noticed how different mine was from what I might call an average mons. But Frank was clearly as obsessed with mine as Ned is.
Looking back, in my initial meetings with Frank, I was either wearing tight jeans or leggings; both of which adequately displayed what lay beneath, at least enough to attract his interest over and above whatever other attractive features I had.
The panties and bra-lets he made me wear in the warmer months were tiny, tightly fitted and of a stretch silky texture, all of which I can see now pandered to his both visual and tactile desires. And the leggings were the same.
I can look back and see how he loved to touch me on them -- patting my butt or cupping my mons. Not, mind you, with a hum of flattering pleasure or delight. Or even an intimate playfulness. Rather it would be excused as a touch of encouragement; to do better at something, even just cleaning the house. Or not excused at all and just imposed as an act of control.
But in a way, here's where Frank's OCD cuts in. Why not make me strip naked? After all, having a woman running around the house doing housework naked would be most men's dream. And the answer, I perceived even before I left him, was that nakedness offended his sense of perfection. For him, an anus and a vulva were both imperfections in what he otherwise viewed as the perfect female form. Tightly fitted panties or leggings let him fully appreciate and arouse himself with the form without the imperfections.
And this OCD impacted everything down to the way he imposed sex on me. And the words 'imposed sex on me' were carefully chosen.
His favourite was to simply push me down and have me give him head. It was never reciprocated in any way. It was one way sex.
But he also had more tactile needs he had to satisfy. Sex for Frank consisted of having me naked except for my panties and lying on top of me as he pawed at me, jerking his erection against the gusset of the panties. His pawing concentrated a lot on my bum cheeks, the top of my thighs and my mons. And he really seemed to get off stroking the silky texture of the panties. Only for the finale would he strip me out of my panties, penetrate me and have proper sex. But he wouldn't last long; showing the endurance of an isolated snowflake on a hot tin roof in the middle of summer, I like to joke. He would have already worked himself up into a sexual frenzy before taking them off.
It was mid-way through my time with him that the rapes started.
Frank's violence against me started relatively early in our relationship. Like a lot of abusive men, he knew how to inflict physical pain and injury just short of what required a trip to hospital or would be too obvious when you went to work the next day. I was rarely without a cracked rib during that time.
And like most victims of domestic violence who have been effectively socially isolated and gaslighted by their partners, you're easily persuaded it's all your fault and for your own good. That if you were just a better girlfriend it wouldn't be necessary for it to happen.
But these things accumulate over time and I started to develop panic attacks when I knew I was about to be violently attacked. I'd shake uncontrollably and curl into a whimpering ball.
On this particular day, a delayed bus had caused me to arrive home late to an enraged Frank. As I hurried up to our room to change out of my work clothes, Frank followed me. I'd only kicked my shoes off when he stormed into the room.
Instinctively, I climbed onto the bed to get as far away from him as possible and had curled myself up into a shaking, whimpering defensive ball. I don't know what triggered Frank on that day. Maybe the view he had up my skirt of my panties as I curled up, but suddenly he blurted out...
"I can't be bothered punishing you like normally. I'm going to rape you instead."
Now why he actually wanted to call it rape, I can only guess. And my guess is he wanted to emphasise it was an alternative and worse form of punishment.
And in that moment, that was my reaction too. That to be raped -- even by your partner -- was the worst thing that could happen to you as a woman. I squealed in fear and begged him not to as I tried to curl myself into an even tighter ball.
That just seemed to encourage him to prolong my torment.
Instead of throwing himself on me immediately, he did a slow, threatening striptease, starting with his pants to reveal a towering erection ready to deliver on his promise.
Once naked, he knelt on the bed and edged his way menacingly towards me, finding pleasure in my increasingly pathetic and panicky pleas for him to stop.
As soon as he was within reach, he started pulling at my clothes, starting with my skirt. I resisted with all my might as I screamed in fear, holding them up against his pull and contorting my body to frustrate the path of their removal. But all I did was get more and more hurt by the tug of war as the clothing was ripped violently from my body. And the more I'd angled the body to resist him, the deeper the bruising.
At his own leisure, he'd had me stripped to my panties. As I'd grabbed those by the waist elastic, he ignored my action and instead grabbed my feet and pulled my body out straight, quickly sitting on my thighs before I could curl myself up again.
There was an evil look in his eyes as he stared first at my face. But then his gaze drifted down to the bulge of my mons. He roughly cupped it and rubbed the palm of his hand up and down it.
As I felt the first act of actual sexual assault I screamed all the louder and writhed as powerfully as I could under his full body weight. All that seemed to do was excite him more. Pre-cum was almost flooding from the tip of his shaft, oozing over the bell and dripping into my crotch.
He was obviously enjoying this torture of me; not in any hurry to end it and move to the next step. But eventually he laid down on top of me, pawing at me in exactly the same way as he did when we're having sex, except his movements were more forceful, not least that of his jerking his erection into the gusset of my panties.
Still I screamed, writhed and squirmed, fighting this more intimate assault with my hands and body, but not being strong enough to make the slightest difference to him. Indeed, the more I fought, the more he seemed to enjoy it.
The timing of the next step was probably determined more by his own brewing balls than any plan of torture. He squatted over me again as he pulled down my panties, reaching behind his back to pull them off my feet while holding me down enough to keep me under control.
As soon as they were off, he threw himself down on me again, forcefully penetrating me as a prelude to a series of violent thrusts. He didn't last long. Three of them and he ejaculated and then just lay with his full weight on me as he finished emptying his balls.
Too exhausted to fight further and it being too late to change anything, I surrendered to a passive limp state under him until he decided to get off.
In his mind he thought he'd scored a massive victory reinforced by his final words...
"Sorry I had to do that, but you need to learn you have to be home on time."
It was pointless arguing about a late bus. This was an issue of control, not of reality.
But as I took stock, I realised that I was way less hurt than I would have been had he beaten me. And much of that hurt was caused by the violence of my own resistance. Humiliated, yes. But constant humiliation was a feature of my life and I found myself able to rationalise that easier than dealing with another cracked rib.
Impregnated with his cum, even if the pill stopped me getting pregnant? Yes that too, but I would have been no less so had he demanded sex that night.
Far from a victory for him, it became the first step in his defeat with my eventual escape. I'd learnt how to manipulate him and increasingly came to recognise he was controlled by and controllable through, his cock.
I leant that if I could deflect a beating with a rape, I was much better off.
The panic attacks when he threatened violence continued to be real, but I found I could think rationally enough to magnify my display of fear, while presenting to him whatever views of me might turn his attack to a rape. Practice soon made perfect. Upskirt or cleavage views if I was still in my outdoor clothes, spread apart legs as I curled myself up, if I was in the indoor ones.
I'd read, long before my first rape, that you can help with a panic attack by focusing on a single object. The difficulty is that when someone's hitting you with their fist, it is difficult to concentrate on anything other than the oncoming fist; and that's not very reassuring.
But, internally, Frank's erection, in a strange way, became my soothing object of calm. It told me I wasn't going to be beaten, 'only' raped.
I knew I had to satisfy Franks desire to punish me by putting up every appearance of finding the rapes the worst possible fate and resist them accordingly. But I soon worked out at what point physical resistance led to me being hurt and walked the fine line of taking it to the edge of that but not further. And my ability to put on a show of vocal resistance and expressions of pain and suffering and magnified displays of shaking and physical displays of fear and hurt constantly improved. I even managed to let my body absorb some of the violence of his thrusts by rag dolling under him to the extent his weight on me would permit; that very act, accompanied by an appropriate squeal, convincing him of the effectiveness of punishment.
Unaware of its sexual power, I continued to wonder at the length of time Frank took pawing at my mons as he knelt over me before stripping my panties. I also noted the way he knelt over me, engrossed in enjoying whatever sexual fetish he was indulging himself in, exposed him to a lifted knee to the groin. It was a carefully taken decision to not exploit that. If I did, I knew I would bring a world of pain and suffering on myself that would far outweigh the pleasure of hurting Frank. Lying there in a show of frozen, shaking fear was a much better act of self-preservation.
Anyhow, while his stroking of my mons wasn't hitting any buttons for me, it did at least alert my body of the need to prepare for penetration, considerably reducing, or even eliminating, the hurt of that when it came.
And if I played my cards right, I wouldn't even end up being penetrated. Just occasionally, he'd get too excited and ejaculate into the gusset of my panties as he jerked against it -- sometimes assisted by my placing a thigh where it rubbed against his erection as he jerked at me -- or even just boil over while pawing at my pantie covered mons.
That sense of regaining some control inspired me to plan an escape. Because I knew I'd end up dead if Frank caught me at escaping, it took a lot of time and effort and no small amount of help from my boss at work to make it happen.
Most of my often very substantial pay rises were diverted into a different bank account Frank didn't know about and my boss willingly became the forwarding address for my bank statement, passport and eventually travel documents.
And cruising the Pacific on private yachts not only fulfilled a dream I'd had, but put me where Frank just couldn't track me down for several years.



On that fateful day, with Frank in the UK last I heard and the international lockdown Australia imposed at the start of COVID making it almost impossible for non-Australians to come to Australia and even for citizens to get home, I had let my guard relax.
Liddy was still trapped back in New York, Ellen was at work, Ellen's kids out with the au pair.
I'd had such a good morning. Working at home at my accounting practice, I'd solved a really difficult problem for a client and had efficiently got done some work I'd had in the 'too hard' basket for a while.
Taking my lunch break by giving myself some time sitting reading a book in a bikini on the sunbed down at the pool, Ned had come down just as I settled in down there.
He sat next to me on the sun bed, putting a kind hand on my knee as he asked...
"I'm going down to Mona Vale to get a roast for dinner and do some shopping. Is there anything you want?"
I looked at him. He was dressed in a pair of shorts and a t shirt. It was true he was no longer in his prime. But he still had a man's man look about him and his deportment, in the best possible sense of that term. Tall, slender, strongly built, with a proud posture, the time he spent exercising with me was well spent.
Both Ellen and I had shared him in a massive root before we'd got out of bed that morning; one that had left both of us screaming out multiple orgasms and curled up into fucked out balls of out of control rolling climaxes; and yes, I admit, I was way more out of control than Ellen. And I'd had the benefit of his cum shot.
So I wasn't sex deprived, however insatiable I might be.
Still, there was something in the kindness of his voice and the softness of his touch that had an electric effect on me. I knew he was on something of a time limit to get the shopping done and get home to get it cooking. He hadn't come down to ask me that with any expectation I'd seduce him. But I couldn't help myself as a flood of endorphins caused my clit to respond to his touch.
I slid my hand up his thigh and into his pants as I responded...
"Maybe an erection."
My hand in his pants found him commando. Normally in this warm weather, Ned's standard household clothing is a pair of speedos, in the same way that Ellen's and mine is a small bikini. Sometimes when he's going out he just puts a pair of pants over those. If it's warm and muggy though he'll take them off and go commando like today.
As my fingers wrapped themselves around his manhood, Ned obligingly gave me what I asked for.
With my free hand, I grabbed the neckline of his t shirt and pulled his face towards me for a kiss. Ned didn't resist. Nor did he resist as I stripped him out of his t shirt.
As we continued to kiss, Ned's hand came up and cupped my breast, teasing the nipple into a hard, sensitive and highly stimulating, jutting tower in my bikini top.
The point of mutual passions had been passed and I maneuvered our combined, intertwined bodies into a lying down position on the sunbed -- the double bed sized sunbed I'd asked Ned to buy just for this purpose - facing each other as our hands explored the other's body.
Ned sensuously slid the back of his hand that was previously on my nipple down my chest and stomach until it passed onto my mons, reversing his hand to cup it and use his fingers to push my bikini gusset into my crease until he could finger my clit through it. At the same time, his teeth moved aside the tiny bikini triangle covering my breast and he started sucking my nipple.
I brought the hand I'd had up the leg of his pants over and stuck it down the elasticised front, pulling it down to expose his erection, just as Ned also moved his hand down the front of my bikini pants to directly play with the flesh of my clit, before penetrating me with two fingers to rub against my g spot.
As Ned used the thumb of the hand fingering me to stimulate my clit, I could do little but lie back and surrender to the powerful effects of his triple stimulation of me; nipple, clit and g spot. Ned knew how to make me cum the first time quickly and this was it.
All I could do was maintain my hold on his erection as he turned my body into a quivering mass of growing arousal. Holding his head to my chest with my free hand, I felt the building climax suffuse through every bit of my body, causing it to tingle with pleasure.
Quickly, I was moaning loud enough to be heard by the neighbours 500 meters away; I know that because they tell me.
Indecently quickly Ned made me cum with a loud cry. My orgasm took control of my body as it threw my hips into the air and caused it to rock from side to side as Ned unrelentingly kept stimulating me, waiting for my signal to stop that I had no inclination to give him.
At least until I started to pull his pants off his butt and whisper in his ear...
"I know you're in a hurry. Just go the animal on me."
Almost immediately Ned used the hand down my pants to start sliding them off my conveniently raised hips and down my legs which I helpfully folded to let him get it off my feet. And always one to prefer fucking me naked, he enthusiastically reached under me to pull the strings on my bikini top and discard that too. All while I had hooked a toe on his pants and pulled them down and off him.
As Ned rolled on top of me, it was two naked bodies, fully aroused and ready for some fast paced horizontal folk dancing.
For those not familiar with the 'go the animal' request, it is quite simply a request -- make that demand -- for Ned to really unleash his lust on us in a display of almost selfish, man on top, penetrative sex.
It started because Ellen and I thought Ned was just being too polite and considerate. Sometimes we really want to feel his lust and excitement as he made love to us, whatever the books might say. And actually, 'fucking us' is probably a more emotive way of putting it.
I especially gain a lot from a display on unremitted lust. I have a deep need to feel that lust; largely as a result of Frank's running down of me.
Ned took a while to fully comply with our requests. He needed some training. Mine was with words, Ellen's with a good hard slap on the bottom and a demand to get on with it.
But by this stage, Ned knew what he had to do. He excitedly penetrated me and went for it.
Both Ellen and I probably like it because it still works for us. Many women might not get off on mere thrusting penetrative sex.
But Ellen's clit is big enough and well enough positioned to get stimulated by Ned's shaft as he bangs away at her. And I just seem to be one of those small percentage of women who'll cum to missionary positioned penetrative sex.
And cum to him I did. A noisy once and then a screaming second time as Ned grunted loudly with the effort before blowing his own load in a bellowing moan, collapsing down on me and going through all the shakes and shudders he get with a really good orgasm.
He was still hard and inside me, no doubt worried about appearing to bang and run, when I slapped him on the bottom and told him...
"Just what the lady asked for. Now you better get off for your shopping before we don't have dinner served on time."
I still felt fantastic as he withdrew a fairly full erection from me, the final drops of cum falling on my mons, before he struggled to fit it back in his pants and get dressed to leave.
At my own leisurely pace, I let Ned cum discharge into a corner of the towel I'd brought down with me, wiped myself down and put my bikini back on to continue reading.
And then my day was made by having a koala walk past the far end of the pool glass fence and climb a tree just outside the fence
I'd just been filming the koala on my phone and was about to switch over to review the shot when I heard a voice that sent a chill through my whole body...
"Hello Amy. Long time, no see."
I looked up. There was Frank. Dressed in a non-descript pair of board shorts, a collared summer short sleeve shirt and flip flops, he held a large kitchen knife in his right hand. Distracted, I'd not noticed or heard as he'd snuck quietly inside the pool gate and to within five meters of me.
He'd aged a lot and not in a good way. The tall athletic body that had originally lured me to his side was now flabby, overweight and florid. Probably 100 kg (220lbs) or more, his face was puffy and skin blotchy. In short, he was gross. But against my 50kg frame, his size alone was intimidating.
With him blocking my only exit from the pool area, I considered my options. I should be able to outrun him, if only I could get a clear break. But, whichever way around the pool I went, he could get to the gate faster and even if I did manage to beat him to the gate somehow, the time spent fumbling the childproof lock to get it open would be my undoing.
I quickly returned my phone to the video record function I'd had it on and propped it on the towel next to me; able to be grabbed quickly but also to leave my hands free for whatever might follow. I knew if I tried to call the police I'd be dead before they answered the phone.
I also knew him well enough that if I did try and run, I'd push him to a frenzy of immediate action. If I got out the gate, great. But if he got anywhere near me, I'd be subjected to a crazed stabbing attack.
He knew he had my path blocked and continued to walk cautiously towards me.
"Hello Frank. What are you doing here?"
"I've come for you."
"What do you mean come for me?"
"I've come to punish you for the evil you did to me."
I knew there was no point trying to rationalise who was to blame for my running away or for its consequences. Franks reality would be whatever he deemed it to be and trying to argue would simply enrage him.
"What do you mean punish me?"
"I think that should be obvious."
It was. Frank would have no hesitation in killing me. But Frank had one weakness; one that always overwhelmed even his anger and violence. It was one that just maybe gave me my best hope of escape as long as nothing had changed in the years since I'd left him. My question had simply been directed to encourage that path of action. My voice quivered as I asked...
"You're not going to rape me are you?"
The question wasn't moot. A full erection was evident in the flimsy material of his board shorts. I was dressed in a particularly provocative bikini; the style the Screw Girls have always called cum catchers because the men around us go off prematurely during foreplay when we're wearing them.
The pants were very similar to the panties Frank would make me wear under the frumpy clothing he made me dress in when I went out. Indeed, the bikini pants were probably way sexier on Frank's scale of such things and the top way more so than even the bras Frank would have me wear.
I hadn't forgotten that Frank thought first and foremost with his cock.
In this case I didn't think being raped would save me from being killed by him. But distracting him with that possibility might give me an opening not otherwise available to me.
Still, his answer was as expected...
"That first, then I'm going to punish you. And then punish that man for taking you away from me and fucking my girl."
There was an eerie dissonance in his avoidance of the work 'kill'. But I found his threat to kill Ned the most bone chilling of all, and I hated to think what would happen if Ellen walked in on the scene.
My whole body was shaking in fear. That I couldn't control and didn't want to. I knew Frank would enjoy seeing that. But what he didn't realise was my mind was clear. It was able to process the fact I would soon either be free of him or dead; with the only consolidation being that the knife was big and sharp enough and Frank would be in such a frenzy, that the end should be quick, unless he decided to give me a good fist beating first. And even that latter prospect offered some hope, since I'd learned a lot about how to defend myself against that in the interim years.
My heart skipped a beat when, holding the knife defensively in front of him, he used his spare hand to drop his pants to the ground and stepped out of them. There was nothing underneath except a towering erection. As far as it went, that was good. That was always how Frank thought he was intimating me; unsheathing his erection as a sort of threat of what was to come. He thought he was letting me stew in my fear. In fact he was reassuring me I was about to suffer the lesser of the possible outcomes. At least initially.
He liked to be naked as he started his sexual attacks on me; both for his pleasure and as part of the intimidation; towering over me with his naked body so much bigger than mine and taking pleasure in filling my field of vision with his erection. So I wasn't surprised when he took the risk of taking off his shirt too. But the buttons let him do a slow reveal which didn't offer me a chance for escape by blocking his view or the path of the knife.
From there I knew he'd take his time. Time during which I was supposed to suffer mental torture, to prolong my suffering in my anticipation of what was to come.
As I backed up in a seating position against the arm rest of the sunbed, still shaking crazily, he slowly approached me, the knife still intimidatingly held in front of him.
He knelt on the sunbed just beyond my feet. As he grabbed a foot in each hand, the cold steel of the flat blade pressed against my ankle in the hand that held the knife. Normally I would have put up a token kicking resistance at this stage, but the proximity of the knife made that unwise.
He dragged me towards him, giving him room to lay me out flat on my back and then straddle me.
So far he was completely following the pattern of his relationship rapes of me. That was good. With my legs between his as he straddled me, I wondered if it was yet the opportunity I was looking for to crush his balls. But the knife was wrongly positioned; pointing downward towards me and too easily buried in me, even if just as part of him bending over in agony.
He lay down on top of me with the knife in his right hand resting against my left bicep. He wormed and squirmed his way up until the tip of his erection pushed hard into the gusset of my bikini pants. That too was part of his old habits; part of the process of intimidation and domination and his own self pleasuring.
In his mind, his shaft was put where it was to tell me what was about to happen to me and, he thought, to hurt me as he jerked it harder and harder into my crotch. But it also constituted a significant part of the sexual pleasure he derived from the rape.
It wasn't nice. But nor was it nearly as painful as I made out. Then as now, I played the role that kept me safest; whimpering and crying out in apparent pain, squirming about over the background shaking of my body, physically resisting as much as I dared and begging him to stop hurting me and not to rape or hurt me.
Meanwhile he took his time pawing at me. This too was a process I now more clearly understood. The panties he made me wear were always tight fitting, very brief and made of a silky stretch material. He never really discovered or thought about making me wear bikini pants like the ones I wear now, but they were an even more idealised version of what he once made me wear.
And as he pawed at me, what he loved doing -- spent most of the time doing -- was rubbing his hand on the silky material that tightly covered my butt cheek and mons. With Ned, and most guys, their obsession is with breasts. I could never really understand why Frank paid so little attention to them until I came to realise, he was a butt guy.
In the old days, this was also the time he would tell me how ugly I was, how lucky I was to have someone like him to even stay with me and how my vagina looked so hideous he was going to leave my panties on until the last moment before he fucked my arse off me and I should be thankful to him for being willing to do it.
But now he started telling me how evil I had been for leaving him; downloading on me his whole self-pitying tale of my breech of his trust and the calculated nastiness of my abandonment of him and the impact it had had on him while calling me a slut and every other name he could think of.
As I lay under him with the knife pushed against my bicep, there wasn't any doubt he could feel my whole body shaking as he lay flat on top of me. The shaking was real; an uncontrollable panic reaction to this situation he was well familiar with. I could only hope it signalled to him I was the same cowed girl who ran away from him, one who might resist but never fought back in a way that offered any threat to him.
The decision not to fight back then had been calculated. Unless I could be sure I'd never have to be with him again, any physically resistance would be meet with even more force and punishment.
The difference today was the absolute necessity to fight back when the moment came.
It was gross having his body on top of me. I could feel his precum penetrating the gusset of my pants and his sweat smearing my body as he excited himself by squirming about on top of me. His damp left hand was forced under my butt and all over the right cheek and even pushing my pants into my crack, rubbing it in the most annoying way.
As he brought his head alongside mine and the rough, spiky flesh of his cheek brushed against me, he gloated...
"I'm going to enjoy your slutty ugly body one more time while it's still warm. Think about it Amy. I might use it for my pleasure again while it's cooling. Maybe while that stupid thieving boyfriend of yours is tied up watching me molesting your dead body before I deal with him too."
If he wanted me to squeal in fear, it worked. I did. And it was real.
For what seemed like a long time, he repeatedly jerked his shaft hard into my crotch as he pawed at my body. But that knife continued to rest against my left bicep, all too ready to strike. As I played my role of a woman overcome with fear and pain, I had to bide my time.
His need to penetrate me and ejaculate finally boiling over, he again sat up straddling my thighs.
Leaning forward, he slid the knife under the lower string tie of my bikini top between my breasts, sliding the cold steel of the blunt edge across the skin of my chest. It was here I was relying on Frank's need for perfection. Relying on the fact a bleeding Amy would not be as perfect to him as one whose skin was still flawless. That he wouldn't cut me until he'd sexually finished with me.
Given his OCD, how he'd carry through with his threat to violate my dead, blood soaked body I didn't know and didn't care. I'd either be dead and oblivious to it or it wasn't going to happen.
Holding the string tightly, Frank severed it and pushed both triangles aside to expose my breasts, pawing at both breasts with his left hand.
Bringing the knife up, he slid the blunt edge slowly across my neck as he severed the top string tie where it ran down to the right side of my neck, slowly unwrapping the strings so that the top fell away completely, then lifting each arm to let him tuck the triangles under my upper arms and spread them out flat on the cushion.
Lifting himself more upright, he looked down at the bulge of my mound. With the knife angled flat up my stomach, he brought his right hand to cup the tiny bikini pants covering of it. His fingers, retaining only a loose grip on the knife, pointing up to my navel, his wrist down between my thighs as he rubbed it up and down, bitterly growling...
"I've got six years of accumulated cum I'm going to fill that slutty vagina of yours with. I hope you drown in it. You've brought this on yourself and deserve everything thing you get. I'm going to fuck you so hard I'll split you open before I even have to finish you with the knife."



But he wasn't finished with my mons yet. He kept rubbing it before turning his hand sideways and stroking his thumb up and down it.
I could sense Frank was almost reluctant to move on from this stage. His eyes were obsessively boring into my crotch, his erection surging as he teased himself with its visual delight. I could almost sense he was torn between his need to take revenge for being denied its pleasure for the last six years and yet, with the reality of once again savouring playing with it, confronting the realisation what he was about to do would destroy it and deny it to him forever.
He ran a finger down the front of my mons, pushing the front piece of my bikini pants deeply into the crease that ran up most its length. He contemplated it, then flattened it out again, stretching the material into a smooth covering of the bulge.
While I shook and whimpered under him, I contemplated whether this was the moment. But the knife still rested on my stomach and he was squatting lower on my thigh, almost sitting on it, offering a limited angle of attack to his balls. If his old habits could be relied upon, his rise into an upright kneeling position as he took the panties off was the optimum moment of attack.
Eventually it seemed Frank decided to move forward. He lifted the string waistband of my bikini pants off my right hip and slowly slid the knife under it in a way that emphasised the push of the blunt edge against the top of my thigh. Looking me evilly in the eyes, he slowly severed the thin elastic exactly where it joined the top right corner of the front piece...
"I'm enjoying this. I should have cut your clothing off you when you were with me and you might have realised the stupidity of going."
I could see he was enjoying it. His erection was surging and copiously leaking pre-cum from the tip.
The cut edge of the side elastic had sprung back, but still came to rest on the edge of my hip. With all the pedantic care of someone with obsessive compulsive disorder, he carefully laid the side elastic out straight on the cushion next to me, momentarily leaving the material covering my mons in place.
He stared down at his handiwork for a moment, clearly exciting himself; obviously still postponing the completion of his task to let him saviour it for longer
I could see it was almost reluctantly that he eventually cut the waist elastic on the other side; once again laying the severed elastic in a straight line next to my hip.
With the waistband severed, with the knife resting across my stomach, slowly he peeled back the material covering my mons with his left hand.
He stared at it as he peeled it back. He stroked his thumb along the length of that part of my crease that ran vertically up the bulge of my mons. Then he seemed to have a change of mind, placing the material back on my mound and ironing it out smooth with his fingers, staring at it some more.
I can but guess that, feeling in total control, Frank could feel unperturbed by indulging himself in one final play with and visual absorption of the pleasure my mons gave him.
But I could sense his brain torn between his desire to pleasure himself with it and that to destroy it with my death.
Again he delayed by peeling it back again, fingering my exposed mons and replacing and smoothing out the material.
Through all of this I was still shaking uncontrollably while begging Frank to let me go, not to rape me and not to kill me and squealing appropriately when he intimately manhandled me. But I was also looking for the moment to strike back.
My time was limited. It was very likely that once he ejaculated, my death would quickly follow. I suppose there was a chance he might wait for another erection and another round, or even give me a beating first. But his refractory period was never short, Frank might feel the time pressure of Ned's return home, I would have already been stripped of the garments he obsessed over and his sense of perfection would have been spoilt by his own cum spilling out of my vagina. The odds weren't in my favour.
I sensed my moment may have come as he used the right hand, in which he held the knife, to forceful pull my bikini pants from under me. His purpose had been to humiliate and hurt me by pushing the butt of the knife into my crotch as he did it. But I'd forced my own butt as hard into the cushion as I could, to pin the pants under me, and to resist his pull. When it suddenly released and came out, he nearly stabbed himself in the stomach.
Gloating at having stripped me, he still knelt upright towering over me as, still holding the bikini pants in his right hand, he raised the gusset of the pants to his face, sniffing deeply at it. The knife now was under his nose, the shaft horizontal, pointing to his left...
"I'll take this one last opportunity to take in the smell of the living Amy. I always liked the smell of you. Think about it though. Your body isn't going to smell so nice as it starts to rot, is it. Pity. I might keep these pants because that moment is not very far away. Aren't you sorry you left me now?"
He closed his eyes as he sniffed deeply at them again, almost mewling in the pleasure he seemed to derive from it. The moment had come. If I didn't take it now his prophesy would come true.
I did something he didn't expect me to do, because I hadn't done it in the ten years he'd had me, even though he'd been in this position innumerable times.
I brought my knee up hard between his legs. As he cried out and bent forward in pain, I rose to a sitting position and hit the side of his head with my left fist. I'd needed to hit with my left hand to avoid the pointy end of the knife, and in the hope he might tumble him off me and onto the slate surround of the pool on which the sun bed sat. Unfortunately both the fact I had to hit him on the rise and with my left arm meant it wasn't the hardest hit I could have achieved.
But it caught him off guard and caused him to half sever the tip of his nose with the knife, leaving him leaning half off the sun bed, dripping blood from his nose and bent over with his left hand between his legs to deal with the pain in his balls.
He was momentarily disorientated and in a state of surprised shock and pain. I had to keep up the momentum of my attack until he was disabled. Whether it was in preparation to stab me or just to get the weapon away from his face didn't matter. As soon as I saw his right hand and the knife in it start to move, I used my right hand to push it hard back repeatedly against his face. This caused him multiple cuts his cheek and, with it getting close to his eye, to drop the knife onto the ground, just as I landed another blow to the side of his head with my left fist and raised my knee for another hit on his balls.
The knee to the balls wasn't as effective as the first kick because his hand was partly in the way and I didn't have as much swing room with him in his bent over, squatting down, state. But the punch to his head carried with it all the power my body could muster.
Stunned, he tumbled limp onto the ground, the knife somewhere under his body and his head hitting the hard slate with a noticeable crack as he got laid out flat on his back. But I still wasn't taking any chances. As my eyes followed his path, I saw as he landed his right arm start to rise from its landing position out to the side.
I rolled off the sunbed, landing a knee to his groin as my right hand pinned his right shoulder and the left pushed his right hand down with all my weight. With his forearm resting over the edge of the pool, I managed to dislocate his shoulder and cause a compound fracture of his forearm as I snapped it against the edge of the pool, all in one fell swoop.
Frank was now screaming and writhing in pain.
I got off him, as much to get away from the convulsions of his body as anything.
As I stood between his legs and looked down at his pathetic naked body, I wondered how much further I should take it while he was in this vulnerable state.
I won't say the thought of improving the world by stabbing him through the heart, or even just cutting off his cock and balls, didn't occur to me. At the least it would stop him ever hurting another woman like he did me; and very possibly whatever woman he was dominating in the years since I'd left.
Surprisingly, it wasn't hate I felt. Just an overwhelming desire for him never to be part of my life again, or for him never to hurt anyone else.
But I was thinking rationally enough to know that would put me in jail. The point of self-defence had passed. And I certainly didn't want the rest of my life burdened by the thought I'd actually killed someone; however vile they might be. That would actually be letting Frank cause the ultimate psychological damage to me.
His disabled arm was dripping blood into the pool where the bone stuck out. So without any great kindness, I brought it back over his body, causing him excoriating pain though the dislocated shoulder. Then I just couldn't resist giving him one last kick to the balls by stomping down on them with the back of my heel.
Frank was now screaming like a banshee.
Still keeping an eye on him, given the knife was still under his body, I reached for my phone to call the police; suggesting they might need an ambulance too.
Because we were out in the acreage area, it took them fifteen minutes for the first vehicle to reach us - the ambulance - finding me only partly wrapped in a towel, with a dried cum stain from where I'd cleaned up after having sex with Ned positioned right on my left nipple. But I was but otherwise naked, since I couldn't leave Frank to go and get dressed least he accessed the knife. He was still squealing in pain when they arrived; me ever ready to crush his balls again if he tried to move.
When I pointed out he'd tried to kill me and the knife was still under his body, they decided we could wait for the police before they attended to him however much he screamed in pain.
The first police car arrived a few minutes later, followed by a second, making four officers in attendance.
I briefly told them who he was, what had happened and that a knife was under him; also indicating I thought my phone had videoed the whole thing, or at least so much as was in focus after my hasty setting up of the camera.
It turns out the knife had penetrated his back as he'd fallen. Not deeply, but enough to compound his problems and leave even more blood on the poolside slate. With the help of the ambos, the knife was removed and, with my bikini pants which had ended up wrapped around it, put into evidence bags. That allowed the paramedics to more comprehensively access Frank and let me go and get dressed.
When I came back out, the ambos were still trying to reduce Frank's pain and get him ready for transport, the police standing by. I took the chance to show them the footage I'd recorded on my phone. It was better than I thought. It had captured my body from my jaw down to my knees and Frank's up to his neck when he was kneeling up; so more than enough, combined with the sound, to provide the full story.
But that meant my phone had to go into evidence too, as did my cut away bikini top.
Ned arrived home while the police and ambos were still there and was horrified by what had happened in his absence, almost in tears at the thought of what I'd been through and the possibility of losing me.
And Ellen, when she arrived home was almost inconsolable at the turn of events. The irony was, I had to comfort her; but very much appreciated the love inherent in her reaction.
As the word spread, I was almost overcome with the love shown to me by so many friends. Issie, Julie, Tash all our neighbours, my boss and work friends and so many others. My shoulders seemed permanently wet from people crying on them. It was clear these emotions were heart felt, not token gestures to comply with social norms. It really made me appreciate how lucky I'd been in my new life in Australia and what a contrast it was with my life with Frank in the UK.
Far from traumatised, I felt stronger than I ever had. Frank had come after me and I'd defeated him.
In hospital, he was found to have a cracked skull to compound the injury to his shoulder and arm, and a testicle so damaged it had to be removed. Personally I thought the world would have been better if they'd both been terminally damaged. A missed opportunity.
I now knew he'd spend time in jail, be deported back to the UK and I could be certain he'd never be allowed in Australia again.
In the next 24 hours, more of the story emerged.
Just outside the property, he'd parked the hire car he'd used and sat waiting until Ned had left the property. In the boot were several bottles of bleach, horse syringes, gaffer tape and a plastic sheet. The police said the bleach was probably intended to try and destroy any DNA evidence. In short, rape had always been part of his intention. As for the gaffer tape and plastic sheet, we never did find out. Although they did wonder whether the threat to tie up Ned might have involved an inclination to commit a second rape of me in front of him.
It was also found Frank had got into Australia notwithstanding the ban by becoming part of a film crew and getting a special exemption and then quarantining. So he'd gone to a fair bit of effort.
The video, the knife and the cut away clothing all made the case easy to prosecute and took a lot of heat out of the defence's cross examination of me. It's not that the defence lawyers didn't try to make me look like the party at fault.
My bikini pants were found to have on them traces of Ned's cum and my juices, in addition to Frank's pre-cum. But their attempts to slut shame me came to naught and made Frank look even more like the creep he was. If they thought I would be embarrassed by having to admit to being part of a polygamous relationship and having intense sex with someone twice my age, they didn't know me very well, or of my willingness to happily download the full story on anyone silly enough to ask.
I could answer all their questions with my head held high and my voice clear. Better still, in explaining I'd only ever had two lovers in my life, one who abused and raped me and another who'd offered me unconditional love and thoughtful, wonderful sex, it let me give them a full picture of what life with Frank had been like.
They also tried to slut shame me on the bikini I was wearing. But apart from the fact I was in my own home, I wasn't afraid to tell them that after being controlled by Frank and made to wear ugly, unflattering clothing, I enjoyed the ability to wear clothing that displayed and flattered my figure. And I gave them a similar answer when they tried to use the sexualised travelogue YouTube videos the Screw Girls and I had posted on our channel against me.
Finally they tried to paint me as a mere gold digger. I could see Ned almost incandescent with rage at that attack on me. But here again I felt I had nothing to be ashamed about. Ned let me live cheaply and save most of my income -- in contrast, I was able to say, to Frank who took it all for himself and controlled my spending. But that had let me buy and pay off a house in Mona Vale which I had rented out. I had low needs, asked little of Ned and I was providing for my own future and when Ned had wanted to change his will to let me share his estate with his children, I had asked him not to. I was confident of my future ability to stand on my own two feet.
There was little doubt Frank had committed a well-planned sexual assault with intention to rape or that he had come to kill me.
As I stepped down from the witness box the judge congratulated me on the clarity of my testimony and on the left hook which the video showed me knocking Frank to the ground with.
But on that first night, Ned didn't know how to deal with me; almost afraid I'd develop a permanent dislike of men and not want to be touched by one.
I had to persuade him it wasn't the case. Ned's love and caring was the very opposite of Frank's attitude to me, and I desired his love and touch, and a whole lot more of his body, as the best medicine for the trauma of the day.
He was horrified when he found me out cleaning up the blood around the pool later in the day. He'd been too busy fussing after me to even think about that being important yet, but I was looking for something to do.
That night as we settled into bed, I had him cuddle and penetrate me, wanting to and succeeding in falling asleep in his arms with his manhood inside me.
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There's a change of perspective here, as Amy narrates the next leg of the adventure.
Amy thinks Ned has a pretty good reading on her and the other girls, but sometime prefers to speak for herself, and maybe take the chance to reverse the position and open up on her relationship with Ned.
.................................................................................................................................................................
I supposed I'd like to start this by saying that Ned is such a dear in organising this trip to Hamilton Island Race Week in such a short time. When I saw the information on it, it looked like such an exciting thing to participate in.
I suppose part of why I love him so much is embodied in his ready, unreserved agreement to my suggestion, even though I was completely oblivious as to how much work and planning Ned knew he had to do to make it happen. But he did it just the same.
And I was really pleasantly surprised by how quickly all the others piled in.
It was lucky for me the event was in August. With the tax and accounting year finishing in Australia on the 30th June, August offers a bit of a hiatus from the busiest times, even for a reasonably senior accountant like me. And of course, since he works for my firm, it meant Adam could get time off too.
But Liddy, Ellen and Harry are all doctors and Shelley is a nurse, so for them to all be able to get time off at such short notice was incredible, even if Harry could only join us for the racing.
I was disappointed that Issie's engineering role didn't seem to offer the same degree of flexibility and she could initially only take off the time we needed to bring the boat up to Hamilton Island, so I was really excited when she got an extension of her time off too. After all, Issie is the member of the Screw Girls I've known the longest. In navy parlance, we are the plank owners of the whole Screw Girl thing (even if Ned thinks he owns the yacht).
It was Issie and I who seduced Ned in the first place and who wrangled Ellen aboard with us when she felt at risk from the rather mean owners of the yacht she was on at the time. It was Ned and I who most felt the pain of loss as Issie felt the need to go home to Italy as her body's maternity clock started screaming at her.
I can't deny things had changed by the time Issie came back more than a year later. Relationships and the active membership of the Screw Girls had moved on, but the bond between us was as strong as ever. And Issie is an 'organiser' unlike any of the others. When she's aboard, things happen in a good way. Only Tash was ever able to fulfil that role in her absence.
What I didn't think enough about, even if I suspect Ned was instantly alert to the issue, was how complex the sexual arrangements would be. When it was just Ned and the Screw Girls, it didn't matter. A cynic might say it was just one big orgy, but that simplifies it too much. We worked with an understanding that we were all sharing Ned and we all needed our sexual needs satisfied and Ned's ability to do so protected -- which is why Issie introduced the whole 'fuck me' clothing concept. In that context, my inability to suppress my screaming while I'm having good sex with Ned didn't matter. It was just a case of 'Amy's at it again'.
But as Ned will tell you, there are times I'm a bit naive. Because, in the end, my screaming was the source of, shall we say, some difficulties as we sailed on this trip. Yachts are small things and sound travels. Especially for Ellen and Issie, as former Screw Girls, the ear piercing sounds of their former lover banging away at me caused no small degree of frustration.
And while Ned was worried about Shelley and Adam too, part of that was because he had a rather innocent assumption their relationship was still being operated on something of a, cough, plutonic level, instead of the 'fucking like rabbits' level it was actually at.
Anyway, I was mighty glad when we got ahead of schedule and had time to explore some of the beautiful islands up here; more so when it gave me the chance to do so alone with Ned and find a quiet alcove where we could explore a lot more than geography.
But I was also thinking forward to the fact we'd be sharing a three bedroom unit with this group and it may have some of the same noise limitations as the yacht. So I was very chuffed that Whitehaven Beach had offered one last chance for a good full throated rooting before we moved onto Hamilton.
It wasn't long after Ned and I got back to the yacht that we pulled the anchor up to complete the last leg of our journey to Hamilton Island for the regatta.
I suppose we'd all got some idea of what awaited us at the Island. During the course of this weekend, more than a hundred yachts were going to be transferring into the marina there, of which we were just one. The overwhelming majority of the crews were going to be men.
Now all the women on board might be spoken for in one way or another, but that's not to say we weren't willing to indulge in a bit of innocent fun and teasing. Ellen and I, with a lot of encouragement from Issie and a willing participation by Liddy and Shelley, had decked out the crew in uniforms, starting with the bikinis and working out from there, that were intended to attract attention.
We never intended to be wallflowers. Going right back to when we were cruising the Pacific, the yacht had a vibe; even if it was one of near naked women. We had resolved to keep that vibe. More than that, to make it the boat's signature feature.
Why a bunch of us girls would want to flaunt ourselves like that is a fair question; even if the answers -- because each has their own to that -- are complex and sometimes beyond explanation.
I might leave myself temporarily out of some of the generalisations I'm about to make, but a foundation would have to be the confidence each has in themselves. They're not afraid of their bodies; and rightfully so given that each of them is absolutely stunning.
But Issie was the starting point. She always flaunted herself. Not necessarily with any specific purpose. She was just naturally inclined to tiny bikinis and sexy clothing. It was just a habit.
When the relationship with Ned started, as far as Issie was concerned, what was previously a habit became a rule. Issie figured that, with the age difference, Ned needed all the help he could get in servicing the sexual needs of the multiple women on the boat and running around in front of him half naked in what she designated as 'fuck me' clothing, if not completely naked, was a good way of 'keeping his testosterone up' as Issie so elegantly put it.
So in a way, Issie just continues to be Issie.
Ellen's, willingness indeed enthusiasm, is a way more complex story.
From the day she first came aboard the yacht, you could just see she had the hots for Ned and he for her, even though he's more than twice her age. They both know its unnatural. Something in a phenomenal exchange is the best they can do to describe the reason for it. Now while she, as someone who wanted kids, had the common sense to realise she needed a more age appropriate husband once the cruise was over and we were back in Australia, and Ned encouraged her to that outcome, Ned's presence still triggers all sorts of hormonal instincts in her.
No longer able to fully share the intimacy of Ned's body, at the least she wants to be able to see him and physically interact him in a minimally dressed state. And if her wearing a tiny bikini and other sexualised clothing is the way of blackmailing Ned into speedos, there's no hesitancy on her part to do so. But it's clear that on top of any blackmailing effect, she wants to flaunt herself in front of him too.
But there's a second part of Ellen that reinforces that result. In that peculiar Aussie way that they have of playfully bagging out each other, Ellen enjoys a good banter. And if the yachts vibe offers some male the opportunity to have a dig at the boat, Ellen loves nothing more than batting things right back to him. So as far as she was concerned the vibe of the yacht was something we brought back from the Pacific cruise and she'll happily participate in it and defend it.
Liddy? Well, in her 50's, she's absolutely stunning. In a complete about turn from her upbringing as a conservative orthodox Jew, when we first met her as she cruised the Pacific on another yacht, her standard at sea clothing was nothing more than a tiny, thong bikini bottom on a yacht where the married couple she was sailing with went naked. So our uniforms -- including the bikinis - are positively modest by comparison (sort of) and were certainly not something she baulked at.
Since both she and Ned came out of long successful and fertile marriages cut off by the early death of their partners, they've easily melded together like a long married couple, just sliding into a loving, mutually supportive relationship. Among the rest of us girls, Liddy fluctuates between acting in a mother role and revelling in just being one of the girls among a group young enough to be her daughters. And if we're going to dress to impress, she's more than willing to follow.
As for Shelley, a bit like Ellen and Ned, she happily flaunts herself in front of Adam, with at least one objective being to keep him as naked as possible too. And given his figure, I don't blame her. Adam's presence has raised the hormonal levels of all the women on the yacht; and I mean that in a good way.
Which bring us to the men, or boys as we like to call them. Both have an aversion to displaying themselves in public in speedos and have needed to be coerced into doing so.
Ned might be of a generation that grew up in them In Australia and they are his preferred garment at sea or around the house on a warm day. But he recognises they are regarded as deeply daggy by my more conservative generation and knows he shouldn't impose them on the general public. Except that there's a gaggle of his present and former lovers on the boat who want to see him in them, regardless of what the general public think. Through the sheer power of female nagging and the bribery of flaunting our own bodies, we've worn him down to comply with our requests.
As a competitive swimmer, Adam's well familiar with needing to wear speedos. But with a completely oversized cock and one that, at his youthful age, Shelley can get to explode into an uncontainable erection at the drop of a hat, or should that be a shake of her bikini framed butt, he has practical concerns about public displays of his body in them.
But that swimmer's body is one that needs to be displayed; at least as far as us girls are concerned. And none of us mind a bit of a perve at that giant cock lying flaccid all the way across to the side seam of his speedos either. So like Ned, he's been nagged and bribed into complying with the boat's uniform policy (by which I mean, Ellen's, Issie's and my uniform policy).
As for me, Ned's analysis of me is pretty right. Frank, my former abusive partner, set out to persuade me I was the ugliest woman in the world and made sure I was never dressed in a way that attracted the attention of other men. Whether I am, as Ned insists, actually the most beautiful woman in the world is a moot point. But what I have discovered is that I am certainly capable of attracting the male gaze, if not a lot more than that. And having that happen is by far and away the best antidote to Frank's suppression of me.
So I positively enjoy flaunting myself and the attention it creates, even if I have developed into a fine art the trick of disappearing into the circle of girls if some suitor becomes too persistent. Because, in the end, and unlike Ellen, I have no intention of having children and do not need a younger father for them. Ned has offered me more love and better sex than I ever thought possible and I have not the slightest desire to take another selection from the lucky dip of single males, however much younger than Ned they are.
But the above was just a long introduction to a decision made by Ellen, Issie and myself as we sailed from Whitehaven Beach towards Hamilton Island marina.
Normally, when we're harbour racing or approaching a marina, we'd be in our Summer race outfits of moulded on and very brief hot pants and small, plunging neck, tight, crop tops in the boat's mid blue colour.
But to create more of a stir, we thought we should make our grand entrance in the boat's uniform mid blue bikinis; yes the ones with the tiny diamond shaped front and Brazilian back and breast revealing tops. Most of us were already dressed like that anyway from a swim we'd had just before leaving the beach, so it was more a case of not getting dressed than of undressing.
As might be guessed, Ned and Adam were reluctant participants in their speedos, but Liddy and Shelley liked the idea and the boys ended up with no choice but to comply.
But Ned's counter point was that he didn't want to make our grand entrance to Hamilton Island Marina with a crusty old guy helming in charge of a bevy full of half dressed women.
So he insisted he surrender complete control of the boat to us; with Ellen on the helm and me in my usual role as crew boss. And so, respecting my orders, he accepted a role as being the guy with a GoPro attached to his cap to be the roving camera to supplement the one I mounted fixed on the stern rail looking up along the length of the boat to film our grand entrance.
As the boat approached the Marina entrance, I went below to follow the protocol of announcing our impending arrival on VHF channel 68, the channel identified in our handbook as the Marina's working channel.
My conversation with them was broadcast on the repeater microphones we had set up in the cockpit.
"Hamilton Island Marina, Hamilton Island Marina, this is Wanderer, Wanderer."
"Wanderer, this is Hamilton Island Marina."
"Hamilton Island, we are approaching the entrance to your Marina to take up residence for the regatta."
"Rodger Wanderer, stand by on this channel...
Wanderer, we have you booked for berth G-N7.
It is the right hand berth.
If you intend to go bow in, set up your fenders on your starboard side. If stern in then on the port side.
Proceed to the Marina waiting area inside the harbour and await the harbour tender which will show you to your berth and help you dock."
"Rodger and thank you Hamilton Island, Wanderer will proceed to the waiting area."
As I came up on deck, Ellen gave the order for the fenders and mooring lines to be got out and placed along the port side. We'd already discussed whether to go stern or front in. On the one hand, it's a lot easier to manoeuvre the boat into the dock bow in: both because steerage is easier and a combination of an aft spring line and a good bit of helm over rudder wash with appropriately applied power will safely pin you to the dock while all the other lines are made good.
But stern in makes it much easier to board and disembark the boat and is far more sociable in terms of talking to other sailors walking up and down along the marina jetty as one sits in the cockpit having a drink after the race. But the boat is harder to manoeuvre and make fast.
Given Ellen's boat handling skills, stern in was a no brainer.
So as the crew efficiently went around the process of laying out the numerous fenders and trying them to the side of the boat, displaying a line of cutely framed bikini clad bottoms elevated in the air along the side of the boat as they bent down to their task, we proceeded through the entrance to the breakwater, where a reasonably open body of clear water represented the designated waiting area.
We'd barely drifted to a stop as we awaited the arrival of the tender, when a broadcast came over the VHF from an unidentified source...
"All boats, all boats, get a gander at the yacht that has just come into the Marina."
Almost immediately heads started appearing out of companionways up and down the numerous Marina jetties and those already sitting in the yacht's cockpits were seen to stand up and move to the rail. The Marina soon gave the appearance of one continuous line-up of ogling men.
If this was the effect that Ellen, I and the other girls were looking for, we'd got it in spades. As Ned turned his head to scan the line of faces, I knew the GoPro on his hat was doing the same. I knew I was going to get some interesting footage out of this.
From my position near the stern, I looked forward along the length of the boat and felt a pride in our team. Just in front of me, in the centre of the boat was Ellen on the helm. Tall, lithe and confident, she conveyed a sense of being completely in control of the little mini riot we'd stirred up.
From behind and to the side of her I had this stunning view of her butt and the side of her breast. My goodness, she was one sexy woman. That butt, in that tiny bikini, was one to die for. I've seen that butt in action as she crazily humped Ned while we shared a threesome during the cruise -- many times. No wonder her mere presence arouses him so easily.
On the other side of the stern from me was Liddy; a 50ish year old mother of three with flawless skin (a result of a highly modest religious upbringing in New York), a flat stomach and large projecting boobs with a minimal covering -- even if the latter weren't originals.
Forward, now 'dressing ship' (to use the nautical terms for the crew lining the rails) in a very undressed way that no navy would ever permit, was Shelley at the amidships cleat and Issie on the bow, with Adam standing by at the side gate in the lifelines least he needs to jump on the dock to secure the lines.
Ned, in so many ways the man responsible for this, who has changed for the better so many lives, was trying to look indistinct and unimportant as he stood there casting about at the scene we were in the process of creating.
The Marina tender soon arrived and came alongside. They directed us to a path down between two jetties where our docking bay awaited us. Indicating they'd be on the jetty to take our lines, they took off ahead of us to tie up and get themselves on the dock ready for our arrival.
In a way, they needn't have bothered.
Oh yes, when coming into a new dock which doesn't have any lines on it for you to just pick up, it is nice to have someone there to throw them too.
But as Ellen slowly motored down between the jetties something of a small wave of young and not so young men, and more than a few women, from other yachts followed us down the jetties on either side. When we came to a stop and it became evident to everyone which bay we were about to back into, the jetty and the two arms between which we were to place ourselves became crowded with bodies.
Ellen's expert skill and judgement in reversing the boat into the spot counted almost for nought as hands extended out as soon as the yacht was in reach and manually guided the yacht down along the arm. The mooring lines that Issie was holding on the bow, Shelley was holding amidships and Liddy and I were holding at the stern somehow disappeared into the sea of arms and were made fast.
If the tender crew were in there, they went unnoticed.
Look, yachties are generally a friendly and helpful bunch. When we've come into a new jetties before, such as when we took the yacht up to Sail Paradise at the Gold Coast, it is often the case that nearby yachties will come onto the jetty to take your lines without even being asked. But many in this lot were clearly testosterone driven.
Long after the boat was well secured, many lingered on the dock and arm near the boat, chatting up the various women, including a cluster of half a dozen on the dock opposite me, asking questions like...
"Where are you guys from?"



"What division are you in?"
"What sort of boat is this?"
"Where are you staying?"
"What's your name?"
"What are you doing tonight?"
And of course...
"Can I get your number?"
For which the answer is always, sorry, no. At least until I know they'll be happy in the 'friend' zone.
Still, it was a bit strange. I'm standing on a boat deck, well over a meter above their base, so they're looking up me; sometimes at my face, but just as often into my crotch with its tiny bikini covering or up at the underside of my barely covered breasts. As I scanned the group of faces looking up at me, just what they were staring at was always obvious.
I was pleased I didn't feel the slightest bit lacking in confidence or insecure as I stood there talking to them; even knowing the slightly legs askew stance one always adopts on a boat gave them a wonderful view of the concave ridge I know always runs through the crotch of my bikini pants.
Indeed, the elevated positioning had an advantage, whatever exposure it induced. It was like being on a stage. It left me feeling in control and removed from any possibility of an excessive press of bodies, even if I don't get that freaked out by some guy putting himself well inside my personal space.
Ned looked as though he was going around securing the boat. But I knew he was keeping an eye on me; not because he resented me being chatted up by a whole lot of guys -- he almost encourages that -- but because he knows I have limits on how far I like that to go. The attention is flattening and I completely revel in it, but if I guy gets too insistent, I like to be able to run for cover. And Ned -- and some of the others who know me - were standing by to provide that cover if I needed it.
Eventually I was left with two very insistent suitors. Ned could tell I was trying to politely break away from them. Standing in the companionway, he called to me...
"Amy, do you want to come in and get dressed so we can go up to register?"
Which gave me an easy...
"OK. Sorry guys got to go."
Ellen, also looking out for me, excused herself from the couple of males talking to her, came over to me, grabbed me by the hand. With a...
"Come on, we'd better not keep Ned waiting..." she led me to just turn away and disappear down the hatch.
After a cool drink down below to let the scene we'd created settle, we put on our summer boat uniforms; the brief, tight fitting hot pants and crop top for the girls and shorts and tight fitting t shirts for the guys - all in mid blue. We didn't really need to all go up to the race office to register, but there's a mood to a regatta this big that we all wanted to be part of; if not to add to it.
It was a strange sight I have to admit. The whole crew in their uniforms, parading down the dock and then along the waterside promenade towards the race office. Strung out in groups of two or three as we walked, you could see the gaze of every eye -- male or female -- locked onto our group as they walked past us; always with a friendly greeting which we reciprocated.
The race office was up some stairs and a ramp in a large concrete building that overlooked the channel outside the marina that we'd sailed down not that long ago. Inside a very crowded office was a long line of tables with information relevant to our stay and, at the end, where Ned would register and pick up the Sailing Instructions.
As the rest of us surveyed the offerings on the tables, it was clear some of the guys in the room were using the press of bodies to make physical contact with us. I'm not talking about a grope of a breast or crotch. No, more a bringing together of hips, or even the front of their pants pushed firmly against your butt as you leaned over the table. More the sort of contact that can be passed off with a...'sorry'... and as an excuse to start a conversation.
Now I know in this modern world some women are going to regard such uninvited contact as a sexual assault or worse. None of us girls felt that way. We'd knowingly created this situation and each for their own reason found it unobjectionable at the least, and sometimes empowering, even if the situation might have been differently perceived by me if I was in a dark alley by myself.
I was definitely in the empowering category. After all, this situation was the very opposite of the one on Papeete nearly three years ago, where a day out with Issie had left me depressed because all the guys were chatting her up while all but ignoring me; simply because she was dressed (or more like undressed) in her 'look at me' outfit while I was still dressed in the frumpy, figure hiding clothing Frank had trained me to wear. It had left me feeling rejected and ugly -- the very emotions Frank had spent so long inducing in me.
It was Ned's gentle talk to me that night that had led to my epiphany (and ultimately to his bed). And that resulted in me walking around here in male attracting clothing and enjoying the effect it had on them and the attention it brought me; even if I knew to only do it where my safety could be assured from the small number of men who might consider it an invitation to something it wasn't.
With the registration complete, Ned picked up the Golf Buggy we'd booked -- the only versions of cars on the Island -- and we used it to transfer our gear, and everything else we didn't want on our boat while we were racing, up to our three bedroom unit.
It took a couple of trips, but, after taking turns having a refreshing shower, we finally felt that we were properly moved into the unit that would be our accommodation for the next week.
The next thing on most of our agendas was to satisfy our need for the sort of food indulgences you can't get on a small yacht - ice cream, expresso coffees, even just really fresh bread -- magnified by the fact it was lunchtime.
But I realised other indulgences needed to be satisfied when Ned sidled up to me as I was discussing what we were going to go chasing with Ellen and Issie, and quietly indicated...
"Liddy and I might hang back and spend some time here, if you know what I mean. Do you want to stay too?"
I looked at him. Dear Ned, always trying to do the right thing. I'm sure he knew Liddy would like some time alone, but he felt compelled to make sure I was happy to surrender him to her for an hour or so rather than make it a threesome. So it wasn't a request for me to stay, so much as a precautionary invitation.
After what he'd given me at Whitehaven beach this morning, I felt Liddy was more than deserving of some private time with him. As he stood squatting alongside me I slid my hand up the leg of his pants and cupped his balls...
"I'm happy to leave you to Liddy. I'm sure she'd prefer that. Give us a call when you're finished and we might tell you where we are."
We'd noticed a nice looking café down by the harbour, so the rest of us decided to go there for lunch. We were about to walk when Ned suggested we take the Golf Cart, indicating he and Liddy would be happy to follow us on foot.
So the five of us -- its maximum load -- piled into the golf cart; Ellen driving, me in the passenger seat and the other three across the back where golf clubs would be stowed when used for its designed purpose.
We were just driving over the ridge that divides the beachside of the Island from the harbour when I felt this really strange sensation between my legs; well, strange if I'm not in bed with Ned. I felt as if I was being penetrated and becoming highly aroused in response.
As I looked down, a wet patch was soon developing in the crotch of my micro shorts. Ned has always said I'm the wettest woman he's even known when I get aroused. He means it in a good way when we're having sex. But it might not be so good when you're walking around a crowded resort in tight fitting, gaze attracting clothing.
This wasn't the first time this has happened. It's not a frequent thing, which is either good or bad depending on where I am when it happens. I don't know how or why I respond like I do, but it is triggered as Ned has sex with Liddy. When it first happened I thought it must just be a response to knowing Ned was fucking Liddy at about that time. But when it happened at work, in the middle of the day with no foreknowledge of their carnal intentions, and a subtle check with Liddy later confirmed that my reaction and the timing of their carnal games coincided, then the weirdness factor went through the roof.
I've Googled it and couldn't find any sensible references to psychic sexual arousal; but then, who knows what words you should Google to search such a strange thing.
In my mind, if this is psychic driven, as it seems it must be, the connection must be to Ned, not to Liddy. I'm really good friends with Liddy but I just don't feel the sort of bond with her that could possibly drive such a strange phenomenon. With Ned on the other hand, I just feel this incredibly loving, all embracing sense of oneness. I might not have the interlocking auras that seem to exist between he and Ellen, but the sense of oneness is there just the same.
Why if the connection is to Ned, I'd feel a woman's arousal and penetration instead of a feeling of a male appendage penetrating a woman, again I don't know. The thing is I'm more a psychic sceptic than a believer, but I have no real alternative explanation.
Sometimes the connection is weak, and it will be a momentary sensation, sometimes powerful, on one or two occasions enough to make me cum.
This connection was a powerful one. By the time we pulled up at the café I was having trouble controlling my breathing, let alone not starting to moan. And I could feel the gusset of my pants, now hidden between tightly closed legs, wet with my juices. As the other's got out of the cart, I slid into the driver's seat and told them...
"I just have to get something from the yacht."
Quickly driving off and parking as close to the jetty as the traffic control would allow, I got out and sprinted down the jetty to the yacht, thankful we had a berth close to the shore end. It took every ounce of determination I had to make it into the cabin where all I could do was drop onto my knees moaning as I struggled to get my shorts off.
I'd just discarded them onto the bunk alongside me when, with my hand pressed firmly between my legs onto the soaking wet gusset of my bikini, I half turned towards the bunk and face-planted myself into it to supress the moans as I came. And then came again.
I knew Liddy likes cervical stimulation and orgasms. If that was what they were indulging in, then this could go on for an hour. A pleasurable hour, but one hard to explain to the others.
As the extreme stimulation momentarily eased off, I crawled into our master cabin and onto the bunk where I took off my crop top, leaving me dressed only in my bikini. I'd only just got to lie on my back when it started again. Realising I might start screaming as I often do during sex, I rolled over onto my face, once again using the bunk to muffle my moans as I came again. It seemed things were building to a crescendo between Liddy and Ned -- if that is what was driving this. The stimulation was extreme; almost like the g spot bangers Ned gives me. I thought I might even end up squirting.
And then, it was as if I could feel a throbbing of Ned's manhood inside me and the pulsing jets of his cum. One final powerful orgasm left me moaning then panting into the bunk cushion.
As I regained my composure, I could feel I was a wet mess down there. I hadn't squirted, but was wet with my juices just the same.
I eased myself out of my bikini pants and put on a fresh pair which I'd left aboard, taking them into the bathroom to rinse them before going on deck to loop both them and the hot pants around the lifeline to dry in the sun and wind.
Scared he might go a second round, I put on an A line mini skirt over my bikini pants, rather than another pair of hot pants, before driving back to join the others; trying to look far more composed than I felt.
Ellen's eyes settled on me the moment I walked into the café. I saw her scan me up and down, noticing the change of clothes. I figured she might assume I'd got caught out by a time of month thing.
As I approached, she signalled for me to take a chair next to her. Almost as soon as I sat down, she whispered into my ear...
"Did you feel it too?"
My head nearly fell off my neck and my eyes out of their sockets as I jerked back to look at her. The reaction was all she needed to confirm her suspicions. She raised her eyebrows as some sort of nonverbal communication that we were sharing something. This wasn't something we could discuss in company. Looking at the others, Ellen took my hand as she announced...
"We'll be back in a sec."
She dragged me outside where we found a public seat facing the water a little out of the way of passing foot traffic.
"Was that your first time?"
I could tell Ellen was circling around, unwilling to reveal the weirdness of what she was talking about until she was absolutely certain we were on the same page. It would only take a 'first time for what' answer from me to derail the conversation.
"No."
"Is it often or just sometimes?"
"Just sometimes. Not very often really."
"Do you ever come?"
"Rarely, but yes. I did just then."
Ellen finally found the confidence to say the words...
"So you can feel Ned inside you when you think he's making love to someone else?"
"I know he's making love to Liddy. I can check back when I get home."
Ellen visibly relaxed when I gave her a straight answer. She was clearly concerned that I'd recoil in horror or amusement.
"What do you think is causing it?"
"I haven't got a clue. I've Googled it and couldn't find anything. If I was superstitious, I might have said it was some psychic force. A bit like identical twins can sometimes feel what their twin is going through even though they are separated by a distance."
"I always thought it had something to do with what we refer to as our pheromoneal connection. But that still doesn't explain it really. And while he loves you more than anyone else in the world, the pheromoneal thing isn't really your show. So I don't really know."
"Is there any pattern to it for you?"
"When I've spent a lot of time around Ned but are a bit sexually deprived. The last week has been intense. When I said I was fingering myself as he was making love to you on the yacht over the last week I wasn't being entirely honest in my reply. A lot of the time it felt like he was fucking me while he was fucking you. The finger just finished the job.
Even when you and Ned disappeared into the bush on the islands we visited, I often had to go in for a swim so I could deal with the sensation of getting fucked without attracting attention.
The strongest one was on Kepple Island. All I could do was float on my back with my legs wide apart with the sensation of Ned raking my g spot as he was giving you the g spot banger. I came time after time as I found myself jerking my hips around in imitation of the rag dolling his g spot bangers used to do to me. It would have looked pretty weird to anyone watching. Thank goodness I don't have to yell like you do. I nearly drowned as he then went the animal on you because I couldn't get my footing on the sand quickly enough before I felt him pounding me.
And poor Harry with his reputation for treating my bikini pants as cum catchers when we get home from a day's sailing isn't being dealt with entirely fairly. You live closer to the boat and get home well ahead of us and I suspect have sometimes got into it pretty quickly. There were times I threw myself aggressively on him as soon as we got in the door to smother the feelings I was having.
What about you? Is there a pattern?"
"A bit the same, except what constitutes sexually deprived is probably different for me. But I've been trying not to impose my screaming on the others on the yacht, so that meant I wasn't always getting the sort of sex Ned usually gives me."
"But haven't you done fairly well with the Island sojourns?"
"Yes, so I suppose all can say is that our sex life is all over the place, so maybe disruptive in that sense."
We sat there in silence, pondering the strangeness of the situation, until Ellen added...
"Well I'm glad I'm not the only weird one. Should we worry about it? Does Ned know?"
"I don't think I could tell Ned. He worries about exploiting me with our age difference enough as it is. Adding this would have him sending me off for therapy. As for worrying about it; I don't see how that helps. I'd love to be able to explain it, but don't really see how we can ever get to do that.
But how did you know I was feeling it too; or were at least confident enough about it to ask me?"
"Just your breathing and a little bit of suppressed moaning as we got out of the cart. Your legs were tightly together and your hips tense. Something was going on that went way beyond other ladies stuff."
It was then I heard Ned's voice behind me. Turning around I saw he and Liddy walking towards us, hand in hand and Shelley and Adam further up the road walking back in the direction of the unit; clearly going to take their turn for some privacy. Ned's voice penetrated the fog my brain had fallen into in dealing with the strange conversation I'd just had...
"Hello ladies. What are you doing out here?"
"Enjoying the sunshine while I had a girlie gossip with Ellen. But I haven't eaten yet, so was just about to go up for some lunch."
We all retired into the café until half an hour later when, just after we watched Harry's plane land on the Island runway, Ellen headed back towards the unit where she had agreed to meet him. Ned, a bit innocent of the arrangement, asked me where Ellen had disappeared to...
"She's arranged to meet Harry at the unit. Things were getting a bit desperate for her. Harry's going to get his balls torn off when he walks in the door."
Ned giggled at the mental picture I'd created for him. He'd experienced Ellen going wild in the bedroom. Getting your balls ripped off wasn't far from the mark. When that cute butt I mentioned earlier gets itself worked up on top of you, the word 'pounding' doesn't even start to describe it.
It was shortly after Ellen left us that Shelley and Adam wandered back to join us; walking in just as I was sending a text, letting our new crewperson know where they'd find us.
So we were sitting at the dockside coffee shop, enjoying a cappuccino when I noticed a familiar face walk past, looking a little lost. It was Julie, from the office of the marina where we normally keep our boat.
As Ned will tell you, Julie is one of those office managers who are invaluable to their employers. Even though she's little more than 20 years old, she basically runs just about all aspects of the marina, always seems to know what's going on, gets what needs to be done, done and can tell you where to find or buy just about anything you might need on a boat.
And it's all done with a rather pleasant, friendly and appropriately chatty charm that keeps the customers coming back; especially the middle age and old male customers -- who are the majority of boat owners.
When you add to that a petite, stunningly attractive and big breasted figure, usually dressed in a micro mini skirt and a cleavage displaying t shirt, pretty face and charming countenance, you can see why she'd be good for the business of a marina that is generally catering to that demographic.
Julie is actually a very good friend of mine. We spend a lot of time chatting. So it would be fair to say that Ned's relationship with her got a little more complex when a combination of me downloading to her on our sexual relationship and her getting a couple of good views through the cabin windows of our boat of Issie having somewhat vigorous and noisy sex with him, caused her to become somewhat more flirtatious with him. That manifested itself in the form of down blouse exposures of her breasts and her being more inclined to bend over the desk behind the counter in his presence, causing her skirt to ride up and expose her brief, sexy and not always opaque panties.



She normally did it in the presence of me and some other of the Screw Girls who were in the office with him and we teased him unmercifully about it. But it was all a bit of mutually ego boosting flirting which was never going to be acted on.
Spotting her, I shouted out and gave her a wave, causing her to head in our direction. As she approached, Ned momentarily stood to acknowledge the arrival of a woman, invited her to take the spare seat and asked...
"Hi Julie. Nice to see you. What are you doing here?"
"I've just arrived on the island. I'm crewing on a boat in the regatta."
"That's nice. Which one?"
"I thought it was yours."
Ned cast a glimpse at me as I was cacking myself trying not to burst into laughter at Ned's naffness. Finally I got control of myself enough to comment...
"We hadn't told him who the eighth crew person was. It was meant to catch him by surprise, which you can see it has."
Ned added...
"Sorry Julie, the girls like playing practical jokes on me. They tell me you've crewed a TP52?"
"Yea, it's one of the boats dad has had over time. I did the Sydney Hobart race in it two years ago. And don't worry, I wasn't just along for the ride. I had to earn my place as crew. Last year I was even acting as crew boss on his new 45 footer"
"I don't doubt it, I very much admire the way you run the marina office. In fact it's always surprised me you're not at Uni."
"Dad thinks you should get real life experience before choosing what you want to make a career of. But I am doing a Business Degree part time of an evening."
I was watching Ned as he spoke to her. I knew he already admired Julie for her efficiency and knowledge in the office. And being a male, inevitably admired her for her appearance too. It wasn't hard to picture her in the boat uniforms -- including the bikinis. She was going to be a stunner.
But I knew Ned well enough to know her answers would have impressed him. I had come to know Julie as a friend whereas I think Ned was always a bit frightened of her, or at least frightened of how any attempt by him to get to know her better might have been interpreted.
He and Ellen might have a real depth of knowledge about yachts and navigating them. I knew Julie was going to bring a depth of racing knowledge to the boat that, at least in that one specialist area, exceeded theirs. It was part of why I arranged for her to be part of the crew when she expressed an interest to me. That and the fun of watching Ned squirm when she flirted with him.
We retired back to the yacht for some sit around time watching the world go by on the busy marina as we drank a beer or two to go with some nibbles; accepting that included a fair bit of the world watching us, given the state of dress -- or more like undress - of the women aboard.
Julie had fitted right in, changing into the uniform bikini and doing a tour of the boat to get the hang of it and see where everything was.
It wasn't long after that before we spotted Ellen and Harry walking back towards us. Ellen was walking with a spring in her step and a rosy glow to her body. Harry on the other hand was walking like he'd just done three days of trial riding bareback on a horse and then had someone hit him in the nuts with a sledgehammer. He was hobbling along, bow legged and bent over while seemingly taking care to protect what seemed to be a sensitivity between his legs. It looked like Ellen had given him a workout.
AMY Washed, blow dried and styled, the front was plaited and pulled back around to frame the rest of her long hair which now seemed to float half way down her back. She looked straight out of a shampoo commercial, but better. For once her hair wasn't salt encrusted and damp, as all hair tends to be on the boat, and I could see how much its natural auburn colour had been sun and salt bleached; complimented by the blonde streaks she'd put in a week ago. As she did a couple of circles to show me the dress, one fast, one slow, her sensuous hair flew in a seductive arc around her.
Her beautiful complexion doesn't need makeup and she doesn't normally wear any. But this evening she was wearing an alluring lipstick; a pale red colour, which perfectly highlighted her full lips without overdoing it.
But her body in her new dress left me with my jaw on the floor. The one she wore to lunch might best be put in the category of sexy, hippie, bohemian. It was stunning in its casual display of her gorgeous figure.
This one would get any starlet at the Academy Awards the front page lead photograph in the next morning's tabloids.
Of an ice blue, shear, silky material, the halter neck plunged to below her navel; two strips of material dropped from her neck which were just wide enough to look elegantly ravishing rather than just slutty, but narrow enough to leave both side boob and cleavage boob. From the side you could see underboob as well; a tempting tunnel of revelation, which from the right angle, gave a window of vision straight through both falls of the top.
The unlined material made no effort to disguise her nipples which, in the cool air of the air-conditioned room, already broke the smooth fall of the cloth with towering, finely sculptured projections that left little to the imagination.
For the red carpet there would no doubt be some generous use of Hollywood tape to prevent accidents and hide the nipples. But Amy had allowed herself no such safety margin.
Those strips merged into a somewhat micro mini skirt (there wasn't really anything you could call a bodice) that provocatively circled her hips, in a way that was designed to be not quite tight enough to stay up of its own accord. As a result a fold of material dipped at the back to nearly reveal the base of her spine.
Frankly, the view of her back was nearly as arousingly sexy as that of her front. Amy's tall, straight, flawlessly fleshed back was delicately framed by the falls of the front pieces and a skirt which draped seductively over her shapely bottom.
ELLEN A string strapped backless halter neck led down to some triangles that started just at the top of her breast. On the cleavage line, the triangles crossed over about three inches below the bottom of her breast where the material formed itself into a fitted wide belt structure that circled the garment low on her waist to hold up the long skirt below it and pulled the waistline in, to accentuate her figure, while the weight of the long skirt pulled the material tightly against her flat stomach. The outside of the triangles met the belt along the side centreline of her body. So like Amy's the result was leave a generous display of cleavage and sideboob and more than a peek of underboob trailing in its wake.
The flowing skirt itself just brushed the top of her ankles, making it practical for her to wear with flat sandals
She spun around, showing it off to me. As she came to rest facing me again, she thrust her left leg forward, suddenly revealing the skirt was split to the level of her navel just outside the line of her thigh. The left side of the skirt fell away around her back while the right draped tightly into her crotch revealing not just the whole of her left thigh and her lower stomach above it, but a teasing strip of the left side of her mound. It also revealed she had no panties on; the bikini tan line up her mound and across her hips being clearly visible.
With a north east facing window, from the moment the sun poked its head above the horizon, shafts of bright light pierced the room; the ceiling sparking with the light reflected from the ocean wavelets.
Because the blinds and curtains were drawn back, it woke me from a pleasant slumber.
With three of us sharing a queen sized bed, we'd been sleeping naked and uncovered. Ned was on his side facing me, still asleep with a full morning glory gracing his body, the tip resting lightly against my stomach, weeping pre-cum in sufficient quantities that a small pool of it had collected where my stomach rested on the bed.
Normally I try and run about 10 km a day; morning or evening depending on the weather and what's going on --and taking Ned and sometimes Liddy with me. But the trip north had made that difficult. I knew it was time to get back into that habit.
Lying on my side facing Ned, I stretched out my sleepy body as best I could in the confined space without waking the others. But since it was already in contact, I couldn't avoid disturbing Ned's manhood. It automatically surged powerfully to my movement. But still he slept.
Generally Ned wakes before me. I was getting restless just lying there and pondered what to do.
I slipped out of the bed. Through a bit of poor planning, I hadn't unpacked my morning clothes like I normally would and my bag was around Liddy's side of the bed with the others. Getting to it would be noisy. And since I'd gone commando under my dress last night, I didn't even have a pair of panties or bikini pants I could put on.
I can't say it was even reluctantly that I decided I could go out, make myself a coffee and sit on the patio of our 8th floor unit stark naked. Yes, I have a bikini fetish, but that isn't associated with a modesty obsession. Within the unit, it's really only Harry and Adam I owe a sense of modesty too.
And frankly, after getting stripped by Adam at the game of beach ball we had on Whitehaven Beach, and stripping him once or twice with Ellen's help, I'd have to question whether Adam's actually in that category.
Actually, given that twice he did that stripping of me by upending me and holding onto my bikini pants as he let my body slip back to the ground, getting who knows what sort of view of my crotch, and that on one of those occasions the lower tie of my bikini top hooked on his erection causing all sorts of entanglements and manhandling until he undid both bows on it to release it, leaving it dangled over his cock, I'm not sure there was any modesty left to owe him.
Such are the perils of a game which degenerated from chasing the ball to stripping the opposition and consigning their swimwear to the tide to take them out of the game as they chase it down. I bet Harry is sorry he missed it.
And the textured glass of the patio meant, as long as I didn't stand leaning over the railing, no one outside the unit really is going to have a view of me.
So trying not to trigger the squeaky door, I snuck out, closed the door behind me, made a pod coffee and retreated onto the rapidly warming morning air on the patio, feet on the table, taking in the view and hoping Ned would soon wake up for our run.
I hadn't been there long when I heard the glass door to the patio slide open beside me and Adam emerged.
Because the view of me from inside was hidden by a curtain and he was looking out to the ocean, at first he didn't see me and my first view of him was in profile. He was dressed only in a leopard skin print pair of speedos. These were different from any I'd seen before and I'd heard about them from Shelley. She found them online and chosen them because they had quite a large pouch at the front of them; enough to sling his flaccid manhood comfortably, and she tells me to provide enough material to stretch out and even sheath rather than let escape, his full erection. All of which is saying something given the size of that thing.
What is it with men and their morning glories? Adam still had a residual of his; a giant Pinocchio nose of jutting erection pushing out horizontally. For any other man it would have been a full erection plus some. But I've seen Adam's. This was just the start. But it was enough to draw the leg elastic away from his thigh and expose his ball sack to my side on view.
Adam walked to the railing and stood there, looking out. As he leaned against the rail, he'd pushed the erection against the glass, forcing it down between his legs, making quite an interesting sight as I looked at him from behind.
Adam was a fine figure of a man. Broad shoulders on a slender frame and a really cute butt -- especially in those swimmers - he looked every part the competitive swimmer that he was. His body rippled with muscles. Not those hideous muscles that body builders develop, just the perfect muscular form of a strong, active man.
He was a really nice guy too; something that being a work college of his as well as sharing the boat with him had let me see enough of him to judge.
It was a pleasant little view I had as he stood at the railing there, still oblivious to my presence. It even aroused me a little.
It was moments like this I pondered my relationship with Ned. Was I jealous of Shelley? Would I like an Adam of my own -- although I had to take into account this one was a good decade younger than me?
As much as I liked both Ellen's and Issie's husbands, I've never felt the least desire towards them. They were nice, reasonably attractive men and very good to their wives; Harry especially in the way he puts up with Ellen's crush on Ned. But never for a moment did I think Ellen and Issie had got a better deal than I did by staying with Ned. I don't know. Maybe they were just a bit insipid; which is actually not a bad feature in a husband when you think about it.
This Adam does stir something inside me that the others don't, although that monster cock scares the shit out of me, as interesting as it is to look at it. I don't know how Shelley copes with it. But whatever it might stir, I still find myself drawn back to Ned; even now yearning for his presence. The age difference between us doesn't diminish that, however much Ned worries about me. I am overwhelmed by my love for him.
I decided I sat unseen by Adam, staring at his butt, for too long...
"Good morning."
Adam startled and turned around...
"I'm sorry, I hadn't seen you there."
"That's OK. I thought I'd let you take in the view before I disturbed you. Nice isn't it."
That was a bit of deflection on my part if ever there was one. I was the one taking in the view.
It took a moment for Adam to register I was completely naked. He had a clear view of my breasts and I suspected the chair was pushed back far enough from the table as I put my feet on it that he had a view of my crotch as well. If not, the glass table top certainly revealed the absence of panties of any description.
By Ned's age, guys have generally learnt to at least try and keep their focus on a woman's face when confronted with an erotic display like Adam had in front of him. Poor Adam wasn't doing so well. He initially fixated on my breasts but as his gaze drifted downwards, it sort of confirmed my crotch was in view.
I decided to break the momentary silence that Adam's surprise had induced...
"Did you sleep well?"
I watched as his erection grew; stretching out his swimmers further until his manhood achieved full verticality well up over his navel; the leg elastic stretched so much his balls hung out the side and a good quarter of his shaft was exposed at the base.
It might have been naughty of me, but I felt a certain pleasure in his reaction. It was, I suppose you'd call it, reaffirming. Adam stuttered his response.
"Yes, No. Well...it was a bit warm and I went to bed with too full a stomach."
"What are you guys doing this morning?"
By now I could see a glistening pool of pre-cum had penetrated his swimmers at the head of the bell and it was surging periodically as he continued to fixate on my breasts -- more to my amusement than anything. The male hazards of being barely out of your teens.
"We were going to go for a swim at Catseye Beach and a bit of a walk. What about you?"
"I'm just waiting for Ned to get up so we can get dressed and go for a run."
I could see Adam was becoming quite flushed and uncertain; not sure he could maintain a conversation with the distraction in front of him. Not even sure if he should be out here with me. The situation was saved somewhat when Shelley appeared, dressed in a tiny bikini in the same leopard print material as Adam's.
Adam has done quite well for himself with Shelley. She's a delightful young lady in every sense. Stunningly attractive too. Harry, Ellen's husband, calls her miss 38, 24, 35; evidently a reference to American slang for the perfect figure, expressed in inch measurement of the breasts, waist and hips respectively. Except, since 'perfect' is usually 36, 24, 36, it suggest he thinks Shelley has bigger breasts and slimmer hips than the standard perfect.
I don't think Adam would complain either about the bigger breasts or the slimmer hips. The simple fact is, I think she'd got the best figure on the boat, and that's saying something.
The tiny bikini she was wearing was barely decent; but then that applies to all the bikinis worn on the boat. But her breasts particularly were a very minimally covered. Had her youth not endowed her breasts with the perkiness she has, the top would have barely managed to adequately sling them.
None of us are really bi, but when sharing Ned between four of us at one stage, we did have a BOB thing (Bi on the boat; a take off of the American LUG idea) going. She would have made an interesting addition to it.
No doubt aware of my presence from the conversation, but more focused on Adam than me, she walked up to Adam and embraced him for a kiss. In a voice deliberately loud enough for me to hear, she asked...
"I know you can't control it, but should you be displaying your erection to other girls like that?"
She turned to me and just got out...
"Sorry Amy he's..."
Before she noticed I was naked, then added...
"Oh, OK, that explains it."
"Yea, my bad. I thought Ned would be up before anyone else and I could sneak back into the room to get dressed without disturbing anyone."
And yet, surprisingly, I felt entirely comfortable through all of this. Sure, we were often all naked when cruising the Pacific. But Shelley, let alone any other male, wasn't a part of that. I was actually pleased with my confidence in the situation.
Anyway, I was partly saved when Ned joined us, dressed in his usual pair of morning speedos...
"Ned. Are you ready for our run?"
"I'm a bit more ready than you."
"Yea, sorry. I didn't want to wake you and Liddy up. But it's probably time for me to do so. It's getting a bit crowded out here to be naked. All I need is for Harry to join us to make it a full display."
"Too late. He's in the living room. Anyway, Liddy's stirring, so you don't have to worry about her. Do you want me to bring a dressing gown out?"
"No, I'm good. I'll sneak through. Do you want me to bring your shoes out?"
"Good luck with sneaking. It's a small room. I might need a bit more than shoes if we're going to go running."
This was a frequent debate on which I had strong opinions. I patted him on the bum as I replied...
"Nah. You're good. It's a holiday island. It's early in the morning. That's all we need."
Ned was right about the forlorn hope of sneaking. Harry was looking right at me as I entered the room. I told myself he was a doctor. He'd seen it all before. He didn't seem inclined to avert his eyes, so I figured it was just easier to act normally...
"Good morning. Sorry about the lack of clothes. I got caught out when everyone else got up earlier than I thought they would. Where's Ellen?"
"Still in bed."
And that was enough to get me through the lounge room and into our bedroom.
Liddy was lying in bed awake and watching as I put on a bikini and a sports bra over the top, then put on my running shoes before collecting Ned's, asking her...
"Do you want to join us?"
"No I'm good. Have a nice run and whatever else you have."
Personally, I would have preferred to have lost the sports bra. But my breasts are big enough to need more support if I really am going to jog. And whatever Liddy might think we were going to get up to, running was at least one of them.



I'd already sussed out the tracks on the island. There was one that looked nice that ran down to a deep cove with a tiny little beach called Escape Beach. That sounded pretty good to me. So, at a decent pace, we headed east from our apartment until we came to a junction at which we turned south along the Escape Beach trail.
Ned lets me set the pace on these runs and my starting point is to make it a fast one. I'm out for the aerobic exercise and I might as well work up a sweat as I do it. Ned has a longer stride, so he has no trouble keeping up; although he does have some trouble not slipping back half a pace so he can watch my butt and my breasts bouncing all at the one time as I'm running. And if he does I'm happy to reward him by adding a bit more wiggle to it.
It was still early enough we seemed to have the path to ourselves. In the humid morning air, I could feel and see my body was a lather of dripping sweat and glancing over my shoulder at Ned, could see his was the same; beads of sweat running seductively down his chest, over his stomach and into his speedos to where his cocked bounced with every step.
Predictably with Ned, if I let him follow just behind me like that, it wasn't a cock that was completely flaccid. There was a bit of a mongrel poking out, which simply exaggerated its movement. But then, it may well be that watching my butt wiggle and my breasts bounce as we run was only part of what was getting Ned excited. It could well also be due to his anticipation of the fucking he was likely to get if that beach offered anything like the opportunity to do so.
Guys, with their obsession with bouncing breasts, aren't the only ones who like watching things bounce as a member of the opposite sex runs. I personally am more than willing to objectify him as Ned's half mongrel bounces around in his swimwear; always savouring that moment when just the right amount of mongrel in just the right pair of sightly old and stretched swimwear moves about like a conductor's baton at the highlight of the 1812 overture.
So he wasn't the only one already excited during the run. I knew what I had planned, I had Ned alongside me in nothing more than a pair of swim briefs, and the adrenaline rush of the running. I always feel some sense of arousal when I'm running with Ned; more so if I'm planning on fucking him in the middle of it. It starts as a bit of a swelling in my clit and enough of an awaking of my vulva and vagina that I can feel a moistness developing down there that goes over and above the sweating.
Then if I hitch my bikini pants up a bit more, the camel toe that induces in my aroused vulva causes my clit to be stimulated against the soft slippery cloth of my pants. When you add the stimulation of my nipples, which pretty quickly work themselves onto high beam, against the top I'm wearing as they bounce, from there it can get pretty intense. I haven't actually cum mid running stride yet, but I'm sure I could if I put a bit more focus into it. As it is, it's enough to ensure Ned's gets a good ravishing when we stop for our interlude.
As the trail emptied onto Escape beach, I quickly surveyed it to see where might be the best spot to make out with Ned. It was a nice enough beach, but not necessarily the best equipped for a bit of public love making.
It was just a simple arc of sand which met a slowly shelving crystal clear blue sea. No large rocks or boulders we could hide behind, not even a nice little tree lined alcove to sneak into. Mind you when your love making is as noisy as mine, hiding behind a rock doesn't necessarily ensure the privacy you're looking for.
I knew the rest of the track was just that; a narrow path or track. Mission focused on my interlude with Ned, I knew it was the beach or not at all. It was early, we hadn't passed or seen anyone else on the track. I decided the beach would do.
I took Ned by the hand and led him down to the water's edge. Stopping just short of where our running shoes would get wet, I brought myself around to face him and embraced him with my arms as I offered him up puckered lips to kiss. It was bold. It was direct. But it was probably nothing less than Ned expected of me. His lover with the seemingly insatiable sexual appetite.
His manhood certainly understood what was being offered. As Ned bent his head down to kiss me, his erection came up between us to greet me with a poke into my stomach. Before it got too hard or big, I bent it down between my legs, stretching out the material of his speedos to make sure it had room to complete its growth as I gently rocked my already aroused and anxious crease on it.
Ned broke away to cast his eyes around the beach...
"Is this private enough?"
"No one's around. We'll do it on the water's edge to hide ourselves from anyone focusing on the path."
"So no one's going to look to see where the screaming woman is?"
"Details, details."
Releasing him from my grip, I slid down Ned's body, letting his erection slide through my crease until it popped out, so I could take his shoes off. Ned compliantly lifted one foot the then other as I stripped him out of the shoe and sock on each one. Then as I knelt there, I slipped mine off too, and added my crop too the pile, leaving me kneeling on the sand just in my bikini, looking up at Ned's projecting erection just above my head.
Ned's whole body was a lather of sweat from our running; beads of it streaming out of the hollow on his inside thigh where there was a separation of the leg elastic from his flesh exaggerated by his arousal stretching out the material.
Some sweat is bad, some good. Ned's fresh exercise sweat is like rocket fuel to my arousal. It turns me on massively.
I ran my hand up his wet right leg, its path terminating at the damp bulge of his balls inside their swimwear sheath, exposed as the leg seam pulled away from his thigh by the stretch of his erection.
I cupped the bulge in my palm, then slipped my hand up onto the extension of his erection, circling it firmly as I ran my hand along its length, compressing the sweat on his erection to permeate it through the material encasing it; making it damp and slippery to my touch.
Ned hummed in pleasure as his erection surged in my hand, any reservations about where we were about to make a scene lost in his own sexual desires.
I stood up, pushed his erection back down between my legs and rocked on it, stimulating my clit as I kissed him again.
I edged him towards the water, easing him into it until we were knee deep. The rubbing of my clit on his erection when I was already pretty aroused just by the running was already bringing me to the boil. Whatever erotic plans I had for Ned weren't going to be disturbed by taking few moments more to get a bit of a head start on my orgasm count.
Still kissing Ned, I went into a furious burst of clit running on his erection. Realising what I was doing, Ned brought a hand up to tweak my left nipple through its bikini top covering. That was all the extra stimulation it took. I moaned into his mouth as my knees went weak and a flood of pleasure suffused through my groin.
By bending my knees and dragging him by the erection between my legs, I managed to induce Ned into a kneeling position, then capsized us to leave us half floating, half resting on the bottom as we rolled about and pashed in the shallow water, Ned erection still pushed delightfully between my legs and into my crease and me rubbing myself on it.
Anxious to take Ned into my body, I pulled his erection from between my legs. Just for a moment I paused my rush to penetration to take a moment to separate our bodies enough to have a good look at the jutting shaft pointing out perpendicular from his body, still sheathed in its Spandex covering.
I circled it with my fingers and rubbed my hand along it; feeling it surge to my provocation. His erection had pulled the leg seam well away from his thigh, exposing a very hairy ball sack and the base of his shaft. Feeling in a completely frivolous mood, I slipped my hand inside the gap, circled it again and rubbed up and down on the hardened bare flesh...
"Is that a winch handle you've got in there or are you just pleased to see me?"
"Winch handle ay? I hadn't thought of that one. A bit kinky for my preference, but if you're really insistent we can try it one day. But this time you can assume it's reflecting a great pleasure in seeing you."
"No, I think I'll stay with the real deal."
With a surging desire, I unsheathed his erection by pulling the waistband of his pants down under his balls and shoved it back between my legs as I brought our bodies passionately back together.
Ned prefers me naked, indeed really gets off on the process of stripping me; but there are times he simply understands and indulges my fetish for bikini sex. There are other times, like making out on a not very private public beach, prudence just demands that you not be separated from your clothing.
Taking the message inherent in his unsheathed erection, Ned rolled us over to leave me under him, knelt between my legs and pulled aside the gusset of my bikini pants. Then, with loving hands paced under my butt, he gently lifted my hips up the short distance required to bring my vagina just clear of the water as he bent his erection down to start penetrating me.
I love that moment when Ned penetrates me, that first joining of our bodies, that first touching of my vaginal walls with his loving erection as it slips inside me. There's something about it that almost feels better than an orgasm. Ned thinks he has to do it slowly, scared of hurting me. But my body is always ready for him, always accepting of him, always anxious to receive him, but above all desirous of that moment when his shaft is forced hard inside me, the base of his erection pushed firmly against my vaginal opening as the tip of his manhood makes first contact with my cervix.
As Ned bent over me again and took his weight on his haunches and elbows and I felt his hardness play around the edge of my vagina. The tip just immersed, surging a bit with Ned's excitement. He pushed himself in a bit further and I felt the full thickness of his manhood start to push aside the negligible resistance the velvet folds my wet, excited pussy offered. Gently he indulged me with some shallow thrusts, pointlessly testing my body's readiness for him when my pussy was already anxious to swallow his manhood whole.
All the while he's nuzzling at my neck, whispering into my ear how wonderful my body feels and how much he's desiring me.
Bit by teasing bit he edged his way into the depths of my sex with a series of slow ever deepening thrusts, until my body fully embraced the joy of his excited hardness.
I mewled in pleasure as I ground myself down against the base of his shaft, wrapping my hands around his hips as I pulled him down on me.
For a moment he let it rest there as he stroked his cheek against mine, pecking at my lips and playfully sucked the turn of my chin. Then a thrust, out and in, pushing hard against me; reaching out with his extended manhood to stroke my cervix while his pubis pushes against my clit. He circled his torso and hips, his chest brushing my jutting nipples while his pubis brushed against the very tip of my clit and the base of his shaft caused the leg seam of my bikini to rub my wet labia against the deeper parts of that swollen, oh so sensitive bud.
I released a moan and involuntarily jerked my hips upward and could feel his lips extend in a smile against my cheek.
Slowly he started thrusting; gentle, measured thrusts as his body circled, all at once brushing and teasing nipples, labia and clit while touching every part of the depth of my embracing sex. My body was lighting up to him again. Even my g spot, sensitive from his edging of my vagina as he penetrated me, was being excited by the slippery play of his shaft against it.
Oh god, it was building with indecent, almost slutty haste. Once he gives me that first orgasm, it's like my body just can't resist him. It responds to his every provocation. I just hoped there's no one nearby because already my uncontrollable moans were growing louder.
Ned sucked delightfully at my neck as his thrusts continued. Slowly he worked down, sinking his pubis between my outstretched legs and arching up his back to keep his thrusts deep as his head slowly worked down my neck, across my upper chest and over the crest of my right breast. The anticipation of what I know is about to come was killing me. Then he did it, flicking his tongue repeatedly across the sensitive jutting nipple.
Oh god, it was too much...
"Oh fuck...oh shit...yes...yes...AAAAAhhhhhhhhh..."
I threw my hips up against his weight as I went off like a bomb, screaming crazily. Already? I don't know how he does it. With my arched up hips, I ground myself against him.
But he didn't stop. Still he kept up the slow constant thrusts. My nipple was now in his mouth, his tongue swirling around its circumference. His fingers had teased up the other one, tweaking it up between two of them, sliding the thin material of the bikini top which still covered it sensually across its surface.
The orgasm just wouldn't finish and I couldn't cease moaning. Wave after wave of contractions wracked my body as it shuddered in an extended flood of pleasure. Ned still didn't stop. Every point of sensitivity on and in my body was being stimulated. Unless it's through a g spot, I know most women don't get vaginal orgasms, but when Ned gets me like this, it's not just my nipples, clit and g spot that is feeding the orgasm. It's like every square millimetre of the surface of my vagina is responding too.
Just when I thought it's over, another orgasm quickly built and I went off again with a string of screamed profanities and an even more powerful thrust of my hips. It was like Ned's riding a wild bronco and yet nothing stayed him from the slow, gentle, circling, loving, full depth thrusts he kept delivering; all the while stimulating my nipples into enormous, hard, exquisitely sensitive peaks.
"Are you loving it?"
"Oh god yes Ned, keep going, please... ooohhhhhhhhhhhh."
I was beyond conversation. In the throes of a pleasure almost too great to endure.
"You know you are the most wonderful, beautiful woman I've ever met, don't you?"
"Oh Ned..." I couldn't finish. His words have pierced my brain. They are not new words, but they go to the very core of my past, heeling the terrors that resided there more effectively than any drug could. They triggered the most powerful orgasm yet. My hips were raised, pressing down against him, grinding myself on him as I felt my contractions pummel his hardness.
"Amy, I don't think I can hold back any longer. I'm..."
"Let yourself go Ned. Give yourself the best one you can."
His mouth abandoned my nipple as he raised his head and straightened out his body; his thrusts growing faster and more powerful. I looked up to see him staring down, wide eyed, at my breasts. I gripped him tighter, using the momentum of his thrusts to wobble my breasts as much as I could.
By now he was grunting in that deep male voice he gets during sex.
Each thrust came harder and faster until he rammed himself as deep as he could inside me and held it there. With a deep bellowing moan he pumped his seed out into me; paused for a moment, rammed again and delivered another rope. Three of those and he collapsed down onto me; shuddering and groaning as his body was wracked by a multitude of little mini climaxes.
For a minute he just lay there. Spent.
Then he started nuzzling my cheek. "That was beautiful."
To take his weight off me, he rolled me over on top; our bodies still bound together by the erection buried so deeply inside me.
I already knew the answer. He'd told me many times before. He shows it in his actions and deeds. But I'm human and still battling the scars of my past. I like to hear it said...
"Ned, you're so wonderful to me. Do you really love me or are you just indulging the little girl inside me?"
Ned understands my need. He doesn't get annoyed with me or find me tiresome in my neediness.
"You know I love you. But I'm happy to tell you again and again. You are the most wonderful, beautiful person I have ever meet. I am so lucky to have you accept me into your heart and your bed. I have a love for you that's of unlimited depth."
I had been on the edge of another orgasm when Ned had blown his load. But his words were more powerful than any finger or cock. A flood of endorphins, Oxytocin or whatever washed through me. Holding him tightly around the neck I felt the need to push hard up against him and while his still hard shaft lay within my body plugging his seed against my cervix, I ground myself against him for the few moments it took to get that one last climax.
Still Ned was hard, and while there was any vestige of his erection left, I wasn't going to release him; resting my head on his chest as I bathed in his presence.
But the moment of stillness and silence between us revealed the sound of a jogger coming down the track to the beach. A female running by the lightness of her stride. It was too late to withdraw and tidy up. I lay on Ned's chest watching, expecting that focused on her stride and the exit off the beach on the other side, she'd simply pass us by unnoticed as we lay on the water's edge.
As she appeared on the beach, I immediately recognised her. It was Julie. She'd slept on the yacht with Issie, so was oblivious to our morning schedule.
Dressed stunningly in a tiny pair of close fitting red spandex running shorts and an equally tiny matching sports bra, she remained oblivious to us as she strode across the top of the beach. As the other's observed later, it was Amy being Amy as I instinctively called out to her...
"Hi Julie."
I could see Ned roll his eyes under me as he pinched my bum with a 'why did you do that' message attached.
As Julie stopped and turned towards us, she'd found us still in coitus. Probably assuming we were doing nothing more than cuddling, she walked towards us.
"Hi guys. What's the water like?"
Cryptically from under me, I heard Ned under me reply...
"Warmer than when we laid down here."
Ned's erection had not yet even started to subside. Julie was half way between us when I decided I probably ought to do something to untangle us.
The thing is, I wasn't mortified. Not even embarrassed. Julie, like all my friends, knows the full story of my sex life with Ned. With the history with the Screw Girls, I've made love to Ned in full view of many others, shared his body with them and indeed, committed some pretty intimate acts upon them at the same time. Being caught having sex with Ned is just part of my life.
I lifted my hips to let Ned's erection escape my body and come crashing down onto his stomach. Then I backed off him, squatting between his legs, and fully exposing him to Julie, as I quickly splashed some water on my pussy to wash off the escaping discharge.
Then I splashed water on Ned's erection and rubbed my hands up and down to clean it; all as Julie all but stood over us. I don't think Ned quite knew what to do, but when I seemed to be taking too long rubbing it and washing it, dryly suggested...
"I think it might be time to put it away."
That was easier said than done. It had barely started to go down. I stretched his swimmers over it, only to have his balls fall out of the leg elastic where a chasm had developed to feed material into the covering of the tip of his erection.
Still, as I went about Ned's requested 'putting it away' I looked up a Julie and replied to Ned...
"I wouldn't be too worried. Julie's seen it all before when she's caught you banging away at Issie on the yacht."
Julie flushed bright red in a way I hadn't intended. The reality was Julie, had heard the activities on the yacht and had sneaked up to peak through the windows as he was mid-flight in giving Issie a g spot banger, back in the days before she met her husband. She got a pretty focused view of Ned's cock slipping in and out of Issie too from what I heard. She been seen by Ned and then, noticing Ned had noticed her, slunk away. But that didn't stop her from being attracted to the noise of Ned and Issie's sexual activities a few more time; not always discovered by Ned.



It had been such a running joke between the girls -- including Julie - since, that I didn't know it would have that effect on her. Maybe the fact Ned was included on the joke this time made all the difference.
I broke the ice by asking Julie...
"Mind if we join you for the rest of the run?"
She waited while we put our shoes back on and I put the sports bra over my bikini top, and Ned's erection finally subsided, then we set off. The track being only wide enough for two to run comfortably side by side, I ran next to Julie, chatting to her, as Ned ran a couple of paces behind.
I'd sort of manoeuvred to put him there, knowing that would be more entertaining to him and that he might have a chance to join the conversation without turning around and running backwards.
We started off at a light jog, letting our pants dry a bit so they didn't chaff as much.
But every time I glanced back, Ned was looking right where I thought he'd be; at our arses. Teasingly, I half turned back towards him, asking...
"Are you staring at our arses?"
"I'm making sure I don't trip on your feet. But yes."
"Mine or Julie's?"
The fact was, while I know Ned likes mine -- a lot -- Julie's was a near decade younger and as hot as hell in that spray on pair of mini running shorts.
"To be honest, both. But don't worry. I never forget there's only one I'm fucking. By the way, sorry Julie, but I can't help myself."
Julie shot me a look of surprise and a bit of a grin at the intimacy and honesty of the banter between Ned and myself
"You'd better not."
But we were soon back to a full paced run; back to sweating as much as we'd been before our refreshing dip.
As we ran past our unit, we peeled off from Julie, indicating...
"See you down there about 11.30."
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At about 11.15 we left the apartment, heading down to the yacht. Four women, dressed in spray on mini gym shorts and equally minimalist crop tops in the boat's mid blue colour scheme and three guys in matching shorts and t shirts.
Ned and the four girls piled into the golf buggy for the trip while the other two guys politely volunteered to walk the short distance.
The marina when we arrived and walked out to the boat was a hive of pre-race activity.
Issie and Julie were already fussing about the boat. Already stripped down to the tiny bikinis we wear when getting the boat ready, Issie was helping Julie lay out the spinnaker sheets; one of those jobs you need to get right if you're not going to get in a tangle later.
The guys weren't far behind us, so as we all climbed aboard, we disappeared below to stow our day gear bags and strip down to bikinis and speedos in accordance with our usual patterns; the guys having to be supervised to make sure they complied.
To say that our marina neighbours were friendly as we went about preparing the boat was a gross understatement. The bikinis were doing their usual job of making a statement. Quite a statement.
The Race Week here is a major event and attracts a lot of news coverage. The press must have got wind of a yacht crewed by a bevy of nearly naked women because just about all of the news crews made a point of visiting us -- which in any other circumstance would be unusual because as competitors we were nothing more than another also ran. The high profile yachts were all around the other side of the marina.
So repeatedly Ellen and I found ourselves standing on the deck talking to reporters down on the dock; the male ones clearly having trouble staying focused on our faces as they looked up to interview us. Then the girls would have to line up along the deck for the photo; the guys, if they were wanted in the photo at all, making sure they got a safe second rank position.
The TV cameras and their crews were a bit more demanding. Ellen, Julie and I would have to get down on the dock -- Julie bringing her expert knowledge of the whole race scene with her -- and then after the interview they'd try and get videos of us preparing the yacht. Those spinnaker sheets were laid out and re-laid out nearly half a dozen times before they were ready to leave us alone.
But it was soon time to undock and get out on the race course; a quick trip below to put the shorts and crop tops back on preceding it.
The race was starting in Dent Passage, just outside the entrance to the marina. 100 yachts milling about in a narrow passage, hoisting sails, trying to stay out of the way of yachts starting before you and, more importantly, trying to keep the top of your mast out of the way of planes landing at the Island's airport. Evidently, it's considered very bad form to have the top of your mast rip out the bottom of an inbound airplane and, at the least, will get you disqualified from the race.
In these conditions, the starts can be a bit chaotic. A downwind start in about 10 knots of South East breeze which necessitates a perfectly timed run to the line and a perfectly executed spinnaker set if you are going to get away well.
With Julie's help we managed both; popping the spinnaker on the right of way starboard tack to run along the Eastern side of Dent Passage before gybing onto port for a clearer run out into Whitsunday Passage. But it did cause some consternation to yachts which started on Port and suddenly found themselves having to give right of way to us -- not always easy with a spinnaker up.
After about 600 meters, we executed a nice dip pole gybe onto starboard, headed a reasonable distance to the North West out into and up Whitsunday Passage, and then gybed again onto Starboard for a long run up to the first rounding mark at the Eastern corner of Whitsunday Island.
The wind started to lighten as we sailed towards the next mark, causing the fleet to bunch. Looking ahead we could see that what is often called a log-jam was developing around the mark.
Now there are rules which given this situation, essentially limit what distance from the mark you need to be to get an overlap on someone to go inside them at the mark.
But in this situation you're dealing with yachts which weight 8 or so tonnes, which carry a fair bit of momentum, certainly don't have brakes and where the yachts coming into the mark are blanketing the wind of those already there. You don't just have to worry about the boat alongside you, you need to plan what's going to happen with the boats that are presently well ahead.
Now one way of dealing with that is just take a wide sweeping turn around all the other boats. It's a nice safe way of doing it but, since it adds a lot of distance to your course and leaves you in a windless hole downwind of everyone else, hardly a race winner.
Without Julie, it still might have been what we did.
But Julie, initially standing next to Ned, was having none of it.
While still well clear of the mark, she directed Ned out to the inside edge of the fleet. Then she briefed the crew on how and when she wanted the spinnaker dropped and jib hoisted. Finally, she supervised and helped us as we set up for a letterbox drop of the spinnaker on the present starboard tack and with the jib set up to be quickly hoisted and brought onto port tack as we gybed the mark, making sure everyone knew their role well before we approached the mark.
Finally, with a wink to Ned, she stripped off her crop top and bikini top to reveal her naked and very impressive breasts and slipped out of her shorts down to her tiny bikini bottom. Taking the hand held VHF radio, she put it on a lanyard around her neck, together with a marlin spike, adjusted it and the yachts main radio to channel 72, and went up to the bow ahead of the forestay. From there she had a clear view of what was happening ahead of the boat, and it would seem from the reactions, most of the crews on most of the boats around us had a clear view of her.
It certainly caused enough distractions and loss of concentration on the other boats that yachts that had previously been level pegging us started to fall back. And as we snuck up the inside of a couple of yachts ahead, it seemed to deter them from overly aggressive defensive manoeuvres; soothed a little by Julie's sweet 'sorry's' as we did so, even if no rules had actually been broken.
Watching ahead, she radioed back to Ned through the cockpit speakers where he should steer to weave his way through the mess of boats ahead, a path seemingly opening up for us as we went.
As we approached the mark, with yachts all around us, Julie called for the spinnaker pole to be eased forward by Liddy on the brace and the downhaul on it taken in by me standing in the pit. When it was close to the forestay, she stood up on the bow pulpit with an arm wrapped around the end of the pole to support her.
Her near naked body was now visible to every person on every yacht which could see us; and you could sense, clearly a distraction to every male within a 200 meter radius. While I know that was part of her intention, she wasn't there just for show.
By now we were barely 100 meters from the mark and on the inside. Every other boat around us had already dropped their spinnaker. Finally, with a call of 'go the spinnaker', Julie reached up and used the marlin spike to 'spike the brace', which is activating a quick release clip so that the tack of the spinnaker comes completely free of the brace.
With the lazy sheet on the clew of the spinnaker led over the boom and down into the cabin where Issie and Ellen were waiting, I released the halyard while they hauled in first the lazy sheet and then the material of the spinnaker itself; executing a perfect letterbox drop.
It all worked beautifully. Like a puff of smoke, the spinnaker simply disappeared into the cabin.
But that didn't mean there was time to rest. Already, as previously planned, the jib was snaking its way up the forestay; Adam bouncing the halyard at the mast while, initially, Shelley tailed it across the winch next to me.
As soon as the spinnaker was on its way down, I watched as Julie climbed off the pulpit, then as soon as it was safe to do so, lowered the pole's topping lift so that Harry and Julie on the foredeck could secure the pole in place.
Still Julie stood on the bow, guiding Ned precisely into the mark while using her physical and natural charms to sooth the feelings of those who wanted to be where we were. She'd noticed that the boats ahead, having all but grazed the mark, had gybed late and then been carried downwind by the north flowing tide. So, she got Ned to steer a course a bit further away from the mark, pushing the boats on the outside of us further out as well, while Ellen came back on deck and stood on the aft port corner of the boat dissuading any boat that looked like it might sneak inside us from illegally doing so.
With the wind getting lighter and the blanketing effect of the boats behind worse, we inched towards the turning point. Just before our bow was abeam of the buoy, Julie called out for the gybe.
Shelly and I madly pulled in (then released) the mainsheet and Liddy the jib sheet while Ned turned the boat to just shave the downwind side of the buoy in a very tight rounding that left us well to windward of every other boat.
Within moments we had cleared the blanketed wind of the boat piled up at the mark and had gained about 15 places from where we had been ten minutes ago as we sailed nicely to windward in clear air and a wind just a little fresher than what you might have expected from before.
Ellen had previously calculated the course to the next mark and I could hear her instructing Ned...
"The course over the ground to the Southern tip of Pine Island is compass bearing 195 degrees. But there a strong northerly tide, so the optimum course looks like 185 degrees.
That was just off close hauled in the current wind. So we trimmed the sheets just out a little for the optimum Velocity Made Good ("VMG") to the next rounding.
The foredeck having being tidied up, Julie made her way back to the cockpit. Ned smiled at her as she momentarily stood, still all but naked, alongside him...
"Is that how you do all the mark roundings?"
"It depends on the audience. But it's not the first time I've done it. Except at the highest levels, most males won't deal with you too ruthlessly if you've got a pair of exposed tits and a bit of female charm working the bow. Mind you, it was a bit weird the first time dad asked me to do it. Evidently it was an idea mum came up with and employed when she sailed with dad."
Julie seemed almost reluctant to put back on her tops and the shorts. But redressing, she came and joined the line up on the windward rail; adding our weight to the righting movement of the keel under the boat.
As we approached Pine Island, the wisdom of Ellen's course direction became evident. The yachts we had rounded the last mark with us were now well to leeward of us and while the slightly broader reach they were sailing gave them a little more boat speed, they were not laying the end of the Island and now had to tack and try and make way directly into a raging tide around the island; letting us overtake a few more boats.
As we passed the end of Pine Island, we eased the sheets a bit to take us the short distance to the Southern end of Long Island, our next turning point.
There we turned further away from the wind a set the spinnaker for a long easy run down the inside of Long Island.
Things started to change a little as we approached the top of the Island and the next turning point. The wind had picked up and the formerly balmy weather had become just a bit more chilly.
That meant we were going to change headsails for the next work and really should consider changing into the next step up clothing; the leggings and long sleeve polo shirts. But time was running out. We had to be quick.
As Ellen, Shelley, Issie, Julie and myself went below for the smaller jib, we did a rapid change of clothing. There was no need for modesty between us. In the main cabin we simply rushed to strip out of everything we had on and put on the leggings and polo top. In our rush, only Issie, who had her gear aboard and the item handy, put on a tiny white g string bikini bottom under the leggings. The rest knew that, even dry, there weren't entirely opaque, but as long as we stayed moderately dry, it didn't really matter.
As we lugged the no 2 jib onto the deck and up to the bow, the boys and Liddy were able to let us take control momentarily and drop below to let the boys change into their long white chinos and polos and Liddy to mirror us, taking the number 1 jib back down below with them.
At the top, North West corner of the Island, we executed another perfect letterbox drop of the spinnaker and hoisted the number 2 jib for the long beat back to the finish in Dent Passage. At first everything seemed good and like we'd made the correct choice of jib.
But as we started to clear the Island, it was evident we'd underestimated the wind. A sudden gust caught Adam and Harry doing the hard work of playing the main off guard and nearly spun the boat around as it heeled right over. From that point on it was a full time job playing the mainsheet; dumping it quickly as a gust arrived and then grinding it on again.
It was clear that a reef in the main and a change down to the number 3 jib was required, and quickly. While half of us attended to the reef, the rest went below to haul out the number 3 jib.
It was as we took the number three jib up to the front of the boat that another issue that Ned had been quietly dealing with became evident. The tide had turned during our run up the inside of Long Island and was now running to the South. That might sound good in that it helped push us home a bit, but it also meant we now had wind against tide, giving very short nasty waves that the bow had a habit of dipping right into.
Even so, on a short port tack, Julie quickly and efficiently had the number three up the spare windward track. Now all we had to do was tack back onto starboard to bring the larger number 2 back to the windward side and bring it down.
That turned out to be easier said than done. With only a couple of us on the bow to suppress it, as it came down, it quickly broke free from our grip, threatening to get washed overboard.
It was a case of all free hands to the front to supress the sail and get it away. And since Ned was on the helm and Harry and Adam playing the all-important mainsheet, that meant it was the six girls.
The weight of extra crew on the bow simply exaggerated the way the bow dipped as it came over every wave. Now as the bow went under a nearly a meter depth of white water cascaded across the foredeck and ran down both side of the boat. And since that foredeck was right where we were sitting trying to get the sail into the bag so we could carry it below, that meant the six of us were getting washed out by water sometimes up to our neck; one hand on the sail, the other grabbing at the stanchions, lifelines and the jackstay to keep us aboard.
We eased the sail, finally secured untidily in its bag, at least enough to keep it under control, back over the cabin roof where the six of us could finally stand on the windward side deck to try and carry it in its wet and heavy state back below.
It was at this time that the full transparency of the white leggings I'd chosen became truly evident. Let's just say that, in a group where it was evident that there was nothing more than a small landing strip among us to provide camouflage -- and it was only Julie with even that -- we're talking full VJJ and puckerhole displays. Basically like you had nothing on at all. Only Issie, whose white g string bikini pants stood out clearly on her body, and Liddy, who in her haste to change had left her blue bikini pants on, had even a modicum of modesty left.
But we were needed on deck quickly so it was very much a come as you are party headed topside where our weight was required along the side deck to provide more righting moment; the classical sailors pose of your bum on the side deck facing outwards with your legs shoved under the lifelines and lower legs hanging down on the side of the boat as you leaned into the lifelines. So at that point you could add a row of twelve nipples poking out on high beam through our polo shirts to the display we offered up to any nearby boats.
I'd like to say we went unnoticed. But of course we'd created a boat that was meant to be noticed and there were two competitors to windward of us who knew full well which boat we were. We'd even been bantering with them just before we went into the spinnaker takedown.
They'd been complementing our leggings and cleavage displaying polo shirts outfits -- the first time they'd been seen in the regatta.
Now as we sat on the windward rail, we were directly facing them. Of course, in normal circumstances, their crew -- except for the skipper and mainsail trimmers -- would also be on the windward rail, facing away from us.
But these weren't normal circumstances. Yes, they were lined up on the windward rail. But for as long as their neck muscles would tolerate it, they had their heads craned around, looking at us. Waving and smiling certainly. But let's just say they weren't always looking at our faces. Because as the boat crashed over and through waves, and more white water poured along the side deck under and over us, it was impossible to keep your thighs demurely together. And that's before worrying about what the gusts and occasional bigger waves were doing to the plunging necklines of our wet polo shirts.
If any of us were paranoid about our modesty, I suppose there might have been a problem. But that was not us. Some of us had never been fussed in the first place. The rest had grown to accommodate a change of attitude. We just waved back.
And watched. Watched as what became known as the Julie principle took effect.
A big gust hit the boat just to windward of us as the sheet trimmers and skipper were, shall we say, inappropriately distracted. They didn't react quickly enough to dump sheet and correct the turn, with the result they spun out of control into an unintended tack, nearly taking out the other boat just behind them.
The boat that lost control lost nearly 600 meters by the time they recovered and the other boat about half that; leaving us temporarily sailing in clear wind and with no male gaze upon us (other than the men on board our boat).
But about half way back to Hamilton Island, the serious race boats -- having done a longer course -- started to come past us. Because the course was more or less a straight line to the finish, a well navigated boat would almost certainly be on the line we were on. And since many of these boats had professional crew -- and as a result a professional navigator -- on board, the fact they were on exactly the same line as us was an incredible compliment to Ellen and her navigation.
First to pass us was one of the hundred foot long yachts that normally contest the Sydney Hobart line honours race. They must have had 20 males on board. Of course, these are the hard core race guys you'd expect to be fully focused on their race. But the also the hard core testosterone overdose types too.



They were fully alongside us before someone spotted that the downmarket, beneath contempt, cruiser racer they were speeding over had a line-up of women on the rail in almost transparent clothing. Then all hell broke loose with the catcalling and invitations to join their crew (and join some other things too). Ellen was in her element, batting back every challenge with a great line in the same tone it was thrown at us; but with a lot more sass, humour and cleverness.
But going at half our speed again they were soon well past us.
Not that far behind them were a tightly bunched pair of slightly smaller race hounds; the TP 52's that Julie once raced on.
They too started to pass us close to windward, steering up from a course that would have taken them to leeward to avoid our wind-shadow and then passing as close as they could to windward of us without having our mast spear their mainsail as our boat came upright as they took our wind.
The bow-man on their boat noticed the number of females on our boat a bit earlier. It shouldn't have been that hard, given the amount of wet hair that was blowing around behind our backs.
You could see him turn to the back of the yacht and call something out as he pointed our way. And there was something in his hand action that suggested he was referring to us as something more than just a speed bump that had to be avoided.
As a result, the view they had of us in invisible pants, and the testosterone fuelled banter, started much earlier. Already warmed up, Ellen had us laughing to ourselves with many of her come-backs, with Shelley and Julie getting in the mood to try to do the same. It might have been her voice, but one of the males on board suddenly blurted out over the banter...
"Julie, is that you?"
I could see Julie focusing on the guy...
"Tim! Hi. What are you doing sailing with this bunch of reprobates?"
"It was the only gig I could get for the week. Are you still doing your naked figurehead trick at rounding marks? We could use someone like you."
"Thanks, but I'm taken. And you know me. Anything to win the race."
Other heads emerged from the amorphous mass of identically kitted up male bodies to turn around and offer Julie a personal greeting followed by a ".......it's [name]'', all too quickly for me to identify them, let along pick up the name.
As they continued to overtake us, someone in the afterguard of the leading boat shouted out to the bowman of the one right behind...
"Hey, this 4 knot shitbox has got Julie on board."
I hadn't really known the contempt that many professional sailors of these high performance boats hold cruiser racers in, with '4 knot shitbox' being more or less the standard putdown (even if our yacht was capable of much more than 4 knots).
As the next boat came alongside, it seemed like half the numerous males aboard knew Julie. It seemed like Julie was well familiar with how to deal with a rowdy mob like them, although since they continued to catcall the rest of us, Ellen still had plenty or work to do. When one of Julie's friends call out...
"Hey Julie, why don't you dump these losers and join our boat?"
"I know you Kevin. You only want me for my tits. Anyhow, I've decided it's more fun to sail with nice people than ballsack driven wankers."
"You can't deny you've got nice tits Julie. Anyhow, we're nice. You used to enjoy wielding the whip when we transferred to your dad's new yacht and you were the crew boss. Don't you remember...'whip me harder Julie...whip me harder...' Come around tonight and we'll show you just how nice we can be."
"I'd only drop in on you guys if I had a fully armed bodyguard, especially if you're on the piss."
The boats were drawing rapidly apart again, giving Kevin time for one last...
"Come and see us Julie. And bring your friends."
I have to say, to my English ears, the Aussie banter all sounds a bit brutal. But to give them their due, the men and women seem to deliver it with humour and on equal terms.
They were soon off in the distance, leaving us temporarily alone as every fourth wave washed down the deck and re-wet us. As we got closer to Hamilton Island, the waves at least diminished in the lee of the Island, even if the gustiness of the wind kept us with our weight on the sides.
The finish line was right at the entrance to the marina. By the time we got the sails down and the fenders out, it left us no time to go below and change before we were reversing into the dock under Ellen's skilful hands. Our pants were now down to merely very translucent rather than fully transparent pants. Sort of showing your bum crack but not your puckerhole level. As for the front bottom; well, you still didn't want to spread your legs very far apart, and my mons bulge with a crease that went half way up it was fully on display under the material drawn tightly across it.
With the boat's reputation proceeding it, there were a few young men from our dock standing there ready to catch our lines who were, shall we say, amply rewarded for their efforts.
None of the girls seemed too perturbed by it all; I suppose they wouldn't be on the boat if they were. But discretion was still the better part of haste, and after thanking our helpers, we ducked below to change back into our blue bikinis for the process of tidying up the boat.
We were nearly finished when a team of rowdy young males came noisily along the jetty carrying a case of beer...
"Hey Julie. Where are you Julie?"
Julie was down below, helping put away the sails we'd just tided up off the deck. She struck her head out of the companionway. When they saw her, the ring leader piped up...
"Hey Julie, can we share a beer with you guys?"
They were part of the crew of the TP52's that had overtaken us and, I'm not sure she'd call them friends, so let's just say acquaintances of Julie from her time sailing them. Julie looked to Ned and I heard him ask her under his voice...
"Do you want to have them aboard?"
Julie looked around the girls near her seeking some sign of their approval of the situation and getting a nod from them, before answering Ned...
"For a little while."
"That's fine then."
Julie looked back to the guys...
"Ok, but given how we're dressed, you have to strip to your undies."
There were some mutterings among them, until one put up his hand and cheekily asked...
"What if you're commando?"
"If your birthday suit is your undies, that's your issue. As you can see, there's no exceptions to the rule. I'd say it would give the girls a bit of a thrill, but you guys all have such small peckers, it would just cause them to be amused. Leave your clothes on the swim platform as you come aboard."
There was some tittering in the back row of the guys as a few worked out whether they had the bravado for it.
A couple of the guys -- including the one with the beers -- immediately started undressing, and stacking their clothes on top of their shoes on the dock, setting the pattern for the others. Three had speedos underneath, three ordinary underwear of some description, reinforcing mothers' warning about always having clean underwear.
Two stripped down to their deck shorts and when interrogated by Julie as they tried to come aboard, admitted they had nothing underneath and figured they'd remove the final layer after being safely ensconced in the cockpit. Julie allowed them that much, then strictly supervised them as they did, getting them to sit on their pants.
Julie had turned the table a bit on the guys. You could sort of see they'd come as predators to a yacht filled with scantily dressed stunning attractive women. Now she'd turned them into the prey. Given Julie was the only one among us unattached, they weren't actually going to get eaten. But she was certainly going to make them feel as objectified as the girls. And while I don't think any of us objected too much to being objectified -- it would be pretty hypocritical if we did, given the attention seeking way we dress -- it was only fair it worked both ways.
And if any of them thought they'd be impressing us with the bulge in their pants, or what was dangling in the open in two cases, you should have seen their jaw drop as they were introduced to Adam with a flaccid cock that lay all the way across to the side seam of his speedos and then still stuck out the side.
It was pretty crowded sitting around the cockpit as we passed around the beers. As in hips and thighs pressed very closely together with your neighbours crowded. And given what we were wearing, that usually meant bare flesh against bare flesh.
You could tell that the initial bravado of the naked guys was wearing pretty thin. They were sitting with a demur gap between them up the front of the cockpit. I knew Ellen was up to no good when, with a stolen wink at her husband, she went and claimed the space between them, wiggling and wedging her very cute arse into tiny space and forcing the one not pushed up against the bulkhead at the end of the cockpit into very intimate contact with Shelley.
They were only in their mid-twenties and - let's say -- highly vulnerable to reacting to Ellen's deliberate animation as she sat there bantering with those across from her. With nothing but the string waistband of her bikini pants breaking the shoulder to knee skin contact, both of them were quickly growing boners; half mongrels at first which they tried to hide behind their beer cans and a bent over torso.
As a group, they weren't bad lookers. In their mid to late twenties, they had pretty good bodies, as they'd needed to have to be useful aboard the sort of boat they were sailing. And some of them had pretty attractive faces too, in that square jawed, bodice ripper sense. They were well capable of being objectified, in a stand offish sort of way really.
They were certainly cocky; even if having to strip off and then be introduced to Adam had taken some of the wind from their sails. But on the whole, not stupid and, once brought down a peg by Julie's demand they join us on equal terms, not bad company.
I had one either side of me. I'm told I look a decade younger than my 31 years. They obviously thought so, because even though they can't have been much past their mid-twenties, they were making a determined effort to chat me up; and maybe to bed me. Let's face it, with their testosterone driven ego, definitely to bed me
I could see Ellen keeping an eye on me, least I needed rescuing, and Ned keeping an even more subtle eye on me for the same reason, but I actually felt quite comfortable. I won't say I didn't enjoy the close press of the bare flesh of two reasonably handsome males, nor the flattery inherent in their determination to garner my favours; even if some carnal purposes lay behind their attentions to me. I might have even felt a bit aroused by them.
If they were being prick teased (and Ned strongly objects to even that concept, feeling a woman can dress and flirt how she wants without being accused of that), it was of their own doing and optimism.
With Shelley clearly matched with Adam and Ellen's and Harry's pairing also being obvious, they'd obviously picked me as unattached; not thinking for a moment Ned and I might be a pair (or a trio with Liddy for that matter, a fact I'm sure would have exploded their brains had they known it).
So they were nothing if not persistent, even when I indicated I had a partner. But being among friends, I could deal with them, even flirt with them, knowing it was safe to do so; amusing myself with their inability to focus on my much more than my breasts in their teasingly tiny, nipple highlighting, bikini top. I was equally amused by the partial arousal visible in their pants, which grew as they gained an entertainingly false confidence in their ability to seduce me.
Speaking of arousal and erections, with an occasional wink back to her husband, Ellen had been unrelenting in her conversational animation and brought the guy between her and Shelley to a full erection. It was one he was clearly uncomfortable with, more so as Ellen bent around the guy to talk to Shelley, filling his field of vision with her tits and removing any delusion he might have had that his bent over stance and the protective beer can might have hidden it from view.
The delusion was broken even further when Ellen bent in to pick up another beer and handed it to the guy, suggesting...
"I think you might need this. Try a direct application of the ice cold can to it. It might help with the swelling."
The guy turned beetroot red. He probably would have got teased by his mates more had any of them really been in a condition to do so. But in a 'he without sin cast the first stone' sense, none of them seemed to think it prudent to raise the topic of erections.
It was actually a very pleasant hour we spent sitting around the cockpit with them. I could see that Julie had quite a history with them and yet they all seemed to regard her as somewhat unattainable; probably hoping there were some easier lays among the bevy of her women crewmates. But that wasn't to say they weren't willing to try.
We actually agreed to meet them down at the entertainment area later in the evening.
But Ned finally called time on it, announcing we had to go and get ready for dinner, letting them disembark the yacht with as much -- or little -- dignity as Julie's rule would allow them.
When we got back to the apartment, it was a case of a pile in for a quick round of showers. With Ned, Liddy and I occupying the master bedroom and its on-suite bathroom, I was granted the privilege of first shower of the three of us.
I just prepared myself, got the water to run hot, and stepped under the water still in my bikini when the door opened.
Yes, I know, it might sound like another aspect of my bikini fetish. Maybe it is. But in this case it was part of a long habit first developed as we were cruising on the yacht, of getting under the shower still dressed in it, rinsing it and even soaping it as a quick way of cleaning it in preparation for the next day, then taking it off to continue my shower.
Liddy stuck her head in the door...
"Mind if we join you?"
"Sure."
She entered the room, dragging Ned by the hand. Like me, both she and Ned were still in their swimmers. It was what we had all been sitting around the apartment in since we'd got back from the yacht.
She came straight to the shower screen, opened it, pushed Ned in and followed in herself, pulling the ties on her bikini top and removing it as she entered.
I stroked my hand down Ned's chest. He already had a full erection, partly anticipation from Liddy's leading of him away to be fucked, partly from her habit of tickling up his balls with her other hand held behind her back as she leads him like that. The run of my hand terminated where it wrapped itself around Ned's still sheathed erection and jerked it gently up and down...
"Fancy a bit of a threesome do you?"
"It seems I'm not the only one."
There are unwritten rules to this game that all of us understand. One is that the two girls take turns at the cum shot. That in turn determines the order of primary attention from Ned; the cum shot taker goes last. In this case it was Liddy's turn for Ned to cum into, so Ned knew it was me he was first satisfying; even if some would argue that last word was an oxymoron where I was concerned.
He pushed me gently back against the wall, using a hand to collect in Liddy and bring her to the wall close alongside me. Pushing his whole body softly into full length contact with me, he reached behind my back to pull the strings on my bikini top, then slid down my body until her was kneeling at my feet; his face against my mons where he started kissing it.
Putting a finger under each side of the string side of my pants, he pulled them down and off my feet, coming back to kiss my now naked mons and sticking his tongue into my crease and wiggling it playfully about.
Looking up with loving eyes, he said...
"I'll be back in a sec..."
Then moved, with a single knee step sideways, across to Liddy repeating the mons kissing a depanting of her. As he knelt there, he unsheathed his erection and pulled his own pants down and off himself.
Standing back up, Ned positioned himself centred between us, cupping each of our inside breasts, teasing up the nipple and then siding his hand down our torsos and into our creases where he quickly found my already swollen clit.
Instinctively each of Liddy and I wrapped our inside hand around Ned's shaft, gently jerking it in unison as I also brought my other hand around onto his butt to pull that part of his body near me into as close a contact as I could. All the while, Ned alternatively sucked on each of our necks, stopping for a quick kiss before moving across to the other.
Ned's basic problem in having a threesome with Liddy and myself is that he can bring me to a climax ridiculously quickly, whereas Liddy's path to orgasm is a more conventional one. So his mere fingering of me like that had me moaning in pleasure and squirming under his hand while Liddy was still getting warmed up.
Because of that Ned feels he has to put more effort into Liddy, but then feels guilty that he's neglecting me, however much I tell him that I understand what he's doing.
In this case that extra attention was bending down and sucking her nipple; something I don't doubt he enjoys given how large, proud and erect her breasts are.
It might have looked to an outsider like I was getting scant attention from Ned, but he was rolling my clit lightly between two fingers in a way he knew just drove me crazy with arousal and stroking it gently as he did so. I might have only had his half turned hip to hold against my body but I was moaning like someone possessed as he drove me towards a climax.
And cum I did; going weak kneed and swinging my hips around with Ned's hand held firmly into my crotch as my previous moans turned into a prolonged hissing groan; relatively quietly by my standards, but still no doubt heard by those in the living room, even with two closed doors between us.
But it signalled a change of action to Ned. After all, if Liddy was taking the cum shot, I was meant to be first. It was just Ned knew Liddy had to be well warmed up.
Ned moved back to me, trying to make light of it with a...
"Are you ready for the real thing?"
"I've been ready since you pulled it out of me this morning."
Ned let me get away with that; ignoring the fact it was me who dismounted him.
Dipping his knees, he brought his erection between my legs and into my crease; surging it through it until he sensed the void only too anxious to receive it. As the bell of his shaft first plugged the opening I hummed in the pleasure of that first step of penetration.
I groaned more loudly in pleasure as he pushed it in, touching up and activating the physical and emotional sensors that's Ned's penetration of me always bring to the fore. I can't explain why I've been blessed to be in that minority of women who truly can get off and have orgasms on vaginal penetration and vaginal sex alone -- without resorting to g spot and other tricks. But I'm not complaining, any more than I am about being one who can have nipple orgasms.
Mind you, all that might change if I was ever one to push out and breast feed a baby.
But immediately my body was physically excited by his mere presence in me. Stimulated and aroused; not just waiting for some action to happen but responding more like it already was.
Ned knows my body; knows what I respond to. In a threesome that's important. He knows how much attention he needs to pay to me to get the result he wants, and therefor how much attention he can share with Liddy.
He knew his slow thrusting of me, the gentle withdrawal and deep repenetration of my body with his magical erection, was enough in itself to give me an orgasm. The hand he had on my breast playing with my nipple would be the icing on the cake.



That let him keep fingering Liddy and lean across to suck her nipple even as he brought me to the boil again.
As I stood there pressed firmly against the wall by the hand held to my breast and the push of his hips, Ned's erection slipped easily in and out of me. Each time he lifted me onto my toes, as on full penetration, he kept pushing the base of his erection sensuously against the front of my vaginal opening and screwing it about, touching up my cervix, all as his fingers arousingly tweaked by nipple.
The slightest tilt of his erection, as his upper torso leaned across to Liddy, provocatively increased the pressure on the side wall of my vagina, increasing the stimulation.
My moaning, an automatic reaction to my growing arousal, reassured Ned he was getting it right.
I could hear the slurp of Ned's lips sucking at Liddy's nipple under the shower as her heavy breathing and gentle sighs told me Ned was working his finger magic on her too.
With an appreciative groan, I heard Liddy cum and felt her hips quiver and tense next to mine as Ned worked to prolong her orgasm.
But as it subsided, Ned moved his full attention back to me; moving his mouth across to suck and bite my neck before arching his back to suck my previously neglected nipple.
I held his head to my breast as I let out a cry of ecstasy in response to the increased stimulation as Ned also increased the tempo and power of his thrusts.
Within moments Ned had me noisily climaxing with a...
"Oh yes...yes...oh fuck...oh shit...aaaaahhhhhhhhh..."
He let my contraction pummel his manhood before he withdrew, leaving me standing there in a post climatic state of bliss as he turned his attentions back to Liddy for the cum shot.
Liddy grasped my hand as Ned penetrated her, slowly thrusting.
But Ned hadn't finished with his pleasuring of Liddy yet.
If all Ned didn't was thrust away at her in this position, he knew she wouldn't climax again. She'll respond quickly to a g spot banger and can spend an hour having cervical climaxes on deep penetration. But she doesn't have my unusually responsive vagina or nipples. Standing up penetrative sex wasn't going to do it for her. She'd think it nice, intimate and all quite lovely, but not orgasmic.
But Ned knew, even here, how to explode her brain with a good one.
He let his manhood slip out of her vagina and slipped his well juiced up erection back and forwards through her crease. What he tries to do (because he does it with me sometimes too) is flip the edge of the bell at the end of his cock across her sensitive clit. I mean, just having the shaft itself rub your clit is great enough, but when he get the bell flipping right, it will take you through the roof.
Liddy grabbed the exposed part of his cock with her spare hand to guide Ned in his efforts, letting him bend down to suck her nipples without losing too much concentration on what was happening down there.
It wasn't fast -- it's not the way Liddy's body works -- but it was definitely having the effect Ned was looking for.
Liddy is not a screamer like me, but she does moan, sigh and breathe incredibly noisily as she gets excited. But what was really giving away her arousal was the increasingly crushing grasp she had on my hand.
There was plenty of warning of her impending climax; you could sense her responsiveness was encouraging Ned to respond to her every signal as to her needs, which simply upped her arousal further.
By Liddy's standards, her climax was quite demonstrative. With a prolonged...
"OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhhhh..."
She moved her hips back and forward along Ned's shaft fairly rapidly, clearly prolonging and intensifying her orgasm.
Ned was waiting for her usual signal to penetrate her, at the very least to let her enjoy the sensation of her contractions bearing down on Ned's erection but I this case also to let Ned unleash his cum shot on her.
It didn't go to the usual plan. Her climax went on for longer. I could sense through her hand that her legs were weakening under her as she kept moaning even after she'd stopped pleasuring herself on Ned's shaft. She grasped him around the neck and kissed him, but then he simply slid from her grasp as her knees folded on her and she went to the floor of the shower recess, first squatting and then sitting on her bum, still hissing in the prolonged last throes of her orgasm.
Half way down the wall, she'd got out...
"You take it Amy."
For a moment, Ned just stood there slightly bent over watching Liddy's slide to the ground, his rampant erection occupying the space that once was occupied by Liddy's vagina but was now otherwise empty.
But we've been here before. Just occasional Liddy gets too excited and concedes to me the cum shot, knowing full well I'll never miss that opportunity. We all know this sort of sex requires a continuation of momentum. Ned knows both Liddy and I expect him to overcome his first instinct to fawn over Liddy and instead come back and take me for his cum shot; but it is always preceded by a moment of hesitation on his part.
He hesitated this time too. But when he did turn his attention back to me, it was with the sort of lust that drives me wild with excitement.
Standing in front of me, he put his hands under my thighs and lifted me bodily off the ground, folding my thighs around his hips as he pushed me back against the wall and surged his erection through my crease to find my vagina. He quickly penetrated me.
Then, as I grasped him tightly around the neck, he started grunting like crazy as he went the animal on me.
Lust, pure lust, Ned's unadulterated lust towards to me is like a drug to me. It inflames my erogenous zones and makes them hypersensitive to every stimulation of them. He knows it, knows I often demand it, which is why he can overcome his natural reticence to display it without me even asking for it.
Already sexualised and sensitised from my previous orgasms, he had me climaxing again within a few thrusts; his chest stimulating my nipples as his pubis rubbed against my clit and his manhood worked its wonders in my vagina.
Ned was doing his man thing; pleasuring his shaft inside me to induce it to release his life creating seed. His excitement was contagious. I could feel his shaft harden and surge with the pleasure he was giving himself; the tip elongating to touch my cervix as he bottomed out.
His grunts said it all; not just to the effort of lifting me up and thrusting into me, but with a tone that revealed the pleasure coursing down his shaft and through his body as he did so.
Whether I had multiple orgasms or just a very long and spectacular one, I don't know. But for the five minutes or so Ned was going the animal, I was never out of an orgasmic state; my cries of joy echoing around the bathroom and no doubt making themselves heard in every adjoining unit.
The anticipation in his grunting gave me some warning of his impending orgasm, but I sensed it first in his shaft. It was difficult to say exactly what -- a swelling maybe, a hardening, a surge, a tightening, even a lengthening. But something told me that it was like a coiled spring ready to be released.
And then he went. A deep growl of a groan as I felt his seed ejaculate against my cervix on full penetration. Ned gave another thrust and then stood there groaning as rope after rope blasted out of his cock, until he was left weak kneed and no longer able to hold me up.
He eased me to the ground, his shaft still hard inside me, and rested his head on my shoulder.
I patted his head...
"Enjoyed that did you?"
"I hope you enjoyed it just as much."
"Yep. We'll have to do that more often."
Liddy piped up from her position on the ground where she'd been sitting all but looking up my fanny as Ned pounded it...
"Me too."
Even as he continued to stand there penetrated into me, Ned offered Liddy a hand; pulling her up to wrap an arm around her and have her join our circle of just fucked bodies.
We would have like to have stayed like that longer, but Ned's cock did its post climax shrinking and it was time to get ready for dinner and a night out.
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The diner that evening was a casual affair, cruising the 'eat the street' line up along the waterfront, deciding what we wanted. It was just a prelude to our main entertainment for the night, the bands playing at the open air square outside the tavern.
This nightly entertainment was one of the things that made me think getting the experience of a Hamilton Island Race Week was something worthwhile; particularly since I like dancing.
In a way, that goes back to when we first met Liddy while on the Pacific cruise.
One of our stops had taken us to the local yacht club, which had a band playing. Ellen and I were looking forward to a bit of close body dancing with Ned when we noticed Ned chatting to an attractive woman at the bar as he was buying us drinks.
At that stage, far from thinking the fact we were half Ned's age was a competitive advantage, there were times we viewed it as a handicap. If Ned was looking for a longer term relationship, he was smart enough to know that an age appropriate partner was a better prospect.
And as Ned introduced us to Liddy that night our blood ran cold. She was less than a decade younger than Ned and absolutely stunning, and completely charming to boot.
But what really left us both face palmed in fear was when he took her on the dance floor. They could both dance. I mean really dance. Properly dance. They broke into a rock and roll jive that had everyone in the room watching them. You would have thought they'd spent a lifetime dancing together.
To make it worse, Liddy dress was made for dancing and looking man stealingly good while you did so.
It was a red halter neck style with a string neck tie supporting a deeply plunging top which consisted of nothing more than a pair or triangles over her breasts until a couple of inches under her breasts where it expanded into a full bodice. You wouldn't say the unlined triangles covered her breasts; more provided a modicum of modesty to her nipples, while displaying an impressive cleavage and side and underboob display and completely failing to supress any high beam display the nipples put on. Overall, maybe not quite as much was on display as our over the top tiny bikini tops, but not much off it. And Liddy's breasts are nothing if not impressive as they jut perkily out from her slender torso, even if they aren't what nature gave her.
At the back, the bodice was cut away all the way down to her bum; the bodice being kept tight against her body by string ties that zig zagged down her back.
Where her waist curved out to her hips, the previously body-con dress flared; the light spandex material draping seductively over her figure and about a third of the way down her shapely thighs while at rest and spinning out horizontally as Ned threw her into spin turn after spin turn as they danced. Every male in that room -- and most of the females -- could have described to you the tiny, matching red panties Liddy was wearing under that dress in exquisite detail.
Our face palming that night was well justified by what we were seeing.
Fortunately, although as our paths crossed and inter-wound over the course of our cruise Liddy may have stolen Ned's heart, she became one of the Screw Girls, rather than the man stealer we feared.
But the sight of her dancing inspired both Ellen and me to learn to dance when we got back. In the end, Ellen's husband Harry and Issie and her husband, together with Ned, Ellen, Liddy and myself had some very pleasant evenings doing group lessons at the local dance schools and using our new found skills at whatever dance venues we could find.
Which meant we coveted dresses like the one Liddy had been wearing.
It turned out she had made it herself -- along with a number of others of similar ilk she had.
So she helped us make our own ones. We resisted the temptation to make them out of the same colour material. Four of us all in identical matching dressed would be too much.
While the general pattern was too nice to deviate much from, I made mine out of a nice, very fine burnt orange glitter spandex that went well with my more olive skin. Ellen went for a metallic gold to match her daringly different take on the dress and Issie an iridescent blue. Given the amount of crotch we'd be displaying dancing, we made sure we found or made a nice pair of minimalist string sided bikini pants in a matching colour to wear under them.
Ellen of course had to take it to an additional level. The top half of the 'dress' was not greatly different, but at the hips, instead of circling her body and flaring out, the skirt part of it was split by a two inch gap both sides, held together by a single stringy strap at the waist. So in the end, the dress became a front half, looking much the same as ours except for the squared off sides in lieu of the cut away back, and a back half consisting of nothing more than a flap of material draping from just above her bum to not nearly far enough under her crotch; all held together above her hips with a spider's web of string ties, but open and unsecured from her hips down.
With the amount of flaring of the skirt greatly reduced, she reminded me of the go go dancer in the background of the Ricky Martin 'She Bangs' video, right down to the way Ellen would wiggle her bum as she danced. And of course, as she spun in a turn, instead of a nice tidy horizontal circle of skirt, the two flaps would do their own thing, light decorative chains at the hips flying out in a seductive circle while the flaps did everything except cover her arse and crotch.
And she often wore the dress with a g string bikini bottom underneath; although for this night she had matching metallic gold, string sided, Brazilian style bikini pants.
In it, Ellen would always steal the dance floor. Most of the men in the room would be sitting watching her; bent over in frustration.
It was so stunning, I asked Liddy to make one for me too in metallic silver, but it wasn't my choice for the first night.
What I quickly discovered was that whether you look just plain bold or completely slutty in these dresses very much depended on how tightly you tied the neck halter, within about a three inch margin.
With these dresses, if you moderately tightly hitched the dress up with the neck tie, it gave you an almost demure 50% boob flesh coverage. Three inches longer on the neck tie and the top of the triangles on your dress would drop down to just cover your nipples and not much more, but the skirt would hang three inches lower on your thighs.
I split the difference. High enough my nipples wouldn't pop out, but nowhere near high enough to cover much boob flesh or ensure they remained immune to a down top peak if I failed to hold my shoulders back.
Not having been part of our dance thing when it was running, Julie and Shelley were dressed in cleavage displaying, mini body con dresses; Julie's very party like in a metallic material, Shelley's more casual.
All the girls were wearing strappy heels.
The guys were in Chinos, in the case of Ned and Harry or shorts in Adam's case, with short sleeved collared casual shirts.
By the standards of the crowds as we cruised the street to get our dinner, we were a tad overdressed; at least in style, but far from it in terms of the amount of material covering our bodies. For the most part it was a more casual scene.
Julie's friends found us as we were finishing our dinner and we drifted up towards where the band stage was set up and the band already playing.
I've always thought I must be a little defective as a member of my generation. I've never had the slightest interest in the music festival thing of just sitting around, nodding you head in time to the music. When a band is playing loud rock music, either you get up and dance, or I pretty quickly lose interest.
And yet, that is basically what the crowd was doing -- and it was quite a crowd. Around the periphery, and in a half circle down near the stage, maybe about a quarter to a fifth of the audience were making use of the music. The rest were standing or sitting around, a drink in their hands, looking like a bunch of stoners as their heads nodded and, just sometimes, their feet taped.
I don't know about Julie or Shelley, but there were at least four girls and two men in our group determined to change that ratio; even if Harry was a bit reticent to go against the majority of the wider crowd.
I let Liddy have first turn with Ned and stood and watched as they, with Ellen and Harry, mingled in with the group of dancers and started doing their thing.
Almost as soon as they started, Liddy and Ned dominated the dance floor. In the half light, and from even the shortest distance, Liddy look more like she was twenty than the 50ish mother of three that she was. Nothing in her flawless olive skin -- from spending most of her life in religiously mandated high coverage clothing in New York -- nor in her slim, taut, perky breasted figure or long mane of blonde hair gave away her age.
When you see Ned and Liddy on the dance floor it looks like they've spent a lifetime dancing together, instead of the bare two years. They make it all look so easy and natural and they break into crowd pleasing moves I haven't even started to learn yet.
For at least half the time they danced, Liddy's panties were fully on display as he dress flew up; a tiny red bikini brief that marked the termination point of her long slender, perfectly shaped legs as the sensuously moved through the spins and steps and marked the transition to the perfectly flat stomach that was amply displayed above its waistband.
But I dare say, among the younger male crowd at least, the sight of Ellen dancing with Harry was equally, if not more compelling. They might not have the practiced style of Liddy and Ned, nor did the fairly wooden dancing of Harry showcase Ellen in the way Ned does with his partners, but watching Ellen's body, wiggle and spin to the music, especially in that dress, was something to behold.
Ellen has got the cutest, most perve worthy arse I've even seen. Not in some sort of gross, inflated, fat, what's it going to look like in twenty years, Kardashian sort of sense. No it's all shapely, muscular flesh and blood in the most womanly sort of way. As Ned is willing to admit, she's got one of the few butts that genuinely looks great in a g string. With extra-long legs relative to her torso, her glutes are tall and narrow, not squat and fat, and mounted on licentiously curved feminine hips that just scream sexuality at you.
And Ellen knows how to wiggle and flaunt it.
It's impressive and distracting enough as she defies stereotypes as she expertly reverses the yacht into a tight marina berth in her tiny bikini pants.
For young men it must be leg crossingly teasing to watch her on her dance floor as the little piece of material, covering her sumptuous butt, flips from side to panty displaying side with every wiggle and then rises into a luscious fully displaying arc as she spins through a turn.
Issie and I watched from the sidelines; waiting for dance partners. But we were far from alone. Shelley and Adam were still getting to grips with the idea they might actually dance, while Julie, and the rest of us, were swarmed by her friends from the TP52's.
The two I'd been sitting with over drinks earlier, with a couple more mates, circled me; trying to talk to me over the sound of the music. But I've never been a fan of yelled conversations over loud music, so mostly nodded heads in reply while tolerating and being almost bemused by, their difficulty in staring at anything other than my breasts and attempts to get down blouse peaks at my nipples; which given the dress they were probably rewarded with.
With the press of the crowd, they were also standing in close contact with me; but no more so than we'd been earlier as we sat over drinks.
After a few dances with Liddy, Ned came and rescued me by taking me for a turn on the dance floor too; giving me a chance to do my own display. Maybe not as skilled as Liddy and not as much booty wiggling as Ellen, but I knew it was drawing attention from the group just the same.
It seemed one of the guys had built up enough courage to ask Issie to dance, because she was soon alongside us. The guy didn't have a clue how to dance or how to lead a woman while dancing, but I could see Issie was enjoying herself, doing spins and steps as the guy basically wiggled and juggled about alongside her.
As Ned took a brief break before taking Liddy back on the dance floor, one of the guys who'd been taking to me earlier pounced on me for a dance. I figured it was better than standing there nodding my head at forced conversations, so accepted.
A bit like Issie's partner, he didn't have a clue about proper dancing, but made a determined effort to dance with me; which I reciprocated by doing a lot more than just doing my own thing in his general vicinity. He tried dancing with joined hands and had a couple of goes at leading me into a spin and seemed to like the result, so repeated it as often as he dared.
I could see him enjoying the sight of my body dancing; there was little more than occasional glance up to meet my eyes. But I didn't hold that against him. It would be hypocritical of me to dress like I was and then complain if he found the sight irresistibly compelling; especially since my breasts were making determined efforts to escape my dress as they carried the momentum of my turns to swung from side to side more than the upper part of the dress was capable of.
As the music slowed, I let him pull me against him for a shuffle dance. With Ned I might have been doing a waltz or foxtrot, but I could hardly expect that from him. The real question was how closely I let him embrace me.
During the course of three successive slow tunes, he gained more confidence and I eventually found myself in full body contact with him; his crotch pushed against mine and his chest brushing against my nipples as he swayed to the dance.
For the most part, I had to be amused. Clearly, he still hadn't realised I was a good five to six years older than him, since he can't have been more than in his mid-twenties, if that.
There was a good deal of sexual intention in his body's movements. And being a bit younger, a sexual reaction. He wasn't that tall and with my heels and higher leg to torso ratio, the hard semi-circular bulge in his pants, probably prevented by his undies from growing vertically, had slipped under my own crotch and was in contact with my crease; held there by his hand on my butt.
And I could feel it grow harder as we danced.
Plus I sensed the movement of his shirt against the triangles covering my breasts was intended to expose my nipples; something probably confirmed by the way he kept looking down the gap to see if he'd achieved his goal yet.
Of course, my nipples being like they are, had their own reaction to the brushing. Sensitised, they hardened into the jutting edifices they become when stimulated; the areola puffing into a volcanic cone and the nipple itself extending like a cut off telegraph pole from there to a much greater extent than seems to be the norm with most woman.
So this was intimate dancing and not lacking in sexuality.
And as he noticed my nipples and the way their projection made the loose covering provided by that unlined triangle of fine Spandex material increasingly precarious, his efforts to dislodge them became even greater.
I know most girls or women wouldn't stand for that unless they knew the guy better or were equally as carnally inclined as he was. So why was I willing to, especially as Ned was not far away?
That's a difficult and complex question.
Until this week, I'd only been in any sort of, even innocent, close contact with two men my whole life. One was Frank, my abusive partner of ten years who wouldn't let me go anywhere near another man. He captured me as an innocent and naive waif at 18, before I'd ever had a boyfriend or any experience with men or boys before.
The other is Ned who, for as much as he loves and looks after me, worries I am wasting my life on him given our age difference. He's always encouraged me to keep an open mind about considering a younger long term partner should the right guy come along. He would be having mixed feeling about watching me dancing like this. One part would be pleased I was enjoying the company of a young man (or at least seemed to be), but he's only human. Another part would express a fear of losing me, which I'd be frankly disappointed if he didn't feel.
Technically I'm even allowed to sleep with another guy -- a 'sleepover' as it was called from the time our relationship first started -- if that helps me see a better future for myself. Now there's no way I'm going to do that, whatever the 'rules' might seem to be. I love Ned far too much for that.
But the contrast between the love inherent in Ned's approach to me and Frank's selfishly controlling approach is extreme and very much explains my attachment to Ned.
Because of the gaslighting Frank did to me, he managed to persuade me I was unattractive and made me dress very unattractively, as a way of undermining my confidence in the presence of other men. It was Ned who guided me to the fact that, far from unattractive, I was actually quite beautiful and, to put in bluntly, could be an incredible man magnet if I even half wanted too.
And occasionally letting the man magnet side of me come out is a great way of boosting my confidence and putting to rest the effect of Frank's gaslighting.
As Ned says, if a guy gets prick teased in the process, that's his problem.
Now I've had plenty of guys try and chat me up. But really until that moment -- well really, probably until I'd been sitting so close to the guys earlier today - there'd been no reason to have any real physical interaction with them. Even in the dance classes, I was mainly dancing with the instructor, Ned and Harry and we were all using the more demure dance school frame; probably mainly so I didn't step on their feet.
So this was really the first time I'd got to experience a young guy's body pressed against me since Frank. He was nicely built, clearly fit, given the boat he was sailing on, and not unattractive; although in a bad boy sort of way. A bit cocky personality wise and definitely too optimistic in his approach to women, but still personable as far as it went.
And yes, my body was reacting to his provocations. Obviously my nipples had hardened as he brushed them, but more as a result of being physically stimulated than one of attraction, and the brushing of his hard cock against my mons had produced a response. Not the sort of rip his clothes off and take him that Ned doing the same thing would generate, but I was definitely aroused.
As the next tune picked up the tempo a bit, he still tried to dance with our crotches joined; sort of like a Samba or Salsa might, even if he knew nothing of the sort. The faster pace certainly increased the stimulation; probably for him even more than me. Indeed, I strongly suspect he had to stop and go into separated dancing again when he nearly boiled over.
As married women, Issie and Ellen dealt more strictly with the young guys they danced with. Keeping them a little more apart, and in Ellen's case, constantly having to keep them from slipping their hands under the back flap of her dress and onto the cute naked butt that lay beneath as she wiggled away with it.
Shelley tended to stick with Adam, although other guys certainly tried to hit on her. Julie was clearly popular with all of them and, from what I could see, not afraid of a bit of close in dancing as she worked the group. But being shorter than me, probably didn't get half erections pushed between her thighs.
Still, I watched intently as Ned had a break, then another dance with Liddy. As soon as he returned to the sides, I called time on the young man and took another turn with Ned.



As we started dancing, Ned asked...
"Did you enjoy that? I mean being in the arms of another man?"
There was no challenge in the tone of his voice. He could just as much being asking about the weather...
"It was OK. But I couldn't wait to get back to dancing with you. What were the words of that song the dance studio used to play [I put up a corny attempt to sing the words]...
'You can dance ev'ry dance with the guy who gives you the eye, let him hold you tight
...
But don't forget who's taking you home and in whose arms you're gonna be'
And that Ned is you. I'll save the last dance for you."
"Well, don't forget you're allowed to do otherwise."
"Anyone would think you're keen to get rid of me."
"No, we've had this conversation before. I do want you to have the best life you can have."
"Ned, compared to my previous existence, I am. With you. But I might need a good fuck when we get home. That last dance I'm saving for you might be a horizontal folk dance."
Ned was well aware he had to look after both Liddy and myself, so had to carefully calibrate how much time he spent with each of us. And I well understood that, since Liddy didn't have a swarm of young men all over her looking for dance opportunities, he maybe had to give her a bit more time. And all that was before Ned had to deal with the fact that Issie needed somebody to dance with to show off her moves and Ellen was desperate to use dancing as an excuse to drape her body all over him.
So soon enough I found myself back on the sidelines, but far from alone. The first guy I had been dancing with was just making a move towards me when one of his somewhat taller mates asked me for a dance. Figuring that would make it less likely I'd have a pulsing bulge between my legs, I happily accepted.
As I danced with him, I figured he was probably a bit older than the other guy, maybe a bit more mature, but no less randy or able to focus on anything above my cleavage. I noticed he'd stand back as he tried to get me turn, looking down to see if he could get a better view of my panties as my dress flew out. And by brushing against my nipples, having got them jutting again, once, as he threw me into a turn, his finger hooked on the neck tie of my dress, uncovering a nipple in a way I don't think was entirely accidental to give him a good look at what lay below.
As a male I might have been a bit more drawn to him. I liked his slim height and like all the guys from the boat, he had a muscular build with, in his case, great guns. He also seemed a bit more mature, the boob uncovering notwithstanding.
As the music slowed, he too pulled me in close and did that hand on the butt thing men seem desperate to do. But he didn't push his hips and cock against me like the earlier guy. He was clearly a boob man; his chest pushed firmly into my boobs, his shirt slowly walking the triangle covering them off to the side. At least until I stopped and centred them again. Three times.
Through all of this I happily played the innocent; as if I never suspected him of carnal intent; treating them more as 'oopps' moments, rather than 'how dare you' ones. I admit, I was basking in the male attention and quite willing to offer up some tit bits (pun intended) of sexual exploitation by them in return.
As the night moved on, Ned was getting increasingly hard to get a dance with.
With a few drinks under her and the knowledge Harry would be scooped up for a dance by any of me, Issie or Liddy, Ellen was getting increasingly frisky with him; making some of the guys attempts to get a bulge between my legs look amateurish by comparison as she held him close whenever the music offered an opportunity and I sure was basically pleasuring herself on whatever projection she could induce in Ned. And given Ned's attraction to her, I'm sure a projection was easily induced.
Plus I saw her move Ned's hand under her skirt onto her bare butt; getting him to do the very thing that she'd batted every other male away from.
Issie was desperate to show off her moves with the best partner she could find, which was Ned and of course Liddy wanted as much time on the dance floor as she could get. It was interesting watching Liddy get hit on by young males in the pale light and asked for a dance. She is a stunner -- especially as she was dressed -- and nothing in her profile or manner of dress disclosed she's a woman in her 50's, not her 20's. And indeed, in the low light, even her skin didn't give her away. So a young guy would get her out to dance and it would slowly dawn on him he was dancing with someone old enough to be his mother and then have to decide whether the impressive breast and body display he had right under his nose compensated for any feeling of inappropriateness he felt in dancing with her. At least half the time he was in no hurry to return her to the sidelines.
But as our dancing attracted a bit of attention, it was more than the former Screw Girls who were wanting a bit of Ned.
Julie managed to cast off the TP52 guys who were fawning all over her long enough to ask for a couple of dances with him and while she certainly had a good go at letting Ned lead her into some visually impressive dance moves, she also took her opportunities to pull him in intimately close for some very cosy dances.
And then completely random young, and sometimes not so young, women, having noticed how Ned made every women he danced with look absolutely fantastic on the dance floor were hitting on him for dances too.
All of which left me being chased by Julie's TP52 guys who, as the night wore on and the alcohol had its effect on them -- and just a little on me -- got increasingly frisky and bold in their approach to me.
I could see Ned keeping an eye on me, making sure I was happy; a raised eyebrow asking from across the open space between us whether he was being sufficiently dutiful in his attention to me. Once, having felt it was time I danced with him again, I pointed a finger at him and then at me; letting him know I wanted him back on the next rotation.
Instead he immediately escorted Julie back to the sidelines, excused himself and walked over to where I was dancing and like someone out of a 1950's movie asked...
"I wonder if I can cut in please. It's time this beautiful woman get the attention she deserves from me."
The guy I was dancing with was flummoxed, momentarily stunned and not knowing how to react but at least recognising Ned as the owner of the yacht he was sitting on earlier in the day and not a random stranger. A bit worried he might arc up, I took the lead, turning to Ned and replying with a big cheesy smile, "I'd love to" while telling the other guy I'd catch him again later.
It would be fair to say we all were having a good night. It might have been better for some of the girls if Ned could have been somehow cloned so he could be spread about more generously, but there were more than enough males seeking our attention that we never lacked it.
Increasingly the guys off the TP52 became emboldened, especially with me. I had their thighs pushed between my legs, their hips screwing around against mine and their hands all over me like a rapidly spreading rash. My panties and nipples were exposed by some movement of their body against mine more often than I could count and with increasingly less subtly.
I doubt they'd ever seen the movie, but increasingly their dancing with me more took the form of the sexualised staff dancing in the movie Dirty Dancing, than the more elegant final scenes. One or two were even brave enough to run their hands down my body and across my breast. And one got over excited and I'm pretty sure came in his pants.
The thing was, I wasn't really setting limits and those that had been set earlier in the night were gradually relaxed. There were hands up under the back of my dress and on my bare butt by the time the night was over.
It wasn't because I was too drunk to enforce them. Nor was it the case there were no limits. There were definitely still limits. It was just that those I still had weren't often pushed even by this cocky lot.
It was calculated by me to let them push the limits of physical intimacy because in a way, I was using them.
I was testing my physical and emotional reaction to being so close to a range of attractive young men in a way I had never in my life been able to before. I was testing whether I would indeed be better off with a more age appropriate partner, just as Ned wanted me to.
I won't say I didn't enjoy all the attention. I won't even deny enjoying the physical closeness and getting aroused by it. I even thought I could quite enjoy a week of this. But never once did I think..."Yep, I could go to bed with you." Not even close.
Of course, a little bit of that was having no real idea of their personalities. In the back of my mind they were all cock sure of themselves to an extent I didn't find attractive. But I also recognised that was a first impression that couldn't entirely be relied upon. Still, in this case it was a matter of guilty until proven innocent. I've learnt the hard way that behind a tight well-built body and a charming countenance can lie a violent control freak. It wasn't a mistake I was going to make a second time.
There was another area in which my curiosity was piqued. With Frank I never once reached a climax. Frankly, I never even came close (a double pun); barely getting aroused enough to lubricate his rough sex.
With Ned, I'm an orgasm slut. He has to do little more than snap his fingers for me to be wetting my panties with my juices and rolling around in a continuous state of orgasmic bliss. I admit, I'm a complete outlier in my sexual response.
The contrast is so extreme and unreal, I can't help but wonder what I'd be like with another man. Ned himself says there's nothing special in what he does. It's my body and my mind that generates the sensitivity to react the way it does and I think that's right, although the fact he cares about the outcome and at least takes the time to focus on what turns me on and trigger those areas is central to his success. What I still don't know is whether it is mainly my body or mainly my mind.
Will an even half thoughtful young guy be able to set my body off like Ned does or is it more a function of the love and respect I have for him. Yes, strictly speaking I have permission to explore that area with a sleepover. But the thought leaves me cold, even if the question drives me crazy.
All I could say as the night started to draw to a close was that I was physically responding to the contact I had with all the young guys, but nowhere near responding in the way I would to Ned with the same sort of contact. Ned has given me an orgasm on the dance floor with the same sort of stuff I was letting them get away with. I didn't even come close to that with them, nipple stimulation not withstanding and even if one of them did seem to wet his pants with his cum dancing with me.
At the same time, several of the guys had a go at persuading me to go back to their place and it was clear they didn't mean for some pleasant conversation. I declined as politely as I could, repeating the mantra that I already had a partner.
Two of them accepted that, with an expression of 'see you tomorrow', and definitely a hint they'd start the chase all over again. The third, admittedly very drunk, called me a prick teasing slut (something of an oxymoron really). That was, given what I used to get from Frank, water off a duck's back to me. But it marked the end of my willingness to deal with him. To me that was an enormous red flag of Frank like tendencies.
I saw Julie disappear with two of the TP guys; one on either hand.
And eventually Ned caught up with me...
"Liddy and I are heading back to the unit. You're welcome to stay if you want."
"No I'm definitely coming too."
I did a quick round of goodbyes, even giving some of the guys I'd danced with a hug and a kiss on the cheek, but very happily took Ned's hand and, with Liddy holding his other hand, walked home with him.
It was past our bedtime, so almost as soon as we were home it was a case of stripping naked and the three of us climbing into bed; Ned between Liddy and myself.
There's a routine that happens every night as we go to bed.
Ned rolls towards each of us in turn, to give us a very intimate and slightly extended, goodnight kiss, intimate cuddle and stroking and some sweet nothing talk.
There's a certain amount of arousal necessarily caused by that. Ned's is physically on display, mine is very reasonably taken for granted by the others and I know from talking to her that Liddy also gets turned on by it. If one of us is looking for some evening sex, now is the time it is claimed. But it's not taken for granted that anything will happen.
To give both Liddy and myself private time with Ned, most sex occurs during the day or in the morning.
But I hadn't been kidding when I'd said to Ned earlier in the evening that I might have a final dance of horizontal folk dancing. And we'd both been dancing up a storm for several hours. Our bodies were a later of sweat. We probably should have had another shower before lying on the bed, but like it had been this morning, the smell of Ned's still fresh sweating body was rocket fuel to my libido.
Probably sensing I might need servicing -- so to speak -- he'd kissed Liddy goodnight first, and taken his time about it.
So he had a half erection already as he turned to me.
Dancing with all those men had left me randy. I might have been prick teasing them, but I was being clit teased in return. Ned might have sent me into spirals of climaxes twice already today, but the evening's activities and Ned's sweaty body had stirred me up again.
As Ned snuggled into my body, intertwined his limbs with mine and wrapped his arms around me as he usually would, I reciprocated, but made sure my hand went down onto his butt where I rubbed its firm flesh. That has, by osmosis, become a sort of signal understood by both of us that I'm likely to be looking for sex.
But that doesn't mean Ned just rolls me on my back and pound's me; even if some 'go the animal' sex might have been a cure for what ailed me that evening.
He stroked my hair as he gently asked...
"Did you have a good evening?"
"I had a great one."
"Good. Anyone you took a fancy to?"
"Only you."
I let that settle for a moment. But I'm a talker. I like sharing my feelings and I like doing that with Ned more than anyone else. I trust him and time after time he has shown that whatever my feelings are he will respond appropriately to what I say...
"Ned. I realised tonight that the amount of even innocent physical interaction I'd had with guys my age until tonight was basically zilch. Apart from Frank of course and that was hardly a positive advertisement for young males. I really enjoyed my body being pressed against them and I hope to do a lot more of that before the week's over. But there's a clear line in my mind between physical contact, even one that causes me to become aroused, and actual sex. I know my demands are a heavy burden to you, but my sexual desires always come back to you."
"Amy, it was a delight seeing you enjoy yourself tonight. I could see were letting them get away with quite a lot of stuff other girls might not and fully understood why that was. You know I will never stand between you and something that will help you decide what you really want for your life. You can be assured I was not feeling jealous and was enormously proud of how you dealt with them. Of course, I wouldn't be human or in love with you as much as I am if I didn't feel a touch of anxiety about losing you, but as I've said so many times, I couldn't really say I love you if I didn't, at the deepest level, want the absolute best for you; whatever the cost to me."
He paused and then, as if suddenly remembering my final comment, added...
"And by the way, you're not a burden to me. I've never known anyone as joyous and full of life as you. Meeting your sexual needs is a privilege, not a burden."
Even as we'd been talking, Ned's partial erection had swelled to the full blown thing. Caught between my legs as we rolled together, it had speared into my crease as it hardened and surged through it to home in on the void anxiously waiting to be filled by it. Our bodies had melded effortlessly together on full penetration by the time he'd asked me whether I'd taken a fancy to anyone.
As we'd talked, I'd clamped my vagina and tightened my pelvic floors muscles around it, enjoying the sensation of his manhood being so intimately immersed in my body. His erection had surged in response, but stayed still on full penetration, letting my couplins slowly bind it into position, invade his urethra and send their little messenger pheromones or hormones or whatever they are, down into his gonads so I could control his mind; or so I'm told happens when a non-thrusting penetration is maintained.
But I wasn't really seeking to control him. His natural kindness was more than I could ask for. One part of me was quite happy to just lie here, falling asleep in his intimate embrace, his manhood binding us together as we slept and inducing all sort of erotic dreams in my resting brain. We've done it before many times.
Against that, all the physical contact with attractive male bodies had stirred up passions that needed to be released.
I lifted my head to look over Ned's shoulders at Liddy. Exhausted, she'd already fallen asleep as we'd conducted our whispered conversation. So this was not a great time for a succession of screaming orgasms or even wild, vigorous sex. But I wasn't sure that's what I wanted anyway. The night had been one of stolen intimacies and in its own way that's sort of how I felt the climax of the night should be achieved.
I indicated for Ned to roll on his back, me rolling with him to end up in a reverse missionary position on top of him.
For a leisurely time, we continued just to kiss and cuddle, stroking each other's bodies, at most me shifting my hips slightly to screw his fully penetrated erection around inside me and touching up my cervix.
But an ache slowly developed inside me; one that demanded something more immediately satisfying. I pushed down really hard against the base of his erection and lifted myself up on outstretched arms. Clamping him tightly, I, oh so slowly, partly withdrew him from my body, ripping apart the copulin bindings my body had laid down, and pushed it back in hard, grinding my clit on his pubis to supplement the vaginal stimulation the thrusts had given me.
Almost as soon as I'd lifted myself up, Ned had brought a hand up to one breast to stimulate the nipple as his mouth had clamped around the other, his tongue flicking against the hardened edifice the stimulation produced.
While all the stimulation that gave me felt absolutely fantastic, like an itch finally getting scratched, it sated me for a moment and after three such thrusts, the prospect of just resting intimately back in his arms grew more attractive.
It had been a long and exhausting night and it was past our usual bedtime. As I nuzzled Ned's cheek, I asked him...
"Are you desperate for me to let you fall asleep?"
I could sense Ned's face break into a smile as I continued to nuzzle the side of it...
"No, I'm only desperate to see you happy."
"I'm always happy when you're around."
"Good."
For another five minutes or so, I continued to lie there, nuzzling and caressing him gently while screwing the tip of his manhood around inside me on full penetration with hip movements to stimulate my cervix and just because it felt good, but otherwise letting my couplins glue his shaft inside me again.
But eventually I figured I either had to finish it or fall asleep, so again raised myself on outstretched arms.



Still slowly withdrawing and thrusting back in and using the same clit stimulating technique to compliment what the thrusts and Ned's sucking of my nipple were doing, this time I kept going. Worked up by the evening and the intimacy with Ned, it didn't take long. About six thrusts was all it took to have me loudly hissing my climax; desperately trying not to cry out and wake Liddy.
But I didn't pause, just clamped Ned's erection even tighter, cut out the grinding of my mons on his pubis and upped the thrusting rate just a little; giving his shaft the most pleasurable workout I could as it slipped in and out of my vagina.
I could sense Ned's excitement growing though the groans muffled by my breast as he continued to suck it.
It wasn't too much longer before Ned suddenly froze, thrust his manhood hard inside me and let out a mournful grunt as I felt his manhood pulse out the first shot of his climax; triggering me into another orgasm too.
As threw his hips up and I tried pushing mine down against him as a reaction to my climax, we found ourselves in a rather pleasurable battle of the orgasmic hips; each of us striving for deeper penetration -- Ned to finish blasting out his seed, me to feel my contractions pummel his shaft -- by arching our backs and thrusting and grinding our hips at the other.
Ned, being bigger and with his body able to leverage off the bed, was a clear winner, with my light frame getting almost thrown off him as he responded to what was obviously a pretty good climax.
As he settled back onto the bed, I rested my head on his chest as I enjoyed the final vestiges of my contractions tighten themselves around his still hard shaft.
And that, surprisingly, was the last thing I remember about the evening.
Ned told me later that I just crashed; suddenly falling into what seemed like an incredibly deep sleep.
He wasn't sure whether to roll me off to the side or leave me where I was. But with his manhood still hard and my light weight making me more of a snug covering rather than a burden on his body, he wrapped his hands around my butt and just relaxed, the night of dancing quickly stealing his wakefulness too.
He woke sometime during the night to a wet dream, his really hard shaft on the verge of ejaculating into me again, and it being far too late to stop it. But in that moment before he came, he was sure he could feel my contraction bearing down on his shaft, and just maybe being the trigger for his wet dream.
He let his climax run its course before deciding he really ought to ease me down onto the bed beside him; admitting that even as he did, he couldn't resist the temptation to stay penetrated as we lay on our sides facing each other. Wrapping me in his arms, he fell back to sleep, not having seen the slightest sign of disturbance by me.
All I know was that I woke in the early light, with a clear memory of some intensely erotic dreams, to find Ned pushed firmly against my body with an arm over my shoulder, our torsos joined at the hips by a very hard erection inside me.
Ned's post climatic manhood doesn't always go completely flaccid. Sometimes, if he's had a really good one, it stays pretty hard for quite a while; just sometimes, especially if given the opportunity to stay in my vagina, long enough for him to refract and get another erection (which is not a quick process at his age).
It's not the first time we've had a night like that and I dearly hope not the last time. It's one of the most erotically pleasurable things I can think of; to sleep penetrated by Ned. Not in an orgasmic, explode your brain sense, more in a romantic really special way.
But of course, now I was lying there with Ned's erection triggering climatic thoughts in my head.
Quite randy, but not wanting to disturb him, I tweaked my nipples until I triggered an orgasm. Not a mind bowing one, but enough to keep me happy until Ned was sufficiently awake to put that erection to its proper use.
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It was maybe half an hour that I lay there, looking at Ned's sleeping face and watching his chest rise and fall as he breathed.
When I'd woken up, his nose was under my cheek, so I'd pulled my head back a bit to let him breathe more easily and for me just to be able to stare at his sleeping countenance.
His upper arm rested over my shoulder, the lower one cupped my lower breast, its contact with my nipple and the way it had tightened to his touch perhaps adding to the erotic dreams that had occupied my night.
With my lower arm comfortably under the gap between his shoulder and the pillow, I was trapped and unable to move. Not that I wanted to. I could almost feel the pulse of Ned's heart throbbing through the hard erection captured so deeply inside me.
I watched as he drifted back to wakefulness. His eyes half opened but it seemed, before his consciousness fully returned, a more primitive part of his brain, detecting some unexpected capture of his manhood, caused his body to stretch and arc, pushing his erection even harder into me and screwing it around as his legs tightened; all accompanied by a rather satisfied hum.
Then, finally, Ned was with me, looking me straight in the eye as he whispered...
"Good morning."
"Good morning."
"You certainly crashed hard and fast last night."
"Hard is perhaps an appropriate word at the moment. It's almost like there's unfinished business."
"Oh I think we've had a few finishes since then. There could be quite a cum build-up in there when our bodies separate. We might drown in the stuff."
"Well I think it needs a freshen up with new stuff to give it a good flush out."
I was already sliding up and down on his erection when Ned replied...
"Is that right? We'll have to try and not wake Liddy."
"I was very good last night. I'll be very good again this morning."
That was a promise easy to make, but harder to keep. You'd think suppressing my tendency to scream during sex easy. For me, it's not. But I resolved to do my best.
Ned slowly rolled me on my back, mounting me missionary style.
Taking the weight on his haunches, he nuzzled my cheeks and kissed me before nibbling down the side of my neck until he arched his back to let him suck my nipple while retaining full penetration; placing the palm of his hand over the other one.
As he started to suck it, the areola puffed into its volcanic cone while the nipple on top of it hardened and extended, until the areola was between the lips and the tip of the nipple pushed against the roof of his mouth as his tongue stimulated it.
That, with the other nipple being stimulated between the fingers of his hand, had me squirming in pleasure under him. Only then did he drop his hips deeper between my legs, partly withdraw and thrust firmly back in; the upward directed thrust raking across my g spot in a way only Ned seems to know how.
I had to bite my lip to surpass a moan. G spot orgasms send me right over the top. As he repeated it another two times, it was too much. A far from quite moan escaped me. A couple more I be cumming while screaming like a banshee.
As he pulled back for another one, I raised my head to bring myself as close as I could to his ear as mouth kept driving me crazy as he sucked my nipple...
"Flatten out or I'm going to start screaming."
Ned knew my body. He knew what I meant. He also knew simply missionary vaginal sex was well capable of giving me a pretty good orgasm, even before the stimulation of my nipples. He didn't have to hit my g spot as hard as he was to get there.
He did as I asked, his shaft slipping easily in and out of my well lubricated sex at a constant, moderate pace, as I gripped it fairly firmly, my breathing already growing heavy and noisy as my excitement built.
But I kept my promise. As I came I might have demonstrably raised my hips and groaned, but not loud enough to wake Liddy. Or at least she was kind enough to pretend so, since she continued to just lie there seemingly asleep.
In my post orgasmic hormonal bliss, I looked up at Ned as he kept thrusting towards his own orgasm. He was, in every sense, doing his man thing; his shaft pleasuring itself inside my body to induce it to release his seed which would then struggle to penetrate even deeper into my being in a forlorn hope of fertilizing my pill protected gametes.
I had thought he was fully aroused and hard when I first woke to feel his manhood inside my body. But I realised, as I felt his erection swell and harden further, it had been in a more relaxed state of arousal. But the pleasure induced by that additional swelling was written all over Ned's face. Not in a smile, but in a look of complete bliss.
As I watched him move his body over me, I was drawn yet again to the way it was so pleasingly firm and muscular. There would be few guys half as old as Ned who would have a body as good as his. It was a well-earned reward for him joining me in our morning runs and exercise regimes. It excited me to think that he was my male. Not mine alone because I shared him with Liddy. But that didn't diminish that part of him that was mine.
Compared to my previous experience of male relationships, I was in a world of love and commitment I couldn't have imagined existed.
Rather than making him come in a heaving rush, I eased the grip I had on him, trying to find that goldilocks zone of prolonging his pleasure while not diminishing the intensity of it.
His gaze was intensely on my breasts. Knowing the effect that has I him, I tried to exaggerate the wobbling of them induced by the slight rag dolling of my body as his thrusts crashed into me.
Needing to touch him, to encourage him in his desires, I lifted a hand to stroke through his hair and down his strong arm, being careful not to block his view of my breasts.
But Ned's continued steady thrusting was having an effect on my all too sensitive body too. It didn't seem all that long before, caught in the moment, another orgasm built and rapidly exploded inside me before I could fully control it, causing me to groan louder than I would have liked and throw my hips up violently enough to nearly throw Ned off as a prelude to grasping his butt and holding him into me on full penetration as my vaginal contractions pummelled his shaft.
As my orgasm passed and I relaxed back onto the bed again, Ned restarted his thrusting; the steady in and out movement of his shaft, each thrust brought to a sudden stop as the base of his shaft collided with my mons and vaginal opening.
I could tell Ned was starting to brew up. It's something I love to watch. His eyes -- still intensely focused on my breasts - start to squint as his lips alternate between forming an 'o' and pursing around a not quite silent 'ooohhh' sound.
He was trying to supress the groans of his pleasure, but not entirely succeeding.
I've seen Ned cum often enough now to know what makes a good one for him. I've seen him have hyper intense orgasms that brew and boil over in a flash. And I've seen him have ones that slowly ferment; teasing him with a prolonged cock pleasuring intense enough to elicit groans of real pleasure, but just below enough to boil him quickly over. And if we get it right -- because these things are a team effort -- he gets the best of both worlds; a prolonged cock teasing pleasuring, finishing with an orgasm of mind blowing intensity.
I could tell his manhood was highly sensitised. The thrusting was delivering real pleasure to him in spades and had been for a generous bit now.
I was pleased when he'd occasionally stop; holding himself on full penetration, aware that a single additional prematurely taken thrust would spill his seed before he wanted too.
Then he'd start again; the groan that accompanied that first recommencing thrust telling me everything about the shot of pleasure it set cascading through his erection and up to his brain.
My sexual demands on Ned have done nothing if not give him plenty of opportunity to practice getting the best out of his own finishes.
He'd only thrust maybe three or four times since his last pause when he suddenly burst into a flurry of crazy fast thrusting, then froze on full penetration, his leg and butt muscles as tight as a drum. I felt his manhood surge, then pulse as the first rope of seed sprayed forcefully against my cervix and Ned only partly managed to muffle the bellowing groan that usually accompanies an orgasm of such intensity.
Ned collapsed down on me, his head alongside mine as his body took control; groaning loudly as it alternatively froze him then pushed him into another short flurry of thrusting as additional ejaculate was added to the collection already in my body.
And then, the piece de resistance of a brain blowing climax, the moan inducing periodic shakes and shudders of little mini after climaxes as his balls seemingly do a final sweep of their chambers to collect every last drop of seed and send it down his shaft to join the rest in my receptive vagina.
By that time, all I can do is lie there, being a willing receptacle of something that gives him such pleasure; stroking his hair in encouragement and, when he's completely finished, kissing and cuddling him like a mother congratulating a child on a brilliant achievement.
I like it because it makes Ned even more lovey and cuddly after we're finished and it leaves his erection seemingly reluctant to surrender its hardness even if he can't go another round with it.
And contrary to his prediction, we didn't drown in the accumulated cum as he withdrew his erection. My body seems to have more than adequately dealt with whatever was deposited there overnight; although the morning's delivery created a bit of a mess.
But as the sun rose, it was time to surrender him to the day, letting him get out of bed and following directly behind him.
Ned put on his speedos, letting me tuck the sticky residue of his erection into them, adjusting the stretchy material to hold it stuck out horizontally and then play with it by running my hand up and down the sheathed projection I'd created before covering them with a pair of shorts and a t shirt.
We were going out to breakfast, so I wanted to put on something nice. I chose the plunging neckline, white lace and netting sheath mini-dress; the one I should wear a white bikini under to make it decent. It was one of those dresses that are mostly made of a very open weave lace, but the lace is more densely woven over the breasts and around the groin and bum to provide some modesty. And it was. To a point. But not enough if you don't want certain things to be on display.
I put the bikini pants on -- a very brief Brazilian cut - but figured on a holiday Island I could get away without the bikini top underneath. Sort of. Because, as I knew they would, my breasts stretched out the lace, opening the weave, making much of my breast not already displayed by the plunging neckline, discernible underneath and letting my nipples push through a hole they make in the weave and project to the outside of the dress. And as the lace surrounding the nipples stimulated them as I walked and the dress moved against me, they projected further; little dark brown knobs poking through.
When you're on holidays and trying to give your boyfriend a hard-on you can do this sort of stuff. Most people passing by had to look at least twice to notice. But there were plenty of those.
Through all of this and until after we left the room, Liddy had continued to just lie there; seemingly asleep, her naked body uncovered and sprawled seductively across her side of the bed.
It's hard to tell with Liddy whether that's a courtesy, letting us finishing in peace, or she really is still asleep. I may not have been screaming; but there was some far from silent moaning and grunting happening. And while our activities may not have left her body bouncing around on the bed uncontrollably, a certain amount of movement must have been transmitted to her; especially as I nearly threw Ned off with one of my orgasms.
But then, we all learned to sleep at sea with a yacht rocking and rolling, creaking and groaning with the forces of nature and people on watch running around on deck above us and sometimes yelling for action. So it's not impossible.
By the time we left to go down to breakfast, Liddy, Ellen and Harry had all joined us.
As Liddy walked ahead with Ellen and Harry and I found myself walking hand in hand with Ned, I had to ask...
"So, did you have a wet dream during the night or just get uncontrollably randy?"
"A wet dream. Until I met you, I hadn't had any of those since I was a teenager."
"Yea, well that's what sleeping with your cock in a woman's vagina will do to you."
"Who would have guessed?"
"What were you dreaming about to trigger it?"
"I was passionately making love to you as we swam underwater. It was funny, but needing to breathe didn't come into it. It was like we were a mermaid and merman, except you didn't have a fish tail."
"Were we naked?"
"Yes. Completely and very beautifully so. Our bodies were completely intertwined. I don't think real mer-people wear clothes except in Disney movies."
"Pity. I prefer bikini still on."
"If my subconscious self was aware of that, it chose to defy you. By the way, you know I was pretty sure you were in the middle of an orgasm when I woke up just before I ejaculated. In fact I think it was that which triggered me. Did you have any sex dreams?"
"A whole night of them. And yes, they included dreams about having an orgasm. More than one if I recall correctly. We'll have to sleep like that more often."
"And what were your dreams about?"
"Variations on rolling around on the water's edge with you as you crazily fucked the arse off me. And yes, I still had my bikini on."
"We both seem to have water fetishes, but I think we need to take you to have a talk to someone about your bikini one."
"You're the best mental health assistant I'll ever have. We both know my bikini fetish is somehow interwoven with a less favourable part of my past in a way that isn't clear to either of us. But I think you can deal with it."
I watched as Liddy separated from Ellen and Harry and turned around and waited until we caught up, taking Ned's other hand as we came past. She looked stunning in a spaghetti shoulder strapped mini sheath dress. Her large perkily projecting breasts opened up a virtual cavern down the front of her dress that every male walking past was angling to get a look down.
It must be a funny sight to strangers. Most assume I'm the daughter of Ned and Liddy because I look so much like a younger Liddy and we certainly have similar tastes in clothes. At least until they hear my British accent against her New York one. But then they probably wonder why a dad is holding his daughter's hand with it dragged across her thigh and held against her crotch.
We went to the café along the waterfront for breakfast, not being there for long before Julie came past, and still dressed in the dress she was wearing last night. I rushed out to intercept her and have her join us for breakfast.
She was reticent because of the statement the dress made. Walk of shame and all of that. But we weren't far from the yacht. She said she hurry there and come back as soon as she could. True to her word, she was back in five minutes, dressed in the boat's hot pants and crop top uniform, with Issie accompanying her.
As Shelley and Adam joined us soon afterwards, we had the whole boat crew there.
It wasn't for nothing that I'd manoeuvred Julie to sit next to me. With the raucous conversation going on, I took the chance to ask...
"Did you have a threesome last night?"
"It depends what you call a threesome. If you mean three people in the bed at the one time, no. I'm not going to get myself spit roasted while the guys high-five their exploits over me. But I did enjoy them in succession while I made the other one wait outside the room."
"We're you worried about them being bigger than you and not following your directions?"
"Men are a bit like horses. They might be bigger and stronger than you, but they have to be taught who's boss and that they have to obey. Of course, you can get arsehole men as much as you can get arsehole horses. That sort of horse ends up in the knackery. It's a pity the men can't be dealt with the same way. But it just means you have to put a bit more work into evaluating the men before you deal with them."
It occurred to me that there was a man in my past who I dearly wish could have the knackery solution applied to him for the good of all womankind. Still, I was intrigued.
"So how did you control them?"
"Well, I already knew them pretty well.
You probably don't know, but in the serious racing scene there's a fable...rule...legend...joke...I'm not sure what you call it. Anyway, it's that the owners are rich, entitled and patronising bastards who treat their crew like scum, but they never know that the bowman is fucking their daughter behind his back. Now dad was none of entitled, patronising or a bastard, and not really all that rich, but the bowmen were certainly fucking his daughter; but even there, not behind his back.
Well, they were the bowmen on dad's TP52.
And I just told them they have to take turns and the one who gives me the best sex gets to have me sleep in their bed overnight with a good prospect of a bit more of the fun stuff in the morning."
"Why is it the bowman?"
"Because to work the bow on a boat like that you have to be a combination of athletic, brave, smart enough to get a complex set up right every time and cocky and crazy enough to be up there in the first place. And if you're that cocky and crazy you're more likely to think you're in with a chance with the owner's daughter and if you're that athletic, brave and smart, she's more likely to give you a chance."
"So how did they go about winning the bedroom stakes?"
"Tony fingered me to an orgasm then went missionary on me. Greg fingered me, went down on me, fingered me again, and then asked if I'd like to go cowgirl on him. He gave me three orgasms and was an easy winner. And then I rode him cowgirl again this morning, so he got his reward."
"How did Tony take that?"
"He knew the rules. He'll try better next time. Even just watching me go cowgirl on Greg would have taught him something."
"Will he get a next time?"
"I don't know. It's a bit like an Olympic village here as far as I'm concerned. A sea of eligible athletic males to graze on. All that's lacking is the communal bowl of condoms, so you have to bring your own. And the odds are heavily stacked in the girls' favour. So I'll see what comes along.
What about you? Did you enjoy yourself dancing with my friends? Well, sort of friends."
"Yes, I had a good night. But I couldn't say I met anyone who made me wonder whether I could do better than going home with Ned."
Julie seemed to pensively consider my response for a moment...
"Yea, he's a dish. I don't blame you. If he was free, I'd even give him a go. He's fun to flirt with as it is, but it's a pity they don't make younger versions."
"There's a younger version. He has a son who's like him in every way. But he's married."
"Pity about him being married. Yea, the good ones go early."
Julie and I have been friends since shortly after we got back from the Pacific cruise. There's much about her I admire. Certainly her awesome intelligence and confidence. And yet I didn't envy her love life. The emotional connection and just human relationship that is so important for me seems to be lacking; at least in terms of her cruising the boat park for males to sleep with during this week.
Still, she's young and maybe sleeping around will give her a better insight into her future more permanent partner. Certainly better than I had when took up with Frank.



As the breakfast gathering broke up, Ned, Liddy and I cruised the resort hand in hand, checking out he pools and shops in a way we hadn't had time to before.
We had a couple of hours before race time, so, with the day rapidly heating up, we went back to the unit to change into swimwear for a dip in the resort pool. It was tempting just to put the white bikini top on to match the pants I was already wearing. But I knew how transparent they went when wet, so changed into one of the boat uniform mid-blue ones; putting the white lace dress back on for the walk to the pool.
It is in situations like this that I'm sure I test both Ned's and Liddy's boundaries for public displays of affection.
If I have to share Ned with another woman, then I'm incredibly lucky it is someone like Liddy. Both she and Ned come into the relationship after long and happy marriages ended by the early death of a spouse. But they brought to it something of the habits of a long married couple.
When it comes to displays of affection, their public ones, over and above walking holding hands or with interlocked elbows or waists, tends to be limited to momentary pats of each other's butts or quick, almost teasing cupping of each other's crotches or Liddy's breasts. Just maybe a hand might be placed high on the other's thigh when they're sitting side by side on the beach. And kisses, in these public situations are momentary pecks on the lips.
I don't like explaining anything I do in terms of my past relationship with Frank, because then Ned worries he's taking advantage of my damaged self. But until I met Ned, it would be fair to say my life was completely and utterly devoid of physical -- or emotional for that matter -- displays of affection, over and above what my parents provided in my childhood. Public or otherwise.
I missed completely the early adult experiences of lying on the beach with a boyfriend, nearly naked in our swimwear, one laying over the other, passionately kissing, visually aroused and doing everything short of having wild penetrative sex. And sometimes even doing that.
I've been lucky that, as we've cruised remote locations with Ned, there's been no shortage of beaches we've had all to ourselves where we've done all of that -- the wild penetrative sex, and a lot more, included.
But that's not quite the same as getting romantically lost in the moment while lying on a crowded beach or on sunbeds around the pool of a resort hotel; let alone while fooling around in the pool itself. So I feel I have a lot of making up of missed experiences to do; probably exacerbated by the fact I've been watching too many young Australians spending a lot of time with intimate partners on their glorious, sandy sun drenched beaches, with little memory of the more infrequent visits associated with my chiller native England.
So I have trouble leaving Ned's body alone when we're together in this situation.
We might start out with Ned sprawled out between Liddy and myself, Liddy and me with a hand high on his thigh and him with a hand on each of ours. But with his semi naked maleness permeating my very being, I get randy, my hand slips up his thigh to be brushing his balls, I move his up to press against the gusset of my bikini pants, and the next thing I know, my body is half over him madly pashing him.
Leaving Ned the problem of some or all of an erection publically tenting up his speedos and Liddy the problem of lying there as her life partner gets publically eaten by another woman close to half her age.
And even if I wait until Ned and I go for a dip in the pool, Liddy has to watch while I press him against the wall of the pool and publically sexualise his body right in front of her.
And quite apart the PDA issues, that's even before she has to deal with our different sexual demands on Ned. Liddy's happy with something between two and four times a week. My desires more run to twice or more a day; and I'm not talking about quickies either.
I don't think there a many women, even among those willing to be part of a stable polygamous relationship, who would tolerate that disparity in approach.
I'm incredibly lucky that Liddy does.
Some of that might be because of our shared history. I had ten years of a very abusive, loveless partnership where sex was little more than rape. After her first husband died, Liddy was sort of railroaded into a second marriage with an abusive husband by her religious community. She had the sense to get out after a bit more than a year, alienating herself from her religious community in the process but discovering a whole new Liddy as she threw off the shackles imposed by the religion as she emotionally divorced herself from it.
And what a difference that was. I don't think the highly conservative group from which she came would recognise the Liddy who now prances around in tiny bikinis or body conforming micro miniskirts with plunging necklines and stringy shoulder straps with her D cup breasts -- ironically enhanced for the very reason her mother thought she needed a bosom to display under heavy figure hiding clothing -- sitting up perkily and tenting out her dress in a way that gives an extensive down skirt view.
But I digress. The bottom line is that Liddy understands what I've been through and what I've missed out on. She's inclined to regard my present high sexual needs as a sort of effervesce; the equivalent of what happens when you shake a soda bottle and open the lid. In effect, a post abusive relationship release of pent up frustrations.
Implicitly, this means it's of short duration; something that will burn itself out once the pressure is released. I have my doubts. I don't like to use a word that usually has pejorative connotations, but I suspect I'm more of a genuine nymphomaniac. You'd think after several years there'd be some tapering already if this was just effervesce, but there's not.
What I don't know, and are to an extent exploring during this week, is whether my overblown sexual response is limited to Ned or applies to men generally.
None of which was particularly relevant as I asked Ned if he'd liked to go for a swim in the pool with me. He knew what he was in for when he replied with raised eyebrows...
"So it's just a swim is it?"
"Well a cooling off at least."
"So things are going to get cooler not hotter?"
"Oh all right. If you're going to be difficult, the question is whether you like to come into the pool with me"
"So we're talking about cumming now are we?"
"You are in a difficult mood."
"You're the one asking ambiguous questions."
Ned was smirking from ear to ear with his teasing of me. I grabbed him by the hand and pulled him up out of the lounge...
"Let's go."
"Now I'm confused. Are we coming or going."
I turned back to him and poked my tongue at him before flicking and wiggling my butt under his eyes as I continued to lead him into the water.
We eased ourselves into the coolish water, breast stroking individually out into the middle of the pool. I rolled on my back, paddling with my feet and hands as I glided alongside Ned asking him about the race course for the day. As I hoped he would, he did the same and rolled onto his back.
Back peddling, I let him get a bit ahead of me before I flipped back onto my stomach and breast stroked gently over his front up torso. There was nothing particularly novel about that. I've done it many times in the pool at home and not infrequently as we've frolicked in the ocean. It's usually a prelude to me herding him against the wall of the pool or into the shallows where, given a modicum of privacy, I fuck the cock off him.
There's a good reason both of our erotic dreams have a water theme.
At its best, it's a very erotic way of swimming together; not that different really from Ned's dream of us being intertwined as we made love underwater. When I'm far enough over his body, I reach down and draw his hips up against me; letting my nipples rub on his chest and my crotch on the bulge in his pants the gentle kicking of our legs and Ned's paddling hands slowly move us through the water.
As best I can, I steered him towards a part of the pool wall adjacent to a garden bed in a narrow part of the pool, not too overlocked by the other side nor in the direct line of those doing laps.
As he back up against the wall Ned squatted in the water, letting it support his weight as he's submerged up to his neck. I sat over him, wrapping my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist as I sat on his thighs. As Ned reciprocated by holding me around my lower chest, I brought my head alongside his, whispering in his ear...
"That's better. I've got you to myself now."
Ned made an exaggerated point of casting his eyes around his visual horizon and with a smirk, replies...
"Yep, all to yourself and the ten other people in the pool and the twenty sitting around it."
"Near enough."
Like a smitten teenager, I brought my lips to his and thrust my tongue in his mouth, kissing him with almost manic enthusiasm.
I let my right arm drift from around his neck and slowly down his flank it came to the point that simple human ergonomics had created a small gap between us. Within that gap lay his manhood.
I sometimes worry that Ned is growing immune to me. When we first became intimate on the yacht, Ned would respond to almost any contact with my nubile body with an instant erection. Now we'd just swam across the pool with our crotches rubbing against each other and the most I found was a half mongrel, if that. Still, it didn't take too much hand playing with it to induce a full erection. Bending it down, still sheathed in his speedos, I lifted myself to position the tip under my crotch, firmly against my clit.
Now as I continued to kiss him, I could rub my clit slowly against his erection. It was nice; really erotic really. But anything too vigorous and little wavelets emerged from between our bodies making it far too obvious what was going on under the water.
I had to be satisfied with a slow gentle pleasuring of myself; something that would leave me hot and randy rather than orgasmically satisfied. I could deal with that.
All too soon it was time for us to go and get ready to head down to the yacht; Ned having to do a couple of laps of the pool before he got out, to let his erection settle rather than make a public display of it.
By the time we got down there the marina was a hive of activity. A quick trip below to strip out of our hot pants and crop tops and down to our bikinis and speedos in accordance with the rules of the boat and the six women and three men were soon busy preparing the boat for the race; although not lacking interruptions.
Julie's friends from the TP52's all came around to wish us well and those who shared the marina arm with us seemed to make a point of stopping and getting to know us. But what really took a lot of our time was the press.
Having discovered us as eye candy for their reports, they seemed determined to make the most of us; both the women and male journalists.
So Julie, Ellen and myself seemed to spend a lot of time on the dock in tiny bikinis, talking to journalists and giving interviews for the TV cameras. It probably helped that both Julie and Ellen made good interview subjects. Between them, they knew their sailing and their racing and their commentary was all of interesting, informative and amusing. I wasn't entirely sure what I added to it, other than another pair of barely covered tits.
But both Ellen and Ned pushed me to be part of the interview team; nominally me being there as the owner's representative, although they encouraged me to think of myself as a part owner. I suppose I was able to answer a fair number of questions without making a fool of myself. After all, I'd spent a fair bit of time sailing around the Pacific and knew the yacht well. But I wasn't as expert as both Julie and Ellen were and I let them do most of the talking.
And of course, many of them wanted another line up of the crew along the side of the deck for a photograph -- women to the front of course - and for us to give them some action footage of the boat being prepared. All of us were getting plenty of practice at developing our acting skills as we repetitively redid stuff that had already been done.
They were there filming and taking pictures of the boat as we undocked too -- now redressed in our uniform hot pants and crop top. Ellen had wanted the boat to have a distinctive vibe and it hadn't gone unnoticed.
The course for the day included a starting line to the East of Hamilton Island this time with a windward start. That meant, instead of setting the spinnaker on the gun, we'd be close hauled, trying, with the other 20 boats in our division, to hit the line at full speed and in the best position. This of course was an ambition shared by every other yacht and only one could get there.
I'd noticed as we'd gone below to put our uniforms on before we'd undocked that Julie had taken off both parts of her blue bikini and put on a tiny flesh coloured pair of bikini pants as the only thing she wore under the blue hot pants and top. It was only as a gun went, setting off the division ahead of us and giving us the start of our five minute countdown that the implication of that change became evident.
On a yacht like ours, more so in a crowded fleet, you send someone up to the bow at the start to let you know exactly where the yacht is in relation to the line and to keep an eye on surrounding boats to try and keep your position clear and the boat safe.
Julie was the best at that, having both good judgement and enough aggression to make the right calls. She wasn't shy about calling out boats pushing the rules either.
But this time, before going up the bow, she stripped off her top and hot pants, leaving her in nothing but the flesh coloured bikini pants; and there wasn't much of those. Being a fairly extreme Brazilian cut, the back disappeared into her butt crack until it emerged at the top as a fairly small whale tail and the front was the typically small triangle of material common to the bikinis worn on the boat; held up by a single spaghetti thin elastic circling each hip.
The colour of it was close enough to her own skin that, from more than 10 feet away, she looked completely naked.
With the hand held radio again on a lanyard around her neck to call back to Ned on where he should steer and the distance to the line, her presence certainly softened the attitude of other boats as we edged into something close to the position we wanted and distracted others to the point they fell behind.
As we jostled towards the start line, Julie could be heard alternatively calling instructions back to Ned and persuading any other boats who persisted in being too aggressive notwithstanding her visual distractions not to push their luck beyond the rules.
Finally the call came back from Julie to pull the sheets on and get the boat up to speed.
We didn't necessarily get the absolute best start, but it was pretty good by our usual standards and we at least had clear air.
Julie stayed there as we tacked in close company with the rest of the still tightly packed fleet; calling starboard on those we had right of way on and, when we were on port tack, her charms getting us waved through on at least two occasions when it was a very close call and we usually would have tacked away. It was something she reciprocated with a giant smile and a breast wobbling wave; storing up the goodwill for next time.
With the wind only moderate and her light weight not being urgently required on the side rail, she stayed there for most of the work out to the turning mark at Pentecost Island; for all the rest of the world appearing as a naked figurehead on our yacht.
The real work fell to Ellen; who as navigator/tactician was responsible for picking the lifts and knocks while also making sure playing them didn't lead us into an adverse tide situation.
As we approached Pentecost Island Julie used her post at the bow to she set up the arrangements for the spinnaker set for the long run down to the base of Pine Island.
With a fair and constant wind and long distances between marks, Julie's unusual approach to dealing with crowded situations became less relevant and she drifted back to the cockpit, where her main distracting value seemed to be on Ned as he alternated turns on the helm with Ellen; with Julie standing right in front of him. Yet for a while, she seemed reluctant to get dressed again and no one felt brave enough to suggest she should.
Near the end of the long run to Pine Island, it was a decision she made herself. There Julie made sure we did a perfect gybe for the run along the island and an equally perfect letterbox drop as we turned the top of the Island for the work back to Dent Passage and the finish.
As, stripped once more to bikinis, we tidied up the boat as it sat back in its dock after the race, Julie's acquaintances and friends from the TP52's once again got themselves invited aboard for a post-race beer and social. Forewarned of the rules, this time no one was commando under their pants as they followed Julie's instruction to strip down to their undies to meet the boat's post-race dress rules, and more of them had speedos instead of just plain undies on.
This time I had a better idea of some of their personalities. As the guy who'd got drunk and ended the previous night abusing me for prick teasing when I wouldn't go back to bed with him seemed to be making a bee line for me, I closed the gap he was heading for; reopening it again only after he'd settled elsewhere. Whether he remembered it or not, I've had enough of that sort of treatment in my life already. He was on permeant exclusion.
One of the other guys who'd hit on me but had sanguinely accepted my refusal was one side of me. A new guy -- tall, slender and closer to my age I would guess - sat on the other.
With the extra bodies, we were even more compacted together and we were barely one beer in before the guys either side of me decided the only remaining place to rest their lower arms was on my thigh. It was a fairly common tactic among the guys as they sat around the cockpit. And predictably, it meant the game of creeping hands had begun.
I was especially vulnerable because, apart from Julie, I seemed to them like the only unattached female. Ellen's husband was there making sure no one misunderstood Ellen's playfulness; and playful she certainly was. Shelley clung to Adam like a limpet mine and everyone just accepted that Liddy was with Ned and in any case, too old for them, however stunning she was.
Issie made her married status well known and firmly enforced her boundaries.
Which sort of left Julie and me for those feeling optimistic.
I frequently enough made known my partnered up status; especially when some guy had the courage to directly ask if I'd participate in carnal activities, or even just for a date (although frankly, the environment seemed to encourage the former more than the latter). But because for my own reasons, I knowingly avoiding Issie's strict approach to boundaries, I was still left as a possible target. Little did they know that my vaguely declared partner was sitting right opposite them; benignly watching as I tested my own reaction to men closer to my own age.
Let's just say that, even as I used the excuse of playing host to circulate the cockpit to sit next to as many different guys as possible, the hands still managed to find enough time to work their way well up my thighs; sometimes until they could go no further.
More so when I was even bold enough to sit on a couple of their laps when I couldn't find a gap between the bodies to squeeze myself into.
How I managed to drop my inhibitions to that extent, I'm not quite sure. There's nothing in my past to suggest I am by nature a playful minx sort of girl. I somehow decided it just didn't matter. There were boundaries, just ones that weren't tested, even when some guys started subtly rubbing my crotch with the side of their little finger.



I picked out the best looking guys and those who seemed to be the most interesting.
But the result I was testing for was always the same. Sort of nothing. Well, not very much anyway. Yes, sure, a little bit of arousal; especially with those I let go too far. And that was generally because I felt some degree of attraction to them in the first place. But I've never denied I'm an outlier in my sexual responses. Ned doing half as much as I let them do would have me wetting the gusset of my bikini pants with my anticipatory juices. With them? Nothing like it.
That's not to say I didn't have an effect on them. Basically, the closer their hands got to my crotch, the bigger the erection that grew in their own pants; which whether they were wearing speedos or undies, was basically unhideable. And when I stood up to move on from those whose lap I sat on and who did get a feel, it was knowing there was a full erection pressing against my thigh, weeping pre-cum from the top.
One or two had tried to go for the pash as I sat on them; but that's where the boundary definitely lay.
It was nothing if not good for my ego; a nice little proof that Frank was just gaslighting me when he spent a decade telling me how ugly and sexually repulsive I was; all while bashing and raping me.
Nothing was happening that would suggest I was being irrational and clingy in staying with Ned instead of looking for someone more my own age.
Sure the test was unscientific and had the rest of the week to run, and the casual and crowded circumstances in which I was testing myself hardly made for an uninhibited response from my body to whatever they might have been allowed to get away with. But I knew that if I'd gone and sat on Ned's lap in that crowd, I would have had to go below and change my bikini pants because of the visibly damp patch in the gusset I would have been displaying afterwards.
And of course, there's more to testing a relationship than mere sexual response. But it's not a bad start.
After about an hour, we called last drinks on the gathering to go back to the unit to get ready for the evening; more or less a repeat of the previous one as we planned to select a dinner from the roadside stalls and dance our butts off to the band.
We were just doing a final pack up to leave the boat when an official in a very naval officer sort of uniform approached the boat and enquired after the owner. With Ned below, everyone looked to me. It turned out he was a race official.
Standing on the dock, scanning the line of attractive women in tiny bikinis looking down at him, he focused on me...
"We've had a bit of a complaint about your boat."
"What's that?"
"That you were racing with a naked woman on the boat."
Having overheard what was going on, Ned's head suddenly popped up out of the companionway...
"I don't recall anything about that in the sailing instructions. In any case she wasn't naked, just topless. Would you be here if it was a shirtless male? Don't you think it's a bit risky commenting in this day and age on a woman's choice of clothing?"
You could see the officer was a bit flummoxed by Ned's push back. He blushed and softened his approach...
"I understand. I just wonder if she might be willing to keep her top on next time."
"I can't promise anything. After all, it wasn't that long ago a topless figurehead competition was part of this event. I'll pass on your message. But I really think you have to ask the complainant to grow up."
Ned might have spoken as if Julie wasn't there. But she was in the line of us along the rail; it's just we hadn't all turned to her when the issue was raised. As the official thanked Ned in a soft voice and retreated, Ned turned to Julie...
"Sorry about that. You can ignore him."
Julie pondered; then a devilish look grew on her face as she replied...
"Thanks Ned, but I think there might be a way of keeping nearly everyone happy."
We all suspected Julie had something devious planned, but no one made her elaborate on it. In any case, the evening on was moving on and we were all keen to get dressed for dinner and the night out.
Feeling a bit more daring and emboldened by watching Ellen's cute butt the previous night, I chose my more (what Ellen and I call) go-go dancer style dress for this night; the silver spandex one of mine that matched Ellen's gold one. The cleavage display on the top half is no more or less out there than my other dance dress. But with the bottom half nothing more than two flaps of micro mini material held together at the hips by a thin string and with a two inch gaps down my thigh, the matching string sided bikini pants do most of the work in protecting what little modesty I have.
As we walked back down to the waterfront area where both the food street and the stage were, Ned asked...
"So are you going to go wild and have fun tonight?"
"I think so. Is that OK?"
"Of course. That's part of why we're here."
"Do you get jealous or worried when you see me having fun with younger guys?"
Ned hesitated before he answered. It was a question we'd dealt with so many times. But the context of tonight was more immediate and challenging...
"Amy, I couldn't really say I love you if I didn't genuinely want what's best for you. The age difference is a burning issue in our relationship and I actually really want to see you test the issue to the fullest; and I really mean to the fullest. If you want me to acknowledge that a little bit of me would die if you moved on from me, or I feel a modicum of jealously when you're with another guy, well that's definitely the case; as it did with Ellen. But a bigger part of me would die if I came to realise I'd stolen the best years of your life for my own selfish benefit. Anyhow, I get a real buzz just out of seeing you have so much fun."
"You're not stealing anything Ned. But, as much to make you happy as anything, I'm going to let things get a bit more wild tonight, at least on the dance floor. I might act a bit drunker than I actually am as a cover for that. I suppose I'm a bit worried someone might slip me something. I don't see myself going home with anyone but you. But if by some miracle I do, I will let you know first. If I disappear without letting you know, something's gone wrong."
"OK, I'll keep an eye on you; as I'm sure will the others."
I read most of the guys I was dealing with as randy, assertive and optimistic, but generally trustworthy. But you never know. It only takes one bad apple among them to produce a very scary result.
As we talked about the issue among the group over dinner, that became something of a pact. All the women recognised they were dressed somewhat provocatively. Ellen and Shelley might have had men focused closely on them, but the rest of us, less so. I knew Ned would do his best, but he was rather popular and it would only take a moments distraction for something to happen.
So the agreement basically was we'd stay within a small area, leave it only accompanied by one of the men in our group, stay reasonably sober and do a round of goodbyes before leaving the area.
We didn't even get to the band area before we were swamped by guys. The TP52 guys had hunted us out towards the end of dinner -- it wasn't as though we didn't stand out -- and basically mobbed us with their somewhat overwhelming, although friendly, presence. And their numbers had grown.
As we moved to the band area, it was apparent they weren't the only men who'd picked up on the vibe that there was a group of attractive, scantily dressed women, keen for some dancing. It seemed like a lot of head nodders had become dancers.
Mind you a few women had also picked up on the fact there were actually some men willing to dance; so the dance circle had become bigger and more crowded.
My after the event recollection of the night is something of a blur of men.
The dances I had with Ned are clear in my mind; mainly some great rock and roll and swing numbers where we danced up a storm and had everyone watching us. Oh, yes. And a dirty dancing style number that had us passionately all over each other like a rash as our bodies moved against each other and him all but fucking me on the dance floor as he swayed and pushed the bulge in his pants into the crotch of my bent back body; leaving me randy as hell and my panties wet with desire.
And a clear recollection of a number of really fun go-go style dancing alongside Ellen as we shook and rocked our tushes in synchronisation like a pair of cage girls at an old time venue with the guys ogling us with their jaws slack and their tongues hanging limply to the side of their mouth.
But the dirty dancing with Ned didn't go unnoticed by other males who, oblivious to our relationship, decided if I was willing to do it with an old fart like Ned then surely I'd be just as permissive with young studs like them.
And they were lucky (or at least I think they should have thought themselves so). Because essentially, like some shop special, for this week only, I sort of was.
None of them had Ned's style and many tried to do it to music that wasn't really fit for the purpose. But I wasn't on the floor to judge their dancing. I was there to -- have fun sure -- but also to judge my reaction to them, their presence and their bodies.
I think it was the second guy I danced with -- a guy I think didn't realise I must have been five years older than him -- who tried the dirty dancing moves grinding my crotch against what must have been a three quarter erection lying trapped in his pants to lie across his body towards his hips.
He must have thought he was in heaven as, far from withdrawing from his moves, I pushed back into him. Whether heaven turned sour on him when he suddenly climaxed in his pants, leaving a very obvious damp patch in the thin material, I can't say. Having felt the throbbing and heard the suppressed grunt, I immediately knew what he'd done, but said nothing as he blushed and fumbled; pulling back from me and quickly finding an excuse to guide me back to the sidelines.
As he disappeared into the crowd, I told Julie standing next to me what had happened...
"I'm not surprised. Where did you learn to dance like that? It looked like Ned was fucking you when you were dancing like that with him."
"At dance lessons. And watching the movie Dirty Dancing. It makes me pretty hot doing it with Ned."
"I'm not surprised. It made me pretty hot watching it. And what about with Stephen [the friend of Julie's who'd just ejaculated]"
"Not so much. He was cute, but too young and not my type."
"Really? You set high standards. I'll tell you what. Why don't we have a competition to see who can get the most guys to jizz their pants as we dance with them?"
"Isn't that a bit cruel and objectifying of the guys?"
I almost had to laugh as I realised the irony of my comment. Julie picked up on its light heartedness...
"I don't know how to even start to answer that. A guy pushes his erection at your crotch and it goes off. I don't really see any breech of human right occurring there."
"I'm not sure I'm comfortable targeting a competition. But I'm happy to compare notes later."
With the ratio of males to females at this event hopelessly skewed towards an excess of males, the chance of a woman willing to dance being left on the sidelines for very long was fairly remote. With all Julie's friends around us, she was snatched away moments after offering me the competitive challenge.
Never one to do things by halves, Julie made a point of pushing her crotch against the guy's, almost as soon as they started dancing, her hips moving noticeably from side to side against the guy's body. I decided this wasn't a competition I was going to try all that hard at. My objective might be to expose myself to physical contact with a range of young men, and I was certainly willing to let them go way, way further than the average girl would on the average dance floor. But aggressively setting out to physically arouse them and then trigger them into an orgasm was a step too far.
Mind you, I'm not claiming to be virtuous. What it meant was, if they tried to dance intimately with me, I wasn't going to resist, even when I became aware they were aroused. As to whether I might then target climaxing them; that was a bridge I'd cross when I came to it. But those who sought a less intimate dance weren't going to be attacked by me.
Within our group and the TP52 crew guys who were hanging around us, the Dirty Dancing style now became sort of de rigueur.
The next guy was obviously a bit shy. Quite nice as far as I could tell, a bit older than some of the others, he didn't take many liberties and was rewarded by retaining dry pants at the end of our dance.
The next one, once again younger and cockier, was in a different mould. His hands were under the flap of the back of my dress and on the bare cheeks of my butt almost as soon as we started and soon working their way under the leg hem of my panties; something tolerated as long as it stayed up near the waistband. His hand made sure my crotch was hard against his and I could soon feel an erection growing vertically in his pants.
His vision rarely left my precariously and only nominally covered breasts and as he encouraged me to arch my back over and swing me around, he glided his free hand down my torso, the first time between my breasts, the second time over my left one and the third time under the loosely fitting triangle of the top and across my the flesh of my nipple. All of which just made his erection harder and at risk of popping out the top of his pants.
When the tone of the music changed to something faster and a tune I'd sort of heard before -- 'Bopping the blues' -- and everyone started dancing doing little more than jumping up and down, I resisted his dancing leads and started jumping myself. Which meant I was vigorously rubbing my crotch up and down his erection and even when he started jumping too, he was out of sequence with me, so he kept getting rubbed.
At first he clearly enjoyed it, his hand still keeping my crotch firmly against his as the jumping movement gave him the opportunity for his hand to completely invade the back of my panties and bridge across the flesh of my bum crack.
But it was soon evident he was starting to feel the consequences of his action. He tried to back off, releasing the hand pressure and even trying to bend his hips to get his erection away from being stimulated by my crotch.
But now it was my turn. Ignoring the fact my breast had popped out of its triangle and was bouncing exposed right under his nose, I simply moved in whatever way I had to in order to subvert his attempts to escape the stimulation of his cock. I knew it wouldn't take long. These younger guys seem to have a very short brew up period once they've become sensitive. It took barely three more bounces.
He made a pathetic attempt to hide his orgasm if that was his intention -- and his subsequent embarrassment suggested it was. He grunted, groaned and even let out an 'oh fuck' as his body froze and tightened against me. I jumped a couple more times to really squeeze out his seed before feigning a sudden awareness of the fact the guy previously dancing with me was now standing like a rock in the middle of the dance floor.
I asked innocently...
"Are you OK? Did I jump on your foot?"
As I separated our bodies and looked down to pretend to check out his foot, I found that my jumping had actually pulled down the front of his pants and exposed the top of his erection to below the bell. Even in the broken up light of the outdoor space, I could see his jizz was all over his shirt and the elasticised waistband of his pants. Fortunately the way my crotch had pushed the centre of his erection back towards him, meant it was aimed more at him than at me.
"Oh dear. You seem to have had an accident."
I tucked my breast back in as he withdrew his hand from the back of my panties...
"Would you like to sit the next dance out?"
He tucked his still cum dripping cock back into his pants as I escorted him like a wounded soldier, with an arm around his, to the sidelines; abandoning him there with a...
"I've just got to catch up with some friends."
Ned was spending a rare moment on the sidelines, so I grabbed him for a few more dances. The music was rock and roll, so that's what we did; with all the skirt lifting, panty exposing, breast throwing energy I could give it.
But Liddy needed him back for some more dancing of her own, so I reluctantly surrendered him to her, quickly being dragged back onto the dance floor by another of the TP52 guys.
As the night was moving on they were getting drunker and randier and definitely bolder for it and clearly targeting Julie and myself as those willing to be the most fun on the dance floor; probably not recognising the consequences their friends had suffered as a result -- if suffering is the right word. I just acted more drunk than I was; providing cover for tolerating what was often some very out there behaviour from them.
For a slow number, this guy turned me around to let him dance pushed against my back; inducing our bodies to sway together as I felt something of an erection grow into my bum crack and his arms circled around to my front; one hand sliding inside my dress to fondle a nipple while the other sat high on my mons, slowing sinking downwards, leaving me wondering where I should draw the line.
As his finger extended over the turn of my mons -- very obviously seeking to finger my clit, or maybe something more than that -- I brought his hand back up to my lower stomach, and increased the sway of my hips, causing my bum to move more pronouncedly against the bulge in his pants. I felt it harden and swell; clearly caught bent within the confines of his pants and being held against my body.
He pulled his hips back for a moment, letting his erection straighten out so that, when he pushed it against me again I could feel it pointing vertically against my butt and back, the bottom of it pushed between my bum cheeks.
I lay my head back onto his shoulder as I kept swaying against his body, knowing that would open up a view of my breasts to him; with the nipple he was stimulating now a towering edifice right under his nose.
As I'd done with the previous guy, I danced slightly out of sync with him, increasing the stimulation on his erection.
I hadn't really set out to compete with Julie. But I had something of the view that if they were going to pleasure themselves against me and push their erection against my body, then they were fair game for the consequences.
Like the previous guy, I sensed him suddenly realise he was about to cum and try and pull back. And like the previous guy, I didn't let him; pushing my butt back to chase his retreating erection.
What was different this time was the guy's reaction to the final moment. With the result inevitable he decided to make the best of it; holding me tightly against him as he came; groaning and rubbing his cock up and down as I felt his cum dampen my exposed lower back. As his finished his groans morphed into a succession of 'sorrys' as he finally used the front of his shirt to wipe whatever cum his exposed shaft had jetted onto my back.
I turned around to face him, to find his erection even more exposed than the last guys; probably half the height of it. He looked down at it and then back at me, as if the exposure was advertising his wares...
"Do you want to come back and finish this more romantically?"
I put my hand gently, maybe even patronisingly on his shirt over his firm chest...
"No thanks. I'm spoken for and I suspect the finish has already arrived in a happy ending sort of way."
"Are you sure?"
"Absolutely."
He pulled open the front of his shirt to display a muscle bound chest...



"Just for a quickie?"
"I don't do quickies. I'd better catch up with the others. See you later."
With that, I left him standing there; making a bee-line for Ellen and Issie standing on the sidelines. Ellen bent to my ear to talk over the music...
"I thought we were going to have to come in for an intervention with some of the dancing we saw you doing."
I suspected they hadn't seen half of what actually was going on. But I wasn't inclined to tell them about some of the outcomes; not yet anyway.
In no way did I think what had happened tonight was normal -- not in my world anyway. I've never been through the drunken 20 year old girl cruising the party scene stage. Do they do this? Do they let guys dry hump them on the dance floor? What does it say about me that I've triggered to orgasm three guys I barely knew tonight? Nothing favourable, that's for sure.
Do guys always trigger to an orgasm so easily? Well, I suppose it wasn't that easily. I let them get in pretty close on the dance floor and they took full advantage of that and most of them had a fair opportunity to work themselves up before they came; I just didn't let them escape the final consequences.
But really, all that was tangential to what tonight was really all about. I've spent the night getting in very close and personal with some pretty good looking guys. I might have protected my most intimate space, but that's all. My nipples, which Ned can quickly drive me to orgasm by playing with, has been rubbed up and down against some pretty nice male chests and tweaked flesh on flesh by one guy. They've been projecting on high beam all night as a result.
So is my head over heels love of Ned just a convenient port in a storm? Do I have the same reaction to spunky younger guys as I have to him?
Was it hard to tell them I didn't want to go to bed with them?
The simple fact is, I enjoyed myself immensely. I loved being up close and personal with such a bunch of good looking young guys. I was even a little aroused.
But I didn't desire them sexually. And they didn't have the same effect on me that Ned has. Sure there's more to my decision then sexual arousal, but it's an important start. And what the night really left me with was an aching need to fuck the cock off Ned.
As I walked back to the unit with Ned, I admitted to him that three guys had ejaculated while dancing with me. He laughed, told me he wasn't surprised given how stunningly sexy I looked, then asked me to tell the story of how it happened.
He was even more amused by the way I didn't let them escape the end consequence of dry humping me.
Then, more seriously, we talked about how all the personal contact might influence my choices about my future. And I could seriously tell him, it didn't.
By the time we got back to the apartment, I was randy as all hell. I needed Ned and I needed him quickly. But as we retired into our room and I unbuttoned his shirt to undress him, it was apparent I wasn't alone.
Liddy was making it clear she wanted a slice of him too.
More often than not, Liddy and I each find opportunities to get Ned alone when we want sex. For all their supposed erotically mystical reputation, the reality of a threesome is more prosaic. If it's two girls and a guy, then unless you really get off on watching your partner fuck another woman, it's something of a second rate type of sex. Even Ned admits he finds nothing more exciting about it than having each of us in well-spaced turns.
I've done pussy stacks, I've done top and tails on him; you name it, we've done it. But I'd never set out to exchange even the most routine one on one sex for any of them.
If it's just the big O you want, then top and tails -- where one rides his cock and the other sits on his face -- might offer the best outcomes. But it's sort of impersonal; using Ned like a multi-pronged dildo, but not really making love to the man.
But a threesome is way better than nothing and while we were cruising I've had to participate in a foursome and even a fivesome. That was just the way it was and it's a willingly accepted reality of a polygamous relationship.
Ned knew he was in for a good fucking, but none of us had made any decision as to how. And that was something Ned left the women entirely to work out. He just did as he was told.
Neither Liddy nor I started it with any preconceived notions of what we were going to do.
We stripped Ned down to his erection filled undies and then stood in front of him as, one at a time he lifted our flimsy dresses over our heads, leaving us in turn stripped to the tiny bikini style panties we wore under them.
As we bent down either side of him to pull his undies down and expose the tower of hard manhood they contained, Liddy and I looked at each other quizzically.
It was Liddy who broke the ice...
"What about fast sex?"
"But that doesn't work for you so well."
"It doesn't matter. It gives me what I need at the moment."
Ned no doubt was listening; awaiting our determination of his fate.
Fast sex is a way of getting a sort of 'go the animal' passion within a shared sexual encounter. Basically Ned jumps on one of us, fucks us like crazy for a short period, than jumps on the other and does the same; continuing to alternate until he explodes. It's completely unpredictable how long he'll last or who get the cum shot; since trying to change at the last moment into whoever's turn it was is more likely to have him spray his cum all over both our stomachs. If we don't grip him too tight, we can generally get a decent session from him.
It works for me because I cum to straight vaginal sex and cum quickly enough that, after a bit of a warm up, I cum again within each turn. Liddy may not be lacking in either the lust or sensitivity department, but is more conventional in that just straight thrusting sex is less likely to bring her to a climax; especially when delivered in short bursts.
But Ned's basic rule is that, one way or another, everyone gets an orgasm and Liddy, no less than me, gets a kick out of Ned lustfully doing his man thing on top of her; more so after a steamy night like tonight.
As I nodded my agreement, Liddy looked up at an expectant Ned...
"Fast sex it is then."
Ned raised his eyebrows. It was going to be an exhausting end to an exhausting night.
He took us each by a hand and lifted us up to stand in front of him; each of Liddy and I wrapping our other hand around the tall pole of his erection. We had to let go as he in turn knelt down to drop our panties to the floor; kissing us each on the mons as he did so. As he stood up, he wrapped his arms around both of us, forming us into a tight cuddle, his erection between our hips.
Backing us up to the bed, he eased us down on it, giving us a moment to straighten ourselves up and get ourselves fully on the bed before he knelt on it; on knee between each of our spread apart legs.
Ned looked lustfully down at our bodies, his erection dripping pre-cum on the edge of my thigh. He ran a hand up both our stomachs, circled our breasts before brushing across the top of them, then ran his hand back down our bodies to gently circle our mons and down into our crotch. As he did so, he started walking backwards on his knees, moving down towards our ankles.
As he got there, he brought the knee between Liddy's legs hard up against the inside of her ankle and bent down to bring his jaw into my crotch.
Ned had not the slightest doubt he'd find me aroused. He'd felt the wetness as he circled my crotch. His tongue reached out and made first contact with my already swollen clit, the tip of his tongue circling the end of it. I moaned and raised my hips to the pleasure of it.
But in the moment, I nearly forgot my own obligation as part of this threesome. As my hips settled back on the bed and Ned really went to work on me, I slid my hand down Liddy's stomach and into her crotch.
She too was aroused. Not as wet as I was, but I'm the one who's the outlier in those stakes. I felt her body tense as I started to finger her clit.
We'd long since got past any reticence about stimulating each other. That after all had been part of the BOB (Bi on the boat) arrangement in which all of Ellen, Issie and everyone else part of the polygamous arrangements with Ned had signed on for. Ned's only got one cock and two hands (and a tongue). Threesomes run much better when we all stimulate each other; more so with the fast sex game, where staying aroused gives you a much better ride when Ned hopes aboard for your turn.
I was pleased when I sensed Liddy moaning quietly to herself to my fingering of her. It reassured me I was getting it right and getting her warmed up for when her turn with Ned came.
And the way my body was responding to Ned's going down on me suggested that wouldn't be long coming; because nor would I.
After settling in to suck and lick my clit, Ned had pushed two fingers inside me to stimulate my g spot and brought the other hand up to play with my nipple. Ned knew that triple stimulating me like that was like priming a bomb; a love bomb guaranteed to go off with a bang.
I knew I was in a small unit with a lot of our crew and that in turn was in a crowded resort building. I knew I shouldn't start screaming, but, as Ned well knew, I don't have much control over these things.
Ned had me moaning up a storm; squirming about with rising excitement as his pleasure bombing of my body continued. I couldn't help it. I was rubbing Liddy's clit with increasing speed as my own excitement grew; hearing, but barely able to focus on her increasingly noisy vocalisation of her own arousal.
My orgasm exploded with a cry; the sudden rise of my hips nearly taking off Ned's nose as he only just managed to get it out of the way in time. The fingers he had inside me, came with me for the ride, Ned somehow managing to keep stimulating me with them and the ones tweaking my nipples as I threw my body about.
Ned drew every last once of extended pleasure out of my orgasm until, as I lay there panting on the bed, he looked down as me and assured me....
"I'll be back soon..." before transferring his torso to between Liddy's legs and going down on her.
There is method in the madness of how we organise these things. Everyone knows I go off like a bomb and quickly. Liddy takes a more conventional time frame to come to orgasm. By Ned doing me first while I finger Liddy, Ned finds her super primed and much more quickly responsive to his stimulation of her.
I just lay on my back and let my body respond to Liddy's fingering of me as I heard the slurping of Ned's oral play on Liddy's clit and the sounds of her growing arousal. I knew he would be fingering her g spot and playing with her nipple like he had mine but customised to Liddy's responses. By now, Ned had the individual response of each of our bodies worked out. He knew how to trigger them efficiently; vitally important when there's a line of us waiting for his attention.
But I'd done a good job of warming her up too. As her fingering of me nearly had me on the verge of another orgasm, I heard and sensed hers get triggered; a sharp intake of breath and a long sequence of teeth sucking heavy breathing being the way Liddy supresses something more noisy.
As soon as Liddy's orgasm had finished, Ned was back on me; and on me this time, not crouched down between my legs. It's called fast sex for a reason. It's largely Liddy and myself who determine the 'rules' for this sort of sex and fast is very much the operative word.
Ned knows by now he's going to find my body receptive. There's no need for him to dick about with a tentative penetration. Liddy barely had time to get her fingers out of the way as Ned thrust his manhood into the welcoming embrace of my body and I in turned grabbed Liddy's pussy again.
I know not every woman responds like I do, so I don't like to make sweeping statement, especially when some will be exactly the opposite. But personally I love that moment when Ned first joins his body with mine. My body just seems particularly sensitive to my vagina being filled with his presence; that initial slide of his engorged manhood against its sensitive wall.
I squealed in delight.
Immediately Ned started thrusting; hard and fast. And almost immediately I came again. Liddy's fingering of me had done its job. My body was fully primed for Ned's fucking of me and had responded accordingly; reaching that state that seems to be one of continuous rolling orgasms.
Raised up on his arms to let him look down at my writhing body, Ned just kept fucking me hard and fast as I squirmed and moaned under him. Far from my climax reaching a peak and diminishing as my contractions pummelled his manhood, he was stirring me to a greater height. Suddenly I exploded...
"OH FUCK...OH FUCK...OH SHIT...OH NED...OH NED...AAAHHH....SHIT...AAAHHHHHHHH."
Ned knew to just keep fucking me; every thrust prolonging my orgasm and driving it to new heights.
There's no fixed rule about when Ned should change bodies. No one's counting. No one is watching a clock. There's just a sense, it's time. Maybe about 20 thrusts. But fast is always the name of the game.
Suddenly Ned was out of me and his weight off my body as he deftly moved across to Liddy. I got my hand out of the way as I felt his manhood push past it and into Liddy's body. Almost immediately I could feel her body ragdolling against my shoulder as Ned's hard thrusts crashed against her; the hand she already had against my sensitised crotch jerking against my clit with every one of Ned's thrusts.
Ned was grunting with the effort as Liddy moaned. And moaned. And moaned.
All the parties know how this works now. They know I go off like a bomb every time Ned's jumps aboard me. They know Ned's endurance is a bit random and, even if we don't grip him too tightly, he's going to boil over and explode at some point. We also know Liddy probably isn't going to come to this. Maybe if Ned kept thrusting and thrusting, she might eventually; but that's not really how Ned gets her to come usually.
Thus my initially question of Liddy when she suggested this. But Liddy finds enjoyment in this that doesn't rely on multiple orgasms. The wild passion, the excitement, just the sheer uninhibited intimacy of the whole thing. It's also why Ned goes down on us to start. Liddy get her orgasm at the start.
But to keep things going it means Ned has to just suddenly dismount her and move back to me without a clear 'finishing' signal.
And for me it came just in time. Liddy's fingering of my already sensitive body had brought me to the edge of another orgasm. I was fighting to hold it in; wanting to unleash it on Ned's cock instead.
He'd only just pushed himself in and delivered his first thrust when I could hold it any longer...
"AAHHAAHHAAHHAAHH...FFFFUUUUCCCKKKK...NED...NNEEEEDDDD...OOOHHHHNNNEEEDDD"
I grabbed him around his elevated neck and lifted my body up against his as his thrusts kept crashing into me, stirring up my passions ever higher as my nipples rubbed against his chest and my body tensely quivered against his strong frame.
Eventually spent, I let go and just fell back limp on the bed; Ned smiling down almost benevolently as he surveyed his handiwork in reducing me to a still quivering, orgasmic mess.
He took two more hard thrusts before switching across again to Liddy, momentarily deprived of stimulation as I'd abandoned fingering her in the heat of my orgasms.
No sooner had Ned started on Liddy then the tone of his grunts changed, telling me he was starting to brew up. I won't deny being disappointed that Liddy was getting the cum shot, even though it was more than her turn.
I was now a mere spectator to what was about to happen. His thrusting sped up, causing Liddy to moan louder and faster too, as Ned switched from a grunting noise to the circle mouthed 'oooohhhhhhing' noise that he makes when he's brewing up a big one. The longer it goes on, the more explosive it is.
With the end inevitable, I sensed through the tension in her legs that Liddy was gripping him a bit tighter, maximising the pleasure of each remaining thrust.
Ned froze, then grunted loudly as he shot his first bolt, then collapsed down on Liddy, jerking and moaning as his climax took control of his body; her arms around his neck as she happily accepted all the convulsions of his orgasm.
As he lay on top of her, completely done, I felt and watched it as she ground her hips against his limp body, circling his manhood inside her and rubbing her clit on his pubis until she trigger her own orgasm; hissing and tensing until it passed.
Ned was exhausted. He'd had a big day, a big evening and an exhausting round of bedtime sex. He rolled off Liddy as she turned to face him.
All I could do was cuddle against his back. Ned reached backwards to fondle my butt to acknowledge my presence there as I wrapped my arm over his hips and my hand around his balls; noting as I did the residue of his erection still projected between Liddy's thighs, but probably not in a direction that suggested he still penetrated her.
After the previous erotic night spent sexually joined with, him I might have wished he was facing me, but had to accept Liddy was entitled to her turn too.
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In sailing terms, the Wednesday of Hamilton Island Race Week is a lay day -- a day off racing.
In regatta terms, it's a party day. Until a few years ago, the party was held on Whitehaven Beach; and hour's or more trip from the Island (depending on the speed of your boat).
But evidently things got a bit out of control and these days party central is now around the resort's pool area. While the band and sausage sizzle might be free, the drinks definitely aren't. But that's not to say a lot of them aren't consumed.
Both the weather and the event meant the dress standard for the day was nothing more than bikinis; with maybe a sundress to get you down there.
The sailing, nights of non-stop dancing and evenings of wild sex meant Ned and I were getting all the exercise we needed, so I'd let him off the morning runs; even if it meant missing out on the sexual liaison they facilitated.
For once, I woken up a bit later but still before Ned and Liddy. Ned was on his back between us, a full night erection towering up from his uncovered groin and bisecting his lower stomach. Liddy had an arm across his chest, as did I. It's always a temptation to play with that, but I thought it fairer that Ned got a bit more sleep.
After last night, I definitely needed a shower, but while we had an on suite in our room, I knew it was noisy to use while others were asleep in the room.
Grabbing my towel, I snuck out of the room to check out whether the main bathroom was free. I was still naked, but my antics on the first morning, following on from the distinct lack of privacy on the trip up, seemed to have quickly set something of an example for the rest of the household; morning nakedness was now both common and accepted -- if not expected - almost until after breakfast.
The ringleader in that, to a certain extent and not counting me, had been Ellen who encouraged the 'naturalness' of the approach in a light-hearted discussion on that first day; I suspected she both wanted to flaunt her nakedness in front of Ned and see him naked. But the younger guys -- Harry and Adam -- for whatever reason had decided nakedness was good too; maybe to flaunt themselves in front of other women, maybe to encourage the rest of us to go naked in response.
And I'll allow for Adam that, with his enormous manhood, letting it droop naked and unsupported was probably the most comfortable state for him; even if the sight of his manhood dangling nearly half way down his thigh was enough to take you aback every time you saw it.
Shelley was the most reticent, while Liddy tended to default to just her minuscule g string bikini bottoms. And while Ned was reticent, on the second day he bent to the winds and the teasingly applied pressure from Ellen to emerge naked too, as did most of the others.
Shelley was in that shower, so I put my towel on one of the stools around the kitchen bench and prepared a bowl of cereal; dancing around a naked Adam and then sitting next to an equally naked Ellen.
As the three of us chatted Adam was standing resting against the kitchen sink across from and opposite the bench Ellen and I were sitting at, which meant we had a full view, down to the knees, of his naked body.
And as a competitive swimmer with a giant cock and bulging balls to match, what an impressive body it was
If men are condemned for staring at women's breasts with the whole 'hey, I'm up here' thing, then I'd have to admit that, when really tested, women are little if any better. As I mechanically spooned down my breakfast between conversational snippets, my eyes were transfixed on what was dangling between Adam's legs.
Mind you, I wasn't alone in objectification. If I glanced across to Ellen she was inevitably transfixed on the same member I was. And when I tried to do the right thing and look up to Adam's eyes as I talked to him, his focus was no less on my breasts.
My body is not immune to reacting the Adam's naked presence and, although it controlled itself for a while, some risqué joke from Ellen triggered me and I suddenly felt my nipples harden on me; and in my case, that's not a subtle effect.
Sitting on slightly puffy conical areolas, my nipples are protruding even at rest and the whole nipple and areola grow into a towering edifice when excited or cold. About as subtle as a guy growing an erection; except this time in duplicate.
Like a cascading event, the fact Adam had been staring at them immediately became apparent when his manhood in turn reacted. In Adam's case, that's no small event.
Very quickly it swelled in length and diameter; arcing towards us into a horizontally suspended half mongrel, already twice the volume of an average guy's erection.
It happened so quickly, Adam barely had time to react; although from the stories I hear, the women in his swim team are notorious for teasing him into displaying a full boner to them, so it wasn't a first time experience by any means.
He looked down at it, clearly helpless to do anything about it short of running away...
"Sorry. Don't know where that came from."
I gave him a smile and a breast wobbling shrug. Ellen went further...
"Yea, standing in front of a pair of naked women can do that to a man."
Basically getting permission from Ellen to display whatever his body wanted, it seems the inhibition switch which had halted its growth was released. Because almost immediately it swelled and lengthened further; growing to a full hard vertical erection.
Two beer cans stacked one on the other is the traditional way of describing both its length and girth. And it's no exaggeration. And the oversize balls hanging out the side of the base suggest Shelley could well be swimming in cum every time he dumps a load on her.
I had to admire Adam's chutzpah continuing to stand there trying to talk to us with that thing on display. Being little more than 20 might leave you vulnerable to growing an erection in front of others, but it seems the boldness of youth also lets you display it.
It wasn't that long before Shelley emerged from the bathroom, loosely wrapped in a towel which wasn't big enough to hide both her breasts and pussy, so ended up hiding neither. She took in the scene and walked over to Adam, wrapping her hand around his erection as she only half blocked our view of him and that of his erection not at all...
"Should you be displaying that thing to impressionable young ladies?"
Ellen couldn't help herself...
"We're impressed alright. We always are by it. As for being young or ladies? That's very nice of you but a questionable judgement."
She nudged me as she added...
"After all, Amy dry humped half the TP52 guys last night."
I nudged her back...
"Do you mind? I didn't nothing of the sort."
"Yea, it was only a third."
With one hand on his shaft, Shelley had cuddled him with the other behind his back, leaving the towel unsupported. Loosely wrapped to start with, it had quickly unravelled, falling down until it was kept off the floor only by the contact between Shelley's and Adam's hips, but really leaving her as exposed as the rest of us.
Physically, Shelley and Adam seemed cut from the same cloth; almost -- with one reservation -- made for each other, or maybe just from the same genetic mould.
Tall, (very tall in Adam's case) slender bodies, strong and firm (again, exceedingly and distractingly so in Adam's case), they both have outsized sexual organs. Adam's giant cock, Shelley's outsize -- for her slender build anyway -- breasts. She is a complete stunner, both in figure and face.
But every time I see her standing next to Adam in an aroused state, I just can't help wondering how the hell she takes that thing into her body. It looks like it would go in all the way up to her diaphragm and fill half the diameter of her sensuously pinched waist. Slight exaggerations maybe, but that doesn't deny the fact it just doesn't look possible.
And as for how often I see her standing next to his erection, Shelley's presence is like Viagra to him. He's too young to have it under control yet and she's too stunning for her presence not to affect him. Whether naked or in a bikini, he seems to grow a boner any time she's showing enough flesh anywhere near him and from what I hear the only way of getting it back under control is to give her a good root. And given his notoriously fast refraction, even that often doesn't work.
If staring at Ellen and me in our naked states grew the boner, Shelley's presence and her hand around it super charged it. You could see it pumping out pre-cum.
I watched as their eyes romantically meet and a thought arose in both their brains. A flick of Shelley's eyes and a nod of Adam's head and they excused themselves as they retreated into their bedroom.
Ellen and I looked at each other as the bedroom door closed; well aware of what would follow. The unit was small and there were little to no secrets as to what went on behind the closed doors. Within a minute or two, the feint squeaking of the bed signalled Shelley had been penetrated by that monster cock and the action had started making me wonder what happened to the extensive foreplay she was meant to need to get her body able to accept it.
I smiled at Ellen as Shelley's grunting and moaning strongly suggested she was on top. Deferring my intention to shower, Ellen and I sat there staring and grinning at each other while Shelley worked herself up to a noisy orgasm before a whole lot more bed squeaking had Adam noisily signal his orgasm with a prolonged groan. It was all over -- or at least the first round was -- in five minutes.
I asked Ellen...
"Is our bed that squeaky?"
She grinned back...
"Who'd know? Between your moaning and screaming and Ned's grunting and groaning, there could be a seven scale earthquake happening and no-one would notice."
"I thought I'd been very good about screaming."
"You've been better than normal I admit. But I still have to cross my legs in frustration every time you're at it."
She leaned in to me to add in a whisper...
"The truth is I miss fucking Ned and hearing you two are at it reminds me of that."
I gave her a hug as I stood up to head for the shower.
When I emerged ten minutes later, the room was crowded. I slipped through to my room to put on my bikini for the day; one of my favourites outside the boat ones. It was a burnt orange, fairly brief one with a slide tie top and a tie sided bottom. The cut flattered and teasingly revealed while the colour flattered my olive skin colour nicely.
It wasn't as transparent as the white one when wet; but being essentially unlined except for the tiniest gusset lining, it wasn't entirely opaque either. And it did nothing to disguise either my projecting nipples or the significant line of crease running vertically though my substantial mons bulge.
After breakfast, and now with my white lace dress over my bikini, we started to amble down to the central area to check out the scene. We were half way down when Ned cut me out from the pack, gently wrapping his arm around mine and guiding me off to the side...
"Amy. Have you ever heard of the Amish concept of Rumspringa?"
"No, not really."
"When they get to a certain age in their teens, they have a period away from their strict old fashioned life and conservative rules. In effect, they're given a period to run wild; freed from all the strictures of Amish life. And from what I understand, some of them take full advantage of that. Pregnancies are not unknown. The idea is for them to test out the outside world and see if they still want to commit to Amish life."
"So?"
"You've been testing your wings while we've been here; which is great and part of why we came. But I don't know if you've sufficiently given yourself the freedom to do that properly. Maybe you should think of this as your Rumspringa. There are no rules other than those you impose to keep yourself safe. There no such thing as infidelity because none is imposed on you. This is a chance to really test the outside world and see if it offers anything to you."
"Ned, you almost make it sound like you want me to fuck another guy. Maybe several of them."
I could see Ned taken aback by my comment. It wasn't meant harshly; just a statement of what I thought he was saying. But I could understand if he took it as a criticism. He was almost biting his lips, wondering how to reply and I was about to come to his rescue when he came out with...
"Amy, you're a stunningly attractive and sexually desirable woman and you've had men chasing you all week. I've loved seeing you enjoy and take advantage of the attention you've drawn. It makes me so proud of you. Really proud. I don't doubt you've been propositioned many times by guys wanting more. I just want to make sure that, if you say no, it's only because you really don't want to, not because you feel it would betray or offend me if you didn't."
He hesitated, then added...
"And maybe even making that call, you might think about whether it's worth giving it a go. Err on the side of adventure maybe. I know the rules have always permitted you to do all that anytime. The only real rule is that you either use a condom or quarantine after until you can test negative -- to protect both me and Liddy. Because this might be your best chance to really see if your life with me is what you want."
We walked slowly on as I contemplated Ned's words. There was something about Rumspringa that appealed to me. At first the concept salved my conscience about last night. Really? I could barely believe I caused three guys to jizz their pants as I danced with them.
One part of me had a ball and absolutely revelled in the male attention and the power I realised I had over them -- quite a novelty for a girl with the history of domestic violence I have.
But the other part was wracked by guilt. Had I been unfaithful to Ned or gone too far?
Rumspringa seemed to absolve me of the sins of the latter. I liked it, and as I pondered it, I could see how Ned was projecting it forward.
I stopped, turned to face him, hugged him tightly and looked up at his face...
"Ned, you're such a dag and I love you all the more for it. You don't need to start lecturing me about how you love me so much it would hurt you more to have me regret living with you then it would to lose me. And how I have to remember one day you'll be a decrepit old man while I'm still in my prime. I know that and I know it's what drives this talk. But you know, you're right. I should use this as my Rumspringa.
Maybe, just maybe, if a guy even half takes my fancy, I might even let him finger me; may more -- maybe more than finger me and maybe more than one guy. I don't know. But I'll try to mentally free myself from the bonds of our relationship for just a few days, even if I can't free myself from my love for you and my desire for your body."
Adding after a moment...
"Happy?"
But then adding a doubt after another moment...
"But won't you feel I'm somehow slutty and contaminated then?"
Ned broke eye contact as he pondered my challenge...
"Do you think I'm contaminated after I have sex with Liddy? I don't think I'm entitled to a monopoly on sleeping with someone else. Yes, I know, that's in a relationship package deal; but really it's the same thing. As for the slutty, and really even the contamination thing, the whole purpose of Rumspringa is to make temporarily acceptable what otherwise isn't. If you're asking whether there's a little bit of me that's uncomfortable with all this, of course there is. But it's an entirely selfish reaction which frankly it's up to me to deal with.
So, yes, as much as is humanly possible, I am happy that you're embracing the concept."
As we'd been standing embraced, the others had kept walking. I unfolded myself from Ned, took his hand, and we set out to follow them.
I was surprised by how quickly I'd embraced Rumspringa in that discussion, at least in theory. Whether I'd be brave enough in practice, I didn't know. I suspected a few cocktails would be needed to help me out in that area.
That's not to say there weren't issues. The whole condom or quarantine thing was one. Our relationship rules were clear and fair. No one wanted an STD brought into our family. But I had no intention of going out and buying a box of condoms 'just in case', quite apart from the fact I had nowhere to stash them. But nor did I want to find myself in quarantine -- which basically means protected sex with Ned until I can get a clear bill of health.
I'd discovered too much about the way the male and female body interact during sex -- or at least during sex that's anything more than a fast pounding to a quick release -- to want that interfered with when I was fucking Ned. It was a bridge I'd have to cross if I went that far.
Our group set itself up a little base of operations -- in the form of a circle of not previously claimed sun lounges - near one of the pools, not too far from the wet bar and a sufficient distance from the band that we could converse reasonably normally.
For a while we took it easy; the group expanding as we were joined first by Issie and Julie and then gradually some of the TP52 guys and other male and even female hangers on who our group had accumulated over the last few days as a result of there being an apparent surplus of attractive women inclined to dress in not very much by way of clothing.
Really, from my point of view, up to this point, the TP52 guys had been something of an amorphous mob. I barely knew any of their names and I wasn't even sure I could identify more than two of the guys who jazzed themselves while dancing with me last night.
Certainly, when it's dark and the band is loud, it's really hard to carry on any conversation or even get that good a study of the guy. And the fact they were all these slender, muscularly, chiselled look guys didn't help much in picking them apart.
I suppose I should have made better use of their invasion of our boat for post race drinks. But even here, it was bodily squeezingly crowded as we sat around the cockpit and the conversation tended to be group orientated, making it hard to even get and remember the name of a guy's whose lap you might be sitting on.
Still, there'd been a few of them I thought stood out from the others, and I sort of resolved to do better in the getting to know you game when we had a whole day of sitting around in bright sunlight and clear air to do so.
Because Ned is not recognised as being the partner I'm always obliquely referring to, and clearly much older than me and apparently hitched to Liddy, the guys feel quite uninhibited about chatting me up right in front of him -- even when I'm sitting next to him.
And because the guys were assuming I was half a decade or more younger than I actually was -- the benefits of growing up in sunless England I suppose -- many of my potential suitors were clearly too young for me. At least unless I wanted a sex feast of younger males; which wasn't really what I had planned.
Still it took no effort to deal with them politely and let down their hormone driven optimism gently and enjoy the conversation enough along the way.
Indeed, it was actually me who made the first move on someone I thought might have been a better prospect. I even knew his name from last night -- Greg. As he first joined our circle of people by the pool, he went and sat in a spare seat next to Ellen. It wasn't all that surprising. She's a stunner -- more so in her bikini -- a delight to converse with and I'd seen him talking to her as we'd sat around the yacht yesterday. He might have known the guy on the other side of her was her husband, but that didn't stop it being a pleasant way to pass some time.
On the other hand, the seat next to me was taken by one of the younger TP52 guys.



So I excused myself, went over to where Ellen and Greg were sitting, and joined them; needing to ask Greg to shove along a little to make a space for me just big enough to sit if I pushed myself hard up against Greg as he in turn found himself in close contact with Ellen.
I don't think he minded.
I knew Greg was a year or two older than me, not lacking in the looks department and our interactions to date had left a pretty good impression. So I figured it was time to get to know him a little better.
As we sat there chatting for about half an hour, we were joined by a number of the other slightly older TP52 guys; but most noticeably by another of them that I wanted to get to know better; someone who's name I found to be Ian.
Which presented me with a bit of a conundrum. Certainly I wanted to get to know these guys better at an intellectual level. That was something I could do within a small group setting well enough, even if I did cut them out for some one on one conversations from time to time.
But I also wanted to test my body's physical reaction to them. With Frank, my abusive partner, I never once had an orgasm in the ten years I was with him. With Ned, my body is like a nymphomaniac's orgasm factory; mass producing them and the overwhelming desire for more. So the reasonable question I want to explore is whether Frank's abuse of me stopped them, there's something about Ned that I react to in an extreme way or I just have a very responsive body and any reasonably nice, considerate and sexy male can do for me both emotionally and physically what Ned does.
In a way, Ellen's words of missing fucking Ned goes to the core of it. Ellen's in a very loving marriage, notwithstanding her pains of denial of Ned's attentions. But there was an imperative for her to move on from Ned because of her desire to have children. Something in my past has completely blocked that desire, so I have no such imperative.
So I need to understand just what I'm giving up in chasing a supposedly more age appropriate male.
But while having sequential intimate conversations is perfectly reasonable, having sequential intimate physical contact tends not to be viewed by others as such; more so if you decide you want to go back to the one you started with. And this at a point I don't even know what 'intimate physical contact' will be. It could be anything from a pash on a sunlounge to a night of wild sex. I'm just not sure how far I'm willing to go.
Maybe that's the one problem with Rumspringa. I have to compress stuff that might take month to evolve normally into a few days.
The morning passed pleasantly enough. No, that's an understatement. It was very pleasant.
The conversation flowed easily and, as the circle of conversation reduced down to Ellen, Harry, Ian, Greg and myself, and the seating arrangements moved about as someone or other went to top up the refreshment supplies, I soon found myself squeezed between Ian and Greg.
By late morning I'd had a cocktail or two and was aware my inhibitions were reduced enough that I found myself evaluating the two guys for their effect on me. I was somewhat aroused by their presence and by their increasingly handsieness. And by that I mean their inhibitions were reduced too and the close sitting arrangements were letting them justify having their hands and arms all over me like a rash.
I had Ian's arm around my back and over my shoulder stretching itself down to fondle the top of my breast and Greg's on my thigh, sneaking ever closer to the gusset of my bikini pants. Squeezed between the two, my own arms and hands had little place to go except on the guys' thighs and the way Greg's arm crossed over mine had my hand already pushing up the leg of his board shorts as my glass rested on Ian's thigh, chilling his leg.
The day was getting quite hot. When one of the two person inflatable swans that were distributed around the pool for the use of the party goers became free, I stood up and, taking my drink, hurried towards it, looking back over my shoulder as I called in their general direction...
"Let's grab that swan in the pool."
I eased myself into the water and waded chest deep towards it, grabbing it by the neck as Ian and Greg followed. When they reached me, Ian held my drink while they combined to hoist me inelegantly onto it; Ian's one handed assistance coming through a full crotch grope push.
I then kneeled in the centre of it, holding all three drinks with my arms around the swans elevated head as, with a lot of flopping about as the flimsy inflatable swan bent and tipped under their weight, the boys followed me aboard.
They settled themselves into the two intended seating positions, their lower legs out the side of the swan's head and their heads resting on an inflated life ring thrown over the elevated tail as their shoulders met at the tail.
Passing them back their drinks and having Ian hold mine, that left me trying to find a way to sit between them. After at least once falling across Greg's torso and feeling the bulge and hardness of a semi erection in his loose fitting pants, it soon became evident that the only alternative left to me was to sit facing them, with my back against the swan's neck and my legs spread wide across their torsos; hardly lady like but not entirely inappropriate to my intentions for the day.
As I settled in and reclaimed my drink, I took stock of the position I'd put myself in.
Now my bikini was wet, the tiny triangles of my top were plastered to the raised areolas and nipples that project even at rest, but project much further with every increase in my arousal; their darker colour clearly showing through the material. Just as revealing, the small front piece of my pants was plastered to the prominent mons bulge of mine that Ned finds so sexually compelling, the crease running down the front of it clearly distinguished both my the darker colour of a shadowy valley and a recess in the material. A recess wide enough to suggest more than a modicum of arousal on my part to compliment the nipple display.
Added to generous displays of underboob, side boob and cleavage from my small bikini triangles, and a fair display of mons flesh -- and even, given they were looking straight up between my legs, strips of exposed crotch flesh - out the side of skinny front and gusset of my bikini pants, I was well aware I was displaying what Ned calls extremely provocative sexuality. The sort that, as is my intention with him, can cause Ned to jump me and all but root the arse off me in a state of uncontrolled arousal.
Ned says the tease factor it generates makes it way more provocative than full nudity. I know it makes me feel sexy -- which is why I have a fetish for bikini sex -- but I can only take Ned's word for that. Oh, and the fact they're such cum catchers. Not mine so much because Ned is kept well drained by my sexual demands. But Ellen and Shelley certainly find their bikinis getting jizzed all over during foreplay as a regular occurrence.
Now I was unleashing it on two relatively unknown males. Not necessarily with the same intent, but certainly with the knowledge of the effect it can have on men.
A practical question was how far apart to spread my legs. A narrow -- although still very revealing -- spread would have the back of my ankles resting -- indeed digging into -- their chests near their outside armpits or under their shoulder bones. A wide one would have my legs crossing over their board shorts and my feet resting on the side of the swan near their stomachs; more comfortable for them no doubt and probably preferred with the view it would offer.
I started with the narrower one.
But even that pose gave them more than enough justification to rest their hands on my upper thigh. And ordinary, comfortable, ergonomics left my hands resting on their board shorts just outside my outer thighs.
And while the guys' board shorts might have been loose fitting, the wet, very light, stretchy material and the fact they clearly didn't having anything on underneath, meant as it settled wet under gravity it highlighted quite well what lay below it. Maybe not in the way the arousal inducing sight of Ned in his speedos does with every detail stretch moulded into the material, but enough to clearly delineate their state of arousal, the length and diameter of their cock and give some idea of its hardness.
And that was before you allowed for the fact their cocks were caught between the side of my thighs and the side of my hand rested against it; as was almost impossible to avoid the latter if I wasn't to hold my hand unnaturally off their bodies for the rest of the day.
Greg had started off fairly aroused and I glanced down from time to time to let my eyes confirm what my hand was telling me. He slowly grew a full boner; the tip of it only just covered by the waistband of his boardies. Ian seemed a bit more under control. There was certainly a significant bulge and I could feel a degree of hardness, but he hadn't completely lost it like Greg had.
Pretending nothing was out of the ordinary, we chatted for about half an hour until the three of us found ourselves holding empty cocktail glasses.
I personally had been more than a little distracted by the sight of Liddy, taking advantage of having him to herself, cuddled up against Ned on the sun lounge; her back resting against his chest, her head over his shoulder, his legs spread around hers and his arms embracing her in a way that left his hands resting on the waistband of her low slung bikini pants.
It wasn't jealously I felt, just a modicum of envy and a longing; a longing to be where she was. It certainly took away from my absorbing any sexual feelings I might have had for the guys who were all but fingering my crotch and whether any arousal I felt -- because I certainly felt some -- was due more to the sight of Ned or to the pair of young, strong male bodies my legs were draped over was not easily determined.
But with three empty glasses came a suggestion we paddle over to the wet bar for a refill. An awkward, somewhat directionally unstable trip it was too, with Greg nearly rolling off the swan as our stability was challenged by the failure of the three of us to coordinate our movements, his recovery entailing what I will accept was an involuntary firm grab of my thigh so high up it was as much a grab of my pussy.
Ian paid for mine using the mobile phone he kept in a waterproof pouch around his neck; Greg charging his to his room.
But as we paddled away from the counter, we didn't end up where we set out from; instead drifting into a quiet corner of the pool. More to the point, it was one where I could no longer see Ned.
The third cocktail was starting to affect all of our inhibitions; but probably mine more than the others.
The conversation was all over the place, always amusing, increasingly laugh out loud so, even if in a slightly drunken way. But it also often strayed into sexual innuendo and playfulness. My right, cocktail holding hand was no longer just brushing Greg's erection, but blatantly resting on it; and then teasing it as I stroked my fingers up and down it. And Greg figured that give him licence to push the back of his finger into my crease and gently move it up and down too.
I knew I was aroused. Quite a lot. And my body was betraying me by showing all the visual signs of it. Projecting nipples in a wet bikini top can have more than one cause. A wide open crease running through the gusset of your bikini pants; not just visible as a dark area through the semitransparent material, but highlighted by the way the material was sucked into the valley? Well, that only has one cause.
The back of Greg's finger was rubbing itself against quite a firm little bud, and he knew it.
And having found that resting my ankles on their upper chest decidedly uncomfortable for both me and them, my legs were now spread wide apart across their stomachs in a way that slipped under the projections of their erections in their pants and lifted them up to rest on my outer thigh. I hadn't intended to do that. But as I slid down it was either a case of letting them ride over my thigh, or lifting my leg and crushing them underneath.
In retrospect, I should have lifted my legs and left them underneath. They were a bit obvious.
In Ian's case, my action had captured the waistband of his boardies as I lifted them, letting the waistband wrap safely around the tip. In Greg's case it hadn't. The tip was only just covered by the waistband; the very tip teasingly visible to me as its bare flesh rested on my thigh, the waistband struggling to follow the curves necessary to go up over his shaft and then bend down around my thigh.
It was quite clear it would only take the slightest extra movement of my thigh to pop his erection out of its covering and let the waist band straighten itself out, leaving the top two thirds of his erection fully exposed.
Of course there was something quite tart like about what I'd done. The display they now had was blatantly sexual. It would have been in any swimwear, but in the bikini pants I had on I knew the stretched apart legs and my state of arousal meant my labia were only just covered by the leg elastic of my pants and would be looking as though they might be exposed by the slightest provocation; a provocation I was sure Greg and his roving fingers would be more than happy to provide.
But I also knew I wasn't aroused in the way I would be with Ned in the same situation. If it was Ned doing what Greg was doing, my body would be pumping out a flood of juices and I'd be holding myself back from jumping him and getting a good root. What I was feeling was nice, but it wasn't anything like that.
Familiarisation breeds contempt, or in this case just lowers inhibitions. My right hand, with the cocktail glass in it, had been resting on Greg's erection on and off for a while now and the back of his finger had been touching up my clit. So it seemed -- in my somewhat inebriated state - not all that bold to stroke his erection with my finger as my hand rested on it. Almost absent mindedly as the three of us chatted and carried on.
From time to time Greg's and my eyes would meet with raised eyebrows and a grin, recognising our naughtiness. And although it was inadvertent, the stroking of my finger had slowly pulled down his waistband and revealed the tip of his erection resting on my thigh; visible to me, even if it wasn't to Ian or Greg.
The conversation had turned from other matters to the TP52 yachts the boys sailed on; discussing their speed, lightness and the demands of their sail handling. So maybe a little more serious, even if the boys took the opportunity to boast of their sailing skills and the demands of the boat.
It was all going well until I sensed Greg sort of freeze. I looked down and saw the bell of Greg's swell up. The next thing I knew was I felt and saw Greg's cum squirting over my thigh. He flushed red in the face and sort of 'accidently' - by which I mean he put on a very unconvincing display of an accident -- rolled off the swan into the water where he no doubt pumped out whatever cum hadn't been left on my leg.
His departure had been violent enough I suspected he had tried to throw us all into the water; maybe in the forlorn hope that I hadn't seen his discharge. He failed on both accounts. There was no way I was going to spill the residue of my cocktail because he'd got too excited.
He remerged to hang off the side of the swan, paddling in the water. From there he looked up at me sheepishly as he splashed water over my thigh, trying to wash off the mess he'd left.
Whether Ian was aware of what happened I didn't know and was hardly going to ask. I suspected not because his only comment to Greg as he rested against the side on the swan was...
"You had a bit too much to drink there mate?"
For a while Greg continued to hang off the swan; his one attempt to reboard so clumsy he did nearly tip us in. And there things might have stayed if an attractive young lady called Cath -- someone who'd been hanging around the TP52 guys and seemed to be some sort of friend to many of them -- didn't swim up and, after a brief joining in of the conversation, managed to persuade Greg to have a drink with her.
Ian didn't miss a beat. Having me alone, he asked...
"Would you like a tour of the boat?"
On the one hand, getting a guided tour of a yacht like Ian's TP52 was something of a wish. On the other hand, I wasn't stupid enough to ignore the fact this could well be a ploy to get me somewhere private where we could make out in one way or another.
There'd already been enough sexual foreplay and teasing between us to make that a near certainty. In a way, that's what I was here for. I just hoped I had the strength Julie showed in controlling the situation.
"Sure. I'll go and get my gear."
By which I meant my dress and thongs from where I'd left them near where Ned was last sitting.
"No need. It's only a short walk and we won't be long."
It was about a 500 meter walk from the pool area, over the steep hill dividing the beach from the marina, to the jetty where the yacht had one of the premium berths reserved for this sort of boat. Ian hadn't made any attempt to go back to where we'd left our gear to add anything to the wet boardies he was wearing and, spending as much of my life as I can dressed in nothing more, nor did I insist on retrieving my dress to put over my wet bikini. But as we circled the pool area to head out onto the connecting road, I did notice that Ned and Liddy were missing from the circle of people around the area we'd established as our base for the day. Maybe they were swimming, but I couldn't help but assume they had taken the chance for some private time back in the unit.
I may have regretted not at least putting on the thongs (flip flops to foreigners) that would have protected my feet from the hot concrete, but there was enough of a grass verge for most of the walk to let us escape the worst of the effect of it. Half way up the hill, Ian took my hand and sidled up closer to me. I neither resisted nor pulled further away from him, but nor did I pull my hand across to let the back of his rest against my crotch as I would with Ned.
We were just cresting the top of the hill when I got the first indication of a phenomenon that I instantly knew was going to severely complicate whatever might follow with Ian; even if it was nothing more than a guided tour.
I felt my body being penetrated by Ned and responding in every way like that's exactly what was happening. It's something that just happens sometimes when he's making out with Liddy. Most of the time it's subtle; just the slightest suggestion of penetration and arousal. Just occasionally -- very rarely really - it's full on; like I'm under him and reacting in every way like he's doing to me whatever he's doing to Liddy.
There's something about this trip that has swung the pendulum to full on. On the first day, as we went to breakfast with some of the others, I had to drop them at the café and drive the golf buggy as fast as I dared to the privacy of the yacht to let me scream out into the bunk the orgasm I felt building as I lay face down writhing in climatic ecstasy.
Why or how it happens, I can't explain. Some sort of weird psychic connection with Ned is the best I can do; like identical twins might have between them, but in this case driven by our strong emotional bond. And that's from a sceptic about psychic phenomenon.
The thing is, it's not logical. I'm not feeling what Ned is feeling. I'm feeling what I'd feel if he was doing to me what he's doing to Liddy. Does that mean my connection is with Liddy? I don't think it can be. I just don't have the sort of bond with Liddy that I do with Ned.



But really the final proof the bond is with Ned was when Ellen recognised what was happening to me, interrogated me on it and revealed she suffered -- if that's the right description of something that can give you such intense pleasure - from the same phenomenon; and she never knew whether it was me or Liddy he was rooting, she just knew he was having a darn good root.
With Ellen it's almost easier to believe in the whole thing. There's this weird pheromonal connection between Ned and Ellen that turns them on to each other every time they're anywhere near each other. So it might not extend credibility too much to think there's a psychic connection between them too.
And while I also get as randy as hell when I'm around Ned, it no pheromonal thing. It's lust and desire to satisfy the nymphomaniacical feelings he generates in me, pure and simple. Which offers nothing of an explanation of why I feel it when he's making out with Liddy when I didn't even know he was doing that before my body started responding.
When it happened on the first day of the Race Week, he was going the animal on Liddy -- intense passionate sex which is what drove me to find a quiet spot to vent my own reactions to it.
This time I sensed Liddy was going for cervical orgasms; a sort of prolonged low energy tantric sex where Ned mushes the tip of his shaft against her cervix and does a few other things that drives her to a succession of whole body orgasms that are way more emotionally intense, but a little less physically climatic than those from more conventional sex.
That cervical sex works for me too; but my more reactive body means it's responding at many more levels and more intensely than Liddy's does.
If my body's reaction was any guide, for the moment Ned and Liddy seemed to be taking it slowly; just as well or I'd be bent double on the pavement groaning manically in the process of multiple orgasms and very likely squirting as well.
As it was, I found it hard enough to walk innocently hand in hand with a guy while sensing another man's erection inside my body. And given the amount of love juices I could feel my body producing, it was lucky we'd started this walk in wet swimwear.
When we got to the yacht, I certainly got the grand tour; first of the deck and then -- inevitably -- below. Unlike our boat, the below decks area was completely Spartan. A minimalist galley, a nice navigation area and, apart from that, an empty void with rows of pipe cot berths down both sides and bags of sails down the centre.
But for the whole of it I was more than a little distracted. Ned and Liddy might still be taking it slowly, but things were building. And while I might not be feeling it as intensely as I did on the first day, I frequently enough had to tense up my thighs and suppress a moan of pleasure as I fought completely surrendering my body to its invasion by Ned's loving making. While genuinely interested in the tour, I was aware that for much of it my reaction was one of pro forma expressions of interest from a brain diverted to dealing with other things.
When Ian hesitated while we were still up the cavernous bow of the boat, brought himself face to face with me and tentatively hugged me, I was only half focused on what I might be submitting to. And yet, in that moment when I became fully aware of a strong male body being pressed against me and looking for physical interaction, I instinctively embraced it; as much as a human flesh manifestation of Ned's love making as a response to any desire to explore my reaction to Ian.
All Ian knew was that he had this woman who responded passionately to his embrace; kissing him as she permitted his hands to wander all over her body as she responded in kind.
There was nothing unpremeditated about where Ian had stopped us. Well, really, there was nothing unpremeditated about the whole tour. I felt my body being lowered onto a pile of spinnaker bags; probably the only soft, body embracing surface in the whole yacht.
Ian laid half over me, his hands rapidly sliding up and down my body from the wetness of my crotch to the hard raised edifices of my nipples. Teased for the last few hours by the sight of them projecting on high beam in my wet, plastered to them, bikini top, he anxiously exposed the left nipple by pushing the small triangle aside, played with it between his fingers and then brought his head over my chest to suck it.
Ian would have been completely oblivious to how sensitive my nipples were at the best of times and certainly didn't have a clue to the fact my body was already reacting to Ned's love making. So it can be safely assumed he got the shock of his life when I immediately climaxed; moaning out loud as I threw my hips up.
Unperturbed, Ian kept sucking as he slid his hand down my torso and into my crotch, pushing his finger deeply into the crease in my very wet bikini pants as he sought out and found my clit.
I fumbled down between our bodies with the right arm I had pinned under him to find where a full erection lay in his boardies. I tried circling it with my fingers, but it was squeezed between my hip and Ian's stomach. Responding, Ian shifted his hips a bit to bring it into the open space to the side of my hips, letting me get a better grip on it as I gently rubbed it up and down and he in turn jerked it in my hand; the waistband of his boardies being pulled slowly down to expose the tip of his erection.
In the end, I found myself trying to grip a whole lot of bunched up material, so instead pushed my hand down the front of his pants to grab his hardened flesh, the Velcro fly bursting open to open up the whole front of his boardies.
Now as I held Ian's manhood he was jerking it in my hand more enthuastically, his boardies rapidly sliding off his bum and down his hips.
Emboldened, Ian pushed his hand down the tiny front of my bikini pants to find his fingers swimming in my juices, located my clit and started rubbing it.
That small amount of additional stimulation, in my already frantically aroused state, was all it took to immediately throw me into another orgasm; this one pushing me over the line where my worked up body reaches a state where it's one of almost continuous orgasms for as long as any stimulation continues; accompanied by increasingly uncontrollable orgasmic screams.
Encouraged further, even if he must by now have been wondering what sort of sexual maniac he was dealing with, Ian withdrew his hand from my pants to pull the ties on my bikini top and pull his own pants down as far as he could.
He hit a road block when he tried to pull the side ties on my bikini pants. I'd deliberately double knotted them to leave me some control of just this situation -- never even thinking I'd need to allow for the fact I'd be dealing with the psychic impact of Ned's lovemaking.
Ian started tugging at my pants instead.
Instead of lifting my hips to help him, I kept them firmly planted as I panted out through my not yet finished climatic contractions the critical question...
"Do you have a condom?"
Ian hesitated...
"No, do you?"
I quickly decided I needed to take control of a difficult situation...
"No, then we'll have to do this differently."
Before there could be any discussion, I pushed him to roll over on his back, straddling him cow girl style. My bikini top fell off onto his chest as I rose onto him and his boardies were somewhere down his thighs, leaving his manhood and upper thighs fully exposed.
I looked down at the erection, putting my hand under to lift it up while it sat right in front of my mound, but was not yet covered by it.
It was only the fourth full erection I'd seen in my life, and that was including Adam's which was more viewed like a museum object than a sexual one -- at least by me. I might have seen Harry naked over the last few days, but only fairly flaccid.
So it was only the third one I'd viewed with sexual intent.
Frank's didn't matter. It was an object of fear and terror, not of any sexual delight.
So the only relevant comparison was with Ned's.
Ned's is circumcised, Ian wasn't. Visually I probably prefer Ned's, but the trend these days is strongly against it.
He doesn't suggest he's anything out of the ordinary, but Ned's is definitely bigger; both in thickness and length. Maybe that's why he can give such great cervical orgasms when they're not something that gets a lot of publicity.
But I didn't really have much time to ponder it, or even the pre-cum dripping from it. If I was going to keep this situation firmly under control, I needed to get started.
I moved forward to bring his erection under my crotch, pushing it into the wide open valley of my vulva that my arousal had created and feeling my labia wrap around its sides somewhat less firmly than it does with Ned's thicker one but touching up my clit no less nicely.
My tightly fitted, gossamer thin bikini pants were soaked in my juices and as I started to move back and forward on him, it slid easily along the length of his hardened appendage.
He moaned almost as soon as I started; but not half as much as me, still overwhelmed by the sense of Ned's sexual antics with Liddy invading my body. Half of me was glad there was no condom present and I could go back to Ned without another man's erection violating a space I reserve for him. The other half regretted I couldn't fill with a real erection the void opened by Ned's ghost one.
Ian had been clearly obsessed with my man teasing breasts from the moment he sat opposite me on the floating swan. His eyes had rarely left them. Now they were fully exposed and he had free access to them, he made the most of it; looking up as he played with both of them for a while, before hungrily sucking one into his mouth while still playing with the other.
With Ian both oblivious to the sensitivity of my nipples and my extreme arousal already cause by Ned's ghosting of my sexual organs, goodness only knows what he thought when I once again almost instantly elevated my state back into a screaming climax; bending forward, almost forcing my breast down his throat as my previously slow sliding back and forward on his shaft momentarily became a rapid riding of it, all as my screaming moans reverberated around the hollow shell of the racing yacht.
With his head now forced down to rest on the spinnaker bags and my breast pushed firmly into his face, he quickly discovered one of the advantages of the longer projection of nipples as he took the raised cone of my areola between his lips, pushed the nipple against the roof of his mouth and firmly rubbed and sucked it with his tongue.
All of which just doubled up on the effects of my orgasm, making me ride him faster and harder.
Ian had been dealing with an erection in his pants for most of the morning. No doubt it had been primed and loaded some time ago. Now that he had a maniac woman hard riding him and seemingly in a state of constant climax his endurance melted away to almost nothing.
I could hear him groaning under me; the long moans of pleasure giving way to short grunts of impending release.
I wanted to watch him squirt his seed. Overcoming the impulsive need to bend forward over his body as I came, I pushed myself back up on my arms as I continued to ride him; slowing down my sliding of him, and lightening the pressure I put on it so I didn't squash his erection into his torso; but also maximised the stimulation of my clit.
I enjoyed looking down at his shaft as it half emerged from under my crotch and then all but disappeared until only the tip was showing.
Ian, in the throes of an impending orgasm couldn't follow my breast with his head and instead offered up his hands for the continued stimulation of my nipples as his eyes all but rolled back in his head in his final pre-release moments.
I shortened my strokes as I rode it, leaving more of his shaft exposed to my view in those final seconds.
The bell swelled and tightened, as if he was trying to squeeze his manhood tight to hold back his cum. If so, it was to no avail. Accompanied by a loud extended grunt, the first rope of cum shot from his shaft and deposited itself on his lower chest. The second quickly followed to land just below it, with a succession of them following, leaving a trail of cum down his torso.
Still in my own state of extended orgasm, I kept riding him, and kept cumming, until I felt him squirm below me, his rapidly shrinking cock evidently too sensitive to take any more.
Reluctantly, I stopped. Not wanting to lie down into the puddle of cum Ian had deposited all over his lower torso, I just sat on him; processing with moans and groans the determination of my body to react to Ned's ghost stimulation of it, even though the physical stimulation by Ian had stopped.
As his cum started to roll off his torso towards the sail bags, Ian signally for me to get off him so he could deal with the mess before it spread further. I complied with his request, lifting one leg to let me pivot off him leaving me sitting next to his hips; my legs apart in a most unladylike way in a response to what I was feeling inside me.
I looked to the side to watch as he tried to stem the flow of cum with his hands as he stood up. His boardies fell to his ankles and he kicked them off as he half walked, half ran naked towards the galley. I eased myself back to lie on the sail bags as I watched him dive into one of the draws to find a roll of paper towels; ripping several sheets off to wipe up the cum which now both soaked his hands and was running down his thigh.
Personally I was feeling a little discombobulated by this whole thing.
In front of me, I had an attractive, muscular young male standing completely naked as I laid back in a semi ravished state trying to supress a need to writhe around in ecstasy in response to Ned's ghost fucking of me.
Normally after an intense sexual experience like this with Ned, I'd be clingy and all over Ned as my body coursed with an excess of oxytocin love hormone generated by our shared experience. Smearing my stomach with cum would be par for the course as I threw myself back over Ned and gave vent to the feeling of love and closeness my orgasms had generated.
And yet I felt more than a little removed from Ian and what I'd just shared with him. It seemed like a bit of an out of body experience which was why I'd been a bit standoffish about getting his cum on me.
On the other hand I was still strongly influenced by the sense of being ghosted by Ned's sexual activities with Liddy. Even more clearly now he was having what we call cervical sex with her. It was going on for too long and was too subtle in its movements for it to be anything else. Which is delightful for Liddy; a long session of cervical induced body shuddering orgasms.
But she has a more conventional sexual response; especially vaginally. Like most women, mere vaginal thrusting -- especially if it's not completely g spot focused - doesn't do much for her; at least until they get up deep enough to play with her cervix.
My reaction is more among the outliers. I also get off on cervical orgasms. But while Ned's delivering those, I'm being stimulated to more conventional orgasms too. And while his ghost erection wasn't having as powerful an effect as the flesh and blood one, it was having an effect.
As Ian finished cleaning up and was trying to walk towards me, showing as manly a stance and gait as his nakedness would allow, I had the really strange sensation of my vagina still being strongly stimulated by a ghost erection. And I knew that, even as I fought back an impending orgasm, the legs apart display that feeling was causing me to adopt was being interpreted as a complete come on to Ian.
Ian knelt between my legs, bending in to kiss me before easing me to lie back onto the spinnaker sail bags and laying on top of me as he instigated an intense pashing session. Aroused already, I willing responded, even if I was responding as much to the feeling Ned was stirring up as I was to Ian.
With him being naked and me reduced to a tiny superfine bikini with a very wet gusset, it was predictable that the intense pashing would soon bring about his refraction. It wasn't long before his erection was poking firmly into my crease and I very quickly felt him surge it until the pressure on it located the tip of it in the opening to my vagina in a shallow penetration. It was now only the thin material of my bikini pants that prevented him from fully penetrating me.
It was more than my already highly stimulated body could stand. In a way that must have been really confusing to him given how quickly it happened and how little he apparently did to provoke it, I came again; noisy and hard as I crushed his neck with the arms I had around it. My cries again reverberated around the empty shell of the yacht while I lifted my hips up and pushed firmly downwards; stretching the material of my bikini pants even further as he was pushed deeper into me.
Ian was highly excited by all of this. As we continued to pash, he started jerking his shaft; each thrust burying him just that little bit deeper into me.
I knew there was a limit imposed on how deep he could go by the tight fit of my bikini pants and with Ian's shallow penetration and thrusts and his fingering of my nipples complimenting the sensations already generated by Ned's ghost manhood I fell into that state I get into of one almost continuous orgasm; letting what was becoming a risky situation run for the moment.
It went as far as I was willing to let it go when Ian reached down between my legs and I felt him trying to pull aside the thin strip of material blocking his access to me.
I grabbed his hand and issued a firm...
"No!"
Whatever my orgasmic state might have desired, I knew it wasn't tenable to keep on the path we were on, even if I managed to keep his hands away from my pants. Once again I needed to change the approach to divert Ian and drain his desires in a different way. I pushed him off me as I indicated...
"I'll titty fuck you instead."
Unlike the first time, I had to use more force to remove him, but he eventually relented and somewhat cooperated as I guided him to knell in front of me. It was a funny sensation. I don't often do this for Ned because there are much better ways to use his erections that are more pleasurable for both him and me. But when I do, it's with a sense of sexual excitement and anticipation.
As I approached it with Ian, it was more with a sense of it being a chore; more so since there was nothing in it for me and I was still being stimulated by the sense of being fucked by Ned's ghost erection. And since Ian had just dumped one load, I suspected this wasn't going to be a quickie.
Still, I managed to smile sensuously up at him as I sat on the ground and positioned myself to push my breasts together around his erection; wrapping my breast flesh firmly around the hardness of his manhood.
For my own pleasure, I positioned my nipples to rub on the skin of his lower stomach as I moved myself up and down on his shaft. He was a bit dry, so I stopped for a moment to try and smear the copious pre-cum he'd been discharging on the skin of his shaft to give it a bit more lubrication; putting my hand between my legs to add to that some of the juices I'd been producing in large quantities - as much in response to the sense of Ned's invasion of me as my actual interaction with Ian.
Ian must have been even more confused as my stimulation of my nipples, combined with my already highly aroused state, threw me back into that state of continuous orgasm; not screaming this time -- at least initially - but unmistakable as I moaned and groaned while rubbing my breasts up and down against his shaft and my nipples on his stomach.
Even I knew this was outside the ordinary. Ian must have through he was dealing with some sort of crazy woman - a sexually interesting crazy woman maybe -- but crazy just the same.



The craziness got crazier when I felt Ned cum and went back momentarily into the screaming orgasm state.
Still, my own sexual excitement must have been contagious. Much sooner than I thought likely, Ian started to moan in pleasure. I looked down to see an increased flow of pre-cum as his balls started to brew up. Twisting my head back a bit to make sure I didn't cop one straight in the face, I watched as the bell once again swelled and ropes of cum started squirting from him.
These had somewhat less ejeculative power than the earlier ones; rising briefly into the air before falling back onto my breasts.
I kept moving my breasts against him until he stopped squirting, then finally let him go and sat back on my haunches, watching as at my eye level, his previously firm manhood quickly lost it hardness and collapsed into a flaccid, dangling dog dick.
With the additional stimulation from Ned's activities gone, I was spent. I wasn't ready for this to turn into a third round...
"We probably ought to get back to the others."
Ian may not have got everything he wanted, but he must have decided he'd got enough, accepting my suggestion.
As I tied my bikini top back on, I knew that I was in a mess. Ian's cum was running all over my breasts and down onto my stomach and was now soaking though the material of the top and my bikini pants were soaked in my juices. I'd noticed as we boarded the had a hose attached to the tap on the dock and fully intended to make the most of it.
Walking through the yacht towards the companionway, when Ian picked up the phone he'd discarded on the navigation table as we'd walked through the interior, I had a thought...
"Can I borrow your phone for a quick call?"
Ian handed it to me and walked ahead, climbing the ladder to the deck as I dallied dialling Ned's number...
"Hi Ned. Can you meet me in the unit in about half an hour? If you could bring my dress and things from where we were sitting, that would be great."
"Are you OK?"
"Yes, all good. I'll see you soon."
I hung up quickly. I didn't want to explain on the phone what the request was really all about.
As we climbed down onto the dock I made a beeline for the hose, turned it on and started to give myself a good hosing down. I was keen to get my juices out of my bikini pants and Ian's cum off my breasts and out of my bikini top, so had to risk some fairly blatant exposures as I pulled the material of my bikini pieces away from my body to stick the hose in for a good flush out.
All of which quite naturally attracted Ian's attention. He started by asking me to hose him down while I was still only half way through myself, progressed to opening up the front of his pants so I could hose his dick down and then started a bit of a playful wrestle for the hose; ensuring we were both getting very wet in the process as he rubbed his quickly hardening cock against the front of my bikini pants.
It was a game I didn't mind, even liked. But I could see that, having gone as far as we did, Ian felt a certain sexual inhibition towards me; maybe even a sense of proprietary sexual entitlement.
He might not have been pleased with what I had in mind.
Ian wasn't in any hurry to get back to the pool area, and given I needed to give Ned time to refract, neither was I. When Ian suggested we stop at a stall along the way for an ice cream, I willingly accepted and happily sat on a seat nearby to slowly eat it while Ian tried to persuade me to meet up with him later in the evening. I demurred on that, telling I had commitments with our group, but that our paths might cross just the same.
Having finished the ice cream, we continued the short walk home. Even as I went to separate from him and head to our unit as he returned to the pool, Ian tried one last time for a commitment from me for the evening.
The thing was, while he was being all nice and reasonably gentlemanly, it was also clear he was wanting another chance at penetrative sex; this time prepared with condoms at the ready. He didn't say as much, but the way he was angling for the night to play out left little doubt.
That may or may not happen eventually, but at this point I wanted more control than agreeing to his plans would give me. And in any case I had erotic plans of my own.
I got to the unit first and, after untying the double knot on my bikini pants and returning it to a bow, sat in the sun on the veranda, letting my bikini finish drying as I waited for Ned to return.
As I heard the latch unlock, I walked to the door, meeting him before it had even closed behind him. Without saying a word, I pulled the t shirt he had on over his head and ripped open the Velcro fastening on his board shorts, revealing the speedos underneath.
"Ned, I need you to go the animal on me. I mean really crazy, apeshit crazy, animal. Crazy animal like you've never done before."
Ned could have played twenty questions on that request. He was entitled to. I'd been missing all afternoon fooling around with another guy. To come back and ask for the most lust filled, desperately urgent, vigorous, almost violent sex possible is probably the last thing he'd expect. It opened up doors of curiosity only someone as understanding as Ned could resist.
Instead he said nothing; just picking me up in his strong arms and threw me over his shoulder. Looking down his bare back, I watched as, with his first step, his pants fell to the floor and he kicked them aside as he walked towards our bedroom, leaving me looking down the butt crack display on his low slung speedos.
When we got to the bed, he threw me on it. I instantly recognised he'd thrown me on the towel Ned and Liddy had put on the bed as an insurance against her squirting during their earlier sex; bringing back erotic memories of his ghost erection stimulating me as they'd made love.
As I landed on my back, arms spread out, I looked up to see the top two thirds of his impressive erection projecting over the loose waistband of his swimmers; the erection that had so distracted me as I'd fooled around with Ian. Still, I was both thankful and pleased that Ned's body's reaction to the prospect of sex with me is as fast as mine to him. There was just something that just made me desperately need that erection to be in my body.
In a moment, he was on top of me, pulling aside the gusset of my bikini pants before quickly penetrating me.
Frankly I could have cum at that moment in shear gratitude and appreciation of how much Ned's actions showed his empathy to and understanding of my request. His urgent physical delivery of me onto the bed, his not even taking the time to lose his swimmers and his pandering to my fetish about bikini sex; especially as not spending time taking them off adds to the urgency of the sex. And lastly, but really important given how Ned is always worried about hurting me in these situations, his trusting that my body would be ready to receive him as he urgently penetrated me.
But that was just the start. With his legs outside mine, supporting his upper body with one extended arm, he slipped a hand under the small of my back, lifting up my hips as he started a fast pounding of me; grunting loudly with the effort.
With my limp body only contacting the bed at my shoulders, head and ankles, I could feel my whole body rag dolling to his powerful thrusts; my breasts wobbling under Ned's eyes in a way I knew drove him crazy with desire.
Going the animal style sex is something both Ellen in her time, and I, wanted from Ned for the simple reason he was almost too thoughtful and understanding in his approach to sex with us. Sometimes we just wanted him to demonstrate how lustfully he desired us by giving vent to his most carnal desires.
'Apeshit crazy animal' is a request he'd never had before and had no fixed meaning. How do you take over the top a sexual performance that was already at the limits of acceptability?
Ned certainly wasn't going to try and split me like a log by repeatedly crashing the base of his shaft uninhibitly into my vulva.
Ned's improvisation was to still thrust rapidly, but to slow the thrust at the last moment before full penetration and then thrown his hips up and forward as he applied more pressure to the small of my back. The result was to have his shaft lift my body up and throw it into a rolling wave of movement.
It felt like his shaft was trying to penetrate all the way into my uterus while the increased pressure on the front wall of my vagina massively stimulated my g spot and the depth of penetration touched up my cervix. Then as my hips rolled back down, my clit was stimulated by his pubis as it rotated against it.
Ned had to work hard to achieve that result and every thrust was accompanied by a deep groan of expended energy, heavily tinged with sexual excitement, as he watched my breasts quickly bounce themselves out of my small bikini top and then nearly off my chin as each roll of my body moved exaggeratedly to my upper chest.
I just lay there, arms still spread out on the bed, meekly letting my body respond pliantly to Ned's actions, screaming with a quickly rising sexual excitement with every thrust.
I might like the urgency of bikini sex, but Ned likes to be making love to my naked body. Having satisfied my need for urgency, he went about undressing me with the same passion he was applying to our love making.
Rag-dolling my body progressively slightly to the left had partly exposed the tie strings of my top on the right side of my body.
With one thrust he dove down and grabbed the upper tie with his teeth, growling like a lion as he threw his head about loosening the bow that held it. With the lower tie harder to get enough exposure on to get a good bite of it, on the next thrust he paused momentarily on full penetration with my body lifted up to bend in and contort his neck under my back to get a better grip on it.
Roaring and growling as if he was going to eat me while he was there, he again grabbed the string and re-emerged with it in his mouth; shaking his head about with it until he was sure it was released.
Completely turned on by his playful animal display and already highly stimulated by his thrusts, I came; an orgasm accompanied by screams of pleasure tinged with playful screams of a woman been eaten by a hungry lion and tickled all in one.
With the next thrust, as I continued to cry out in orgasm, he took the lower string in his teeth between my breasts and pulled the top off completely, throwing it to one side with a vigorous head movement.
Even as I was distracted by my orgasm, I could see him glancing down, trying to work out what to do with my pants. With one hand holding his body up over mine and the other taking my weight under the small of my back, he didn't have one free to release them with. He tried one desperate attempt to contort his head around far enough to grab a side tie in his teeth, but it was as a forlorn attempt as I'm sure he thought it would be.
Instead he eased me down to the bed and withdrew the hand under my back and then eased himself on top of me, leaving me panting under him but momentarily freeing both his hands.
With his head now on the mattress alongside mine, he whispered in a teasing manner...
"I want that sexy little pussy of yours naked for my wild animal ravishing of you..."
To which, in the throes of my climax, I could but pant in return...
"I...just want...you...to ravish me."
With his full weight on me, he used both hands to pull the two side ties concurrently, then lifted his hips enough to let him rip the pants out from between my legs, throwing it to the side too.
A moment later he had elevated himself over me again, slipped his hand back into the small of my back and was again rag-dolling my body with his thrusts.
As I so often do when Ned goes the animal like this Ned had me in that state of continuous out of control orgasm. This one got right out of control. I squirted -- something I very, very rarely do. And then, as I screamed through yet another orgasm, squirted again.
But this was hard work for Ned; exhausting. Yet every massive grunt seemed tinged with such a sexual high, he seemed reluctant to release; pausing occasionally as if to top up his endurance when he felt his balls about to brew over.
As the space between his grunts started to fill with prolonged sighs of pleasure, I knew the end was neigh.
As he partly withdrew to commence what turned out to be his final pre-cum thrust, his impending release was clear when the withdrawal was accompanied by loud groans of...
"Oh...OH...OH."
Normally Ned buries himself deeply and holds it there as he cums. But this time he started thrusting madly as he bellowed out...
"AAAHHHGGGG...AAAHHGGGG...OH MY GOD...AAAGGGgggg"
After maybe two or three ropes of cum, he collapsed down on me, lying still and continuing to moan into the bed alongside my head as he continued to squirt out his load.
There was a pause, but I knew Ned well enough by now to know that if that orgasm was as good as it sounded, it wasn't the end.
Sure enough, after a few moments, accompanied by a soulful...
"Ooooohhhhhhh..."
He jiggled and short thrust his erection as he started a rolling succession of what we've come to call "after orgasms". Yes, we both know men only cum once, but there's a distinct gap between the former and the latter and, as Ned says, they're intensely pleasurable. We like to think of it as his body progressively sweeping through his balls, collecting every last drop of cum and sending it up his shaft.
Exhausted and spent by the energy expended in going apeshit animal on me, Ned just continued to lie there, panting like a marathon runner; his full weight bearing down on me. Not wanting to crush me, he found the energy to roll us over, leaving him flopped under me, his erection still hard and fully penetrated in me.
It is again a feature of sex with Ned -- science or not - that the better his orgasm, the longer his erection lasts afterwards. If so, the one in me should last the whole night. I wish!
We lay there quietly enjoying the afterglow of great sex; the oxytocin missing from my encounter with Ian now coursing through my body and making me wish I could keep Ned pinned under me forever.
But, as much out of concern as curiosity, Ned had to ask...
"What was all that about? I thought you were meant to be fooling around with other guys. Are you OK?"
The only secret I had from Ned was his paranormal fucking of me when he's making love to Liddy. And that was more because it was so unbelievable, rather than embarrassment. One day maybe Ellen and I can get together to explain it to him; safety in numbers against being committed to some asylum. In the meantime, I had to answer his entirely reasonable question while dancing around that.
"Yes, I have been fooling around with a guy, although fooling around was as far as it went if you know what I mean. But it just stirred me up and made me realise I really had the hots for you. But I'm certainly OK; if being passionately in love with you doesn't fall outside that definition."
Ned pondered my answer...
"Amy, the love between us is a beautiful, wonderful thing. But give your rumspringa a decent chance. I think we'll both feel better about our relationship if it's properly tested."
"It sounds like you're assuming it will pass the test and nothing will change."
"No, whatever my personal desires might be, I want the test to be real and to come up with the right result for you, whatever that might be."
"Ned, flirting with guys, even fooling around with them, I've got no problems with. I rather enjoy it; if only because it makes me feel I have a certain power over them. Whether I can actually have real sex with another guy, I just don't know. Part of me would like to try it, to see if any other guy can have the effect on me that you do. The other overwhelms me with a feeling I'm giving a guy access to something that belongs only to you."
"Amy, I think we are both people who think sex belongs in a relationship, so I'm certainly not going to tell you that you should do something you're not comfortable with. But your body belongs to you alone. I'm old enough, and this issue is important enough, I can cope with any jealousy that comes from it. If you want to try sex, then you do so with my blessing. I know there's a lot more to this whole question than sex. But I also know it's fundamental to you and in a way is a sort of proxy for how you might respond to another male. So it's clear to me that is part of the test and I can deal with that."
Still overwhelmed with a sense of love, I laid my head down on Ned's chest.
It seemed there was so much to think about and so little time to do so.
More immediately, I knew we'd soon have to go down to join the others. It was still only mid-afternoon. But while Ned was still hard and inside me, I was going to enjoy it while I could.
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Ned picks up the narration of this story.
For those of you who missed it, chapter 9 was (against my preference) posted on the "Non-Consent" site. It can be found on my list of stories or here https://literotica.com/s/a-threesome-in-a-covid-19-world-ch-09
Chapter 9 tells the story of how Amy has been attacked by her previous abusive partner wielding a knife with an intention to rape and kill her; and maybe Ned as well.
Instead she has beaten him off and put him in hospital and jail. The story picks up in the aftermath of that.
.....................
Everyone was traumatised by Frank's attempt to rape and kill Amy.
Ellen and I, and even Liddy in the US, have trouble sleeping at night thinking about how close we came to losing her. Her many friends and work mates now visit and cluck protectively around her so much she occasionally complains it's hard for her to get time to have me to herself for some wild sex let alone get her work done.
And my sexual interactions with her are inhibited by... I'm not sure how to put it... a concern that she must be put off men and sex by what happened to her.
The only one seemingly not traumatised, is Amy. Far from it. She seems to have grown stronger and more confident as a result of it. And as for having sex with me, if anything her demands are more intense; something she both knows and openly admits.
Partly she says it's because fucking me with the passion she feels for me is the best punishment she can think of for Frank. She'd like to video every time we make love and send it to him in jail; having the warders strap him down and force him to watch it. She thinks it would churn up his narcissistic brain until it self-destructs if there was such an option. Personally, I think it's probably better that's not an option. But I can understand where she's coming from.
Partly, she admits, it's because she's on a high. The high of a sense of achievement that's far more consuming than any drug could give you and sex is a celebratory outlet for that high.
I am completely in awe of her. I've always loved her deeply, but now there's something else, something even stronger than the passion I felt for her. An enormous admiration and pride certainly, but it's far more powerful and emotional than that. I can think of no word in the English language range of emotions that adequately covers it. It's a sort of super love.
I wish I could contain it at a mere emotional level -- something I only feel internally. But it's a more whole body experience than that. Embarrassingly so.
Amy, when she runs around in those tiny bikinis of hers, has always generated some physical effect on me when she's within visual range. And given she has a beauty that transcends both any man's idealisation and sexualisation of true beauty, that's only human. But before it was just a fullness and mild swelling of my manhood; at least until she made it clear she's interested in some physical interaction -- which for Amy was not infrequently.
Now my feelings all too often generate a full boner; something that greatly amuses Amy and she seems all too often to want to take advantage of.
I've always had this pheromoneal connection with Ellen which, for different reasons, has a similar effect when she's nearby. But the effect Amy has on me now is way more powerful than even that; much I'd have to say, to Amy's delight.
I'm at an age where many men would be needing Viagra just to get it up. Amy and Ellen have longed seemed to generate within me something that is more than a Viagra substitute.
What Amy is doing to me at the moment is like overdosing on it. It feels like it will make my cock explode somewhat like that scene in Monty Python where the fat guy has one chocolate wafer too many and bursts like a balloon over the whole restrauent. Fortunately, in reality, it's unlikely to go that far and the feeling of the skin of my aroused manhood apparently being stretched to new levels of inflation carries with it a rather pleasant sensation; multiplied many times over as it explores the inner sanctum of Amy's body.
But really, from the first night, everyone's feelings had been destabilised by what happened.
Ellen was probably the worst affected.
She was almost inconsolable.
It has always been something of a routine as we settle in for bed that I gave each of the girls, one on either side of me, a prolonged, full body, naked, hug, kiss and cuddle, doing first one and then turning to the other on the opposite side. Sometimes it turns into sex -- especially if for whatever reason it's been a bit of a sex free day -- but that's not the intention of it, because very few days are actually sex free before bedtime.
On that first night, Amy climbed into bed first, with me climbing in alongside her.
Instead of Ellen, who'd been showing her pain all afternoon, joining us on her side of the bed, she came around to Amy's side and asked if she could give her a hug. Amy lay on her back and stretched her arms out to Ellen, accepting her invitation.
Even in the circumstances of the day, there was something erotic about watching Ellen lay flat down on top of Amy. Both of them were completely naked, and I watched as Ellen straddled Amy's legs and effectively rolled herself down on top of her. I watched as their mons came together, getting the briefest look at Amy's raised one compressed by Ellen's as her weight came upon in. As she continued to ease herself down, their breasts collided; initially nipple to nipple until Ellen moved sideways a smidgen to let them interlock like the teeth of a gearbox. That left her head face down in the pillow alongside Amy's as Ellen's hands caressed Amy's hair and cheek as a prelude to slipping her hands under Amy for a tight embrace.
The girls, but especially Ellen and Amy, have long since lost any reticence or embarrassment about close, naked, physical contact. Indeed, our group sex when we have it is facilitated by the girls being willing to stimulate each other and be stimulated in return. They've sometimes even teased or tried to arouse me by putting on a pretty good show of girl on girl action.
Ellen had no intention of her action being sexual; instead she was looking to give and receive comfort through intimacy. I doubt she had the slightest inkling of how sexualised I found her mounting of Amy. But as soon as she lay down on Amy, she started crying her eyes out.
For all her hard and confident exterior, Ellen is by nature a sensitive young lady. I've seen her go to tears before. Sometimes happy ones, such as at the birth of each of her daughters which I was privileged to be one of the first to attend, but also sad ones. The night she last slept with me before taking up with her soon to be husband was one. But far more tragic was the death and funeral of her husband.
And as they do, Ellen's tears soon degenerated into a heaving, bawling flood, her whole body wracked by her heaving chest.
I looked at Amy, half expecting her to be triggered into something similar. Instead I just found a look of concern on her face as she tried to comfort Ellen, she now running her hands through Ellen's hair as she spoke gentle words of kindness and understanding to her.
As Ellen's distress continued and the bed almost shook with her heaving, Amy looked across to me with raised eyebrows, wondering what she should do. I had nothing to offer her.
But to show Amy hadn't lost her sense of humour, as her own body started to be shaken by the effect of Ellen's on top of her and with Ellen lying flat on her; their breasts intertwined and their mounds pressed one to the other, she grinned slyly and raised her eyes to attract my attention to the hand she held above Ellen's head. Their I found her middle finger raised upright and being jerked upwards, indicating it was almost like making love to Ellen.
But it was a momentary distraction from Amy's desire to comfort and soothe Ellen. Eventually Ellen stopped heaving, then stopped crying and she and Amy had a bit of discussion about it all until Ellen found herself saying...
"I'd better get off you and let you get to sleep."
As Ellen took her place on the other side of me, I turned towards her and gave her our goodnight kiss and cuddle. I'd deliberately left Amy until last so I could spend more time with her.
As I snuggled up to her, she was direct in telling me what she really wanted...
"Ned, penetrate me, hug and kiss me for a while, and then give me a good fucking. Sort of go the animal, but with a bit more loving than lust. In fact, that's what I want. Make beautiful love to me."
I already had an erection. I always get one as we get into bed and I go through the evening routine. This one started out as no different from the ones I'd had every other night of sharing my bed with them. But as Amy demanded sex I experienced for the first time that sense of an overstretched cock that would accompany my interactions with Amy for quite some time.
Sex was the last thing I expected her to ask for. But with she having made her needs known, my body evidently thought it appropriate to express my enhanced love for her with an enhanced (from my perspective) erection.
Amy didn't allow time for discussion or debate. She reached between our bodies and guided my erection into her...
"Gee, it's hard. Feels a bit thicker too. Have you been taking something?"
The best I could come up with was a corny response...
"Only an overdose of love and admiration for you."
"Flattery will get you a damn good fuck."
I couldn't believe this was a girl who'd only a few hours ago had to fight her way out of a life threatening situation. But then she added...
"You know why I want this, don't you?"
I remembered back half a decade to when we were at a regatta at Hamilton Island. It was a time I was seriously wanting Amy to consider whether she should hitch herself to someone as old as me by going out and flirting with, and even -- not to put too fine a point on it -- screwing some of the young studs that sort of event attracts.
Almost reluctantly, she did. And while she found no inspiration in it to abandon me, at least I thought she'd given it a decent go.
But the thing was, every time another guy's erection came anywhere near her vagina, she'd want me to penetrate or have sex with her afterwards. She described it as me reclaiming what was rightfully mine. Something half between a cleansing of it by my sperm and a taking back of possession.
It was far from a concept I supported, pointing out it was hers and hers alone to do with as she pleased; although that's not to say I didn't bend to her desires.
It was her Rumspringa as we called it -- equivalent to the Amish tradition of letting their teenagers run wild in the outside world before committing to the strictures of the religion. But regarding it as such, as a momentary anomaly to her love for me, Amy had subsequently put it in a box, never to be thought of again. As far as she was concerned it had never happened. It was another girl doing it. I was the only guy who'd ever made true love to her.
Now certainly wasn't the time to bring it up; but she was clearly asking me to accept the principle of a cleansing fuck.
I knew the answer, but wasn't sure how to safely express it. With Amy, I find directness is the best approach...
"A cleansing fuck to remove the taint of Frank?"
She grinned at me...
"Spot on. So put your heart and love into it."
She hesitated, then added...
"By the way, you weren't there when I had to give the police the full story. I want you to know, he never got to penetrate me. He just got as far as doing a lot of jerking of his erection against the gusset of my bikini pants as he rubbed it on my upper thighs."
I didn't know whether to smile or cry as Amy seemingly expressed concern that I might judge her on how far Frank had gone. I nearly did break down and cry. How do I respond in a way that demonstrates my only concern as to how far he got is how much it affected her...
"Amy, my only concern is for you. I love you and admire you all the more for what you achieved today. How far Frank got doesn't affect that one iota."
Even as I spoke, Amy was guiding my erection to between her legs and into her body. The conversation had left her more than enough time for her arousal to prepare for my manhood's insertion into her body; she was wet and fully receptive.
Whether my shaft was bigger or just harder didn't affect the ease with which her body accepted it, but it certainly affected how it felt to me. Its flesh was more sensitive to the sensation of being inside her and seemed to press more firmly on her vaginal walls, even as we just cuddled on full penetration.
I couldn't resist the temptation to repeatedly, pleasurably surge it as we cuddled together, the warmth and feminine feeling of Amy's skin delightfully in contact with me from our toes to the cheek I held against hers.
Amy whispered in my ear...
"You know the thing that scared me most?"
I stroked her hair...
"No, what?"
"His threat to kill you."
"Amy, I would have willing died a thousand deaths to protect you. I'm mortified I wasn't here to do so, even if that was part of his deliberate planning. It's going to take a lifetime for me to forgive myself for that."
It seemed Amy's emotions were being stirred even by just talking about the day. Normally we might have kissed and cuddled for twenty minutes or so before she called for me to take things further. For her, penetrative cuddles provide a whole battery of pleasurable outcomes; although the one she likes the most comes from having read that if we maintain a static penetration, her hormones in the form of copulins invade my shaft and pass down it to affect my glands in a way that binds me closer to her wishes; as if that was even necessary.
But now, after just a few moments, she rolled onto her back, pulling me on top of her...
"Make beautiful love to me."
What I've found in this polygamous relationship is that I have to let the girls control the narrative. Let them initiate sex and control it. For that we've needed to develop an understanding they're allowed to be quite explicit about their needs and desires.
That in turn has developed some shorthand ways of expressing it.
The 'go the animal' Amy spoke of earlier, to a certain extent, flows from the very fact they initiate sex. Without me occasionally jumping them and ripping their clothes off (or whatever little they might be wearing), they felt deprived of a sense of being lusted over by me. In a monogamous relationship, that might or might not be an issue. In a polygamous one, where each individual wants to feel her share of being lusted over -- if not in a competitive way, at least in a reassuring way - it proved to be critical.
So 'go the animal' is basically me imposing my raw male lust upon their bodies. Usually in a missionary position, I'm called upon to forget the niceties of being a considerate male lover and, without putting too fine a point on it, unleash my lust to fuck the arse off them. For different reasons relating to their specific bodies, it's still capable of generating some powerful orgasms in the girls.
'Make beautiful love' is sort of the opposite. Still in a dominant missionary position, express my love for them through prolonged intimate, tactile sex.
As I rolled on top of Amy, I cast my glance across to Ellen, now lying in the bed, facing us, one body width away.
Sometimes the girls want group sex, but as often as not, it's individual sex they prefer. If that happens while the others are out -- or at least out of sight -- great. But there simply are times that doesn't occur, so one get to watch while the other gets fucked.
The glance at her has a meaning too...' Are you willing to sit this out, or do we make it a group thing?' Clearly tonight Amy was entitled to some personal attention and it didn't surprise me when Ellen waved off my glance.
It's funny. It took a while to get there. But now, having made that unspoken enquiry, any inhibition about making love while another just looks on and watches has long since gone. Otherwise we wouldn't have been able to make our relationships works as well as they do.
I looked back at Amy and was almost surprised by the way she was grinning up at me. The rest of us are in a depressive slump but she's on a seeming high. I once again became aware of just how hard and stretched my manhood felt inside her. Fully penetrated, I could especially feel the firmness of my flesh where it pushed against the front of her vaginal opening; couldn't resist the desire to screw it round and push it in even harder, even though I thought I could feel her cervix being touched up by the tip of it.
I stroked her hair as I expressed feeling I'd given no shortage of vent to already today...
"God Amy I love you. I'm so proud of you and in awe of you. Even sexually, you've raised my desire for you to new heights. You are one of the most incredible women I've ever had the pleasure of meeting in this world."
She smiled more broadly up at me as she stroked my hair and kissed my check, bearing down on my erection as a signal for me to do something with it...
"And I love you even more after today too. It was the thought of you and Ellen being exposed to his threats that made me more determined than ever that he shouldn't carry out his plan. You were my inspiration every moment he was here."
I started screwing my erection around inside her; short, slow withdrawals and thrusts. Just enough to stimulate both her and me. Me, especially because of the overfilled hardness of my erection. Amy because she's in that small percentage of women who can actually get vaginal orgasms and it's often a good way of stimulating her to a cervical orgasm too.
But this was not meant to be a rushed process. My hands caressed her hair, cheeks and sometimes down to her breasts as I told her over and over in different ways how beautiful, sexy, clever, confident and wonderful she was and how much I loved and admired her.
None of it was anything but the truth. But I also knew it was her best antidote against Frank; and above all my expressions of love for her were the best medicine for what he'd put her through.
Periodically Amy lifted her head against mine with a hand to the back of my head, brushing her cheeks against mine, giving me a little kiss and relaxing back on the bed to let me continue to pleasure her with beautiful loving.
Sometimes I'd allow my desire to play with her breasts to momentarily set aside the more masculine part of our lovemaking and I'd bend my head down to suck briefly on her sensitive and oh so sexy nipples.
It was during the second time I was doing that Amy came for the first time; moaning out loud, but not yet screaming.
With Amy, her orgasms produce a flood of oxytocin in her body that apart from highlighting the love sensation of sex, increases her involvement, and by that her arousal; multiplying the effect of every subsequent stimulation of her body. There are days it produces almost a runaway train effect; orgasm follows orgasm, with her screaming getting louder, until like a train derailment, she pulls away with what she call a 'broken vagina' -- one stimulated to the point the orgasms continue without any further stimulation by me and she simply can't take any more.
Normally that only happens with what the girls now call a g spot banger. It doesn't stop Amy from wanting them -- she loves getting to that state -- but it does make for a strange ending; especially if I haven't cum yet. Still, Amy gives great head, so it's rarely a problem.
But as a second orgasm quickly followed the first and her moans grew exponentially louder, I started to wonder if the heightened sensations of that day's events weren't going to cause us to break her vagina with what is usually the most gentle, romantic sex.



For the third, which followed soon after it, a deep reverberating moan was accompanied by her whole body quaking and shivering; something I associated with a cervical orgasm. It seemed we were on a roll with an unpredictable ending.
I was just continuing that slow romantic love making I described above, but as Amy's orgasms continued, she started pushing back; rubbing her body against me and grinding my shaft inside her as she lifted and rotated her hips. Writhing constantly against me with her whole body as her further orgasms started to be accompanied by the screaming profanities and cries of pleasure so typical of Amy's higher level of sexual intensity.
I looked across to Ellen who was staring back in wide eyed wonderment. She'd seen Amy in action many times, but this was taking even slow romantic love to a whole new level.
I thought Amy was going to explode in her sexual excitement when she grabbed my head, pulled my face into her and panted, almost yelled out between her moan, cries and orgasmic screams...
"Cum in me Ned...Cum now while I can still take it...give me all the cum you've got...flush me out with your seed..."
She collapsed back on the bed, spread her arms out flat and tightened her grip on me; compounding the feelings of her orgasms which were already pummelling my cock.
In other circumstances, it might have been seen as a bit melodramatic. But today's events weren't normal and it was of course just like Amy to feel this way. If me filling her vagina with cum was therapeutic for her, and I understood why it might be, then I wasn't going to deny her it; to state the absolute obvious.
I started more serious thrusting, immediately feeling Amy clamp of her vagina around my cock multiplying the effects of the pummelling her contractions were already giving it.
My manhood felt so hard, withdrawing with even the slightest upward movement felt like it was lifting Amy's hips off the bed. It seemed like every square millimetre of its hyper-sensitive flesh was transmitting pleasure messages to my brain and whatever part of my body brews my balls up for an ejaculation.
After three thrusts I was on the verge of it, my whole shaft hot to the point of burning with the feeling of an impending release. I surged it and held it surged, seeking to hold it back for just one or two more intensely pleasurable thrusts before I came. I only got one.
With a prolonged groan, it was like a dam burst as a flood of cum rushed out of my balls to hose itself against Amy's cervix; each rope of it generating a new cascade of an almost apoplexy level pleasure.
Four, then five times it repeated itself until fading with a diminished sixth.
My cumming had momentarily triggered Amy to a heightened level of orgasmic intensity; pulling her body up against mine and writhing almost violently against before throwing her hips up and down to generate massive thrusts of my manhood inside her; our bodies momentarily became like two battling creatures.
As that moment of madness passed I lowered myself gently into full contact with Amy's body, trying to take my weight on my forearms and knees.
Now once again sprawled head back on the bed under me, Amy's runaway orgasms continued as she moaned at the ceiling above her; the tightness of her vagina seemingly wanting to drain every bit of cum in my body.
Somehow, between moans, she forced herself to convey a final disjointed request...
"Squeeze out...ooooooohhhhhh...every... oh oh oh ooohhhh...last...aaarrrrrrrr...drop..."
I didn't really need to be asked, but wasn't surprised by her approach. I surged it again and, as usually happens after a good climax, induced a series of little mini -- but extremely pleasurable to the extent they cause my whole body to quiver - climaxes which certainly feels like it's doing just that.
That done, all I could really do was wait, with a hard erection inside Amy, until the out of control orgasms finished running their course.
All of that leaves Amy in oxytocin over drive wanting to kiss and cuddle and keep my erection inside her for as long as she can.
As we lay on our sides, face to face with an erection, that didn't seem to want to go away, inside Amy, I was aware of Ellen behind me. It had been quite a show and, for all their friendship, it is still a fine line to walk to make sure neither feels as though they have a second string role to the other.
This was a special night and I had no doubt Ellen would make allowances. But the cascade of loving words directed at Amy and the passionate intensity of the sex would lodge in Ellen's brain. She's a smart young lady with a very high emotional intelligence and is in awe of, and forever grateful for, Amy's generosity in persuading me and Liddy to bring her back into our polygamous family after her husband died. And she makes allowances for the fact Amy has been my constant and loyal lover for all the years of Ellen's courting by and marriage to Harry.
But she's also only human. Inevitably I knew there'd be a price to pay for the show in the form of sexual and emotional demands from Ellen. I don't mean demands in a naggy, nasty sense. Just a human desire to bring herself up onto the same level as Amy; or something close to it. Plus she's going to be as sexually frustrated as hell after that show.
I knew I might be over sensitive to the issue. But the only time Ellen has got really seriously angry with me was back in the days we were cruising on the yacht when, while we were involved in a game -- like a hyped up version of strip poker -- that had sexual interaction as rewards and punishments, I was given the option -- because that's all it was in the game -- of fucking Amy. Contrary to what had happened in that game every time that option had come up so far, lust -- because I'll admit that's exactly what it was and in that moment it was directed solely at Amy -- induce me to take the fuck her option; and did so with considerable enthusiasm.
It taught me to always let the girls make the first move. But it also took a lot of explaining to Ellen. Yes Amy's body does generate in me a level of body lust that is unique over and above the love I feel for her. But my connection with Ellen is no weaker. She is after all an extraordinarily beautiful woman. But there is a meeting of minds between Ellen and myself which is no less a bond to her that mine to Amy.
But it was, to an extent, a result of that which caused the 'go the animal', lust filled sex, really to come to the fore. Ellen wanted me to demonstrate real lust towards her too. It wasn't difficult to do.
Amy crashed into an emotionally and sexually exhausted deep sleep very soon after we'd rolled back on our sides, leaving me with an erection still inside her and an arm under her as part of the cuddle I still found myself in.
Again, I was in awe -- a much overused word on this day -- of her ability to do so, when both Ellen and I were left sleepless contemplating what might too easily have been the alternative outcomes of the day.
As for penetrated sleep? That's not new. We've slept penetrated and cuddled up before; but usually that's with a pre-sex erection. This one has shot its load and by all rights is going to shrink and unplug Amy leaving a gush of cum to run out down her leg and onto the sheets. There are precedents for me refracting before the previous one fully collapses, but at my age it's definitely the exception, not the rule.
As it shrunk to a half mongrel, I withdrew it, spending a moment pulling my arm gently and slowly out from where it was trapped between her shoulder and her pillow without waking her. As for the cum? Well, the bed mattress is embarrassingly stained with cum. Sheets and mattress protectors can be regularly washed, the mattress not so easily. But it doesn't worry the girls so it doesn't worry me.
I lay there, unable to sleep, staring at Amy's beautiful sleeping countenance, for what must have been an hour.
But my lower arm was slowly deadening, so I rolled over. There I found Ellen still awake. She cuddled closely against me...
"Ned I can't get what happened to day and what might have happened out of my mind. I just can't get anything like going to sleep. I've tried mindfulness. But my brain won't switch off."
"I know. I can't either."
"Look at Amy. She's dead to the world -- oh what a horribly inappropriate expression. You know what I mean. How does she do it?"
"She on a high. The only demon in her life has been brutally squashed at her own hand. I suppose it's possible she might crash later; but you know, knowing Amy, I don't think she will."
"I know it's wrong of me, but I'm a little jealous of all the things you said to her let alone the fucking she got."
"Ellen, you know I love you dearly. I always have. Amy's had an enormous day. She deserved recognition for what she achieved and my words were straight from the heart. That doesn't mean I love you less. And we've had some pretty wild sex in our time."
"I know. It's part of what's keeping me awake; feeling guilty for my inappropriate feelings of jealously. And I just don't think I can compete with her bravery and strength of character while at the same time the thought that we came so close to losing her breaks me up. Amy is so important to my life."
"Well, first of all, you don't have to. There's no competition in this family. Or at least none that counts. Secondly, you're not being fair to yourself. You supported Harry in his role on the front line as a doctor fighting covid in its early days and you brought yourself and your daughters through the tragedy of his death doing so. You can't tell me you're not strong.
Anyhow, you well know I'm in awe of you, your intelligence and your cleverness. Everyone has their little strengths. You can't expect to be the best at everything."
"I know Ned. It's not that my mind wants to contest anything you're saying. That's part of why I feel so bad. My feelings are not being fair to Amy or you and I know it. I just can't settle them. At least not tonight."
"Well, that's really the answer isn't it? We're both going to get a bad night's sleep tonight. But there's not really a long term problem to be solved. In fact, the only real problem -- in the form of Frank -- has now been solved and will go away. Our brains will sort themselves back into a state of equilibrium and the world will go on. And you can get your crazy, wild, lust driven sex any time you want it."
Ellen hesitated...
"Ned. Can you fuck me now? Nothing wild or passionate. Just a quiet little quickie that won't wake Amy up. I think it will help me get to sleep."
Clearly Ellen could feel the erection pushing against her stomach. An erection that had formed as we'd cuddled so closely together. And one advantage Ellen has over Amy is that she can have quiet -- virtually silent -- sex. Amy admits she can't really stop herself from screaming during good sex. Ellen's line is that, before she moved onto our yacht, she'd spent several months having to self-pleasure with the owners of the yacht in an adjoining cabin with nothing but a thin bulkhead between them. She's learnt to do it quietly.
I pulled my stomach back from hers to let her take my erection and guide it between her legs.
As soon as I was penetrated, she pulled me over on top of her. The message was clear enough. I was to make beautiful love to her. Not really a quickie at all; and a little inhibited by the need for silence. The words that accompany beautiful loving would have to be inferred rather than spoken.
But I could feel Ellen's pain and understood her need. It was a pleasure to do so, well over and above the physical pleasure of my erection being inside her body.
Really, as soon as my focus completely switched from Amy's ordeal to Ellen's pain, the sensation of the whole thing changed. Suddenly my body was completely immersed in and at one with Ellen's. Her physical beauty, radiating out to me in the moon light which penetrated the room and the soft sweetness of her body under me, and our intellectual connection took over.
The making beautiful love became real even if the conversation had to be physically expressed rather than conveyed in words.
Ellen, like Amy, has a significant physical advantage in this sort of love making. Before I'd met either of them, I'd come to understand that missionary sex in pretty ordinary for most women, even if it gave me a good finish. So in the past I'd make sure they were satisfied in whatever way worked for them before, if I hadn't already shot my load, rolling them onto their back to let me finish.
Amy, as I've noted, is actually in that small percentage of women who can climax to non G spot targeted vaginal sex.
In Ellen's case she has a larger than normal and very conveniently positioned clit. It only takes the slightest of upwards lift of my shaft to run its length against her clit as I thrust in and out.
So as I'd done for Amy, I nuzzled her cheeks, but in this case as I slowly long thrust my erection in and out of her body, lifting my hips enough to ensure that both its withdrawal and re-penetration firmly slid against her sensitive clit.
If it wasn't the middle of the night and we'd both already had exhausting days, I might have deeply buried myself and screwed my shaft around too. Ellen, more than the others, thrives on cervical orgasms and tantric lovemaking. But that can go on for hours and I didn't think either of our bodies had the endurance for that.
But I did it enough to trigger an emotional response from her; manifested in the form of more tears. But this time it wasn't the heaving, sobbing crying she shared with Amy. The odd sniff gave her away, although I'd already seen the tears glistening in the moonlight as they ran down from the corner of her eyes. But the sniff let her know her body had betrayed her and revealed her emotion to me, causing her to whisper...
"I'm sorry about the tears. But what you're doing is beautiful. Please keep going. I'll explain in the morning."
It was easy to keep going. Her gorgeous body rolled gently under me as she surrendered to, maybe exaggerated, the effect of the lift of my hips. Her breasts, nipples hardened and jutting, slipped across my chest as I swayed my upper body from side to side just enough to stimulate them.
Ellen was able to supress her moans, but her breathing gave me no less a guide to the fact she was becoming rapidly aroused.
I slowly increased the tempo of my thrusts; listening intently to the growing excitement in her breaths.
As she came, a moan tried to escape, but was quickly suppressed by her.
Like Amy before her, she too clamped herself on my erection, quickly stimulating me to my own release.
As my climax finished, I rolled myself off her to embrace her on our sides without withdrawing from her. She brought her lips to my ear to whisper...
"Thanks Ned. I really needed that. Can we keep cuddling?"
Sleeping cuddled, which often also means sleeping penetrated, is something new to me. At least new in the sense of belonging to this second phase of my life after Amy, Ellen, Issie and the rest of the screw girls came into it. The rule I let my married life be governed by was never interfere with a woman's sleep.
It's hard to think back to who started it; but Amy and Ellen are certainly the main claimants for it. Fairly obviously it's a sort of claim to 'me time' with me. But, Ellen especially has researched a whole new level of reasons to do it penetrated with her discovery of copulins; so now that's become another reason to do it.
I can't say it's a burden to do so; apart maybe from the occasional dead arm as it gets trapped under them; something that makes me inclined to up their breast with the hand of my lower arm instead letting their weight be on it.
I was hoping Ellen might crash as quickly as Amy had, but it was actually about twenty minutes before I could be sure she was soundly asleep; something that then let me try and get myself into that same state.
The thing was, quite apart from the significances of today's events by themselves, I knew there'd be challenges ahead in keeping all the relationships on an even keel.
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It had been a strange night. It seemed like the only one not affected by Frank's attack on Amy was Amy herself.
Ellen had finally got to sleep with some help from me; in this case in the form of sex.
I lingered in wakefulness for longer. Much longer. Part of it was the horror of the day's events, part worrying about the relationship issue which would flow from it and my reaction to it and no small part to my difficult to explain constant extreme arousal at Amy's presence. I soon discovered turning away from her naked resting body didn't do any good in that department, so surrendered to my desire to face her and take in the moonlit vista of her body.
That didn't make the erection go down, but it took away a sense of internal conflict and finally let me drop into an exhausted sleep; although I still woke with the dawn as I'm prone to do.
On waking, the morning glory bisecting my lower body initially seemed normal enough. Full, hard, but nothing extraordinary; well not when you have a naked and largely uncovered woman either side of you.
I lay there for a while looking at Ellen, lying on her side facing me; a hand stretched out in her sleep to touch my stomach.
But one of the reasons I find it so hard to stay in bed when I wake is my restless need to toss and turn. You'd think with a naked woman on display to me whichever way I turned that I'd be quite happy to do that. But I want them to get their full share of sleep and my restlessness is sure to wake them. It can often -- very often -- lead to sex. But this morning more than most, sleep seemed to be the priority.
As I turned towards Amy, it returned. My body was reacting to Amy's presence. Much, much more than usual.
For twenty minutes before I got up I laid there just staring at a still sleeping Amy. She was on her back, naked, with the sheets thrown off in the humid conditions. There was a calmness in the countenance of her beautiful face. A calmness that defied the events of the previous day.
And of course, below that and the sensuous curve of her neck were her breasts. Nature's wonders. Beautiful, generously proportioned olive skinned orbs at the apex of which sat the most sexually provocative mid-dark brown nipples.
Of course, there's nothing novel about that sight in my life. It's one that greets me every morning, and with Ellen on the other side of me it doesn't matter too much which way I face.
But this morning, my body received the signals of that seductive vista differently. Amy had become special; well, more special, because she's always been special. Someone to be revered and admired. And my body, as much as I tried to resist that, couldn't help but convert that into a sexual reaction. It was a sexual reaction that didn't just arouse me, but cause my cock to swell to a new level of hardness; the flesh stretched to bursting.
I slipped my fingers down to the top of my erection, seeing how many widths of them measured the distance between the top of my erection and my navel. Two. Something was different. Three was more or less the standard one since I'd taken up with the girls; and four or even sometimes five during my time with Louise before them.
The only real analogy to what seemed to be happening to me occurred when Amy was away on a one month outbound cross-country course back in 2018. It was the middle of winter (and Amy had taken herself on an Alpine Course -- you have to admire that girl, but it says a lot about the grit she has that saw her through the previous day).
At home with Liddy, the weather had been at its coldest and we were probably both not at our peak. Liddy was stressed by the business of her work in the emergency department of the local hospital and I was lacking the visual stimulation I get from both of them (and now with Ellen, three of them) during the non-winter months and missing Amy.
Not to put too fine a point on it, Liddy was taking longer to bring to a climax and my performance started to flag; as might be expected from someone my age, so I was going limp before either of us climaxed.
Nearly two weeks in, I happened to have my quarterly skin check with my doctor and had mentioned it to him; ending up coming away with a script for Viagra.
His conservative 'let's see how it goes' starting dose, proved to me more than enough. I only had to think about having sex with Liddy to grow a big, hard, skin stretching erection like I was getting now and the post ejaculation erection took forever to go down. I could give Liddy multiple orgasms using it to stimulate her clit, even after I'd had mine; although I found the post ejeculative sensitivity of my erection somewhat tortured me as I did.
Needless to say, when Amy got home, she was as randy as all hell after a month without sex. Finding out about the chemical assistance I'd been getting, she checked with Ellen how safe it was to push it a little harder and we basically spent the next two days in bed as Amy had me repeatedly fuck her arse off to make up for what she'd missed out on. For those two days I rarely had less than a three quarter boner. And when it was full, it was very full; skin stretching hard, thick and long like it was now.
After we'd satisfied her initial desires to make up for what she'd missed, she used what was left in the packet to enhance our sex for the next week. But after that, we decided that chemical assistance was best reserved for when it was really needed and Amy went out of her way to provide enhanced visual assistance to my libido.
But what I was feeling now really did feel like when Amy had dosed me up -- almost overdosed me - on Viagra.
With a sexual urge starting to creep into me, I decided it was time to get up and leave them to their sleep. I crawled out of the bed between them and stood at the foot of it, looking down at Amy as I pulled my speedos on and hooked it over my erection; my balls falling out of the stretched leg seems as I did so.
From the top, Amy's body was posed even more provocatively. Sprawled slightly legs apart, arms out to the side; had she been awake, her pose was almost invitational.
My manhood surged; enough to induce me to grab it and slide my hand satisfying up and down it a couple of times.
It was difficult to believe what such a slightly built woman had done to a man twice her weight. The police had, almost with some bemusement, slipped us information on Frank's final tally of injuries. The dislocated shoulder and compound fracture of his forearm, together with the multiple knife injuries as Amy desperately pushed the blade back against Frank and he'd finally dropped it and fallen on it, had been obvious enough. Less obvious had been the fractured skull, dislocated and cracked jaw bone and crushed testicle.
I thought it best to leave the room before temptation got the better of me. Amy would want sex soon enough. For now it was best to leave her to her sleep.
But the morning glory declined to go down or even give up its overstretched state. Not even as I ate my breakfast. I enjoy the feel of a morning erection and don't do anything to shorten its existence. Fifteen minutes is a common enough life span, even when the girls are still in bed. I'd been up for an hour and I still had this full, well hardened, morning glory erection stretching out my speedos with my balls still dangling from the stretched out leg elastic.
The morning glory had lasted long enough to give Amy and Ellen time to get up and join me in the kitchen dressed in the fuck me bikinis that would be their household clothing for the day, as they are for 9 months of the year. That erection might have subsided to the point it didn't feel as stretched and maybe wasn't quite as big. But it was still an erection and certainly hadn't gone away.
And again, while there's no great novelty in that sight of the girls in their bikinis, on this morning its effect was particularly powerful. Now, I'll admit, seeing Amy and Ellen in sexy bikinis like that affects me at the best of times, but not to the extent of a full boner. More a slight sense of fullness.
But something in the events of yesterday had made me super sexually responsive to Amy. On this morning, the first sight of Amy like that immediately brought it back to full, skin stretching, hardness.
What was it? Admiration for her? Seeing her in a new light? I don't know what it was. Yes, she's stunningly, leg crossingly, sexually attractive at the best of times. She's got a good head start.
Now I was drawn to her like a moth to a flame. I want to protect her, pander to her every need, do everything I possibly could to show her my regard and love for her. But those are cerebral things.
My body had its own view of the matter. A rather embarrassing view really, because it felt like it's purely carnal. It also felt like it's quite insistent. Because like last night, this was no ordinary erection. It was a super one; if only on a human scale. It was still way harder and stretching out my manhood's skin much more than a normal one.
It wasn't helped on this morning by the fact Ellen did the teasing old 'full horizontal' repositioning of my manhood; the one where she sticks her hand down my swimmers, bends my cock down to the horizontal, and uses the material of my swimmers to hold it there. Except on this morning it overcame the resistance of the material sheathing it and bounced back to the horizontal. Three times; after which she gave up with a...
"My goodness. That's a stubborn one."
I sort of had to make myself scarce when the au pair came out with Ellen's two kids to get them ready to take them to the park for a morning's play to allow Ellen to deal with her video medical practice. The au pair has seen me displaying an erection before, but this was way beyond the pale. My balls were completely hanging out the leg seams of my speedos as they were stretched out as the material tried to contain the enlarged contents. I only came back out after putting a loose pair of shorts over it.
Amy had been given an extra week's paid leave by her work after the incident. She's such an efficient and productive worker, they know to look after her and recognised she needed extra time to deal with everything.
For today that 'everything' was heading off around 10am for another visit to the police station and a morning coffee with her best friend, Julie from the marina. I offered to come to the police station with her, but Julie was going to do that as part of their coffee. And in any case, Amy was on a confidence high. I think she wanted to demonstrate that, as much as she loved me, she didn't want to play the weak girl needing a hand held for these things.
After the au pair left with Ellen's daughters around 9, I could at least take off the shorts; or rather was made to. Ellen basically pulled them down my legs the moment she came in from seeing the girls off. That is very much Ellen. She has as much of a visual fetish and interest in my body as I do with hers and she's not hesitant to take whatever steps are necessary to bring my clothing down to the minimal.
But with the two girls clucking around in my presence, the erection stayed with me. It may not of been helped by the fact that, bemused by it, they started physically teasing me; brushing their butts against it and generally sexually provoking me. I wondered if they really understood the strength of the desire I had to bend one or both of them over the kitchen bench and fuck them like crazy. Especially Amy.
Or actually maybe they did understand it. The irony is, they've often complained that, in my care not to play favourites, I never instigate sex.
A bridge was crossed when, while re-stacking the dishwasher, they were both bent over, their butts facing me, their bikini bottoms drawn tightly into their butt cracks and their mons bulging between their legs; especially Amy's. A little glance between them and an excessively long period bent over for what they really were trying to do overcame my reticence.
I walked up behind Amy, bent down and jammed my speedo sheathed erection into her crotch and groped Ellen's vulva with my hand. They both cooed playfully; as if they'd been expecting nothing less, and maybe a lot more.
Moving one hand around each of their waists, I pulled them slowly back away from the dishwasher, turned them and guided them, tightly side by side, over the nearby kitchen bench, just about lifting Amy over it with the hardness of the erection between her legs as I stood more upright.
But Ellen had to play her verbal games...
"What are you up to Ned? Can't you men keep it in your pants while us girls go around working in the kitchen?"
"You want me to stop them?"
"Fuck no."
I pulled the strings on Ellen's bikini bottoms to let them drop to the floor.
Amy's didn't have tie sides and I knew in any case her preference would be for me to pull the gusset aside. Just a little fetish of hers. I was a man in a hurry, and if that was the quickest way into her, it was good enough for me.
Unsheathing my own erection, I bent it down, tested Amy's readiness for me and with an extraordinary sense of pleasure, pushed my manhood into her delectable body. I couldn't help myself; letting out a deep mournful sigh of released tension and satisfied yearnings.
For a moment I was willing to leave Amy skewered on my cock while I made sure Ellen was being attended to; teasing her sexual organs for just long enough to make her receptive to digital penetration, and then easing my thumb into her vagina, which I knew was just long enough to reach her g spot, and positioning my forefinger over her clit, I slowly started stimulating her.
With the muscle memory of that process settled, I could refocus on Amy.
On her golden skinned back, the string ties of her bikini top dangled provocatively. I bent over her and undid both the top and bottom ones with my teeth, then reached around and started playing with her nipple.
The preliminaries dealt with, I could start to focus on the main game; namely fucking Amy.
I don't like to use violent analogies to describe my sex with the girls. Sex to me is no fun unless it's mutually enjoyable and a shared experience. But sometimes when it's done with an incredible passion and enthusiasm, words that really convey that passion have a tinge of violence about them; even if used a bit tongue in cheek. 'Pounding', 'banging' and the like don't always mean a selfish abuse of the other's body; especially with lovers like the girls, who yearn for really passionately done sex.
And yet, with my pent up desires, even pounding or banging don't do the trick her. The phrase that emotionally catches it would be more like that one out of the movie Gladiator; "Unleash hell." In the nicest, most passionate way of course.
With one hand up Ellen's vagina and the other tweaking Amy's breast, I couldn't even hold her hips while I did it. The thrusts were fast, furious and full length to deep penetration. Amy was just about being lifted off the floor and onto the bench as each one bottomed out.
Very quickly, her moans turned to the pre-orgasmic screaming that normally only starts up with her second climax. Even faster than normal for Amy, she came for the first time, her glutes tightening against my pubis as she writhed and cried out in pleasure and I kept banging away.
There was no ambiguity about Amy's reactions; whatever I was doing was hyper-stimulating her. She'd come hard and fast the first time. The second followed almost immediately afterwards; harder and faster, the usual moans and strings of profanities multiplied many times over.
If I kept going like this she'd end up with what she calls a broken vagina; one so stimulated she reaches a state of constant orgasms that persist even after any further stimulations stops. Anyway, Ellen was waiting for her turn, the wetness of the fingers I had in her vagina telling me she was more than ready.
I thought I should give her some warning. So with a brief..."Ellen's turn..." barely audible over Amy's cries, I withdrew from Amy, shuffled one step across and plunged myself into Ellen. She pushed hard back against me, as if anxious to swallow up my whole manhood and then some more in one fell swoop.
Though all of my pounding of Amy, Ellen had been moaning away at my stimulation of her; but was barely audible over Amy's screaming.
But Ellen, more than any of the others, likes a display of impatient lust. No dilly dallying, no hesitancy, no being too nice; just an urgent lust driven need to take her and get on with it. That is so unlike me, but, after much training, we'd sort of reached a compromise. From the first desperately rushed thrust, this went way past the compromise. If it was really what she wanted, she was getting it.
Her almost immediately reaction certainly reassured me I was on the right track...
"Oh go Ned...go...yes...oh yes...that's it...harder...yes harder...oh Ned...oh...oh...yes...yes..please...ah...aaahhh..."
Her words encouraged me. I did as she asked. She got it harder. And faster. There was no time to undo her bikini top. I just shoved my hand underneath it to tweak her nipple.
With the transfer to Ellen complete, it was time to start fingering Amy; who was still in a state of noisy rolling climaxes.
Her vagina was wide open and sloppy wet. At least with her more shallowly located g spot, I didn't have to stretch out my thumb as much as I'd needed to for Ellen.
Fingering Amy will continue her climaxes, but I can control the pressure a bit more; giving her just enough to keep her coming, but not so much as to break her vagina. I certainly hadn't finished with Amy yet.
As she kept begging for more, Ellen was certainly getting it harder than Amy had. Taller than Amy, I could feel her feet lift off the ground with every thrust as I all but pushed and rolled her over the bench and just missed head butting her on the splash back behind it, only to drag her back again as I withdrew at an angle intended to stimulate her large, engorged and very conveniently located clit.
Already well warmed up by my fingering of her and getting the sort of sex she's always asking for, Ellen came pretty quickly too.
That left me making a quick calculation. I really wanted to cum into Amy. It was her body that had driven me to this lustful rage.
My manhood still felt incredibly stretched and as hard as a rock. And its flesh was sensitive and loving every minute of what I was doing. But it wasn't brewing me. Not yet anyway.
I figured there was time to give Ellen another orgasm; to balance things up a bit and make them look more even.
The climax hadn't stopped Ellen's begging for more. My thrusts had continued even as I sensed Ellen's contractions pummelling and teasing my cock. Ellen can easily have multiple orgasms; but she's not like Amy who takes the whole thing to extremes.
It took probably another three minutes or so to bring Ellen to another one. By that time Amy was still having periodic climaxes to my fingering of her, but had come well back from the screaming register in terms of her vocalisations.
As Ellen's contractions faded I asked a rhetorical question...
"Ready for me Amy?"
The fingers I had up her dripping, wide open vagina had already answered that question. As I withdrew from Ellen and moved across, I found myself slipping into Amy's wet, slippery vagina as if I'd never stopped pounding her.
My manhood surged with the realisation I was back penetrated in the source of my extreme arousal. As the first tinges in my erection foreshadowed my brewing up, I stopped all pretexts of multitasking and grasped Amy on both hips to steady her to receive my thrusts. Ellen had worked me up to a new height of lust and Amy was now the recipient of that. I could feel her hips rise to my thrusts and, as another climax broke, her screaming and profanities started up again.



The knowledge that my climax was starting to brew up drove me to almost demonic heights of passion. Amy was getting pistoned like a fast moving steam train.
I'm always sensitive to the way the girls receive my love making. Usually too much so according to Ellen, but even in the height of my passion I was reading Amy's response. But far from pain or discomfort, Amy seemed to be getting off on it even more than I was.
Almost immediately she entered that phase where the succession of climaxes are indistinguishable from each other; it being impossible to tell whether it's a new one or a continuation of the previous one; her profanity strewn orgasmic screaming rising to new heights.
Not that I wasn't vocalising my own pleasure.
For all my passion, for all the sensitivity of my hardened cock, for all the pleasure signals it was sending to my brain, the actual process of getting to a climax was taking longer than I might have expected.
Normally that's good. Even on that morning it was good. After all, it prolongs that exquisite sense of pre-ejaculative pleasure that can be all too transient in a fast climax.
But Amy was so hype reactive, I was scared she was heading to a broken vagina. I really wanted to cum into Amy and if I broke her, I'd need to finish in Ellen instead.
I slowed it down a little; longer, more deliberate thrusts where I made a point of angling my shaft to drag it firmly along the tightness of her vaginal opening. That sped it up. For the final few thrusts the pleasure was so intense, I was almost hypoventilating as I moaned and panted out my pleasure without breathing back in.
The climax itself was extreme. Like a moment of religious rapture that had me bellowing out...
"OOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHH."
In the moment between the first ejaculative rope and the next, all I could do was bend over Amy's back and let the succeeding ropes rip in slowly fading waves...
"OOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHH."
"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHH."
"OOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHH."
"OOOOOOOHHHHHHHH."
"Ohhhh...aaaarrrrr."
But the time they stopped, I was completely spent; virtually my whole weight compressing Amy against the bench.
Amy's contractions were still pummelling my manhood when, rather matter of factly she let me know...
"Oh wow. That was intense Ned. We'll have to do it again. But I've got to get ready to go."
I was left giggling on top of her at the sudden change in approach. I've seen her do it before and much admire her ability to do so. Usually it's when we're having passionate sex during her morning-tea break as she's working from home and she'll go from screaming orgasm in one moment, to speaking with a client on the phone in a completely professional voice in the next -- often while sitting there in a cum filled bikini.
Almost reluctantly I withdrew from her; my manhood still almost a full erection.
The girls eased themselves off the bench, Amy grabbing a paper towel from the nearby rack to catch the cum and juices that poured out of her as she stood up.
After cleaning herself up, Amy just pulled the gusset of her bikini back across as if nothing had happened, then tied her bikini top back on as Ellen retrieved her pants from the floor and tied them on too.
I just stood there and watched with some pleasure, my erection still standing proud with the waistband of my speedos tucked under my balls.
After Amy left, and Ellen excused herself to take some calls for her online medical practice, I thought the best way to settle things down might be to go for a swim and some laps in the pool; a combination of exercise and immersion in -- if not cold, at least tepid -- water, might redirect my body's efforts and blood supply.
After taking my time tidying up the kitchen with my erection still rampant, I ambled down to the pool and dived into the water; the projecting erection acting like air brakes to the momentum of my dive.
It didn't entirely work. In part I couldn't help but think of Amy as I was swimming; even imagining her cute little butt swimming just ahead of me. In part the feeling of my erection being dragged through the water of itself stimulated it in a rather pleasant way.
Still, because I put some effort into making it power swimming, it gave me three quarters of an hour of useful exercise and by the time I'd decided I'd had enough, it had at least reduced to a half mongrel.
I was resting back against the wall of the pool nearest the gate, my elbows hitched over the edge, and panting heavily, my heart thumping, when Ellen's voice cut through my thought process...
"Well, at least we know it's not a priapism."
I tilted my head back to look up to find myself staring directly into her crotch as she'd straddled my elbows and bent over me to stare down at whatever might be the state of my erection in the water. It was still a half mongrel, projecting out horizontally into the water just under the surface.
Even bare footed, I was surprised she'd managed to get in the gate and sneak up on me so silently.
But that didn't dominate my thought process for long. She had on nothing but a white bikini and an unbuttoned white blouse. The latter she buttons up when doing video medical calls. Mind you, since the white bikini top can be seen through it, it was almost a case of 'why bother'. I'd always noticed she had a majority of middle aged men as clients; although she tells me lesbians are pretty prominent in her client list too.
From where I was looking, the unbuttoned blouse was essentially irrelevant; hanging loose and well clear of her body. What filled my vision was a pronounced camel toe through her bikini pants and the projection of the underside of her breasts out from her trim stomach; and given the smallness of her bikini top, that projection was as much breast underboob as the white material of her top with the projection of her nipples showing through it.
In my vulnerable state, my body reacted in the way it had all morning; my manhood exploding back into a hard erection. Unlike Ellen's earlier attempts at creating a full horizontal, the wet material of my speedos would not release its grip on the top quarter of my shaft, so instead was forced to stretch itself beyond all reasonable expectations to accommodate my shafts determination to force itself into its hardened vertical state, my balls being uncomfortably ejected out of the leg elastic and all but cut off from my scrotum as the stretched elastic then tightened against my upper thigh.
"What's that?"
"When an erection won't go down because of a blocked blood flow. But then, I think we both know that wasn't the cause."
"I think we do."
"That was an impressive reaction to my presence you just displayed. I think I know what it is that's causing your problems."
"Oh yea. What might that be?"
"It's probably best known as R.A.H. Syndrome."
"Meaning?"
"Randy as hell syndrome. I can prescribe some relief for it if you'd like."
I grinned at her, knowing full well where this conversation was going.
"Being?"
"Ravishing a tall young blonde generally provides at least temporary relief"
I had to grin even more widely at Ellen. She had that cheeky raised eyebrows, questioning look on her face...
"What do you mean by ravish?"
"Oh, I suppose it can mean whatever it needs to mean to do the job. But I tend to think it requires a lot of enthusiasm from the male; maybe to an extent that almost overwhelms the poor innocent young woman on the receiving end. I think her clothes have to be removed with some urgency and I don't know one can be too picky about where it happens. And the sex definitely has to be, shall we say, energetic."
"Does she get caught by surprise by it?"
"I think she has to put on a fair show of at least pretending to be surprised."
"How does it start?"
"I think you'll have to work that out for yourself. But dragging her down onto the floor or some nearby bed or lounge would be a good start. Or even into some nearby body of water."
I reached over my head and grabbed her just below the knee of her right leg with my wet hand, giving it a determined pull forward. It had the intended result. With an impressive squeal and a good display of flailing arms, Ellen was pulled off balance to go over my head and belly flop into the pool just in front of me.
I pounced on her floundering body, turned her face up, got myself between her legs and pushed the tip of my erection into her crotch and then slid her now wet and floaty blouse off her shoulders to let it sink to the bottom of the pool.
With some enthusiasm, I then pulled the strings of her bikini top and brushed it off her body to condemn that to the deep too; playing with her nipple with the right hand I cupped on her breast as the left arm supported her in the water and kept her body pressed down firmly on the tip of the shaft in her crotch.
I turned us both the head towards the wading seat are of the pool which had been not far from where I had been standing when Ellen caught up with me.
Quite understandably, Ellen is cautious about sex in the pool. Because of the incompressibility of water, she likes her vagina to be out of it while we're actually having sex; especially if what I might call vigorous sex is involved.
Fortunately when the pool was first built, my kids were young and I'd incorporated a sort of shelf where, under close supervision, they could comfortably play, splash and muck around. The depth varies depending on the battle between evaporation and rain; but most of the time fulfils Ellen's requirements.
I pushed her upper boy onto the smooth tiles of the shelf, then essentially used the tip of my erection to hoist her lower body there as I followed onto the top of her.
I tipped us both on our sides, me embracing her, as I pulled the tie string on her pants, pulled my shaft momentarily back from its firm penetration of her crease and pulled her pants of her; tossing them over my shoulder into the deeper part of the pool.
With a...
"This has to come off too. I'm not Amy with her swimwear fetish."
Ellen pulled the drawstring of my speedos, unsheathed my erection, worked my pants down to my upper thighs and then used her toe to hook the waistband and pull them off me, shaking them off her foot over the deeper water to have them join her clothes on the bottom of the pool.
Immediately she brought her crease back against the tip of my erection and I found it slipping effortlessly into her body.
As I rolled her onto her back, she put her hands under her butt to elevate her vagina just clear of the water; arching her back like she had a pillow under it.
Almost immediately I lifted myself on my arms and started thrusting with some enthusiasm; very much in accordance with the doctor's instructions. But I immediately noticed that Ellen wasn't gripping me at all. She clearly intended this to be a marathon, not a sprint.
I could feel the full circumference of my inflated shaft in contact with the lining of her delectable snatch, and in its hardened, sensitized state it was certainly enjoying the experience. But there was still no way it was going to cause me to brew up any time soon.
With her hips elevated, I was angling my thrusts slightly upward, to rake the tip of my erection across Ellen's g spot with very thrust. Then at full penetration I'd screw my cock about momentarily; mashing the tip against her cervix and grinding my pubis as best I could against her prominently swollen clit.
And my arousal was certainly progressed just by the pleasure of looking down at her body under me. With her hips elevated, both her upper torso and legs were almost floating on neutral buoyancy. Every thrust, every twist of my cock inside her was transmitted through her body and into the water. The thrusts jerked her upward, sensuously bouncing her breasts and almost forcing a bow wave of water over her forehead. The twists and withdrawal sent out circles of wavelets from around her.
I could see I wasn't the only one being visually aroused. Ellen's eyes were transfixed on my torso. Amy may have built my body into something impressive for my age with all the exercise she makes us both do. It's taut, slim and muscular without being silly about it.
But Ellen is by far and away the one who gets off on it. She is blatant about having me run around in minimal clothing whenever possible. She was the ringleader in having speedos as the male boat uniform while we were at dock preparing the yacht for a race, to match the bikinis the girls were already wearing.
And she loves fondling my body whenever she can. And she seems to get off on the sight of an erection in my swimmers, whether or not she has any intention of using it at that time.
In a way she's no different in her approach to it all than a guy might be to a woman as beautiful as her; except it would be a rare guy who was willing to be as insistent the girl strip down for his visual pleasure as Ellen is towards me. I'm not complaining. It's rather ego boosting. Very ego boosting.
But as my muscles were pumped, first by the swimming I'd just done and then by the effort of pumping her body, I could see Ellen taking it all in; from my upper chest down to where our stomachs met.
It was also the strength and fitness that Amy had driven in to me that was giving me the endurance to keep pumping away at Ellen like I was.
I was pleased when I sensed that Ellen was approaching orgasm. Even more pleased when she came and I could feel her contractions pummel my engorged shaft.
But still she didn't grip me.
Ellen knows me and knows my body. Having had to share my erections, and take turns on it, with other women, she well understand that gripping with brew me up and not doing so usually won't; or will take a longer time.
The message was clear. She was wanting much more from me.
Even after her second orgasm, she still didn't grip me.
By now my arms were burning.
I figured I had to change the narrative.
With every second thrust, I withdrew and plunged back in with my hips more elevated. That dragged the length of my shaft across her firmer vaginal opening, stimulating it much more. It also dragged the length of my shaft across the tip of her clit; which because of its size and positioning is more prone to be stimulated that was than is the case for many women.
Then on full penetration I took a lot more time grinding and screwing myself about inside her. That let me work the base of my shaft against her vaginal opening and feel the tip of my erection mashing her cervix; both of which are also intensely pleasurable for me.
But the way she quickly came again to what I assumed was the stimulation of her clit told me it was working well for her too.
I could now feel that intense pleasure you get as you start to brew up. That warmth that suffuses your whole -- in this case grossly engorged and hardened -- shaft. I slowed everything down a bit, letting me enjoy it for as long as I could.
As I knew I was about to cum, I held my shaft deeply in Ellen and laid down on her chest, turning my head away from her so my loud groans wouldn't hurt her ears.
Rope after rope of cum shot up my shaft, each accompanied by a powerful shot of pleasure and another groan from me.
As soon as it was over, Ellen rolled us over leaving her on top...
"It's not over yet mate. You need a deeper treatment than one shot."
"Men are only designed for one shot."
"Usually, but Amy told me you did much better than that on Viagra."
"Are there no secrets between you too?"
"No. Anyhow, I had to check up on how the dosage was working. Now, what is it the doctor says...ah yes...this may hurt a little..."
Almost immediately Ellen sat up on me and started riding me cowgirl style.
This time she was gripping me. Firmly. Very firmly. I still had a full erection -- that's not all that unusual after sex with the girls at any time, although it usually disappears fairly quickly if they try to use it -- but it wasn't going down and it was crazily sensitive.
I was feeling this very strange combination of being tortured and pleasured at the same time as different part of my erection responded to Ellen's actions with different sensations.
I twisted and turned, trying to remove the sensitive tip of my shaft from whatever points of stimulation I could feel Ellen applying to it. But completely trapped in her vagina, there was nowhere to go.
Her warning of 'hurting a bit' clearly indicated Ellen knew what she was doing. She was looking down grinning at me, almost delighting in my futile efforts to pull back from the torturous use of my manhood; even if entertaining me with her bouncing breasts as she rode me. She teased me...
"Let it out Ned. Vocalise the conflicted sensations your feeling".
It was like she was reading my brain. I had been suppressing them; a sort of combination of the 'oh, oh, oh' response to the sensitivity and the 'aaahhhh' response to the pleasure. I gave her what she wanted. For a moment she reminded me of the evil henchwoman in a James Bond movie who gets off on squeezing men to death with her legs as she rides them just like Ellen was riding me; more so as she started to vocalise her own arousal as she worked herself towards a climax.
After a short while, the sensitivity started to diminish and the pleasure side took precedence. Ellen noticed the difference in my moans...
"That's better. I knew we could work through it."
She kept riding me until she was overwhelmed by a massive orgasm; collapsing down on me with the same sort of panting finale as I'd collapsed on her not that long ago.
She laid there moaning quietly as I felt her contractions pummel my manhood. As they faded, she suddenly blurted out...
"I know this isn't really my erection, but I figured neither you nor Amy would mind me using it. And it did seem to need some treatment to get it under control. And it would seem we're not finished yet."
Her words took me aback...
"What do you mean?"
"Whatever is causing this unusual state of arousal you're in, it's coming from Amy, not me. It seems my presence might prolong or trigger it in a secondary manner, but it's really directed at Amy. I can relate to that. What Amy did yesterday was pretty special and the whole thing has left us emotionally unsettled; although it's a bit weird and disconcerting your response is such a sexual one."
With Ellen, there's never any point beating around the bush or engaging in false denials...
"Do you have some sort of special access into my mind?"
"That would be scary. Who knows what sort of dark recess I'd find there. But sexually Ned, you try so hard to get it right that it's usually pretty obvious what's going on. I know my jealous reaction to you instigating a lustful fucking of Amy six years ago as we played that sex game on the boat still inhibits your every action. And I know you're now desperately trying to protect me from similar lustful feeling towards Amy you have no control over.
I'm older now Ned, and wiser. I'm in awe of and indebted to Amy for bringing me back into our family after Harry died. She has been your loyal and faithful lover all those years. You're allowed to have favourites and she's earned that privilege. I know you'll do the right thing by me.
So don't let me inhibit you expressing those feeling to Amy."
It was hard to know how to respond to all of that. There was, in modern parlance, so much to unpack.
"OK, you've ratted me out.
And I'm embarrassed as hell that there's such a strong sexual component to my reaction. Frankly, if you can get it under control, that's definitely a bonus for which I'll be grateful.
And yes, I am constantly worrying about creating jealousies and yes, much of it does relate back to what happened all those years ago.



But that's because I love you and I care about your feelings."
Ellen stroked my hair and she quietly responded...
"I know Ned. I know. And I love you too. No less. Maybe even more."
Then added with a change of tone...
"But we seem to have some unfinished business. There's still a big hard erection inside me I'm supposed to be offering some treatment for."
She sat up again, gripping me firmly again as she rose up and down on me. In riding terms, what she'd done before was a fast canter, verging on a full uncontrolled gallop. This was more of a slow rising trot; very deliberate as if she was consciously massaging every square millimetre of my vagina filling manhood. With each rise, she pushed her hips slightly back; sliding my manhood firmly along the hard front of her virginal opening -- and no doubt stimulating her clit in the process.
It felt fantastic. But I wasn't sure where it was going or what the end play was. I wasn't aware of any refraction, which in any case would have been ridiculously fast for my age, and didn't have a clue whether I could come again. Yes it happened a few times when Viagra was being used, but there was no chemical assistance to what was happening now except that my body produced naturally.
It felt really fantastic. The sort of fantastic that would usually signal the start of the brewing up process. But it wasn't. It was just a continuous level of pleasure.
The same couldn't be said for Ellen.
She was stimulating herself as much as me and it wasn't long before she came again; not the explosion of the last time, but it seemed nice enough. But she kept riding me right through it.
But it did cause her to grip me all the tighter. It was like there was a new determination to get me to come. It started to work too. The level of pleasure stepped up a notch and slowly, gradually continued to rise. It encourage Ellen to try even harder when I couldn't help but vocalise the pleasure. There was no ambiguity about the effect she was having on me.
It had risen almost to that intense feeling of pleasure that you get moments before you come, when Ellen climaxed again; momentarily pausing as she recovered her composure, then starting again.
But instead of that intense feeling of pleasure rolling straight into a climax as it usually would, it stayed at that level. Every rise and fall of Ellen's hips, pulling my tightly clamped shaft from her body, dragging it across her vaginal opening (and her clit) and pushing it back in, brought forth an exquisite sense of physical rapture; accompanied by a loud groan.
Ellen was grinning like a Cheshire cat as she looked down on me. She knew where she had me. She knew what she was doing to me. I was putty in her hands (well, in many other parts of her body too). It gave her a sense of power and excitement to know she was able to drag out this part of the sex cycle like she was. She was equal parts determination to prolong my ecstasy and -- against all expectations - to eventually bring me to a second climax.
The level of intensity stepped up another notch. I was almost writhing under her; if not screaming like Amy does in her orgasms, at least groaning louder than I thought I ever had before. I've never had a drug high, but this had to top whatever sense of euphoria drugs can give you.
All I remember of the instant before I came was an enormous gasp from me as I was overcome by a pleasure so intense in blew my brain.
Ellen read it for what it was and immediately laid down on me.
The climatic shot of pleasure to my brain was extreme; wave after wave of it. Ellen rode me as, autonomously, my body thrust repeatedly into her.
And then, as suddenly as the rush of the climax had started, it finished; leaving me spent and drained under Ellen's sensuous body.
Overcome by the oxytocin produced by her own orgasms, Ellen snuggled up on top of me, pushing her hands under my torso as I lay on the tiles of the pool; nuzzling my cheeks and lightly kissing my lips. Responded by wrapping her in my own arms.
"I hate to spoil things, but aren't you supposed to be dealing with patients?"
"When I found out Amy would be out, I rearranged my appointments. We have another half hour if we haven't dealt with that erection of yours yet."
She cuddled up against me again and we lay there is silence for about five minutes, until...
"I think it's going down."
"I think it is too."
For most of the five minutes it had been its full hard self. But Ellen was right. It had shrunk to a half mongrel. Still just stiff enough to stay penetrated, but only just. Then even that was gone and I sort of flopped out of her.
She lifted herself off me...
"I better go back to work before I induce another in you."
She sort of rolled off me into the pool, diving as she did so to scoop up her bikini pieces, my speedos and her blouse in a single swoop. As she emerged, she chucked my wet speedos at me and exited the pool...
"I'd better get back to work, but we seem to have dealt with your symptoms for the time being. Let me know if there's a recurrence and I'll prescribe a repeat treatment."
As I watched her in all her dripping wet naked elegance sashay out of the pool area and towards the house, it was almost surprising I wasn't already calling her back.
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It was the third day after Frank's unwelcome visit and I'd been trying to sit at my desk doing the quarterly tax accounts, while being distracted by a pair of beautifully coloured lorikeets flitting nosily about on the branches of the bottle brush tree just outside the window.
The last 48 hours had caused my head to spin as I dealt with, not just the usual fallout from an event like Frank's attempted attack on Amy, but my perverse -- what even seemed to me like perverted --sexual response. I was full of admiration for Amy in so many way. But somehow that had extended to having a sexual response to her that can only be described as like having overdosed on Viagra.
Her presence, even the thought of her presence, had me grow a boner harder than anything I can recall, apart from the time Amy did have me on a high dose of Viagra for a week as we burned through the left overs of a prescription I'd acquired to service Liddy as Amy was away on an extended Outward Bound course. Not just harder; it felt bigger, if only because it made the skin of my shaft feel stretched plus the usual 'three finger widths' measurement I use between the tip of my shaft and my navel as a quick measure of how aroused I am, had narrowed to two finger widths.
Of course, keeping me in some state of constant arousal is part of the girls' plan to keep me able to perform to their desires. Mostly that goes to the way they dress around the house.
With the La Nina weather pattern firmly established -- periodic heavy rain followed by body melting humidity -- and the naked air-conditioning protocol in effect (which held that air-conditioning isn't used until the occupants of the house are all but naked and it's still unbearably hot to the point you're dripping sweat on everything you touch -- which effectively means never), I was dressed in nothing more than my usual pair of swimming briefs. That and the girls fuck me bikinis were more or less the standard household dress between early spring and late autumn. Sometimes topless.
Indeed the swimwear season is deliberately extended by the girls by refusing to close the blinds against the sun while it's out, but then, during the autumn and spring shoulder seasons, making sure they are closed once the sun goes down to keep the captured heat in.
But what I'd been feeling and my reactions to Amy's presence since the event with Frank went well beyond the norm; not just before sex, but after it too, leaving me with a post sex erection that often wouldn't go down and could sometimes be induced to deliver another climax.
Ellen had sussed me out pretty quickly; noticing what was happening and quickly working out why, she wasn't even shy about using the effect to her own benefit, since it made me more vulnerable to her sexual charms too. The last few days had become hyper-sexual -- even by our usual excessive standards. But more to the point, knowing that my erection could be good for a second shot, over the last few days, Ellen would ride me after Amy had taken the cum shot in our group sex until she got a cum shot of her own. In doing that, Ellen completely disregarding the torture she'd put me through as my manhood displayed the usual post climatic sensitivity, although the reward of the mind blowing climax she'd give me was worth it; all while Amy, as sated as Amy can ever be by the activities leading up to the first climax, watched on in bemusement.
On this day, at about 11, I'd watched through my window as Amy jogged up the front drive in a bikini and thongs (flip flops), to get the mail during her morning tea break from her working from home duties.
On our acreage property, the front drive is like our own private road. Immediately beyond the low bottle brushes which the birds were playing around is a grass verge. From that a large natural rock steps the land up to a fair sized bitumen parking area we use when we hold larger social functions; either for my work or, these days, Amy's too.
To the right, beyond that, is a long brush-box fence and gate which delineates the horse paddocks and a large storage shed. To the left is sparse natural bushland where our road winds first to the right -- disappearing momentarily behind the brush-box fence as it services a little side road into that paddock -- and then winds to the left to reappear to finish its 300 meter journey to the front gate with its tall brick boundary from which is hung permanently open iron gates.
Amy had changed from the bikini she'd worn on our morning run and exercise; not surprisingly since we'd all come back covered in sweat with our swimwear running gear soaked from it.
Amy's exercise routines, which she insists I join, and Ellen also usually comes along with, has taken on a new meaning since her run in with Frank. The benefit it provided in preparing herself for the encounter and bravery in carrying it out is still something I'm coming to terms with. But having established the routine, and she admits, rather liking the body of mine she's made me build with it, she's determined to continue with it.
It certainly keeps me at the level of fitness I need to deal with the girls' significant sexual demands. And offers me no shortage of entertainment as I run behind them as they deliberately wiggle their bums at me in those tiny bikinis.
Most days I'll be running behind them with a half boner, just from watching them. But since the events of the last few day, I have to admit, Amy is having a far more powerful effect on me. Now it's a full boner; one so hard it seems to stretch the flesh covering it to near bursting.
And, typical of Amy, she exploits it to the full. When we get down to the exercise bars at McCarr's Creek, she's from early days insisted she stand on my feet and hold on to me as I do my chin ups -- adding her weight to mine. With a half mongrel, she simply put it between her legs, having it poke out from under her bum. With the full hard boner I'm displaying by the time we get down there now, she impales herself on it, having it progressively penetrate her to the extent two layers of swimwear will permit, as I lift myself up and down.
Then repeats the process as I do my pushups -- adding her weight to those too, not by sitting or lying on top of me, as you might imagine, but by holding on face to face underneath me.
Fortunately, at that time of the morning, there's usually no one around; although some embarrassing moments have occurred.
As she jogged up to the letter box, she had on a slightly older bikini. This one had a ruched back which drew the Brazilian cut deeply into her bum crack, moulding itself tightly against her bum, like a colourful butterfly had landed on it and just merged with her flesh. It was always a style I liked; maybe more than the current, almost but not quite, thong styles with their whale tails waist band.
I suspect Amy may have been oblivious to my observation of her. But even without putting on any show, she was a delight to view from behind as she ran.
Her strong, shapely glutes just have this wonderful thing about them as they propel her. Feminine, seductive and yet firm and sexually powerful; as if promising to firmly grip any male organ permitted to come between them, but threatening to crush one that attempts to intrude unwelcomingly.
I watched as she went up the path, momentarily disappeared behind the fence, then re-emerged in profile as she ran the final stretch to the gate; her breasts bouncing teasingly with every stride.
I watched again as she returned; mail, in the form of a couple of letter and a small package, in hand. From a distance, it was her breasts stole your attention; bouncing gently, the nipples teased to high beam by the movement.
But as she got closer, it was impossible not to focus on her pants. The small rectangular patch of her pants bottoms failed to fully cover her sexually provocative mons, with its shapely, inviting bulge. That was normal, and attention drawing enough by itself. But the exercise had cause her pants to show a dark damp line where her crease extended half way vertically up her mons mound.
With the effect she now has on me, I had a full erection in my speedos by the time she disappeared into the house.
It was five minutes later I sensed Amy enter the room. Half turning to check, there she was dressed in a bikini I hadn't seen before...
"How do you like the new bikinis Liddy sent to Ellen and myself from New York? She's got one for herself too and my one will be the new internet sex one."
Without yet having really looked at it, my first reaction was that it was probably time for replacement for the ones they were using for our internet sex.
Liddy is the third woman in our polygamous family. At the start of the COVID pandemic, she was stuck in New York visiting her family for the birth of her first grandchild when Australia closed its borders and, not being a citizen, she comes low on the list of returnees.
From the outset, we were in almost daily contact, but eventually she found that self-pleasuring to meet her sexual needs was insufficiently satisfying.
So Amy put together what amounts to a system for virtual reality sex. Amy wears a 3D camera on her head and Liddy wears 3D receiving goggles. So as I make love to Amy, Liddy has the visual perspective of the person I'm making love too. Add to that a very aggressive, rabbit eared dildo held inside Liddy with a tight pair of bikini bottoms, and we can get Liddy to come so hard, long and loud that the daughter she's staying with keeps having the 'aw mum' talks with her.
All the while, I can monitor Liddy with a more conventional skype type feed with an overhead perspective onto a lap top over Amy's head.
But Amy's always had a fetish about bikini sex. Her approach is that if Liddy is wearing one to keep her dildo in, then she should wear an exactly matching pair to preserve the visual continuity; and she usually gets the whole game to start with the bikini top on too.
The tiny, black, string sided one Amy and Liddy have been using are definitely showing signs of being subjected to too much of her juices and my cum; well, at least Amy's is. The previous taut gusset is all but ready to dissolve under the onslaught. And given the job it has of keeping this really aggressive dildo inside her, I can only imagine Liddy's is going to be the worse for wear too.
Amy walked towards me, stopping an arm's length away before spinning slowly around and then standing close enough her knee touched mine.
On first appearance it wasn't much, if any, different from the usual 'fuck me' bikinis the girls spend most of their lives in while in and about the property, and even while telecommuting on line to their work.
It was certainly a nice burnt orange colour that really suited her flawless light olive skin; as it would Liddy's. That colour always has.
And was very tautly fitted. If Liddy's is the same, that dildo wasn't going anywhere -- if she could get it past it in the first place.
And I suppose I noticed the back was more following the Kardashian trend of a rectangular back, matching the shape of the front, with the result that lower part of the back gets drawn so deeply into their bum crack it all but disappears completely, instead of the more flared shape of the older style Brazilian ones, where a triangular shape draws a deep crease through the whole length of the bum crack without it actually disappearing in there. My own preference might have leaned towards the older style.
As she leaned in and had me feel the material, in this case by pinching the side of one of the triangles of her bikini top between two fingers, it didn't surprise me that Liddy had clearly gone for quality in her gift bikinis. The material looked and felt like it was of a very fine, almost gossamer texture and was unlined. The highlights of Amy's hidden anatomy are rarely really hidden. Shadows of her nipples and crease are always visible. But in this case it was more like the bikini was a second skin moulded over her own.
To be fair, any time Amy, or Ellen for that matter, are around me in one of their fuck-me bikinis, it has an effect on me. A distraction certainly and a compelling desire to stare at them; well at certain parts of their anatomy to be more specific. But in terms of 'down there' it's traditionally been more a sense of fullness in my flaccid manhood than what I'd call a proper half mongrel. Like it was priming itself ready to react at further provocation rather than it was already trying to put on a display of arousal.
Since the episode where Frank attacked Amy and she fought him off, I'll admit, her effect on me has been much greater than that. Not just a full erection, but one that feels like it's stretched to a new enlarged size -- if that's even possible, and since I'm not one to measure it, I can only tell you how it feels. And with the head start it had got from her run, that's exactly what I had at that moment.
But as Amy stood next to me admiring the lorikeets, and as I sat there trying not to get caught admiring her, I got a different perspective of it.
My physical contact with her as I'd felt the material of her bikini, had certainly acted as a trigger for a higher degree of arousal, as it had for Amy. I'd watched her nipples push out the material of her top as I'd fingered it and as I'd glanced down noticed even her labia open like a flower under the tautly drawn material of her pants.
But there was something I couldn't quite put my finger on that was taking this to an even higher level.
As I kept staring at what was, by any measure, a remarkably attractive and sexy profile I had of Amy, one part of my mind was trying to work out why.
The triangle top seemed about the same small size as the rest of her bikini tops, showing lots of cleavage, side and underboob of her beautiful, absolutely perfect, breasts. But somehow these made her breasts look even bigger than usual, as if the material was really having trouble containing them; and that was before her hardening nipples stretched it further.
And maybe, just maybe, the front of the bikini was even just a little bit smaller than her other ones. There was certainly a generous amount of the side-flesh of her impressive and sexually enticing mound showing, flowing in a straight line down from her plank flat stomach. But mound side flesh is nothing new to me in what she wears.
Maybe it was the gossamer fineness of the material.
Whatever it was, I suddenly realised I was brewing up just looking at her. Even worse than some inexperienced teenager I felt like I was about to cum in my pants just from her close presence and the sight of her.
Ever since the episode with Frank, I've felt reticent to take Amy sexually, even if her demands have grown greater. I've wanted her to make the first move, even though she has always made it clear that lusting over her enough to take her sexually was something she needed from me.
But this was going to break the ice.
In retrospect, I'd have trouble justifying why I was so determined to cum inside her. I could have just let it happen; with or without peeling down the front of my speedos first. Or if you wanted to be cynical, I could have induced her to bend over so I could cum on her breasts or face; something Amy wouldn't have denied me, although by the time I'd explained myself and got her to bend over, it might well have been too late.
What I couldn't do was slow it down. There was no stimulation I could stop other than her presence and looking at her and while she was so close to me I sensed it was too late to merely stare at the roof.
I spun my chair to face her and grabbed her by the hips: turning her to face me. I looked up at her to see her grinning at me as she looked down at the towering erection sheathed by my speedos, the material already darkened by the pre-cum seeping through it.
She willing responded to my suggestion she shuffle forward to straddle my legs, easing herself down onto my lap.
Unaware of just how desperate my need was, she grabbed me around the neck and started to kiss me as she brought her crotch forward and started rubbing it up and down on my erection.
Urgently I forced my hand down between our bodies, peeling down the waistband of my speedos to unsheathe my erection, even as Amy kept rubbing the crotch of her bikini pants against it. Then I grabbed at the gusset of her bikini pants to pull it aside. Understanding my intentions, Amy lifted herself up over the tip of my erection and brought herself down on it.
I surged my erection to help guide it to the opening to her vagina. Normally by the time I penetrate Amy, she's wet and fully open, my shaft gliding in effortlessly; rarely even feeling the velvet folds sensation of initial penetration.
But this was happening a lot faster than sex with Amy normally proceeds; more so because I had instigated it and Amy hadn't had time to work herself up to full arousal as happens when she jumps me.
Fortunately, Amy's body tends to react to my half-dressed presence the same way mine does to hers; with a state of semi arousal. That had been obvious to me this time as her nipples quickly gave her away and was followed by an expanding crease through the bikini pants she was showing off to me. That offered a bit of a head start; enough to let my erection find the opening to her vagina and her to push herself down on me without discomfort.
But she was tighter than normal. With the flesh of my manhood already burstingly hard and tautly stretched over my blood engorged shaft, the stimulation of penetrating her was intense. Super intense.
She was only three quarters in when I came with what felt like rope after rope of gushing cum accompanied by an indecently loud and prolonged groan and left me moaning afterwards with my head buried between her breasts.
I could feel the teasing patronisation in her voice as she stroked her hand through my hair...
"That was fast. Got a bit excited did you?"
"Yes sorry."
"You're not the first man in the world to say that to a woman."
"I know."
"Why so fast. You've never done that in the seven years I've been fucking you. Aren't you getting enough sex? Is it because we skipped the morning fuck?"
While Amy's original cut glass English accent has been severely degraded over time by Australian influence, from the outset she has shown a liking to use the word 'fuck', almost whenever she can. Not as a swear word, but instead of using a more discreet or roundabout way of mentioning having sex.
Sex for Amy is unequivocally good and not something to be embarrassed about, so she sees no reason not to use the most direct term to describe it. That's not to say I don't tease her about it.
"You mean since we were lovers. And the only reason we skipped morning sex was because we'd had it at 3am when you got a bit randy."
"Ned, Ned, Ned. I loved you well before I started fucking you, even while you were still fucking Louise. So the original description stands. And as for me getting randy, you were the one with the erection. Anyhow, you're avoiding the question."
Amy was playing games. I was asleep with a night erection -- which is all but a permanent feature when I'm sleeping between two beautiful and naked women -- when she rolled over and brushed against it and decided if it was there she might as well use it for what comes as close to a quickie as Amy's willing to have. I let it slide as I decided it was time to reveal just what the effect Amy's defence of herself had had on me was.
"I don't know why it happened. All I do know is that the admiration I have for you in the way you dealt with Frank has increased my love for you in a powerful way I can't begin to describe or understand. And because of the nature of our relationship, my sexual response to you has increased proportionately with it, to an extent I wouldn't have thought possible at my age.



The hard-ons I get in your presence are - I can't scientifically say they're bigger -- but they're certainly harder and fuller in a way I've almost never felt in my life before. Like they'll burst the skin of my erection and explode it.
Seeing you standing there so close to me and looking so beautiful and desirable in that new bikini was just too much. Maybe standing so close with your crotch at my face level transmitted some sort of arousal inducing pheromone to me too.
Apart from that, I don't know."
Amy's reply was almost predictable...
"Well, I'll take that as a message that for the time being, you need more fucks. And a lot more smelling of my crotch.
In the meantime, you've got your face between my breasts. Don't you feel even a little tempted to do something for me by playing with them."
It had been rather nice as, with my arms around her back, I'd sat there talking to Amy with my face still planted between her breasts as she'd continued to stroke my hair. They're big enough and helped by a bit of additional support from her bikini top, perky and close together enough that my nose just touched her breast bone while the cheeks of my face pushed firmly into their sensuous flesh. My senses were filled with her delightfully girlish aroma.
But playing with Amy's breasts is always a treat; more so since she's among the ten or so percent of women who can orgasm on nipple stimulation alone.
I brought my left arm from around her back, used it to cross over her body and push the material covering her left nipple aside, then played with her right nipple through the material of her top as I took the jutting edifice of her left one between my lips, sucked it in up to the raised areola, pushed the tip of her nipple against the roof of my mouth and rubbed it vigorously with my tongue.
Amy moaned as she squirmed about on my lap, screwing her hips around in a way that ground her labia against the base of my still hard manhood and twisted its length around inside her; just maybe rubbing her clit on my pubis in the process.
It didn't take long to bring Amy to a climax -- it rarely does. It wasn't a screamer, but as she smothered me by holding me so tightly against her breast, it just about forced the nipple I'd been sucking down my throat, it was clear it had been good enough to release the flood of oxytocin her body rewards Amy with after a climax, and to that extent compensate a little for my premature ejaculation.
As she finished, she released the pressure on me, letting my pull my face off her breast and look up at her to find a grinning countenance looking down at me...
"It's still hard."
"Yes."
"Does it feel nice?"
"It feels very nice."
"I suppose you're going to tell me if I start screwing with it, it'll collapse."
"That's the way it usually works. A good orgasm leaves me with a prolonged residual erection, but it's not one that's good for more sex. Although it's been a bit different over the last few days."
"I noticed, Does this one feel different?"
I couldn't help but break into a broad grin. There's no secrets from Amy. She has this incredible intuition as to my every thought and feeling.
"I don't know what's happening Amy. Yes, it feels different. It feels harder than normal, it even feels bigger than normal. It feels wonderful being inside you. It always does, but more so than usual."
She screwed up her nose playfully at me as she once again started to screw herself around on my lap while this time slowly rising and falling on it; tightly gripping my manhood inside her. It didn't collapse to a half mongrel like it usually would. As had become usual over the last few days, whether it had refracted or was generating some extraordinarily rare case of multiple male orgasm possibilities I didn't know or care.
Amy breaks all the rules about sex and her response to it; nipple orgasms, vaginal orgasms, you name it. If it works for only a small percentage of women, it works for Amy. She had always kept me on the verge of exceptionalism with my body's response to her, especially at my age. Now it seemed like she was pushing me over it.
Once Amy had tested my erection and found it working, she threw herself into fucking me with a passion. Leaning right back, she lifted herself up and down, using the angle to drag the tip of my erection firmly across her g spot as every lift and drop withdrew my erection from her and plunged it back in.
Her moaning soon rose to a screaming pitch.
My shaft was enjoying it, but my eyes were enjoying it even more. With the angle of her approach, I could look down and see my erection almost withdraw from her vagina, caressed lightly by her labia and wet with her juices, to be plunged firmly back into her delectable body and then look up to see her breasts teasingly bounce -- one still within her bikini top, the other revealed -- nipples fully projecting on both.
Amy rode me hard until she came in a heaving, screaming rush; throwing herself forward and throwing her arms tightly around me as her vagina contracted firmly on my manhood.
It was intense. While my manhood had enjoyed it, it was nowhere near close to brewing up. But my passions were boiling. Boiling beyond belief.
While Amy continued to moan in my ear and screw herself around on my shaft as her orgasm imposed wave after wave of pummelling contractions on my erection, I shuffled forward in the seat until only the edge of my bum was on it.
Tucking Amy's hips tightly against me to bring our combined centre of gravity under my legs, I stood up; thankful of the gruelling fitness regime Amy imposes on me as she does her own exercises -- the very same fitness regime that let her fight off Frank.
Holding her firmly under her thighs, I stood up, carrying her to the plastered brick wall two meters from my chair to push her back against it and pin her there as firmly as I could.
Then I unleashed my passion upon her like I'd rarely known before. Full lengths thrusts of my stretched cock, delivered at a pace driven by pure lust.
To say it caught Amy by surprise was an understatement. Rarely have I engaged her in such a demanding position where only a flood of testosterone could give me the strength to do it, and never with so little preparation. But in a way, it was what Amy always wanted -- as indeed did Ellen. Wild passionate sex. She screamed, as much in excitement as it was an immediate response to the stimulation in provided to her; challenging me by bouncing up and down in my hold on her, rubbing her breasts against my chest and exaggerating the effect of my thrusts.
"Ah yes Ned... go Ned...AAAAAHHHHHh...oh god, keep going...oh my god Ned...go, go, go...fuck me Ned...fuck me hard...AAAAAAAAHHHHHHH...OOOOHHHHHH...oh shit....oh fuck...harder...harder..."
It soon became apparent that Amy's ability to absorb this stimulation and the multiple climaxes it was giving her was going to exceed my physical ability to keep up the strength demanding, energy draining pounding I was delivering.
The thing was, while it felt great on my cock, as so often happened with these secondary erections, I wasn't brewing up. I'd got past the post ejeculative sensitive stage and thoroughly enjoying every thrust into her beautiful body, but short of just giving up, my only way out of this situation was to cum; and preferably cum hard.
Amy was so into it all, she wasn't even trying to grip me. I had to ask...
"Grip me harder..."
I felt her vagina tighten on my manhood. That was better. At first I thought not enough. But those initial tendrils of pleasure she gave me multiplied, spread through the whole length and circumference of my cock and started to intensify.
It had already reached the level of pleasure at which I would normally have cum. But another feature of these secondary erections is it goes beyond that and instead of being a momentary sensation soon lost in the ejeculative feelings, it stabilises there, slowly building further until the climaxes happens with almost no further warning.
All I could do was keep pumping, panting in exhaustion as much as I was groaning in ecstasy.
The sensations of pleasure kept incrementally growing. It was beautiful, more beautiful than any ordinary sex I'd had in my lifetime, but I couldn't help wishing I'd cum.
When I did, it wasn't forewarned by the usual momentary rush of pleasurable sensations which proceed the pleasures of the ejaculation itself -- I'd been absorbing those for some time already, plus some - it was rather a funny, novel sensation in my balls which I correctly interpreted for what it was.
I pressed Amy harder against the wall, buried myself deeply into her and let out a deafening groan as my balls ecstatically and with leg weakening pleasure, emptied themselves of whatever cum had been left over from my earlier ejaculation.
As it ended, I froze there, stuck with my body pressing Amy to the wall, held up as much by my erection as the hands I had on her thighs; too weak to even ease her legs to the ground in a controlled manner. Amy broke the ice, grabbing me around the neck and kissing all over my face...
"Oh wow Ned. That was mind blowing."
I giggled; or at least as much of a giggle as the compression of my chest against Amy's would allow...
"I'm stuck. I can't let you down."
"I don't think you've ever let me down." Amy replied in a twist on my words, "But what about now..."
Amy grabbed me more tightly around my neck and used that to elevate some of her weight off my hands. I eased them slowly downward and she followed, spreading the load between my neck, hands and erection, letting me bend my knees to keep my erection in her until her feet hit the ground.
I slowly back up to the chair this had all started on, sitting down, drawing Amy over my lap, still penetrated by an erection unwilling to give up its pleasurable residence in her vagina...
"Goodness Ned, what's got into you? Are you taking Viagra again?"
"No."
I pondered what further to say. It seemed Amy was the only one not in on the secret of how my body was responding to the events of the last few days. It was clear she hadn't fully absorbed the significance of my admission to her at the start of this...
"Amy, it's embarrassing to say this. I'm in awe of how you handled yourself with Frank. I love you more than ever for the person you are. But my body has responded to that in a way that seems completely inappropriate. I get far more easily aroused by your presence, or even the mere thought of it. And, as you might have noticed, it's a far more powerful arousal. I'm not surprised you asked whether I was on Viagra, because that's exactly what it feels like -- or at least did when you upped the dosage."
"Why is that embarrassing?"
"Because you had a life threatening experience and all I and do in response is get aroused. Isn't that a bit too 'typical male', not to get embarrassed by?"
"Ned, that's not all you did. It's one part of a multifaceted reaction. We have a highly sexual reaction to each other as part of our ordinary relationship. I'm rather pleased by the thought I can generate such a strong sexual response in you. It wasn't that I hadn't noticed, I just thought you and Ellen had found a new level of connection. I was even a bit jealous. So if growing a boner is the worst thing you can do in my presence, bring them on."
I sensed Amy pondering what to say next...
"Ned, I never revealed to you that I knew the day with Frank would come. He was just too controlling and obsessive to let it go. I didn't want it to control or burden our lives, but I knew I'd have to be ready when it came.
I couldn't hide from him forever, even so far from him; especially as I developed a well-recognised professional profile
I like being fit and I love you sharing my exercise with me and turning me on with the strength of your body. But I was always preparing myself for the day Frank came.
I knew he catch me by surprise, probably with a knife and he was too much of a coward to do anything but catch me alone. I thought I was safe while our borders were locked by COVID, so he certainly caught me off guard.
But as I dealt with him, you were part of my strength and the calmness that let me deal with him. My love for you, the example you set me in life, my desire to see this through and be with you again all made me determined to win against him. And when he threatened your life, he all but signed his own death warrant; and don't think I wasn't tempted to carry it through as he lay there helpless.
When he shoved his erection into my crotch, I was more enraged by the fact he was invading a space that belonged to you as I was of any personal fear of rape by him; although I have to admit, I found his body absolutely gross and shuddered at the thought of him penetratively raping me.
Ned, maybe the effect will wear off soon enough. But be proud of your erections. I love them and I love your reaction to me. Embrace them, because I certainly will."
I had never really known that for the last seven years Amy had been quietly preparing herself for what she knew would be a life or death situation. I felt a sudden flood of raw emotion; love, admiration, even astonishment at her handling of the whole thing. I hugged her, crying over her shoulder, even as I felt the erection which had been slowly subsiding since we'd sat down, spring back to life and reach up to touch her cervix.
Amy hugged me back, like a mother hugging a distressed child.
"Ned, since we're talking, maybe I can raise something else.
As Frack cut the bikini off me, one thing I did to keep myself calm was pretend it was you doing it as some sort of sexual foreplay. I was always a bit envious of the way Tash used to have you rip her old swimmers off and tear them to pieces as a prelude to her role playing sex with you.
I've got lots of old bikinis I've accumulated over the last seven years since you made me buy that first sexy one in Papeete. Can we do some of that role play sometimes; a sort of forced sex with my bikinis being cut away sometimes."
I hated to contradict Amy at that point, but one thing I felt I couldn't let stand...
"I don't recall making you buy any bikinis. In fact I think I may have suggested one or two were too sexy and you bought them anyway."
"I know, I was just teasing because I knew I'd get a reaction and it was diverting you from your dripping tears on my shoulder."
"How will I know that's what you want?"
"Oh, I don't know. Maybe you find me in an old bikini you haven't seen for years and, for some reason, there happens to be a box cutter or pair of scissors sitting in a place you usually don't see one."
Amy is always full of surprises, but she'd outdone herself this time; revealing she'd been preparing for Frank to attempt to rape and murder her for the last seven years and asking for role playing forced sex all in the one discussion.
"You know I never was that comfortable with what I had to do with Tash."
"I know. But you did it anyway because that's what made her happy and comfortable. And because you love me, I know you'll do it for me too."
"Won't it resurrect horrible memories of what Frank tried to do?"
"No, because my memory of that is one of victory and putting down the devil. It's a good memory, and role playing won't change that."
"Tash was living out her fantasy of being taken by her swimming coach while protecting her virtue. What's your angle on it; just so I can play my role properly?"
Amy pondered how to answer my question...
"I don't have such a tidy answer for you on that one. And I suspect you'll send me to a psychologist if I tell you.
I want to turn bad memories into good ones.
I fought and struggled under Frank so often as he raped me and all I got was bad sex.
I want to fight and struggle under you and have it finish with good sex. And don't ask me what good sex means. Trust me, it will be good. Just let your passions run. Be naughty and lustful and go with it, don't get all proper with me.
Pin me down and do it. Nothing fancy. You know I get off on whatever you do to me. Just do it."
I looked at her; almost dumbfounded. She was right. I wondered if a psychologist wasn't a more appropriate answer; not that she's ever really displayed any ongoing trauma from her past. Still, Amy's a remarkable self-healing woman, given what she's been through.
It half made sense -- if only half.
"Is this in a relationship context or a stranger?"
"Definitely a relationship. I could never think of you as a stranger. Call me a naughty girl, a slut and other names and accuse me of whatever crimes against you come to mind. Don't worry I won't take them seriously."
I half shuddered. With Tash there'd been an easy third party role to play with an easily made up script for what had always been for Tash a positive fantasy. This seemed like far more dangerous territory.
"You know I'm a hopeless actor?"
"Yes, but I know you love me so I know you'll do your best. Trust me, this will be good for me."
"OK, if you're sure that's what you want."
"I'm more than sure. I'm sure I'm sure."
"I had a safe word with Tash, so that I knew when 'no' didn't actually mean no. What's your safe word going to be?"
"I doubt we'll need it, but what about the word 'Tash'?"
"And do you promise not to break my arm if we role play the game?"
"Maybe. Or maybe not. I might get really into the game."
"That's what I'm scared of."
Amy grinned at me, almost patronisingly.
"You'll be fine. I'll look after you."
My love for Amy is unlimited. There are innumerable times I feel extraordinarily guilty having Amy as my partner. Being nearly 30 years older than her is bad enough for any relationship.
It wouldn't even be possible except for her determination not to have children.
At least with Ellen, she already has two and that's the limit of her childbearing ambitions.
But it almost seems like a travesty to humanity for Amy not to breed. She's so intelligent, clever, independent, kind, thoughtful, friendly, and physically perfect, in beauty and body that for her genetic line to finish with her is just not right. I have never met a more perfect human in all my time on this earth. And it's not as though my seven years with her haven't let me come to know her well.
It's not for me to tell her she should have babies. But I do sometimes worry her determination not to have children is the flip side of her determination to stay with me. And that's where my guilt takes over. I'm not really worthy of such love from her and for her to waste her breeding years on me, just doesn't seem right.
Still, this issue had been running for seven years now. Amy humours me and pushes it aside whenever I raise it -- even indirectly. Now was not the time to raise it again.
As the post ejeculative erection which had momentarily sprung back to life subsided once again down to a half mongrel, Amy lifted herself off me; depositing a flood of cum and juices into my rolled down speedos.
Putting her hand between her legs to catch any further drips, she ducked into the bathroom next door, returning a short while later with a hand towel and her bikini readjusted to cover her crotch and breasts.
She had me shift forward in the seat as she whipped down my still half firm manhood, but balked at dealing with the puddle of stuff in my pants...
"I think you might need to change those."
Handing me the towel, she added with a grin...
"I know I'm off work this week, but I promised I'd make a midday call. I'll let you deal with the rest."
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It all started as Matt sat next to Lucy under the lifeguard sun shelter as they did their turn at volunteer lifesaving on Mona Vale Beach in Sydney. Well, that's where it started from Matt's point of view anyway.
Both in their early 30's they'd shared duty on many occasions and as they'd started duty that morning, Matt had no reason to believe this would be any different.
Matt was recently single; having broken off from a girlfriend of many years when it became evident she wasn't willing to commit to a long term relationship and settle down and have a family.
Lucy was a more complex creature and getting to know and at least partly understand her had taken Matt quite a while; many years in fact. He regarded her as a friend, even quite a good friend, but still dealt with her in a somewhat tentative manner.
Even though, professionally, he knew she was a successful accountant, Matt had deduced she was probably on the spectrum. Very high functioning admittedly, and clearly very smart, but inhibited in her interpersonal relationships.
Partly that was because of snippets of her history she'd revealed in their frequent, and sometimes surprisingly frank, conversations as they sat on the beach, partly observation of her and her manner and partly as a result of the surprisingly hurtful manner in which she sometimes responded to innocent enquiries he'd made of her; no more provocative than asking whether she was interested in volunteering for extra duty to meet a projected shortage of lifesavers on a particular day.
But it caught him completely by surprise when, mid conversation, after a moment's pause where she was clearly building up the courage to ask, she turned to him and said...
"Matt, I need someone to teach me how to have sex, but at a pace and in a way I can cope with. I need to be able to trust them to go one step at a time and stop when I need them too. Would you be willing?"
That's not a question you get asked every day.
But Matt also recognised the challenge involved in it.
It didn't surprise him if the question inferred she was still a virgin. Lucy was not one who liked being touched in any way. She avoided the greeting and goodbye hugs virtually all the other women lifeguards engaged in and studiously avoided sitting anywhere that involved a risk of her generous concept of personal space being invaded. And he knew from the talk of the other girls, she was obsessive about her modesty in the shower rooms. None had seen her in anything less than her lifeguard swimmers in a room that was not designed for such privacy and an environment where the rest of them were uninhibited about their nakedness.
And while she seemed to like to put herself where boys were, in the years he'd know her there'd never been evidence or mention of a boyfriend, or even a date, then or in the past.
It had always surprised him that Lucy didn't get hit on by guys more often, given she was actually quite an attractive woman. And yet Matt also knew from previous discussions this didn't happen. Whether it was never or rarely, again he hadn't in the past found it prudent to explore.
But it was also true she hid her attractiveness. Certainly the sun protecting long sleeve polos and baggy shorts which was the lifeguard uniform did nothing to flatter figures. And while the one piece women's swimmers that was the underlayer was anything but sexy in its cut, she rarely stripped down to even those.
Beyond that, an unconfident stance meant her rather cute face was often disguised by a tucked in chin. But more importantly her manner of dress hid the features of what, on one or two occasions when she was wearing the right clothes or the wind was blowing the right way, Matt had noticed was a seriously attractive figure; slim with disproportionately large breasts. But mostly wearing unflatteringly loose clothing, her normal clothing instead created the impression of a dumpier figure.
Taking a moment to recover and to formulate a reply that drew out her plan, Matt answered...
"The answers yes, but what are you looking for from me?"
Lucy had anticipated a question such as that. Whatever might be her limitations -- and the thought she might be on the spectrum wasn't one that had occurred to her -- she wasn't completely oblivious to the strangeness of the question she'd just asked.
"You know I'm not into hugs or being touched. I don't know how well it will go. I need someone who'll take it a bit at a time over what might be many sessions and let me stop when I need them too without forcing themselves on me."
That was pretty well what Matt figured she was wanting.
In researching and coming to understand Lucy's sometimes brutally rude responses to innocent questions -- a common feature of those on the spectrum -- Matt had come across the concept of a hetro-romantic asexual and wondered whether Lucy didn't more likely fall into that category; in which case sex was never going to be her thing. Still, that was for her to decide.
He was single, and while he figured there'd be no shortage of frustration and cock teasing involved in it for him, he liked Lucy enough it wouldn't be a burden.
"When did you want to start?"
Lucy was ready for that question too. She hadn't wanted to inflict a long anticipation period on herself and was pretty familiar with Matt's post duty routine by now...
"What about when we finish duty today? You can come back to my place."
Matt knew she lived with her slightly younger sister only a couple of blocks away. It was an interesting relationship she seemed to have with her sister; almost one of mutual dependence. He'd met her a couple of times and she'd seemed nice enough. He knew from a relieved Lucy she'd also recently broken up with her live in boyfriend; one who annoyed Lucy no end to the point of causing a lot of friction between the otherwise very close girls.
Matt figured the sister thing was something Lucy could work out and her place would certainly be much better than his temporary, post breakup, digs.
During the rest of their duty time and as he walked back to Lucy's place still dressed in their lifesaver gear, Matt resigned himself to simply doing what Lucy asked him too. Nothing more, nothing less. Clearly he'd been chosen because she needed to be in control and she'd trusted him to allow her that control.
He was a bit surprised as they walked in the house to find Lucy's sister lying on a sunbed out by the pool; more surprised when Lucy tapped on the window to attract her attention and they gave each other a wave before Lucy led him purposely into her bedroom.
For some reason, the bedroom was as Matt imagined it would be. Fastidiously tidy and very girlie, in an old fashioned, frilly sort of way.
In a businesslike manner, Lucy stripped down to her one piece swimsuit, folding the shorts and top and putting them on a chair before turning to Matt...
"Would you take your shirt off, but leave your pants on?"
He hadn't had to do any rescues that day, so it was lucky they were still clean and dry. As he pulled his shirt off and folded it to add to Lucy's pile of clothing, he watched as Lucy neatly peeled the covers of the bed back to reduce it to the under-sheet.
He was aware she had an incredibly cute butt at the top of her relatively long, slender and shapely legs but for the first time he viewed it with a sexual intent. The lifeguard women's one piece might not be what you'd call sexy, but the legs were cut high enough to highlight her butt and the outfit vertically challenged by her height enough to draw it into her butt crack. It was sufficient to induce the start of an erection growing uncomfortably in the speedos he was wearing under the lifesaver shorts he was wearing.
Lucy turned to him and in the excessively businesslike manner she seemed to be using to get her through the awkwardness of the situation, asked...
"Would you be able to finger me through my swimmers, without lying too close to me please?"
As, basically assuming his compliance, she lay down on her back on the bed with her arms rigid by her side, Matt found himself readily forgiving her almost robotic approach to this. He could imagine how uncomfortable it was for her; physically at least. He sensed she was dealing with him like one might a masseur at a spa as a defence against using a more personal approach; something quite understandable if, as he suspected, she was on the spectrum.
Matt carefully laid down on his side alongside her, ensuring there was a gap for the full length of their bodies, so that he was not touching her. With his head supported slightly elevated by his lower arm.
As he scanned down her body he decided that, however frustrating this might be, it wouldn't be an unpleasant task. Her relaxed posture brought out the full beauty in her soft, rounded face, framed as it was by her long auburn, sun bleached hair. Her breasts stood tall, full and perky in her swimmers, even if the modest cut of the garment didn't permit a cleavage view and the tightness of it squashed them a lot. And below that her plank flat stomach led down into her crotch, where a prominent and very nicely shaped raised mound announced the start of her vulva.
Still, Matt found himself uncertain how to start this process...
"Just to give me some guidance, have you ever self-pleasured?"
"No, why?"
"Because it might have given me a better view of what works for you. You don't usually just start by fingering a clit. A bit of foreplay is better to arouse it first and I was wondering how you'd like me to do that?"
"Just stroke me wherever you think is likely to work."
Lucy wasn't keen on an embrace and certainly not keen on kissing. So Matt decided he should gently stroke her from her navel, down to and across her labia; something that his previous lovers had generally enjoyed.
When, after a short while, he felt her swimmers start to moisten and with Lucy simply lying still with her eyes closed as if trying to shut out any external stimuli, he decided it was a good time to start to concentrate more on her clit; rubbing it gently with an extended finger, the tip of which could occasionally feel her vaginal opening through the material.
He could feel through her swimmers that she was physically aroused. Her labia were opened wide, her vaginal opening was easily discovered and the firm bud of her clit easily felt. When her nipples hardened and pushed up the material of her swimmers, Matt asked...
"Are your nipples sensitive? Would you like me to flick my tongue against them?"
Lucy's answer was almost disembobulated, as if she was trying to be in a different place...
"If you think it might help, you can try."
Being careful to avoid any other physical contact, Matt leaned over her chest, flicking his tongue firmly against the material covering the nipple closest to him and immediately feeling it harden further and rise into impressively jutting edifices. Matt asked...
"Is that good?"
Lucy's answer was distant but firm...
"Yes."
But Matt was having his own problems. His now raging erection was curled very uncomfortably in the speedos he had under his board shorts. He'd tried surging it to get it to break free of its material prison and stand erect, but that hadn't worked.
Eventually he'd had to take his hand away from Lucy's crotch for the moment it took to pull the material out and let his erection stand proud.
While Lucy's wetness had told Matt he was having an effect on her, for a while that had been the only signal to him that what he was doing was working for her. But eventually he detected her breathing growing heavier and finally even a moan emanated from her.
Her orgasm when it came wasn't spectacular, but it was definitely an orgasm. Matt felt her body tense and just the slightest rise of her hips accompanied by a noise that was half moan, half a sharp intake of breath. She squirmed briefly before settling back to lying still, almost motionless on her back again as Matt took away his hand and awaited further developments.
From Lucy's point of view it was her first ever orgasm. Her body tensed with it, and it was nice. But it certainly wasn't the hip throwing, cry out loud experience she'd read about. Lucy hadn't really thought about what to do after it was over; instead continuing with the business-like approach that had got her this far.
Matt hadn't expected any reciprocation of his efforts from Lucy and none was offered. Instead she sat up in the bed, swung her legs around onto the floor and turned around to ask him...
"Would you like some tea or coffee?"
"Sure, coffee would be nice."
Matt watched as Lucy exited the room without getting any further dressed. Once she'd gone, he got up and followed, aware an erection was tenting up his pants; following her rather cute butt not doing anything to settle it.
He leaned against the opposite bench as Lucy boiled the kettle and made two coffees and a tea, setting out some biscuits on a plate.
Perhaps for the first time since he'd known her, he got to study her figure from behind.
Quite apart from her cute butt and shapely legs, he admired the sensuous curve of her hips, the straightness of her back, the purity of her light olive complexion where her swimwear plunged at the rear and the lovely way her long hair cascaded down her back. The thought of actually getting to make love to her one day soon invaded him mind in a way it never had before as he undressed her with his eyes; prolonging his arousal.
As Lucy picked up the three cups, she asked Matt to bring the biscuits as she led them out to the poolside patio.
Close to the door was a small table and two single Ottoman like outdoor chairs. Lucy put the cups on the table and sat at the nearest chair.
As he sat on the other seat, Matt looked nervously across to Lucy's sister, Kylie, laying apparently asleep in the lounge on the other side of the pool. His erection was still prominently tenting up his pants. In a way, he was happy for Lucy to see it. It was a reminder to her there were two participants in sex and he was almost hoping she would comment on it to start a conversation. The top of it was nearly bursting out the top of his pants and he seriously wondered whether he should let it become exposed to encourage the conversation.
And the fact he was now staring across to where Lucy's swimmers were showing a large damp stain and folded into her crease in an exaggerated camel toe display as a result of his fingering of her meant his sexual arousal was continuing...
"Thanks for the coffee Lucy."
"Thank you for helping me..."
Lucy turned towards Kylie lying on the other side...
"Kylie, your tea is here."
Kylie sat up on the lounge...
"Thanks."
Matt watched as she rose and started to circle around the pool towards them approaching from Matt's back. But the panic he felt about his display wasn't enough to supress his sexual excitement.
He felt Kylie's hand on his bare shoulder as she came alongside.
"Hi Matt, nice to see you again. Do you mind moving over, you know Lucy doesn't like people sitting too close."
The Ottomans were wide enough for about 1 1/2 people. Matt shuffled across until his bum was partly hanging over the side.
Kylie was dressed in nothing more than a rather small bikini and Matt soon had her all but naked flesh pressed firmly against his own, with her arm around his back, anchoring her precarious balance on the chair. She'd obviously been in the pool for a swim recently, because her flesh and bikini were both damp, although no longer wet.
Matt was a bit shocked when Kylie looked across the Lucy and boldly asked...
"Did you get there?"
Lucy unashamedly answered...
"Yes."
"Oh well done you."
And then, turning to Matt, she added...
"Well done to you too. I didn't think Lucy would even end up letting you touch her, let alone bring her to an orgasm."
Lucy added...
"He licked my nipple too."
"Exposed, or through your swimmers?"
"Through my swimmers."
"Well, it's a start. A great start actually."
Kylie turned back to Matt...
"I bet it's left you a bit frustrated."
For the first time, Kylie bent forward and looked down into Matt's crotch where a full erection remain in his pants...
"Oh my god, that's no overstatement."
Placing her hand on his upper thigh, she added...
"Well, we might be able to do something about that before you go if you'd like."
Then, giving him a grin, continued...
"It's been a bit of a drought for me too."
Sliding her hand up his thigh until the back of her fingers rested against the base of his erection, Kylie picked up her tea and looked back to Lucy...
"How was lifesaving to day?"
There followed an animated half hour conversation, mainly between the girls, discussing their day. It was obvious to Matt that Kylie was a more fee spirited version of her sister; free of the inhibitions that limited her sister's options while retaining Lucy's more likable characteristics that had drawn Matt to her as a friend.
Kylie also seemed to draw out the best in Lucy. He was largely a bystander as Lucy's own manner came more to life than he'd ever seen her in outside conversations.
But Kylie clearly didn't have Lucy's physical limitations. Quite apart from the intimacy of her seat position, she was sliding the back of her fingers up and down against the base of a Matt's erection. Having found him aroused, she seemed determined to keep him that way.
It wasn't hard. Well, actually in one way it was. But Kylie was having no trouble keeping it that way.
Matt still had a view of Lucy's camel toe and the damp stain within it. But now he also had the sight of Kylie to deal with; much more exposed than Lucy in her tiny bikini.
She was of the same genome as Lucy; looked very much like her. Twins almost, except for the fact Kylie seemed just a little bit more filled out than Lucy. In some way that might have been good. Her breasts, barely contained with the brief bikini top she was wearing, might have been a little bigger. But she didn't have Lucy's plank flat stomach. You could call her a little more shapely; or less flatteringly, a little more solidly built, although in no way fat.
Matt figured Kylie more likely represented the family genome. Lucy's limited and bland dietary habits, along with her sensory issues about being touched, were part of what made Matt conclude she was likely on the spectrum.
But there were two bodies sitting in close contact and Kylie was no innocent in the game being played.
Lucy might have first raised the idea of finding a male to introduce her to sex, but Kylie had been a willing conspirator in roping Matt in to be the male to do it. She'd been attracted to Matt from the moment they'd first met. Had it not been for the fact she worked on Lucy's duty day, and that both she and Matt were partnered, she'd have spent a lot more time hanging out at the beach on those days.
Kylie was well aware that her previous partner was, shall we say, below her league, and that Lucy's complaints about him and his behaviour were well justified; even if Lucy was inclined to complain about all her partners. But Kylie needed a man -- physically and emotionally -- and he was available.
And the physical absence of a male was starting to get to her.
Matt offered a solution to many problems; Lucy's, hers and just maybe, if they shared him, the tension that a male in the household caused between her and Lucy.
Her sitting in close contact with Matt had been no accident; any more than being dressed revealingly when he'd arrived. Nor were the fingers teasing up his cock, even if Kylie had tried to make it look incidental to her balancing on the chair when she first put her hand high on his thigh. After all, any pretext of an accident was lost when she started rubbing the back of her fingers against the hard shaft within his pants.



And that hardness had become an increasing distraction as she sat talking to Lucy. Kylie was aware of her own arousal and the damp feeling spreading through her crotch.
The conversation ended promptly when Kylie reversed the hand she had on Matt's thigh, wrapped her fingers around Matt's erection and looking him the eye, suggested...
"Well, is it time to go and fix your frustration?"
The brazenness of the question caught Matt by surprise. He'd been enjoying Kylie's gentle stimulation of him and, in the back of his mind was not unaware of the promise suggested by her initial words. But having a girl he barely knew suggest they get up and go and have a fuck was a completely new experience.
Matt looked across to Lucy, wondering about her reaction to it all. As if anticipating of his unspoken question, she simply raised her eyebrows and nodded what was clearly a permission.
Kylie stood up and led him by the hand into her bedroom. As she closed the door behind them, she pulled the lower string on her bikini top and pulled it over her head. Turning towards him, Kylie exclaimed...
"You can see I don't have my sister's inhibitions."
She then reinforced her statement by bending down to drop her bikini pants to the floor too...
'What about you? Are you shy?"
Matt didn't even have time to get out a 'no' in response to that question before Kylie was kneeling in front of him, peeling the waistband of both layers of pants over the top of his erection and dragging them down to his feet. She paused momentarily to play with his erection and look up at him with a grin...
"That's a nice one you've got there. She may not fully appreciate it, but Lucy's chosen well. But I definitely think we can reduce that swelling."
Kylie stood up, moved across and sat on the side of her bed, motioning Matt to stand in front of her. Picking it up from the bedside table, she quickly peeled a condom over his shaft...
"Do you mind if I go on top for this first time?"
"Sure."
Kylie guided Matt to the side of her, before guiding him to lie on his back on the bed, turning and laying half over him, her crotch pushed against his thigh as her leg sat between his. As she stroked her hand up and down Matt's chest, Kylie asked...
"I hope you don't think I'm too bold. Lucy's spoken so much about you, I feel I know you better than you might appreciate. Lucy thinks you're pretty hot, and I'd seen you often enough to agree.
I told her she needs to feel some sort of physical attraction if she was going to make this work and have absolute trust in the person and you were the only one who came even close to fitting the bill. I was rather pleased when she nominated you."
Matt was taken aback. Kylie's words reinforced his earlier perception Lucy's attempt to become sexual was planned out with her sister...
"You knew what Lucy was planning?"
"Sure, it was my suggestion. I might have some reservations about whether it will work. I think she's probably asexual. But she wants to be able to attract guys and get closer to them and in the end, she's realistic enough to know that eventually means sex.
It's a cause of friction in our relationship when I have a guy move in with us and she feels she's become the third wheel. It's worse still if she doesn't like the guy. So it will be better if she can have her own romantic affairs. It might be better still if we share the same guy.
But I knew Lucy would need to overcome her inhibitions a little bit at a time. Sort of like aversion therapy; a step by step exposure to all the things she's normally adverse to. That was really going to test the mettle of any guy helping her. She wasn't going to be offering much of a reward for some time.
And if because of that, the guy got into another relationship half way through, Lucy would be left high and dry.
So when she nominated you, I said I'd be willing to draw off the effect of any frustration. I figured if you were willing to have sex with Lucy then I wouldn't be too ugly for you to fuck and it might even test our willingness to share a guy.
Do you mind?"
'Mind what?', was Matt's first thought. If she meant being used by Lucy to discover her sexuality if she has any? He already knew that's what he was signing up for.
Getting dragged in to be part of a sort of broken threesome? He could live with that.
Being part of a devious plan between sisters without knowing it until he was firmly in their trap? Given the benefits for him, there are worse possibilities...
"No. I'm just surprised Lucy was so open with you and willing to even give it a try."
"We've always been super close, even as kids. In a way we're very mutually dependant; following each other around in life like bad smells. We're very similar too, even if I don't have some of Lucy's more extreme reservations.
And mum and dad have always been a bit worried about Lucy. Because she'd never brought a guy home, they thought she might have been a lesbian and while they were cool with that, just wanted to understand her. I think they would probably have preferred lesbian to asexual. They worry she'll be lonely in life, especially if I get married.
Now, are you ready to get down to some action?"
Lying somewhat flat on top of him, Kylie brought herself over on top of Matt and after running her crease along its length a couple of times located her vagina at the tip of his erection and pushed down until he found himself fully penetrated into her.
She eased her head down alongside his and rubbed their cheeks gently together as she screwed his erection around inside her while brushing her nipples across his chest.
She soon worked herself up into a pleasant little hum; Matt thought it a more confident and continuous version of the little moans he heard Lucy make.
As she got more excited Matt could sense her rubbing her clit on his pubis as she screwed him around.
As she got more excited again, Kylie lifted herself up on outstretched arms. For the first time, Matt could feel Kylie making a slight withdrawal of his shaft before plunging it back in and circling her hips around as she ground her clit against him and stimulated whatever was turning her on inside her.
For Matt, it was all very nice. As Kylie buried him deep inside her, he could feel the tightness of her pelvic floor muscle circling his erection. As Kylie pushed down hard on him, the hardness of the muscle of the front of her vaginal opening almost seemed like it wanted to sheer off his erection at its base. As she pushed his erection back with it, he could feel it make his erection stand up taller inside her; firmly pressed against the front wall of her vagina, maybe even touching her cervix. It seemed to automatically surge, maybe even lengthen his hardness.
As she circled her hips, it felt like his shaft was a swizzle stick inside her.
Matt lifted his head and looked down at where their bodies joined; the point of penetration hidden by the bulge of her delightful mound.
He pictured his erection penetrating deeply within her taut slender stomach; imagining its occupation of her body as if looking at it with x-ray vision. He knew it reached up to about two finger spans below his own navel, and Kylie was shorter than him. He stared at her stomach from her navel down, looking for the slightest evidence of the wondrous feeling of his hardness being circled around inside her showing as a bulge on the outside.
Of course there was none. Within the tight confines of Kylie's vagina, the actual movement was much less than Matt's imagining of it. But it was more than enough to pleasure Kylie.
But for Matt, 'nice' was the right word. Erotic, yes. Delightful, definitely. But it wasn't yet causing him to brew up to a climax.
What was more exciting for him was, for maybe the first time, getting a really good view of her breasts. After her stomach, he couldn't take his eyes off them.
He didn't doubt there were many variations and different sizes, but for Matt, still young and perky breasts that weren't pendulous, sort of fell into two, maybe three, categories,
The first, and seeming most common, since it was the only type he'd seen in person, were those that were like a citrus fruit cut in half; half round orbs upon which the nipple sat, almost randomly, like buttons attached as an afterthought.
The other he didn't have a technical name for -- if there was one. But they reminded him of the McDonald's arches. Beautifully curved, semi-conical projections, often with a slight built in droop which straightens out the top arch, regardless of the perkiness of the breast itself, where the nipples sat right at the pointed tip of the joined arches; the areola seemingly swollen to project the nipple itself even further from the breast.
The third, which he regarded as a sort of progression from the second more applicable to bigger, fuller breasts, had the upper portion of the arched breast flatten out so that the breast reminded him of the ski jump; the nipple at the tip looking like the upturned launch point
Kylie's was definitely a ski jump; and a stunningly gorgeous one at that. Matt had never seen one before in the flesh, only in photos. He'd suspected Lucy's might have been like that from the few flashes of her figure he'd had when her swimmers did get wet and her nipples pushed the wet clingy material out enough to provide a hint of the profile of her breasts.
He'd always thought ski jump breasts -- as in his mind he called them -- by far the most sexually suggestive. Now he could see a real one, he had no cause to change his opinion. In his mind, Kylie's were definitely stunning; more so as they wobbled to her movements.
He brought his hands up to rest against them, letting Kylie raise her nipples to majestic jutting peaks with her movements. Then, unable to resist them, and cognisant of the effect the stimulation of Lucy's had, he raised his head to suck her right one; enjoying the sensory experience of swirling the nipple gently around in his mouth with his tongue as he alternately flicked his tongue against it.
Kylie's humming like moans were becoming more intense, her breathing heavier. He looked up to see her eyes closed, the little circle of her mouth itself expressing her pleasure.
In the final few moments before she came, she started thrusting Matt's erection in and out of her almost furiously. Then, with an almighty groan, she collapsed down on him; lying with her head alongside his as she moaned into the bedsheet and her contractions pummelled his manhood.
Kylie's orgasm wasn't quite finished before, still lying flat on him, she started thrusting his erection in and out of her body again; this time gripping him quite firmly. For the first time, Matt felt sensations in his manhood which went well beyond being just nice. Tendrils of pleasure ran up and down his shaft in a way that presaged his climax. Random at first, and intermittent, they intensified until they seemed to fill his whole penis with an intense ecstasy.
Matt didn't hold back in revealing his pleasures with loud groans. That encouraged Kylie, who went all the harder at him.
Matt's climax exploded with an intense rush of ejeculative pleasure. He couldn't help himself. His previously compliantly limp body threw itself into a series of powerful thrusts into Kylie as she lay on top of him.
Rush after rush of pleasure shot up his shaft until Matt felt his climax peter out into a series of shuddering final ejeculative bursts.
Matt relaxed his body into the mattress under him, Kylie's full weight still pressing him down.
Kylie, seemingly under the effect of oxytocins released by her orgasm, stroked Matt's hair as she nuzzled her cheek against his, finally whispering into his ear...
"I'm not really sated yet. Could you finger me like you did Lucy?"
Matt replied in the affirmative, but for the moment continued to just wrap his arms around her naked body on top of him, instead of positioning her for a fingering. There was a reason for that. His hard manhood still resided in her body and until it gave up its erection, he was pleased to leave it there.
When he finally did start to soften, he rolled Kylie to his side and let his erection slip out of her.
At least with Kylie, Matt didn't have to keep the distance he did with Lucy. His front was pushed against Kylie's flank, his manhood pressed against her hip as his finger drew a line down from her stomach into her crotch.
Unsurprisingly, he found her vulva wet, open and receptive, her bud still swollen and firm.
Kylie hummed in pleasure as he gently fingered it. Hummed more intensely when he lifted his head over her breast and took her nipple between his lips to play with it against his tongue. Matt knew it was presumptuous to assume too much about the similarities of their bodies, but given they almost looked like identical twins, he decided to experiment on what worked for Kylie as a prelude to maximising Lucy's pleasure as she expanded her range of permissions in the future.
The nipples were an easy and pleasant diversion.
He flicked his tongue against them, licked her areola, sucked them vigorously. All seemed to receive approving noises from Kylie.
What he knew would be more challenging to Lucy was digitally penetrating her. There was really only a point in doing that if it increased her pleasure.
He slipped two fingers inside of Kylie and started heavily raking the front wall of her vagina, looking for the sort of reaction that would tell him he'd found and activated her g spot. He was pretty sure he'd found it when, with a sharp intake of breath, she lifted her hips, seemingly as a way of withdrawing from the pressure of his fingers, before surrendering to their effect.
From that point it was clear he was on the right spot. At first her growing arousal was signalled only by an increase in her moaning; until it became a continuous cascade of sharp intakes of breath and unrepressed moans. When her hips tensed and started quivering, he knew she was nearly there.
Her orgasm was signalled by a gush of warm fluid over his hand and an almost violent rising of Kylie's firmly tensed hips and she cried out loudly enough to be heard around the house; Kylie clamping his head to her breast with one hand and his fingers inside her with the other; forcing Matt to ride her bucking body as she twisted and contorted through her orgasm.
As she settled down, she exclaimed with a voice that was interrupted by moans...
"Oh my god, I've never done that before. That was so intense."
"What?"
"Squirted or had an orgasm so powerful."
Matt wasn't going to admit he'd never had a girl squirt before either.
As her orgasm finished running its course, Kylie rolled Matt onto his back and threw the length of her body on top of him; for the first time French kissing him but with a passion that nearly sucked the breath from his body.
They say that kissing is the way humans test their compatibility.
For Matt the moment was cathartic. Until that moment, his attraction to Kylie had been more or less purely physical -- powerfully and very sexually at that - with a smidgen of being drawn to her personality too. As they kissed, it was like something reached deeply down inside him and drew out a far more emotionally compelling response.
Kylie's oxytocin high was much more than momentary. Her attraction to Matt had gone back much further -- to the moment Lucy first introduced them. It was only conflicting work schedules (and an existing boyfriend) that had stopped her hanging around Lucy and Matt, as they did duty, like some abandoned puppy. She'd been concerned, if not distressed, when Lucy had reported that her friendship with Matt had cooled after one of Lucy's tactless, if not nasty, reply's to an innocent enquiry from Matt.
Her heart had lept when she'd heard of Matt's separation from his girlfriend at about the same time as Kylie had split from her partner.
When Lucy had announced her desire to make herself more relationship ready, the scene had been set to use Matt to achieve both of the girls' ambitions.
Now as Matt lay under her, her sexual desire for him, if not sated, at least eased, she gave full vent to her long frustrated passions; squirming around on top of his body as her tongue penetrated deeply into his mouth and her hands caressed as much of his naked body as she could reach.
Matt's new found emotional attraction to Kylie, combined with the effect of her squirming sexuality display on top of him, had the predictable effect. He felt his erection grow and with it a desire -- almost a need - to fuck her again.
Responding to Kylie's impassioned pashing of him as intensely as hers, Matt rolled them over bringing himself on top, kissing and caressing her in return.
Kylie felt the new erection between her legs, still capped by a cum filled condom hanging limply from the tip of it. Compliant -- more than that, receptive - to Matt's desires, she reached over her head for a replacement off the bedside table and quickly had him ready for action.
She spread her legs to receive Matt's erection once again into her body.
Matt, strongly aroused in mind as much as body, felt an almost overwhelming desire to just pound Kylie to another cum shot. But he wanted her response to be as mind blowing as his. With his newfound knowledge of her body, he dropped his hips between her legs, raised himself on outstretched arms, and made his thrusts short, sharp and shallow, targeting the g spot that had recently given her such a powerful orgasm.
Already worked up from her previous orgasms, and helped by the fact she'd angled her own hips upwards when she'd quickly realised what Matt was doing, Kylie was quick to show her response to Matt's stimulation of her. Her moans were loud enough to carry through the house; even to the pool area when Lucy was taking her turn at adorning the sunbed.
In Matt's case, his groans of pleasure were reinforced by grunts of effort as the rapid short thrusts, delivered at a somewhat unnatural angle, demanded the use of muscles that weren't yet up to the job. Still, between the overwhelming pleasure he felt as the very sensitive bell and short length of shaft immediately under it were rubbed furiously against the upper surface of Kylie's vagina and the view he had of Kylie's stunning breasts, Matt was being amply rewarded for his efforts.
With a squeal and another gush of squirting warm fluids, Kylie came first; raising her hips and holding Matt tightly as she squirmed about under him. Immediately Matt lowered himself onto her and deepened his thrusts. Now resting on his elbows, holding her shoulders with his hands as if pinning her in place, every thrust of Matt's reached deeply into her body until his pubis crashed against her vulva and, unknown to Matt, stimulated Kylie's clit, prolonging her own orgasm.
His shaft had been hot with tendrils of sexual ecstasy before Kylie came. Now as she firmly gripped his plunging shaft and her body overlaid that with the pummelling of her contractions Matt's time was short. With the fourth thrust he felt his balls brew over and he held it there deeply immersed in her as rope after rope of pure pleasure rushed up the length of his shaft, leaving him groaning in Kylie's ear.
They squirmed about on and against each other as, for a moment, each went through the evolutions of their climaxes; Matt in particular finding pleasure in an almost shuddering delivery of additional brief thrusts into Kylie as the initial high of his climax subsided.
After an initial period where they simply lay spent, one on top of the other, Kylie, on a renewed oxytocin high held Matt's head while she pecked furiously at his cheeks before embracing him in a passionate kiss. Matt, for his part, willing -- indeed enthuastically -- reciprocated her kissing while enjoying the hardness of his shaft still embraced by her body.



Finally, as their passions dissipated, Matt found himself lying on Kylie as his erection slowly started to subside.
He was about to roll off her to safely withdraw when Kylie whispered in his ear...
"Stay for dinner."
Adding after they were laying side by side...
"I've told Lucy she has to give you a prolonged hug as you leave tonight. So don't walk away too quickly."
As Kylie sat up and rose from the bed, she looked down at the damp stain now at the centre of it...
"I think we'll need to put a towel down in future."
Then looking up to Matt, she grinned...
"By the way, I'm not a big fan of condoms, necessary though they might be. If you're willing for each of us to get tested and get an all clear, we can go without them."



        A Sisters' Ploy Ch. 02

        Lucy's sex education continues.
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For Matt's point of view, the dinner had been interesting, to say the least. Maybe bizarre.
To sit there and listen while two sisters discuss the sex you've just had with them was not an everyday event for him.
But Lucy had heard the effects of Kylie's orgasms in Kylie's moans and, seeming to Matt to be on the spectrum, knowing no inhibitions about such things, wanted a full download from Kylie on it.
Kylie in return wanted to find out as much as she could about her sister's first orgasm; indeed, her sister's first physical contact at all with a man.
It was difficult for Matt to read what Lucy thought about all of this. He still doubted whether someone like Lucy, who had a strong aversion to physical contact with anyone, could actually enjoy sex. And yet he could see Lucy was intrigued by the possibilities. Kylie's very vocal broadcasting of her enjoyment of her own orgasms had registered with Lucy and challenged her assumption that sex was a bit ordinary. Kylie's story of squirting, a bit gross though Lucy thought it was, raised her curiosity further.
Kylie was simply pleased to have been able to bring Matt within her orbit and get him into bed. She'd had the hots for Matt ever since she'd first seen him when she visited Lucy during Lifesavers duty and found Matt sitting next to her with his shirt off. His tall, slender and totally ripped body had been an object of desire ever since; compounded, she reassured herself, by his great personality.
For her, Matt offered the solution she needed of a partner that seemed to satisfy her need for a relationship based on a strong attraction while not annoying her sister if it became a live in one. But that sort of relied on Lucy having sufficient sexual interest in Matt to, in effect, want to share him in a polygamous relationship.
Lucy's reactions were far more complex. She had always fancied Matt. But for her, the attraction seemed to be more located in the head than, shall we say, the groin. She fancied having a romantic relationship with him, but still lacked the sexual drive to think it could be sexually based. If sharing Matt with her sister let her meet her former objective, that was no problem to Lucy. If she could learn how to enjoy and want sex, in her mind that would be better still.
As Matt left after dinner, he remembered Kylies warning that Lucy had been instructed to give him a prolonged hug. She did, and he reciprocated, pulling her in maybe just a bit more than Lucy offered. But Matt could tell Lucy was still blocking her mind to the experience. She did it because she had to, not as an exchange of human feelings. Still, it was a start. Maybe Lucy would learn to relax and enjoy it over time; or maybe she wouldn't.
Matt had been invited back the following Wednesday, signalling to him that, with the Saturday lifeguard duty follow-on, this was something of a standing, twice a week engagement. For the time being anyway.
The first Wednesday had been a bit awkward when Lucy stripped down out of her work gear into a pair of briefs made of heavy cotton and a highly structured bra that was impermeable to nipple stimulation. To say that the results of Matt trying to stimulate her through those garments were a bit ordinary was an understatement; because it was far too early for Lucy to have permitted Matt to slip his fingers inside the garments, let alone expose her.
However, the problem having been identified, thereafter, with some push from Kylie and the provision of one of her own bikinis, Lucy presented herself in a small bikini top and bottom, almost completely unlined and made of a thin stretch Lycra, which gave much better results. It was certainly much briefer than Lucy was comfortable with and - at that stage - wasn't something she'd be seen in public with. But in her own mind, she acknowledged she was working towards fully exposing herself to Matt and accepted it as a stepping stone towards that.
As for Kylie? Having discovered Matt could consistently deliver her g spot orgasms, she took all she could get.
In the past Kylie had also often felt a bit let down by sex, even after climaxing. She always felt she wanted a little bit more. With Matt having demonstrated that she could also be multi orgasmic, Kylie could ensure she well and truly drained any frustration Matt felt about pleasuring Lucy without Lucy offering any reciprocal benefit.
When Matt accompanied Lucy home from Lifesaving duty three weeks later, he could reflect on the fact some progress had been made.
Matt recognised Kylie's influence when, having discovered on that first day that he wore speedos under his board shorts, Lucy announced they could the only garment he retained on as he lay next to her, fingering her.
The previous Wednesday, Lucy had let him expose her nipple, and stimulate it directly, by peeling back the bikini top triangle without taking it off, but the fingering of her clit was still through the thin material of her bikini pants. Mind you, Lucy had permitted some more than superficial digital penetration of herself as Matt's finger explored Lucy's vagina by pushing the material of her pants into her with his finger.
And for the first time, Lucy had wrapped her hand around Matt's speedo sheathed erection as he fingered her. She'd made no attempt to use her grip to stimulate him to a greater extent than that provided by the wrapped hand; but it was a start.
Matt had grown familiar with Lucy announcing at the start of each session what the new rules were for the day. And he could often see Kylie's influence in setting them. On this afternoon, as Matt waited in her bedroom, stripping down to his speedos, Lucy disappeared into her ensuite bathroom and re-emerged in the now familiar small black bikini.
She sat on the edge of the bed, looking nervously up at Matt standing in front of her; her eyes dropping occasionally to the swelling bulge in Matt's speedos right in front of her. She seemed, once again, to steel herself for what lay ahead as she spoke...
"Today I'm going to go topless, plus you can stick your hand down my pants. And I'll put mine down yours."
Matt watched as Lucy swung her legs onto the bed and nervously shuffled across to the centre of it. She closed her eyes as she reached behind her back to pull the bow on the lower tie of her bikini top and lift it over her head; folding the tiny piece of material neatly before placing it on her bedside table.
The slow, teasing revelation had been exciting for Matt to watch. He felt an additional swelling in his pants as her breasts had fallen out of the top as she lifted it over her head. A near perfect match for Kylie's, they were as beautiful and sexual a pair of breasts as Matt had ever seen and seeing them fully exposed like that was a whole lot more exciting than a minimalist exposure of the nipple by pulling the material to the side.
But the swelling in his pants reminded Matt to undo the drawstring on his speedos. He normally kept it tightly tied to retain the erection that was an inevitable feature of these interactions with Lucy; not wanting to traumatise her with a premature exposure.
As Lucy laid back on the bed in her usual, arms by her side, 'do what you have to' pose, Matt climbed on the bed and laid down alongside her. The pronounced gap between their bodies, which had been a feature of their earlier interactions, had all but disappeared. There was now significant contact between them for much of the length of their torsos; Matt erection falling conveniently at the hand Lucy had alongside her.
Almost robotically, Lucy slipped her hand down Matt's pants and wrapped her fingers around the erection within.
This closing of the gap hadn't been a stated rule, so much as an adaption to circumstances. It especially facilitated Matt leaning across and sucking and tonguing Lucy's far nipple, while playing with the closer one with his lower hand. Because she did seem to respond readily to gentle nipple stimulation.
But there were still limits. In any normal interaction, Matt's upper leg might well have rested over his partners as he lay on his side alongside, fingering her. For Lucy, Matt still regarded that as a step too far.
The foreplay routine hadn't yet changed much. Cuddles and kissing were definitely not Lucy's thing. But the gentle stroking of her lower torso with his fingers - extending from her navel down into her crotch - continued to be effective.
The thin bikini pants had considerably increased Matt's own enjoyment of this because he could actually feel Lucy's vulva respond to his stroking; opening out like a flower as her swollen bud and receptive vagina were easily felt; more so as her body moistened the material.
This time he included rimming the waist of her bikini bottom; sliding his finger under it to glide his finger across the bare flesh of her raised mound. He confirmed his expectation that Lucy wouldn't be clean shaven down there. She was fastidious about a tidy bikini line but it never seemed to Matt that Lucy would go for a full Brazilian. Instead he found a sparse matt of fine short hair.
Once her nipple hardened, he started playing with those too; revelling in sucking the far one and feeling the closer one rise between the fingers of his lower hand.
All the while, he monitored Lucy's impenetrable countenance. She continued to lie down, frozen in place, her eyes closed; only her lips displaying any reaction to his pleasuring of her.
Matt could imagine the battle going on inside her. The sensory horror of him being in such close and intimate contact with her against the sexual pleasure; mild though the latter might so far be. And overriding all of that, her quiet, steely, determination to make herself more relationship ready.
Increasingly his fingers, then his whole hand, penetrated into her pants; at first still stroking her mons and then probing deeper to where he found her clit swollen and firm and her vulva well moistened.
Matt was pleased to hear Lucy make a quiet little moan of pleasure as he first gently stroked it. Then his finger continued down to penetrate her vagina, slip deeply inside it and withdraw, wet with her juices, to finger her clit again. The penetrative fingering was an ambiguous permission. Matt wasn't really sure whether, as far as Lucy was concerned, it was simply a feature of fingering or required special permission. He knew Lucy was intrigued by Kylie's g spot orgasms and not naïve about how they were generated. And there been no negative reaction when he'd done it with her bikini pants in the way.
Matt's monitoring of Lucy indicated no adverse reaction from her, which seemed to confirm that was part of accepted practice from her point of view.
He intended to come back to her g spot, but wanted her well aroused by clit stimulation first. When a combination of clit and nipple stimulation seemed to have Lucy quite aroused - judging by her moans and heavy breathing - Matt once again digitally penetrated her; this time with two fingers and with an emphasis on raking across the front of her vaginal wall about where he figured her g spot should be.
Lucy had been expecting that from the moment he first slipped a hand into her pants. It wasn't that such intimacy didn't mortify her - although for some reason not as much as the prospect of being naked in front of him - but she knew it was a precondition to seeing if she could experience the sort of orgasms that clearly brought Kylie such pleasure.
She knew the routine. She knew there was likely to be a period of discomfort, and even a desire to urinate, before the more pleasurable sensations cut in. Her body tensed as she felt the preliminary discomfort. When a sudden rush of pleasure exploded in her vagina, she was surprised by the how loud the involuntary moan that it triggered was.
More than ever before, the building ecstasy from Matt's relentless pleasuring of her - nipples and g spot - momentarily completely displaced her sensory discomfort about being touched. She was simply fully immersed in her heightened arousal. It may have been entirely internally focused - Matt more playing the role of an impersonal catalyst instead of a lover and co-player in the experience - but it was a degree of displacement of her sensory discomfort she hadn't reached before.
She squealed quite loudly as she came; Matt experiencing the same pinning of his hand inside her that was Kylie's response; the one that might have pinned his head to her breast instead being wrapped immovably around his erection. This was all while Lucy lifted her hips and swayed them from side to side.
Matt might have been pleased with the external manifestations of his efforts, but he could only guess what was going on inside Lucy's head. He would have been more pleased to know that Lucy felt it was a bit of a milestone. She got what sex was about; at least in terms of personal pleasure. It gave her a personal reason to persevere.
But a milestone is not a breakthrough. She recognised herself that her reaction was entirely about 'self'. She wanted to be intellectually closer to Matt and felt a certain animal attraction to his body, but the sensory discomfort of his closeness was still very much there; it had only temporarily been overwhelmed by her arousal. It was only a small step towards making herself relationship worthy.
She wasn't ungrateful to Matt, but not inclined to throw herself all over him like Kylie was inclined to do at a similar moment.
As Matt disengaged and laid still alongside her, Lucy felt some pain of guilt that she wasn't reciprocating Matt's efforts. Her hand still embraced Matt's erection. She wondered if she should do something.
She knew that, soon enough, Kylie would take care of any frustration Matt might be feeling, but she wasn't oblivious to the fact humans rely on a degree of mutuality in their daily dealings. A good deed deserves a good deed in return at the appropriate time.
For the first time, she jerked Matt's manhood and felt it surge in her hand. She hesitated, fighting all the demons that constrained her life. She could just let it go, get up and start their afternoon tea routine that follows these sessions, she could lie where she was and try and jerk him off without even looking at him, or she could sit up and actually watch his erection as she did the job, even though it meant exposing herself to him for a longer period and being confronted by something she held a bit of a fear of.
She felt quite proud of herself as she chose and started to implement the last alternative...
"Do you mind if I give you a hand job?"
It caught Matt by surprise. It wasn't on the list of objectives for the day...
"Ah, no, I don't mind."
Matt rolled on his back as he watched Lucy sit up; squatting next to his upper thigh with a small gap separating them.
He was surprised as Lucy peeled back his speedos and pulled the waistband under his balls, fully exposing the length of his erection and staring down at it. Matt wasn't entirely sure how this would go. On the whole, dry jerking his erection wasn't usually a very productive way of inducing a climax; and yet, he'd had a longstanding sexual attraction to Lucy that provided its own level of stimulation.
Lucy looked curiously down at the appendage she'd just uncovered. It was the first penis she'd ever seen; let alone the first erect one.
What Matt interpreted as the tenderness with which Lucy placed her warm palm on it and started moving it up and down, was more a matter of hesitancy on Lucy's part. Never the less, Matt found it surprisingly enjoyable. He gave in to every desire to let it surge in her palm.
Somewhere in her late teenage years, reading the sort of girlie magazines intended for teenage girls, Lucy had picked up the idea of moistening an erection being given a hand job. She started by collecting up the pre-cum she could see weeping from the tip and smearing it over the head and upper portion of the shaft. It was only Matt's groan that conveyed to her the pleasure he felt as that caused her to play with the exquisitely sensitive part of it where the bell joins the main shaft. Then noticing the lower part of the shaft was still very dry, she bent over it and dribbled saliva onto it.
Matt was surprised how quickly his body was responding to the stimulation; helped to no end by the view he had of Lucy's breasts as they bounced gently with her rhythmic movements as she moved her hand up and down his shaft.
With a deep groan, Matt came much faster than he possibly expected. Lucy watched in fascination as rope after rope of cum ejected from the tip of his shaft, leaving a trail from his lower chest to his navel.
But Lucy had no inclination to squeeze out every little drop. The torrent having being unleashed, she simply withdrew her hand and sat with her arms curled around her knees, a spectator to what followed.
She stared at the sticky pools of cum as they started to run sideways off Matt's torso; somewhat contemplating that same fluid might be injected into her body in the near future as she became ever more determined to be able to deal with full on sex.
But a more immediate concern crossed her mind as the flow of cum accelerated towards Matt's side. It was about to stain her bed. Matt - still otherwise lying with his head back enjoying the afterglow of his climax - had brought his hand up to try and catch the mess. But it was spread too far and his hand wasn't going to be able to stop all of it.
Ever since her sister had squirted, Lucy had put a towel under herself, just in case so to speak. But it didn't extend under the far side of Matt where it was about to land.
She took the edge of the towel and wiped Matt's torso down everywhere the cum had spread; wiping the tip of Matt's manhood at the same time as fluid continued to ooze from it. Then she placed the now damp part of the towel carefully over the rest of the towel; ensuring her sheets remained pristine.
Whatever post climax hormonal distraction had momentarily diverted Lucy from her sense of awkwardness and sensory invasion at the intimacy quickly wore off and Lucy found herself intensely uncomfortable with the situation...
"I'll go and put the kettle on."
Matt watched - admiring the sexuality of her body - as Lucy backed off the bed, turned her back on him and tied back on the bikini top she'd earlier removed. He was surprised she was comfortable remaining in just the bikini; which even he could see clearly didn't cover enough to satisfy her extreme sense of modesty. And that was before taking into account the damp stain that now ran through the crotch.
He correctly deduced that it was because she was intentionally pushing her boundaries. But didn't understand it was also due to Lucy's need to hastily exit the scene of their recent interaction.
Matt waited a few moments, still lying on the bed, after Lucy exited the room. It had been a surprisingly nice climax for a mere hand job and the after-glow lingered within him.
But these Saturday afternoons had settled into something of a routine. Kylie had been sunning herself by the pool in one of her tiny bikinis when he'd entered Lucy's bedroom. She'd soon be joining them for the afternoon tea, sitting close to him on the single person Ottoman chair and teasing up his cock with the back of her fingers with a hand placed high on the bare flesh of his thigh. She was going to have to work a bit harder at it today.
He put his speedos on and exited the room. In a way, Matt felt just as awkward dressed only in his speedos as Lucy did in her bikini. He was not of a generation that generally went around only wearing them. For him they were an undergarment for his boardies - especially when doing Lifeguard duties. But Kylie had made clear the benefit of having as little fabric as possible between the back of her fingers and the flesh of his manhood and the call of sexual stimulation greatly outweighed any sense of modesty.



As for a shirt? Well, Kylie, by her words and actions had made it clear that his ripped body was quite a turn-on for her and that, unless the weather necessitated otherwise, it was probably in his interest not to wear one. Objectification? Almost certainly, but something Matt felt sanguine about.
Kylie had barely sat down at the small table on the Ottoman she shared with Matt when she blurted out to Lucy opposite her...
"I heard you all the way out here. It must have been a good one."
"Matt found my g spot and I gave him a hand job in return."
"Go you girl. You'll be a sex nymph in no time."
Kylie didn't really believe that, and nor was Lucy fooled. Her issues were much deeper than that. But it was progress and words of encouragement given and received between them always went down well. As she said it, Matt felt a more determined stroking of his flaccid manhood by Kylie's fingers as Kylie added...
"That's why he's gone all soft cock on me. Still, I know he refracts pretty well. I'll have him up and ready by the time we've finished our coffee."
As Kylie picked up her drink with her spare hand, she turned her other hand around, placing it under Matt's balls as she tickled his penis with her fingers, concentrating on the area just under the bell.
Kylie turned the conversation back to Lucy, asking her surprisingly intimate questions about her experience and getting surprisingly honest answers in return. Matt could see Kylie was exploring the extent to which Lucy's reaction to physical contact was mellowing and, just as much, although in a much more roundabout way, whether it was generating in her any emotional bond to Matt.
The short summary of Lucy's long and indirect answers was that, she didn't really feel any more comfortable with the contact but accepted the discomfort as the price to be paid for what she regarded as a pleasurable and positive experience. And, on the connection, Matt interpreted her reply as being that, while she greatly valued him as a friend and even felt some lust towards his body, she couldn't really say what she felt was a strong personal connection. But it was still early in the process.
But Matt's concentration on the discussion started to wain somewhat as Kylie's playing with his manhood had the desired effect. Slowly at first, and then quite quickly, if filled, hardened and extended; Kylie helping it along the way by pulling out the front of his swimmers to let it grow into the vertical edifice nature intended it to be.
When she was satisfied she had the full extension his body could offer, she reversed her hand and wrapped it around his swimmer sheathed erection, putting down her coffee cup and closing the conversation...
"Well, it seems it's ready for my turn. I better use it while it's keen."
Once again, in what was now almost becoming a routine, Kylie led him into her bedroom. A week ago Kylie had replaced her old, saggy bed with a new King size one, well protected from her tendency to squirt by a towel placed at the place they usually make love.
Now, following her regular pattern, she stripped herself, then knelt down in front of him to peel his pants off his erection and down his legs. The way she faced him and played with his erection as she did that, always raised in Matt's mind some - hope might be the best word - that she was going to go down on him and give him a bit of head.
But as always, she sat up on the bed, pulled him towards her and between her legs, then unbalanced him to fall over her, leaving them rolling on the bed in a lovers embrace.
Kylie's foreplay of rolling embraces and passionate kisses had grown lengthier and more intense with every meeting. A bedside relationship which had started as little more than a 'come and fuck me' invitation had morphed - in Kylie's mind at least - into one of genuine passion and a growing attachment that, dare she thought it, verged on love. It wasn't that Matt's approached hadn't reciprocated that view; just that he still found himself confused as to what his real role in this ploy of the two sisters was.
Several times as they rolled and turned in their embrace, the tip of Matt's anxious erection played teasingly against the rim of Kylie's vagina. But each time, Kylie's actions, partly driven by a desire to play the tip of it against her clit, offered no invitation for Matt to penetrate her and for a while he hesitated to take the initiative.
When he did finally push himself into a shallow penetration. Kylie rolled herself on her back, spread her legs apart and offered herself in what had become, since their first encounter, Kylie's preferred sex position.
Matt knew what he had to do.
Grabbing a deliberately placed pillow, he slipped it under Kylie's hips, then mounted her between her legs. Penetrating her, he dropped his hips low as he rose on outstretched arms, looking down at the sexualised womanly body below him.
Then he delivered a steady stream of shallow, upwardly directed thrusts, intended to rake firmly across her g spot.
Until Matt came along, Kylie had never experienced the sort of stimulation of her g spot that Matt had given her and the intense orgasm it delivered. Now it seemed all she wanted. For her the orgasms had been too intense not to want more and, with sex with Matt rationed by their arrangements to only twice a week, she had no inclination to trade variety for intensity.
Matt willingly complied. Man on top thrusting was his favourite position. Shallow thrusting might not be the most exciting, even if it could brew him up. But as the routine had settled, so had Matt's endurance. The overly short period of full penetration thrusting after Kylie's orgasm had slowly extended. It had still been less than Matt might have liked, but overall was giving him some pretty good sex. Especially as he got to stare down at Kylie's delectable body.
In the past, Kylie had been inclined to suppress the vocalisation of her sexual enjoyment. Her sister had hated Kylie's lovers and to fully vocalise her enjoyment of sex with them just seemed to be rubbing Lucy's nose in it.
But things were different now. The man she was in bed with was one of Lucy's best friends and certainly her best male friend. Lucy was herself experimenting with sex with him. Kylie figured that letting Lucy hear just how pleasurable sex could be was more likely to inspire to her try harder to get to like it.
Besides which, Matt was pounding her g spot in a way no other male ever had and she wasn't even sure she could hold back on expressing just how good it felt.
It seemed to Matt that every thrust was producing a fairly loud groan from Kylie, overlaying which was a rising continuous moan; increasingly accompanied but the short sharp grunts signifying the not insignificant efforts required by Matt to deliver the thrusts at the angle he was.
And while Lucy wasn't there to see the synchronization of Kylie's moans and Matt's grunts with whatever activity was happening, it seemed to her sitting out by the pool and listening to the noises coming from Kylie's bedroom, that her sister was about to explode. Lucy quickly became aware she was being aroused by it and, emboldened by her recent experiences, for the first time in her life, put her hand down her bikini pants and started pleasuring herself.
Kylie's explosive orgasm was announced by her loud cry, the upward thrust of her hips and the now familiar squirting; that gush of warm fluid that wetted Matt's pubis and made necessary the towel Kylie always put under their love making position.
Matt immediately fully penetrated her, giving her vagina his hard shaft to contract onto; something that - as far as he could tell from Kylie's co-operation to the point of anxiety in accepting the full length of his shaft into her body - seemed to make her orgasm even more enjoyable and prolonged.
As her hips started relaxing back onto the pillow, and even before Kylie's contractions had finished, Matt started the pleasuring of his erection with full penetration thrusting; long, slow, rhythmic thrusting into her tight vagina that activated the sensitive nerves over the whole length of his manhood.
Too often after bringing Kylie to a climax this way, Matt had found his shaft's sensitivity index going from zero to hero in way too short a time. Hair triggered by the way the sensitive part of his shaft just under the upper section of the bell was being firmly rubbed on Kylie's g spot, once he started pleasuring himself with longer thrusts, his climax would be presaged by just the briefest, almost teasing moment of extreme pleasure, rather than a slow build.
Maybe it was the fact that he'd recently ejaculated to Lucy's hand job on him, but this time he was finding it much more enjoyable. Tendrils of pleasure shot up and down his shaft, exciting his brain without immediately pushing him into an all too quick orgasm. Slowly, delightfully, they were building; helped no end by the sight of Kylie's delightful breasts gently wobbling as her body responded to his thrusts.
The tendrils multiplied, slowly filling up his whole shaft. His grunts became groans of unsuffused pleasure. Then they became more intense; warning at their own leisurely, ecstatic pace that his climax was imminent. Matt would have had trouble describing exactly what it was that warned him his climax was about to unleash itself. By all rights he should have shot his bolt some time ago.
But he knew it was. He buried his shaft deeply in Kylie and held it there. The rush of ejeculative pleasure he felt as the first rope shot up his shaft was almost incomprehensible
Involuntarily, he bellowed out a groan as his brain was overwhelmed by it and bellowed again as the second ejeculative rush was nearly as powerful. He collapsed down on Kylie, pinning her with hands wrapped under her back and up over her shoulders, turning his head away from her's so his groans wouldn't deafen her, as ejeculative rush followed ejeculative rush.
As they faded, he felt this irresistible urge to thrust a couple of times, almost restarting the process, even if less intensely than before.
But Matt hadn't been alone in triggering an orgasm. Out by the pool, and well before he'd finished, Lucy had quickly found the right technique for maximising her own self pleasuring. She felt her body moisten, becoming almost wet, lubricating her fingers as she played them against her clit.
The climax had been nearly as nice as those Matt had given her and his bellowing groans had found her sprawled out on the poolside lounge, her body in a relaxed state with her hand still down her pants.
Matt laid down on top of Kylie, enjoying a moment of post ejeculative bliss while his erection remained hard and lingered delightfully inside her body. Slowly he withdrew a sticky, still stiff, if somewhat smaller erection than that he'd first penetrated her with, flopping onto his back beside her.
Kylie, still on an oxytocin high, leaned half over him, smothering him with kisses which he gladly responded to. But eventually she felt compelled to get up and fix the wet mess her squirting had caused before it soaked through the towel into the multiple layers of her mattress protection.
There was little for Matt to do but lie there and watch Kylie's naked body as she went about the quick tidy up, then put her bikini pants back on before covering it with a spaghetti shoulder stringed sheath dress. With a deep cleavage line and worn braless with her nipples all but showing through, it was nearly as seductive as her naked body.
Kylie sat on the bed next to him, put her hands high on his thigh and asked...
"Are you just going to lie there or are you going to get up and make dinner like you promised too?"
Matt took it as the move along it was intended to be. As they both exited the bedroom they noticed Lucy, slightly dishevelled and looking somewhat unusually spaced out, still reposed untidily on the sunlounge. As soon as she notice them, she got up, came inside and with a brief...
"I'd better get dressed..." quickly brushed past them, looking somewhat flushed.
Matt was completely oblivious to any likely explanation of Lucy's unusual - for her - behaviour; but Kylie thought she had a fair idea of what had happened.
When Lucy reappeared she was dressed once more in her slightly frumpy, although not entirely unfashionable, style. To Matt's eyes, the problem - if you can call it that - was that Lucy's manner of dress completely hid her stunning figure and always made her look dumpier than she was. In this case it was a nice enough pair of jeans, over which she wore a very loose fitting, upper thigh length T shirt which suggested a more heavily built figure than Lucy had.
There was something happening in the relationship between Lucy and Kylie at the moment that fascinated Matt. It was almost like there was a 'no holds barred' rule between them in discussing their sex life. He'd be left sitting there at dinner as they each downloaded on the other what they'd just shared with Matt. He correctly deduced it was part of the process of helping Lucy develop her sexuality - if that could be achieved. But it still left him in a somewhat bizarre situation.
It wasn't that they completely ignored him. He'd something have to correct or put a different angle on what one of them was saying and occasionally get a 'how did you do that' sort of question.
Still, Matt's jaw nearly dropped to the table when Kylie asked Lucy...
"Do you pleasure yourself while Matt and I were making out?"
Lucy flushed bright red...
"Yes."
"Did the sound of our love making arouse you?"
"Yes."
"What do you think stirred you up?"
"I don't know. After all the descriptions I've had of it, it was just so easy to imagine what was happening and feel the pleasure you were experiencing. It sort of played in my brain and made me really aroused. And I thought, maybe it was time to experiment with a bit of self-pleasuring. "
"That's great. Do you think that might inspire you to be more experimental in the sexual activity with Matt?"
"I don't know. Physical contact is still hard for me. It's a lot easier to fantasise about it than be there with someone so close to me. But as we've discussed, it's a trade-off of one sort of pleasure against a sort of pain of experiencing it. Maybe."
Kylie looked to Matt...
"Which reminds me, do you want to stay the night...in my bed?"
Matt was caught off guard...
"I don't have any sleepwear; although I generally sleep naked."
"Most of the time, so do I. It's a deal then."
What Matt quickly discovered when he bedded up with Kylie a few hours later is that she was a 'spooner'. She showed no immediate interest in an additional round of sex. They kissed and cuddled for a short while, but her 'goodnight' announcement clearly had an understatement that sex was at that moment not on the cards.
But as Matt settled down and turned on his side facing away from Kylie, he found her quickly pressed against his back, explaining herself with a...
"I like spooning. Is that OK?"
Matt signified his acceptance, even if he found it a little surprising. His previous girlfriend didn't want her sleep disturbed by any physical contact.
There was certainly nothing half-hearted in Kylie's spooning position. Matt could feel her body moulded against his back and legs in full continuous contact. Its effect was compounded by the way she wrapped her arm over his lower waist; resting her hand on his lower pubis. While her positioning didn't initially touch his flaccid penis as it dropped off to his side, as he inevitably became aroused by the extent of her contact, the top of his shaft came up against the back of her hand.
While provocative, since she ignored the contact, so did he.
A busy day at the beach and the events of the evening made it easy for Matt to drop off to sleep. He woke once to a slightly erotic dream to find Kylie's hand wrapped around his still hard shaft, but since she seemed to be asleep, didn't take it as an invitation; the mild stimulation not stopping him from falling back into a deep, dream inducing, sleep.
A few hours later he woke again with a lower arm deadened by his weight resting on that shoulder, with Kylie still pushed against his back and hand still grasping his manhood. It was too uncomfortable to ignore. Using the space the king size bed gave him, he slowly eased his bum away from Kylie as he straightened up his body concurrently with turning onto his back. That left Kylie in contact with him at her head and knees, but because he'd rolled and straightened in a way that neither extended nor compressed the arm whose hand was wrapped around his erection, seemingly - and surprisingly - left Kylie gripping it without waking her up.
That was all very nice. But the problem was Matt knew he snored like a buzz saw if he slept on his back. He needed to turn onto his side facing Kylie and that would be almost impossible to do without a major disturbance to the hand, and its arm, that embraced his shaft; waking Kylie.
After once dropping off and being woken by his own snoring, he decided there was no choice. He rolled slowly onto his side, moving his butt away from Kylie and letting her arm either twist and follow or - as he suspected would be more likely - releasing his shaft. Either way, he knew there was a fair chance she'd be at least partly woken by his action.
Kylie responded to his turn by releasing his shaft and pressing her back against his front; reversing the previous spooning. That didn't surprise Matt all that much.
What did surprise him was when she reached between her legs and pulled his erection from its previous resting place between their bodies to instead be between her legs; pushing hard up into her crotch.
Matt could feel Kylie adjust its position until he was sure it was pushed up into her crease because of the warm damp arc of flesh he could feel surround the upper half of it. Kylie then reached around to pull his upper arm over her chest, placing his hand cupping her lower breast. She then snuggled in tightly against his body.
It wasn't an unpleasant situation and he once again settled himself down to try to drop back off to sleep.
Kylie on the other hand had always been inclined to close sleeping. But she felt an additional attraction and arousal in Matt's presence that inclined her to sexualise that in a way she hadn't previously. When she pulled Matt's erection between her legs, she hadn't really planed what followed, more saw it as a path to an erotically dream filled sleep.
As her clit responded to the presence of Matt's hard erection against it, it created in Kylie a much greater sense of arousal and sexual need than she'd anticipated. At first she tried to resist it, attempting to ignore the siren call of her clit and drop off to sleep. By the time she realised that wasn't going to work, it was too late to simply release Matt's shaft back to when it had started between their bodies. She'd crossed a threshold of sexual need and desire which had to be satisfied.
Unaware by this time of whether Matt was awake or asleep, she pinned Matt's erection against her clit with a finger and gently and subtly rocked her hips back and forwards to stimulate herself. Matt had been asleep, but unsurprisingly was woken by both Kylie's movements - however subtle they had been - and what amounted to the stimulation of the tip of his shaft as Kylie played it against her clit.
When Matt's started to lightly tweak Kylie's nipple under the hand that she had placed on her breast; encouraging the nipple to jut up between his fingers, where just the slightest movement was enough to pleasantly stimulate it, she knew she had Matt's attention.
She pushed Matt's erection into a shallow penetration of herself, where the same rocking movement now raked her g spot with the tip of his erection.



It was nice and Kylie didn't doubt she could bring herself to a climax that way - assuming Matt didn't go first. But by this time she'd worked herself into a mood requiring something more; something more passionate, even something more...she couldn't put her finger on the concept...maybe brutal, certainly engaging.
First reaching up to the bedside dresser to grab a hand towel she kept there for post sex clean-ups, she laid it on the bed in front of her hips. Then she put her hand over Matt's upper hip and, as she rolled herself onto her front, made it pretty clear to Matt that he should follow, putting himself on top of her.
Not entirely sure where this was heading, Matt willingly complied, doing his best to maintain some penetration of her as he did so.
As Kylie flattened out on the bed, she spread her legs out wide, letting Matt's drop between hers, and spread her arms out across the bed, leaving her spreadeagled face down under Matt.
As she briefly continued to rock her hips before giving a shake of her butt against him, she gave Matt a clear message of what he was expected to do.
He tried thrusting from the position he was in, but the hand that cupped her breast was now buried deeply under her, pinning his own body close to hers and severely limiting his movement. Reluctantly - because he liked playing with her breast - he pulled it out.
Raising himself on outstretched arms, he dropped his hips as much as he could between her legs. He'd never tried sex in this position before. He could sense that his ability to penetrate her from this position was limited to a reasonably limited depth compared to face to face sex. But he also knew that made it more likely that his thrusts would be against her g spot.
At first he tried some limited thrusts, judging whether he was in danger of having his shaft pop out of her if he got too carried away; not of itself a disaster, but it tends to interrupt the flow of things as he seeks to repenetrate her.
Getting the measure of things, his thrusts became more confident. He could feel the top of his shaft leveraging against the back of her vaginal opening, pushing the tip of his shaft more firmly against the front wall of her vagina, and with that, against her g spot.
From his elevated position, he looked down at Kylie's body; illuminated by the moonlight. She certainly had a gorgeous back; straight, slender and strong; the sensuous curve of her hips just within his peripheral vision. Equally sensuous was the way her long hair laid across her neck and out to the side as her head turned to the other side, the profile of her jaw and nose just visible.
But, just the same, it wasn't his favourite sex position. He liked looking down at breasts while making love to women; especially if they wobbled slightly in response to his thrusts.
Kylie was already moaning - quite loudly. Matt didn't doubt Lucy could hear her - and be woken up by it if she was previously asleep. He experimented; judging by Kylie's vocalisation as best he could, what was working for her and deciding that briefly spaced, short, sharp, almost powerful thrusts with his hips slightly elevated to provide the maximum leveraged pressure on her g spot, drew the loudest moans.
There were some aspects of the whole thing that slightly unsettled Matt. Matt might not have been a fan of porn, but the whole thing just seemed a bit pornish to him. A bit too fetish like, even if Kylie was clearly enjoying it. At first he felt it was like making love to a woman nailed face in to a cross. But that was displaced by an even more disturbing analogy. His interest in Navel history led him to make it feel like he was making love to a woman spreadeagled on a grate for a whipping, 18th century navy style.
Kylie's tensed up hands, strongly grasping and pulling at bunched up sheets, and her cries - even if those of pleasure - both reinforced the stereotype, while his short thrusts disturbingly emulated individual lashes of the whip.
Her moans started to reach a crescendo; marking pretty clearly to Matt that she was on the cusp of a climax. Deciding to try something different, Matt thrust particularly firmly, then rapidly rubbed his shaft up and down along where he thought her g spot was. Kylie exploded with a scream, squirting once, then again; drenching Matt's shaft and pubis.
Matt buried himself, as fully penetrated in Kylie as the positioning would permit, feeling the powerful force of her contractions pummel his manhood, and waiting for the moment it seemed opportune to take his turn.
To get as much penetration as he could, Matt lowered himself to rest on his elbows and lifted himself up in relation to Kylie's body, pushing his pubis firmly against her butt. As he started thrusting, he could feel Kylie clamp her vagina tightly around his shaft.
To maximise his enjoyment, he tried long, slow, deliberate thrusts; extending the thrust length by bring the withdrawal to the point of nearly exiting Kylie's vagina, then pushing himself in so far his pubis was separating Kylie's gorgeous little butt cheeks. He could still feel the rear of Kylie's vaginal opening raking firmly across the top of his shaft, meaning the lower part of his shaft was still raking the front of her vaginal wall and the sensitive tissue than lay beneath it.
Perhaps allowing himself to follow Kylie's lead, Matt permitted the groans of pleasure to escape his mouth, notwithstanding some recognition Lucy would be listening to it all. It mattered little because Matt's thrusting had restarted Kylie's moans more loudly than his; seemingly prolonging and intensifying her orgasm, rather than starting a new one.
But by this stage Matt was focused on his own pleasure. Those little tendrils of pleasure were soon invading his shaft; random at first, but soon filling it. Like an electronic board that had closed all the points of contact and completed the circuit, his brain lit up in a moment of intense pleasure, before he was overwhelmed by the ecstasy of the first ejeculative rush.
He collapsed down on Kylie's back, sliding his hands under her chest to cup her breasts, as he vocalised his enjoyment, holding himself in full penetration. In the moment between its passing and the intense sensation of the second one, he face planted his head onto the pillow right in front of Kylie's nose; avoiding deafening her with his vocalisation of the second, and then third and fourth ejeculative rushes.
After that it took just the slightest jiggling of his erection inside Kylie's warm vagina to trigger additional shuddering rushes of pleasure; which he took to the fullest.
As his orgasm subsided, he lay there, momentarily spent. Her face already pushed against it, Kylie kissed him on the cheek...
"That was incredible."
Matt could almost feel the smile on her face as she said that. Deflecting from taking t as the compliment that Kylie intended it to be, Matt could only reply...
"Yes it was."
It was quite a comfortable little place Matt found himself in at that moment. Resting nicely on Kylie's delightful little body with an erection still pleasurably buried in her. The thought teasingly occurred to him of whether she'd just let him drift off to sleep in that position. Yea, nuh.
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During the next three weeks, Lucy's sex education and acclimatisation to sexual interaction continued.
Matt still thought he didn't see any substantive progress in dealing with what he guessed was her real problem -- Lucy being what he suspected was on the spectrum and the sensory issues that derived from that about being touched or in too close a contact with someone.
She would still lie almost frozen in place as Matt fingered her; her inner self screaming in a sort of mental pain at the invasion of her personal space. But at the same time, her body would appropriately respond to the stimulation of her erogenous zones and both the physical evidence of her response and her words suggested her orgasms were becoming more intense and pleasurable.
Like any aversion therapy, she was acclimatising to the trauma.
For the first time, on the previous Wednesday, they had both been naked. Matt correctly discerned that the real breakthrough there was Lucy presenting herself naked, rather than her tolerating Matt's nakedness. It was clear Lucy trusted him and was not intimated by his naked body. But it was equally clear she was still struggling against her paralysing sense of modesty.
But even in that area, progress was being made.
Her breasts no longer seemed to be within the area of concern for private exposure. At her sister's, Kylie's, suggestion, they had both for a couple of weeks now, had dinner with Matt while the girls were dressed in nothing more than their tiny bikini bottoms as a deliberate way of acclimatising Lucy to breast exposure and it was something she seemed to have grown increasingly relaxed about -- at least in the company of Matt and her sister.
It just happened to be a suggestion that Matt was the principle beneficiary of; making the dinners increasingly entertaining for him too.
Lucy had also seemed to have adjusted to the minimalist covering of her sexual organs by the tiny bikini pants that had formed the last line of the defence of her modesty.
But she had been very reluctant to give up that last line of defence.
Matt by now was well familiar with Lucy telling him at the start of each session what the objectives for that day were. And he could see in that her sister's influence. He knew it was something the two sisters talked about and decided on well before he became involved.
Twice the removal of her pants and the presenting of herself naked had been on the list. And twice Lucy had demurred at the last moment, instead having him finger her with his hands down her pants.
But the previous Wednesday they had finally come off and Matt had for the first time, fingered to a climax, a completely naked Lucy.
But Lucy's stress in achieving that objective was there to see. She had removed them while sitting on the bed at the very last moment and, instead of neatly folding them and putting them on her dresser as she had always done with the bikini top since that had been part of the routine, she flopped onto her back the moment they were off, holding them tensely in her far hand. And they'd gone back on the very moment she'd finished her climax; before bringing things to a finish with the now routine hand job on Matt.
Matt had tried not to add to her discomfort by being seen to take too much interest in the sight of her nakedness. But he had been teased by it for too long not to take some opportunity to view it. That was mainly as he leaned over her body to suck her far breast as he fingered her; the half turn of his head down her body letting him twist his eyes far enough to see where his fingers disappeared below her mons and between her legs.
It confirmed what his fingers and the tightly fitted bikini pants she normally wore had already told him. Like her sister, she had the most beautiful and sensuously bulging mons; with her crease extending half way up the front of it. Except Lucy's was covered in a sparse well-trimmed mat of pubic hair, whereas Kylie's was devoid of any covering.
It had, from the first time she did it, surprised Matt (and no less Kylie and maybe even Lucy), that Lucy engaging with his erection for the purpose of a hand job wasn't the problem he thought it would be. As she knelt alongside Matt after her own climax, she'd quickly got the hang of using both hands wrapped around his shaft to being him to a climax, using his pre-cum and dribbles of saliva to lubricate it. She even took some interest and pleasure in watching his ejaculate shoot all over his lower chest and stomach; although wasn't keen to touch the stuff.
Lucy's response to her complete nakedness had been only slightly better the following Sunday. Which was why he was surprised by a call he had from Kylie the following Tuesday. It was to give him a heads up that Lucy planned to straddle and non-penetratively ride him for the usual Wednesday night session the following evening.
Matt first of all had to ask what a 'non-penetrative riding' was. Kylie explained that it was Lucy straddling him and rubbing her clit up and down his erection as he lay under her. The girls thought it would be a good intermediate path to more serious things.
He then questioned whether Lucy was really ready for it, given her obvious stress at being fully naked. Kylie indicated it was largely Lucy's idea.
It was only then Matt raised an idea that he'd been playing with for a while to mark the first time there was serious sexual interaction between them. It had always concerned him that in her 31 years Lucy had never been on a date; never even been asked on one. Why such an attractive woman had never even been hit on for a date he couldn't fathom; but it was time she was. He added that getting her just tipsy enough to reduce her inhibitions and nerves might be useful too.
Kylie liked the thought, but indicated Lucy clearly had the final say; telling Matt Lucy was aware of the conversation they were having, so Matt could ask her assuming full knowledge of where things were heading.
And so Matt arranged a date with Lucy for the following night.
Matt rocked up to Lucy's at the appointed 7 pm, having quickly changed after work into a pair of well ironed chinos and an open necked collared shirt. With lace up shoes, he was definitely dressed a step up from his usual visiting clothes.
When Lucy answered the door, he nearly fell backwards down the stairs. She was dressed in a tightly fitted, mini sheath dress. The spaghetti shoulder straps supported small triangles covering her breasts that displayed a lot of cleavage and, as he soon enough discovered, a lot of her back.
This was not in any way Lucy's style and he correctly guessed it was probably one of Kylie's dresses she'd been 'forced' to wear by Kylie. Forced, in the sense she'd been encouraged and cajoled by Kylie to the point she'd agreed.
She looked cock-growingly stunning. Probably better in it that Kylie might have looked because of Lucy's slightly slimmer waist. And had she been going around in this style of clothing, instead of her usual figure hiding style, there would have been no way this would have been her first date.
Instinctively, and out of habit, he bent in and kissed her briefly on the cheek, even though their previous interactions had studiously avoided any kissing; and indeed any facial interaction at all. It had happened so quickly Lucy didn't even have time to react, so when Matt realised what he'd done, he couldn't really get a reading on whether Lucy had found it confronting. He decided to save that question and any apology for the dinner conversation.
Matt had deliberately chosen a nice restrauent a few blocks away to let them walk. Asking her if they could hold hands as they walked, Matt was pleased when Lucy agreed, although not entirely surprised. Shaking hands had always been her substitute for hugs, so that degree of inter-human contact seemed to be within her comfort zone.
The dinner had seen Lucy at her conversational best; more so after her first glass of wine. One of the effects of her being on the spectrum -- if she is -- is a tendency to overshare information. In Lucy's case it can make for a very entertaining conversation, giving Matt a much deeper understanding of her and her past, while also providing no shortage of gossip about common acquaintances.
All while the view Matt had down her cleavage as she sat opposite him, left him with the best part of a full boner.
As for the kiss? Lucy acknowledged it happened so quickly she didn't feel confronted by it and no apology was necessary.
Because the conversation flowed so easily, the dinner went on longer than either of them expected, dragged out a little longer still as they loitered to finish the bottle of wine they shared -- the effect of which prolonged it even further.
His judgement emboldened by the effect of the wine, they'd only gone a 100 meters down the road towards Lucy's place before Matt, playfully responding to a tease from Lucy, moved his hand holding hers around her back, where his fingers spread themselves across the far side of her butt cheek; in the process, drawing her body against him.
As with the kiss, it had been an instinct driven moment; a repetition of a playful action he, and many other couples through history, had used in similar circumstances. But as his brain caught up with his actions, Matt found himself frozen by indecision. Lucy was now in significant contact with him in a way she would usually shun.
Was he forcing her to do something she didn't want to do? Was it just a bit of alcohol reducing her inhibitions? He didn't want to pull away if she was actually accepting of the situation, because, if so, it was substantial progress in normalising her relations with others. But nor did he want to erode her trust in him.
He did the only thing he could think of...
"Sorry. I did that instinctively. Would you like me to move my hand away and just go back to holding yours?"
Lucy paused.
"No. I need to get used to this. Keep it where it is."
Having announced that decision, Lucy seemed to Matt to be able to continue their previously pleasant conversation as if nothing out of the ordinary was occurring. That he thought was a good sign.
In the end, they got home much later than either of them had expected. When Kylie met them at the door and questioned how the evening had been, Lucy replied with what he read as a genuine...
"Really nice..."
But then continued in a tone that sounded like someone being led off to an execution...
"But we might retire straight to the bedroom."
As Lucy closed the bedroom door behind her, she nervously turned to Matt...
"So, I think Kylie has already told you what we were planning for tonight. I assume that's OK with you?"
Matt grinned at her in a way he intended would break the ice. Or so he hoped anyway.
"Of course. The question is always whether it's OK with you."
Lucy managed a slight smile in return.
"Yes. I just thought things are moving too slowly and this seemed like a way of accelerating them. Would you like to get undressed?"
Matt kicked of his shoes and noticed Lucy standing watching him as he undid the buttons on his shirt and draped it over a chair. Standing straight with his chest puffed and tightened to present the best view of his body to her that he could, he turned to Lucy to ask...
"Would you like me to take your dress off?"
Lucy hesitated again...
"Yea, OK."
She leant slightly towards Matt, letting him grab the dress by its lower hem and reverse peel it off her body without standing too close to her. Matt already knew she was bra-less. That was pretty obvious from the view he'd had of her over dinner. So the peel reduced her to her panties.
To Matt's surprise, they weren't the heavy cotton, high wasted panties he'd expected. She instead had on a pair of low waisted, string sided panties made of what was obviously a thin stretch material -- not that dissimilar to the bikini pants she'd worn during their sexual interactions until recently. Lucy was clearly changing her habits and pushing her boundaries in more ways than Matt had recognised.
Still, he didn't dare suggest he take those off for her too. Instead, he dropped his pants and undies to expose the erection that had already formed in them and, having shaken them off his feet, climbed on the bed to lie on his back and await his being mounted by Lucy.
He tried not to look at her as she demurely dropped her panties, bending towards him, her breasts dangling temptingly within his reach. But her exposed beauty was too great to be resisted. As she stood back upright, he turned his face towards the ceiling, giving her the opportunity to move into position without being stared at.
After straddling him, Lucy eased her vulva down onto Matt's erection, where it lay on his lower stomach, using her hands on her knees to inefficiently balance herself. She sat on it for a moment, as if, from Matt's point of view, waiting for something to happen. For Lucy, that something was waiting for herself to become more aroused than she was.
She'd entered the room almost in a state of some arousal, almost looking forward to this new experience and watching Matt take his shirt off had enhanced that. But undressing and climbing in a state of nakedness over Matt had unsettled that. Now the physical sensation of sitting on Matt's hard erection was slowing reigniting her sense of passion; more so as she let her slightly drunken state reduce her inbuilt inhibitions.
Matt felt Lucy slowly start to move her vulva against his erection. He could almost sense her labia open and wrap themselves around the top half of his erection. As her movements became more pronounced, he felt her moisten, her body moving more smoothly against the firm flesh of his manhood.
But he could tell Lucy was having some issues with controlling the movement of her body with her hands placed on her own knees. They didn't provided the relative fixing she needed to move against Matt's body. Finally, although he could tell, almost reluctantly, she placed her hands on his chest.
That seemed to make a big difference. Matt could sense she was 'getting into it'; her movements more definitive and measured and her breathing becoming heavier.
That had started her breasts wobbling, much to Matt's entertainment. Finally he brought his hands up to place on her breasts; letting Lucy own movements stimulate her nipples on the palms of his hands.
It was only at this stage that Matt permitted himself a good look at where Lucy's vulva sat on his cock. The bell of his shaft emerged from under her mound, confirming what he felt -- that she was riding the centre of it. The bell would be pushed down into his stomach and almost disappear as she moved forward, to spring up a bit and display maybe a third of the length of his shaft as she rocked back.
But it also let him look at her sensuous mons; made more so by the way the cleft in the base of it wrapped around the upper surface of his manhood, opening up the vertical part of the crease that extended up the mons.
Looking up, he saw Lucy's eyes were closed, even as she moaned quietly in pleasure. Maybe she just felt like closing them, but something told Matt it was more to help her create an out of body experience; one that let her escape the torture of her close physical contact with Matt, and her nakedness, while still enjoying the stimulation of her body.
What he didn't know was the Lucy was also using her slight inebriation almost as an excuse to herself to go beyond her usual boundaries; so to that extent, Matt's idea of the date was having the desired effect.
Lucy could feel herself moving slowly to an orgasm; but maybe too slowly. She felt something was wrong. If not really wrong, then at least not working as well as it might, at least compared to when Matt fingers her. She wondered if the way she was riding Matt meant that only the end of her clit was being stimulated and she needed to push his cock deeper into her crease.
She moved forward on Matt's shaft until the bell at the end of it was pushed fully into her crease. Now, as she rocked, she could feel the top of the bell rub against the whole length of her clit, which was much more exciting. But getting the rocking right was more difficult. If she just moved back and forwards on him while sitting on him with her full weight, she could feel the bell being dragged across her vaginal opening and then pushed back to collide with her clit. Gently of course, because she was controlling it. But it wasn't moving across it as much as she would have liked.
Helped a little by her inebriated state, and wanting to make this first truly physical interaction with Matt -- with any male -- as good as she could, Lucy surprised herself by applying more initiative to the activity than she thought she had in her.
Raising herself a bit, she brought the fingers of one hand between her legs and placed a fingertip on the bell of Matt's shaft, holding his shaft up against her crease and controlling the pressure it applied to her.
Now as she rocked back and forwards, the end of the bell would ride up and over the length of her clit, powerfully stimulating it both as she rocked forward and then rocked back again. The only issue as far as Lucy was concerned was that, because his shaft now approached her body at a slight angle, if she pulled back too far -- which was not very far at all -- the tip of his shaft tended to shallowly penetrate her as she moved forward again, instead of sliding along the floor of her crease.
She was surprised how sanguine she felt about that. It was of course something she could control. All she had to do was stop rocking forward, pull back a bit and make sure with the next forward movement she guided his shaft past her vaginal opening to correct the situation. Still, she thought any act of penetration would cause her to panic and freeze up and she was pleasantly surprised to find that it didn't.
Emboldened, and helped by her inebriation, she started to experiment; letting the shaft go a little deeper. Not very deep really, but enough to tell her that penetration wasn't something to be feared; or so it seemed. But Matt's finger penetration of her had already told her that; especially as he'd moved up to inserting three fingers as he'd played with her g spot.
Once, just once, she let it go further. Just far enough she felt that first sensation of her g spot being stimulated as the angle of the shaft caused it to be raked heavily across the front wall of her vagina. But it was the less pleasant, slightly uncomfortable, prelude to the good sensation that she felt.
Deciding that wasn't the mission she'd set out to achieve, and in any case really enjoying the way her clit was being stimulated, she went back to stimulating her clit; accepting the occasional slight penetration, but not exaggerating them.
It wasn't that Matt hadn't notice all this.
When Lucy had been pleasuring herself on the centre of his shaft, he'd had no concern about his endurance. It was nice, more so because he could see it was working for her, but it wasn't going to boil him over.
As she'd moved to the tip of his shaft, Lucy had also bent forward; the combined movement more or less dangling her breasts right in front of his face. He'd happily taken a nipple into his mouth and stimulated it with his tongue; while fingering the other one -- swapping occasionally.
But the bell of his shaft, and the bit just below it, seemed a lot more sensitive. Lucy was sloppy wet by this stage and he could almost feel the edge of the bell being flipped against her firm nub. He could certainly feel it pass against the almost hard opening to her vagina as she occasionally slipped it inside -- much to his surprise.
Lucy by this stage was strongly vocalising her pleasure. He could tell she didn't have far to go.



But there was a spot on his shaft that was throwing out more than a tendril of pleasure. It was searingly hot into the pleasure zone, with another where her finger guided his shaft. He was in major danger of boiling over before she got there, and that was something he definitely didn't want to do.
He prayed for Lucy to climax while doing everything in his power to delay what seemed to be the inevitable. He had no ability to reduce Lucy's stimulation of it. Any movement by him was immediately compensated for by her as she continued to pleasure herself. And with her breasts dangling right in front of him, with one in his mouth, distracting thoughts were hard to come by.
Closing his eyes and thinking uncomfortable thoughts helped a little, but could delay things for long.
It was with enormous relief Matt heard Lucy groan loudly as she made her climax. It was with enormous surprise Matt suddenly found his shaft pushed into a half penetration of her. He couldn't hold it a moment longer. He let it rip; bellowing out his own groan of pleasure as the first rope shot up his shaft.
Until that moment his hands had done nothing more than present themselves as something for Lucy to rub her nipples on; Matt figuring the usual hands on her butt that he'd do in that situation might not be welcome. Now uncontrollable instinct took over. He grabbed her butt with both hands and pinned her hips as he thrust himself to full penetration and screwed himself around inside her, all as additional ejeculative waves of pleasure wracked his shaft and the feeling of Lucy's contractions pummelled it.
He came to his senses enough to remove his hands soon after that initial flush, but when an additional wave of pleasure struck him, he still had trouble resisting the need to mini-thrust her and screw himself around again.
Even after Matt had pretty well finished his orgasm, he could still fell the feint contractions of Lucy's continue as she hung prostrate above him, her arms supporting her, leaving the only point of contact between their bodies the shaft that lay deep inside her.
Matt looked up at her face. He eyes were still closed, and had been all along, as if trying to block out his presence. There was something in her post climatic countenance that was different to that of other women he'd made love to. She didn't seem to have that oxytocin driven glow and desire for attachment that he saw in the face of others.
Clearly, she had enjoyed the pleasure of the orgasm. But it was almost like it had been a solo affair; as was so often the case when he'd fingered her. He wondered how she would unwrap herself from their present engagement.
Without opening her eyes, Lucy rocked forward, withdrawing Matt's still firm erection from her body and letting his shaft flop with a light thud against his stomach, followed by a discharge of his cum. Matt watched in interest as she lifted her leg across his body, in the process turning herself around leaving her kneeling with her back to him; at the same time reaching across to the table where she placed a hand towel.
If she only knew that, in Matt's eyes, her beautifully sculptured naked bottom was just as sexual as her front.
Having cleaned herself up, she put her panties back on before turning and offering the towel to Matt.
It was late. Much later than Matt thought would be the case. Normally he would stay the night with Kylie. Actually, normally by now he'd be giving her a good fucking. But no prior arrangements had been made for what was to come next. As Lucy slipped a flimsy nightie on, Matt asked...
"Should I retire off to Kylie's room?"
"No, she's expecting you to spend the night with me if that's OK."
'So', Matt thought, 'Lucy's giving herself another first.' In a way he was surprised her sleeping attire for this wasn't more substantial. The first night he spent with Kylie, Lucy had gone to bed in a track suit. She was obviously pushing a lot of boundaries on herself. She knew by now that Matt slept naked.
"That's fine. Indeed, a privilege. I assume you don't want any cuddling?"
"That's a fair assumption. Not yet anyway."
Matt noted the qualification in her answer. Lucy was already contemplating additional challenges for herself.
After they both rotated through the bathroom, Matt lay in the bed, watching as Lucy switched off the light. He was taken a bit by surprise by how dark Lucy's room was. Unlike Kylie's room, it was pitch black with heavy, blackout blinds over the window. There was just a feint red nightlight on the floor power point near the bathroom door. Lucy had to feel her way to the bed in what Matt assumed was a now well practiced routine. Apart from the night light, the only light in the room was the faintest sliver appearing under the door. Since he had to get up early for work, and there was no night visible clock in the room, he knew that would be a challenge for the morning.
Matt drifted into wakefulness at what his body told him must be something close to the morning. He was lying facing towards Lucy, feeling rather warm because of Lucy's heavy bedclothes in what was still summer weather.
He'd kicked off the covers down to his waist during the night. With his eyes now adjusted to the dark, he found himself able to first focus, and then increasingly make out the features, of Lucy sleeping in the bed with him.
The folded back cover extended across to her side too. As his vision calcified, he first could make out the outline of her upper breast and then discerned that, with a mismatch between the movement of the loose fitting nightie and the gravitational pull of her breast, it was actually fully exposed; resting in the deep v of the nightie that would normally expose her cleavage.
Lucy's breasts, like Kylie's, were special. There was something uniquely sexual about them, over and above their size relative to her body. The perky ski jump shape of them was part of that, but the way the nipple sat right on the apex of the jump, with seemingly swollen areola supporting them, multiplied their suggestiveness.
Matt's eyes bore into the outline of them that he could see. He'd woken with a night hard on and it simply hardened further as he enjoyed the visual stimulation in front of him.
But as the fog of sleep increasingly cleared, he recognised he needed to work out whether he needed to get up yet. Lifting his head, he a bright line of light under the door told. It may have assisted his perving at Lucy's breast, but it also told him it was well and truly time for him to get up. He knew Lucy tended to sleep in, but Matt's approach to mornings had always been an early rise, allowing for a more leisurely preparation for work.
Mind you, his work clothes were in the car and the darkness of the room made finding his clothes from last night without waking Lucy something of an impossibility -- especially since they were around the other side of the bed because he hadn't really been sure which side of the bed would be allocated to him.
He snuck out of bed and creeped out of the room, reasonably assuming Kylie wouldn't be offended by either his nakedness or his prominent, and somewhat randy feeling, morning erection. His clothing situation could be rectified after some breakfast.
As he entered the hallway, he first noticed that it wasn't quite as late as he thought. A bright light was shining in the hall which was the actual cause of the light he'd seen under the door. If anything it might have been a bit earlier than his usual wakeup time.
At the end of the hall, the artificial light in the kitchen enhancing the early morning one, and the slight sound of movement, told him Kylie was already up. Matt found her dressed in her usual morning attire; a silken like mini robe, loosely tied around her waist, the top hanging open, her breasts almost exposed. Normally she'd be wearing a tiny pair of string sided panties underneath.
Kylie's usual "good morning" greeting was familiar enough. Normally of course, Matt and Kylie would just have got out of the same bed, so the process of good morning greetings would generally have been carried out horizontally before they got up. But Matt noticed there was something purposeful in the way Kylie walked towards him; her eyes taking more than occasional glances down at the exposed erection bisecting his lower stomach.
The truth was, Kylie had found herself feeling much more deprived from allowing Lucy the night with Matt than she had expected to be and had determined to get her share before Matt had to get ready for work. She knew how dark Lucy's room was and how the light penetrated under the door, and had turned the hall light on in the hope it would get Matt out of the room earlier.
As Kylie embraced Matt, he felt the flesh of her naked mons start to rub up against his shaft. There was an intensity to Kylie's kissing and embrace that went far beyond a mere greeting. Matt of course responded. Making love to Lucy the previous night might have drained his balls, but it had not met any need for passion and Matt had already worked out Kylie had much more than a peck on the cheek in mind.
That became more obvious as she first stood on her toes, then wrapped one leg around Matt's as she attempted to lift herself enough to be penetrated by him, all while continuing to pash him crazily. Matt helped her along by bending his knees just enough to let his erection be surged through her crease to easily find her vagina ready to receive him.
Picking up her legs and letting her hook them around his legs, he walked to the nearest clear kitchen bench, depositing Kylie's butt gently upon it. As the bench took her weight, she momentarily unwrapped her arms from Matt and straightened them out to let the now dishevelled robe fall off her body, leaving her as naked as Matt.
Matt encouraged her to lie back as he took her legs and slipped her bottom a little off the table to lower her crotch to where his penetration of her was comfortable, while any thrusts would be at a sharply upward angle, supporting her with hands placed on the cheeks of her bottom.
Almost as soon as Matt started thrusting, Kylie felt her g spot being heavily stimulated; moaning quietly in pleasure on the second thrust and responding at an increased volume with every subsequent one. Matt's action had taken her by surprise. She'd never been taken on a kitchen bench before. She'd laid a towel neatly on her bed, thinking that would be where she'd drag Matt off to and knowing she was likely to squirt on her climax if Matt did his usual trick.
Here on the bench, on the angle he was approaching her, he was taking it to a whole new level.
Kylie knew she was making enough noise to wake Lucy, even from her usual deep morning sleep, but couldn't, or rather was unwilling to, suppress her expression of the unprecedented pleasure Matt was giving her.
As for Matt, well, he'd never taken a woman on a kitchen bench before either. When Kylie had come on to him, it was just a case of it was there and seemed at the time perfect to give her the sort of g spot banging that turned her on. He had to take it easy, because his shaft had to almost bend to slide deeper into her vagina with his upward thrust. But Kylie was making it clear to him it was having the desired effect.
And the upside for him was he got to look down and watch his shaft disappear into her delectable body, her porn quality vulva adding to the frission of each thrust. As for his shaft? Well, for him any penetrative sex is nice, but it wasn't hitting the sort of notes that were going to boil him over. Unlike the previous night with Lucy, Matt felt he could bang away at Kylie for an hour like this without being in danger of a premature ejaculation.
But it was clear this wasn't going to take an hour. It wasn't even going to take five minutes. Kylie's excitement and arousal was palpable. She was soon squirming in Matt's hands; the rise and fall, twisting and turning of her hips almost synchronised with her ever louder moans. Matt wasn't sure whether she was just responding to the pleasure, or trying to twist and turn his shaft inside her body to increase it further, but just gave her the latitude to do what she wanted to.
If the volume of the noise she made as she came, or the amount of squirting she did, was any indication, her climax was a monster. The legs she had around Matt's hips squeezed him tightly.
Matt rapidly jerked the tip of his shaft against where he thought her g spot was in what seemed to be a successful attempt to prolong her orgasm as Kylie continued to moan and twist about. As it started to fade, Matt penetrated her as deeply as the awkward angle of his approach would permit, feeling her contractions pummel his hard shaft and starting to ponder how he should approach his own climax, given the difficulty of getting really satisfying thrusts in her present position.
Kylie, if she was in any condition to have spoken whole words, could have told Matt that her orgasm was in fact a monster. Maybe the best she'd ever had. It just seemed to go on forever; more so as Matt continued to stimulate her.
But Matt wasn't the only one contemplating the next move. Kylie, full of oxytocin from her orgasm, but even before that, already randy and full of needy lust, had desires on Matt that couldn't really be fulfilled on the cold, hard, kitchen bench.
As Matt started to long thrust her, she built up the courage to say...
"Wait, can we finish this on my bed where you can really fuck me hard."
That suited Matt, so as he replied..."Sure."... He withdrew from Kylie and offered her a hand to get down from the bench. The squirting mess on the floor could wait. The thought had occurred to him to try and carry her fully penetrated into the bedroom, but the dynamics of getting her there and then easing her onto the bed that way seemed like a lot of effort for no or little reward; at least compared to the good fucking that awaited him in the bedroom.
Kylie confidently led the way into her room, spread-eagling her naked body on her bed, leaving Matt no doubt as to what was expected of him.
Watching Kylie's sultry body lead the way meant his manhood had lost none of its enthusiasm or hardness on the way to the bed, but Matt did hope it might have given it time for something of a reset on its endurance. His climax into Lucy the previous night might have felt nice, but it was a disappointment in denying him any opportunity of vaginal thrusting before he came. And Matt liked the feeling of banging away at a woman. Not in a nasty or harsh way; just the sense he was - he had trouble putting words to it -- using it as it was meant to be used.
His shaft slid back into Kylie as easily as it had come out. But, as he raised his upper torso on outstretched arms, he was still caught by surprise when Kylie reiterated her previous order...
"Fuck me hard. Don't hold back."
Kylie had her own, far from innocent, reasons for bringing this part of their love making back to the comfort of her bed.
She had never had a lover with the physique of a man like Matt. Nowhere near. She had objectified him and his body ever since Lucy had first introduced him to her. Had it not been for conflicting work schedules and the fact he'd previously had a girlfriend, she might well have spent every Saturday sitting behind the lifeguards tent lusting after him and trying to get to know him better. The plot to use Matt as a sex instructor for Lucy while Kylie ensured sexual frustration didn't cause him to rush things had been a dream come true for her; more so when Matt had agreed.
The males she'd had banging away at her to date had been insipid by comparison.
As his upper torso rose over her, Kylie stared transfixed at his bulging biceps and pecs, his broad shoulders and tapered torso and ripped chest and stomach. Even his manhood too felt -- for want of a better description -- ripped by comparison with her previous lovers.
Matt had great technique for giving her orgasms. She'd been given experiences she'd never had before and admired him for it. But in satisfying her needs, it seemed to her Matt lost some of his objectifiable manliness. Too gentle, too kind and thoughtful. Every girl's dream maybe and not something ever to be changed.
But from time to time -- and that included right now -- she wanted to be fucked by every bit of the man he could be. She wasn't expecting this to give her an orgasm. He'd just done that and her body was still awash with the pleasure hormones he'd triggered. No, she just wanted to be fucked by a man whose performance and display made her feel she was being fuck by a man worthy of fertilising her body and being the father of her babies -- even if that wasn't able to happen just then. She wanted to see him work himself up into a lather of sexual excitement before exploding inside her.
She was pleased Matt took to heart her instruction to fuck her hard. She trusted him to know what that meant. His thrusts were firm and full, coming to a crashing halt as the base of his shaft collided with her vaginal opening. She intentionally gripped him medium lightly. Enough she hoped to make his efforts worthwhile, but not enough to accelerate his climax.
Kylie could see him staring transfixed at her breasts. Objectification worked both ways and she was more than happy to transmit enough of his crashing thrusts up her torso to cause them to wobble slightly with each thrust.
Matt's masculine, deep baritone grunts, which quickly developed with the effort of each thrust, only increased her desire.
She could see and feel Matt exploring what gave him more pleasure. Fast thrusts, slower harder ones, short jerky one and long deeply penetrating ones. He was trying them all.
He tried something new when he actually seemed to try and use his shaft to lift her hips after a thrust came to a crashing end against her vaginal opening, following that by twisting his shaft around. The first one caught her by surprise, but as he repeated it, she surrendered to, really assisted without overriding Matt's actions, her body being elevated and screwed about in that way. Immediately she was rewarded with a massive stimulation as her already sensitised clit and g spot were triggered by being rubbed in the process; the former against Matt's pubis, the latter against the thickness of his shaft.
She involuntarily moaned out loud and even overrode Matt's screwing about with additional movements of her own to multiply and extend the pleasure, before relaxing back down to let him do it again. As she opened her eyes and look back up at Matt, she found him grinning down at her as he delivered another one; harder, faster and with a more powerful lift and screw.
Again she surrendered to, and assisted, the action, deliberately throwing her breasts up for Matt's visual pleasure. Again as Matt screwed about in and against her she felt an overwhelming stimulation, grabbing his bottom cheeks and screwing herself all the harder.
Suddenly aware she was about to cum, she kept doing it, even after Matt was seemingly ready to deposit her back on the bed. Taking the hint, Matt waited there as Kylie continued to twist and squirm against him, moaning loudly in her excitement, until...
"Oh fuck, oh shit, oooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...aaaahhhhhhhhh."
Kylie might have stopped stimulating herself when she started to cum, but seeing an opportunity to prolong her pleasure, Matt put an arm under the small of her waist and keep screwing himself around until he was satisfied there was little more for her to give.
Putting her back fully on the bed, Matt went back to a slowly repeated, long hard thrusts, accompanied by his baritone grunts.
Kylie tightened her grip on him a bit, thinking it was now all about him; looking up at his ever so masculine face and body. But she found she continued to be stimulated by his thrusts; unable to resist the need to express her pleasure in a succession of moans.



Matt hadn't set out to make her cum in the way she did. But once he'd discovered her reaction to his actions, he was more than willing to bring her to a climax. He was surprised just how quickly she'd climaxed. Now he was even more surprised to find that even just thrusting for his own pleasure was stimulating her. It wasn't just her moans. Her breathing was again becoming faster and she had her hands spread out wide grasping and pulling at the sheet under them.
The effort of just holding himself up as he was and banging her was becoming a bit tiring. He'd been ready to increase his own stimulation -- something he knew he could do by more firmly rubbing his shaft on the front of her vaginal opening as he withdrew it and plunged it back in -- to bring forward his own climax. But he wasn't really in a hurry. He loved to see her cum and loved just how passionate she got afterwards.
She was quivering under him as her moans again got louder, palpable signs of what was building inside her.
Matt watched as her head flopped back, her lips formed a perfect circle and her orgasm was signified by a mournful...
"Ooooooooorrrrrrrrrrrrrrr....oooooooooorrrrrrrrr...aaaaaaahhhhhhhh."
Kylie didn't know what Matt was doing to her. No previous lover banging away at her in the missionary position had ever had her close to cumming. They had to work harder than that.
Matt felt her contractions powerfully pummelling his still thrusting manhood, her vagina tighter than it had been before, the first tendrils of pre-ejeculative pleasure starting to seep into his shaft. He saw her eyes open and stare up at him, only for them to close again as her head sunk deeper into the mattress and she lapsed into another orgasm...
"Ooooorrrrrrrrr...ooooorrrrrrrrrrrrr...oooooooorrrrrrrrrr...aaaaaarrrrrrrrrr."
By now those tendrils of pleasure Matt was feeling were starting to join up. It was not the searing hot single point of overstimulated pleasure that Lucy had done to him last night. It was milder, more spread out and so, for that moment anyway less indicative of an immediate climax. But it was coming. Coming soon.
Matt decided to make the most of it; thrusting hard and fast at Kylie as she squirmed about, throwing her hips up and generally, it seemed to him, working herself up to yet another orgasm, all at the same time.
Kylie felt a little out of control in all of this; like someone had pinned her down, stuffed some sort of magic climax inducing vibrator up her vagina and, as she started to recognise the over the top reaction she was having, tickling her unmercifully all at the same time. And above it all, Matt's oh so masculine voice was demonstrating he was building to a climax too as those baritone grunts got louder and were heavily tinged with groans of ecstasy.
As she herself felt the onset of another climax, she sensed Matt's manhood surge and then explode inside her, hosing her cervix with rope after rope of fast jetted cum, as he let out a bellowing cry and, collapsing down on her, then proceeded to moan in her ears as his climax continued for much longer than she was used to seeing guys do.
Matt lay there on top of Kylie, panting heavily and yet sensing that, even after dumping such a heavy load in her, there was more to give. Instinctively, he thrust her a couple more times, to be rewarded with another wave of his orgasm, turning his head away from where it rested alongside Kylie's, so that his vocalisation of his pleasure didn't deafen her.
As Kylie's climax finished and the oxytocin it generated kicked in, she wrapped her arms around Matt's neck and kissed his cheek all over, squirming under him to rub her whole body against his. Finding Matt tensed up as he used his knees and elbows to support some of his weight and wanting more freedom of movement to express her passion than her supine position under Matt allowed, she singled for them to roll over.
Matt complied, even though his erection was still rock hard and sensitive; still feeling to him like it was dribbling out additional squirts of cum and rewarding him with pleasure signals for his efforts. As Kylie came on top, it was like unleashing a torrent of passion as she clamped her vagina on his shaft and rubbed her body and limbs up and down on him, while kissing everywhere from his forehead to his chest.
The stimulation of his shaft that her passionate movement caused unleashed yet another wave of Matt's orgasm; this one even more intense than the previous one. He grabbed her bottom and pushed his erection as deeply into her as was humanly possible, lifting his hips slightly to let him screw his cock around inside her as it felt to him like yet more dribbles and squirts of after cum were flushed out of his cock.
As that wave subsided, Matt found himself completely spent. He was aware of Kylie's nubile body being enthuastically rubbed against his. Even more aware that his manhood was still hard and delightfully buried in her and being moved about by her own movements. But he could also sense he had nothing more to give. He needed a moment of quiet repose before he could even think of responding to Kylie in the way she was responding to him.
As his energy came back, he wrapped Kylie in his arms and rolled them both on their sides where Matt could express his own passion. For the first time he responded to her kissing with those of his own, their lips soon merging and their tongues soon fighting each other's for dominance as they tussled inside their mouths.
Matt's manhood was still hard. He had no illusions that there'd be a second cumming or that what he had was a fast refracting second erection. But, while it lasted, it felt good in her body and he pushed his pubis hard up against her tightly clamped vaginal opening and screwed and jerked it about for all it was worth.
And as it turned out, it was worth quite a lot. Suddenly Kylie froze, took a deep intake of breath and with a prolonged moan into his mouth, came one last time.
But it was the end of Matt's erection. They rolled about in their mutual pleasure for a while before the need to get up and get ready for work overtook them.
In a way, all three of them lamented that the last 24 hours didn't include a group dinner with the lay it all out and put it on the table discussion that usually entailed.
Kylie lamented it the most. Having surrendered Matt to Lucy for the night had been much more of a sacrifice than she'd expected. She'd found she'd needed him, both physically and emotionally. And she couldn't assume it was a one off. If Lucy was going to be trained to share a bed with a man, it had to be a constantly repeated exercise. Maybe, she wondered, it was time for Matt to spend more nights at their place. Maybe he should move in.
And her feeling for Matt were becoming complex. The lust had always been there, but she was beginning to feel an emotional connection that sometimes overwhelmed her. She wondered if it was too early to raise the 'L' word and how it fitted in with the present arrangements.
Matt had been caught by surprise by Lucy's sudden acceptance of his manhood into her body, let alone it being for the purpose of his orgasm. He'd been hoping Kylie might tease out her thought process. Plus he too, apart from the sexual satisfaction it gave him, was becoming increasingly attached to both girls. Only fear stopped him using the 'L' word. Can you love two women without causing problems?
As for Lucy, she was considering the possibility she had discovered lust. Maybe, just maybe, she wasn't the complete asexual she and everyone else thought she was. The invasion of her personal space and physical contact that sex involved was still a major problem; but she was starting to come to terms with the cost/benefit of sex and accepted the benefits might win out. As for love, well, she certainly felt a degree of lust for Matt well above all others. And even a raised sense of attachment. The question that she'd not even started to contemplate was whether she could feel love for him -- indeed for anyone. Because while she was somehow aware she was a little different from others, the possibility she was on the spectrum and maybe her brain was not programmed for real love had never occurred to her.
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Kylie spent the next few days pondering the hole she had helped dig herself into.
Having Matt take Lucy out on a date and getting her slightly pissed seemed to be a good way of getting her in the mood for more intimate sexual relations, as well as giving her dating experiences she'd never had before. She didn't begrudge Lucy that. With all the hang ups she was dealing with, she needed something like that if she was ever going to fulfil her ambition of being more relationship worthy by being accepting of the sexual side of things.
But with the current pattern of Matt visiting twice a week, and the whole date and sex thing with Lucy occupying all the available time on a midweek, workday night, Kylie had been squeezed out of what she came to realise was a desperately wanted mid-week sexual liaison of her own.
She might have got away with an early morning encounter the first week, but while it was physically satisfying, the time urgency of it wasn't emotionally fulfilling. And it couldn't be relied on as a repeatable pattern.
She could ask Matt to make it three nights a week, instead of two, but Kylie was starting to want a lot more. In a way, their current arrangement with Matt was a somewhat unusual form of 'friends with benefits'.
One where he went through the sexually frustrating process of slowly developing Lucy's interest in and ability to deal with sex, while she provided the sexual outlet to his sexual needs -- satisfying her own at the same time.
But Kylie wanted to move it to one more based on real relationships. She might have preferred to talk more in terms of a loving relationship; but wasn't yet sure how that would go down. Kylie had normal sexual and romantic desires. She always had. But at the same time, she and her less sex and relationship orientated sister were incredibly close. Kylie had followed Lucy into an accounting career and they'd both moved to Sydney from their native Melbourne together. They were each other's' best friends and most constant companions.
Sharing a household just seemed natural. But where it all feel apart was with Kylie's boyfriends. Lucy always hated and resented them. Kylie had to admit, for the most part they were beneath Kylie's grade. But in Mona Vale, surfing dropouts where somewhat in the majority in the circles they moved in. Kylie had found herself having to take what she could find. You know what they say about loving the one you're with...
Which is where Matt seemed to offer a solution. One Lucy hopefully wouldn't resent if they managed to work out how to share him.
For her more immediate agenda, the ace up Kylie's sleeve was her knowledge that, since his breakup with his previous partner, Matt was missing a more permanent residence. He was crashing in with a friend, but it wasn't suitable as a longer term arrangement.
Kylie wondered whether he was ready to move in with her and Lucy. There wasn't a spare bedroom. It would be a matter of sharing one of their beds. Or taking turns between them. That would be a detail that would have to be worked out; but Kylie felt she would be quite happy to have Matt occupy her bed. Indeed, given the sexual desires he generated in her, more than happy.
Why he generated such strong sexual desires and whether they were a solid grounding for a relationship was something she was grappling with.
Since Kylie had got to know him as a friend of her sisters, initially it was lust; pure and simple. His tall, slim, strong, athletic body, fully on display as he sat on duty in the lifesavers' tent, had more than piqued her interest. It had driven her to frustrated distraction.
His ability to give her orgasms in a way no other male had come close to doing reinforced something in her desire for him.
Whether it was lust, or now something more fulfilling, was what she was trying to work out. Matt displayed a gentle kindness and generosity that Kylie found rare in men. He'd stayed friends with Lucy, even though there had been times she'd gone suddenly and inexcusably feral on him. That was something Lucy was prone to doing and not many had showed the same understanding and it counted for a lot in Kylie's eyes. He seemed to try and understand her better than most people, and Kylie admired him for that too.
In the meantime Kylie had to work out with Lucy what Lucy's objectives were to be for Saturday. Given the way Lucy finished with having Matt penetrate her on Wednesday, it might be time for a full on cowgirl approach. At least that way Lucy would get to completely control things.
But as both Kylie and Lucy -- and indeed Matt -- were fully aware, Lucy can start out with these objectives and find herself unable to complete them on the night. That's the nice thing the girls liked about Matt. He accepts Lucy is testing her limits and as being completely in control, whether or not she follows through with the objectives she describes to him at the start.
Matt wasn't stupid. Much of this he'd already worked out. He'd recognised that Kylie had missed out on Wednesday night and there was a need to rethink the pattern of their engagements. He'd recognised that Lucy's next step might well be proper penetrative sex and that getting her slightly pissed might help that too.
But he'd also recognised that the best place to talk about this, and so many of the other issues that swirled around what was happening was over a group dinner -- or at least some communal gathering that was relaxed and not too time constrained. Which sort of conflicted with any 'date before sex' arrangement with Lucy on Saturday night.
In the end, he sent the girls the following text...
"There seems to be a lot to talk about. How about I take you both out to dinner Friday night to give us a chance to chat? Only thing is we need to find somewhere private enough to let us talk openly."
He'd chosen text because it was the only way he could communicate with both of them at the same time.
While the girls accepted the concept, it was difficult to find a place that offered enough conversational privacy. So the arrangement became one of a poolside BBQ at the girls' place; with Kylie making it clear he should bring his swimmers.
When Matt rocked up to their place around 6pm, dressed as ordered in his boardies and a t shirt, the door was answered by Kylie, dressed in nothing more than one of her rather small bikinis. She walked him through the house to the back yard where Lucy was. To Matt's surprise, Lucy was also dressed in the tiny black bikini, donated to her by her sister, which had become known as her sex bikini, because it had been used to finger Lucy to climaxes before she had overcome the crippling sense of modesty that prevented her from stripping naked for sex.
It had been clear to Matt from the first time Lucy wore it that she'd found it inadequate to let her feel comfortable with the amount of exposure. It was still not something she'd wear to the beach. But in the company of Matt and Kylie, she'd sort of acclimatised to it, now able to wear it with some degree of confidence.
Keen to get Matt undressed to get the full benefit of the visual stimulation Matt's body offered her, Kylie suggested they start with a cooling swim before getting the BBQ on the way; helping Matt take off his shirt. As she put the shirt over a nearby chair in the house, Kylie placed a hand on the cheek of his bottom, seeming to guide him back outside. But she moved her hand around on it a bit; not really rubbing it, more like she was exploring it.
Which proved to be the case as she asked...
"Have you got speedos on underneath?"
"Yea, why?"
Kylie instantly faced him, standing close as she undid the drawstring on the boardies...
"Well, you won't need these then."
She loosened the waistband and let them fall to his ankles before bending them down to strip them off his feet, having a good perve at the bulge of his manhood in the thin, revealing material of his swim briefs. That was a much more satisfactory presentation as far as Kylie was concerned; one that offered endless possibilities of visual and sensory pleasure, even before she fulfilled her intention of getting Matt to bed at the end of the evening.
But the cooling swim turned out to be a subterfuge. Kylie didn't really want to spend the evening in wet swimmers. Instead she diverted him into have a chat with her and Lucy by the pool's edge, with just their feet hanging in the water; arranging for Matt to sit between the two girls.
Matt sat with his arms spread out behind him, leaving a respectful distance between them as he sat next to Lucy, with his arm on her side further back so as not to risk contact. Kylie as she sat down had no such inhibitions, sitting in close contact with Matt from her shoulder to her knee, her hand once again resting on Matt's thigh, her back brought against the arm he had behind her, encouraging him to wrap it around her.
It was what she had missed so much about Wednesday night. Unlike her sister, she was a tactile person. A quickie in the morning had been better than nothing, but there was a world of physical interaction that Kylie had felt left out of.
There was much to talk about. Kylie had a mental agenda for the discussion, but she had to get things in the right order. So for her, the first was to bring up Lucy's objectives for the following night. These she'd already discussed with Lucy, so she encouraged Lucy to set them out for Matt.
As expected, it was to experiment with penetrative sex, cowgirl style. Everyone understood that was in order to give Lucy maximum control over proceedings. And yes, a date night with Lucy beforehand seemed like a good idea too.
Matt took the opportunity to explore just what had happened on the previous evening as Lucy surprised him by pushing his manhood into her body at the moment of her -- and as it turned out, his - climax. It was the last thing Matt had expected. Was it physically or emotionally uncomfortable? Was Matt cumming inside her problematic? Is penetrative sex of itself not such a big issue for Lucy?
The questions were put gently, but also in the knowledge that, for the most part, Lucy had few inhibitions about revealing what to others might be highly personal information.
Lucy told him that it just seemed right at the moment. For all her concerns about safe distances and lack of contact, once she had gone that far with Matt, the act of penetration didn't trigger her. She explained that, in fingering her, knowing that Matt had sometimes had three fingers inside her gave her some reassurance that her body would accept his shaft without too much discomfort. It had been tight but not painful, and felt it might even have enhanced her own orgasm.
So she felt it was time for an attempt at proper penetrative sex. But she added that being a bit tipsy had made it easier for her to overcome her inhibitions, so she appreciated Matt's offer of a date beforehand.
That let Kylie acknowledge that, while it was important for Lucy to get some experience of sleeping with a man, the date night arrangement really didn't leave any time for Matt to spend with Kylie; raising the question of whether he'd like to spend more nights with them; maybe even move in.
The additional nights, Matt had expected. The moving in caught him by surprise...
"You don't have a spare room."
"I know, you'd have to sleep in our beds."
"Is that going to cause you problems?"
"What it might mean is you don't get to sleep in the same bed every night. There would be some taking of turns. Lucy isn't sure she'd want every second night, but you'd have a welcome home in my bed any time she wasn't up for it. So I suppose the real question would be whether taking turns in different beds would be a problem for you?"
Matt knew the answer to that question was no, it wasn't a problem. Both beds were quite comfortable, even if the behaviour of their other occupant was complete opposites. He wasn't adverse to Kylie's desire to cuddle, but nor was he concerned about Lucy's desire for distance. But the real issue for him was whether the girls were willing to go deeper into what was already a complicated arrangement...
"It's not a problem for me, but I do want to make sure it's not a cause of friction between you."
Matt looked to Lucy, wanting to have some expression of her view, without it being filtered through her more outspoken sister...
"No, we've talked about it at length. We think it might actually be a good way of reducing the friction that has arisen in the past with Kylie's boyfriends."
Matt noted the use of the word boyfriends. The status of their relationship at that moment defied any single word, other than maybe 'complicated'. Living together, sharing beds and sex, was not usually the sign of being mere friends.
Was he about to become the boyfriend of two sisters at the same time? Was he to become Kylie's boyfriend while simply training Lucy in sex? Was all this a prelude to an expectation that Lucy would now be able to find a boyfriend and bring him into the house too? Or would Matt be transferred to Lucy's possession -- because after all he'd had a long friendship with her -- letting Kylie repartner with someone else?
The simple fact was, he liked both girls. He still doubted whether Lucy could ever hold together a long term romantic and sexual relationship. She had also expressed to him in the past a complete lack of interest in being a mother; something that his observation of her almost disdainful interaction with kids told him was more than a superficially held view. And she was aware of his desire to be a father. So he certainly didn't view her as a long term relationship person for him. Kylie on the other had had many of Lucy's better characteristics (and let face it, beauty), without the same problems.
But it wasn't as though he had to give up a nice tenancy or house to accept their offer. The fact was he desperately needed somewhere to live. Such furniture as he had was already in storage and he was presently living out of suitcases. He had nothing to lose except Lucy's friendship and while he valued that, his instinct was it would bring her closer, rather than draw them apart, whatever became of the arrangement long term.
It seemed worth the risk...
"OK then, when would you like it to start?"
Kylie had an answer to that ready...
"Well, you're staying tonight. Why don't you collect your stuff tomorrow?"
From the time of the discussion on Lucy having penetrated herself with Matt's shaft as she came on Wednesday night, Kylie's hand had been slid up Matt's thigh far enough for the back of her fingers to be in contact with the bulge in his speedos caused by his manhood. It was by now Kylie's standard move when she sat next to Matt.
It had stayed there though all the subsequent discussions. But her fingers had never been still. There was something Kylie found quite sensuous about rubbing her fingers on the soft slippery material of his swimwear, feeling his manhood harden and extend underneath, stretching out the material, and then pausing to let it shrink again; never really going soft, because her fingers always maintained some contact with his ball sack.
Matt never really objected to what she was doing, even though it sometimes left him, mid conversation, with a ranging erection weeping pre-cum through his swimmers. Why would he? It wasn't an unpleasant experience -- quite the opposite -- and given he knew how the evening would end, didn't remotely represent prick teasing. More an extended foreplay.
Lucy, sitting slightly bent forward to avoid any possibility of contact with Matt's arm, was well aware of what was happening. Her eyes, as she turned to Matt, often sinking downward to stare at the occasionally towering edifice stretching out his swimwear. She envied somewhat Kylie's relaxed approach to manhandling Matt's manhood. Apart from her somewhat restrained interactions with Matt, she had no previous experience of casually playing with it like that or even of just watching it grow and shrink like Kylie could induce in it.
Having again raised it to full hardened height, Kylie excused herself to get them all a drink, leaving Matt and Lucy to themselves. Matt turned the discussion to where they might go for dinner the following night; suggesting a local Thai restrauent. Lucy demurred, indicating that she didn't like spicy food, so they settled on a seafood restrauent instead, just in time for Kylie's return with three glass of red wine.
Matt noted the glasses were quite full compared to what he might pour. He also noted Lucy's was the fullest; wondering if that was just a turn of fate or intentionally done by Kylie.
He knew it was time to get up and start the BBQ. He'd been sort of waiting until his erection went down before he actually stood up; just a sense of appropriateness really. There was a brief window just before Kylie returned with the drinks when it was only half height, but he needed to finish the discussion with Lucy about dinner.
After that Kylie had fondled it back to full height again.
Matt rationalised that Kylie had caused it and Lucy had been staring at it for some time. It was pointless to pretend it wasn't there. So he excused himself as he stood up, preferring to accept the display rather than curl over his body to try and minimise or hide it.
As she sat there with her head at the height of Matt's waist, it certainly impressed Lucy.
As a lifeguard, Lucy had seen plenty of guys in speedos. They are still a common sight on Australian beaches, especially with guys over 50.
But most of the guys she'd seen had, by that age, got a fair bit of a gut overhanging the waistband. Half the time she suspected they couldn't even see their dick over it and in some cases it seemed so buried under their gut she wondered how that had sex. Regardless, the gut always made the bulge of their manhood look rather small.
Far from having a gut, Matt's torso was fully ripped. Kylie might have had her obsession about it, but Lucy hadn't failed to notice and admire it over the years; although he'd generally had board shorts on while doing lifeguard duty with her. Now the ever so slightly concave line of his stomach made the towering erection in his speedos look enormous. But even as Kylie momentarily left it alone as he first started cooking and it returned to normal, it remained as an impressive bulge compared to all the others she'd seen.
Kylie had left Lucy taking to Matt as he cooked the BBQ while she fussed about setting the outdoor coffee table for dinner, returning regularly to make sure the wine glasses were topped up. Of course, they could have gone inside to the proper dining table there. After all, the outside table was small and with only two small Ottoman chairs, wide enough to accommodate one and a half persons, sitting there left Matt and Kylie pushed hard against each other with half a bum cheek hanging off the chair.
But Kylie felt it had a nice mood about it and any small discomfort from the narrowness of the chair was more than compensated for by the tactile interaction it gave her with Matt.
The steaks and sausages on the BBQ were small but thick. By the time they were cooked, Kylie had made sure the first bottle of wine had been nearly emptied, leaving the one Matt had brought, along with all the food, ready to be opened over dinner. It had also left the three of them somewhat light headed.
The dinner itself was leisurely, full of pleasant often amusing conversation and continued to be well lubricated by Kylie's insistence on keeping the glasses full.
Matt noticed that, as the dinner went on, and she got tipsier, Kylie got increasingly frisky with him. The hand high on his thigh, rubbing his cock with the back of her fingers, became instead one wrapped around his swimmer sheathed erection. Her body, never in anything less than full contact with his side, almost seemed to meld into his, her head often resting on his shoulder.



Matt noticed Lucy taking it all in, but misread her neutral countenance in response to it. Lucy was used to sharing the house with Kylie and her boyfriend. She had watched them share moments of public displays of affection without feeling too put out by it.
But with Matt, Kylie was increasingly radiating a powerful hormonal aura of raging arousal. Lucy was not so much annoyed by this interaction with her long time friend as herself aroused by it. Maybe the inebriation had dulled her sensory issues with close body contact with others, but it left her slightly jealous and with an increasing desire to be where Kylie was.
As the second bottle of wine was finished and the plates cleared of food, Matt stood up to clear the table.
As he returned from taking the plates and glasses in, Kylie herself stood up and intercepted his return. Wrapping her hands first around waist as she pulled his body firmly against hers, she moved them up to around his neck as she passionately kissed him; rubbing her body against his and her lower stomach and pubis against the erection she'd now maintained in his swimwear for the best part of the dinner. She briefly broke facial contact to pull her head back...
"Thanks you for a lovely dinner."
"My pleasure."
Matt looked past Kylie towards Lucy to ask generally...
"Who'd like a cup of tea to finish?"
Without looking back at Lucy, or even ceasing to grind her body against Matt, Kylie overrode the suggestion with...
"No, I'll get everyone a port. You guys go and sit on the steps of the pool. I'll serve them there."
As Kylie went into the house, Matt offered Lucy what was intended to be a gentlemanly hand, to help her up from the chair and accompany her the very short distance to the pool steps. As she stood unsteadily to her feet, she wobbled against Matt; instinctively putting her arm around him for balance.
Matt was surprised when she didn't immediately right herself and pull away. Instead she left her arm around him and her side against him until they reached the steps; even walking down the steps into the water still attached to him. Matt waved for her to sit first, but she waved him off with a wobbly and slightly slurred...
"No, I'm good. You can sit."
Concerned that she might fall, Matt eased himself down, sitting on a step that left him chest deep in the water, his arms protectively around the pool side of her body without actually touching her.
To Matt's complete surprise, Lucy put herself down in his lap, immediately pushing her lips against him to instigate what soon became a long, passionate French kiss.
Lucy wasn't drunk enough not to know what she was doing. But she knew the drink had reduced her inhibitions and momentarily mostly silenced the feeling and reactions -- almost that of an internal scream - that made close contact with someone so difficult. She'd watched Kylie pash Matt with an increasing desire of her own; made more so by a sense that he had originally been her friend and she needed to keep at least equal possession of him.
She'd never kissed a man before. Let's face it, she'd never even passionately embraced one. At 30, it was time for her to at least try it and while drink might not be a long term solution, it provided her one tonight.
She let her lower body drift off Matt's lap, spreading her legs wide for balance, making it more comfortable to turn her upper body towards Matt's face while being less of a contortion to wrap a hand around his manhood and play with it.
Lucy brought a hand from around Matt's neck and slid it down between their bodies to embrace his manhood, which soon responded by filling her hand with its hardened swimwear covered flesh; letting her jerk it lightly.
Matt was momentarily overwhelmed. Because of her sheer physical beauty, he'd had dreams of this moment with Lucy. The rather cold, mechanical process of sex development he'd shared with her was no real substitute for her passionate embrace.
As her embrace continued, her kissing became more passionate and her stimulation of his manhood more determined, Matt responded by first cupping her breast, enjoying the feeling of her nipple pushing up between his fingers, then slipping his hand down into her crotch; stroking it gently.
As she started actually rubbing her crotch in his hand, he slid his hand down the front of her tiny bikini pants to finger her clit.
Lucy moaned into his mouth, her tongue wrestling his with even greater intensity and encouraging him to go further; penetrating her with his fingers to touch up her g spot, while still stimulating her clit with his thumb.
As Kylie came back out with the ports, she took in the scene; wondering whether the ports were needed anyhow.
She'd deliberately tanked Lucy up, and teased her with her displays of affection with Matt. Lucy's sex education had been going well, but she somehow needed to break through the barrier of her need for personal space.
Lucy usually drank lightly. But in her younger days, when she went out with friends, she sometimes ended up drunk and asleep in the front yard of a stranger's place on the way home. Kylie had always suspected it was her way of coping with a situation where people readily accepted her as a friend, but in a group where relationships and pairing off were common, she was in a sense, the odd one out.
But now Kylie was using it to see if she could break through the inhibitions that had held her back in the first place and maybe go even a bit further, testing things that might smooth out any friction from sharing Matt with Lucy.
Kylie put down the drinks just out of easy arm reach, put the towels she'd brought out hung over her arm, over the arm rest of the nearby sun lounge and walked around the embracing couple into the water, turning to approach them from the side of Lucy's back and Matt's front. She could see Lucy's hand embracing Matt's manhood; but as Lucy got more excited, her attention to jerking Matt had diminished. It was now barely moving.
She eased her crotch over Matt's knees, trailing her lower legs behind her like she was kneeling, to let her do so without getting in Lucy's way.
Matt's, immersed in his interaction with Lucy and who's eyes had, until that moment been focused on Lucy's face or her breasts, when they weren't actually closed, looked up at Kylie for the first time; raising his eyebrows in acknowledgement of this unexpected situation.
Kylie noted that Lucy hand was wrapped around the base of Matt's shaft, leaving the top half unclaimed. Trying at first to avoid Lucy's hand, Kylie untied the drawstring on his swimmers and peeled them off the top of his erection, then she arched her body to bring her crotch over it and pulling the gusset of her bikini pants aside to shallowly penetrate herself, just enough she thought to find her g spot.
It wasn't comfortable, even if she could get some stimulation out of it. But at this stage, she didn't want to interrupt the flow of her sister's passion, even if she did want to establish in her sister's mind the possibility of a threesome.
Matt was simply now trying to accommodate them both in this rather unique situation he'd found himself in.
He drew Lucy's torso closer to his upper chest, enjoying the way her breasts and the firm nipples capping them, pushed against him, while leaving Kylie a bit more room. And the same time, he walked his bum out on the step a bit further to the edge of the step, once again to make things easier for Kylie.
Finally, he gently unpeeled Lucy's hand from his lower shaft, kissed it and returned it to around his neck where it had started from, giving Kylie the full length of his erection.
Matt looked up at Kylie and smiled as she buried his shaft into her body as deeply as her uncomfortable approach would permit.
But Lucy was the focus of his more immediate attention. The way she moaned as she kept kissing him erotically, conveyed the intensity of her feelings. He felt her lower body start to quiver, but in this case in a way he interpreted as her trying to intensify her stimulation by increasing the cadence and intensity of his fingering of her g spot and clit.
He tried to adjust his own stimulation of her to match what she seemed to be wanting and was rewarded with a massive, excited intake of breath and groan.
Increasingly focused on her impending orgasm, Lucy broke off her kissing contact with Matt, letting her head flop back to be supported by his strong arms. She closed her eyes, all inhibitions about vocalising her pleasure with increasing noisy moans, lost somewhere between her inebriation and singular focus on what was about to explode between her legs.
She cried out as she came, her whole lower body tensing and pulsing as Matt's continued stimulation of her prolonged her pleasure.
As her orgasm washed through her, Lucy felt this intense feeling of relaxation come over her body. Never in her life had she been in the arms of a man like this. Never had she felt so secure and satisfied. She felt a sexual frission at the way her breasts pushed themselves into Matt's chest which strangely competed with the far more intimate sensation of his fingers penetrating her vagina. But perhaps the strangest sensation she felt was this hormonal desire for and bond with Matt which made her intimate embrace of Matt seem right; in contrast to her normal aversion to physical contact.
She wanted more, but sleep overtook her.
Matt suddenly found himself with a sleeping Lucy held close to his chest, his fingers still buried in her vagina. Unsure what to do, he looked up to Kylie, trying to stimulate herself on his erection; although with marginal success. Unable to fold her knees alongside Matt's hips because Lucy occupied that space, the arched back position she'd adopted severely limited the depth of penetration she could achieve, even after she'd been given sole use of Matt's erection.
Kylie recognised that dealing with Lucy first would give her better access to satisfy her own desires with Matt...
"Why don't we put her on the pool sun lounge and dry her off so she doesn't get cold."
Matt looked at the lounge. It was less than two meters from the steps and already folded down flat into a lying position. But he had to stand up with Lucy in his arms, climb the steps and transfer her to the lounge, all without slipping or dropping her in the wet conditions.
Fortunately she was light.
As Kylie disengaged from him, he slid his fingers out of Lucy's pants and wrapped that arm under her lower torso, her head and shoulders still supported by his other arm. Slowly he stood up, ensuring her had a reliable grip on her.
Lucy moaned. Not in pain, maybe not in pleasure either. Just a half awake acknowledgement of life; semiconsciously tightening her grip around Matt's neck.
Gently and carefully he closed the gap towards the lounge and lowered her limp body onto it, but found himself captured in a bent over position as Lucy grip around his neck failed to release and one of his arms captured under her. With his face still almost nose to nose with Lucy's, he pulled out the hand he had under her body, his wrist, having had a twist of the lower string tie of her bikini top wrapped around it as she'd squirmed in pleasure while he was fingering her, pulling the bow to leave the small triangles covering her breasts sitting loosely over them.
With his face still pinned close to Lucy's, Kylie put a towel in his hand.
Unwrapping one of Lucy's arms from around his neck to give him a bit more movement, he started gently rubbing the towel across her chest. As the loose triangles of her top got tangled with the towel, he moved the stringy garment up into the hollow of her neck, making it easier to dry her upper torso.
Still pinned by Lucy arm, he was extending his own to dry further down her torso when her grip on him tightened and she whispered, slurring her words, in his ear...
"Make love to me. Fuck me. Now."
Lucy had been semi awake during the whole transfer. Her body felt awash with unfamiliar hormones and desires. She well knew her usual inhibitions had been suppressed by her drunken state but she was sober enough to recognise it offered her an opportunity to achieve a milestone in her life while she desired it, rather than voluntarily submitting to it in almost a state of fear at a later time.
Still holding Matt down with one arm around his neck, she reached down with the other and found Matt's still exposed erection hanging from his lower bent over torso mere millimetres from her body; wrapping her hand around it...
"See, it's ready for me."
"You're drunk. It wouldn't be right."
"I might be drunk enough to have lost my inhibitions, but I'm not too drunk to consent. Now is the best time for me to get fucked for the first time. Please do it."
Matt craned his neck to look back at Kylie standing behind him. Lucy noticed his movement and turned to Kylie too...
"Tell him to fuck me sis."
Kylie offered...
"You'll fall off if you go cowgirl on him."
"I don't want cowgirl. I want him to lie on me and fuck me."
"You might not get to cum that way. It's not the best position for a girl."
"It doesn't matter. I've just orgasmed. It's not what it's about."
Kylie pondered her recent demand for Matt just to give her a good fucking on the bed after he'd done a very successful g spot banging on her over the kitchen bench. Maybe there was more of her own personality in Lucy than she knew.
"Well it's up to you and Matt. But I will tell Matt I think you're in a condition to give consent."
As she pulled at Matt's erection as if to say...'Look, Kylie agrees, you should fuck me...', Lucy felt a strange sense of power and control, despite her drunken state.
As Matt reached down to start pulling her bikini pants down, he added...
"OK, but you can say stop any time you want..."
Then having reached the limit of his arm's length while still being pinned down by Lucy's grip around his neck, added...
"Can you let me go long enough to get your pants off?"
Matt was surprised how easily her pants came off; not in terms of the physical act of getting them off, but because of her normally extreme modesty. It was in front of her sister too; who'd only ever seen her naked once when she barged into a bathroom to find Lucy there naked and got screamed out of the room quick smart. In fact, it sort of looked like she was going to get fucked in front of her sister too.
Her drunkenness was clearly having a major impact on her usual inhibitions.
With her pants off, Matt slid on top of her, as Kylie retreated to the coffee table where she'd still have a full view pf proceedings, but not be breathing down their necks.
Matt's erection was already exposed and, for no particular reason, he didn't think it worth the time to pull his wet swimmers down his legs. As Lucy spread her legs apart, Matt dropped his between them. As he located his shaft at the entrance to her vagina and achieved a shallow penetration, he was trying to work out how he should approach this.
Sure, in a way, the simple answer is stick it in and go for it; with some significant allowance for the fact it's her first time.
And certainly, his first priority was to achieve full penetration without discomforting her. But that seemed to be easy enough. The fingering had left her lubricated and receptive. She was tight, but not in a way that resisted his push. And the arm she still had around his neck showed no sign of protest.
Indeed, it was a bit disconcerting the way she was just staring up at him with a strange grin on her face.
The real question was whether he just bangs away at her for his own pleasure, or tries to work her g spot. He'd fingered it enough to know she has a very workable one, but absent a pillow to stick under her butt, whether he could drop his hips enough on the sunlounge to provide the upward angled thrusts that were most likely to trigger it was a different issue.
Then there's the additional question of whether her tightness was going to set him off early or the strange angle would actually give her a less comfortable experience.
Matt slid his hand under Lucy's very cute butt to elevate her hips a bit, dropping his hips as much as he could; helped a little by the sag of the sunlounge material under his weight. Then he started slowly and shallowing thrusting, angling it upwards as much as he could.
He was again pleasantly surprised by how quickly Lucy started to positively respond with moans of pleasure. He was quite chuffed to find he could stimulate Lucy this way. But he soon found out, she might have been enjoying it, but she wasn't going to cum quickly; and all the while her rather tight vagina was chipping away -- not unpleasantly -- at his own endurance.
Those little tendrils of pleasure that first signalled to him that he was on the path to dumping his load were starting to become more prevalent. With Lucy already to the point that her body was quivering in excitement, the last thing he wanted was to cum prematurely and deny her climax on this her first ever proper penetrative sex.
He had slowed down and changed the angle a bit to try and minimise his own stimulation and was starting to contemplate dismounting her and fingering her to a finish before his own. So he was rather pleased when every part of Lucy's body - her vocals, her breathing, her quivering and even the grip she had around his neck -- told him she was on the cusp of her climax.
For the first time Lucy squirted as she cried out as loudly as she had as he fingered her and applied a crush grip to the arm she had around his neck; lifting her hips up -- in the process fully penetrating Matt inside her - and grinding it firmly against Matt's.
Matt froze on full penetration, feeling Lucy's contractions bear down on his hardened shaft. He wanted to give it time, to let it settle, to stop stimulating it in the hope that it would give him a little more endurance for some full depth thrusting of her instead of shooting off on the first thrust as he knew it would if he did it then.
He waited, trying to hold it back as Lucy went through her orgasm, not just the contractions but the way she smothered him in kisses and periodically ground herself against him again.
After she'd seemingly finished, he'd waited a bit more, just caressing her face as he laid on top of her; Lucy obviously wondering what was happening. When Matt felt he had it all together, he slowly started doing long, slow, full depth thrusts into Lucy.
He was aware that, for all practical purposes, he was being granted the privilege of taking Lucy's virginity. He regarded that as a privilege; not as some sort of conquest or tally, but as a beautiful thing given to him by a stunning 30 year old friend who had to overcome a lot of hurdles to get to this point. As yes, maybe very technically, her virginity was lost on Wednesday might; but this was a more appropriate celebration of it.
He wanted to enjoy it. He wanted it to be as special for him as he hoped he'd made it for Lucy. He also might have liked it to go on for longer. But her tight vagina meant by the fifth thrust he knew he was about to lose his load.
He froze and held himself on full penetration as rope after pleasurable rope of his seed was pumped into her body, groaning at the sheer joy of the feeling of it.
He looked up from his previous erotic focus on Lucy's beautiful breasts to see Lucy grinning at him again.
Lucy knew she was as drunk as a skunk. She knew there'd be no way she could do what she just did stone cold sober. Yes, she hoped she might be able to have some sort of sex. But the intimacy of what she'd just shared took a lot of alcohol induced courage. Still, she discovered stuff about herself that surprised her. The beauty of lying peacefully in Matt's arms, post orgasmic hormones flooding her body, was one that she hoped would still be clear to her in the morning. Even the intimacy of Matt's body pressed firmly against her as he lay on top was one that, at that moment seemed wonderful. She may have even felt the stirrings of love; however much that normally seemed foreign to her.



The morning and sobriety of course would bring back all her sensory inhibitions.
As Matt dismounted her, he offered her back her bikini pants and a hand to help her stand up as he flipped the waistband of his own swimmers over his still half hard manhood. Looking across to where Kylie was sitting, taking in proceedings, Lucy wondered if she should feel shame for having got fucked in front of her sister. But in a way, she also knew that Kylie had engineered this whole evening. It wasn't by accident she'd been plied full of wine. Anyway, she'd had to put up with enough of Kylie's PDA's with other boyfriends over the years that one good fuck barely made up for it.
She even wondered if she might get a chance to watch Kylie get fucked.
As Matt and Lucy approached the coffee table, with the three glasses of port now laid out on it, Kylie stood up...
"I'll go and get us some water. We could do with some hydration."
Matt and Lucy took their seats; one on each of the two Ottoman seats, Matt watching through the patio windows with an erotic eye as the skimpily covered, beautifully figured Kylie filled a jug with water and headed back to them with the jug and three stacked glasses.
Matt slid across on his Ottoman to allow Kylie half of it to sit next to him. But instead, after putting the water and glasses down, she signalled for him to sit back a bit so she could sit across his lap.
As Kylie put an arm around his neck and he put one around her back and the other on her thigh, he was left with the not unpleasant realisation that Kylie's breasts were now distractingly directly in his line of vision as he looked across to Lucy.
Like Lucy's, Matt thought they were as erotically perfect as any breasts could be. About a c cup, they were sensuously shaped ski jump breasts. Perky, full and plump, but well separated, with their nipples right at the pointed and upward rising end of the ski ramp; Goldilocks nipples, not too big and not too small with areola that formed the peak of the breast and seemed to swell to push out even further the gloriously sculptured, perfectly coloured and quite reactive nipples that sat upon them.
The small triangles of the bikini top she had on, if anything, highlighted their eroticism. Teasing him with the ample display of flesh they permitted, they capped the breast, pretending to hide the nipples, but in reality doing little as the thin material simply plastered itself to the breast, revealing every detail as the wet material cooled the nipple and the areola on which it sat, and caused it to project to close to its full hardened height.
If Matt and Lucy were concerned any conversation that followed might turn into an analysis of the sex they'd just shared, they were spared that embarrassment. Instead Kylie turned the conversation to the practicalities of Matt moving in with them.
As they talked, Kylie's arm, which was previously around Matt's neck, instead slid down a gap she created between Matt's chest and her side, until her fingers could reach the bulge in Matt's pants. There they tickled it and played with it until Kylie had a full, still swimwear sheathed, erection she could wrap her hand around.
Matt in reply slid the hand he had on Kylie's thigh up into her crotch where he could slide his fingers back and forward across her crotch.
He was surprised to discover how aroused her vulva was; her labia separated, her vaginal entry opened enough he was able to easily shallowly penetrate her with a finger pushed into the gusset of her pants, and a clit easily identifiable through the gusset as being firm and engorged. Because he knew he would be going to bed with Kylie soon enough, he naively figured his purpose was to tease and please in a sort of extended foreplay, rather than drive her to a screaming climax there and then.
On the issue of the move, with his own furniture in storage and presently living out of suitcases, the move seemed fairly easy. Kylie was used to sharing her bedroom wardrobes with her male partner. As for the bedding arrangements, it was clear Matt would be taking some sort of turns. What the pattern would be was something to be experimented with.
Because the conversation had seemed normal enough, Matt had missed just how aroused and needy Kylie had become. He was enjoying Kylie's playing with his erection as nothing more than some enjoyable foreplay. What he forgot was that he'd just dumped a load in Lucy. Not only had Kylie not had any relief, her arousal had been stirred up by watching it happen.
But Kylie's apparently calm banter hid a much more powerful force. Kylie was nowhere near as sanguine about the situation as Matt thought she was. Those fingers of his had in fact found her already aroused; more than that, found her a cauldron of raging desire. Watching your sister get fucked by the man who's going to fuck you next will do that to you. Matt might not have focused down on her clit as he gently fingered across her vulva, but every time he touched it with his fingers a shot of irresistible desire accompanied the pleasure it gave her.
She might have reconciled herself with the fact Matt would be spending the night in her bed where sleep was the least of her present intentions. But she had a deep yearning for something more feral and wild then bedroom sex offered, and maybe one of putting on her own display for the benefit of Lucy.
The question had been how to instigate it.
Sitting on Matt's lap, she'd considered just going wild on him; turning to straddle his lap and fucking him bouncing up and down while sitting on it. But even in her inebriated state, that just seemed too brazen. She was simply lacking the courage to start it; she wanted Matt to.
Kylie's playing with Matt's erection had become a lot more than play. In the hope of heating up his own desires, she wrapped her hand firmly around the tall hardened edifice of his swimwear sheathed erection and was seriously jerking it off. She could feel the tension in its hard flesh, feel it surge and throb into her hand, feel the unyielding bell that her hand kept coming up against. Sliding her thumb over the end of the bell, she could even feel his slippery pre-cum permeating the wet material covering it.
And yet she couldn't trigger Matt to really make a serious move on her. She couldn't even get him to start seriously fingering her; hoping that maybe if he fingered her to an orgasm, that of itself would offer a pretext for a more feral move on him. The tease of it all was getting to be more than she could take.
With the port glasses and the water jug both empty, Kylie suggested Matt might like to refill the latter, standing up to let him out from under her, but in the process, all but blocking his path between the coffee table and the pool which he needed to traverse to get to the kitchen.
Assuming Kylie probably wanted to have a private word with Lucy, Matt stood up to comply. Because Kylie stood leaving less than a foot length's of paving between her and the edge of the pool and with her extraordinarily cute butt actually overhanging it, he stood sideways and tried to crab walked, face in to her back, around her; putting his hands around her waist and let his erection drag across the back of her bikini bottom.
It was exactly as Kylie intended, since, short of a walk around the whole circumference of the pool, it was the only way he could get past.
Her inebriated state might have caused her to miscalculate the likelihood of the success of her plan, but it had been clear and desirably erotic to her.
As his vertical erection centred on her bum crack as he moved around her, she would push pack enough to surround it with the cheeks of her bum, and make it very difficult for him to take the next step around her. She'd then twerk her butt to rub the length of his shaft up and down in her bum crack; unrelentingly so until he got the message to bend her over the coffee table and take her then and there; right under Lucy's nose.
It was probably a flawed plan from the outset, but became more so when she pushed back too suddenly and firmly. Thrown off balance and with no path behind him to give him room to recover his balance, Matt momentarily clamped his arms more tightly on Kylie's waist in a forlorn attempt to restore his balance, drawing her back with him as he toppled into the pool.
The fall was relatively painless, Matt's grip on Kylie's hips forced both into a close together v shape, entry to the water, with their bums at the base of the v, causing them to go deep instead of landing flat and hard. But it did leave Matt underneath Kylie as he tried to resurface.
Sensing a degree of floundering on his part, Kylie quickly turned herself face down to let her swim off him, but immediately found Matt's erection in her crotch. At the same moment, Matt's feet found the bottom and he used those to lever himself up, carrying Kylie with him. The result was to leave them very quickly upright, Matt standing on the bottom with Kylie suspended, feet off the ground on the tip of Matt's erection, as he embraced her around the waist...
As Kylie in turn embraced Matt, she couldn't help herself...
"Well that's a neat move. Did you learn that rescuing women as a lifesaver?"
"Learn what?"
"How to have a poke at a drowning woman."
"I don't usually enter the water with an erection, so it doesn't work that well. And I don't think you were actually drowning."
"Yea, right, sure. I'll have to get Lucy to keep an eye on you I think. In the interests of public safety of course."
It was a banter intended to distract from the seriousness of her intentions and make ambiguous who had been the instigator of what would follow.
If plan A had gone astray, it was time to go to plan B. She'd always wanted to get herself fucked in the pool. It was just previous boyfriends weren't worthy of that honour and Lucy's presence had inhibited her. Now it was an even better reason to make it happen. Lucy needed to get used to group sex; or at least sex in company.
Kylie pushed her hips a little away from Matt's to bend his erection down and let her put her feet on the floor of the pool while still having the tip of it between her legs, resting on or near her clit. Then she sort of pushed and bounced him towards the steps out of the pool, biting at his neck and pushing her breasts into his chest as her caressing hands made it pretty clear to Matt that Kylie had something other than demurely exiting the pool in mind.
As they approached the steps, she ripped at his swimwear, pulling it off his butt and letting the tip of his erection come out from between her legs to get it over that and all the way down to his knees.
Matt, by now fairly clued up on what Kylie had in mind, had pulled the strings on her bikini top and let it float away.
Just before Kylie had Matt against the steps, she dived down to rip the swimmers off his leg, tripping him back onto the step as her bum up dive let Matt grab her bikini bottoms and do his own bit of de-panting; momentarily leaving her inverted in the water as he actually pulled her legs up to get them right off.
It was two naked bodies that were immediately after pushed against the steps; Matt leaning back against the slope of the steps, Kylie on top.
Kylie was not in the mood for any more foreplay. She bit Matt's neck as the used her hand to guide his firm erection into her body.
As she completed her penetration of herself, she lifted her head away from Matt to let her look down at him, at the same time opening the angle of his penetration of her to stimulate herself more powerfully. The effect of seeing Matt's manly body under her sort of works both ways for her.
On Thursday morning she'd desired nothing more than to be dominated and taken by him. To see and feel his gorgeous, strong body fucking her in the most overwhelming way.
Now the situation was reversed. Kylie had pushed him into this position to meet her own sexual needs. He was hers; under her control. This manly man, in the supine position she had pushed him into, was there for her taking and to meet her needs. It made her feel powerful. It made her feel good. Above all it made her feel stimulated and aroused.
It sort of magnified in her mind the strength, hardness and size of the erection she had in her drink affected body; multiplying its stimulative effect.
Part of her just wanted to go crazy on him; jumping up and down on him in a lust dominated, uncontrolled, almost animalistic, way. And yet, her inner self said to do that would be to forgo the real excitement. Properly used, his manhood could stimulate her in a way no other man ever had. She had under her and in her body the most erotically perfect living dildo, man doll any girl could want.
Take your time she told herself. Use it thoughtfully and to its best.
She slipped her hand down the front of her body, to grab the bottom of Matt's erection where it emerged from her body; wrapping her hand around its rock hard flesh. Then as she, slowly at first, lifted herself up and down on him, she used her hand to control the depth of penetration and rake the tip of his erection firmly against her g spot.
Almost immediately she was overwhelmed by the pleasure it gave her. She didn't want to cum quickly. She wanted to draw out this pleasure for as long as she could. She slowed it down, changing the angle, doing what she could to pleasure herself to the maximum she could without tipping over into an orgasm.
She knew she was moaning. Rather loudly actually; especially for outside. She knew Lucy was sitting there watching. But really, none of that mattered. All that really matter was this incredible feeling in her body.
It was intensified when Matt lifted his head to suck her nipple; at first holding it between his lips as his tongue flicked across it, then taking it wholly into his mouth, actually suckling on it as he continued to play his tongue against it. Instinctively Kylie put her spare hand around the back of Matt's head, holding his head to her breast as he suckled away.
Some sort of hormone rippled intensively through her body; part pleasuring, part drawing on some deep maternal instinct which triggered emotions that had barely seen the light of day in her body before that moment.
Kylie closed her eyes, taking it all in; feeling the pleasure and even the sentimentality build into an unstoppable force. She felt like she'd been lifted to another place, a good place, with so much happening inside her all at the one time.
Tears started running down her cheeks, real tears, not of sadness but of a joyous emotional high. Part of her hoped her wet face and hair would hide them from Matt, but most of her didn't care.
She knew she was drunk and vulnerable to all sorts of uncontrolled feelings, but one thing was certain. Drunk or not -- this was the most moving sex she'd ever had.
Her brain, her whole body, felt like it was getting to the point it was going to explode. She wanted more, she wanted to draw it out, to take it slowly, but a battle raged inside her; between the forces of immediacy and that of patient maximisation. She tried resisting the siren call of the devil of immediacy; the one that said finish it, don't wait, take it now. But it was too strong. In a lustful rage, she stimulated herself on Matt's hard cock faster and harder.
Her scream; more an almighty cry of almost unbearable pleasure, was probably heard half a block away.
Her body drowned in an indescribably ecstasy that suffused through her whole being. She collapsed towards Matt, nearly forcing her breast down his throat, bent over the top of his head. Her body heaved as it alternated between a sobbing cry and moans of never before experienced pleasure.
Matt sat silently and barely moving under her, still suckling her breast, but otherwise letting her obviously powerful orgasm take its course.
As the waves of her orgasm diminished and faded away, Kylie became aware of another force; oxytocin driven feeling of love and attachment towards Matt. She let his shaft sink fully into her body as she raised the hand previously grasping it to wrap around his head; that and the one holding her breast to his mouth drawing him as close to her as their positioning would allow.
She knew the game was only half over. Matt had yet to cum. Indeed, Kylie had noted she'd barely extracted a groan from his as she'd focused on pleasuring herself.
Without releasing his head, she clamped her vagina tightly around the shaft inside her and lifted herself up, extracting half its length from her body before softening her grip and sitting back down to fully penetrate him; enough to grind her clit against his pubis.
She repeated the movement, the delightful feeling of her clit being stimulated as she came down again and ground against him conveying a clear message her body wasn't finished with him yet. Mind you, with Kylie's hand still all but forcing her breast down Matt's throat and he still suckling away on it, there were a number of things stimulating her.
Kylie had no idea of whether Matt's recent dumping of a load in Lucy would prolong his endurance now -- for that matter neither did Matt -- but, while wanting to pleasure him, hoped he wouldn't go too quickly.
She eased her grip on his head, even easing the one clamping her breast to his face, as she rose again; gripping his erection tightly on the way out, loosely on the way in and grinding on full penetration.
Even this was stirring feeling unfamiliar to her. She'd ridden a guy cowgirl before -- many times -- and well knew how to work her clit against him to her own pleasure. But Matt's shaft was doing things she'd never felt in this position before. Penetrative sex, unless strongly focused on her g spot, rarely of itself stimulated her. She liked it, liked its intimacy, but her orgasms had to come from stimulating a well-recognised erogenous zone.
But, once again, Matt's shaft was stimulating her internally. Maybe, she thought, it was thicker and getting her g spot worked up in a way others hadn't; although she couldn't really tell. Whatever, it was having a delightfully arousing effect.
Enjoying it, those initial thrusts established the pattern of Kylie's riding of Matt; tightly gripped on the way out, loosely on the way in and a nice grind of her clit on his pubis on full penetration.
As Matt hummed in pleasure, she could tell both of them were enjoying it. Unravelling her arms from Matt altogether, Kylie leaned back a bit, increasing her vaginal stimulation, letting her stare at Matt as she noted he too was staring -- in this case at her breasts. He held his palms lightly to her breasts, inviting her to rub her nipples up and down on them.
Already worked up, Kylie came first, moaning loudly, but not alerting the whole neighbourhood as her earlier climax had. Now focused entirely on finishing Matt, she rode him harder and faster. His face said it all; softly dropping, his mouth shaped into a definite 'O' as his hums of pleasure merged into almost a song.
Kylie felt his manhood surge inside her, then pulsed as Matt's distinct climatic groan signified he was dumping his load into her.
Matt flopped back on the stairs, his body drained as little mini after-climaxes continued to wrack his shuddering body.
Remembering for the first time since this had started that they'd left Lucy watching the whole spectacle, Kylie looked across to the coffee table, expecting to find that she'd gone inside. Instead she found her staring back at her; much as Kylie had earlier watched Lucy get fucked. Given what she knew about Lucy, that surprised her. The drunken state she was in had obviously reduced all sort of inhibitions.
She smiled at Lucy as she lifted herself off Matt, gave him a kiss, then swam out to retrieve the parts of her bikini now strewn on the bottom of the pool.
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As Matt edged around the back of her, his arms around her waist to stop him from falling back into the pool, given the narrow edge on which he had footing, he stopped as his erection centred on her bum crack.
She could feel her bikini pants pushed deeply between the cheeks of her butt by the hard, tall edifice of the boner she'd created by playing with it as she'd sat alongside him.
Matt bent her over the table -- pushing her face into Lucy's left breast --as the arm around her waist slipped down into her crotch and pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants.
The next thing she knew was Matt's warm, thick, throbbing shaft was pushed rapidly into her receptive vagina. She let out a little moan; not so much of pleasure as of a deeply felt, frustration induced yearning was satisfied.
Matt didn't muck about. Almost immediately she felt the hard thrusts of his enthuastic pounding of her. Still standing, bent over at her waist, her upper body supported by her arms on the coffee table, her face crashed repeatedly against Lucy's firm breast.
One of Matt's hands cupped her breasts and tweaked her nipple between his fingers, while the fingers of the other played against her clit.
Not really satisfied with the positioning, she bent her knees, dropping her torso and forcing Matt to follow. As she dropped her upper body, a mistimed thrust by Matt had hooked her nose on the lower string tie of Lucy's bikini top between her breasts and the top had been pulled to the side of her breasts exposing them in a way that would have been unthinkable to Lucy a mere month ago.
It was a mere moment of awkward repositioning of their legs as they went from a foot down to a full kneeling position that gave her the positioning she wanted, kneeling in an otherwise downward dog position across the table with Matt hammering away at her. It was more by accident than design that also left her with her face buried in Lucy's crotch, the aroma of her just fucked sex wafting up with every push of her head into Lucy's pubis as Matt delivered yet another thrust into her.
Matt's moaning grunts told her he was getting quite excited; much faster than she expected. Having just done Lucy over, she thought he might have lasted longer. His raking of her g spot, fingering of her clit and tweaking of her nipple were delivering a triple stimulation that had brought her to a high state of arousal. But she sensed Matt was ahead of her.
Suddenly he froze and accompanied by a bellowing grunt she felt the pulsing of his cock as rope upon hot rope of his cum hosed her cervix.
With the first wave of his ejaculation discharged, he started thrusting again, furiously rubbing her clit as he tried to finish her.
She could feel it building. She was right on the edge.
Kylie work up; sweating profusely and as randy and worked up as hell. She'd never had a sex dream as intense as that, nor one that had left her as needy and unsatisfied. Why she'd dreamt about the alternative ending to last night's fucking of her by Matt she didn't know, but it had a powerful impact on her.
If, when they'd gone to bed the previous night, Kylie thought she'd finish the night with another wild sexual engagement with Matt-- which actually had been her plan - she underestimated the effect of all the wine she'd drunk.
Having showered first, she crashed out into a deep sleep while Matt was having his.
The flip side of that was, now she'd awoken at 2.30 am in a state of sexual frustration, she couldn't get back to sleep.
As she lay there, she pondered the events of the previous night. There had been nothing accidental about the inebriated state they all got into; especially Lucy and Kylie. That had been Kylie's intention all along. Not a full on bender; just drunk enough to reduce Lucy's inhibitions.
And it worked, at least in its effect on Lucy. Kylie had long ago accepted Lucy would never have intimate relation with a man -- well, actually, to be clear, with any gender. And yet she'd got to watch Lucy pash out Matt and then get herself fucked by him right in front of her.
And then Lucy had actually sat and watched as Matt had fucked her too; an equally surprising outcome, given her understanding of Lucy.
The problem was, it would be very unhealthy for Lucy to rely on an excess of alcohol for her sex life. It took a bit more than two thirds of a bottle of wine to release her passions; that's not a healthy amount. A couple of times while she's getting used to it and to stir up her passions, maybe. But as a regular path to sex; no, definitely not.
Kylie felt that, in the end, she couldn't complain about the outcome for her; even if her plans had extended beyond where she'd got.
It didn't need alcohol to stir up Kylie's passions around Matt. It happened automatically; perhaps a bit too easily Kylie worried. Kylie didn't think of herself as a sex maniac. With her previous boyfriends, if they wanted sex in moderation, she was happy enough to provide it, and enjoy it in the process, at least as much as their inadequate performances permitted. But their desires ran ahead of hers.
With Matt, she found her desires were somewhat out of control. Seeing him only two nights a week, and even then having to share him with Lucy, was maybe partly responsible. Now he was moving in and would therefore be 'on tap' so to speak, might, she thought, moderate her behaviour. Sex two or three times a week was to her, the ordinary and normal expectation. The trouble to date was that, while Matt was around, she felt like she wanted two or three times a day.
She pondered that her desires had been completely out of control last night. Watching Lucy get fucked had stirred her up to a degree of frustration and unsatisfied arousal that she'd never experienced before.
She still, in a way, regretted that Matt hadn't actually bent her over the coffee table and taken her right under Lucy's nose; partly because of the erotic desperation that such an act conveys, partly because -- she couldn't quite put a finger on it - having Lucy so intimately close while her sister got sexually ravaged might have been good for her. Kylie had even pondered wrapping one of her arms around Lucy as she sat there to balance herself on the table as Matt banged away at her.
Mentally she reviewed, even reimagined, the dream she'd just had; Matt pushing her to her knees and bending her over the table, ripping off her pants, his hard erection penetrating her from behind and the clutter and chaos as his banging away at her rocked the table on the tiles around the pool. All as she clung to her sister's waist and moaned into her crotch
Because, in part, her mentally going over the sexual antics of the previous night was also a product of her feelings as she lay there. In the way they had slept since the first night he came to her bed, Matt was spooned against her back with an arm lightly around her waist. Predictably, she could feel his night erection pressed against her back. She was feeling even more randy than she'd felt the previous evening and thinking about the previous night's sex -- both as it was and as it might have been - was a way of giving erotic vent to that randiness; but in the process simply making herself more aroused.
With an urgent need to have a pee, she gently unwrapped Matt's arm from around her and snuck as quietly as she could into the bathroom.
As she returned, she backed herself up to Matt as closely as she dared, wondering whether it would be too brazen or disturbing to pull his arm back over her. As it turned out, she needn't have worried. Sensing her desires, Matt wrapped her back in his arms and snuggled in closer to her; bringing that erection back against the cheek of her bottom. But it also told Kylie he was awake.
Trying to make it look as natural and innocent as possible, Kylie wrapped his arm tighter, opening his palm and bringing his hand up to her lower breast where she placed the palm over her hardened nipple. She hoped that might induce Matt to make a move on her.
But it didn't. Completely failing to recognise the urgency of Kylie's desires, Matt was more than happy to lightly fondle her breast but simply lay there and try and recover the state of sleep that the previous night's drinking was denying to them. It wasn't that he lack arousal; that was obvious from the state of his manhood.
But night arousal is a regular part of a man's life and he didn't think it gave him licence to disturb Kylie's rest.
After ten minutes of Matt laying still cuddled up to her back, but with the additional arousal of what his palm was doing to her nipple, Kylie recognised it fell to her to make the first move; needing to overcome a reluctance caused by her not wanting to look like a complete sex mad slut.
She reached between her legs and pulled Matt's erection between them, twisting and moving her body to let her bring its tip to the opening of her vagina and then fully penetrate her.
She contemplated turning face down and pancaking her spreadeagled body on the bed to let -- or rather force -- Matt to mount her back and really go to town on her, as she had the previous week. The outcome had certainly been intense.
But in her slightly seedy state -- and assuming Matt was no better -- that wasn't really what she needed. First and foremost, she needed Matt's erection to fill the aching, needy void that had been her aroused vagina. Having achieved that, the next was intimacy and while the close press of Matt's body into her back might have been suboptimal compared with a full frontal embrace, it sufficed for now. Finally -- but only finally, she needed Matt to stimulate her to an orgasm. Nothing fast, nothing to exhausting; just a nice simple orgasm to quell her raging desire and supress her firm swollen clit, if only to let her get back to sleep again.
Matt could be relied on for that and his fingers were soon gently massaging her clit and tweaking her nipple as he rocked back and forwards, thrusting his manhood against the front of her vaginal wall to stimulate her g spot.
In her already heightened state of arousal, Kylie came quickly enough. As her climax subsided, she felt Matt's erection slip out of her as she rolled onto her back; presenting herself for Matt to finish himself in the missionary position. She knew he preferred it; but so did she.
It was more intimate and she got to feel and see -- at least as much as the moon filtered light would permit -- his gorgeous strong body as he did his man thing to release his seed into her body.
Their needs momentarily satisfied, they both managed to slip back into a fitful sleep.
But Kylie and Matt weren't the only ones to have their sleep disturbed by the excesses of the previous evening. Lucy in her adjoining bedroom had also been tossing and turning and, like her sister, finding it difficult not to be affected by the events of last night.
It was for her an awakening. She'd experienced something she never had before and had liked it, even yearned for more. She too was aroused by the mere recollection of the proceedings. But she also knew it was no breakthrough. She was still the Lucy that shunned any physical contact with others. The drink had done its job last night and suppressed the anxiety and other paralysing feelings she felt when in close contact with another body but they hadn't gone away.
She could have done without hearing Matt and Kylie make out. It had never been a problem with Kylie's previous partners; for all practical purposes Lucy had been oblivious of their sexual antics. But with Matt, Kylie seemed to moan and groan more than she had before, her bed seemed to squeak more and Matt also seemed nosier during sex that his predecessors had been.
Without any satisfactory form of release from her frustration, Lucy continued to toss and turn during the night; the effect of the frustration compounded, like it was for the others, by her body still processing the alcohol from her system.
Lucy normally liked to sleep in; more so on Saturday mornings before she had to get ready for her day spent acting as a volunteer lifesaver. But she was pleased when dawn arrived. She was hot, sweaty and frustrated. Bed had long since ceased to be comfortable.
Her mind was increasingly drawn to a refreshing swim in the pool. Not just would it cool and cleanse her sweaty body, after last night the pool had acquired a slightly erotic taint. Somehow, pools, water, swimwear and sex had merged into a single concept. Lucy might not have been able to bring herself to self-pleasure her way out of her frustrations, but bathing in the waters she'd been ravished in the previous evening seemed like the next best thing.
She got up, initially selecting the surf lifesaving one piece swimwear she'd be wearing that day. But deciding it was better not to start the day with it wet, defaulted instead to the small bikini she'd been wearing the previous night. As she picked it up, it still felt damp from the previous evening's antics. But she knew she'd be in the pool soon, so put it on anyway.
Sneaking out of the room and then out the back door, she eased her frustrated and slightly seedie body into the refreshing waters of the pool. She did a few laps of breast stroke, looking up each time she turned back that way at the steps on which she'd got herself pashed and fingered and the lounge on which she'd been fucked for the first time.
The light exercise had been intended to reduce her frustrations, but it was having the opposite effect. As she kicked her legs back together at the end of each stroke, she was squeezing her pelvic floor muscles, imagining she was tightening herself against Matt's erection inside her.
Tired, sleep derived, her brain confused and befuddled, Lucy rested herself on the step where Matt had fingered her and surrendered to her sense of frustration; imagining Matt was there, fingering her again; looking up at the lounge and, in her mind, watching herself get fucked another time. Eventually she couldn't take it any more, slipping her hand down the front of her pants and doing to herself what Matt had done to her last might.
The climax she felt was satisfying and beautiful, but left her spent and exhausted. She eased her head onto the hard tiled surface of the pool surround and let her body and arms float free in the water; dropping into a state of glorious semi consciousness as the morning sun shone down, tingling her ravaged body.
Matt's sleep, even after the release of sex, was nearly as intermittent as Lucy's. As usual though, he woke early, gently unwrapped his arm from where it draped over Kylie's waist and his hand cupped her lower breast, pulled his night erection off where it rested on her bum cheek, and turning over, eased himself out of bed.
He too had to get dressed for his day as a volunteer lifesaver at the beach. But the under layer -- in the form of his speedos -- were where he had left them wet, draped over the Ottoman next to the pool. Normally at this time, he was the only one up, so he thought nothing of leaving the room naked with a rampant erection, intending to put them on until Kylie was awake and he could rummage through for the rest of his outfit without disturbing her.
His morning glorys always took a while to subside. At the best of times he encouraged that outcome. They felt nice and, especially if he put nothing on, or nothing other than undies or speedos, it was hard to forget about them. They were sort of 'out there' in a very literal sense. Given he'd just had it pressed against Kylie's cute little butt and the activities of the last 24 hours, there was in any case this day a sort of residual randiness. Not an "I need sex' randiness, but more a sexual awareness that permeated his whole being.
He was surprised to find the back door open; at least until he spotted Lucy in the corner of the pool opposite the door. As she rested over where the steps led down into the water, she looked remarkably relaxed; maybe sleeping. He head rested on the edge of the infinity surround while, with her chest seemingly inflated, her body floated in the water; her breasts mons and knees projecting seductively from the water.
It would be hard to imagine Lucy presented more sexually than she was at that moment and he stood there, transfixed and staring at her. Indeed, until a month ago it would have been hard to imagine Lucy being presented anywhere near that sexually at any time.
Her face had always been beauty in itself. But here her nicely proportioned breasts projected out of the water like a pair of perfectly formed volcanic islands. The shiny black, wet, thin strips of material that covered her breasts stuck to them like they were painted on; more so where her nipples, raised by the cool damp material, jutted impressively and seductively.
But the piece de resistance was definitely the bulge of her mons. Suggestive at any time it was on display -- even in her otherwise asexual one piece lifesavers swimmers - like it was now it constituted one of the most desirous sights he'd even seen. The bikini Kylie had given her for her sexual education had always been small, not quite wide enough to cover the full width of the mons, leaving a strip of seductive mons flesh down either side. Now wet and plastered to her, the material was drawn deeply into a narrow slit of a camel toe down her crease that went half way up the vertical height of her mons.
Matt's morning erection wasn't subsiding any time soon. He even felt a degree of desire running through it, notwithstanding the number of releases it had had in the last day. As he stood there staring, it kept wanting to surge, and he let it -- indeed facilitated it -- momentarily tightening whatever muscle it was that made the bell swell, the shaft lengthen and the whole thing stick out further from his stomach, as if pussy hunting, while injecting pleasure signals into his brain.
Eventually sensing his presence, Lucy opened her eyes and turned her head towards him...
"Hello. How long have you been there?"
"Just a few moments" he answered, recognising the little white lie he'd just told. "What about you?"
"Maybe half an hour. I was having trouble sleeping."
"You're not alone in that. Kylie gave us too much wine."
"Yes, although it did what she wanted it to do."
Matt was surprised Lucy was so blunt about the purpose of it being to suppress Lucy's normal aversion to physical contact with others.
"Yes. It's a pity that effect isn't more long lasting."
"I agree."
Those two words told Matt so much. Lucy had enjoyed herself last night but her inhibitions had returned. He might have felt a desire to go and hug and otherwise manhandle her; but it was too late.
Lucy of course had eyes of her own. Her self-induced climax had left her with a nice sexual glow; not entirely satisfied, but not as desperate as she'd been.
Until a month ago, she'd never seen a naked man, never seen a penis, let along an aroused one. Now Matt was standing naked and aroused mere meters from her for the pleasure of her viewing; seemingly unperturbed either by his nakedness or his arousal.
His body had always attracted her. That tall, tapered, muscular shape of a powerful swimmer. The penis on the other hand was a novelty and attracted most of her attention. It had, from the first time she'd seen it, struck her as taller and thicker than she'd imagined them to be. The bell at the top glistened. She could see that nature had shaped it, a bit like a shoehorn, to facilitate his initial location of and penetration into a vagina.
But it was the deep grove under it -- the frenulum as her research had told her it was named - that really fascinated her. It was unexpected by her previously innocent and virginal self.
Lucy noticed Matt's erection surged and pushed out after which he glance across to where his speedos were draped on the Ottoman. She didn't want him getting dressed just yet. Thirty years of ignorance and innocence were being made up for as he stood there...



"I was feeling very hot in bed too. The pool's rather refreshing."
Lucy intended Matt to pick up on her double meaning of hot; but so many years of treating Lucy as essentially asexual blocked him catching it...
"Yes it was a warm night. We were hot too."
'Yea' Lucy thought to herself, 'I heard it'.
"You can join me if you'd like. I won't bite you. You know me, I probably won't even touch you."
Lucy watched as Matt looked across to his swimmers again...
"It's OK, you don't need to put them on on my account. I'm supposed to be getting used to seeing you naked. Even naked and aroused."
Matt shrugged and started to close the short distance to the steps, his erection bouncing slightly with every step. Lucy started to move enough to make way for him on the steps, but instead he did a dive into the pool. She had enough of a side view to let her see his erection bend back as it entered the pool. He stayed underwater for half its length, re-emerging to display his naked bottom to her as he breast stroked the rest of the distance, before turning around and coming back.
Lucy's anxiety was returning. She wanted him to finger her, in the back of her mind, she even wanted to fall into his arms like she did last night, but her aversion to physical contact was as strong as ever. She spread her legs as she laid there floating in the pool, giving Matt a view up between them as he swam in her general direction.
One thing Lucy's autism -- if that's what she had -- didn't inhibit, indeed reinforced, was a directness of speech...
"Is it me causing you to stay aroused?"
Matt decided to answer honestly...
"Yes."
"Would you like to finger me? You can suck my breast too."
Matt smiled to himself. He'd never had a woman approach sex quite the way Lucy did. Giving her a broad grin, he answered...
"I'd like that."
He assumed he needed to adopt the minimal touch technique which was a standard of their sober sexual interactions, floating himself in the water, on his side, with little in the way of physical contact with Lucy; at least as little as the movement of the water would allow him...
"Would you like me to stroke you in the usual place for foreplay?"
"I'm already fairly aroused. You can be a bit more direct that that, although tentatively."
Matt thought at least there some advantage of whatever it is governs Lucy. She actually tells you what she wants, even if it also means she can be cuttingly sharp if you transgress. But for Lucy, that question is important.
Foreplay isn't for her, a loving session of kissing and cuddling. She dislikes that degree of intimate contact (unless she's drunk). So Matt has always had to revert to a specific stroking of her lower stomach, pubis and labia. But even that, though effective for the purpose, triggers her discomfort at the same time. It was nice to be able to bypass it.
Mind you, he'd already had a fair idea of the answer. He'd watched as the narrow creased camel toe through her bikini pants had expanded like a bursting flower into wider valleys. He was flattered that the mere sight of him naked and aroused had such an effect on her.
Fingering her over her bikini pants, he quickly felt out her firm clit, extracting a delightful moan from her as he first started stimulating it. Lifting his head over her chest, he pulled aside her bikini top with his spare hand and started sucking her breast while flicking her nipple with her tongue,
He was surprised when Lucy wrapped her hand around his erection, jerking it gently. It wasn't that she hasn't done it before; just that he thought it was more about her than him. She relaxed back, her body going limp as she simply enjoyed what Matt was doing for her.
By now Matt felt more comfortable in taking liberties with Lucy that he wouldn't have in the first days of her sex education. After using an extended finger to test her vaginal opening and finding it readily accepted both the finger and the material of the bikini pants which covered it, he slid his hand down inside the waist of her pants for flesh on flesh contact.
After stimulating her clit a bit more, he slid two fingers inside her to stimulate her g spot, while still rubbing her clit with his thumb. All of this was something he'd done for Lucy before; just not as a spur of the moment thing in the pool.
He knew it worked for her, and on this morning it worked especially quickly. Lucy clearly lost focus on jerking his erection, instead substituting a limp hold, as her body first relaxed and then tensed, even to the point of quivering; all as she moaned quietly away.
As she came, she threw her feet down to a firm placement on a lower step and raised her hips, with Matt's hand still inside her, well clear of the water; swaying from side to side as she groaned loudly enough to very likely be heard by the neighbours.
Matt assumed, when her orgasm had run its course, she was likely to jerk him off to a climax as she'd done before. So he nearly fell back into the water and drowned when she asked...
"Would you like me to try and give you head?"
"Are you comfortable with that?"
"I think I've come to understand that I'm more worried about people touching me then me touching people. And I've also come to realise I'm not scared of erections; which is interesting, because I thought I would be. But I'd ask you not to cum in my mouth. I'm not sure I really know what to do, but I thought I should give it a go."
"Sure then. Would you like me to lie on the steps like you were?"
"That's probably best."
What she didn't say was that she felt more comfortable doing it the pool because it gave the sense she was dealing with a ' just washed' shaft, which helped her overcome the hygiene aspect of it all. Lucy moved aside, letting Matt lie back on the steps, his erection raised clear of the water.
Initially Lucy sat to the side of him, bending over him to wrap her hand around the lower length of it and bend it upwards to put his shaft in her mouth. Matt never expected her to deep throat him, and she certainly didn't; taking nothing more than a comfortable length of it into her mouth; sucking it, dragging it across her lips and flicking her tongue against the tip of it.
It was quite a pleasant experience and Matt had little doubt she'd bring him to a climax, even if not a fast one, if she continued like that. But Lucy was fidgeting and repositioning herself in a way that signalled discomfort. Eventually she pulled away...
"Spread your legs as wide as you can."
As Matt complied, Lucy moved between them, kneeling on a step below Matt's hips and lifting her upper body clear of the water and bent over Matt as she lifted the erection more vertically to bring it into her mouth.
As Matt looked down at her, he found he now had the pleasant view of her exposed breasts and the jutting nipples that capped them dangling down either side of his shaft, her wet hair draped on his stomach, almost blocking the view of his shaft being thrust in and out of her mouth.
As she settled into that position, Matt felt Lucy's technique change. She kept sucking, but the thrusting motion across her lips was significantly suppress as her tongue started boring into the very bottom of his frenulum; the exquisitely sensitive point Lucy had activated when she used his cock as a dildo the previous week.
Matt signalled the increase in his arousal with a groan; recognising what was previously looking like a long slow path to an orgasm had suddenly hit a speed zone.
The moan simply encourage Lucy to bore into it harder.
Now it was Matt's turn to squirm and moan louder as the pleasure became intense. He had to time this right. There was no way he'd breech Lucy's trust and cum in her mouth, but or did he want to give up on the pleasure of what she was doing prematurely.
Finally the moment came...
"I'm going to cum."
Lucy looked up at him and smiled as she took his shaft out of her mouth. She moved her body further over his, bringing her right inner breast against his shaft as she started jerking it more furiously and rubbing the tip of it on her breast.
Wanting Matt to get a better view, she brought her free hand to drape all her hair over her left shoulder.
With a final groan of intense pleasure, Matt watched as rope after rope of cum shot out of his shaft and covered the area between her breasts in milky fluid. As Matt's head flopped back in spent ecstasy, Lucy asked...
"Was that nice?"
"It was beautiful."
With a grin, Lucy let his shaft go and slipped back down between his legs to immerse her whole body in the water, washing off his seed and releasing it to swim freely in the water. Repositioning herself in a contactless position alongside Matt she asked...
"Should we go and get some breakfast?"
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As Matt shared lifesaving duties with Lucy on Mona Vale Beach that Saturday, he viewed her with different eyes.
Through lifesaving, he'd known her as a friend for years, but the effect of her presence had never been like it was now. Even if he had sensed there was a very attractive woman hidden under -- to nominate the briefest outfit he'd seen her in during those duties -- the lifesaver's women's one piece she'd strip down to for going into the water, her body had never been -- for want of a better expression, sexualised to him.
The one piece might have offered a reasonable impression of her figure, but with only a moderate rise of the legs and a neckline high enough to offer only the slightest hint of cleavage and then only on a large busted woman, it certainly wasn't designed to flaunt it.
Besides which, having decided she was asexual, there had been little point in fantasying about what might be.
Now everything had changed.
He spent most of the day with his cock somewhere between that 'full' feeling which precedes an erection and a half mongrel. It was only the board shorts hiding enough of the bulge that let him get away with it.
Everything seemed to trigger him. The sight of the bottom of her swimmers drawn into her butt crack as she paddled the rescue board, the shadow of her nipples firming under her wet swimmer top and the wet bodice of her swimmers plastered to her flat stomach were enough to get him started. He nearly lost it when, as he helped her with a board rescue with a view up between her legs as she lay on it with her legs out to the side, he had the sight of her mons flattened against the board, and a camel toe of material drawn up into her crease.
He did lose it into a full boner as, in a quiet moment, he momentarily day- dreamed about fingering her to a climax in the pool the previous evening as she'd held her body tightly against him and pashed him crazily.
Lucy had caught him at that one. She'd noticed the glazed look in his eyes as they'd been transfixed on her body and glimpsed down to see the projection in his board shorts which even his knees up sitting position on the sand couldn't hide. The grin that broadened across her face had brought him back to reality, but it took another five minutes for his erection to go down.
He dared not even think about the fucking he'd given her afterwards, least the consequences were even less suitable for public display.
The thing was, matters had got well ahead of her intended sex education schedule. Tonight, after their date, was meant to be the one where she lost her virginity to him; she riding him cowgirl style to give her full control.
But last night Kylie had got all of them pissed as she kept filling up their glasses with wine and, with her usual inhibitions supressed, Lucy had discovered the real meaning of intimacy and passion and of getting herself right, royally, fucked.
But that date was still on, as was the sex that would follow it. And the knowledge of that only sensitised Matt to Lucy's body even more.
Of course, it was not all one way. It was just Lucy's moments -- and there were many of them -- of arousal were less obvious. The previous evening Lucy had discovered sex at its best and most intense, and she'd liked it. It was easy and unthreatening to linger on her memory of that experience as she in turn let her gaze loiter on Matt's incredible body.
She was unperturbed as her thoughts caused her vulva to swell and open and her vagina to be open and receptive -- even yearning to be filled by Matt. She might have vaguely realised that a knowledgeable viewer could interpret the open valleyed crease through the crotch of her swimwear and she was not unaware of the damp stain that produced.
But between being wet doing rescues and a timely use of her own board shorts, these bits of evidence were far less black and white than the bulge in Matt's board shorts and she noticed he'd been unwilling to strip down to speedos, even when doing rescues.
Her hard nipples were less easily disguised. But hard nipples have more than one cause and, again, there was enough happening that day to leave room for ambiguity.
But for Lucy, the expression 'unthreatening' was an important one. Last night had happened because she was drunk. Not too drunk not to know what she was doing, but drunk enough to reduce and overwhelm the inhibitions that had caused her to be a virgin at age 30. Not inhibitions about sex so much as inhibitions about the physical contact sex necessarily involved. It bemused her as much as disturbed her that she found being penetrated not the slightest bit disconcerting -- even when she was nearly cold stone sober -- but the flesh on flesh contact of the external parts of her body with Matt as he did so stirred up all sorts of alarming emotions.
Matt and Lucy had talked about it all on the way down to the beach that morning. Both had recognised Lucy couldn't write herself off with drink every time she wanted good sex. There had to be another way. That really is what her sex education was all about. Finding out whether, through some sort of aversion therapy, her sexual relations couldn't be normalised.
Matt had asked how the reactions to physical contact manifested herself. Lucy had no easy answer. They weren't able to be put in a single box. Part anxiety, part fear, even part revulsion; but at times they could overwhelm her and because of that she avoided physical contact with others as much as she could. She always chose spaces that 'gave her room' to avoid having others invade her safe space. Individual chairs rather than bench seats, ground space that left her room to back away from someone too close; she had a lifetime of little actions that protected that space.
It was a reaction she had to work hard to close down if she didn't have the benefit of some help from alcohol. She'd sort of gritted her teeth and dealt with it during the early stages of Matt's sex education of her as he'd progressively fingered her more intimately. It had been magnified greatly by the need to also deal with her aversion to be seen naked by anyone; including up to that time the sister she lived with.
The much more than two thirds of a bottle of red wine she had last night -- Kylie had made sure Lucy got the biggest share - had all but demolished her aversion. The less than half bottle she'd had the night she'd first ridden Matt -- merely using his erection as a dildo as she'd sat on him cowgirl style -- had helped but not been enough to suppress it.
But as they talked, she expressed a desire to try and deal with it coldly, rather than artificially suppress it. The date beforehand was specifically intended to offer Lucy a chance to get a little bit drunk but Lucy suggested they go the local fish restrauent and have a lower alcohol white wine, to cut down a little bit more the help she got from it.
As the day progressed Matt felt he became more sensitive to Lucy's presence; perhaps nothing more than his body's anticipation of the evening's likely conclusion.
When they both got home late afternoon, they found Kylie out by the pool in one of her tiny bikinis, some afternoon refreshments already set out for them on the coffee table. She met them at the back door, kissing Matt on the cheek...
"You guys must have had a long hot day. I've got some cold drinks and a few bits of anti-pasta ready for you. Strip off and join me."
Matt watched Kylie watch him as he took off his sun top and rested it on a chair just inside the door...
"Lose the board shorts too. You must get sick of wearing them and having them cook your balls."
Matt grinned internally. Yes, he did occasionally find the board shorts -- especially when wet -- chaffed his thighs. And yes, on a hot day, two layers of nylon garments could get a bit warm. But he'd never really thought of wearing board shorts that much of a burden. He was well aware Kylie wanted them off for her own viewing pleasure. Still, he wasn't inclined to deny her. The only problem was, already sensitised, Matt's cock had reacted both to the momentary intimacy of her kiss and to her obvious carnal interest in him.
It was a half mongrel that was exposed as stretching out his speedos as he pulled down the waistband of his boardies. Kylie couldn't help herself...
"I appreciate you being so glad to see me."
"Always am Kylie. Always am."
Kylie led the way to the two Ottomans which straddled the coffee table, sitting down at the one furthest from the door that she and Matt usually shared, moving over to allow Matt a half share of it, leaving each of them with a bum cheek hanging over the side.
Lucy, stripped down to her lifesaver one piece, took the other seat.
Matt wasn't surprised when Kylie put her hand high on his thigh and used the back of her fingers to stroke his half-erection and turn it into a full one as she casually ate with her other hand and asked about the day. She always did that when they sat like this.
And it wasn't as though anything was hidden from Lucy, since the Ottomans were barely lower than the coffee table, so Matt's lap and crotch were well within her direct view. For Lucy, the sight of Matt's erection always held some degree of fascination, whether it was exposed, or as it was when Kylie started stroking it, sheathed in tightly stretched Spandex.
He was more surprised when she slid her hand inside his swimmers, using the gap between his thigh and the overstreched leg seam, and wrapped her hand around the bare flesh of his by now rock hard erection, jerking it slowly up and down.
He was more surprised again when she slid her hand to the top of it and walked the stretched material and the waistband of his speedos over the top of his erection, leaving it fully exposed except for the narrow band of material that now covered her hand.
It wasn't any great sense of modesty that took him aback -- both the girls had seen plenty of it and Matt had sensed Lucy had a special interest in the sight of it. It was rather the increasingly clear declaration that Kylie had carnal intentions for it before he took Lucy on the date.
Given the fucking she'd had last night and the middle of the night sex on top of that, he might have thought she'd had enough for the last 24 hours already. Buy Kylie saw it differently. Matt had spent the day in Lucy's company, was about to take her out to dinner and would be spending the night in her bed, with all the additional privileges that would entail.
Especially during this transition period as he was still settling into their house, she felt she should have a turn of him and this was her one and only opportunity.
For her just feeling the warm throb of his firm manly flesh in her hand was for the moment enough. She was well familiar with the sight of the male erection and didn't need to look down at it as she continued to eat and drink with the other hand.
But Lucy could barely take her eyes off it. She watched as the bell flared and unflared as Kylie excited it, as pre-cum weeped and glistened from the tip of it and Kylie smeared her finger over the top to lubricate her playing with it and as the foreskin was pushed up and down the main shaft of it as Kylie's had gently jerked it.
She contemplated how that shaft would be inside her later tonight, only the second time in her life she'd had a male member in her body. For all her fear of close personal contact, the sight aroused her. Not for the first time that day, she felt her vulva react and moisten with the thought and her nipples harden in a very obvious way.
But she wasn't innocent enough to be oblivious as to where Kylie was going with her present action, nor as to the reasons for it. She wondered if she should be jealous or annoyed that her sister wouldn't allow her to have Matt to herself for the day.
Still, when Kylie announced...
"Well I suppose you guys had better start getting ready for your date. Do you want to have first shower Lucy?"
She took the hint. Matt was to be left to Kylie's predations.
"You're right. I'd better get started."
Matt had already figured out where this was going, although was a bit taken aback with the blatant approach Kylie took to get Lucy out of the way. He felt he detected in Lucy's countenance as she left a slight sense of being put out, but couldn't be sure.
And oblivious to the raging fantasy that had occupied Kylie's brain since the previous evening, he'd assumed he'd be dragged into Kylie's bedroom for some fairly conventional sex. Instead, momentarily releasing his cock, Kylie moved onto his lap facing outward from him. Turning her upper body 180 degrees, she started pashing him as she pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants and reaching between her legs, brought the top of his shaft into her crotch.
What she really wanted was for Matt to take the initiative and just take her. To boldly push her to her knees and fuck her with a wild passion doggy style bent over the coffee table. Matt had stirred up yearnings in Kylie she'd never known before. His manly physique and presence had an effect on her that her previous more insipid lovers had never activated.
But Matt was oblivious to her desires, other than that for sex. He was still letting her take the lead.
Constrained by her intentions, she faced forward again, bent forward and guided Matt's erection into full penetration. As she kept moving forward over the coffee table, Matt had little choice but to follow her if he was to stay penetrated; and it was clear Kylie intended for him to do so.
Kylie had soon moved them into the classical doggy position with her bent over the coffee table.
Matt slowly started fucking her as he stimulated her clit with one hand and a nipple with the other. But Kylie found his approach too measured and gentle. She wanted passion. Real wild passion...
"Fuck me harder. As if your life depended on it and you've been wanting to do it all day."
Matt figured that was clear enough. The tiled pool surround on which he was kneeing was a bit hard on the knees themselves, but he ignored that as he gave Kylie what she asked for. Kicking the Ottoman they'd be sitting on out of the way, he fucked her hard and fast.
The racket made by the wooden legs of the coffee table as it rocked and moved under Kylie's body as his thrusts pushed her about were loud enough, but nothing compared to the grunts and groans made by Kylie herself. Like the previous evening, he wondered about the suitability of the pool edge for this sort of sex. The fence and patio awning meant no one could actually see them, but there couldn't be the slightest ambiguity about the cause of the noises Kylie was making. It was of a woman being pleasured by some seriously hard core sex.
For Kylie it was a fulfilment. The satisfaction of a fetish that had gnawed at her for days. She couldn't explain why; maybe something to do with having the gorgeous hunk of a man display a need to take her and fuck her desperately as if his sanity depended on it. The fact that she had to set it up, even ask for it, didn't matter anymore. The sex with her previous lovers had been safe and boring; but they justified nothing better. With Matt she wanted more -- much more.
His engorged, hardened manhood had filled her womanhood and was pounding it with the passion she wanted. She'd never been a moaner until Matt came along, but there was nothing put on about the noises she was making now. It might be partly the grunt of a body being pushed about but it was mainly an expression of rising arousal; an arousal too powerful to be suppressed into silence.
With every rapid thrust, she felt his shaft rake her g spot stimulating her like she'd rarely been stimulated before. Her swollen bud -- which Matt could barely keep his fingers on as her body was pushed about -- felt like it was going to explode. She pushed her breast firmly against his hand, dragging her nipple across his palm, taking every bit of extra stimulation he was offering.
Her legs were spread as far apart as she could get them, her knees lifted off the ground to the side of her, her thighs quivering with excitement and a building orgasm.
All Matt knew of this was that the way her body rocked and moved under him make it really hard to stimulate her clit in a meaningful way. His finger was on it and moving about, but in such a random way he doubted its effectiveness for adding to her stimulation. The nipple stimulation was a bit more satisfying. All he really had to do was hold his open palm under it and the way her body moved dragged her breast across it enough that he could feel a really hard and firm nipple moving across his palm.
It was clear that Kylie was being excited by something and that something had to be the fucking itself. Probably Matt figured by the banging of her g spot that the angle of his thrusts would have been achieving.
As for Matt, he might prefer some sort of face to face sex -- especially with women as beautiful as Kylie and Lucy -- but he certainly had no trouble honestly delivering the sex with the passion that Kylie expressed a desire for. Kylie's beautiful straight, olive skinned back, incredibly cute butt and gorgeous long hair which sensuously caressed her back as he banged away at her completely filled his visual field. He'd been mentally teased by Lucy's seductive pleasure all day and was more than happy to blow off any frustration he'd felt by giving Kylie the pounding she'd asked for.
Her grip on his shaft was beautiful; not too tight, not too lose. Just the goldilocks grip that pleasured his shaft with every warm, slippery thrust, without instantly brewing him up into a climax. And to add to it all, somewhere in her embrace of his shaft he could feel just the slightest kink; something that massaged and bent it ever so subtly but pleasurably. Maybe he thought it was as his shaft levered against the back of her vaginal opening and pushed against her g spot before being redirected up her vagina. But it wasn't worth analysing; it was just something to be enjoyed.
His only problem was he had to keep repositioning his body as the table -- and Kylie spread over it -- moved away from him; knee walking forward to bring him back to the more upright stance that seemed best for raking Kylie's g spot with his increasingly sensitive shaft.
He sensed Kylie was nearing her climax. No woman he'd ever made love to seemed as worked up vocally as Kylie was at that moment. He expected every thrust would be the last before her orgasm exploded on her. Her excitement translated to his; encouraging him to fuck her all the harder and faster.
When Kylie screamed 'fuck!' he momentarily assumed that was the start of her climax, so was confused when her body started to fall away from him. Unthinking, he grabbed her harder and thrust himself deeper, only to find himself falling head first into the water as the table Kylie was being fucked on tumbled into the pool, with Kylie on it and Matt on Kylie. Kylie let out a scream -- Matt couldn't have sworn it was one of pleasure -- as somewhat like a small catapult their bodies scribed an arc into the water, rotating around the bottom of the table leg, depositing them well clear of the pool's edge, with only a slight bump on the thick rounded wooden edge of the table as a price to pay for their carelessness. That and the narrative of their coitus being derailed -- momentarily at least.
It all happened in a moment, but Matt reflected afterwards that, his passion on fire, he didn't think he had actually stopped banging away at Kylie, even as they made their initial heads down decent into the pool. He's pretty sure he didn't stop banging as he rolled their bodies sideways away from the table to let him get a footing on the bottom of the shallow pool. And he knows for certain he was banging away at her as, having got the footing, he stood upright enough to lift both their heads and much of their torsos above the water, suspending her body at an angle to his, still one hand on her breast and the other supporting her crotch.



It seemed to Matt that Kylie came out of the water groaning. Not the same as when she went in. It seemed more like a groan of deep satisfaction. That of a woman in the throes of a powerful climax. Groans that almost begged him to keep thrusting to prolong it for as long as possible.
And in that he wasn't wrong. Matt's massive thrust to stay in contact as the table tipped had been the final, climax inducing act of stimulation. Kylie was a water babe. Falling into a pool, even head first, had no fear or shock value to her. It had interfered not the slightest with the orgasm that wracked her body as Matt keep pounding away at her, first underwater, and still as he lifted her to the surface. It fact it excited her all the more.
She sensed her own contractions grasp forlornly at Matt's ever moving shaft. It almost seemed like their inability to pin down and capture Matt's manhood meant the orgasm couldn't end; that it just kept going on and on as Matt banged away at her.
But Matt was no longer focused on what he correctly interpreted as Kylie's orgasm. His own was brewing up. Powerfully. Forcefully. In a way that had him in an almost frenzy of sexual engagement with Kylie's body as he held it, suspended off the pool floor, half floating, half weighing upon him; almost momentarily, an object for his pleasure.
It was the energy of that engagement as much as the intensity of the climax that caused the start of it to be accompanied by a bellowing grunt. Normally he stops thrusting at the start of an orgasm; sensing what feels like the individual ropes of cum rushing up his shaft in pleasurable delight. But something drove this one in a more impassioned direction. He felt no compulsion to stop. Instead his body demanded he keep thrusting. Not as fast, but just as hard. All sense of individual ropes disappeared as his shaft, his balls, indeed his whole groin, instead pulsated in what seemed like wave after wave of orgasm; every thrust triggering a new pulse that seemed more intense than the one before it -- at least for a while.
Slowly, very slowly, the pulses subsided. His thrusting slowed. Almost stopped, except every now and then, an additional thrust would trigger shuddering wavelets of an extended orgasm, until they too stopped.
He stood there panting, Kylie still suspended on the hard shaft that penetrated her and the hand that cupped her breast.
It had all been over in less than 8 minutes from when Lucy had left them.
Kylie had waited -- patiently she thought -- until Matt's orgasm had finished. Her body was raging with hormones that her orgasm had released; oxytocin and other hormones of love and desire. She wasn't sated. Nowhere near it. The itch of the fetish might have been scratched, but the chemicals stirred up in her body were more profoundly affecting her than a mere fetish.
She wanted to face Matt, to be in his arms, to kiss and pash him like he'd never been pashed before, and to fuck him face to face.
She turned in his arms, withdrawing him from her body as she did so. She contemplated re-penetrating him now they were face to face. But as hard as his erection remained, she knew she needed to get him to refract.
As she wrapped him in her arms and kissed him passionately, she guided their intertwined bodies towards the steps, pushing him against them so that the impassioned rubbing of her body against him as they kissed didn't push him under the water.
She gave special attention to his shaft. Her stomach, her upper thigh and anything else that came in contact with it, gave it a good rubbing; gliding and sliding along its length. She had expected it to soften, looking for that as a sign she could give him serious work towards getting a fast refraction. But it seemed to refuse to do so. Maybe she thought, it had refracted already.
Kylie knew time was short. Lucy's shower and dressing wasn't going to be quick, but it wasn't going to take forever either.
With her legs spread wide across his hips, she undulated her body against his. As she felt the tip of his shaft captured in her crease and start to bend out along it, she gently guided its hard tip to her vaginal opening, pushing just firmly enough to fully penetrate him.
Matt was almost overcome by her attentions. It wasn't that they weren't reciprocated, just that he'd never previously had a woman finish sex by immediately wanting more and demanding and taking it as brazenly as Kylie was.
He didn't know why his erection was so persistent, simply that he'd rarely felt as aroused and randy in his life as he did at that moment; a more intense sense of what he'd felt all day. The sisters seemed to have a powerful effect on his body; especially when they turned on their sexuality -- and it seemed to Matt that Kylie's was rarely turned off.
As he put his arms around her, the embrace of his erection within Kylie's body was more than welcomed by him.
None of which really mattered to Kylie at that moment. She had what she wanted; Matt inside her. Hormonally charged, it was a mishmash of emotions she felt; with the love that dare not speak its name always threatening to come to the surface. But what occupied her most at that moment was far more earthly and base. It was nothing more than the sexual objectification of Matt's body.
Gently biting the side of his neck, she pawed at his firm, strong biceps as she continued to undulate her body against his, dragging her jutting nipples across his hairy chest as she screwed his erection around inside her and rubbed her clit on his pubis.
Matt's erection might not have been any bigger than the bigger of her previous two lovers, but there was something about it hanging off his powerful body that made it both look and feel bigger than any she'd experienced before. It felt as though it filled her and stimulated her in a way no man's erection had done so before
Wanting more in the way of visual stimulation, she lifted her torso up, adopting a more cowgirl position, which let her look down on and caress his well-muscled chest and ripped torso as she made love to him; taking in the grin on Matt's face as his gaze moved between Kylie's face and her breasts. Kylie's movements became more regular now she was sitting up. By pressing down on the exposed part of his erection as her movement drew it out of her body and thrust it back in again, she could drive it in firmly across her g spot while still stimulating her clit against his pubis.
As far as Kylie was concerned, this was a more loving engagement then the wild fucking she initiated over the coffee table. Within the time constraints of Lucy's shower and preparation for dinner, she wanted to draw it out; to experience Matt for as long as she reasonably could.
This might not have been a screaming sexual encounter like the one just finished, but the pleasure still induced her to hum to its slowly building intensity.
All Matt knew from all of this was that Kylie was riding his cock. Rather delightfully actually. It wasn't just the physical sensation of his erection being stimulated as it slipped in and out of her vagina as she rode him, it was also the visual pleasure of watching her do it. The taut stomach, lovely bouncing perky breasts and beautiful face, all capped by flowing locks of sun bleached hair just completed the overwhelming sensation of erotic sex.
Any question of why he'd been able to take an erection from one encounter to the next had ceased to bother him. He'd sort of figured it was because he'd been in a state of some sort of arousal for most of the day and that had built up a serious amount of randy inclination towards sustaining a boner, but with the turn on Kylie was providing, he didn't need to think about it more.
He presented his palm up for Kylie to rub her jutting nipples against, had a turn at lifting his head and sucking them, then presented her with his palms again, all while listening to her growing excitement. Fortunately not this time with the sort of almost screaming moans that would alert the whole neighbourhood to their actions, just the hums and heavy breathing of a seriously aroused woman.
As she came, she leaned down towards him again, wrapped her arms around his back, lightly bit his neck and tightened her vagina around his erection, lifting herself rapidly up and down. She certainly knew how to make a man come quickly. It wasn't the pulsating orgasm of his previous one, but it was pretty good just the same.
Even after he'd clearly finished his climax, she lay there on top of him, initially quietly, as she held his still persistent erection inside her.
Finally she lifted her head up enough to look at him...
"Matt."
He stroked his hand through her wet hair as he responded...
"Yes."
She hesitated...
"I like sex that is a bit wild like we just had, but it would be nice if you'd instigate it."
"I like wild sex too. That was pretty insane but really nice. But I'm always scared I'd get it wrong and annoy you."
"Tell you what. If you're randy and you want it, then take it. If you've got a boner, try to use it; more so if I've given it to you. I promise the worst I'll do is say 'not now'"
"Does wild sex always mean doggy style?"
"No. I prefer something more face to face. But really it's whatever facilitates the position you find yourself in."
After a brief further hesitation, Kylie added...
"I think it would be good if we do it in front of Lucy sometimes too. It might encourage her to get more involved."
"OK, that's a challenge. So you would have had me bend you over the coffee table with Lucy still sitting on the other side?"
"Maybe. Or something like that."
Having made her statement, Kylie snuggled into Matt again.
She was still there, with Matt's erection still hard and inside her, when Lucy emerged onto the pool deck. With Kylie's head buried in Matt's chest, Matt saw her first.
Dressed once again in Kylie's tiny sheath dress, she was a complete vision. Standing where she was, close to Matt, his first view was off her legs; long, slender, shapely, from where Matt was sitting in the pool he could see all the way up to where the inside of them terminated at her black, minimalist string sided panties.
The dress itself clung to her beautiful figure in a way that suggested more forces were at work than just the stretchy elasticised effect of the lightly woven material. As if it was drawn in by static electricity, it clung to every part of her body; even where it created a hollow. His eyes were of course immediately drawn to where the dress was held tightly against the sexy bulge of her mons the material on each side of it pulled into her thighs to highlight its effect, but from there his eyes followed up her flat stomach, noticed the drawn in dimple of her navel and came momentarily to rest on the underside of her jutting breasts with the dress tightly folded in under them to exaggerate their size.
Only then did his gaze continue up to see her smiling face, framed by her beautifully prepared hair...
"Should you be getting ready?"
Lucy's enquiry alerted Kylie to her presence and she looked up just as Matt replied...
"Yes."
At the same time he gently partly lifted, partly floated Kylie's body up to withdraw his erection from her. Kylie in turn rolled off to the side of Matt to let him stand up. As he did so, Lucy's vision was immediately drawn to the full erection bisecting his lower stomach most of the way up to his navel...
"Did I interrupt you? Do you have some unfinished business?"
"No, I'm just glad to see you. You look absolutely stunning."
"Oh, great come back. OK well maybe you need to go in and get ready then and take me out to dinner."
Matt certainly hadn't been exaggerating when he said she looked stunning. The vision form the standing up position was even more arousing as he used their brief interaction to finish checking her out.
The top of the dress was merely spaghetti string supported triangles which barely covered her stunning breasts; a deep line of cleavage going right down to the bottom of the cleft between them. The opened stretched weave of the dress clearly revealed both the darker shadow of her nipples and the outline of her panties.
This was anything but the Lucy he'd known for so many years. The transformation -- even if only temporarily and for him -- was incredible.
Finally, her hair was done up in a way Matt had never seen before. Lucy normally just wore her long straight hair hanging naturally. Now she'd used Kylie's wand to introduce some kiss curls at the front and to generally soften and add body to the drop of rest if it.
His wet speedos were still binding the top of his thighs, the waistband tucked under the base of his erection and balls. As he stood there in front of Lucy, he slipped them off, taking a moment to wring them and drape them on a towel rack the girls kept by the pool.
As he walked past her towards the house, leaving her to talk to Kylie, he took one look back to enjoy the sight he knew was there. Her long, straight, slender back highlighted by the plunging back of the dress, with the static on the dress drawing the back of it softly into her bum crack.
Whatever had previously held Matt's persistent erection up, it had a whole new life as he headed to the shower.
It was only towards the end of his time under the shower it finally went down -- sort of. As he remembered Lucy's dress and pondered the plans for the rest of the night, it seemed reluctant to reduce to anything less than a half mongrel.
At least dressing -- cotton undies under a pair of chino pants and a short sleeved, collared shirt, with the buttons left undone a third of the way down his chest -- caused it to finally surrender to something close to normality. Primed to react certainly, but at least not the bulging edifice it had been since Kylie started touching him up.
As Matt walked hand in hand with Lucy towards the restrauent, he found the courage to ask her something that had worried him since her noticed her countenance when she discovered him in the pool with Kylie...
"Did the sex with Kylie while you were in the shower bother you?"
He looked sideways at Lucy as they walked, seeing how she pondered the question, before his eyes were inevitably drawn to the sight of the beautiful breast display facilitated by the plunging cleavage of her dress.
"A little. I know she instigated it, so I'm not annoyed with you and I know she did it because she felt if I had you for the whole day, she'd feel left out. But I might have hoped she'd give me a bit more room than that. She's had a decade of sex whereas I've had none. I suppose I hoped she might have left this one special day to me."
She thought a bit more, before adding...
"Plus, and I'm not quite sure how to put this, I just get this sense I would have preferred your erection not to have been in her so close to the time when I'm going to give it access to my body."
The last thought didn't surprise Matt. Nor did Lucy's rather formal way of putting it. He could see how someone on the spectrum like Lucy might have, he supposed you might think of it as cleanliness issues, when he goes from fucking Kylie to fucking Lucy in a relatively short time. Almost in anticipation of that issue, he'd taken some care in cleaning himself in the shower.
He considered mentioning that to Lucy, but thought better about it. But there was another thing he felt he needed to raise. One better dealt with now than in the crowded restrauent...
"Kylie's asked me to be more wild and uninhibited in instigating sex with her. Even in front of you. I think at least part of her thought process is it would be good to have you drawn into situations like that; either to stir up your emotions or arousal or even to involve you in a threesome. We've been friends a long time. I'm not going to do something that offends you. What do you think about that?"
Again Matt looked sideways to watch Lucy's face as she pondered this next question. And again his eyes were drawn down to her breasts...
"Yes, I'd sensed that was part of her overall plan. She'd even hinted at it in discussion with me. The short answer is, I don't know. That night I got drunk there was more than a small element of that and I found it all quite exciting. How I'd be sober is another issue. I suppose my answer is, you can feel free to satisfy Kylie's request and give it a go without worrying about offending me. We're all exploring this relationship and working out the rules. I'm not going to be mortally offended with you if we make mistakes along the way. We can talk about it afterwards and adjust it for the future."
"What about you? Do you want wild and crazy sex instigated by me?"
"I don't know. Maybe it's too early to say and. Given what tonight was meant to be, we're getting ahead of ourselves. If you only hit on Kylie I suspect I'll feel jealous. But if you hit on me when I'm not mentally ready I'm not sure how it will go. I know I can trust you to stop if I ask you too, so maybe we can rely on that. But I would say if I'm as drunk as I was the other night, then go for it. That worked really well for me, even if that level of drinking is not something I want to do very often."
The meal, when they arrived at the restrauent, went well. The food was good, the conversation pleasant, even more than that, highly amusing -- even if it did have to avoid the topics that really shouldn't be discussed in public apart from some heavy doses of innuendo and double entendre -- and the mood uplifting. It surprised him how cheeky Lucy could be with the innuendo. He'd never really seen that side of her before.
Matt knew he was staring at Lucy's breast display more than he should, but had trouble resisting it. It was just too compelling. The dress left at least half the beautiful, light olive flesh of her breasts exposed. The jutting nipple could be seen mere millimetres from the inside hem of the cleavage line, and not just 'seen' in the sense of a projection of its shape. The loose stretched weave of the dress let him peak through it to see the actual flesh of the nipple.
If nothing else, it persuaded him that Lucy's breasts were even more perfect than Kylie's, and that was setting a high barrier. They were slightly bigger, yet slightly perkier too. And like Kylie's they had this sexualised ski jump shape with the nipple located right at the take off point of the ski jump; one where the areola seemed to respond to cold or arousal nearly as much as the nipple itself, creating a projecting plinth on which the jutting nipple then sat.
And it was obvious as he stared at them that Lucy was either aroused or cold. And given the warmth of the night, she can't have been cold.
But then, Lucy wasn't the only one showing signs of arousal; it was just that Matt's was hidden under the table. He wondered how he would manage to stand up at the end of the night. The full boner in his pants would be impossible to hide and while Lucy sat alluringly across the other side of the table charming him, it was showing no inclination to go down.
But Matt wasn't the only one affected. Lucy was surprising herself. While she certainly felt anxious about what lay ahead, she was astounded by how much she was responding to Matt's presence. She'd read about aroused women all but wetting their undies with their vaginal juices, but thought it had to be nothing more than writers' licence to exaggerate. But even over and above being aware of her nipple's reaction, that's exactly how they felt.
She had always found Matt attractive, but with her libido being inactive due to lack of use, her physical reaction to him had been muted. Now it had been turned on, his presence had an electric effect on her which she found quite surprising. It transcended her own view of what her body was capable of by way of a sexual response to a man.



She was also a bit shocked about how she enjoyed flaunting herself in the dress Kylie had lent her. When Kylie had suggested it -- demanded it was closer to the point -- Lucy had been reticent. She'd never worn anything like that before, even if she had admired Kylie in them. Now she was well aware of the effect it was having on Matt. Far from pulling the 'hey, I'm up here line' she found herself gently swaying her breasts from side to side as she adopted an animated form of conversation, being amused by watching Matt's eyes following them and all put pop out as he did so. It gave her a sense of power over a man she'd never been aware of before.
As dinner ended, Matt tried to subtly readjust the way his erection sat in his pants, to make it less obvious as he stood up to leave the restrauent. He was only partly successful, but at least it helped him leave the room. He could only hope they didn't pass too many people as he walked home, hand in hand with Lucy.
Kylie was still up and about when they arrived home but, wanting to get some benefit from the moderate amount of inhibition reducing wine Lucy had drunk, they quickly retired into Lucy's room.
Any normal couple might have hugged and kissed before flopping onto the bed and ripping each other's clothes off. But with Lucy being on the spectrum and uncomfortable with close personal interaction, that wasn't really the approach Matt could take. As the stood awkwardly next to Lucy's bed, Matt asked...
"Would you like me to take your dress off?"
As she lifted her arms and angled them towards Matt, Lucy replied...
"Sure"
Lifting from the lower hem, Matt unpeeled the dress off her body, making sure, as her view of him was blocked by the bodice of the dress over her head, that he had a good perve at the way her boobs bounced as the dress released them. That left Lucy in nothing more than a tiny pair of panties as, to help him with the uncertainty of how to proceed, he neatly folded the dress and put it on the seat of Lucy's dressing table.
"Do you want me to undress myself, or do you want to do it?"
"I suppose the whole purpose of this exercise is that I should get the practice. I'll do it."
Matt stood there as Lucy delicately undid the buttons of his shirt and slipped it off his arms. She then knelt in front of him to undo the button and zip holding up his pants, peeling the open and dropping them to his ankles where she removed, first his shoes and socks and then the pants themselves.
Still kneeling, she looked up at his undies and the full erection they contained...
"You seem pleased to see me again."
That was becoming a recurring theme with the girls.
"I've been pleased to see you all day. It's been a bit embarrassing."
"Well, as you know, I'm no expert on men's sexual reactions, But I think there's a way we can make it go down."
"Sounds interesting, although the mechanism hasn't been working that well today."
Lucy peeled the undies off Matt erection, letting them fall to the floor as she lightly fondled his shaft.
Her lack of reticence about touching his erection surprised Matt -- as in fact it did Lucy. It was difficult to explain why she'd feel extremely uncomfortable about someone -- even Matt or a best friend - putting a friendly arm around her, but could seemingly play with an erection all day and not feel the slightest sense of concern.
Uncertain how to deal with the next step, Matt asked...
"Do you want me to lie on the bed?"
"I suppose so. There's a towel laid out under the sheet."
Matt thought the towel was very much typical Lucy; concerned about getting sex stains on the mattress. Pulling back the sheets, he turned momentarily back to Lucy, now standing next to him...
"Will I pull you panties off for you?"
Lucy hesitated...
"I suppose so."
Matt knelt before her, in the same manner Lucy had adopted with him, tucking his fingers under the string elastic sides and pulling them down her legs; letting her lift each foot in turn to completely remove them. He loitered momentarily, enjoying the view of her exposed mons, and remembering how it wasn't that long ago that any such naked exposure would have horrified Lucy, before standing up and lying flat on the bed.
Lucy followed him, straddling his hips, but for the moment holding herself above him.
Matt looked up at her, her eyes closed, her countenance suggesting someone bracing themselves for something difficult. What really surprised him was when she lifted his erection up vertically with her hand and lowered herself slowly onto it.
No foreplay, no gentle rubbing of her vulva along his shaft; just a straight drop onto it. What's more, it went easily and well lubricated into a vagina that was clearly already open and receptive. 'So', Matt thought, 'he wasn't the only one aroused by the evening'. It made him feel rather chuffed that his mere presence could be as powerful in its effect on her and hers was on him.
Lucy didn't waste any time. Leaning half forward, she started rubbing her groin along Matt's pubis, his shaft not so much thrusting in and out of her as being screwed about inside her with the movement. She only had a light grip on it and Matt was pleased to sense he wasn't at risk of a premature release.
He recognised what Lucy was doing, while not uncommon anyway, was step for step following Kylie's approach to cowgirl sex and he didn't doubt Kylie had given her precise instructions on how to do it.
While he enjoyed watching Lucy's breasts wobble seductively as she moved, he knew they had a powerful stimulatory effect on her. He held his palms up to them, letting her rub her nipples on the as she rocked aback and forwards.
Lucy was not as vocally demonstrative as Kylie seemed to be. But her breathing gave Matt a pretty good idea of where she was in her path to orgasm. He was surprised how quickly she was showing every sign of being close to a climax. Her movement sped up and her grip on him tightened just a bit as her breathing intensified.
As far as Matt could tell, the climax was quite intense. Lucy bent down closer to his body as she kept rubbing; presumably to prolong her orgasm. Then with barely a pause, she tightened her grip on his erection and started more of a thrusting movement. Except, her grip was so tight he didn't so much feel her was thrusting in and out of her as the lower part of his shaft was being intensely micro rubbed by her pelvic floor muscles.
Whatever it was, it had him quickly brewing up.
It seemed Kylie had taught her all the tricks. Within momements, with a far from silent groan, he was ejaculating very pleasurably into Lucy.
Lucy kept thrusting him that way until she sensed Matt had no more orgasm to give.
Then she collapsed flat on to Matt, wrapping her arms under his neck as her body lay in full contact with Matt's, his erection still inside her.
Lucy loitered there, her head into the pillow alongside his. Matt was puzzled. Except when she got herself 'pissed as a newt' Lucy abhorred such personal contact. With his arms on the bed alongside him, he wasn't really sure what he should do.
In a tone he tried had to make sound cheeky rather than challenging, Matt enquired...
"I thought you didn't like close body contact unless you were drunk."
"Normally I don't. But having an orgasm seems to release some sort of hormones that suppress my aversion to contact. Plus I suppose I'm doing it on my terms."
"It would be traditional in this situation for me to embrace you and gently stroke your back and hair. Might your terms permit that?"
"Yes. I think I might even enjoy that."
"OK. Let me know if I do something wrong."
Matt embraced her and did what he asked permission for. It was a quite delightful situation he found himself in. He always thought Lucy had the most perfect skin; an absolutely flawless light olive complexion that tightly sheathed her beautiful figure in the most sensuous way.
That perfection seemed to convey itself to him even through his fingertips as he stroked her. Of course, being able to feel the curves of her body helped a lot too. And when he got down to her butt, there was something rather special about stroking that too. He'd admired her butt for all the time he'd know her. He was never a fan of the big Kardashian style butt. Lucy's was the perfect 'slim woman's' butt. Tight, firm, with just the right amount of curve to declare the sexuality of its womanhood, but without signalling a fat future and the most delightful, special, vertically elongated butt crack.
Now he was getting to play with it and Lucy seemed to have no objection to his hand loitering there.
After maybe five minutes, Lucy ground her hips around the erection that still penetrated her, before asking...
"It's still hard. Does it want more?"
"That's a silly question. A man's penis always wants more. But that doesn't mean it has any right to get it."
"But I thought they can only cum once."
"That's the rule. But it's been a bit strange this weekend. A bit of a persistent erection, which I need hardly tell you is largely your fault. As to only cumming once, I felt it soften and then reharden a while back. I'm no expert and can't promise anything, but I suspect it's re-primed itself."
"And here I thought Kylie was the cause of your persistent erection."
"You greatly underestimate your effect on me. But I will admit having two half naked women running around in my presence multiplies the effect."
In what felt to Matt like an experiment, Lucy briefly ground herself on his pubis, tightening her grip on his shaft and screwing it around as she did so. It elicited a moan of pleasure from both of them.
Deciding she wasn't finished with Matt, Lucy again lifted herself up on her outstretched arms; adopting this time more an elevated reverse missionary position than the cowgirl she used before.
But as before she started grinding her crotch down on Matt's pubis, stimulating her clit while only minimally thrusting Matt's otherwise fully penetrated erection in and out of her body. Lucy felt this position actually worked better for her. Already aroused and sexualised from what had proceeded it, she was surprised by how quickly she felt she was heading towards another orgasm.
When Matt raised his palms to place them in front of her breasts, Lucy, recognising just how powerfully they contributed to her stimulation, willing accepted his invitation to stimulate her nipples on them as she rocked back and forwards.
Matt listened with some satisfaction to Lucy's growing arousal. Not the sort of proud satisfaction that comes from thinking her was a great lover. More one that acknowledged that, when he first agreed to provide a sex education to Lucy, he could never have envisaged she would be so sexually responsive. There might still be many bridges to cross, but he'd never expected she'd get this far this quickly.
Sensing the nipple stimulation had accelerated things along, Matt lifted his head and started vigorously sucking and tongue flicking her right one.
With just the softest 'ooohhh', something quite demonstrative on Lucy's spectrum of sexual vocalisations, almost immediately Lucy came; continuing to hiss and moan as she kept rubbing her clit on his pubis until the orgasm had nothing more to give.
As her orgasm passed, she again rested herself down in full contact with Matt...
"I understand you like to finish on top. Would you like to do that?"
Matt was surprised by Lucy's question on several levels. The first was, there was nothing he'd said or done that would have suggested that to Lucy. The information must have come from Kylie. Secondly, the whole purpose of tonight had been to leave Lucy on top and therefore in control on what was meant to be her first introduction to penetrative sex; although that had now be to sober penetrative sex.
Matt thought it was a big thing for Lucy to surrender that. Still her question required an answer...
"Yes, if it suits my partner."
Matt sensed Lucy instigate the start of a roll and followed her lead, bringing himself on top of Lucy while maintaining full penetration; ending with his legs outside Lucy's, drawn up under his haunches so, with the weight of the top half taken on his elbows, he could suspend himself almost crab like over her body.
That left him almost gliding contactlessly across the top of her body, his chest merely brushing across the top of her jutting nipples as the only point of upper body contact.
He's contemplated positioning himself to drop his hips between her legs to let him thrust upwards and possibly stimulate her g spot -- something that worked well on Kylie -- but it was a high contact position and at this stage he was uncertain whether Lucy would enjoy it the same way. He lamented the sex pillow his first girlfriend had loved was in storage with the rest of his gear. It may well be perfect for giving Lucy good missionary position sex. But there was no way she'd let one of her normal pillows be placed under her butt with the risk of being jizzed all over.
In the end, he decided Lucy had offered him the opportunity to finish on top and he should just take it; looking to maximise his own enjoyment.
Lucy meanwhile started by lying limply under him like an inanimate doll; her arms spread out wide on the sheets rather than in any way providing encouragement or guidance for his activities.
He started thrusting, enjoying the feel of his hard and now anxious shaft sliding ever so easily in and out of her warm, wet and slippery, delectable body. Lucy's grip on it was enough. Maybe a bit firmer might have been better, but then might have brought him to a climax earlier too.
His thrusts started out slow and deliberate, but as he got into it they became faster; full length thrusts with the withdrawal stopped just soon enough to reduce the risk of popping out and the penetrative thrusts stopping just short of crashing into Lucy's pubis.
Under him, he could feel Lucy's now jutting and hard nipples, slide across his chest with every movement.
For Matt, this was near perfect. His shaft was enjoying itself immensely -- and vicariously he enjoyed it too - as it plunged in and out of her body at the perfect angle for his own pleasure at what felt like steam train speeds. But the less firm grip meant the pleasure didn't seem to accumulate into an orgasm brewing up. Not yet anyway.
He worried a little that he might be taking too long. That Lucy might be getting tired of what he was doing or he might be starting to trigger her physical contact aversion. And yet, as he kept himself attuned to her reactions he thought he detected her as breathing in the way she usually does when building to a climax.
Slowly he felt Lucy's grip on him increase and just as slowly he could feel the build up to his climax happening in response. He hoped the tighter grip was somehow a response to her own stimulation, but had no way of knowing.
All he did know was that his orgasm was becoming imminent and he wanted to make the best of the time left.
He started to moan; mainly involuntarily, although he wasn't displeased it was also signalling to Lucy that the end was approaching. And then, after a slow start, the climatic moment of his enjoyment was on him in a rush; his shaft going from a gradual build-up to a boiling caldron within the space of a few thrusts.
As he knew he was about to go, he held himself at full penetration waiting the moment as he felt his balls and shaft brew up before exploding into a long succession of mind blowingly pleasurable jizz squirting pulses...
"Aaaarrrrr...aaaaarrrr...aaaarrrr...ooohhhhhh...aaaarrrr...
He was simply frozen in place over Lucy, his moans no long quiet, as it seemed like his shaft was filling her vagina with an endless supply of cum -- or at least pretending to -- as the pleasure pulses kept going and going. If they looked like stopping, it only took a few more thrusts to seemingly start it all over again.
After what seemed like forever, they started to fade; only to be replaced by smaller, but no less intense shuddering mini pulses before they too faded and left him suspended over Lucy in a spent, emptied state.
Lucy had now been double shotted by him. He knew her well enough to know she'd want to clean up before his jizz went all over the bed. Reluctantly he reached for the clean-up hand towel, placed it under her butt and rolled off her, his still firm manhood withdrawing from her as he did.
He turned on his side towards her, taking a corner of the towel to wipe the end of his still dripping shaft as he watched her deal with the discharge of his ejaculations and her copious juices. Finally satisfied, she gave Matt's shaft a final wipe down with it and tossed the towel onto the floor beside her, leaving a moment of awkward silence. Normally this would be the moment where there'd be, at least, an affectionate cuddle before they went to sleep. But this was Lucy. Cuddles weren't part of her normal repertoire.
Matt watched as she lay still on her back for a moment, before turning to him...
"Does it bother you that I don't like spooning through the night like Kylie does?"
"No, that's pretty normal. I think a majority probably just want to get a god night's sleep."
"Well, I wouldn't mind you resting your hand on my breast overnight, or being allowed to rest mine on your penis."
Matt had to suppress a fit of giggles at Lucy's statement. It was so Lucy;' matter of fact and somewhat out of left field. Never before had a woman asked to be able to fondle his manhood through the night. As for fondling her breast, she had beautiful breasts and he loved handling them, but to rest a hand on one while she slept on her back would leave his wrist suspended unsupported in mid-air. That was all very nice for a bit of slap and tickle, but didn't really work long term.
Still, he figured he had nothing to lose by humouring her...
"Sure."
Still on his side facing her, he extended his upper arm to place the palm of his hand on her breast, letting her still jutting nipple push itself up between his two middle fingers, then bent his wrist down to let his forearm rest along the bed beside her. She in turn slid her arm across to let her hand wrap itself around his still firm and sticky manhood.
He watched as Lucy then simply closed her eyes as if that was the end of the matter.
While Lucy's request might have been unusual for an ordinary person, for her they made complete sense.
She had found chinks in the armour of her usual aversion to physical contact and she thought of them as like bridgeheads to expanding her tolerance of such contact.
Her nipples, she had discovered, were very sensitive in a pleasurable sort of way. They'd always responded favourably to Matt's gentle touch. She knew their stimulation helped her reach orgasm. But as he'd brushed his chest against them as he'd pounded her body to his own orgasm, she realised they were capable of themselves of giving her an orgasm. She had nearly cum to what Matt had been doing.
And it seemed to her that such pleasure overcame her touch aversion.
She was surprised to find that Matt's playing with her nipple was overwhelmingly pleasurable. She'd heard enough girl's locker-room conversation about men and their handling of breasts to know it wasn't always the case. She'd heard women complain about guys being too rough on them or just overstimulating them. But she'd also heard one woman say they could give her an orgasm all by themselves and was pleased to find she might be in that minority. Matt seemed to know what to do with hers in a way she enjoyed.
As for holding his shaft? Well, while she hated the sticky, 'just used' feel, for some reason -- completely imponderable to her -- it was the one part of someone else's human anatomy she felt comfortable -- even a sort of curiosity -- about handling. After having absolutely no exposure to it for the first 30 years of her life, she was fascinated by its ability to swell and harden to such an extent and loved holding it while it did so.



It seemed to somehow fall into the pattern she'd already identified that her aversion to contact applied less to sexual organs. Anyway, as far as Lucy was concerned, any breakthrough that let her feel comfortable with physical contact with another person was worth exploring.
And so, she found herself during the night reaching out for Matt's manhood; often finding it already hard and elongated and ready for her hand to wrap around it, sometimes enjoying the sensation of it growing in her palm.
There were times as Matt turned to his other side during the night she'd find herself losing contact with it. But when she'd noticed he'd rolled back, her extended arm would find it once again.
As for the hand on her breast, Matt's contact with it wasn't as consistent as she might have liked. It felt nice when he reached out for it and seemed to induce erotic dreams when she was asleep. But it was very intermittent.
Maybe, she thought, one day, they would be able to cuddle up together and she could actually enjoy it. She knew she had to keep working on it.



        A Sisters' Ploy Ch. 07

        Matt's ball desperately need emptying.
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When Matt awoke the following morning, it was with a raging night erection, accelerated by the fact Lucy's hand was wrapped around it as he lay facing her.
It had been a strange night of erotic dreams. On two occasion he had awoken with a sense he was about to cum.
Each time, he'd rolled away from Lucy, leaving her no choice but to release her grip or spoon into his back -- and he knew the latter wasn't going to happen.
But her request to be able to fondle his manhood and permission for him to fondle her breast had been such an unexpected step forward in her tolerating intimate contact that he didn't mean to deny her it. He was inclined to toss and turn on the best of nights. All he needed was to give the poor thing a rest; especially as he knew Lucy wouldn't be all that pleased if he jizzed all over her sheets. After all. This was a girl who laid a towel down under the place on the bed they had sex.
At some point he'd turn back towards her and at some point after that she's either grab his nocturnal erection again, or fondle it into hardness herself.
He'd taken some advantage of the right to rest his hand on her breast; as much to honour her offering as anything. Erotically it was a pleasant enough task; especially as her nipple pushed up between his fingers. But, unless he could cuddle in close and rest his elbow on her stomach, it couldn't be a long term thing. His wrist would be uncomfortably left hanging in mid-air.
As the only way of knowing whether it was time to get up in Lucy's completely blacked out room, he looked over to the door were he could see daylight penetrating under the gap at the bottom of the door.
In his randiness, he considered trying to instigate sex with Lucy, but didn't take more than a moment to consider it ill advised. She was a late sleeper and valued that extra time asleep and given he was there to slowly further her sexual education and the progress they'd made the previous night, it was a bit too early to expect her to wake her up and effectively demand she satisfy his needs.
Trying not to disturb her, he gently unwrapped her hand from his shaft and eased himself out of her bed; tip toeing naked to the door to escape the room.
As he entered the hallway, he notice the door to Kylie's room -- where all his clothes were -- was also closed.
Not that prancing around naked in their house - even with a rampant erection - would be considered a crime by either of the girls. More out of habit than necessity, he remembered he'd left his speedos on the drying rack near the pool.
Heading out the back door, he collected them and slipped them on, lifting the waist band over the top of his aching erection and pulling it down to normal height, leaving the projecting erection tightly sheathed in the taut stretchy material.
All that did was provoke it further, causing it to surge and inducing him to -- almost unthinkingly -- wrap his hand around it and jerk it a few times, letting out a little moan of pleasure as he did so.
It really didn't make sense to him that he felt as randy as he did, given the number of times he'd ejaculated in the last 48 hours was a multiple of any previous record. But he undeniably did. It was more than that though. His shaft wasn't just as hard as rock, nor just anxious and desirous in a way that left him randy. While he recognised it didn't necessarily accord with biological reality, it felt full. Full like his balls and shaft were overburdened with a cum load they were never designed to carry and had to be discharged in the interests of public health and safety.
As he stood by the pool, he contemplated the sunlounge meters away from him and the possibility of laying on it and jerking himself off. Given Kylie would be up soon, the risk of being caught seemed to make that unwise. He considered the alternative of getting into the pool and jerking off there as a more subtle alternative. It wasn't as though it didn't already have traces of his cum in it. But it was pride that stopped him.
He'd gone months without sex between girlfriends before without even feeling this randy. He rationalised that he could survive this bout of desire without resorting to teenage level desperation. It would pass.
Still, as he walked back into the kitchen to get himself breakfast, he couldn't resist the temptation to wrap his hand around it and give it a couple more jerks; feeling it surge in his hands as a shot of pleasure washed through his senses. It was an action he repeated several times, to the point he had pre-cum weeping through his swimmers - as he decanted some cereal and milk into his breakfast bowl.
As he sat down at the coffee table beside the pool, that wank off in the water was looking increasingly attractive as his level of desire ceased to subside and, if anything, became stronger. His shaft ached with desire so much it almost demanded attention.
From where he was sitting -- on the Ottoman normally occupied by Lucy - he looked through the living room to Kylie's closed door and cogitated on her desire for him to take her for some wild sex occasionally. He wondered how she'd feel about being rudely awoken by a randy male wanting her favours.
The issue became mute when he saw her door open and Kylie came through it. However, the sight of her did nothing to reduce his state of desire. She was wearing nothing but a tiny pair of string tie sided bikini pants, the brief rectangular front piece of the pants almost completely swallowed deeply into a camel toe that started in the crease that went half way up her bulging mons and disappeared under her crotch leaving what gave every impression of a v shaped cut out. Either side of it the mons and flesh of her crotch was nearly completely exposed.
The width of the crease gave a definite impression he wasn't the only one who'd woken up aroused, an impression confirmed by her jutting nipples on what was otherwise already a pretty warm morning.
Kylie saw him as quickly as he saw her. As Matt was aware, with the Ottoman he was sitting on at virtually the same level as the coffee table he was behind, there was nothing hiding the projection in his pants and he could see Kylie staring at it as she walked to the door.
Matt had only a few moments to consider his action.
He could stay where he was, greet her normally and passively wait to see what developments might be. Or he could proactively and fairly immediately instigate sex with her; or at least make it obvious to her that was his intention.
Had she not had the little talk to him the previous day, the first option would have been his default approach. But as randy as he was, and with the encouragement of her words, he decided on the second.
He wasn't quite sure what constituted wild sex in Kylie's eyes. All he wanted was sex. Fun sex. Passionate sex. And most of all satisfying sex; for her as much as him hopefully. As for wild, well all he could do was see what developed.
As Kylie exited the kitchen into the pool area, Matt confidentially stood up, turned towards her, closed the small distance to meet her, bent his knees enough to get the tip of his erection under her crotch, wrapped his hands around her waist and hands onto her butt, pulled her into him and stood more upright, thrusting his erection firmly into her crotch as he kissed her...
"Good morning. How are you?"
"I'm good. But you seem pretty pleased to see me."
"That's a fair statement. But then, I thought I detected a degree of excitement in you too."
"Maybe. What might you have in mind?"
"Sex. Definitely sex. Wild sex if you'd like; although you might have to lead me on what constitutes wild sex right here and now."
"So you couldn't for instance wait until we managed to walk down to the beach and made love on the water's edge in full public view?"
"Ah, no. Quite apart from any legal issues that might arise from that."
"What about in a little visited part of the beach with some very private sanddunes?"
"Maybe one day, but not right now."
"Impatient aren't we?"
"Actually as randy as fucking hell."
"So I can see. Did my sister let you down last night? I thought I could definitely hear the sounds of sexual relations. Actually, I definitely heard you cum."
Even as she spoke, Kylie had been moving her hips to circle the tip of Matt's erection within what he could feel was where it was captured within her crease. It was pretty clear she was stimulating her clit.
He lifted a hand to place on her breast and started tweaking her nipple as he replied...
"Your sister performed above all expectations. But she then hung off my cock for the rest of the night."
"What? Really?"
"Yes really. She's still adverse to physical contact, but erogenous areas seem to be excluded."
Kylie was so surprised by this she took a moment to respond...
"Well, if she's been prick teasing you, should she be the one who has to put out."
"Nobody has to put out. And I don't believe in prick teasing being a thing. On the other hand, if you're randy too, then I might be able to do something for you."
"Do tell. That erection of yours has been trying to worm its way inside me since you threw yourself against me."
"Here I thought it was pleasuring your clit."
"Maybe. Are you going to fuck me or are we going to keep playing word games?"
"Fucking sounds pretty good."
Matt could sense that Kylie had positioned his shaft at the entrance to her vagina and it was slowly working its way inside her; only shallowly, but two layers of swimwear and all.
He pulled the strings on both sides of her bikini pants, before pulling them out from between her legs. But realising Matt was about to fuck her there and then standing up, Kylie decided to change the game. That was not her preferred position.
Dragging him into her room would give her a pretty good fucking, but nothing all that kinky. Bent over the coffee table? She did that yesterday and anyway she wanted this one face to face. On the kitchen bench? Been there, done that. The sun-lounge? Too much like a bed.
The truth was, Kylie had woken up nearly as randy as Matt; although with less reason other than the mental picture she had gone to bed with of him fucking her sister in the adjoining room; reinforced by the sex noises emanating from Lucy's room. Knowing Matt was likely already out of bed, the small bikini hoisted up into a camel toe had been no accident. Barely enough clothing not to make her look like a completely desperate slut, but one bound to attract Matt's ardour.
With her bikini pants removed, she could sense Matt was about to expose his erection and penetrate her. Pool sex was one of her major kinks; one living with Lucy had largely denied her. They might have finished in the pool yesterday, but until she could expand Matt wild sex repertoire it was the best alternative available to her.
As they balanced on the edge of the pool, she pushed her body forward enough to induce Matt to fall in, being dragged in on top of him as he fell.
Matt had little doubt -- actually none -- that the fall into the pool was a deliberate act of Kylie's with the intention that's where she'd be fucked. With her clearly being as interested in sex as he was and she now having established the place and mode of her desire for 'wild sex', Matt's focus was entirely on getting his achingly randy erection inside her as soon as he got his feet back on the ground.
As he grounded his feet, took Kylie in his arms elevated slightly off the pool floor and centred his erection on her vaginal entrance as his hand slipped between her legs to unsheathe his erection from his swimmers, his intentions were clear enough to Kylie too.
But she had other plans, or at least one more precondition to sex. Sometimes having sex in such a state of passion that some clothes are left on can itself be erotic. A sign of uncontrolled passion -- and there was certainly no shortage of that this morning. But as far as Kylie was concerned -- especially in her passionately aroused state -- Matt was her Adonis. And a true Adonis has to be naked. Completely naked. No untidy little features like a pair of swimmers tucked under his balls.
Kylie pulled her hips back to get Matt's shaft out from between her legs, then squirmed out of his lose hold...
"Just a sec..."
She knelt on the pool floor and pulled his pants down, releasing them to the pool as he lifted each foot in turn. Only then did she stand up and surrender to his pre-penetrative embrace. And it wasn't pre-penetrative for long.
Matt sighed as sigh of infinite satisfaction as his anxious shaft slipped effortlessly all the way into Kylie's clearly receptive vagina.
As they stood there embraced and kissing, their hands exploring and caressing the back anatomy of each other, each momentarily achieved at least some order of satisfaction of their raging passions. Matt's seemingly loaded arousal still desperately required a discharge, but the sexual embrace provided a sort of mollifying promise that it wouldn't be long in coming.
It also gave Matt a moment to salve his conscience. Matt had never been one to feel comfortable in simply using a woman for his sexual release. Sex for him had always been part of a relationship and while passion might sometimes drive a sexual interaction, even that passion was directed at the woman in the context of their relationship.
What Matt knew was that, at the moment he'd penetrated Kylie, it wasn't an act of love or even passion towards her, it was pure and simple the act of finding the nearest willing vagina to accept his load. It had pricked at his conscience, even as he'd slid his erection into her.
But now as they stood there, bound together in a passionate embrace, it stirred in him a more appropriate response to Kylie's acceptance of his manhood. A physical attraction certainly. After all, Matt regarded Kylie and Lucy as the most sexually attractive women he'd even known. And from that came a sexual desire towards her that was more personal rather than simply objectifying. But that in turn churned up and brought out his feeling of love towards them.
By the time he made the first tentative half withdrawal of his manhood and thrust of it back into her body, he felt he could do so without guilt. It was no longer some random vagina he was exploiting, it was Kylie he was making love to.
That simply identified his next problem. He was so randy, so full, so ready to explode, he was in serious risk of shooting off his load before he'd even got her warmed up. There was ample warning in the overwhelming pleasure of that first thrust that his body was working on a hair trigger.
His hands slid down Kylie's back until they cupped her sensuous butt, then further down until they wrapped around the back of her upper thighs. With a slight tug, he signalled Kylie to lift her legs and wrap them around his thighs.
As Kylie complied, Matt encouraged her to lean back, floating her upper torso in the water as she ended up at an angle of about 60 degrees from him. He hoped -- really hoped -- that the angular thrusts that would give him would be far more stimulating to Kylie because they'd rake her g spot. He also hoped that bending his shaft down like that, and limiting the full body contact he previously had with Kylie might just slow down his own reaction; because there was nothing more certain than another one or two thrusts in the sensory laden full body contact he previously had with Kylie was going to make him explode.
He tried a couple of thrusts, getting a nice positive vocal reaction from Kylie while managing not to add too much to his already heightened level of arousal. So it worked to a point; even if the visual sight of her body rag-dolling in the water, her breasts floating up and down with the surge of the water, was at once compelling to watch while at the same time maybe just a tad too stimulatory.
The die was cast. The outcome would be what it was. Kylie wanted wild, he was going to give her wild.
Matt started thrusting, hard and fast.
He looked down at where Kylie laid back in the water, her torso quickly awash with the turbulence caused by his thrusting hips, her breasts, the only part of her arched body other than her head at least occasionally clear of the water, seductively surging back and forwards, the nipples jutting edifices on top, as their inertia couldn't keep up with the combined rag dolling of her body and the desynchronised action of the water's movement.
But her face told him what he really needed to know; her were eyes closed, her mouth almost contorted in the way it formed an orgasmic circle as her increasingly rapid breathing set the pace of her increasingly loud moans.
He had been relying on Kylie already being nearly as aroused as he was to have given him any hope of him giving her an orgasm before his own hair trigger load was shot off. For a short while he thought he could get there.
But then those tendrils of pleasure started to fill his manhood as his balls brewed up.
Doubling down, he thrust harder and faster, surging his shaft each time as he thrust in, increasing the hardness and force of his raking of her g spot, hoping beyond hope to get her to cum even more quickly then he knew was about to be his fate.
But it was to no avail. Once the boiling up started, there was no slowing it -- more so given it's almost desperate starting state.
He bellowed out an alarmingly loud grunt -- given where they were making love -- as the first almost overwhelming pulse of his orgasm shot up the length of his shaft and sent its almost explosive message to the receptors in his head.
But he kept thrusting and kept grunting -- at least somewhat more moderately than his first grunt -- as pulse after pulse of pleasure rocketed up the length of his shaft.
He needed to keep it going. To keep himself as rock hard as he could. Whatever was building in Kylie -- and something big was -- he needed to release it before his erection was sated and let him down.
To increase his arousal and keep him hard, he used his previous image of a shaft and balls full of cum ready to go, to imagine jet after jet of cum filling Kylie's vagina to the point every thrust compressed it and caused it to shoot out past his shaft and into the pool; a flood of cum beyond any sense of reality but the image of which had a helpfully erotic effect on his efforts.
That and his continued desperate erotic thrusting worked to a point. The pulses of his climax continued much, much longer than they would for a normal orgasm to a point the pleasure signals almost overwhelmed him, and while they continued he stayed rock hard. He could tell Kylie didn't have far to go.
But the pleasure of the pulses eventually subsided to nothingness and he started to feel an exquisite sensitivity, almost torturing him with every thrust. He knew what that meant. His orgasm was over and evolution had equipped his body with a signal that he should stop thrusting because now his shaft was pushing and pulling his fertilising sperm from Kylie's body. He would have loved to have stopped, not because he wanted to fertilise Kylie -- at least not yet anyway - but because the sensitivity was so uncomfortable.
But Kylie was clearly so close to coming, he wasn't going to let something like torture stop him.
Finally, just as he felt the first softening of his cock, Kylie screamed a scream of intense pleasure and then kept moaning as she experienced a prolonged orgasm; signalled to Matt by the contractions he could feel on his slowly shrinking manhood as she writhed in his grasp.
He held her there, patiently waiting for her to finish; regretting he had nothing to keep thrusting with in the hope of prolonging her orgasm even further.
It wasn't really a case of her taking an unreasonably long time. It was less than five minutes since Kylie had pushed them in the water. The fact was they'd both been on the edge since the beginning; it was just that Matt's hair trigger was more sensitive than Kylie's.



If his orgasm had somewhat drained Matt, the effect on Kylie was completely the opposite. The intensity of it had flooded her with hormones that made her need Matt's attention and affection -- indeed his body -- all the more. He was hers for the morning and she intended to make the most of it.
As his shrinking erection fell out of her, she guided him with intimate contact towards the steps, laying him down against it where she could push herself against him and caress him while lying half on top of him.
While the hormones triggered an emotional connection with Matt, they did even more to focus Kylie's obsession with his body. Her hand slid up over his bulging biceps and wide shoulders, across the firm pecs of his broad chest and down the tight stomach of his tapering body to where his manhood floated limply in the water, arousing her with its mere presence so close to her.
After the morning spent suffering the torment of an achingly randy erection -- indeed after two days of having what almost seemed like a permanent, or at least persistent, erection brought about by the seductive presence of the two sisters -- Matt was not displeased that it was for the moment soft and unneedy, notwithstanding the provocation of Kylie's delightful body pushed against him.
For Kylie, it was a bit of an affront. It wasn't that Matt's flaccid manhood didn't look pretty good on his naked body. She'd already decided it might not have been much bigger than those of any of her previous boyfriends, but on his taut, slender body, it certainly looked bigger and to her eyes, hung in the most desirably manly way.
But she knew his refraction period was pretty short. As far as she was concerned, with the intimacy of their embrace, he should be showing a boner by now. As her hand slid gently over his manhood, she placed her two middle fingers underneath it and her thumb lightly on top and started moving it slowly back and forwards against the friction of the water as she nuzzled Matt's neck, occasionally bringing her lips around for a passionate kiss.
At first she got no reaction. Matt was enjoying having Kylie naked body in his arms, but in his post coitus state that was really all he desired; especially after the last 48 hours.
But Kylie's gentle persistence paid off. At first only tentatively, she felt his manhood firm, lengthen and fill out; quite delightfully in a sensory sort of way for her. It no longer just flopped through the water according to her whims. It now wanted to go in a specific direction -- usually up -- and her fingers had to make it do otherwise.
But the tentative start gained its own momentum and fairly soon, it was a full hard erection in her hands. Her hand wrapped around its base, she held it upright, the top third of it breaking the water and appearing as a rigid pole above it, the bell swollen and prominent. With her head resting on Matt's strong chest, she stared down at it.
She never really had to wonder at Lucy's fascination with Matt's manhood, and especially his erection. It might have been some genetic quirk, but she felt the same way, at least about Matt's; because she'd never really felt the same about erections in the past.
There was just something about the fact it had been so intimately inside her body a very short while ago, and very likely would be again shortly that piqued her interest. It was almost like she had part ownership of it. She gently massaged it, feeling it powerfully surge in her hand as the bell swelled in response.
Already well aroused, the feeling of his hard manhood throbbing in her palm inflamed her passions. She lifted her head and kissed Matt, a deep French kiss that conveyed her feelings.
While Matt may have started out somewhat sanguine about Kylie's attention, the erection had sparked a renewed erotic interest. As she kissed him, Matt used his arms to draw her body ever more intimately close to him, bringing her breasts and their firm jutting nipples to rest provocatively on his chest.
Kylie responded by bringing her leg across Matt, almost lying on top of him instead off to the side of him as she had before. Matt in turn brought a hand up to stimulate her nipple; playing gently with its firm projection.
For Kylie, that sort of crossed a line. The stimulation it provided turned her desires from intimacy and passion to sex. In the back of her mind, that might always have been the final outcome, but now its implementation had been brought forward.
Releasing her lips from their gymnastic wrestle with Matt's she slid her body higher on Matt's, aligning her breasts with Matt's lips as she let the top of his erection slip into her crease where she could locate it against her clit and stimulate herself.
In the case of her breasts, Matt willingly took the hint and took her right nipple into his mouth, flicking the edifice with his tongue while his lips rolled against her areola. As the pleasure of that coincided with what Kylie was gaining from stimulating her clit on his erection, she let out a satisfying moan.
Matt could feel the tip of his erection jammed into a corner of Kylie's crease and the way she was squirming about, and her obviously increasing arousal, made it clear she was working it against her clit. As for her breasts, they always drew him like a moth to a flame. His eyes contorted down to stare at them as he willing sucked on one and played with the other with the palm of his hand.
For him, he felt he was in a nice place -- as close to heaven as a person could get while alive. He was certainly fully aroused, but his manhood was not calling for anything more than the pleasant little interaction with Kylie's clit that it was getting and he could slurp and lust over Kylie's dangling breasts to his heart's content.
As far as he was concerned at that moment, she could give herself as many orgasms as she wanted that way; because he could certainly sense she was headed for her first.
Each of them, in their own mind, had a different view of what happened next. But it was never a significant enough question for them to discuss it later.
As far as Kylie was concerned, Matt surged his erection to move it from her clit to her vaginal opening, where it shallowly lodged itself. As far as Matt was concerned Kylie altered the pattern of her squirming to bring his erection into her vagina. It might have surged, but it was more an automatic response to her movements than an attempt by him to penetrate her.
The why or wherefore didn't really matter. Kylie pushed herself down into full penetration and, already highly aroused and wanting to finish the orgasm she was on the verge of, elevated herself just enough off Matt to let him bend his head in to keep sucking her breast as she rode his cock and ground her crotch on his pubis to stimulate her clit.
It was probably less than thirty second later, she lowered her head alongside his and groaned out her orgasm; her vagina contracting pleasurably on Matt's hard cock.
As she finished it was a hormone driven instinctive response that caused her to throw her lips against Matt's and spend a few minutes pashing him like there was no tomorrow. As the first flush of passion subsided, Kylie pondered what she should do next.
Matt's erection still deeply penetrated her, binding their bodies together. Normally she'd tighten her grip on him and ride him to bring on his own climax.
But Matt was showing no sign of impatience or a need to quickly satisfy himself. Her passionate kissing slowed and gradually changed to a gentle caressing of his ripped body as she enjoyed the simple intimacy of their present union.
His arms now embraced her, but showed no inclination to flip her over to unleash his own passions on her or to push her body to a position that would give him more freedom to thrust at her from underneath.
The fact was, Kylie was correctly reading Matt. It wasn't that long ago -- barely a few moments -- he had enjoyed the great ball emptying as he'd fucked Kylie and unloaded into her the pent up result of Lucy's fondling of his manhood during the night. He was in no hurry to take things further.
Now he was content to enjoy the embrace of her sexually provocative naked body, the embrace of his manhood within her a delightful addition to the sensory pleasure of the position he found himself in. As she relaxed on him, it seemed the only thing stopping her body sliding down his into the water was the coat hanger effect of his penetration of her. It felt like full unfloated weight of her body rested on the base of his manhood. It was a pleasurable sensation. To Matt it made it feel harder, even bigger as it leveraged the top of it firmly against her vaginal wall.
It didn't really surprise him when Kylie chose conversation over action; even if the topic did...
"Did Lucy ride you cowgirl last might?"
Just for a moment, Matt pondered whether it was appropriate for him to answer the question. But it was clear Kylie was coaching Lucy on the details of how to approach sex. Giving her feedback on the outcome didn't seem too much of a breach of faith...
"Yes. I assume you instructed her what to do. She got herself a really nice orgasm from what I could tell. And then she invited me to finish myself on top."
Matt could have sworn Kylie's vagina tightened momentarily on his cock as she reacted to the last comment with genuine shock...
"What?"
"Well, I assume you told her that's what I like best and she had no trouble with me doing it that way."
"That doesn't sound like Lucy."
"I think what both of us underestimated was that Lucy might have severe issues with external physical contact, but almost none with penetrative sex. In fact she rather gets off on it, not surprisingly. So I just made sure I had minimal skin external contact as I did it."
"To think I've spent so long reassuring her that if she's on top, then with someone as understanding as you she can control it and that way control her fears."
"Well it turned out the fears weren't as great as we feared. But that's not to say her tribulations are over. The anxiety about close body external contact is still there."
"I don't know whether to be pleased or jealous."
"Pleased I hope. This isn't going to work if there's jealously."
"I know. And I am pleased. But by the way, if she leaves you as randy as you were this morning again, sneak into my room and..."
Kylie pondered how to express what she wanted to say...
"...Play with my sleeping body."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I don't know. Play with my nipples, stimulate my clit. You can even fuck me if I don't wake up first. Nothing too kinky. Just start the whole process and let me wake up when I'm ready so we can empty those balls of yours."
"And that doesn't sound kinky of itself."
"No. Think of it as seducing me to wakefulness. Speaking of which..."
Matt had been caressing Kylie's back as they spoke; one hand quite enjoying the sensory payoff of sliding itself over the glorious curves of her butt and the small of her back. As he cupped her buttocks, Kylie tightened her grip on his manhood as she lifted herself slightly of his body again and thrust him slowly as she once again started grinding her crotch on his pubis.
She left herself supported on one arm as she used the other to raise his head to her breast. Matt took the message and started sucking one nipple while playing with the other with the palm of his hand.
Matt twisted his eyes up to look at her face; to see her eyes closed and a look of deep concentration as she focused on stimulating herself. At this stage what she was doing was not causing him to boil up, so he could relax and let her have her enjoyment; getting pleasure as much from watching and feeling the movement of her glorious body and from sucking her nipple as from having his cock stimulated.
Kylie didn't take long to bring herself to what was obviously the edge of a climax. Her breathing let Matt read her well enough, with a few moans thrown in to encourage him along.
Suddenly, she gripped him tighter and accelerated her movements as she threw herself across the orgasmic threshold, continuing to stimulate herself until it was finished.
She gripped Matt much more tightly and started to thrust his manhood in and out of her body, before stopping...
"I suppose if Lucy lets you finish on top, I'd better do the same."
"You don't have to."
"Maybe not, but I want to."
Kylie floated herself off Matt, her arms around him more or less forcing him to float off the perch of the steps too if he was to remain penetrated in her.
The thing was, he wasn't sure it was what he really wanted because there was no truly satisfactory way of approaching it. If he turned her over and put her on the steps where he had been, he'd be severely inhibited in what followed. The steps, with the succession of edges you were leaning back on, were not all that comfortable.
Matt had been comfortable enough with Kylie on top because his weight was largely supported by the water and she was light. If he reversed that situation and gave her the pounding that felt so good when on top, it was going to be really uncomfortable for Kylie. He didn't think he could do that.
He could repeat how this whole pool thing started, with him standing and her arched back floating. But that was to pleasure her. It had been a bit ordinary for him; or would have been without the giant load he felt he had to shoot off.
Instead as he stood up, he gently guided her back to the shallow side of the pool; lifting her up with hands under her butt until she was just able to edge her butt a little onto the tiles. That put her at just the right height for a fairly effortless pounding from him; at least effortless in terms of not having to bend his knees or carry too much of her weight. It also let him have the most delightful full body contact as he made love to her.
As Matt embraced her and pushed his hard erection as deeply as he could into her willing body, he savoured the press of her flesh against his. Her womanly soft thighs were in delightfully full contact with his, multiplying the pleasurable effect of the meeting of the pubis and mons as their bodies were anchored together by the hardened appendage penetrating her. And her breasts! Those beautiful, firm, perky breasts with their tightened jutting nipples pushed against his chest.
Matt held her more tightly as he first withdrew, and then thrust back in, his excited erection; delighting in her vagina's warm, slippery wetness, her firm grip of it and the soothing pleasure of her body's acceptance of it.
He repeated the action; slowly at first, then with an increasing enthusiasm; increasing the tempo and firmness of his thrusts. Each time he could feel her nipples rubbing against his chest and her thighs grinding against his.
As those tendrils of pleasure started to fill up his manhood, signalling his impending release, he thrust all the harder and faster.
This time as he came, he at least managed to suppress the bellowing grunt of his earlier effort into something less neighbourhood disturbing. He stood there, holding her against him, as pulse after cum squirting pulse of his orgasm pleasured his body until it subsided into a quivering finale.
As he felt himself going soft, he withdrew from Kylie and disengaged to a lighter contact with her. In the back of his mind, he didn't want Lucy to once again catch them making out as she got up. Holding her hand as he gave her a final light peck on the cheek, he asked...
"Should we get ourselves some breakfast?"
As Kylie agreed, Matt dove off to retrieve his swimmers still lying where they'd been abandoned on the floor of the pool.
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It has been a while since I added to this story, partly because I thought it was jumping the shark. But I've had number of requests to continue it. And I do like the characters, even if the story has got a bit off track
This is a chapter I had partly written, which I've brought to a conclusion because, well, what is there is probably titilating and worth publishing. It makes more sense it you remember the previous chapter, so that might be worth a reread..
The next chapter - if I write it - is likely to jump forward a couple of years.
..............................................................................................................
Between meeting Liddy's demands and mine, Ned had spent a good part of the day being absent from the beach party that was the Hamilton Island Race Week lay day.
He did feel some sense of guilt about ignoring the rest of his crew.
So when after fifteen minutes or so his erection finally went limp and wouldn't stay in me any longer, he thought it was time to rejoin the group.
After I put on a fresh bikini and he a fresh pair of speedos, to allow for the bodily fluids that had collected on the ones we'd entered the room in, we wandered back down to where the rest of the crew were still taking it easy around the pool; indulging in whatever the party atmosphere had to offer. But as soon as Ellen saw me approaching, she lept up from where she was sitting, intercepting me while we were still ten meters away and dragged me off to the side; much I'm sure to Ned's amusement.
As soon as we were out of earshot of anyone else, she blurted out...
"What the hell did Ned just do to you? It felt like he was fucking your arse off. I had to drag Harry into the pool and pash him there to hide its effect on me and my orgasms. I thought I was going to squirt."
This whole psychic thing Ellen and I have where we feel it when Ned's making out with someone else was getting out of control. Normally for me it's little more than a sensation that Ned's rooting Liddy. Enough to have a fair idea what sort of sex they're having, and maybe make me feel a bit randy, but not enough to create the extreme feelings Ellen and I have been getting on the island.
Frankly it is all a bit destabilising. All very nice if you're somewhere private and can cope with -- let alone respond -- to the feelings. But very embarrassing in public and playing havoc with my attempted equivalent of the Amish concept of Rumspringa; using this week to test my attraction to more age appropriate men and my determination to stay with Ned notwithstanding what he regards as our excessive age difference.
"I asked Ned to go completely apeshit, crazy animal on me."
"Holy crap. What did he do?"
I described to Ellen our lovemaking...
"Shit. No wonder it induced multiple orgasms in me. Why did you ask for that?"
Breathing in deeply, I described to Ellen how Ned had encouraged me into this Rumspringa thing for the week and how I'd been having a bit of a third base making out with Ian when my psychic picking up of Ned's rooting of Liddy had turned my fooling around with Ian into an unexplainable orgasm festival and left me desperately in need of some Ned provided antidote...
"So that's why you were coming on to Greg and that other guy on the swan in the pool."
Ellen insisted I download the whole morning to her; something I reluctantly did...
"Wow. What happens next? Are you going to root him?"
"Maybe. I don't know. I'm completely torn. Ned wants me to at least keep an open mind about a bit of a serious sexual fling or two."
"Or two? What are you going to do? Work your way through the TP52 guys?"
I wanted to change the topic...
"What are we going to do about this psychic thing with Ned? Are we going to tell him? It's all getting a bit intense."
"I don't think telling him will change that. I don't know. He'll just think we're crazy."
"That's why I was wondering whether we should do it together."
"I don't know. Let's think about it."
At least that had stopped Ellen's line of enquiry and I was able to guide us both back to the group.
I'd hadn't long laid myself out on the sun lounge before Ian found me. It wasn't as though he didn't know where to look. He asked if he could sit with me. I could hardly say no, but it wasn't long before he'd wormed his way into the position where he was resting his back on the half reclined lounge, with me sitting resting against his chest; him arms around my waist and resting into my upper thigh and his erection making a dent in my lower back. He was certainly a randy bugger.
He knew I could feel it too and would surge it against my back from time to time. An optimistic invitation to have a root with him.
It became less subtle when he leaned forward and whispered in my ear...
"I've got some condoms now and somewhere quiet and comfy if you're interested."
I coyly answered...
"Not now. Maybe later."
I was keeping my options open. The problem was I was sitting right opposite Ned and a guy is all but fingering me in front of him. And while Ned might be cosied up to Liddy, that's a whole different thing.
It was really hard to relax, even if I wanted to get the vibe of being with another guy. I mean, Ned wasn't looking across at me judgmentally or anything. Indeed, he was trying hard to act as if nothing was out of the ordinary. As if I was just another crew girl on his team that was wanting to play the field on the Island.
It got more awkward when Ian started nuzzling my neck and his hand did really move in to cup my crotch, one finger poking in to find my clit under my bikini bottom. He was working hard to get what he wanted; his erection inside my pussy. And while I might be tempted to grant him that wish -- at some point -- my brain was having trouble coping with its torn loyalties, whatever Ned might say.
And I could only hope that Ned or Ellen had given the others a heads up on the arrangement. I wouldn't for an instant want them to think I was doing the wrong thing by such a wonderful man.
After all, walking off hand in hand with Ian wasn't going to solve the puzzle, when everyone would know what we were heading off to do.
Ned took pity on me and broke the standoff by announcing...
"I think we might go down and hire a few paddleboards for an hour or two. Who'd like to join us?"
That took away just about all our crew. I doubt the TP52 guys were part of the invite for the paddleboards, but most of them decided to follow the group down to the beach anyway; that's where most of the pretty girls -- and especially their favourite Julie - were going. Which pretty well left Ian and myself alone.
Ian intensified his nuzzling; moving his other hand up to cup my left breast. I whispered to him...
"Where did you have in mind?"
"Our unit. Greg's out over at Whitehaven Beach with Cath."
I steeled myself. Strange though it is for me to say, I almost felt today had been too sexual already. Fooling around in the pool on the swan, triggering Greg to an orgasm, giving Ian two orgasms on the yacht and then blowing both Ned's and my brains out with the most intense sex ever. And that's before mentioning my body tuning inappropriately in to Ned and Liddy's activities and the effect that had on me.
But it also represented a momentum. A momentum to do something that I was only half persuaded I should. In this case it wasn't Ian coercing me into doing it; although no doubt that was his intention. It was entirely an internal conversation. I decided to go with the flow...
"OK, lets go."
Ian didn't need a second invitation. He had me out of the chair and walking with him towards the unit in an instant.
That fact was, I was as nervous as a kitten in my approach to this. Even setting aside my torn loyalties, I just didn't have much experience at letting myself be seduced by a new man. Frank basically took me as a naïve innocent virgin. Ned I had known and lived with on the yacht for months before Issie and I planned his seduction. And even though, almost by accident, it didn't follow our timetable, there was not the slightest sense of surrendering to him.
And as Ned had observed before, I, like him, are basically a 'sex belongs in a relationship' person. For me, with Ian, the cart is going before the horse. But that was always the fundamental problem with this Rumspringa thing and the time constraints it imposes.
Ian's unit was a motel style bedsitter in a unit block next to the one we were staying in.
As we entered the room, he offered me a beer or wine and I happily settled for a chilled white wine while he went for the beer.
Ian removed his shirt and we sat on a sunbed on the veranda; me resting back against his chest like we'd been doing on the poolside one.
This time his hands didn't show the reticence of last time. As I rested against his chest, he put his -- beer free - right arm around me, slipping it under the hem of my micro mini lace dress to finger my crotch. We sat there, conversing about trivialities and, as a backup, sailing, while sipping our drinks and looking at the glorious view over the resorts main beach.
Initially his fingers had simply brushed themselves against the gusset of my tiny bikini pants. The ones I had on were a burnt yellow version of the orange ones from earlier in the day and had obviously raised in Ian the same feelings as the earlier ones. Because instead of pushing his fingers into my crease, he started to explore my raised mound with his fingers.
I hadn't really realised until Ned pointed it out, how my mons is different from the majority of women. There's a really pronounced mons bulge which Ned tells me is a mons Venus in the fullest sense of that word -- the mons of a goddess. And in private and from his point of view of course he says it makes me look like a ripe bit of fruit ready for a sexual taking; a feeling multiplied by my breasts which are reasonably big for my slender body. Given my feelings for Ned, they are words I like to hear from him.
And of course, as he admits, when I'm wearing the tiny bikinis I wear, the whole effect is multiplied a thousand times.
But it's always been obvious to me Ned's not the only male who reacts that way. And for reasons associated with my past history of suffering domestic violence and abuse, I get quite a buzz from knowing I can have that effect on men. I understand men's eyes can be drawn to certain things, and I'm not a girl to complain when they are.
The orange bikini I had on earlier in the day, like the yellow one I had on at this point, has a slide tri top with a generous display of cleavage boob, side boob and under boob. In short the triangles are pretty small. The bottoms are no less teasing. Brazilian at the back, at the front they are a small rectangle of tautly drawn material which is not quite big enough to fully cover my mons bulge or span the width of my crotch. So you can add mons and crotch flesh to what was already on display.
When I was sitting opposite Ian and Greg on the inflatable swan drifting around the pool earlier today, with my legs spread across their bodies, their eyes were almost permanently transfixed on my crotch and boobs and their erections sprang almost instantly to life; Greg's somewhat faster than Ian's.
But now I could see Ian wanted to spend some time feeling and touching what had teased him for so long. That was no surprise, even now, Ned does the same.
He brought his fingers up and ran them gently along, back a forwards, the short length of waist elastic at the top of the rectangle of my bikini pants. Then he ran them up and down the side leg elastic; touching up the exposed mons flesh on either side.
Putting his beer down for a moment, he slipped his other hand inside the plunging arm hole of my lace dress and cupped my left breast, playing with my nipple through the thin unlined material of my bikini top.
You could almost hear his brain decide...'OK, I've touched her up and tested her response, I can probably now get away with taking off that dress'.
Withdrawing his hand from the arm hole, he used both hands to start lifting the hem of my dress up, waiting as I leant forward for him and then pulling it over my head and depositing it next to the lounge.
Before he let me lean back against him, he took it further when, with a loud 'ripping' noise, he tore open the Velcro closure on the waistband and fly of his boardies. Now as I leant back against him, I could feel the naked flesh of his erection on my back.
His right hand came back and started feeling up the flesh of my mons through the material of my pants; stroking and lightly compressing it from both sides, like testing an avocado for ripeness.
With access to my breasts now a bit easier, he decided he could hold the beer in two fingers while the palm and remaining fingers of his left hand played with my breast; but then playfully pressed the cold beer can against my breast to quickly enlarge my nipple to its spectacular best, and surged his cock against my back in response to the stimulation of my squirming about in response to the cold before letting the raised nipple slip between two of his fingers to let him tweak it with slow and lightly applied desynchronised fingers.
He had his head forward nuzzling my neck. But I could see at the same time he was looking down the front of my body, exciting himself as he watched himself play with it.
His playing with my crotch was becoming more bold. He pushed a finger and the material of the bikini pants on which it sat into the crease running down the front of my mons, then turned it under, feeling out for my clit to play with it for a while before pushing it further into my crease to feel the opening of a sexually receptive vagina.
That encouraged him to go further. He slipped his fingers under the narrow gusset of my bikini pants; fingering first the flesh of my moistened clit and then digitally penetrating me with two fingers. At the same time, he exposed my left breast and played delightedly with the exposed orb and its projecting nipple.
We were only half way through our drinks and I could feel him surging and slowly sliding his manhood against my back, so simply relaxed back more limply onto his chest and let him play away as I slowly continue to empty my glass. He seemed to be getting as much pleasure humping my back as he was likely to get if I slipped my hand around my back and played with his shaft. At this stage I was happy to let him enjoy himself playing with my body.
I was sober enough and collected enough to notice that, although he was finding my body aroused, it was nothing like the effect Ned would have. I wasn't as wet, nor as desperate to move on. Partly Ian wasn't hitting the spots. His penetrating fingers weren't searching out my g spot, more doing on a tourist drive through my vagina. And his attempts and fingering my clit were brief and inconsistent.
But I also knew there was something missing in my reaction even to what he was doing. He wasn't Ned.
As I emptied my glass, he took a final swig from his beer can and asked...
"Is it time to take this inside?"
I stood up. In a way I was still as nervous as a virgin on a honeymoon (if that happens anymore) but also committed to what amounted to this human experiment. He stood up behind me, his erection fully exposed out of the open front of his boardies and the latter needing a hand to keep them from sliding off his body at least until he was inside the room, where he kicked them off. He led me by the hand into the room and towards his single bed; guiding me to lie down on it.
While he was now stark naked and fully rampant, I was surprised he laid me down still in my bikini. He didn't seem to be as anxious to strip me, or even to get his dick into me, as before. Maybe the knowledge it would happen eventually let him decide to -- as Ned would describe it -- lust over my body before fucking it.
And for a while, lust over it he did; sucking and playing with my nipples -- one of them through the bikini top still covering it -- and working down my body until he had gone down between my legs to kiss and fondle my mons and my crease -- still through my bikini pants, all while dripping copious pre-cum over me.
But eventually his needs got the better of him. He knelt between my legs while I watched him roll the condom on himself, then all but threw himself on top of me as he rolled about engaging me in a furious pashing session, slowly pulling the string ties on my bikini to remove first my top and then my pants.
There was something mildly dominating about the way he went about this. He had a willing participant, but he carried it out with a sense he was pretending to himself it was somewhat forced against a partner wanting to resist, his weight excessively on me and his approach to stripping me a little compelled rather than shared or cooperative or even playful. Even the pashing seemed more imposed than shared.
This feeling was reinforced by the way he almost pinned me to the bed as he penetrated me.
It was all subtle and I was willing to acknowledge I might be more sensitive to these things because of my background, but it still just raised the slightest doubt in my head.
Having penetrated me, he induced me to raise my knees around him, wrapping his arms behind them to almost bring my knees up alongside my head. Then he started thrusting.
He certainly was enjoying it. From the first one, he was moaning and groaning like he was overwhelmed by the pleasure and every hip jerking thrust would be his last. Certainly more than he did earlier when I was dry humping or titty fucking him.
For me, it was a bit ordinary. Way better and more passionate than Frank ever gave me certainly, but that's setting a low base. Anything like sex with Ned? Not by a long way.
The way he had my hips bent up should have given me plenty of g spot stimulation, but his thrusts were going from deep to deeper, nowhere near like hitting what Ned refers to as my shallowly located g spot. And Ned might be able to give me straight out vaginal orgasms, but whether because his dick wasn't near as thick as Ned's or I just wasn't emotionally responding to him like I do with Ned, Ian just wasn't doing it for me. Ian certainly didn't generate that sense of filling me with his cock that Ned does.
If Ian was wondering what had happened to the screaming orgasm nymphomaniac he was fooling around with this morning, he didn't show it. He just kept pounding away unchanging in his approach regardless. It was like I was a slightly bemused bystander to his private porn show.
Towards the end, he might have elicited a pleasurable moan or two from me, but he probably didn't notice. I've never faked it, and wasn't going to now. When I scream, they're real and embarrassingly uncontrollable.
His climax came with an almost bellowing...
"Ggooooooooooorrrrrrrr"
After which he just lay silently against me with his face planted between my breasts panting as he squirted out whatever followed that first rope or two.
Finally he asked...
"Did you come?"
I wasn't going to lie...
"Fraid not."
"Would you like me to finish you?"
"That would be nice."
As he withdrew, a quick glance confirmed for me he was still partly sheathed in a condom which now had a bulb of cum dangling off his flaccid cock. He eased my legs back onto the bed and adopted a half over me pose; sucking my nipples while fingering my clit.
He wasn't too bad at it; hardly an overwhelming endorsement of what's meant to be one of life's most intense pleasures. He got me to a moderately nice orgasm, but it took way longer than it would have with Ned. Ned sucking my breasts and doing nothing more would have got me there in half the time.
It took long enough he had another hard on by the time I finished. At least that's one advantage of his youth relative to Ned. Or at least an advantage if you wanted more sex.



Part of all of this was my fault. He might not have been the world's greatest or most thoughtful lover. But there was a giant anchor to my full on participation -- mentally or physically -- in the form of my relationship with Ned always being in the back of my mind and the standard by which all others are judged.
I was playing the role OK, doing everything that a woman wanting sex from a pretty attractive youngish man with a high opinion of himself might do. I was trying to persuade my body to more enthuastically submit to the advances of, what was after all, a bit of a stud male and remind myself of my high sex needs.
But it was only working at half throttle.
He interpreted my automatic grabbing of him and undulation of my body against him as I came as a signal our erotic games were not yet over.
Part of me was a bit over sex for the day -- words I never thought I'd hear myself think. But another was saying, 'look, you've crossed the Rubicon. You've let another man fuck you and you can put that concern behind you. Now you can have one just for the fun of it and see what you really think about it...', or something like that anyway.
For a while, it seemed Ian was content with just lusting over my body. Frank persuaded me I was ugly in every sense and completely unfuckable except for his good grace.
It took a while, but Ned persuaded me of the opposite; that looks wise I'm an absolutely alpha female. Nice, slightly large breasts, really sexy nipples, slim figure, strong core with a plank flat stomach and upright back, the aforementioned mons, good legs, perfect butt, pretty face, flawless olive skin and beautiful hair. By photographs, discussions, comparisons and his own unrelenting lusting over me, he finally undid the crushing of my esteem that Frank achieved.
That's not to say I'm up myself. But I'm far more confident for it.
And having men actually lusting over me is incredibly good for reinforcing Ned's message; starting with Ned. Of course, until this moment, other men have only been allowed to lustfully stare from a distance; some indiscretions on the dance floor this week notwithstanding.
Now Ian felt he had permission to do much more. While looking down, almost drooling, he touched, caressed and kissed nearly every inch of my body while I just lay on my back engaging him in idle, somewhat distracting, conversation.
I could see his manhood surging regularly...
"Shouldn't you lose that used condom?"
"He looked down to where it pathetically hung off the end of his upright erection...
"Just a sec."
He disappeared into the bathroom, returning with an erection once again fully exposed, looking recently cleaned and another condom packet in his hand.
Well, that made his intentions clear if they weren't already.
He slid up over my body, wanting to engage me in more pashing as he squirmed about on top of me, exciting himself quite a lot if the smears of precum I could feel him depositing on my stomach were any guide.
I responded with as much enthusiasm as I could generate. But then I thought...'hey, I'm doing this all wrong.'
I signalled for us to roll over -- not easy on the narrow single bed -- putting me on top. It was time for me to take control of this situation, to turn the sexual me back on. The part of my brain that earlier thought...'I've crossed the Rubicon of getting fucked by another man and having his cock inside Ned's private space', was right. Whatever qualms I might have about that, the deed was done. It was pointless to waste having crossed that boundary by not giving sex with Ian a full on go.
I sat up on him cowgirl style, dropping back onto his thighs to expose his erection. Grabbing the condom packet from where Ian had left it on the pillow, I opened it and rolled it on him. That little formality over, I thought I'd spend some time lusting over his body.
He was pretty good if you go for a sportsman like male -- and I do. Chiselled enough in the jaw to give him a bit of a bad boy look, blue eyes and a good mop of blonde hair, nice pecs, strong biceps and skin remarkably good at his age for someone who spends a lot of time in the sun. Physically, good breeding stock, which is, after all, what women are meant to go for. Personality wise was still a question with a few little red flags. But for the present moment, I'm here for the sex, not the relationship; even if this is, in a way, all about testing alternative relationships.
I nuzzled his cheek, played with his hair, bit his ear and licked his bulging chest muscle; sort of the reciprocal of much of the stuff he did lusting over me, all while teasing him by dragging my breasts across his face and otherwise displaying my sexual features to tease him further.. The erection itself? Well, it was best not to go there; it was already known to be something of a disappointment, but I could set that aside.
Eventually I lifted myself up and penetrated myself with his shaft.
Initially I leaned right back, lifting and dropping myself on his shaft; bringing the tip of his manhood out to the point it stimulated my g spot with the firm pressure of his bent back shaft, then burying him on full penetration to see if I could get him to activate whatever it was that Ned triggers to give me vaginal orgasms.
It was working OK, and certainly eliciting a few moans of pleasure from both me and him. But not really getting anywhere fast and frustrating Ian's attempts to reach up and play with my nipples. So I bent forward, instead rubbing my clit on his pubis and the base of his shaft as I screwed his erection around inside me, using shorter, deeply penetrated thrusts.
Ian took full advantage of that, bending himself up to suck one nipple while he finger tweaked the other.
Now it was more feeling to me like sex should. Not screaming level sex, but pleasurable enough to give proper voice to my moaning. Ian's playing with my nipples helped a lot too. I had let myself go a bit and was feeling the reward for doing that.
I still took longer than it would with Ned, but it brought me to a pretty nice orgasm.
As soon as I had stopped contracting on him, Ian asked...
"Can we finish doggy style?"
It was a challenging question. Neither Ned nor I are doggy fans; we prefer face to face sex. Plus with a new guy like Ian I have to think about whether he's trying to sneak in a bit of anal or thinks he can lose the condom in the transfer. Plus, I suppose, I'm not used to sex where we withdraw, reposition and start again half way through.
But he'd submitted to my request. There was nothing inherently unreasonable about his if I took it at face value.
"On the floor or on the bed?"
"Either, but on the bed is probably nicer."
I rose up to withdraw Ian from me and moved across to the wall, adopting a narrow doggy stance until Ian had got up, then spread my arms and legs wider as he vacated the bed.
As Ian knelt behind me, I dropped my shoulders and then my head right to the bed so I could see his shaft as he penetrated me, to make sure the condom was still there.
As Ian started thrusting, I rose up again to a more horizontal, all fours, stance.
At first Ian started slowly. He was clearly a doggy fan; his moaning making his pleasure known.
He extended a hand around my hip and played with my clit and then bent forward a bit to let him tweak my nipple in the other hand. I could feel him twisting his shaft around and lifting the base of it so that his thrusts and withdrawals dragged his shaft firmly against the back of my vaginal opening, at the same time pushing the tip firmly against the front wall of my vagina, stimulating my g spot when he withdrew far enough.
He was clearly seeking to prolong his pleasure. He'd stop for a while, clearly waiting for his brewing up balls to settle down a bit, before starting again. But he'd still be playing with my nipples and clit, so my stimulation would continue.
Being triple stimulated (as Ned and I call it) like that -- clit, g spot and nipples all at once -- was going to have an effect, whatever my view of doggy style is. The two of us seemed almost synchronised in our pleasure; a cascade of harmonic moans reverberating through the room with every thrust and neither of us holding back the volume.
Not being offered or wanting a break from simulation, I came first. It wasn't a screamer -- far from it. But it had my head down on the pillow and my vagina contracting firmly on Ian's cock as I moaned it out.
That quickly changed Ian's approach to the whole thing. With his hands moved to my hips and his body now upright above his hips, his thrusts moved to jackhammer fast and were nearly as hard; crashing forcefully against my butt every time.
It pretty clearly this was more the way he liked it, even if it left me in some discomfort. Ian's verbalisation moved to an endless succession of...
"AH...AH..AH...AH...AH..AH..AH..AH..AH..AH.AH.AH.AH."
His pounding of me got faster and his noises louder and more closely spaced as his excitement grew, until he exploded with...
"AAAAAAHHHH.JESUS.AAAHHH...OH GOD...AAAHHH..........AH..AH..OOOHHHHHHHH"
With the last, he collapsed over my back, his weight on me as his hands dangled limply to the side of me, his shaft still surging as the final ropes of cum were cleared from his balls.
He seemed pretty spent. He wasn't in any hurry to withdraw or get off me. From Ian's point of view, I'd say that was pretty good sex. Whatever it is that turns him on about doggy style sex clearly works for him; or maybe it was just my cute arse that did it (just joking). But that final bit was a bit brutal for my liking.
In the end he didn't so much lift himself off me as slide off my butt; ending up still limp like, resting against the wall behind me with his head down on my butt cheek. I looked down between my legs to check the condom was still there to find it once again hanging of the end of his flaccid cock with the tell-tale puddle bulging out its bottom.
I eased myself down into a sitting position as he sort of climbed my back to end with his head resting on my shoulder and I eventually shuffled to extend my legs out forward and finally rest my back against his chest as he in turn was supported by the wall.
He put his arms around me, puffing out...
"That was... the best sex...I've ever had. Oh my god, it was incredible."
It wasn't the time, nor was I in the mood to debate with him the pros and cons of doggy sex, nor to offer him false return compliments. It clearly had a powerful impact on him, but maybe he says that to all the women he sleeps with, maybe not...
"I'm glad you enjoyed it so much."
We sat there for a little while so he could recover, his hand sliding down to my crotch where his fingers payed with the bulge of my mons while I rested my hands on his thighs that extended out each side of me.
I was unsure where I should take this next. It was enough sex for the day, but the real question was whether it was enough Ian for the day. I still wasn't overwhelmed by the oxytocin love hormone that floods my body after sex with Ned. This was all the wrong way around for me -- this sex before the relationship thing -- and frankly I wasn't sure how to play the game. I wasn't even sure I wanted to play it. Ian was OK, but this certainly wasn't love at first sight and I didn't have a clue whether he had any feeling for me or I was just a good receptacle for sex. I strongly suspected the latter, but given I was using him for my Rumspringa experiment, could hardly complain.
I gave his thigh a light and playful slap as I noted...
"It's getting late. I'd better get back to my friends for dinner."
"You don't want to stay the night?"
Hmmm, a dinner invitation might have been more appropriate. Staying the night might include dinner but was somewhat an unattractive emphasis. It made the decision easy...
"No, I'm good. We might see you out and about later on."
I put my bikini and the lace dress back on, returning to our unit to find the group in the throes of preparing a home dinner, Julie and Issie visiting from their accommodation on the boat itself. Everyone else was in the swimwear they'd had on all day, so I quickly went into our bedroom to lose the lace dress over garment so I could join the other girls in their bikinis.
Ned followed me into the room, quietly closing the door behind him...
"How was your afternoon?"
There was something father like about the way he asked. It wasn't a challenge, it wasn't tinged with judgement or jealously. It was almost like he wanted me to tell him it had been a fantastic life changing experience...
"It was OK. But it didn't really tell me anything or make me want to rush to change the status quo."
I looked at him standing there. The man who I love. Tall, strong and slender, even if much older than me. I could see his manhood reacting subtly to my presence, as it does so often when I'm dressed like I was. My own body was reacting to his; my nipples quickly betraying me. That multiplied his reaction...
"Ned, I want you to penetrate me for a moment. It doesn't have to be sex. We can do it here, dressed, standing up. I just want to have you in me."
I stepped towards him, fondling his balls to encourage a full erection which he quickly graced me with. Once I had it, I pushed him against the wall, stood on my toes, pulled aside the crotch of my bikini pants and the front of his speedos down and fully immersed him in my body.
I held him tightly as I rested my head against his chest. Ned reciprocated my hold standing there a few moment before he asked...
"Is this about me reclaiming what you think belongs to me?"
There was so much in that question. He clearly knew I'd had penetrative sex with another guy and knew I felt guilty about it, whatever he might have encouraged me to do and he understood the penance I was offering...
"Yes. I feel as though I've borrowed it for the afternoon and it's time to give it back."
He giggled at my description of the situation...
"Amy, it's yours and yours alone, to do with what you want. I'm terribly flattered that you feel the way you do and I bask in the love you give me. But the rest of your life is too valuable a thing to give a half-hearted approach to discovering."
It was nice to have him in me. It felt good in a way Ian hadn't been able to make me feel and it filled me in a way Ian certainly couldn't. And it did feel as though I was giving him back what still remained rightfully his.
We loitered like that, hugging each other, for maybe ten minutes before Ned suggested we should make ourselves present with the others as dinner was likely to be about to be served. Which was easy enough for me. But for the moment, Ned had a towering erection in his speedos. It wasn't as though most of the people in the room we were about to re-join hadn't seen him with one before. Still, it wasn't really the done thing to sit down to dinner with one.
Ned loitered in the room, letting it settled, while I went ahead.
That night, as I slept with Ned, I decided my Rumspringer was over. I didn't want to cast my body to the throng of males desperate for sex. I had my man, that was enough, whatever the age difference.
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It's been a while since the last chapter of this story was published. Ned as you will recall is in a polygamous relationship with Amy, Ellen and Liddy; the latter being trapped in her native New York by COVID lockdowns.
Amy's former abusive lover managed to find her and attack her with an attempted rape at knife point, as a prelude to actually killing her. But she fought him off; impressively putting him firstly in hospital and then in jail.
But there has been more than a little fall out from that. Completely in awe of what she did, Ned finds himself even more aroused by Amy's presence than he was before. And Amy's sexuality seems heightened, rather than repressed.
This story has been sitting, not quite completed, nearly since the last one was published as I again considered whether the whole story line had jumped the shark.
But it does bring together the previous threads and explain them. So I thought I would publish it.
.....................................................................................................................................................
Amy's generic request for me to play the role of pinning her struggling body down and cut her clothing off for my carnal pleasure, when she gave me certain signals, had left me hoping I wouldn't be asked to do that any time soon. When she told me she'd mentioned it to Ellen and the au pair too least they think her vocal protests were real, my heart sank. I knew Amy well enough to know she had no such delay in mind.
For me, it seemed too soon after Frank's attack on her. Way, way too soon. It seemed to me that it needed to be completely divorced from those recent events.
But clearly, that's not the way Amy was thinking. Indeed the opposite. For her, as I was to come to realise, it was therapy.
I was thankful that the first day, after that unusual request from Amy, had passed normally enough.
Normally enough if you set aside my extreme sexual response to her presence and the girls heightened sexuality. It seemed that, with only a slight degree of hyperbole, from the moment I got up until the moment I went to bed -- and probably right through the night -- I was carry this skin stretching erection. It might subside if Amy wasn't in my immediate presence and I wasn't thinking of her; but that wasn't all that often. And it was compounded by the fact that Ellen, with the slightest bit of flaunting -- at which she excelled - somehow could keep me at my aroused best, even in Amy's absence.
So yes, for that morning, the threesome romp before we got up was normal enough, even if my ejaculation into Ellen didn't cause my erection to subside. It might, in the strange situation I was in, even be regarded as a bow to normality that Amy, in riding that same erection for a considerable period in a state of near continuous orgasm after Ellen had taken the cum shot, wasn't able to extract another.
Not to be denied her own cum shot, it was normal enough that Amy, after returning home mid-morning from a bit of shopping, dressed in a cleavage displaying mini sheath dress, bent low enough while putting the shopping away in front of my already erection displaying self, to disclose that she was commando underneath. And that was merely a prelude to her dragging me into the bedroom for a prolonged session of what the girls call a g spot banger; where they lie on the bed with their hips elevated in front of my kneeling self so that my thrusts rake firmly across their g spot.
And it wasn't all that outside the realm of normal that later in the afternoon Ellen pressed her gorgeous bikini clad body against me as we crossed paths in the hallway as the limit to her foreplay before I was guided into a nearby room to go the animal on her.
On the morning in question, I woke to find myself deeply penetrated into Amy, my nose under her check absorbing the delightful feminine aroma of her body, my lower hand cupping her breast - with her nipple extended between my fingers - and my upper arm over her slim waist.
I didn't really recall how I'd got there.
The way her mucus had glued my shaft into position in her vagina, suggested I'd been there for a while.
But that was part of my 'normal' these days too. My late wife always wanted to be left undisturbed in her sleep. Quite reasonably, a sleep disturbing cuddle wasn't always appreciated. Ellen and Amy have different views. They sometimes like to drift off to sleep with me penetrated in them, sometimes instigate it during the night when they find me with a night erection; which is most of the time. It's now so routine they can do it while barely waking me.
I cogitated on what I should do. I had reached that stage of wakefulness that left me restless and, absence the presence of two sexually compelling young naked female bodies in my bed, wanting to get up.
I could just lie there and stare at them, or in this case Amy. But, while it wouldn't be right to say the sight grows less compelling, it doesn't entirely solve my restlessness.
Or, with a modicum of pleasuring myself in her vagina, I could wake Amy up and trigger a full on sexual experience; almost inevitably a lengthy one involving both of them in a proper threesome.
Like the day before, whatever I did first thing in the morning, there'd inevitably be additional requests for one on one sex during the day, and since that was my preference, I certainly wouldn't be depriving myself by sneaking out of bed without waking them.
I slowly arched my back to pull my head out from under her cheek; far enough to get a delightful vista of her face and breasts. Involuntarily, my manhood surged inside her body. The temptation to proceed to induce a climax in myself was pretty strong.
Ellen might be your Nordic Supermodel, but there's something far more sexually provocative about Amy. Her sweet, soft, alluring face, her flawless light olive skin, gorgeous, sun bleached auburn hair cascading over her shoulder and across her upper chest and of course her perfect breasts with their sexually suggestive nipples. There is much more below that, but that was the limit of my vista as I laid there, combined with which was my incredible admiration for her; especially in the way she handled Frank.
My manhood and balls were strongly suggesting they wanted to empty themselves into her. Preferably right now.
But I knew my morning would be simpler if I didn't.
Slowly I lifted my arm over and off her waist and withdrew from her; feeling the mucus binding ripped away like streamers from an old time ship departure. My hard erection thumped back against my stomach, as if reprimanding me for the missed opportunity.
Then, as I had done on so many mornings, I crawled between the resting figures of my two naked, fully exposed lovers, up and over the head of the bed. Tip toeing down to the foot of it, I picked up the fresh pair of speedos I'd laid out last night and pulled them on, stretching the front up to encapsulate the tower of my erection.
Quite quickly, the juices and fluids Amy had deposited on it permeated the thin material, causing strange patterns of damp stains up the length of the tightly stretched material, culminating in a pool of pre-cum soaking through the top.
I normally savour my morning erections, often taking as they do, quite a while to settle down after I get out of bed; and even longer if the girls get up and tease it before it's had a chance to deflate.
But I could sense, as I had before I'd got up, that my heightened sexual response that accompanied my overwhelming admiration for Amy in the way she had dealt with Frank's assault on her was still active. That skin stretching erection wasn't going anywhere quickly. Not bad of itself, but terribly embarrassing and frankly quite disconcertingly inappropriate given the source of it.
When she got up a little while later, Amy, now aware my sudden hyper-arousal was caused by her, greeted me with a simple...
"You're a bit randy again today..." as she went about getting her breakfast, leaving me doubled over in frustration as I watched her lithe, skimpily clad body go about her morning routine.
Ellen, as she came into the kitchen a little after that, well aware of the underlying cause but willing to turn it to her own satisfaction, backed me against the kitchen bench, pushed herself against me and slipped her hand inside the stretched out leg elastic of my speedos, cupping my balls as she whispered...
"I've got a very busy morning, but I hope you can save me some of that for the afternoon."
For a couple of hours, the girls were in fact very busy; Ellen getting her daughters off to day care before settling down to her on line medical practice, Amy setting up for her day online in her accounting practice. So Amy caught me a bit off guard when, as I passed through the hallway past our bedroom, she called me in to help her with something.
I found her with her butt facing me, bent deeply over the bed with her legs spaced well apart, seemingly trying to get some creases out of the centre of the half remade bed. The sensuous curving bulge of her gloriously shaped mons -- with a delightful crease running through it -- hung invitingly beneath her crotch.
I didn't recognise the bikini she had on, but its style was one the girls used to go for; one I always found very sexy. Instead of a mere whale's tail at the top of a narrow strip of material like many of the current ones, it had a ruched back with drew the cut away material deeply into her bum crack. I always compared the effect of them to being like a large butterfly had settled on her bum and simply merged with her flesh. And being a plain bright red, it looked scalding hot on her.
What had been a mild arousal quickly became a full, skin stretching erection in my speedos, of the type that had, well I was going to say plagued me in Amy's presence, but that seems a little judgmental, whatever -- since the day Frank disturbed our lives...
"Is that a new bikini?"
Without looking up or discontinuing her focus on the creases, she answered
"No, a really old one I haven't worn in ages."
'Oh', I thought. I looked around and there on the bedside table was a box cutter. Amy continued...
"Can you help me make the bed please?"
There were several strange things about that request, as indeed there were about Amy's seeming obsession with the creases. The first is that, unless we're changing sheets, we don't usually bother making the bed. It has a habit of being heavily used during the day for things other than sleeping; so it's a case of why bother since the sex activities have a tendency to trash it again anyway.
Secondly, with fitted sheets, it's an easy one person job to make it.
Finally, this isn't something Amy would be distracted from her practice for.
But of course, making the bed wasn't the real nature of her request. If I say I approached the next step with an anxious mind and an anxious cock, I wouldn't be wrong. But the anxieties were different. My mind was anxious about the whole process that faced me. It wasn't something I was all that comfortable with. My cock was just anxious to be in Amy's snatch.
I knew the first step Frank always took was to undress himself and display his erection as a form of intimidation. So behind Amy's back, I undid the drawstring of my speedos, eased the waistband over my towering erection and dropped them to the floor.
Then I took a step forward, dipped my erection to poke it between her legs and firmly into her crotch and grabbed her around the waist...
"Make it yourself you lazy slut."
Amy squealed. A rather convincing one for what was meant to be a game. Too many of those and I might not be able to sustain it. At the same time she wiggled out of my grip and threw herself on the bed to crawl across it, as if to make an escape.
I grabbed her feet as she tried to crawl away and pulled her back, still face down, lying down on her with my erection back between her legs to pin her there and suppress her legs thrashing about.
She wriggled, squirmed and tried crawling out from beneath my weight like you wouldn't believe...
"No, stop, don't."
It took every ounce of my rational brain not to just give up and surrender to those words. They were said with such determination. But of course, there was no mention of the safe word. Amy was a much better actor than Tash.
It was time for me to play my role...
"Yes, yes, yes. Surrender to me and you won't get hurt."
I tried pulling the lower bow on her triangle slide string tie bikini top, but she'd double knotted it. Amy never double knots her bikini ties. Clearly she intended to leave me no alternative but to cut it.
I somehow had to turn her struggling body over. Using shear force to pin her down, I somehow managed to flip her; although not without her taking a moment's opportunity to nearly slip out from under me, forcing me to pull her back again.
Having done that I pinned her with my full weight again, this time as I sat up on her thighs and bent my erection down to stick the tip of it back into Amy's crease.
As she squirmed under me -- including provocatively jerking her hips and crease against the tip of my erection -- I reached down to the side knots on her pants, only to find they were double knotted too.
I looked up at the bedside dresser with the box cutter on it. It was out of reach. It could wait for a moment. Clearly cutting her out of her clothing was part of Amy's fantasy, but we didn't need to rush it.
Still pinning her struggling body with my weight, I pulled aside the bikini triangle over her right breast and started sucking it. It was already tightened and jutting when I first brought my lips to it; the swollen areola plinth on which her nipples sat, combining to bring her nipples to a towering height.
Towering enough to take the areola between the lips and press the top of the nipple against the roof of my mouth to flick my tongue furiously against it.
Amy's incredibly sensitive to nipple stimulation.
She squirmed even more trying to push my head off it...
"Don't do that. You'll make me cum."
"You bet I will slut. You be a quivering, cum filled, broken mess by the time I'm finished with you. Broken by an excess of orgasms even your slutty body can't take."
It became a tussle of weight and strength as I continued to suck away. My weight pinning her down to an extent she could barely squirm under me and her strength insufficient (or maybe insufficiently applied) to push my head aside.
The tussle continued until I felt the strength of her fight lessen as she started to moan. Eventually her body relaxed as her moans got louder; culminating in an impressive orgasm.
I looked up again at the box cutter. I tried twisting my upper torso towards it as I reached out for it, but couldn't close the gap sufficiently and as soon as Amy felt the weight come off she started twisting herself out from under me again.
Except during her orgasm, she was unrelenting in playing the game to the max.
I put my arms tightly around her, pinned her legs together with mine and did a quick, 360 degree full roll towards the table; finding just enough room to end up back on top of Amy's body. Now easily taking the box cutter in my hand and making sure the blade was fully retracted, I rolled us back towards the starting point.
That was the easy part. Now I had to safely cut away her bikini.
It was too risky doing it lying down on her. I needed to be able to see what I was doing.
I sat up on her thighs again, putting my full weight down on them to keep her as pinned as her squirming body would permit and bending my erection down to keep it pushed into her crease where her clit lay underneath the thin material of her bikini pants. Then I rested my left hand firmly on her chest, pushing down on it too.
I suppose I could have just cut off her clothing and gone for it; lying down on her, penetrating her and going like crazy. But that seemed to bring the game that Amy wanted to a rather early conclusion.
Anyhow, the vista of her body under me had other temptations. Frank might have been a complete, murderous creep, but he had excellent taste in women and I was not immune to the same carnal temptations as attracted him.
Amy's mound bulged just above where the tip of my erection pushed firmly into her crease; perhaps the pressure of my swollen manhood exaggerating the bulge. The material which tried to cover it wasn't entirely successful, a delectable line of mons flesh running outside each leg hem. Through it ran a very damp recess in the material, more a concave dimple than a full camel toe, spread apart further by her aroused labia.
Teasingly leading up from the waistband of her swimmers was her plank flat, flawless, light olive skinned stomach, rippling with muscles and attracting the eye up to the rise of her chest, upon which sat the most glorious breasts I've ever had the pleasure to look upon, let alone play with. The C cup orbs are large for her light, slender frame, but not pendulous; firm, tautly skinned and still perky for her 35 years. And upon them sat the towering edifices of her jutting sexualised nipples; one still covered in the tiny triangle of her bikini top, the other exposed.
Amy was still squirming under me -- putting a lot of strength into trying to throw me off her thighs. At times it was like riding a bucking horse. It certainly vigorously moved the tip of my erection inside the crease of material I had pushed into her vulva. And all the while she was making rather too convincingly plaintive protests at the sexual invasion of her body.
As she kept struggling, I found it too tempting not to let her momentarily escape; if only for the pleasure of wrestling her back under me. I feigned a slight distraction and fumble from pinning her down. I was amazed at the strength that went into her action as she swept me off her with a two handed push to my upper body.
In a second she had rolled herself out from under me and was just starting to crawl across the bed before I could recover and grab her around her waist, quickly throwing myself on top of her back.
All in all, it was an interesting game. The two of us were using our strength, but always in a non-damaging way. A bruise-less wrestle, a bit like siblings might play. Of course, part of my role was to sexualise the fight; so once again the tip of my erection quickly found itself between her legs and pushing into her crease.
Amy had a more complex role to play; measuring the amount of resistance she wanted to put up against the fact the whole purpose of the game was to get her clothes cut off and her body royally fucked. She could draw it out or shorten it by adjusting how she fought and what she surrendered to.
Lying on her back again, as I wrapped my arms around her to try and control her to turn her over, I found them against her breasts in a way I hadn't planned but it was obvious in retrospect Amy had wriggled and squirmed in a way that put them there. And then wriggled and squirmed in a way that rubbed my forearms against her jutting nipples.
And after dutifully resisting me, I noticed that as I finally achieved the turn, she eased up the resistance at what would otherwise have been the point at which she was more likely to have broken free again -- where I had to reduce the pressure on her body to achieve the flip.
All in all, it was a rather pleasant and erotic diversion from the linear progression of the game. But soon enough we were back to where we were before her escape.
Fingering Amy is a uniquely pleasurable experience. Well, actually, that's not entirely fair. Ellen's enlarged clit makes fingering her a lot of fun too.
In Amy's case, it's the smooth, simple, low set symmetry of her porn star quality vulva and aroused labia that adds to the pleasure. And the distinct hard nub of her excited clit. That and how wet she gets as you do it. Your fingers could drown in her juices.



And those juices quickly permeate any panties or bikini bottoms she has on; making fingering her through them pretty special too.
I pushed the fingers of my right hand down the gap between my pubis and her crotch, into the crease running though the gusset of her bikini pants. Pushing the tip of my erection down and out of the way to locate itself in a shallow penetration of her vagina, I could easily identify her swollen clit. I started rubbing it through the wet material of her bikini pants as I leaned down to her chest to once again start sucking her nipple; all while jerking my erection further into a shallow penetration of her -- limited by her bikini pants.
As I started stimulating her, Amy arched her back in pleasure....
"Nnnoooooooooo...you're going to make me cum again."
"Yes, and again and again until you can't take it anymore."
Once Amy's stimulated enough and getting really aroused, her ability to continue the game of fighting me seemed to dissolve. She was quickly relaxed back into a moaning concupiscent state.
I found -- as I always find -- fingering Amy through the gusset of her bikini pants strangely exciting and erotic. The fact the tip of my erection had pushed the material firmly against the floor of her aroused vulva had caused the material to become wet and slippery with her juices helped. It gave the thin material a sensuous slippery texture as I rubbed it against her clit.
Amy's fighting of me had turned to an erotic squirming as the vocalisation of her pleasure increased.
Once Amy cums the first time, subsequent climaxes in response to further stimulation flow thick and fast.
As she came again, I slipped my hand over the waistband of her bikini pants and down into her crotch, now stimulating the bare flesh of the clit...
"Don't invade there. You can't. Don't touch. You're making me cum."
"It's my space. I'll invade and touch it if I want too."
"No, no, it's Ned's space.
He words seemed automatic. An in the 'brain space of the game' response to my rather stretched attempts to guess how I should vocally play it. It occurred to me this game was revealing some interesting psychology behind Amy's desire for it. There was a lot to unpack. But that could wait until later.
At first she once again strongly physically fought against the additional intimacy of my fingering of her. But even quicker this time lost herself to her sexual response to it.
The next climax came so quickly I decided to keep stimulating her as a way of drawing out the game until I got another orgasm from her.
After that I figured it was time for the last act of the game to be played out.
Through all of this, I had been pinning her upper body with my left hand heavily placed between her breasts, even as I bent down to suck her nipple.
I rose back over her to look for the box cutter, somewhat jostled about in all our wrestling. It was just above her head. I reach over and picked it up, bringing it back to momentarily rest my right hand, which held the handle and fully retracted blade, on her exposed left breast.
In a somewhat serious voice, I felt I had to say...
"Don't fight and you won't get hurt."
With that, I used the thumb of my right hand to push the blade out. Sensibly Amy stopped squirming, but still vocally pleaded with me not to go further -- all without any hint of a safe word.
I slipped the blade under the lower string of her bikini top, between her breasts and easily severed it; the two previously tightly drawn triangles of material springing off to the side. I finished the job on the top by severing one side of the upper tie half way up to her neck, so the whole top could be easily pulled aside.
I was a bit surprised at the way Amy moaned as I severed the strings. There was something heavily sexual about the noise she made which didn't match the circumstances, given I was neither making any special effort to stimulate her at that point and nor had she reached the point of stimulation where she has repeated additional orgasms without additional stimulation.
Being careful to make sure the blade went nowhere near her precious flesh, I pulled the components of the top aside and tucked them down under her armpit, so there was no evidence of the top from above; all while noting her breathing had become heavier.
I then sat more upright on her upper thighs with my erection still pushing shallowly into her vagina; still limited by the barrier of her pants.
I pulled the string tie on the right side of her pants away from her flesh and severed it near the knot. That was deliberate. I'd forgotten how sexy this bikini looked on her. I wanted to leave a tag to let me sew the strings back together for further use.
Once again, Amy gave a strange erotic moan as she felt the string tie separate and the tautly drawn cloth spring back from that side of her pubis; one even more pronounced and tinged with excitement than the earlier ones.
Having got that far I decided I might as well roll on and finish the job.
Moving to the left side, I pulled the string there away from her flesh too. Amy moaned again even as I pulled it out from her flesh; her breathing becoming heavy and tinged with a curiously sharp edge of anticipation.
I brought the blade across and severed that near the knot too.
Notwithstanding all the warnings, Amy reaction caught me by surprise. She came. Heavily. Not a screaming one, but a very prolonged moaning and tensing of her hips and thighs one.
That would be something else I'd need to unpack later.
More immediately I pulled her pants from between her legs, and pushed my erection deeply into her still contracting vagina; Amy too intensely focusing on her orgasm to even voice a pretend protest.
As I started slowly thrusting, I brought the wet gusset of the pants to my nose and inhaled the erotic aroma of Amy's sex...
"God you smell beautiful. I could cum just sniffing you."
"Don't you dare cum in me."
"I'm going to cum in you alright. You'll drown in my cum."
Putting the pants aside, I lay down on top of her and started thrusting more vigorously. Amy was already sufficiently sexually aroused that the game started to fade away. Approaching that level of excitement where her vocalisation of her sexual response approaches the screaming register, she simply lay limply on the bed, her body rag-dolling to my thrusts as much as the weight of me on her would permit.
At that point, I brought my haunches up under me and brought my weight onto them and my elbows. I don't like thinking that I might be crushing Amy as we make love and in any case, that posture gives me more dexterity for more vigorous thrusting and for different angles of approach to her vagina; which can be exploited for her pleasure or mine.
In a practical sense, the game was over. Amy was now completely immersed in the sex. By elevating or dropping my hips and some adjustment of the depth of my thrusts and penetrations, I could increase the stimulation of either her clit or her g spot and I played her body with every trick I knew; all while circling my chest across her nipples to increase her stimulation even further.
Amy quickly reached that point she gets of rolling continuous orgasms; where one merges into the next, until you can't tell them apart. Her screaming level vocalisations of her pleasure were nearly deafening. And while she wasn't gripping me particularly firmly, I could certainly feel her contractions pummelling my manhood whenever it was deeply immersed in her.
Freed from playing a role I was never comfortable with, I could enjoy myself more now too. As big and hard and anxious as my erection was, it wasn't brewing up yet. It was certainly enjoying itself, but maybe because of Amy's lack of grip I felt I could continue to pleasure Amy until she was overwhelmed in a cauldron of orgasms that flooded her body with oxytocin and other pleasure hormones, giving her a high that would last the rest of the day.
That point of overwhelming came when Amy suddenly cried out...
"Tash, Tash, broken vagina."
'Tash' was our safe word. 'Broken vagina' is her way of expressing having reached a situation where she is actually overwhelmed by her orgasms; where her body is actually getting ahead of any stimulation I'm providing and creating orgasms out of thin air.
If we're having sex in some sort of contortionist position, like we do with a g spot banger -- the position most likely to get her to this point -- Amy pulls away and rolls herself into a foetal position to let her body process through the orgasms.
But where I'm on top of her, her preference is simply for me to stop thrusting or any other stimulation and lie more heavily on her; giving her something to push against as she arches up her hips and something for her contractions to bear down upon.
I did as I had been instructed, feeling Amy's body writhe under me and her vagina squeeze and release my manhood as the accumulation of pent up sexual excitement was channelled through her systems.
For something like five minutes she moaned and cried out at the intensity of the orgasms, before she finally settled under me...
"You...ooouuu...can keep going...aahhh...now."
I did as I was told; starting to thrust again. Raising myself back on my haunches and elbows to take the weight off her and give me a better range of movements.
You couldn't really say her orgasms started up again, because they'd never really stopped. But she was gripping me more tightly now, increasing my own arousal. As my manhood became infused with pleasure and it was clear the 'game' had been displaced by pure lust and erotic need, I rose up on outstretched arms.
It let me penetrate her more deeply, bringing the base of my shaft fully and firmly against the front of her vaginal opening in a way I found quite stimulating, while expanding my range of angles of thrusting even further. It also let me stare down at her wondrous breasts as they wobbled in response to my thrusts.
My own groans told Amy I was heading to a climax and she squeezed me even more tightly; even if the immediate effect of that was to ramp up her vocal reactions to her own orgasms.
Like it had for the last week, my body no longer only gave up a brief moment of intense pleasure before blowing its load. It got to that level and stayed there; delivering waves of erotic excitement to my brain. Amy correctly read what was happening and gripped me even tighter; but that again fed back to her and she started violently writhing and squirming under me as her cries rose another octave.
I could tell she was heading for another broken vagina moment and I was sure I was ready to bring my own thresholding climax to a halt if it happened.
I pumped her more vigorously, willing my own release, but in the same process intensifying my stimulation of her. Her screams and my grunts became an erotic cacophony loud enough to wake the dead or bring the neighbours to touchless orgasms. Our bodies were almost fighting each other in a flurry of my thrusts and her hip throwing.
Finally that moment arrived when I sensed I was about to unload. I dropped myself down on Amy just in time to feel the ecstatic ropes of cum shoot up my shaft and against Amy's cervix as she cried out...
"I'm broken again..."
I couldn't help myself. After three ropes, almost in auto mode, my body delivered another four thrusts into her before numerous further pulses ran up my shaft. Amy orgasmically screamed even more loudly; the additional stimulation overloading her capacity to take it.
I froze, pressing down my full weight on her as I resolved not to thrust again however much my body cried out for it.
Amy kept writhing, moaning and contracting under me for what seemed like another five minutes.
As she finally stopped, she wrapped her arms around my neck and looked me in the eyes...
"Hhhmmmm, that was fantastic."
"Sorry I thrust after you were broken."
"That's OK. I could take it. I know what your body does in the middle of an orgasm and how hard it is to control it."
I pondered for a moment the next question, but couldn't resist asking it...
"Why did you cum as I finished cutting off your clothing?"
"I don't know. In a way it was the centrepiece of the game. Sort of the whole purpose. Erotic anticipation maybe; knowing what would follow."
"But you don't cum when I just undress you."
"True. But it's not that simple.
I suppose I wanted to have you 'take me' and cutting off my clothing is a statement of that..."
Amy hesitated...
"OK, I'm going to let you in on a secret. One I've kept because I don't want you committing me or thinking I need to be treated like some damaged doll.
Since I first met you, I've dealt with my past with Frank on a sort of displacement basis.
Sex with you -- your erection -- displaced any bad thoughts I had about the rapes I got from Frank. If the latter intruded into my brain, I reformulated them to being a pleasurable encounter with you; changing the person and everything about the sex to make it a nice thought. In subtle ways I made some of the sex with you a nice, erotic replay of the rapes and bad sex with Frank.
And that's what I'm doing with this last encounter too. I always was a bit jealous of the swimwear ripping sex you had with Tash. Just the passion that goes behind it, even if you did have to play act it. So having you rip or cut my clothes off is a big highly erotic positive.
So if I have sex with you in a way that runs a script similar to what Frank did to me, it's easy, if any traumatic thoughts intrude on my brain, to flip the story to be a memory of great sex.
It was fun wrestling with you. Fun trying to play the game of resisting you, even though I didn't want to.
And I'm going to ask you to do it again. And again; with slight variations. Because having multiple encounters with you like that gives me lots of pleasurable thoughts to displace the bad one. I don't have to keep using the same thoughts. I can draw down on a lot of them, mixing and matching the memories to overwhelm and bad ones.
The violence Frank inflicted on me? Well, that's harder to displace directly because there's no parallel in our lives for that. But your kindness and our love for each other go a long way. I've never forgotten how comforted I was by you when the violence of the hurricane in Fiji triggered my anxiety. I know you thought I was crazy for focusing on your erection as the object that calmed me, but I explained that to you at the time.
So, do you feel better about it now?
And by the way, I get quite turned on by you calling me a slut in these games. There's something amusing and challenging about it. It makes me feel quite naughty. You played your role very well."
Amy was grinning at me. She knew what she had told me was going to unleash a whole basket load of thoughts and concerns in my head. But she also knew she'd just got herself my total cooperation with and dedication to any bikini cutting off games she wanted to play in the future.
"Does your past with Frank haunt you? You don't show it."
"No, because I don't let it. And I can do that because of the love you've given me. You've made it easy to replace bad thoughts with good ones."
"What about that whole 'Ned's space' discussion? It seemed like you were actually imagining it was someone else trying to penetrate you?"
"Don't sweat it Ned. It was just an ambiguity in the game. In a way I have to know it's you for the sex to be as memorable as it is. But I also have to make the scenario one where it can be substituted for someone else -- namely Frank. It's complex, but it works for me, so just roll with it. You're going to get some strange answers sometimes.
But since we first made love, I've always regarded my vagina and intimate spaces as yours. That's important to me. You don't need to feel as though you have to resist it."
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As late January had signalled the approaching start of a new term and a new year at James Cook University in Townsville, I'd advertised the availability of two rooms for rent in my three bedroom apartment.
Accommodation was short and the replies had been numerous.
But I'd eventually settled on a pair of cousins from Sydney; two girls, who looked enough alike they could have been twins, starting out their first year in the Marine Biology course for which the University is famous, based as it is around a study of the Great Barrier Reef.
The decision hadn't been a difficult one. They were a sweet, stunningly attractive, almost innocent young 19 year olds with what came across as having engaging, playful and entertaining personalities. As a 24 year old PhD student in the same faculty, I might have almost regarded them as kids; too young for my sexual attention. But that didn't stop them from being a pleasant enough addition to the household.
In that first month, I found the choice had been a good one. We got on well. The household was a relaxed, well-functioning one and they both had great sense of humours which always made for entertaining conversation. But the more I got to know them, the more I was amazed by how co-joined they were. Their whole lives seemed to have been shared together since birth. Same schools, same friend groups, same sense of humour and manner of speaking, and now same career ambitions at the same University, living in the same apartment.
If there was any surprise, it was to discover just how innocent the girls really were. From a catholic all-girls school in an upper middle class suburb in the Northern part of Sydney, they'd revealed -- without any sense of embarrassment in a somewhat inebriated late night after dinner discussion - they were both relationship and sexual virgins. Both being swats, determined to get into this course, and without boys hanging around them at the school itself, they just hadn't had time to get involved in serious relationships.
I, in the process, had to reveal my own history. A sort of serial monogamist; two girlfriends where the relationship had come to an end for geographical reasons as they'd finished their courses but I had needed to linger on in the town to continue my studies.
Their relative innocence didn't seem to make them what I might call prudish. As they'd ducked from the bathroom to their bedrooms, I'd got to know their sleep attire well enough. Liz's was a pair of very brief string sided, Brazilian backed panties, matched with a variety of close fitting string shouldered stretch cotton crop tops; with a very nice midriff display in between. I couldn't help but notice that, without a bra underneath, they'd displayed her very cute and perky c cup breasts very nicely; her nipples often discernible as sensuously shaped bulges in her top.
Eve's was one of a number of silken nighties; low cut enough at the front to display ample cleavage and suggest a viewing from the right angle would offer more than a peak of the breast that pushed out the front of the tailored garments and mini enough to suggest I'd be able to see her panties too if I viewed it from just a little lower. But sitting on the lounge as I was, I got to see neither.
Mind you, as they donned bikinis to swim with me in the apartment's pool, I'd got to see and admire even more of their bodies. But there's always something about being allowed to see things others can't; and sleepwear like theirs was certainly in that basket.
More embarrassingly, the girls had also discovered I sleep naked when, after I thought they'd gone to bed, I tried slipping out to the laundry to retrieve a pair pf pants I'd need in the morning; only to discover them in the kitchen in the last acts of closing down for the night. It had been fleeting and I quickly apologised; explaining it was might night attire and I didn't think they'd still be up. But I think it offered them more amusement at my embarrassment than shock at my nakedness.
It was the beginning of March that a late season cyclone (hurricane to some) was approaching the area. As we went to bed that night, it was raining heavily and a strong wind was blowing, but the forecast was for it to move away from the coast, rather than towards us. Still, we'd prepared the apartment as well as we'd could; although apart from making sure the windows were closed, the patio furniture was brought in and the cars were parked under shelter, there wasn't much we could do.
It was the early hours of the morning that I was woken by what was becoming an increasingly violent storm. The wind was literally screaming. And while that was bad enough, it was the occasional very loud banging noises as things got blown about and hit something else that really made you jump in your bed; especially if it seemed to have hit out building. My bedroom was on the downwind side of the building. But I wondered how the girls were going on the other side; where both wind, rain and possibly foreign objects would be pounding on their window.
My question was half answered when I heard a knock at the door and Liz ask if she could come in. She didn't wait for a response. As she entered the darkened room, she asked...
"I'm scared. Do you mind if I sleep in here."
I wasn't surprised. They don't get these sort of storms in Sydney and I could see how terrifying it would be. But she'd caught me naked, displaying a partial night erection and without even a sheet covering me.
"Sure. You can sleep on the floor or on the bed. Whichever you prefer. But you have caught me naked."
Her voice was quivering in obvious fear as she answered. I just hoped it was of the storm and not of me...
"The bed is big. I'd prefer on the bed if I could. I need to be close to someone."
She lay on the bed. But even though I'd moved to one side of the bed, she put herself closer to me than I would have expected.
We were talking intermittently about the storm -- conversation inhibited by the background noise -- when an almighty 'bang' rocked the building. There was little doubt it was a direct strike on the building and it simply added to the threatening noises of our building itself being under strain.
Liz almost jumped across the bed; her body pushed against my flank as her arm crossed my chest and held me tightly. I put my arm under her neck to offer her a reassuring cuddle. A moment later Eve charged into the room. Approaching from what was now my side of the bed, she asked in a broken, quivering voice ...
"Can I join you?"
Not even waiting for a reply, I could sense her feeling for a space next to me but finding none. As another loud 'bang' rocked the building, she quite literally jumped on me; lying face down on top of me, her arm wrapped crushingly around my neck, her high positioning relative to mine leaving my chin positioned between her breasts and her body shaking almost violently.
I put my spare arm around her, resting it, in what I hoped would be reassuringly, in the small of her back.
But there was a slight problem. Actually, not a slight one at all.
When the storm had woken me up, I'd had a full night boner. It had waxed and waned a little, but I'd been though cyclones before and that of itself wasn't enough to render me flaccid. When Liz had come onto my bed and more so when she'd pushed herself against me, that had brought an end to any ambiguity about the state of my arousal. It was back to a full, quite hard, boner.
Now Eve, with her legs spread across me, had her crotch positioned mere millimetres from the tip of it. She may or may not have felt it as she jumped on me. It had all happened so quickly, I couldn't be sure. What I was sure of as she started, still in her shaking state, to squirm down to align herself better with my positioning was that she was about to have the top of an erection jammed up into her panties.
When the contact was made, as far as I could tell, it was me rather than her who got the greater shock. What the tip of my erection felt was not a pair of panties, but bare flesh. I had expected her, as she came into contact with it, to lift herself over it and capture it between our torsos. But that didn't happen either. Instead, for a while, it just acted as a movement blocker. Well, some of the movement anyway. Because she was still shaking like a leaf and that translated to a vibration like movement of her crease against the tip of my erection.
Had Liz not being lying closely by my side, I might have shuffled to the side to make room for me to roll Eve onto the bed beside me. But Liz was as scared as Eve. She might have let Eve force a leg down between me and her own legs, but that was the limit of the ground she was conceding.
I figured if Eve was chill with the situation, then so was I. Frankly, there wasn't much I could do about it and, even in her nervous state, there can't have been any ambiguity to Eve about the situation down there.
I did rather wish there had been more light in the room. I could feel against the flesh of my shoulder that as she'd jumped on me, her flimsy nightie had been pulled down enough to expose at least one of her breasts -- maybe both - and was at that time sitting very much in my field of vision. Like Liz, on the occasions I'd seen Eve in her nightie, and every time I'd seen her in her bikini, her nipples had created quite a nice little dimple in the material covering them; teasing me enough to want to see them in the flesh. Oh well. Maybe in the morning.
Once Eve had felt the tip of my erection pushed firmly into her crotch, she had stopped edging down. What I had originally felt was the tip pushed into, for want of a better way of describing it, a flat pad of Eve's crotch flesh. But after about ten minutes I started to sense a change in that situation. It was now pushed into, again for want of a better description, a more complex environment. To put it bluntly, I was pretty sure I could feel her labia embracing more than the tip of the bell, which made me convinced I was now located in her aroused cease.
What's more, it felt moist. It could have just been pre-cum from me, but something told me it was more than that.
I wondered whether her nervous vibration of my erection against her crease hadn't stimulated her clit enough to arouse her and it was now actually rubbing against her clit with every movement.
All the while my cock had been begging me to surge it. I'd resisted for as long as I could, but eventually surrendered to the urge; feeling it slip momentarily through her crease before it suddenly came to a stop as it was captured within a void. There was no doubt where it was; it was shallowly penetrated into her vagina.
Now as she kept shaking, I felt my cock slip deeper and deeper inside her. Initially it was just as the bend that Eve had forced in it had straightened out and her vagina opened up to its presence. I certainly had the impression that the vibration and shallow penetration was encouraging her vagina to respond by opening up further. But soon enough, she was clearly pushing down again.
It wasn't long before, she was fully penetrated by my shaft. More than that, the base of my cock was pressed hard against her vaginal opening. Her shaking had moderated, but I could still feel it.
What Liz thought of Eve's actions, I didn't know. The arm Liz had across my chest had been slowly pushed down as Eve had realigned herself. It was now more across my stomach; where at least both my and Eve's stomach had some give to accommodate the arm without crushing it.
Plus I felt some signs that Eve was elevating her upper torso a bit. Her breasts weren't pushed flat against my chest; instead I felt them as two distinct, quite delightfully firm, protuberances; the hard buttons of her nipples moving against my chest as she shook.
Her head was draped across my shoulder, on the opposite side to Liz's; but with the background noise, I had no hope of hearing anything other than a shouted comment, even though I could feel her breath on the side of my head.
Her vagina was tight; but I put that more to her virginity than any attempt to grip me.
As to what I thought if all of this, it was hard to say. At first I was concerned Eve was finding herself in a position she might not be happy with. But as it became more clear her actions were, at worst accepting and at best deliberate, I could self-examine my own opinion of the situation.
A beautiful young woman had just, admittedly without asking, impaled herself on my erection. I could live happily with that. It wasn't as though I couldn't have halted the process at any moment. I was a wiling recipient of what she was offering. The real question was what was to happen now.
That question was partly answered when her actions had ceased to be a shake, so much as a grind. She was pushing hard down on the base of my shaft and firmly against my pubis and circling as she also brushed her nipples across her chest. I couldn't hear anything, but the flow of her breath across my ear was becoming both more rapid, but also drawn out on the exhale.
A series of deeply exhaled breath and the pummelling of my shaft by her vaginal contractions were the only signals I could pick up of her orgasm.
With that, she simply laid motionless on top of me, leaving me still fully penetrated. It wasn't an uncomfortable position to be in. Eve was slim and light, so the pleasure of her body being pressed against mine easily outweighed any burden of her weight. What she had been doing was not particularly stimulating for me, so she hadn't left me half way to an orgasm and I'd jerked myself off the previous night after an afternoon frolicking in the pool with them had left me feeling a bit sexually deprived, so wasn't excessively randy. My erection was enjoying its presence in her body but not really demanding more.
In terms of interacting with the girls, it was too noisy to talk and too dark to look, so I just laid there; listening to the worst of the storm very slowly abate.
Somewhere, I drifted off to sleep.
When I woke up again, the dawn was just starting to break; a bleak grey light penetrating my room. I found myself with my head turned towards Liz; her beautiful face millimetres from mine, our breaths intermingling as she in turn rested there, still seemingly asleep.
As I came back to a full state of consciousness, a few additional things became evident. I was still deeply penetrated in Eve, and she was resting absolutely still on top of me, only the slow rise and fall of her breathing signally the life inside her. Her head was also pushed firmly against the back of mine; making it difficult for me to turn towards her.
Then I realised the hand I had reassuringly on her lower back, almost on her butt, was resting on her bare flesh; I explored momentarily to find as she'd pushed herself down on me, her nightie had ridden up, leaving the bottom half of her torso naked.
Finally I focused on the weather. The mere fact it wasn't top of my list said something about the storm having abated. It was still windy and still raining hard. But the worst of the storm had passed.
Not wanting to wake the girls after a sleepless night, I could do little but lie there; enjoying both the restful countenance of Liz's face and the capture of my manhood inside Eve's snatch.
It was maybe fifteen minutes later, as the dawn light grew stronger that Liz opened her eyes. For a moment we stared at each other and then exchanged grins before she bent towards me and kissed me...
"Thank you for looking after us last night."
"I'm not sure I did all that much."
Without her moving much, Liz's eyes scanned the limp figure of Eve resting on top of me before pushing herself as tightly against me as she could, bringing her face back to mine and instigating another kiss. But this was no peck on the lips. Her tongue deeply penetrated my mouth and she held it there as our tongues wrestled seductively.
I felt the hand she had across my stomach, captured as it was between Eve's and my torsos, slowly push itself lower down; her fingers clearly feeling out for something as she moved it. I sucked my stomach in to give it as much room as possible. Finally she reached my pubis, ran her fingers through my pubic hair and pushed a bit further down to the base of my shaft. She felt it between two fingers, pushed it down and finding it immovable, I assumed concluded it was captured in Eve's body rather than pushed up perpendicular, then circled it with her fingers trying to feel where it was.
Probably the fact Eve stayed asleep through all this was testament to how exhausted she'd been by the nervous energy she'd expended.
Gently withdrawing her hand altogether, Liz asked...
"Can you move this way sideways?"
She opened up a gap between our bodies. It wasn't difficult, Eve weighted almost nothing. I could crabwalk on my back sideways without even having Eve move against me. I closed the full body width gap that Liz opened up, with Eve still asleep.
"Can you roll her off?"
I cradled Eve's head with one hand while the other supported her hips as I rolled sideways; easing her weight sideways onto the bed. Starting to get some idea of Liz's intentions, I gently withdrew myself from Eve; surprised how significantly her mucus had glued my shaft into her vagina. Then I took a moment to admire Eve's breasts where they hung out the front of her nightie before I rolled myself back towards Liz. I followed her as she shuffled across to the other side of the bed, before she asked...
"Can we have sex too?"
"I thought you're a virgin."
"I am, and so was Eve. But we had no intentions of being virgins all our life. We got birth control implants before we came up hoping that we could do something about it."
Hoping they could do something about it? These beauties could get themselves laid by any straight man they fancied. I felt privileged to be asked.
"Well of course the answer is yes."
Liz had her panties off before I finished my answer, then pulled her top off too; fully revealing a woman of outstanding youthful beauty. My manhood, now exposed to her view too, involuntarily surged as I scanned down the body now exposed to me; anxious to perform the task that had been set for it. I felt the need to ask...
"How would you like to do it?"
"I don't know. What would you suggest?"
That would infer I was some expert on the topic. I'd never made love to a virgin before, let alone had one ask for instructions. Neither of my two girlfriends had been virgins when I met them...
"Well, I suppose we should get to know each other before we get down to serious business."
I closed the gap between our bodies, putting my arm over her waist to draw her in for some foreplay. Liz's lower arm went straight for my sticky cock; wrapping her hand around it and giving it a few light jerks, as if testing its suitability for the purpose. Her upper arm followed the lead of mine in embracing me over my waist.
We kissed; timidly at first and then passionately as our confidence in each other's willing participation increased. There was something in her kiss that really turned me on. Something that told me our bodies were highly compatible. I just hoped she had the same reaction.
If her approach to our pashing was any indication, I think she did. She was all over me like a rash; in a wild, crazy, lustful, very pleasurable way. Her hands explored and caressed every inch of my body with what seemed like an urgency.
I rolled her on top of me so we could both bring both our hands fully into action in touching up the other. I cupped her breast with one hand while slipping the other between our lower torsos to try and finger her. I found her vulva open, her crease moist and her clit easily locatable and firm.
She moaned a little with the first stimulation of her clit, but then took over the process as she started to rub it on the hard shaft that bisected my lower torso; slowly elevating herself off my chest to give her a better angle and more movement.



That left her breasts dangling just above my mouth; a temptation too great to be resisted. I sucked on one, while I cupped and tweaked the nipple of the other.
Her face was revealing her degree of arousal; her eyes narrowed, jaw hanging almost slack and her breathing heavy.
I was thinking maybe it was time for her to take it to the next step when she made the decision herself. Elevating her hips off my pubis, she put her hands between her legs and guided my manhood into the opening of her vagina. She held it there as she started to push down on it; ever so slowly at first.
She was tight; not surprising really for her first time. But she was wet and slippery with her juices and I could feel the velvety folds of her body open up and readily give way as my shaft slowly immersed itself in her.
Once I was about a third in, she took her hand away and kept slowly pushing down until I could feel the press of her crease on my pubis and my shaft fully contained within her body. She might have been a virgin, but she had clearly been doing her research.
She started to rub herself up and down on me; stimulating her clit on my pubis and at times I thought on the lower half of my shaft, as she half withdrew it and seemed to bend it at an angle that let it run through her crease.
It took a while, but she finally came with a mournful moan and massive sigh, lying down on me as she grasped me tightly around the neck and pushed hard down on me as her contractions pummelled my erection.
As it passed, she went into another flurry of passionate kissing before whispering into my ear...
"How do I finish you?"
I took a moment to ponder the question. But to avoid going into details and, selfishly, because I enjoy it that way as it let me control my own stimulation, I asked...
"Would you mind if I go on top?"
She didn't answer except by bundling me up in her arms and starting the roll that left me on top with my legs between hers.
I elevated myself on outstretched arms placed either side of her shoulders, letting me look down on the naked honey blonde beauty below me, then casting a quick glance across to the equally beautiful woman lying sleeping off to me side; her breasts hanging out the top of her nightie and the bottom scrunched up to reveal everything else that was usually kept hidden.
They time I had spent with them as they'd settled into the apartment and prepared themselves for the start of term had, on the one hand, given me a deep attachment to them, but on the other left me feeling sexually deprived.
They were, if I can put it that way, too beautiful. It was at its worst when we went swimming together. The sight of them in their skimpy bikinis was almost too much to bear, even as I had to struggle to take my eyes off them. Both of them had almost matching beautiful faces with a cascade of blonde hair. They were both tall, lithe, shapely and athletic in their build with the most stunning breasts and cutest butts.
Fighting the desire to take my handling of them a step too far as we interacted in the water had been a real fight.
But, because they were much younger than me and I got to watch them, almost like a big brother, as they flirtatiously interacted with other guys on campus, I had regarded them as out of my league. Now I was about to -- had been invited to - dump a load in one of them.
Sensitive to the fact this was her first sexual experience, I slowly withdrew and thrust back in, trying to keep my penetration of her straight and flat to minimise any possibility of hurting her. But she offered no reaction except the grin on her face and the encouragement of her hand on my butt.
The next thrust was a little faster and more confident. But the tightness of her embrace of my manhood both reminded me of the need to be gentle while at the same time told me I wasn't going to last long.
That of itself encouraged me to go slowly. I wanted this to last. Not to have myself go off like a cheap cracker. And I hoped by making each thrust slow and deliberate I might at least delay the onset of my climax.
It worked to a point. But the combination of the beautiful body under me and the tightness of the grip she had on me was still overwhelming. As my cock brewed up, I thrust it into full penetration, laid down on her with my head next to hers and groaned loudly as pulse after pulse of my orgasm emptied my balls into her body.
I was still panting when I cast a glance across the Eve to find her lying on her side staring at me. She raised her eyebrows and gave me a big grin.
I gave her a grin and -- to my surprise -- a cheeky wink in return. But it was Liz that I'd just made love to and who's snatch was full of my cum; and indeed, still full of my erection. I felt it was she who needed the attention; attention lovingly given as I kissed her cheek, neck and even the top of her breasts before she used the back of her hand to pull me in for a deep French kissing session.
I rolled her over, bringing her on top to reduce any concerns about crushing her under my weight. But it also gave her control about our disengagement; something I always felt I got wrong. We kept kissing for as long as my shaft stayed hard and penetrated; which was quite a while. But as it went flaccid, Liz disengaged. Kissing me on the lips one last time, she said...
"Thank you. That was beautiful."
I just managed to reply with...
"I'm the one who should thank you..."
When she let the half boner flop out of her onto my stomach as she rolled back onto the bed beside me; leaving me between the two girls.
Liz shuffled in tightly against my side, putting an arm over my chest again with Eve almost immediately doing the same from the other side; except her hand went down to my half flaccid manhood, where she started playing with it...
"Can I have a turn too?"
I had never been in this situation before and admit, I didn't know what to do. Eve, in a way, had started this. But it had been an engagement lacking somewhat in emotional connection. Liz might have been second, but the sex clearly carried with it a more personal engagement and I had just finished fucking her. I took the coward's way out, staring at the ceiling as I asked...
"Ladies, are you comfortable with this?"
They both answered...
"Yes."
I turned to Liz...
"So you're OK if I now turn my attention to Eve?"
She shrugged her shoulders...
"Yea. It's her turn."
"And you'll just watch?"
"Well, she watched me get fucked, so probably. But maybe I might find a way to join in too."
I gave her a smile and a bit of a giggle at her last statement...
"OK, we'll see how it works out."
I turned sideways facing Eve, who had never stopped playing with my cock, except for long enough to remove her nightie as I was turned to Liz. How quickly I refracted had never been an issue before. Certainly my last girlfriend, on finding that I still had an erection well after I'd ejaculated and withdrawn had sometimes played with my shaft and asked whether it wanted more; but that wasn't the same and had never been acted on.
She brought herself against me and we started kissing; quite passionately in Eve's case; her hand holding my head tightly against her face while her other hand kept playing with my cock.
I had my lower hand cup her breast and tweak the nipple while I slipped the other between her legs, caressing her crease until it was well opened and moist, after which I started fingering her clit.
Eve seemed quite keen on kissing, continuing even after she started moaning into my mouth as her arousal grew. But wanting to suck her nipple, I encouraged her to lie on her back; which let me spread her legs a bit to get a better feel of her clit and digitally penetrate her while also enjoying the sensory pleasure of sucking her breast and nipple.
Of my two previous girlfriends, the first had quite a strongly responsive g spot, whereas the second really only responded to clit and nipple stimulation. As I digitally penetrated her, I put a lot more pressure on the front of her vaginal wall, looking for a reaction, while still keeping up the stimulation of her clit with my thumb.
She was certainly getting very aroused, but I couldn't tell from what.
In any case, the situation changed as my manhood swelled in her hand. As soon as she felt it start to harden, she played with it more vigorously, soon bringing it to a full erection. She pushed herself back onto her side and pulled my erection between her legs, clearly indicating she wanted that to take over from my fingers as the means of stimulation.
She held, guided and circled it against her clit as I slowly jerked and surged it; occasionally pushing it into a shallow penetration of herself before pulling it back out to start the clit stimulation again; all of which could be done while I bent in to keep sucking her breast.
As it was clear she was on the verge of coming, I surged it harder as I jerked it towards her. Something in that seemed to trigger her, because with a massive groan, she came. I kept jerking, wanting to prolong her orgasm; at least until she pushed me into a half penetration of herself and then arched her hips towards me, grinding them against my lower torso as she worked me into a deeper penetration.
All the while, I could feel the contractions of her orgasm compressing my shaft. It was still compressing it as she rolled onto her back, bringing me on top, lifting her hips and pushing against me until I was in full penetration, asking...
"Do you want to do your man thing now?"
"What's my man thing meant to be?"
"You know. Pounding me, or hammering me. Or whatever it is you guys do to dump your load."
I grinned at what was obviously a teasing of me...
"What if I just make really beautiful love to you?"
"Is that a thing is it? New one on me."
I pushed my luck with my reply, putting on the biggest smile I could to show it was no less a tease then her comments to me...
"Well, you're a virgin. Of course it's a new one on you."
"I think we might have moved past the virginity thing, but go on. Show me what it is."
I wondered if I had set too high a bar. Making love is very much a subjective thing. What might be viewed as that by one could be pretty boring to another.
I bent down to kiss her as I slowly withdrew half the length of my shaft. She was still tight, but clearly well lubricated as my shaft slipped effortlessly, and quite pleasurably, the distance out. It slipped in just as effortlessly as I thrust inwards; spending quite a moment circling my shaft and grinding my pubis firmly against hers as I did so.
Lifting my body a bit off her by a judicious use of my elbows, I also started circling my upper torso against the hard buttons of her nipples I could feel projecting into my chest.
Bringing my lips down to caress and nuzzle her neck, I repeated the process, just a little faster, bringing together all the parts of my attempt to stimulate her while I pleasured my own shaft in her body.
I'd just cum in Liz, so while I was enjoying the stimulation her body gave me, I wasn't come anywhere near brewing up, however tight she was. Not yet anyway.
On the other hand, this was something that sometimes worked with my previous girlfriends. If I got it right, I could use it to stimulate their nipples and clit and the same time; and even, if I dropped my hips and thrust hard and surged upwards, the one with the active g spot.
I wasn't taking any risk on whether her g spot was active, nor wanting to thrust hard. So I just had to hope I was getting it right on the clit and nipples and they were sensitive enough to be activated this way. And that I could get somewhere before I came.
I was quite pleased when I sensed her breathing becoming heavy and the occasional moan emulate from her. Even more pleased as her thighs started to quiver as her moans became more continuous.
I ground my pubis against her a bit harder and did bigger circles of my chest against her nipples, trying to push her over the edge. It worked. With a massive groan, she threw her hips up -- lifting me with them -- as she grabbed my butt to hold me hard against her and on full penetration as she arched them from side to side.
Strong contractions pummelled my manhood as she continued to groan in pleasure. Even before they stopped, as if she had been overwhelmed by a flood of Oxytocin released by her orgasm, she pulled my face down to her and madly pashed me; her hands all over me in near desperation as her hips started jerking in a way that caused my erection to slightly withdraw and thrust back into her.
I took the hint and, even as she had me pinned to her face, slid my shaft in and out of her. Now I could do it for my own pleasure; the pace and degree of movement being something I calibrated to maximise my enjoyment.
She still was tight, so after a little experimentation, I settled down to a half withdrawal and a thrust in that fell a little short of full penetration, delivered at a medium pace.
It took longer than I might have preferred. Not because I didn't enjoy every moment and thrust, but because I became concerned of hurting her or simply having her feel I was taking too long.
As I was just starting to boil up, I glanced across the bed to where Liz was, to find her lying there, still naked, facing towards us, her head elevated as she rested on a bent elbow arm, just watching us; as if that's what you do in these circumstances.
I was drawn back to the moment as my shaft went hot; those sparks of pleasure that presage an orgasm filling it with an electric charge that I just knew would make for a monster orgasm. I wasn't wrong. A moment later it exploded as, with a loud grunt and a cascade of follow up moans, pulse after pulse of pure ecstatic sensations shot up my shaft and filled my brain as I filled her with my cum; or whatever was left of it after Liz had drained me.
I collapsed down on Eve, groaning for a while and then just lying there enjoying the beautiful sensation of my shaft in her body.
It was Liz who brought that to and end; hooking her hand over my hips and rolling me off Eve into the space between the two of them, my erection drawn out of Even and landing on my stomach with a bit of a thump as I landed on my back.
Liz rested her head on my chest, lightly fondling my manhood, as she looked across to Eve...
"Whatyareckon kiddo? This sex things seems a bit of alright. I could get to like it. Actually I already like it."
Eve mirrored Liz's head on my chest, their faces only a short distance apart as if conducting a private conversation which was not intended to be anything of the sort.
"It was pretty good. Much better than I expected. I'm feeling a bit stretched at the moment, so maybe might give it a rest for the rest of the day, but it's nothing that some daily exercise won't fix and get me used to."
"I'm actually feeling pretty good. Given we'll be locked inside all day with this weather I suspect something more is going to happen before the day is out. But we are going to have to train him to get it up again more quickly after his blown a load in one of us."
"Is that something you can train them for?"
"Dunno. We'll have to see. I understand breasts have a remarkable restorative effect on them. We'll have to experiment."
Liz turned to me...
"Well, are you happy to keep a couple of young ladies happy while they concentrate on their studies? I should warn you, they do have some rather kinky ideas they want to explore."
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As we sat around the table for breakfast half an hour later, and knowing that the girls had their own little discussion in the meantime, I felt I had to ask...
"Was that all preplanned?"
Liz looked at me and blushed a little...
"Yes and no. When I came into the room, was it for the purpose of surrendering my virginity to you? No. Nor was that why Eve jumped on you. We both were there because of the storm. It was really scary; especially on our side of the building.
But when Eve realised the position she was in and got a bit aroused, she figured she might as well take advantage of the situation and when I found out she had, well, I decided to do the same.
Had we decided you were the one who'd take our virginity in a threesome? Yes. We just hadn't told you or worked out how to get you to that point yet."
"Why me?"
"Are you complaining?"
"Definitely not."
"Because you hadn't hit on us yet."
"What???"
Eve cut in...
"We weren't virgins because of some intention to stay pure. We talked about sex and finding a nice guy to get ourselves laid by all the time. It's just that, at a girls school, there weren't any guys and, when we went surfing on the weekend to clear the cobwebs of study, all the surfer guys thought they were surfing gods, hated girls being in the line-up out back for waves and thought it only took two minutes of chatting you up to entitle them to take you back to their place for a root. And that's assuming they weren't intending to do it in the back of their ute. And the fact they assumed we were twins, and they could achieve what seems to be the male pinnacle of sexual conquest of rooting a pair of twins, made them even more desperate to get in our pants.
They weren't the least bit desirable, however nice some of their bodies were.
We know that seeing us in our bikinis is going to challenge some guys not to show a public boner. We don't object to guys getting distracted by our tits. That's all just human nature. But if they can't approach and treat us decently notwithstanding that, then it's a big red flag. And frankly while we were busting our butts studying, we could do without red flags.
So nothing happened and we assumed we'd meet some nice guys at Uni instead. But when we got here we found the course was dominated by girls and the guys we'd met so far were...well, not to prejudge them, but seemingly insipid.
So we were sick of waiting for the right guys, and in any case weren't sure, now we'd started here, that we'd have time for all the complexities of a relationship while we attended to our studies.
But now was the time in our lives that we should get ourselves laid, but we needed a guy who would approach it gently. And we had a really nice and stunningly attractive house mate who'd been really considerate and respectful towards us. So we thought, why not? But we knew if one of us got you first, your conscience wouldn't let you do the other. So it would have to be a threesome. And we decided we were good with that. And even maybe, until you found another relationship, we might go on sharing you."
Eve delivered that in such a jumbled rush of words I took a moment to process what I'd heard.
They were certainly right they could be mistaken for twins. That had been my first reaction too.
And they were also certainly right that the sight of them in their bikinis -- especially when they playfully frolic together -- is enough to give a guy a boner. I know. It's happened to me several times.
They are completely stunning. They're tall, lithe and fit in that surfers sort of way, their breasts are relatively large for their slim bodies, perfectly formed, perky and with the most sexually provocative nipples right at the tip of the conical projection, they have a facial beauty that just makes you melt in their presence -- especially when they smile, which seems to be constantly - and a cascade of long blonde hair that perfectly fits their surfer image. And they dress to tease; starting with their tiny bikinis. But that goes for their day wear too, with lots of leg and cleavage being on display and body conforming clothing making what's hidden being little more than a change of colour from their flawless flesh.
But it was the final words that struck me...
"So you'd like this to become a sort of housemate friends with benefits arrangement."
"Sort of. But maybe a housemate, who's a really, really, good friend, with benefits. We'd prefer to think it wasn't completely devoid of emotional connection, even if we understand you might like to be free to find what you might see as a more secure relationship. Partly because we already feel somewhat attached to you. Not in a clingy way, but certainly in a way that recognises your qualities. And partly because we're not really thinking of this as a 'once a fortnight -- I'm really randy' benefit. Rather something more continuous than that."
The reality was, I was already quite attached to them. But thinking, because I was a few years older than them and also their flatmate, an intimate relationship wasn't on the cards, I had adopted more the persona of an elder brother than a potential lover. As for the sex, they could have as much as they wanted. But expressing both those thoughts was not without risks. I looked at them, somewhat seriously...
"Ladies. I'm already very fond of you. And I'm very flattered by your words. It just never occurred to me you might permit that to be as more than just a friend. As for the sex? You can set the rules on both intimacy and sex. And by intimacy, I'm partly referring to where you sleep at night. I suppose you'll just have to forgive me if I make an error of judgement or misread a situation along the way."
Liz stood up and walked the few steps around to where I was sitting, turning the bar stool around and sitting on my lap; immediately finding her hips pushed against the erection in my pants as she put and arm around my shoulder...
"We're all going to make errors of judgement; so we'll each cut all of us some slack. Nor will us girls be displeased when we detect you've got a boner in your pants like the one you have now..."
Liz cast a raised eyebrow and a grin in Eve's direction before finishing her sentence...
"Even if we've done nothing more to provoke you than wear slightly alluring clothing."
It was more than slightly alluring clothing they were wearing. They don't dress in identical clothes, but you can see they have similar tastes. And a major one is for mini sheath beach dresses with spaghetti straps; usually with a plunging neckline and lots of cleavage display. Liz was wearing an orange one with a sort of sun rise print, made of a very stretchy material she was testing to its limits.
It revealed half her breasts and clung to the hidden bit more like it was painted on. I'd lost it boner wise when I saw her nipples start to push out the material as they'd hardened. And since it was a warm morning -- what morning isn't in tropical Townsville -- I read it as indicating she was becoming aroused as she spoke to me. Mind you, the upskirt flash of red panties as she turned the swivel bar stool towards me didn't help either.
Now her breasts were all but hanging out of her dress right under my eyes. My manhood surged against her thigh; something she can't have missed.
I put my hand across her lap...
"Sometimes a man has no control over these things."
"I know. But sometimes a man can get a boner because his cock correctly perceives that a woman wants him to. I said before that I wasn't finished for the day. Maybe we could sneak into your room so you can continue my sexual education."
Liz stood up and, without really waiting for my consent, took my hand to lead me into the bedroom. I followed meekly and willingly, casting a glance back to Eve who had already declared herself stretched enough for one day.
As she closed the door behind her, she went and sat on the corner of the bed; holding both my hands as she earnestly looked up at me...
"As you've probably already noticed, Eve and I can be fairly direct, so I won't beat around the bush..."
She giggled as she added...
"Maybe the expression 'beating around the bush' isn't great introduction to what I'm about to ask.
The world tells us that we girls should explore our bodies as freely as I understand you guys jerk yourself off. But that was never me and - as far as I know - not Eve either.
You triggered some really nice feelings in my erogenous zones when you made love to me. Pleasurable sensations I've never really felt before. At least not as intensely as they felt when you touched them.
Can you help me explore my body? Touch me up and finger me and see how far you can take me so I know what works for me. And then we can finish with sex?"
I was intrigued -- but impressed at the same time -- by the manner in which Liz delivered this request. Yes, it had an earnestness about it. But it was devoid of shame or embarrassment. Just a matter of fact request. It highlighted some of the attributes that so impressed me about the girls. They were just so down to earth. However innocent they might be in terms of their physical experience, they knew how the world worked and weren't afraid to address their own needs in an open sort of way.
Before I could even answer, Liz was ripping open the Velcro waistband of the board shorts I was wearing as the only item of clothing I had on, adding...
"We can both do it naked to add authenticity."
And then as she unhooked my erection from my pants to let them drop to the floor, staring at my erection and adding further...
"Opps, it got hung up on your pants. Sorry. You know, this is the first time I've got a really close up look at one of these. They're impressive things aren't they? A sort of wonder of nature the way the can grow and harden like that. Makes our nipples look rather pathetic by comparison really."
Even as she circled my manhood with the palm of her hand and caused it to powerfully surge at the contact, I tried unsuccessfully to hold back a laugh at her last statement, running my hand through her hair as I responded...
"Nipples are fairly impressive organs. There's much more to natures wonder than how big something can grow. But you asked me a question about whether I'd do something and the answer is definitely yes. Maybe we'll discover just how magical they and other parts of your body can be.
But how about we undress you too"
She lifted her bottom off the bed long enough for me to pull her mini skirt out from under it to peel it off over her head, leaving her only in what turned out to me a tiny red satin thong. I eased her back flat on the bed to let her then lift her hips so I could slip the thong from under her butt and pull it down her legs.
Her naked body was an impressive sight. One that I really hadn't had a chance to appreciate in the flurry of completely unexpected sexual activity we had started the morning with. Given the revealing nature of most of her clothing and the brevity of her bikinis, there weren't any great surprises.
But it affirmed just how perky her breasts were and the stunning sexual provocativeness of her nipples; which were not so much buttons attached to the centre of a raised orb, but rather seemingly integrally shaped into the conical point of her breasts and just a bit bigger than the button like nipples of my previous girlfriends. Lower down, her vulva started with a slightly bulging mons, which was as sexually provocative as her nipples; bisected as it was, for half its vertical length, by a brief, almost invisible - given its fine texture and blonde colour against her pale skin - landing strip and for the other half of its vertical length, by the start of her crease.
As I sat there next to her, feeling rather ridiculous with an erection pushing against my stomach, I asked...
"Ok, do we start at the top and work down?"
"That sounds like a pretty good way to do it."
"And does that mean neck and ear biting or we start with the serious stuff?"
"I think the serious stuff, if you mean the erogenous zones. The other stuff we can work out over time."
I laid myself down next to her, leaving my head hovering over her breasts as I checked...
"OK, some girls like nipple stimulation, some only like it when they're already aroused, some don't even like them being touched and some can actually orgasm to nipple stimulation alone. So this is to let you judge where you are in that spectrum. Which means you can call stop at any time..."
"I got a pretty good buzz out of them when you played with them the earlier. Let's see how far it can go."
I lowered my lips onto the breast nearest me, moving my hand across to stimulate the nipple on the other. They were already raised. That had been evident when we were talking in the kitchen. But I felt them tighten and extend further, both into my mouth and between my fingers.
There was more than a little erotic pleasure for me in stimulating them like I was. They provided a lovely rewarding response to what I was doing; especially the one between my lips which I was flicking with my tongue. It had what I'd call -- for lack of a better way of putting -- a really nice mouth feel to it as it jutted up between my lips and well into my mouth.
But it seems I wasn't the only one getting some benefit from it. It wasn't long before Liz exclaimed with a rising, almost panicky, voice ...
"I think they're going to make me cum."
Followed shortly afterwards by...
"Oooooooohhhhhh...ooohhhh...oooohhh..."
She squirmed about under me as her orgasm continued, I kept sucking and tweaking until I thought I detected a slight throw of her chest that might have been a signal to stop. With my head still loitering over her chest, I waited until her breathing settled and her eyes opened, already planning what I thought would be the next move.
So I was caught offguard when her hand clamped on the back of my head and pulled it towards her face where a prolonged sloppy kiss awaited me. More than a kiss, rolling to her side towards me, she brought the full length of her naked body against mine, squirming it about against me as she embraced me tightly.
I willing reciprocated; more so as she seemed to make a point of rubbing her lower torso against the hard erection pushing against it.
It was a few minutes before the intensity of her pashing of me settled and, as her embrace of me relaxed, she explained...
"Oh wow. That was really nice. But I didn't know an orgasm made you feel -- I don't know -- so passionately towards the guy that gave it to you."
I really liked the way Liz -- but Eve too -- was so open and direct about these things. But the reaction wasn't foreign to me. One of my previous girlfriends reacted exactly the same way; responding to a flood of oxytocin released by the orgasm. It always made me really keen to bring her to an orgasm -- not always easy as she had very specific needs to get her there -- because it made the sex more intimate and real.
Whereas, with the other girlfriend clearly liked to get to a climax, it didn't have nearly the same intensity of reaction. For me the sex was much the same whether she got there or not; although I always preferred it when she did.
But then neither of them could achieve a nipple orgasm, so getting them to orgasm was never a certainty.
"So, would you like me to go down on you to play with your clit now?"
"Would you do that?"
"Yes. If you think that would be a good way of addressing the next step in you learning about your body's sexual responses. Really, there's a lot to learn as to how your clit responds; whether it likes to be touched firmly or lightly and stimulated fast or slow and a whole lot of other stuff; so me going down on you is just one of many possibilities."
I took her answer to be a yes, so I rolled her onto her back again and separated her legs as I knelt between them. Again, one of my previous girlfriends had been an oral sex obsessive, so it wasn't as though I was lacking practice at it.
Like the rest of her body, there was something really nice about her vulva. Just neat and tidy I supposed you'd call it; more so since it was devoid of hair. It was already aroused, but as I separated her labia further with my fingers, I could feel the wetness caused by her arousal and smell the seductive waft of her sex.
As I first flicked her clit with my tongue, Liz rewarded me with a little moan of pleasure. As I settled down to really stimulating her clit with my tongue and lips, it became clear that it was having a powerful effect on her.
She might have started with heavy breathing interspersed by the occasional moan, but the moans soon became continuous, then increased a bit in volume and then her body started quivering.
That was all great. It was fantastic getting such a clear message that you were getting it right.
But there was other stuff happening that was more challenging. I can only put it down to being bombarded with pheromonal signals her body was putting out -- especially given my positioning -- but my cock was aching. Really aching. As in I needed to penetrate her right now aching, and I can't wait a moment longer.
It wasn't so much signals indicating a premature ejaculation was imminent, although my cock was certainly getting excited, it was more a case of extreme randiness. I'd gone down on my previous girlfriends -- one of them quite often -- and never felt anything like this. It was the second time that day I'd felt some sort of pheromonal signal while interacting with Liz -- the first time was as we kissed - and in retrospect it made me wonder whether our bodies were in fact signalling some sort of high level of compatibility. Or at least that was the signal my body was getting from Liz; because at that stage I didn't know what she was feeling.
It made me wonder whether I'd get the same reaction to Eve as I recognised my sexual interaction with her so far had taken a different path that may not have exposed me to her in the same way. Or maybe, for all their similarities, I just wasn't as receptive to Eve's pheromones.
It all made me work harder to bring her to a climax as soon as I could. But of course, it's not as simple as that. Doing it -- whatever 'it' might be in the circumstances -- firmer and or faster, is not really guaranteed to bring a woman to a climax earlier. Indeed, it can work the other way.
I struggled to stay within the boundaries that were already working as I sensed her climax continuing to build. As her whole body seemed to be quivering, I yearned for that moment she'd tip over the edge. And then, with a...
"Oh my god...oohh...oohh...oooohhhhhh..."
She was there. She flung her hips into the air as her hand came down and clamped my head into her vulva, while squeezing it from the side as her thighs tried to come together with my head in the way. Suddenly I felt my hair being gently pulled as she dragged me up to lie along the top of her body, wrapped me in her arms and started passionately kissing me. As she kept kissing me, she rolled us on our sides, lifted her upper leg over my thigh and squirmed about against me as her vulva sought out the tip of my cock. As soon as I felt my cock positioned in her crease I surged it, locating it into the opening to her vagina.
It was Liz who pushed it in as she bore down on it.
I could feel successive waves of her contractions bearing down on the hard erection now captured within her vagina as Liz kept kissing and pashing me with an intensity I'd almost never known, slowly rolling us over until I was on top.
Her hands came down onto my butt, pulling me up into a complete penetration before I felt Liz from underneath jerking her hip down onto my cock and then up as if trying to thrust from below me. I took the message and elevated myself over her to look down on her stunning body as I started to thrust.



I was worked up enough that I was really wanting to go to town on her. But she still felt tight and I hadn't forgotten she was still a sexual novice. Indeed, this whole penetration and fucking thing was running ahead of my intended schedule because I had also intended to give her a g spot fingering to see how responsive she was to that too.
That would have to wait. As I had earlier in the morning, I settled for an unadventurous, flat delivered, slow thrusting; one intended, I hoped, to cause her the least discomfort, but also one unlikely to take her to new highs. That's not to say I didn't enjoy it. A lot actually. An awful lot.
I'd dumped two loads already this morning, so as randy as Liz had made me, I wasn't going off prematurely. By the same token, her vagina was so tight, my whole cock was teasingly massaged with every well lubricated, easy sliding thrust. It felt fantastic. I took my time, staring almost obsessively at her erotically charged breasts as my manhood slowly brewed up into what was clearly going to be a big bang.
At the last moment, just before I knew I was about to burst, I thrust myself into full penetration and waited through that split second delay before the dam broke. And brake it did. My body was flooded with ecstatic pleasure as my erection shot pulse after cum shooting pulse up its length while releasing rapturous sensations into my brain.
I let out a grunt loud enough to be heard through the whole apartment block as I collapsed my weight back down onto Liz, buried my head into the bed alongside hers and groaned and groaned as the pulsing continued.
It must have been minutes before the final shudders of my orgasm stopped.
Liz signalled for us to roll over again, leaving her on top as she pushed herself down against me to keep my still hard erection fully penetrated in her. With a 'lovey', honey like voice that told me she was still strongly affected by the oxytocin high her orgasm had given her, she commented, as she stroked her hand gently through my hair...
"You seemed to have enjoyed that."
Then grinding herself firmly down on the base of my manhood, added...
"It's still hard. Isn't is supposed to go down?"
"When it gets a really good one, it seems to take longer to go down; especially when it's in the embrace of such a beautiful woman."
She ground herself against me a little more, as she pulled me in and French kissed again; squirming about on top of me with a passion. Eventually she withdrew her tongue from my mouth to reveal...
"You can keep it there as long as you'd like.
You know, when my mother had an orgasm, you could hear her from anywhere in the house. And for half a day afterwards, she'd be saccharine sweet, like she was high on some drug. And given how often they seemed to have sex, it was like she spent half her life in that state. We even thought it was weird or that dad had got her high on something to put her in the mood for sex. Now I know why."
She kissed me again, before adding...
"It's funny, because a lot of stuff you read talks about the orgasm gap and how guys don't pay enough attention to the woman's needs."
In retrospect, I knew I'd sounded a lot more knowledgeable on the topic than I really was, when I answered...
'Different women have a different response. You're clearly very sensitive. After all, it's only about 10% of women can get a nipple orgasm. But even then you can have good days and bad days. My original intention had been to digitally penetrate you to see if we could find your g spot, but events sort of over took that. Maybe next time.
But the guy can make a big difference too. You're much more likely to come if they care about the issue and work with you to help you get there."
She ran her hand through my hair as she again ground herself against my erection...
"Well then, we obviously picked the right guy, didn't we?
Mind you, I think we might save the g spot experiment for another day. I'm feeling a bit stretched for now."
"I wasn't suggesting anything about myself."
"I know. I was just teasing."
As had to happen eventually, my manhood started to go soft. Liz lifted her hips to extract the now floppy member, before ducking into the ensuite bathroom to clean herself up.
As we emerged into the kitchen after getting dressed again, we found Eve still sitting at the kitchen bench. Eve looked at Liz and caustically commented...
"Well, you're not as loud as our mothers, but it won't take much to get you there."
Then turned to me, to add...
"Mind you, Bob grunted so loudly and moaned so much, I thought you'd stabbed him."
Liz flashed me a grin, then replied...
"Well, you can see he's alive and unharmed, if slightly worn out. But I can understand why our mothers were so noisy. What's more, now I can explain our mother's weird behaviour after they'd had sex. It's like wow. You want to go out and hug everyone in the world."
"Yea, I know. I felt it too. An incredible feeling isn't it."
I looked at Liz...
"What? So both your mothers had exactly the same reaction to sex?"
"Yes. But since they were the identical twins, maybe that's not surprising. If you think we're close, you ought to see them. You can barely pick our dads apart, they got married at the same service, got pregnant with us at the same time, we lived on the same block and had dinner as a combined family most nights. It's not surprising Eve and I are close. We grew us as if we were sisters; except sisters who had no reason to fight over things in our own home."
With the wind still fresh and the rain bucketing down, we were more or less trapped indoors for the rest of the day.
So we retired to our rooms to do some study; not easy when the humidity was through the roof, leaving each of us stripped down to as little clothing as you could get away with. While our unit did have air conditioning, there'd been post storm power failures through the morning and, in any case, as students, we were reluctant to blow out our power bills by running air-conditioning when dressing in swim wear can get you much the same result.
It was about 3 in the afternoon when, after the wind had eased considerably, Eve came into the room to suggest we go down and check the cars in their carports. It might not be new, but I knew Eve's car was precious to her, and being a Mazda MX5 was more vulnerable, so understood her anxiety. It was still pouring rain, I needed the break and, since raincoats were completely pointless, I knew it would let me gawk at Eve dressed in the bikini she was wearing, but after it was blown about plastered to her body by the rain. So it wasn't hard to agree.
Liz joined us in a deeply cut away one piece swimsuit, while I had my standard pair of board shorts. We dropped towels at the front door of our unit so we didn't bring too much water back into the house with us.
I let the girls walk ahead, enjoying the view offered by the little more than a string, thong like with whales tails, backs to bottom part of their swimwear, their very cute and firm bottoms moving seductively with every step and giving me a half mongrel in my pants.
The moment we stepped outside the unit block door, we were soaked right through. But while it was clear a lot of stuff had been blown about by the wind, the roof of the carport was still in place and the cars protected and undamaged. Eve spent a bit longer double checking hers and I used the time to enjoyably check out the effect of the rain on the girls. Their hair hung in dripping clumps, but more interestingly their nipples were on high beam and pushing out the front of their swimwear tops, semi translucent in the unlined material; the darker brown colour of their nipples showing through. And their creases had sucked in the front of their swimwear bottoms, showing a noticeable camel toe.
Mind you, there was a price to pay for the visual enjoyment. It had given me a three quarter boner and the material of my board shorts was no less clingy than that of the girls' swimwear, even if less body conforming. But I figured after the events of the last 24 hours, I didn't need to be as mortified by that as I previously would have been.
The check done, we retreated back inside, dripping wet. We picked up the towels at the door to our unit, leaving a considerable puddle of water that we were standing in as we dried our fronts, any attempts to dry our backs being momentarily inhibited by the cluster of bodies in the relatively narrow hallway discouraging the usual flick of the towel behind the back and sawing back and forwards with outstretched arms.
Eve turned to me, gave me her towel and, turning away, asked me to dry her back. I patted her dry all the way down to her bikini pants. But as I hesitated to go further, she commented...
"All the way..."
I continued all the way down to her feet; any conscience about doing the job being removed by her strict instructions. As soon as I finished, Liz asked me to do the same while Eve took my towel and moved around my back.
I was drying Liz's hair where it cascaded down her back when Eve put her hand around my waist and ripped open the Velcro waistband and fly of my board shorts...
"This is dripping water like all fuck. The towel won't dry them nearly enough. You need to take them off."
Well, she was right about them dripping. I've always hated wet board shorts. They cling to and chaff your thighs in a really irritating way. But as she tried to drop them to the ground, they hooked -- again -- on a pretty firm semi erection my interaction with the near naked girls had brought on.
Her handling of it to unhook them combined with it then brushing against Liz's backside soon made it a full one. As they slid to the floor, I gently protested...
"But I'm naked in public!"
As she knelt down to remove them completely, Eve did an exaggerated look around my legs down the deserted passageway before responding...
"There's no one here. We'll be inside once we've finished drying."
"Shouldn't you strip off too?"
"Our bikinis are skin tight and now just damp rather than dripping water everywhere. Maybe you should get swimwear with less material. These ones hang like bloody curtains. What is it about you guys and your board shorts? We had enough of guys' obsession with those when we were dealing with the Northern Beaches surfers."
After drying the back of my legs, Eve slowly stood up, drying the sides as well, until she reached the top of them where she brought the towel around my front and made a fuss about drying my balls and cock...
"These were in your wet pants, so we need to dry them as well."
Dry them? She just about polished my cock with the towel as she rubbed it up and down. I sort of got the impression that, having been exposed to the male appendage for the first time, the girls were rather wanting to familiarise themselves with it. I hope Eve felt it surging under the towel with what she was doing.
Still, a point came where the girls decided we were fit to enter the unit. Eve gathered up the wet towels, wrapped my board shorts in one towel and used another to wipe down the wet tiles before we entered the apartment and she took them through to the girls' bathroom.
We returned to our rooms for more Uni work until about 5 when we decided it was time to sit down with a glass of wine and some nibbles. I was in a fresh, dry pair of board shorts -- as I said my standard household wear on mucky days -- while Liz was dressed in a tiny pair of gym shorts with a tiny bikini top and Eve in one of those tiny, strappy sheath dresses the girls seem to like; the girls once again displaying some cock growing cleavage.
Liz's revelation had intrigued me, so I sort of started the conversation by asking...
"What was it like having identical twins as mothers?"
The girls looked at each other, grinning broadly, before Liz turned to me and asked...
"What do you want? The boring day to day stuff or the somewhat salacious stuff?"
"Oh well, you might as well start with the salacious stuff."
"Eve and I think they changed clothes sometimes and fucked the others husband without the husbands knowing about it. Plus we're pretty sure they had foursomes when we went on holidays together. I don't know if they changed partners in the foursomes, but they certainly were all in the room together fucking away at the same time."
Eve provided more detail to the story...
"When we say our mums are identical twins, we really mean identical. Their appearance, their voice and even their mannerisms were identical. The only way we could tell them apart was by the clothes they wore. The styles of clothing were much the same, indeed, often identical too -- and it was rarely much of anything unless the weather was cold - but seemed to be a sort of code that Liz's mum trended to yellowish tones and mine to red and orange ones.
But there were times when we had a gathering -- which remember was just about every night for dinner -- when you'd get the vibe that the mum you were going home with wasn't the right one. That while inside, they'd changed clothes. And when we'd talk to each other the bus the next day, we'd both have the same vibe and only on the same days.
And given our mothers' sexual inclinations, and the noises we'd hear, there'd be no doubt they'd have been fucked that night."
Liz cut in with...
"Our parents seemed to underestimate just how far the noise of their sexual activities travelled. I suppose they thought they could get away with it because their bedrooms were down the other end of the house and they thought we were asleep -- at least when they weren't fucking each other during the day. But their judgements were wrong on all accounts. In any case, in our later years, we'd compare notes on how many sex towels we'd count on the line each week. Even allowing for the fact sometimes the washing might be brought in before we got home, Eve's mum set the record at 20, while mine got 18; although both were during holidays. On a normal week, something around 7 to 10 was a pretty common number."
Eve then added...
"And on holidays, they'd send us kids out on some excursion and when we'd get back we could hear them all in the same cabin, going at it like crazy.
Our mums certainly flaunted themselves at their husbands, almost priming them for what would follow. I suppose we got our dress sense -- if that's the right word -- from our mums, but at home in front of our dads, both in what they wore and didn't wear and in how they touched and interacted with our dads, they were basically prick teasing them. Our dads might not have been so revealing in what they wore, but you could still often see our mums had generated a boner in their pants.
To which Liz added...
"I suppose I might add that one of the reasons I wanted you to test my erogenous zones was because mum -- and Eve's mum too -- was never embarrassed to reveal she'd get orgasms while breast feeding. And Eve's mum once boasted she'd had an orgasm while giving birth to her third child."
I asked what I thought was a brave question, given what I'd just heard...
"With mothers like that, how come you were still virgins at 19? Didn't it trigger your own sexual desires?"
Liz answered...
"Yes and no. As I said to you, we were never prudes. Sex was always on the agenda and constantly discussed between us. But we still needed the right guys -- or right guy in your case. Our mums were virgins when they married at 22 and had us within a year. So you can be randy little nymphomaniacs but still wait for the right man to come along before unleashing your desires.
But the reasons we can be so matter of fact about sex is because our mothers were. They might not have fully appreciated how much we could hear their activities. When we got distressed about the moaning noises we heard as kids, she told us she was just responding to a TV show on the TV in their room. After that we sort of learnt to ignore it until we were old enough to know what it really meant.
But they never hid the fact they and our dads had very active sex lives, nor that their manner of dress had --and was intended to have - an erotic effect on their husbands. In our families, sex was regarded as normal, not something which couldn't be talked about. I think our mums probably expected us to get laid at a younger age than we did; but maybe by waiting for the right man, we were more like them than they knew.
But Eve and I have been discussing whether we call our mums and tell them we've finally got ourselves laid and, then, revel we're sharing the same man."
There was a moment's silence before Eve stood up and approached me...
"You know, since the topics has been raised, we haven't quite finished with you for the day yet. If you're OK with that, there's still some testing of our body's reaction to stimulation we need to complete. And while I still feeling a bit to stretched for penetrative sex, we promise not to leave you unsatisfied."
As she took my hand, I questioned...
"We?"
"Yes, we. Might as well get used to it from the start."
As she took my hand and I stood up, Liz stood up too and the three of us retired to my bedroom. Much as Liz had earlier in the day, both Liz and Eve sat on the edge of the bed as Eve guided me with her grasp of my hand to be standing facing them.
Not for the first time that day, the ripping sound of the Velcro waistband signalled a woman dropping my pants to the floor to expose an erection.
As Eve bent down to remove them from my feet, I pulled the string tie to strip the bikini top off Liz, then, before she sat back up, had Eve lift her butt to let me peel the sheath dress off her. Since I found her commando underneath the dress, that only left Liz's gym shorts to be dealt with.
I knelt in front of Liz and she lifted her butt as I stripped both the gym shorts and the bikini pants underneath down and off her legs in one smooth movement.
As I stood back up, Eve took my hand and had me lie down on the bed between her and Liz...
"So, I want you to start by stimulating my nipples, then do this g spot test you talk about and Liz wants the g spot test too. I think I already know a bit about my clit, so we might give that a pass for the moment. After that, we'll see to your needs."
They were clearly women who weren't afraid to state what they wanted. I actually really liked their approach. It was a lot easier to deal with than all the ambiguities I'd dealt with in previous relationships.
As Eve lay on her back, I repeated what I'd done with Liz earlier in the day; sucking on one delectable nipple while tweaking the other.
I wasn't surprised when Eve started responding fairly quickly to the stimulation. Her mother's side of the family seemed to transmit powerful genes from what I'd seen of Liz.
The real surprise was when Liz cuddled up against my back and, with an arm over my hips, started playing with my erection; gently sliding her hand up and down it, until she got some pre-cum and then spread that over the top of the shaft to provide some lubrication. Then started kissing my back.
Eve took about the same amount of time to cum to the nipple stimulation as Liz had; although her reaction was a bit more muted. But she seemed fairly pleased...
"Oh wow. Who would have thought nipples could do that. OK, on to stage two..."
She spread her legs further apart than she'd had them before. I glided my hand down her torso from under her breasts until I came to the point the bulge of her mons turned under her crotch. Then I glided my fingers lightly across her labia to get some idea of how aroused she was.
She was damp, maybe even verging on being a bit wet. But I wasn't certain she was aroused enough for me to just plunge a finger or two into her vagina...
"I think we might get you a bit more aroused before I digitally penetrate you."



I ran my finger through her crease. It was moist enough that I felt I could safely finger her clit; which was already a firm little bud. I stroked it slowly and lightly and got a nice little hum of pleasure from Eve. That let me stroke it more confidently; moderately firmly but not too fast, which was what I always found worked best on my previous girlfriends.
Her breathing, even more than the occasional moan, conveyed to me it was having the desired effect. I slid one finger down to her vagina. I sensed it somewhat receptive, but thought a little more stimulation would improve things.
The second time I slipped it down, it easily went in. First one finger and then a second. Eve wanted to know if she could get a g spot orgasm, so whereas I'd normally stimulate both that and her clit, this time I kept my thumb away from her clit.
For a while I firmly raked the front wall of her vagina without any obvious effect. Her moans had stopped and her breathing, while not entirely normal, was not as pronounced as before. But then, she tensed and curled up her hips as she said...
"OOhhh..oh, thats it,"
Knowing discomfort could precede pleasure, I stimulated it a bit more lightly until I sensed her breathing was telling me the moan represented arousal. Then I applied a bit more pressure as I concentrated on the sensitive spot.
Her breathing was interspaced with 'ooohh's' and 'aarrr's' which reinforced the message conveyed by the way her hips and thighs were quivering that she was building to a climax. When it came, it was a big one.
Her hand clamped mine inside her vagina as she threw her hips up in the air and arched from side to side as she let out the most mournful moan.
I gave her just a momentary break from my stimulation of her, then started again, which almost seemed as though it triggered another orgasm -- but probably just prolonged the first...
"Oh god...that's incredible...oh...oh...ooohhhh..."
Unlike Liz, who had almost devoured me in a state of oxytocin driven lust mid climax, Eve waited until her climax had seemingly settled before she turned towards me and basically threw her body at me, passionately French kissing me as she squirmed her body against mine; both my erect cock and Liz's hand which had been pleasuring it, caught in the press of bodies as she ground against the former.
But, in a way, the reaction was mutual. In a manner similar to that I'd felt when sucking out Liz, my cock had stretched itself hard and been aching to penetrate and go to town on Eve. It wasn't Liz's playing with it that caused that; it was a way more desperate sensation of randiness which was directed specifically at Eve. Pashing her like I did wasn't a complete solution to my randiness, but it somehow helped.
I could only guess that my penetrative fingering of Eve had stirred up, and caused to be released, the same sort of pheromones as Liz had earlier wafted my way. I was beginning to understand how their husbands had meet the sexual needs of the girls' mothers.
It took maybe five minutes for Eve's initial rush to settle down, letting her disengage enough to let her flop on her back, still breathing heavily...
"Oh my...I suppose you'd better give Liz her turn...she can see what it's like..."
Liz pulled at my cock, turning me towards her, letting it go as she settled on her back, legs apart inviting me to finger her.
The first touch of Liz's crease told me she was already heavily aroused. My finger easily penetrated her vagina, as did the second. To get things started, I stimulated her clit with my thumb while I first started raking the front wall of her vagina, looking for that sensitive spot. But it was only moments before Liz tensed her hips and exclaimed...
"Oh yes, that's it."
Maybe because she was already aroused from watching Eve get fingered and have her orgasm, Liz reached a climax more quickly than Eve and, for want of a better way of putting it, more violently. Just before her orgasm broke, her hips -- indeed her whole body -- was doing more than just quivering. It was shaking like she was caught up in an earthquake.
As she came, my hand was covered in a hot fluid as she squirted and she cried out loudly enough to be heard on the street outside; although it was probably fortunate that the rain meant no one was there to hear her.
But I also sensed she too had released pheromones which made me feel a desperate need to fuck her. My cock was being teased to the point of bursting; not so much seeking an ejeculative release as needing the warm embrace of the girls' vaginas.
Eve had started jerking my cock with her hand almost as soon as I started fingering Liz. But it just wasn't the same; not through any lack of attention by her, but more because her hand lacked the warm, slippery embrace of a sexual organ.
Liz's climax had been so animated that she was physically incapable of pulling me onto her, or even rolling towards me, to pash me until it had started to settle down. But once it settled, she pashed me with a whole of body enthusiasm that raised it to a new high. At least the way her stomach pushed and rubbed against the erection trapped between our bodies provided some sense of relief for the needs her pheromones had created in me.
It might have gone on for longer, but before Liz was finished with me, Eve straddled my body and lifted me by the shoulders...
"OK, your turn."
I sensed Liz reluctantly let me go, as if she knew what would follow. It was only as Eve stood me at the foot of the bed and she and Liz sat tightly pressed together on the edge of it that I twigged to what the girls had in mind.
Eve went first, bending my erection down and taking it into her mouth, her lips closed tightly around it and her tongue pressing firmly from underneath as she pushed it to the back of her mouth, taking about a third of its length in.
After about four of five sucks, she passed it across to Liz, causing me to do a quarter turn towards her to avoiding bending my manhood uncomfortably.
There is a natural inclination in this situation to want to put your hand on the back of their head. Not necessarily for the purpose of pushing your cock to the back of their throat, but it can seem like that. So I avoided it. Instead I hung my arms down and presented my palms against their outside breasts, causing their jutting nipples to rub against them when they were moving their heads back and forwards when it was their turn to suck me, or letting me provide the stimulatory movement when it wasn't their turn.
The process repeated itself, although this time when Liz got me, she used her tongue to bore it into the point on the bottom of my shaft where the bell joins to the rest of the shaft, finding an extraordinarily sensitive spot that caused me to bend over her and express the shot of pleasure with a little moan of my own.
It wasn't just the physical sensation that was turning me on.
There is something about the visual pleasure of watching your cock disappear into their mouth that conveys an erotic excitement all of its own; in this case multiplied by the delightful sight of their inner breasts -- nipples jutting - pushed firmly against each other as they sat close and turned in towards the job at hand.
It was as Liz started her third turn, with her tongue boring once again into the sensitive point, that she suddenly stopped sucking and let out a cock muffled...
"AAAARRRRrrrrrrrrrrrrrroooohhhhhhhhh."
Already worked up and sensitised by what had proceeded it, I could only guess that she'd cum to the nipple stimulation. But after a moment, she started sucking on my cock like a mad woman. The thrusts were faster and deeper and the pressure her lips and tongue put on it intense.
She didn't stop at four of five thrusts and hand me back to Eve. Instead she kept going.
She soon had me on the edge of a climax...
"I'm about to cum."
She kept at it...
"I can't hold back."
Still she kept at it...
"OH...OH... ooohhhhhhhhh..."
It was only as the first endorphin generating pulse raced up my shaft, I felt it pulled out of her mouth and pushed down in the direction of the girls merged breasts. I could only stand there, slightly bent over, as pulse after mind blowing pulse pleasured me while spraying the girls' breasts with whatever cum was left after the day's activities.
My knees went weak, forcing me to bend over them. Their arms -- other than the one Liz was still using to pump out my cock -- reached up to pull me down on top of them which, after much rolling around while pashing me on their part -- willingly reciprocated by me -- ended up with me flat on my back and the two girls covering me; each half over one side of me, their faces competing for the seeming 'privilege' of sticking their tongues down my throat. With Liz still with her hand around my not yet flaccid erection.
As their need to express their passion burned itself out, there came a moment when the girls simply rested limp on top of me. It was at that moment Liz raised herself on her arms to expose her breasts to me...
"You guys like cumming all over girls breasts do you."
It seemed through all the wild pashing, Liz had protected the cum puddle I'd discharged onto her breasts. There is was, or at least part of it, a large gollop of not very viscous cum which was running slowly down to the point of her conical breast, just starting to invade her jutting nipple, leaving a snail's trail of sticky cum behind it.
On the spur of the moment, I blurted out...
"Not necessarily. Would you like me to lick it off?"
I immediately regretted it -- well, at least at first. I'm not a big one for bodily fluids. I know some guys simply expect girls to happily take their cum into their mouth and swallow it. But I'm not one of them. It was the sight of her breast dangling before me that caused a momentary rush of blood to my head...
"If you want."
Liz threw her chest up, almost bringing the nipple to my mouth. Her answer might have been merely permissive, but her action closed out my options.
Instead of licking the puddle off the side of her areola and nipple, I took the whole point of the breast into my mouth, flicking my tongue against the hardened projection of her nipple. The momentary invasion of my taste buds by the salty consumption of my cum was forgotten as I again enjoyed the play of the erogenous parts of her breast within my mouth.
Liz's nipples seem to be sensitive in a way I've never seen before -- more so when she's already sexually charged up. It had taken very little to get her to cum to nipple stimulation while she was giving me head, I figured one more climax for the day wouldn't do either of us any harm. They were after all, such sexually provocative and inviting breasts.
Encouraged by Liz's moan of pleasure, I raised my hand to the other nipple and tweaked, sucked and licked them both for all I was worth.
Liz just hang there, her breasts dangling delightfully over me, her breathing getting heavier and her moans more frequent as what I was doing clearly was having the intended effect.
It took a little longer than I expected, but soon enough Liz came and once again, collapsed down on me, a moaning puddle of Oxytocin driven, loved up passion.
As Liz's passion burned itself down to residual embers, Eve raised herself over me and presented her breasts...
"Me too."
Eve's breast also contained residual traces of my cum, but not the puddle of it that Liz's had. I suppose I had judged Liz's body to be the more sensitive one to stimulation and expected Eve to take longer to bring to a climax through stimulating her nipples.
But in that I was wrong. She came relatively quickly as I sucked, licked and tweaked her nipples as I had for Liz; maybe because they had already been stimulated as she was sucking my cock and, unlike Liz, hadn't come to that stimulation. And maybe I had just misjudged the situation. It was still early days in this situation I had found myself in and I was very much feeling my way.
Eve too showed her usual post climax passion; leaving me still lying on the bed, buried under a pair of naked women. Let's just say I've been in far worse positions.
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We slept in our own rooms that first night, which at least gave me some time to contemplate the position I'd now found myself in.
Four ejaculations in one day was a new record for me; not that I was setting out to establish new ones. Two had been my previous best; and that was while I was away with a girlfriend on a holiday. Generally it had been two or three times a week while I was partnered up and not at all -- except for the very infrequent wank -- when I wasn't. As for the number of climaxes the girls had had between them -- I'd lost count.
If what they had revealed about their mothers was even half right, and those same characteristics carried over to their daughters, things were going to be very different in the near future. It was clear the girls got a large endorphin or oxytocin rush from climaxing and they were fairly easy to bring to an orgasm. So you could see how they might well become almost addicted to the highs that gave them.
For the time being they were sensible enough to recognise their bodies' limitations as they needed to adjust to penetrative sex, but I suspected the adjustment period would be short.
In the morning, I was lying in bed at around 7 when there was a knock on the door. Before I'd even acknowledged it, Eve opened it and stuck her head in...
"Can I come in?"
In the muggy environment, I was naked and uncovered, but that no longer seemed to matter.
I watched as she gracefully walked towards me, dressed in one of her nighties and carrying what I initially took to be a pillow from her bed. She was a picture of seductive beauty. Her beautiful smile, the cascade of bed ruffled long blonde hair, her breasts, half exposed by the deeply plunging neckline of her nightie, but even more seductive by the way her nipples on the tip of the perky conical orbs of her breasts, jutted out the flimsy, loose fabric of her nightie, lifting it clear from the lower part of her torso. And then of course there was the way the micro mini length of the nightie offered the prospect of teasing glimpses of her crotch.
I wasn't aroused when she stuck her head in the door. But as I watched her and as my body recognised her likely purpose, I felt it fill and grow from a flaccid tube hanging to the side of my thigh to a thick, rigid and fully extended erection bisecting my lower stomach; doing so in full view of Eve and with, I noticed, her eyes firmly fixed on it.
"Can we have sex? I want to try something."
She put the pillow on the bed and, again without waiting for my response, slipped her nightie off, leaving her naked. Climbing on the bed, she laid down on top of me; nuzzling my neck and cheek until she decided to kiss me...
"I want you to fuck me with a pillow under my hips. It worked a treat for mum."
She was gently rubbing her crotch on the hard erection that was between our bodies, slowly easing up until I sensed she had the tip in her crease playing it against her clit. Even as she acknowledged the pleasure she was giving herself with her gentle hums, her hand was fidgeting to position the pillow. As I watched her position it, I realised it wasn't any standard bed pillow. This one had a firm triangular shape, unlike any I'd seen before.
Eventually satisfied it was in approximately the right position, she rolled off me and onto her back with the pillow under her. She squirmed about on it until she felt she had the right positioning.
It certainly had a significant effect. The pillow had very little give. Her hip was now well elevated and her vulva angled somewhat upward. While I was aware a pillow under the hips could give a better result for the woman -- especially if it gave better stimulation to their g spot - it wasn't something I tried before. But I suspected this was a pillow designed for this specific purpose; making me wonder at the forward planning the girls had gone into for the sexual side of their university experience.
Eve spread her legs and tugged at me in a way that told me she wanted me to mount her. As I came over her she grabbed my erection and guided it into a shallow penetration of her vagina. Bit by slow bit, I pushed myself in by a series of slow bounces in and out, letting her body adjust to each step as I sought a full penetration; all the while Eve was biting my neck and nuzzling my cheek.
She was still tight, but well lubricated and gave me this beautiful, really erotic, sensation of her velvety folds opening up to my progressive penetration of her.
Holding myself on extended arms to take the weight of my upper body off her and stare down at her arousing body, I thrust a couple of times, trying to get an upward push of my shaft, testing things out. Eve squirmed and said...
"Just a sec..."
I took my weight off her as she slightly repositioned herself on the pillow.
"OK keep going..."
I continued my thrusting; slow withdrawals followed by a slightly faster thrust in with as much upward angle and a surge of my cock as I could manage and then grinding my pubis against her vulva on full penetration. A little moan of pleasure from Eve told me I was on the right track as her breathing became heavier.
But she wasn't the only one being pleasured. Her embrace of my shaft and my vision of her as I looked down was erotica personified. Her grip on it, her lubrication of it, even something about the soft velvety feel of her vagina felt so good. As I thrust into her upwards, I could feel the tip of my shaft as it firmly raked the front wall of her vagina and then the whole shaft was slightly bent and deflected downwards and embraced and captured within her vagina in the most tantalising way.
I moaned too. Not intentionally, but answering to some irresistible need. For the first time, I became concerned I'd go off before her. Clearly I could finish her in other ways, but I wanted her to get the best out of this experiment of hers.
Tendrils of pleasure were flooding my cock; not yet merging into that single pre-orgasmic sense of overwhelming ecstasy, but warning that it could happen soon enough.
Fortunately Eve too was showing sign of advanced arousal. If nothing more we were at least showing this was working for her, not just a guy banging away at her. She was becoming quite vocal, her heavy breathing interspaced with many...
"OOHHHH...ooohhhh..."
I'd slowed down my thrusts to try and extend my endurance. But putting the effort into each inward thrust to trigger her g spot in the way I thought I had to, still provided a lot of stimulation to me.
On full penetration, I took a break, bending down to suck one of Eve's breasts with all the considerable enthusiasm I could apply to it while grinding my pubis on her clit; to try and accelerate her progress relative to mine.
It was then I heard the door open. I looked around. It was Liz. Stark naked, but carrying a towel. She walked confidently to the bed, put the towel spread out on the bed and laid herself out on it alongside Eve; allowing just enough room for the arm and hand I had straddling Eve's shoulder.
With my mouth turned back to all but swallowing the point of Eve's breast as I flicked my tongue against her nipple, she caught me casting a glance towards her and gave me a wink and a grin.
Something in the breast sucking and grinding was working, because the noises Eve was making were telling me her excitement levels were still getting higher.
As I thought she was approaching the moment, I took a calculated risk I could bring her to a big one -- instead of mucking the whole thing up. I lifted myself up again and started thrusting again. But this time a bit faster and much harder.
Two of those thrusts and she came with a loud cry. Now I kept thrusting, faster but not as hard; partly to extend her orgasm -- which it did -- but partly to bring me over the edge too. I had thought about whether I should save myself for Liz, but it wasn't going to happen. If I stopped now and tried to start on Liz, I'd go off before I had full penetration.
As the moment came, I froze on full penetration as I like to do, then collapsed on Eve with an almighty groan as, first my cock and then my brain were flooded with mind blowing pulses of pleasure while I filled Eve's body with my cum.
The moment I lowered myself onto Eve, she captured me with an almost strangling grip around my neck as she ground her crotch into my pubis and squirmed her whole body against me before invading my mouth with a French kiss that lasted for maybe five minutes.
During all of this, even though my line of sight to her was blocked by Eve's head, I hadn't forgotten Liz's presence. I slid the arm and hand next to her down her torso until I felt out first her vulva and then her clit; fingering it.
This was the challenge for me; the question of what was the right or wrong way of doing these things.
I had one woman under me, filled with endorphins and pashing me crazily after I'd just given her an orgasm and filled her with my cum, and another alongside, also wanting attention.
Do I give the first one all of my attention until she has had her fill of me; completely ignoring the second one? Or do I take a more inclusive approach of attempting to bring the second one into the game while passions are still running hot with the first? It was the fact that they had initiated the idea of a three way relationship and were close friends that made me pick the latter. I just hoped I'd made the right decision; more so as Liz started to moan in response to my stimulation.
But that wasn't the only 'what's the next step' issue I had. I still had a quite hard, but now expended, erection in Eve which at some uncertain moment I had to extract and permit itself to reload into a new one for Liz. I'd never done anything like that before. Even assuming the girls could induce a reasonably quick refraction, just when was I supposed to make the move?
Since they weren't showing any signs of telling me, I decided I had to make the first move there too. As Eve's strangle hold on me relaxed, I twisted my upper torso across to kiss Liz; giving what for me was the rather strange sensation of being penetrated in one girl while kissing another.
Eve seemed to accept the move; lifting her head to bite and nuzzle at my neck while still caressing my back and bottom -- especially my bottom where her hands seemed set on holding me at full penetration for the time being.
As Liz's breathing got heavier and her moans more constant as I continued to finger her, I twisted my torso further down to enjoy the erotic experience of sucking on her nipple. There was something in that that soon triggered my body's sexual response. My cock had never gone fully flaccid, and had remained somewhat full, but had definitely softened as I lay on top of Eve. Now it hardened again; refilling Eve's vagina with its physical presence. She knew it too as she ground herself against its hard base.
That sort of forced the moment.
I withdrew from Eve and shifted across to on top of Liz; penetrating her highly aroused vagina as soon as the tip of my erection felt out its opening.
That was merely intended as an opening move; something I hoped Liz would recognise. I wasn't sure about the provenance of that pillow the Eve brought in, but it had worked so well on her that I was keen to get it under Liz too. I had guessed that the towel Liz had put on the bed had been to deal with her squirting, so she was definitely expecting some sort of g spot climax.
Now my weight was off Eve, I put my hand on the pillow and asked her...
"Can we borrow this?"
She lifted her hips, letting me pull it out. Taking all my weight on my knees and my one spare hand, I put the hand holding the pillow under Liz's butt to encourage her to lift it, then grabbed the pillow again and slid it under her.
Bringing myself back to full penetration I started to thrust into Liz using much the same pattern I'd adopted with Eve, except in this case I was starting with a much more aroused woman.
There'd been a bit of a hiatus in Liz's heavy breathing and moans as I'd gone from fingering her to mounting her, but we were soon back to where she'd left off.
Having settled Liz back to that point, I started fingering Eve, who was lying compliantly alongside me with her legs spread. It was slightly more complicated than it had been before because, instead of lying flat on Liz like I was on Eve while fingering Liz, I was lifted up on outstretched arms to enjoy the spectacle of Liz's body and to give me freer movement as I banged at Liz.
So now I was more precariously perched on one outstretched arm instead of two. Plus I now had to synchronise the act of fingering Eve with the movement of my body as I made love to Liz.
Still, on the upside I was looking down at both girls lying side by side. Four incredibly perky and sexually charged breasts poking up at me - Liz's wobbling provocatively as I banged her -- while their sweet faced owners looked up at me.
Liz had been highly aroused before I'd even penetrated her and that now showed in how quickly she reached towards her orgasm. It seemed like I'd barely started before she was quivering and shaking like she had when I'd g spot fingered her, the actions only slightly suppressed by my weight on her. As she crossed the line and came, she moaned even more loudly than she had during the quivering stage and clamped my body to her as she once again squirted.
But the clamping was only momentary; almost an automatic reaction to her climax. One that let me momentarily get the full feel of her contractions against my cock, but left me to start slowly banging her again in time to extend her orgasm. Well, extending her orgasm was one reason. The other was that I had a long way to go before I was ready to cum for mine.
Liz's pheromones had been playing on my system since I'd started fingering her. Even as it loitered inside Eve, Liz's snatch had been calling my manhood to her. Now, if my cock had a say in the matter it was definitely voting to go all the way, however long it took.
The thing was, it was just so nice. Liz wasn't as tight as yesterday, even if it had a stronger than normal grip. But like Eve had been -- but maybe more so - she was well lubricated as I slid my erection in and out of the glorious embrace of her vagina with an easy motion.
And the physical sensation was compounded by the visual, as Liz's breasts wobbled delightfully as her body rocked in response to my thrusts -- perched as it was, elevated on the pillow.
The next few minutes seemed like the best sex I'd ever had in my life to that date. The feelings induced by Liz's vagina in my cock were fantastic -- just the warmth and velvety feel of her firm grip of it was near perfect -- my cock was brewing up but, maybe because I'd only just cum into Eve, it was brewing ever so slowly giving me time to really savour it and Liz had already cum, so I could enjoy the slow build guilt free of any risk of a premature orgasm.
And of course I had the sloppy wet feel of Eve's crease in my hand as I fingered her clit and intermittently digitally penetrated her.
It became even better when it became clear Liz was headed to another orgasm. Her moans and breathing were the first indication. Then the quivering started. Then the quivering reached earthquake proportions which, far from detracting from my pleasure in banging away at her, actually made it even more erotically charged.
She came with an almighty...
"AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHOOOOOOOOOOOO..."
Still supported in my elevated position by only one arm, there was no resisting Liz as she reached up and pulled me down to her, holding me in the same near strangle hold Eve had used; her arm around my neck pinning my face tightly against hers as she passionately French kissed me and ground her body against me.
Her vagina was pummelling my erection, even as it continued to move in and out of her body, with a firmness I'd never felt before.
But my own passions were up too. I was at that first moment far from the edge of my own climax, but my cock was certainly running hot. I started thrusting faster and harder into Liz, but without coming to a crashing stop at each full penetration.
I was now so focused on my own impending orgasm that I barely noticed when Eve climaxed to my fingering of her; although it did release my hand to put under the small of Liz's back and elevate her lower torso to give me both a flatter penetration of her and a seemingly more passionate embrace of her body.
I had this funny sensation of grunting against Liz's tongue where she had it thrust down my throat as I responded to a combination of the physical effort of my love making and the sheer pleasure of it.
When that first pulse of sheer ecstasy rushed up my cock, spraying my cum into Liz's vagina, even her crushing grip on me couldn't stop me raising my head and expressing my feeling with an almighty groan; followed by multiple other groans as the pulses continued, eventually turning into shuddering follow on mini climaxes.
I went to lower my head back between Liz's and Eve's, but Liz intercepted it and once again started kissing me with a passion, while Eve threw her arm around me and started nuzzling and biting my ears, cheek and neck yet again.
I lay there passively on top of Liz, quite happy to keep my erection in her body and accept her tongue in my mouth while she and Eve expressed their hormone driven lusts on my drained, limp, prone form.
But after a while, when things had settled down, Eve seemed to have recognised my, shall we call it, passive response to their passion. Kneeling alongside me, she physically grabbed me by the shoulders and rolled me off Liz and onto my back on the bed between the girls, in the process pulling my erection out of Liz and having it flop onto my stomach...
"I just wanted to check you weren't dead. You weren't showing any sign of life. I thought we might have sexed you to death."
"No, I'm still alive."
"Good. My mum warned me last night that if one guy was meeting both our needs, he mightn't last long."
"So you did actually tell your mum?"
Eve broke eye contact with me, looking down in the direction of my manhood as she started to play with it...
"Yep. She forced it out of me.
Every time I talk to her she wants to know whether I've met any nice guys yet. I've had to tell her there's none in my class but my flatmate is really nice and incredibly sexy. When she asked why I wasn't hitting on him I had to tell her it was because Liz had a crush on him too. So weeks ago she said we should share him.
She thought it was rather funny that we'd finally done it. Although I think she was also glad I was showing signs of pursuing a sex life. I suspect she was concerned I was either asexual or batting for the other team.
By the way, why is your erection still so big? Isn't it meant to go down after you drop your load? And how did you manage to fuck Liz so soon after fucking me?"
"So many questions. When it's had a really big orgasm, it sometimes stays hard for quite a while. Maybe it likes to baste in the gravy it's discharged. And I could fuck Liz because I refracted; in other words got a new erection."
Both girls repositioned themselves half over me, once again nuzzling, biting and kissing my neck and cheek, each with a hand wrapped around the softening shadow of my former erection. Sometimes they seemingly got overwhelmed by a passion that made them alternatively claim my lips to French kiss me.
They stayed like that for long enough to feel my manhood once again fill out in their hands; turning back into a thick, long rod. Eve couldn't help herself...
"It's refracted again."
"I know. But shouldn't we get up and get some breakfast? You two have a lot of study to do."
Slowly, reluctantly, the girls got off me until they were standing on the floor next to the bed. Reaching down, they took my hand...



"You too."
I managed to grab a pair of board shorts to put on as the girls dragged me out to the kitchen. The limit of their dressing for breakfast consisted of a pair of panties.
They had lectures for much of the day, so I knew I'd be alone to work on my thesis.
It was only that evening that I got to talk to them again as we sat around having pre-dinner drinks and nibbles. After a pause in our usual 'how's your day been' conversation and light banter, I asked a question that had been bothering me all day...
"Did I get it right with you girls this morning?"
Liz answered, or rather didn't answer...
[sic] "Whatdoya mean? What's it?"
"You know. Dealing with you both at one time."
"In what way?"
I took a deep breath. I had hoped that might have more intuitively understood my question...
"Usually when you're making love to a woman, she expects your full attention. Yet, in a threesome, that means someone else is being completely ignored. I suppose I'm asking whether the distribution of my attention to each of you this morning got it about right?"
Liz looked at Eve and they both broke into a broad grin. Standing up, she bridged the short distance to the bar stool on which I was sitting, put her arm on my shoulder and sat across my lap. I'm not sure whether she understood just how sexually provocative that action was.
Both girls had stripped down to swimwear when they'd got home. It was sort of their standard at home clothing in the warm, muggy climate where we were being thrifty with our use of the air-conditioning. In the same way board shorts were my go to at home clothing.
Eve had on a tiny bikini which was distracting enough. Liz's was a one piece which, surprising though that may seem, was even more distracting. It was deeply cut away; string ties around her neck held up a pair of deeply plunging v's of material which came together and merged into the bottom part of the swimmers which covered little more than Eve's bikini bottom. The thing with the top part of it was, while the plunging v's were about the same width as Eve's slide tri bikini top where they only partly covered her breasts, from the tip of the projection of her breast, capped as it was by somewhat jutting nipples, the triangle follow a path directly down to where they meet the bottom part of the swimmers.
What this meant was they there was a tunnel under her breasts which all but completely exposed the bottom half of her breasts. Indeed, you felt that, if you could just look up from the right angle, you could probably also see the bottom half of her nipples too. But it was more than just the exposed flesh that made the swimmers provocative, it was the blatant statement of the sheer projecting perkiness of what were after all, relative to her body size, large breasts.
They stood proudly, absolutely perpendicular to her torso and the swimmers made it very obvious they were completely unsupported. After all, small and flimsy as Eve's bikini top might be, there was at least the appearance they might be doing something to support her breasts. With Liz's swimmers, there was no such ambiguity.
And now, as she sat on my lap, it completely dominated my field of vision. It was distracting enough that Liz's response had to break through my mental distraction...
"You did well. Yes you got it right. Isn't that right Eve?"
Liz looked up at Eve, who nodded her agreement...
"If we're both going to impose ourselves on you then you deal with it as best you can.
If we don't like not having your full attention, then it's up to Eve and myself to sort it out between us to have private time with you.
If we want you to somehow rebalance the way you deal with two of us at once, we'll talk to you about it without taking offence that you didn't manage to guess the right answer in the first place."
By now, Liz's all but naked hips brushing against my cock, and the sight of her breasts filling my field of vision had brought about a predictable event. It hadn't been helped by watching her nipples project onto full high beam. My board shorts had been filled by an erection. And, since her hips were pushed against it, there was not the slightest doubt Liz knew about it.
I'd been trying not to stare at her breasts, but I looked up to find Liz had definitely caught me in what had been a prolonged stare...
"Do you like looking at those?"
I blushed, trying to hide my embracement with a cheeky grin...
"Yes. What man wouldn't?"
"And you like seeing my nipples push out like that?"
"Yes, in warm weather it conveys a message that I suppose you could call flattering."
"It does doesn't it. Do you like seeing us in nothing more than brief swimwear?"
Now I was really blushing. Maybe starting to squirm about the questioning. I mean, the answers might be universal truths, but nobody likes to actually admit it to the ones you're staring at.
"Yes, I admit, I really like it."
"Do you think Eve and I get turned on by the sight of your body?"
"I don't know. I thought women were less visual in these things."
"I can assure you, we do. We have from day one. You've got a beautifully ripped body that drives us crazy to look at. But there's some things you don't display to their best."
"What's that?"
"Your cute butt, your thighs and, maybe above all, your cock. Those board shorts take away all the visual pleasure. If you think you like nipples jutting out, maybe we'd like to see when you get a boner too."
"What, you want me to go naked?"
"Quite happy for you to do that, although carrying a towel around the house all the time can be a bit of a pain. Or you could just default to some really nice body hugging undies or some racing briefs."
"I thought girls didn't like speedos. Something about the bulge in the front."
"It depends. On a flabby old guy with stretched leg elastic and their balls hanging out, no. Even on an insipid young guy, maybe not. On some muscled up steroid built, gym egotist wanting to show off his junk, a big no. On a stud like you, where the bulge is a point of interest, definitely yes."
"Well, I'm flattered, but I don't have anything like that."
Liz ran her hand patronisingly through my hair...
"You know, not far from here are shops where all sorts of things can be bought. You ought to look in them one day.
Anyway, I'd better get the dinner started."
Dinners were done by rotation, and it was Liz's turn. I conversed with Eve while trying not to stare at Liz's breasts as she cut up the ingredients and loaded up a hot pot. The problem -- if you could call it that -- was that my view of her was in profile and I could see straight through the gap between her chest and the straight line her swimmers took between the tip of her breast and her hips where they joined the bottom part of it. Which meant I was overwhelmed by the sight of under boob and side boob; not to mention the nipples on high beam pushing out the flimsy material of her swimmers right at the peak of their projection. She knew and was playing to it too. Her stance was ramrod straight, thrusting her breasts out; not that I was complaining
The hot pot loaded up and slid into the oven, Liz walked back and half sat, half leaned against me as I sat on the bar stool; this time with her back to me.
Instinctively, I spread my legs to bring her in closer to me and I wrapped my hands around her. And just as instinctively, my hands slid into the gap between her swimmers and her stomach as I did so, my palms resting on the naked flesh of her upper stomach.
As the three of us easily talked about our day, I couldn't resist a certain amount of hand drift. It was just too tempting when I was already inside her clothing.
The right hand going up was a no brainer and it soon found itself taking a bra like capture of the underboob of her right breast.
The left hand equivocated as to whether to go up or down. Had Eve not been there, it might have gone down -- sliding into the gusset of her pants to bathe in her juices as my fingers stirred them up. But we were sitting around waiting for diner and that seemed like a too blatantly sexual action.
Somehow breast play seemed more like it was just pandering to the male obsession with breasts. Not exactly innocent, but not as sexual either. Well, so my reptilian male brain thought at the time.
Of course, having cupped the underside of them, it was impossible to stop my fingers from reaching up and playing with Liz's projecting nipples; at first just repeatedly sliding a single finger back and forwards across the top of each one.
Most women, in that same situation -- especially with a third party sitting opposite -- would probably have slapped the hand playfully away.
Instead, the tensing of Liz's body and the little hum of pleasure as I started doing that should have reminded me of just how sensitive the girls' nipples were and that this wasn't just for my own sensory pleasure. But of course I ignored the warning.
Maybe the way Eve's eyes were boring into the point at which my fingers bulged out the material of Liz's swimmers as they pushed across her nipples -- and the bulge of Eve's own nipples in her bikini top - might have told me I was starting something serious. But if so I ignored it; maybe thinking the arrogant, knowing smile I flashed Eve as Liz's body started to more seriously respond to my stimulation of her somehow dismissed the whole thing as simply trivial playfulness.
Liz was soon clearly heading to an orgasm. It was too late to stop.
I wasn't quite sure what Liz had in mind when she reached behind her back into a gap she created between my stomach and her lower back and ripped open the Velcro of my board shorts; exposing the top half of my erection. Wrapping her hand around it, she pulled me forward as she bent herself over the kitchen counter that the bar stools serviced, releasing her grip on my manhood to pull aside the gusset of her swimmers.
My board shorts had dropped to the floor as Liz had induced me to stand up. But I'm only stating the bleeding obvious if I say it was now clear to me what I was expected to do. The way in which she'd bent over the bench had created and exposed a massive bulge represented by her mons and vulva with her labia now spread and the dark open void of her vagina offering a ready and welcoming receptacle for my highly aroused manhood.
With my view straight across to Eve's wide eyed, dilated pupil, expression, I bent my erection down and introduced it to the opening to Liz's body; pushing it firmly but slowly, and oh so delightfully all the way in. I tried to get my hand around her front to either finger her clit or play with her nipples, but her flat lie on the bench blocked all accesses. Instead I had to be content with placing them on her hips.
It was left to my fucking of her to finish the orgasm my playing with her nipples had started. I just hoped the slightly downward angle of my manhood relative to the height of the bench would be enough to hit the right spots for her.
I looked down to watch as I withdrew my shaft from her tight, slippery embrace of it, almost to the point of the bell appearing, a meniscus like flap of her vaginal opening clawing at the shaft as if trying to hold back its withdrawal. As I thrust it back in, an intake of breath and hum of pleasure from Liz told me I was getting something right.
But in looking down, I'd taken my eyes off Eve. It was her breasts that first invaded my field of vision from my left, quickly followed by her face, as she bent under my tilted head, lifted my chin as she bent my head to the side in her direction, and kissed me; her tongue quickly invading my mouth as she embraced my upper body.
She took my left hand off Liz's hip and placed it on the gusset of her bikini pants, then reached over for my right hand and placed it on her breast.
The way Liz was laid out over the bench meant I hadn't been holding her hips to brace her; but it did serve the purpose of letting me judge my own withdrawals and thrusts. There's nothing worse than popping out half way through a passionate pounding. Actually, no, of course there are worse things, but it does tend to break the flow of the action.
With my eyes and hands now totally claimed by Eve, I shortened my strokes in banging away at Liz; going from near full withdrawal to a safer half penetration and back again, but at a much faster rate. It didn't seem to make the sex any less enjoyable for Liz. She was highly aroused before she laid herself over the bench and the noises she was making was quickly telling me an orgasm was imminent.
The silent instructions from Eve in the way she'd placed my hand were clear enough.
The gusset of her bikini pants were soon wet with her juices as I fingered her clit through it, creating a deep camel toe as the flimsy material was pushed into her crease. Her nipple had been tight when I first had my hand placed on it, now I had managed to bring it to its jutting best as I tweaked it between two fingers.
The way Eve was moaning her pleasure at my stimulation of her into my mouth as we kissed was nothing compared to the noises Liz was making as she clearly was about to explode in her climax, but Eve's moans were making me contemplate how to undress her. With a string tie bikini, it wasn't that hard in theory; just pull the strings. But to do that I had to interrupt the flow of my fingering of her.
Exposing her breast was easy enough. I could work my fingers inside the tiny triangle without even losing contact with her nipple. I had my thumb hooked over the waistband of her pants, ready to at least lift my hand and push it down inside her pants when Liz grabbed back my attention as she came with an almighty cry.
I shortened the stroke of my thrusts and upped the tempo, hoping that would help prolong the orgasm. If the noises she made as I did it were any guide, it worked. The initial cry had been loud enough. Now she was almost screaming what were unambiguously cries of pleasure as I kept going. At least until she cried out...
"Enough...I can't take any more."
I'm still amazed at my boldness at what happened next.
I withdrew from Liz and just turned Eve around, bending her over the bench next to a still moaning and panting Liz. Quickly untying every string on her bikini, I exposed her wet vulva and the open void of her vagina, seemingly just waiting for the arrival of my cock. Bending down my erection, I slid it effortlessly and very pleasurably into Eve.
Perhaps assuming too much that what worked for Liz would work just as well for Eve, I went to town on her; as in giving her the hard fast thrusts that had prolonged Liz's orgasm so effectively. In this case anyway the assumption proved to be correct. Eve had already been highly aroused from watching my initial interaction with Liz, the fingering of her very sensitive clit and nipples had brought her to a much higher one.
Liz was still limp on the bench moaning through what she later told me were ongoing contractions when Eve exploded in climax. Her initial cry wasn't quite as loud as Liz', but still loud enough, as were her ongoing moans as I continued to pound her. They grew in volume, until she too called...
"That's all..."
I stopped thrusting, my hard erection fully penetrated into Eve's snatch. It was full of the wonderful ecstasy of having pleasured itself as I'd brought the girls to their climaxes; Eve's contractions now pummelling its length. It was only the amount of sex I'd had in the last two days and the speed with which the girls had come to their climaxes that had made it possible for me to service both of them with one erection. But now it was calling for its own satisfaction.
I looked down on the scene in front of me. Two, stunningly attractive, all but naked women laid out limp over the bench; their golden trusses cascading down their backs while all but submerging their heads and faces from my vision. There was actually something erotically urgent about the way the string ties of Eve's bikini were cast untidily on the bench as I'd rushed to expose her. And no less erotically urgent had been the way the gusset of Liz's swimmers had been pulled aside, the back narrow straps of her one piece skewed to the side.
They were both still moaning and panting; Eve much more so than Liz.
I can't deny momentarily experiencing a sort wicked feeling of something between male pride and dominance in that moment.
Maybe it was that that let me take another presumptuous action, not at all typical of me.
I withdrew from Eve and stood once again behind Liz. The push of my thighs against her incredibly cute butt was partly intended to give her some warning of what I was about to do; a chance to object if you will. No objection came.
I bent my erection down and penetrated her shallowly and waited a moment. Still no objection came.
I fully penetrated her, eliciting nothing more than a moan slightly louder and deeper than that she was already making.
I felt her grip me more tightly than she had before. I was looking for the movement that would give me the best possible orgasm; preferably before she called 'enough' again.
I started by thrusting slowly and deliberately, looking for the angle that would give me the most pleasure. It was nice; more than that, it was fantastic. But the noises she was making told me it was stirring up Liz too.
I found the angle, but there was a reptilian part of my brain working that evening. I had an irresistible desire to really go to town on her; passionate, fast, hard thrusting. Holding her hips, I surrendered to it. I figured she'd tell me if there was a problem.
It quickly became evident, the main problem was the danger of her calling time on me again before I was finished. I couldn't tell whether this was a new -- remarkably fast if so -- climax or a stirring up of the old one. But she was soon moaning and crying again as if I'd never stopped the first time.
But then, I was making my own noises. Grunts! Deep, meaningful grunts of pleasure and effort.
I could feel my climax building. Tendrils of pleasure merged into a single, hot, cock filling rapture as my balls boiled themselves into a state of hedonistic delight.
As the first pulse rushed up my cock I cried out like I'd never cried out before...
"FFFFAAAAAAAAUUUUUUUKKKKKKKKK."
I bent over Liz's back as pulse followed mind blowing pulse, filling her with cum as my balls drained themselves into her snatch, soon leaving the three of us bent limp over the bench all of us still moaning and panting.
Liz laughed first. Nothing more than a giggle really. But it became contagious until we were all laughing at the position we'd ended up in. It was also Liz who eventually broke up the unusual sight of us on the bench with a very practical comment...
"I think I'd better get the dinner out of the oven."
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I'd got home late from my trip out to the observation grid I had laid out on the Great Barrier Reef off Townsville for research purposes related to my Master's thesis.
So the girls were already home.
I'd had to leave early that morning to get out to the reef; certainly before the girls were up. So they hadn't had what you might call their daily indulgences yet. The only thing that made me think I wouldn't get jumped as I entered the unit was the fact I was cooking dinner and whereas sex can wait, food is less postponeable.
No sooner had I got in the door then they stood in front of me; Liz with a paper bag in her hand from the local - I was going to call it a surf store, but since there's no surf in Townsville, being behind the barrier reef - beachwear store...
"We got you a present."
I took the bag and looked inside it. There were three pairs of racing swim briefs -- what we might usually call by the generic brand name of speedos, but these were of a different brand. One black, one a mid-blue and the other fire engine red.
"We've already washed them. Try on the red one."
I held it up. These briefs are way more common in Australia than they are in the US; especially with an older generation, who grew up in them, and those involved in the life saving movement. My generation has more defaulted to board shorts, and I suppose, somewhat affected by US attitudes, and by the bright colour, asked...
"Isn't it a little gay?"
"I think you can be assured you've proved yourself in that area. They are just for around the house and the unit pool with us if you want. Try them on, let's see what they look like."
I went into my room and stripped of, pulling the rather close fitting garment on. It was a novel feeling. These were rather low slung. As I adjusted them for a comfortable fit, they didn't quite come up high enough to completely hide my pubic hair and left just a hint of a bum crack at the back.
I looked down at the bulge that was my manhood, laying across to the side with my balls distinguishable underneath. There was a lot of detail in the shape they revealed. There was enough of a pouch built into the garment that it sat comfortably; sort of sheathed but not crushed. Still, this was the very bulge that I thought gave them a bad reputation.
Standing as straight as I could -- I was going to add with my gut held in, but since I hadn't eaten for most of the day, there wasn't one -- I opened the door to find the girls standing there waiting...
"Oh wow"
Liz and Eve closed the small gap between us, rubbing their hands up and down on my lower stomach and down into my crotch; cupping the bulge as they did so...
"Happy now?"
"Oouu yes. Turn around..."
I complied, to immediately feel them groping my butt. I could talk about feeling like a piece of meat; but the truth was I loved the attention and the compliments inherent in their actions...
"Can I turn back now?"
"As long as you leave them on."
"If you insist. It's my turn to make dinner. I'd better get started."
As I fussed around making dinner, the girls never seemed to be far away; always positioning themselves for a view of my lower body. I even hammed it up for them a bit; wiggling my butt when the moment I had to bend over for any reason.
It made me realise what girls have to put up with all the time. I was enjoying the attention, but they were my lovers -- in a sense we haven't quite defined yet. I could see it would be creepy if it was an unattractive stranger.
They were a bit handsie over dinner, but that was all.
As Eve did the washing up, Liz and I sat on the lounge watching the news. Liz put her arm around my neck...
"Lie down on my lap."
I happily complied, pushing my head to the back of her lap where I could feel it in contact with her mons. Liz started stroking her hand through my hair with one hand while running the other through my chest hairs. It was a pleasant sensation, one I hadn't really felt since my first girlfriend, who liked do the same thing.
Because I was now occupying the full length of the lounge, when Eve finished the washing up, she indicated I should lift my legs up so she could slide in under them; tucking herself as close to my butt as she could as I brought them back down over her lap.
Liz's caressing of me had been pleasant. As was the view I had of looking up at her breasts in the small bikini top she was wearing. Her hand had run down to the point she could slide her fingers through my exposed pubic hair, but that was the limit of her sexual teasing, so she hadn't really got any reaction from my manhood.
Eve was positioned down the other end of my torso. As she brought her hands down, one went on my upper thigh, the other straight for my cock. Not as in cupping the bulge in my swimmers where my cock was, but rather by siding one finger back and forwards along its covered length.
That fairly quickly got a reaction.
All three of us basically watched as, encouraged along my Eve's finger, the bulged thickened, then elongated, then wormed its way into its normal aroused state extending up my stomach, now tightly sheathed in the Lycra covering of my swimmers. Because of the low waistband, the erection stood as a Lycra covered red pole stretching well above it; lifting the waistband a little as Eve's touching it caused it the surge up into the air before releasing down again.
Eve flicked its sheathed projection up and down with a couple of fingers placed under it. Smiling at Liz, she observed...
"Looks just like the guy on the beach doesn't it."
"Yea, except this ones a lot bigger and hotter than the one on the beach and the red makes it super-hot. So the sight of it turns me on even more."
I had to ask, because behind it I suspected lay their somewhat obsession with swim briefs on men...
"What's this about the guy on the beach?"
"A guy in speedos next to us must have fallen asleep while sunning himself and displayed a boner in his speedos for all to see as he lay there. We hadn't seen an erection before so we found it quite an arousing sight in a kinky sort of way."
"So, he was sitting next to you while I assume you were dressed in bikinis and you assume the only reason he's got a boner is because he's fallen asleep."
"He laid there very still."
"I bet he did. He was probably thinking about what he'd like to do to you. It's a wonder he didn't cum."
"Yea, well, whatever. It was still hot. We could barely take our eyes off it. And we stared at it for quite a while. But come to think of it, I do remember some pre-cum oozing through the tip of the material."
"Weren't you meant to find it offensive, even be traumatised by it?"
"That didn't occur to us. Are you offended by seeing a girls nipples poking out her bikini top on high beam? Indeed, I would have thought most men would enjoy the sight."
"Depends. Are we talking young women like yourselves or an old fat woman with pendulous breasts hanging around on her lower stomach?"
"Yea, I suppose if it had been a fat old bloke, it might have been less interesting. Maybe even creepy. But it wasn't. He was young and while not as hot as you, hot enough. But as I said, yours is much bigger than the one he displayed. His barely went over the waistband. Yours in nearly up to your navel. And his was sticking at an angle, whereas yours is determined to lay flat against your stomach."
"Maybe he wasn't fully aroused and it was caught up in his speedos."
"Maybe, but it was pretty rigid. Very rigid and I think we even saw it surge occasionally."
Eve put her hand down the waistband and tried to readjust the material to make my shaft stick up at a low angle relative to my torso. But each time it just stretched or slid through the material back to a horizontal position. Defeated, she just flicked the sheathed erection into an upward bounce again as she added...
"Nope. I can't get yours to sit like his. Or you've just got too much weight in there for gravity to act on."
"How long were you staring at this for?"
"A long time. Long enough to study it pretty thoroughly."
As she answered, Eve stuck her hand down the waistband again, this time bending my shaft up to a vertical position and then readjusting the material to sheath in that position. This time is stayed there. I thought it was an interesting sight. The girls obviously thought so too as Liz exclaimed...
"Ow wow. That's something. It makes me feel quite randy."
"From the look of your nipples, I thought you were both already pretty randy."
"Yea, but I'm talking make me want to mount it randy."
Liz reached over to let herself make a circle with her fingers and run it up and down the red material covering my shaft. It told me that, while the stretched material might not have elevated the waistband much, it had lifted the leg elastic well off my thigh, causing my balls to be exposed; something Liz took advantage of as she slipped her finger inside and tickled them.
Eve joined her in the action, making a circle of her own fingers and sliding it up and down in time with Liz, perhaps with her fingers offering a tighter grip around the shaft than Liz's...
"Look. It's starting to pump pre-cum."
Eve was right. A bubble of precum had penetrated the material. She slipped her finger over the edge, smearing it through the material. She did that twice before smacking me on the thigh...
"Fuck, I can't wait. Let me up."
I lifted my legs vertically to let her out. Immediately she turned back to face me, then straddled my hips on her knees.
She pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants, then lifted the waistband of my swimmers over my vertical erection and tucked it behind my balls before she grabbed the now exposed shaft and guided it into her vagina.
I don't know about her not being able to wait. I do know she had got herself pretty aroused. As she eased herself down, my erection went into her in one easy push; her body opening to the passage of it as effortlessly and delightfully as you could hope.
As she looked up to me for the first time after straddling me, it was fair to say both Liz and myself had been taken by surprise by the sudden turn of events. Eve grinned a wicked grin before bending down to nuzzle my neck, sitting on me at full penetration.
I looked up at Liz. She was staring bug eyed at the back of Eve's head.
I playfully reached up and brushed the triangle of Liz's bikini top off her right breast and played with the jutting nipple; in the process, attracting her attention. She bent down to kiss me, the side of her head brushing against the top of Eve's before Eve rose to sit upright on me again.
Eve leaned back, starting to ride me cowgirl style. She was clearly targeting her g spot as I felt my shaft pushed hard against the front wall of her vagina by her backward lean; riding me from 1/4 to 3/4 penetration. I also sensed -- since Liz was blocking my view -- it opened up a gap which would let me finger her clit. I blindly groped with my spare hand along her thigh until my fingers found her crease and then her clit.
Eve was starting to moan when Liz tapped my head...
"Lift your head up. I want to get out."
She was standing next to the lounge the second my head was elevated far enough, first dropping the gym shorts she had on, with nothing underneath. Then pulling the strings on her bikini top. To leave herself naked.
Straddling my face, she looked down and raised her eyebrows playfully as she asked...
"Ready for this."
I nodded, whereupon she lowered herself to within licking distance of her clit. Her crease was already quite damp and her clit swollen before my tongue extended to flick itself against her bud. She shivered, letting out a little...
"Ooooooouuuuuu...
With that first contact.
But I could have done with another pair of arms; the game I was playing being more like twister than a normal person's sex. One arm still wove its way between Liz's thighs to be playing with Eve's clit, the other contorted itself to rise up to tweak Liz's nipple.
What I needed were another pair to rest on Liz's thighs or go through to her back to provide height and distance guidance for her. She was a bit too far back and a bit high for comfort. I had to compress my neck and hold my head uncomfortably up to get my tongue at her clit, and even then my options for stimulate her were limited to an extended tongue flicker navigated into position by feel and guesswork. The reactions from Liz told me the navigation was on target, but eventually I had to ask...
"Can you shuffle forward a bit?"
That was so much better. Now I could really feel on my tongue the clit I was stimulating, even suck it a bit between my lips. Now my senses could be overwhelmed by Liz's glorious sexual aroma.
Liz got the benefit of it too.
Eve might have started first, but Liz was now the one giving out he most signals of an impending orgasm. Not just vocally, but by the way I could feel her thighs quivering.
I gave her a burst of almost manic tongue flicking across her clit, causing her to explode in orgasm; crying our as she bent down over me, not able to fold herself tight enough to do anything but face plant into the arm rest of the couch. I kept flicking while still tweaking her nipple, prolonging her orgasm, until she lifted herself out of my reach, still moaning and panting in her bent over posture.
You could tell that the usual flood of oxytocin was giving her a desire to swap me with passionate embraces by the way she started caressing my face. But positioned as she was, that was the limit of what she could achieve.
Although I couldn't see her, I could tell Eve wasn't far from her orgasm too. Now Liz was finished -- for the moment at least -- I regretted I couldn't reach around to play with Eve's nipples; if only to multiply the effect of her orgasm.
My fingers were wet with her juices. They were only able to stay in contact with her clit, as she pounded my cock with her rapid rise and fall, by me reversing my wrist, cupping her mons to ride with her movements and then pushing my fingers through her crotch to tweak her clit.
Clearly the energy she was putting into her pounding of me was manifesting itself in her vocalisations of her excitement. It was those, more than anything, that conveyed to me rising excitement.
At the last moment, she reached under and grabbed the base of my shaft, using her hand to push it even more forcefully against the front wall of her vagina. She produced three loud grunts with the effort of those last three, forceful, firm drags of my shaft across her g spot, before she too exploded into a noisy orgasm...
"AAHHH...AAAHHH...AAAHhhhh...OOOOOOOOHHHHHHHH...OH MY GOD...ooooooooohhhhhhhhh."
I could feel her bend forward over Liz's back, no longer bending backwards to bend my shaft against the front wall of her vagina, but now thrusting rapidly against my shaft.
I think she was trying to prolong her orgasm. If she was trying to induce mine, it wasn't going to happen that easily. I was thoroughly enjoying the way my shaft was playing within her body. But the simple fact is, for some reason, I've never been quick to cum to the cowgirl or reverse missionary position.
It's a great way to let the woman control her own stimulation and find an orgasm and, if they really want to do it -- squeeze me tightly and go like crazy -- they can eventually make it happen. But frankly, I find I get a better orgasm if I let them finish and then flip them to bang away at them from on top.
But neither of those option was what I had in mind at that moment. With a degree of arrogance that in retrospect surprised me, I waited until Eve quietened down and then simply -- I suppose you'd call it demanded...
"OK, swap places."
I detected not the slightest reticence to do just that. Liz climbed off me to stand on the floor while Eve released my erection to come forward over my jaw, letting Liz mount me behind her.
I'd left in place the hand with which I'd been fingering Eve as this repositioning occurred. But as it became clear Liz was intending to lean forward and go more reverse missionary than cowgirl, pushing in deeply to rub her clit on my pubis, there was neither room nor need for that hand.
As I settled Eve in position for going down on her, I managed to extract the hand from under her. All the better to play with her nipples with.
As I started giving Eve head, I nearly drowned in her juices. She was wet -- very wet -- from the activities that had led to her first orgasm. Now I was almost overwhelmed by the olfactory and physical manifestation of that wetness as my tongue almost swam in her juices.
My own experience of this strange world I've found myself in of multiple daily orgasms is that I have a longer endurance -- for want of a better word -- for the second one. All the better to please the girls of course. The girls on the other hand seem to cum more quickly, well, at least if the sexual activities roll on from the first one.
So it was this time. Eve came first; face planting onto the arm rest like Liz had and then rolling theatrically onto the floor where she laid herself out flat still panting and moaning.
That gave Liz a lot more room for her reverse missionary position; really throwing herself into pumping me and letting me now stimulate her nipples as she did so; including some very nice sucking of them as Liz's thrusting caused them to rock back and forward right in front of my eyes.
As she came, she momentarily collapsed down on me, then tightened her grip on me and started pumping again, but with a tighter grip. It was clear -- to me at least -- that she was trying to induce my own climax.
At that point I was well away from it. As I said, it's not the best position for me for getting a really good one, or a fast one. Had I let her keep going, we would have got there, but that wasn't my preference.
Had we'd been on the bed, I would have just flipped her; my usual approach in this situation, usually achievable without breaking full penetration. But we weren't. Any flipping was going to drop her to the ground. There was no way we could do it without breaking penetration and starting again. And that would raise the question of who I start with. Liz would lose her 'possession is nine tenths of the law" advantage.
In retrospect, displaying a cockiness I was almost ashamed of, even as Liz pumped me, I asked...
"Who's going to go down on their back for me to take my cum shot?"
They both replied...
"Me."
Being a coward, I indicated...
"You guys sort it out. Maybe using paper, scissors, rock."
Liz stopped pumping and I watched her throw a paper at Eve, expressing a grunt of disappointment as Eve had apparently thrown a scissors, before looking down at me and indicating...
"Eve's got it."
Reluctantly Liz climbed off me, releasing my erection from her body with a thud back onto my stomach. I swung my legs off the couch, being careful not to walk on Eve, now lying on the carpet seemingly waiting for me.
As I got off, Liz folded her legs under her on the couch; apparently setting herself up as an audience for the pounding Eve was about to get.
I stood over Eve and quickly decided there was way too much clothing still involved. Eve still had on her bikini with the pulled aside gusset. I still had the swim briefs tucked under my balls. Frankly, I'm a naked sex man. Sure, in the heat of a moment, some residual clothing that passions didn't leave time to remove can have a frission all of its own. But that moment had passed. It was definitely time for naked...
"We've got some clothes needing to come off."
With something of the same theatrics as Eve had spilled herself onto the floor with, I lifted up her legs and then her hips, to let me pull her pants off her, tossing it to the side. Then I bent over her, pulled her by the arms to lift her torso, and stripped her of her bikini top. Then I dropped the red swimmers tucked under my balls to the floor too. I did hesitate on the last one. It meant Liz would have to watch my naked butt pumping Eve. So be it.



As I stood over Eve, looking down on her as she grinned back up at me, in the brief moment before I set to the business of fucking her, two thoughts rushed my mind.
The first was how did someone like me get the privilege of fucking a woman as sexually, enticingly, perfect as her? She, along with her near identical cousin, was not just one of the most beautifully and sexually charged women I'd ever laid eyes on. As much as I'd looked for red flags that might have let me put some barrier up between us because of obvious flaws in her personality, or even just because she was obviously going to get fat in the near future, I couldn't find any.
She and her cousin were the sweetest, most likable people I had the honour of knowing and, apart from there being nothing in her figure -- other than good sized breasts -- that suggested a latent likelihood of an expanding future, the photos I'd seen of their mothers indicated their genes suggested they'd look the same at 45 as they did now.
More practically was a hope I didn't make her cum again as I took my own pleasure in her. That would normally be a desire no man would express. Goodness most would hope their partners would cum faster and more often. Seeing a woman have multiple orgasms was a completely novel experience for me until the last week.
But with Liz sitting there passively watching, this was a different game. Eve's role now was simply and only to be my cum catcher after the girls had already had their turn. If Eve cums, then Liz is going to be wanting more, just at the time I had just blown my load into Eve. It wasn't life's worst fate, but wasn't one I wasn't confident of satisfying.
Straddling Eve's hips, I knelt over her, then laid down on her, my erection between her legs. I raised my torso enough for Eve to get a hand down and guide the tip of my erection into her wet vagina; removing her hand as I lowered myself back onto to her and pushed myself to a full penetration.
Pushing in hard, I screwed my cock around, circling the base of it against her vaginal opening; making sure it was still at full hardness after the interlude of transferring to the floor.
Then I started thrusting.
The nice thing about being on top is you get to control your own stimulation. I find there's no universal answer to a fantastic orgasm -- maybe other than a really hard cock and a prolonged warm up. Sometimes it's fast and furious, sometimes slow and romantic. Sometimes it's nothing more than jamming your cock hard in and rocking it against the front wall of her vagina. Sometimes it's short stroked, sometimes long.
And you never really know until you start at it what will work best on that day.
So you can try a bit of everything and see what rocks your boat.
I started with slow, long strokes while lying suspended over her body on my elbows. With Eve's firm grip on me, it was delightful. Every movement of my cock gave me a wonderful flood of pleasure to my brain. I savoured it for a while; enjoying every moment of it.
Eve seemed to enjoy it too; humming seductively as she ran her hand through my hair.
But the same male cockiness, that had let me demand the girls sort out between them who was going to throw themselves on their back and take my cum, niggled away; telling me I should give her a good manly pounding. Nothing nasty or hurtful. Just some really vigorous dominant male sex.
I raised myself on outstretched arms and upped the pace; still using long strokes -- although not so long I was in danger of coming out.
I was delivering them straight and flat and without any pubic grinding on full penetration. As I said, this was meant to be about me. I was deliberately leaving out all the little tricks that might be used to try to stimulate her clit or g spot. Or at least I thought I was. Because in the back of my now reptilian controlled brain, I was vaguely aware Eve was responding to my pounding more than I might have expected.
I was really enjoying myself, grunting like mad as I looked down on her gorgeous body under me, hammering it for all I was worth. Only the frequency of sex I'd had over the last few days was stopping me from already having spilled my load and given me the endurance to get the absolute best out of the pleasure I was finding in Eve.
All those tendrils of pleasure I was feeling in my cock were just starting to merge into one pre-orgasmic one when Eve moaned and threw her hips up into the air strongly enough to push mine up to; writhing about for more than a brief moment before settling back down, her hands firmly on my butt.
I'd stopped thrusting when she did that. Synchronised orgasms can be nice, but if the woman's throwing herself about, you can sort of lose the full benefit of yours in something like a climactic body battle.
As soon as she'd settled down, Eve's hands very much told me I should start pounding her again; an order I willing obeyed.
I could see the reason for her enthusiasm when my thrusts started her moaning again. But whatever was causing her such pleasure wasn't going to last for long. After only a few thrusts that moment, where you know you're about to lose it, came. I pushed in and held myself at full penetration as that first overwhelming pulse and rush of pleasure accompanied a rush of cum up my cock into the void of Eve's vagina and a groan of ecstasy loud enough to be heard two blocks away.
From there I simply listened to my body. Sometimes it says hold and collapse down on the girl and let the orgasm take its own course. This time it said pump like crazy. I did. I don't know what cum was actually coming out, and certainly what it felt like was hyperbole compared to any actual discharge, but the pulses and rapture felt like a firehose out of control and spraying stuff all over the place.
The wild pumping stirred up Eve, apparently extending her own climax as she started the very sort of climatic battle I thought my waiting had avoided, thrusting back at me; not always in synchronisation with my own. This time I did collapse back down on her; our bodies madly fucking and thrusting away at each other; both of us vocalising the ecstasy of our orgasms as the excitement of it all seemed to extend them unnaturally.
Eve rolled herself on top as she madly started kissing me; still grinding, pumping and undulating her whole body against mine until we broke out in a sort of mutual laughter at the intensity of it all, so drained we could barely move.
OK, so I have to admit, that climatic battle worked pretty well. Maybe it was letting that first pulse escape unmolested that made all the difference, but wow. That would have to be close to, if not actually, the best sex I'd ever had to that date. And in the last week, I've had some pretty good sex.
As our brains -- and especially mine -- started to revert to normal functioning, I looked past Eve's shoulder to where Liz was sitting watching; bug eyed and hard nippled. Like really hard nippled. Massively projecting edifices, pushing out like cut off telegraph poles from the tip of her breasts. She saw me looking...
"Fuck me. That was insane. You've got to do that to me. We've got to get that cock of yours hard again and quickly."
She got off the couch, stood to the side of me opposite the couch, took Eve's arm and rolled her off me, pulling my erection out of her in the process. That was the second time that's occurred. For all their wondrous personalities, the girls don't muck about.
As soon as she had clear access to me on my back, she straddled me and sat on my cock. It had been moderately hard when she'd pulled it out, but had settled more to a half mongrel by the time her crease sat over it. Firm enough to maintain directionality, instead of just flopping back and forwards, but it would have had trouble actually penetrating her.
But at that moment, penetration wasn't her intention. Instead she started sliding herself back and forwards over me; rubbing her highly aroused vulva -- very much including her clit from the reaction she gave -- up and down on my cock. She was wet as I'd ever felt her; well lubricated to slide up and down on me.
I looked across to Eve lying next to me, slowly ease herself up and taking Liz's former seat on the lounge. So, I had another audience watching the back of my soon to be pumping butt.
I watched in visual arousal as Liz closed her eyes and started to hum a little; already getting quite aroused, her breasts seductively wobbling with her movement. But the physical sensation of her rubbing on my cock and the visual one of her aroused body soon got the result Liz wanted; a hard erection. As soon as she felt it, she raised her hips enough to let her penetrate herself with my cock, lay down on me and rolled us over while retaining full penetration. She didn't muck about it asking for what she wanted...
"Fuck me like that."
There wasn't any uncertainty about what she meant. Hard and fast thrusting working up to almost manic levels. What might more crudely be called a good pounding. Only a few days ago I'd felt I had to treat the girls like delicate flowers, given their former virginity and complaining about stretched vaginas. I wasn't entirely comfortable with this business of going to town on them so early; even if I had just got a bit carried away with Eve. But in the end they are masters of their own bodies.
I lifted myself up and, after some preliminary warmup, started the hard and fast thrusting; the pounding of her if you will, because what happened during my climax was way crazier than anything conveyed by that word. This time there were no rules or limitations. I was neither trying not to stimulate Liz, nor going out of my way to do so. If I was going to fuck Liz like I'd fucked Eve, then I was doing so with a rather exaggerated sense of doing it for my masculine pleasure.
But it did mean I could now go to full, pubis crashing, penetration. The base of my cock rather likes the feeling of pushing hard against the rather firm opening to the girls' vaginas. I don't want to land on it so hard it might hurt them; there's no pleasure for me in that. I sort of pull back the fast thrust to a slow one the moment before I jam it against their vaginal opening and give a bit of a push and a screw around.
If I do it right, I suspect, from their reaction, I'm stimulating their clit too. But apart from the nice feeling for me (and maybe them) there's a bit of visual frission from the way it gives their body a push and maybe even wobbles their breasts.
I don't know that I'd ever before today been given such liberty to go to town with a fucking like I was now giving Liz. Usually the need to see to the girl's orgasm would dominate most of the time I was having sex. Once they'd had theirs and I could safely seek my own pleasure with this sort of pounding, my cock was well brewed up and it wouldn't last long.
Now I was starting from scratch, doing it with a cock already well drained. Indeed, in the back of my head was a concern -- however much I was enjoying the sensation of pounding Liz -- that I might not be able to find a climax at all.
Liz had strongly stimulated herself, and was well aroused, before I'd even penetrated her. It wasn't very long at all before I could feel her thighs and hips quivering in excitement; an excitement mirrored in her breathing and moans.
As she came, she avoided the hip throwing that Eve had done. Instead, her hips and thighs -- and her vagina -- tightened on me as her vocalisations changed from hums of building pleasure to much louder moaning 'ooouuus' of overwhelming ecstasy.
Without a signal from her to do so -- indeed with her hands on my butt pushing me on -- I didn't stop thrusting; even into her tightened, contracting vagina. Which seemed to mean her orgasm kept going; much longer than I'd ever had a girl go before.
I was starting to get concerned I was going for too long; even contemplating having to fake a climax -- something I'd never even had to think about before.
There was no lack of pleasure being communicated to my brain from my erection. It was wondrous. And the crazy grunting I was making with every thrust was a combination of pleasure and sheer exhausting effort. But it wasn't building.
I figured Liz couldn't go on climaxing forever. Surely there'd come a point of too much; where she told me to stop.
I tried a different tack. I pushed myself into full penetration and in a more continuous process of the end of thrust thing I'd been doing before, rocked and screwed the very base of my erection against her vaginal opening. I knew it might stimulate her clit even more, but It was probably a more certain way of getting myself over the edge.
As Liz tightened her grip on me, I felt for the first time something akin to a gathering climax. It built, helped to no small extent by the way Liz was squirming and undulating against me in the throes of her own seemingly never ending orgasm.
It kept building, in a way I'd never fully sensed before. It was the sensory equivalent of watching a giant wave build itself as it headed towards a beach. A mere bump in the ocean swells to a sizable bulge, then starts to peak and heighten. You think it has to break. But not yet. It rushes towards the shore growing taller and impossibly taller.
My brain said this was going to be a monster.
You can compare it to the sudden crashing, dumping break of a massive wave, or an explosion in my brain. Both apply.
As that first pulse raced up my shaft, I held on full penetration as, almost caught be surprise, I unintentionally cried out...
"OH GOD...AAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRR"
I granted myself the time to wait for the second pulse, even if it was only because I was too busy crying out to do otherwise.
Then, with the same reptilian instinct that had driven my climax with Eve, I dropped down on Liz and went to town on her; pumping crazily. There surely can't have been anything left in me for my cum to have firehosed her vagina, but what I might have discharged was irrelevant compared to the sense of my body trying to do so.
Liz might have preplanned it after watching Eve -- or maybe it was just as instinctive as mine. But she started to throw her orgasm rocked body back at mine as vigorously as I was going to town on her. Once again I was in an unsynchronised climatic battle; and a pretty rapturous one at that as we seemingly fought each other for our own pleasure needs to dominate that of the other; ending up in a rather gratifying draw.
Unlike with Eve, my attempted pumping wasn't a case of withdrawal and thrust. I held on full penetration as much as Liz's manic movements would let me, jerking my erection at her; grinding the base of my shaft against her vaginal opening -- but very likely in the process rubbing against her clit too. For me, it was like every jerk unleashed another flurry of whole body shivering, ecstatic, pulses.
Our bodies even rolled about as Liz's attempt to dominate things threw me on my side to give her more freedom of movement.
I finally surrendered, completely exhausted, to let Liz roll on top. I was little more than a limp, unresponsive, puddle of human flesh energy wise, even if my cock was still hard. But Liz wasn't finished and was still going to town on me for more than a few moments after I'd given up all ability to struggle further.
But she too eventually came to a stop; lying across the top of me like a warm, delightfully lumpy blanket. Her passions were as spent as mine. There was no pashing, no mad kissing. Just her limp head face down into the carpet next to mine; her warm breath heating up my ear as her panting told me she also had nothing more to give or take.
I closed my eyes; basking in a sort of post orgasmic glow. But just as much I was avoiding eye contact with Eve. She had just sat there watching it all and the show we'd just put on had left the one she starred in on a tier below. I certainly didn't have the energy or inclination to roll on and take it to another level for her. Playing dead was a much safer option; something I exaggerated by letting my arms flop out to the side in a crucifix position, instead of cupping Liz's butt.
My erection wasn't going anywhere; it was still hard, thick and long, deeply plugging Liz's vagina and I had not the slightest inclination to remove it.
Somehow Liz found the energy to screw herself around on it a little bit more; finding in the movement some apparently delightful residue of her climax; commutating that to me by the moans she unleashed into my ear.
I wasn't going to be the first one to make a move. The closed eyes provided a subterfuge for continuing to lie dead limp under Liz. Goodness, while my cock was still hard and penetrated in her, why would I even want to move? But even, after an almost indecent pause, it finally went soft and shrunk to the point it was only just flaccidly plugging her vaginal opening, ready to fall out at the slightest movement, I declined to make any move.
Eventually Liz did; smothering me in a storm of kisses that eventually invaded my mouth and made a decent attempt at knotting our tongues together. Then she rolled off me; two naked, well fucked bodies just staring up at the ceiling; because even if Liz's final erotic oral assault on my senses had forced me to open my eyes, I still wasn't game to look across to Eve.
Still, there was a danger in me just lying there. Eve might get an idea. I groggily sat up; reaching down to where the swimmers I'd discarded on the floor still lay and slid them up my legs until they could cover up what might have been the temptation of my exposed cock.
I looked to Eve, now dressed back in her bikini, and cheekily raised my eyebrows at her. She grinned and shook her head back at me...
"Fuck. We could make porno movies out of this stuff."
"It might not do much for our reputations."
"They're already down the toilet. With the noises we've been making, everyone in the building -- and probably next door too -- is going to be thinking we're running a brothel here."
"I've never been in a brothel, but unless the girls in them are really good actors, I very much doubt the sex could be anything like as passionate as what I've just shared with you girls."
"Whatever, they're certainly going to know some really weird shits been happening."
I stood up and sat in the centre of the couch, next to Eve. For a short while Liz's naked body just lay there, both Eve and I staring down at her as Liz remained almost motionless, except for her head; which rotated slightly as she looked around the room.
I dare say Eve and I had slightly different thoughts about the sight; because mine were certainly affected by the sheer sexual beauty of her naked form.
Eventfully Liz's eyes focused on us...
"I suppose I'd better get up."
I was rude enough to answer...
"No, there's no hurry. Watching you there is better than anything we'll find on TV."
"Oh shit. Don't tell me you want more. You'd better be careful what you wish for."
"No, I definitely done for the day. But even the most worn out athlete can enjoy watching the game."
Liz grinned at me...
"What, now you want Eve and me to go down on each other for your viewing pleasure."
I put on a mock stern voice...
"Nnooo. That's not what I meant. And I'm going to shut up now because anything else I add by way of explanation will only dig my hole deeper."
Liz sat up; ferreting around for her clothing which she put back on before sitting the other side of my on the couch...
"Right. What's on TV?"
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Matt and Kylie had only been out of the pool for about fifteen minutes when Lucy appeared from her room.
It had at least given them time to get dressed; Kylie in a dry bikini, Matt in board shorts. Surprisingly Lucy came out in a new bikini top -- a pink version of the tiny black one Kylie had donated to the cause of her sexual education -- and a pair of very brief, very tight fitting, gym shorts, the pink tie strings of her bikini pants underneath hanging over the waistband.
It might have been their wet hair, or maybe the noise they made, but it was clear the Lucy was well aware of the fucking that was happening in her absence and that it was in the pool. As to whether she was put out by the knowledge, that was a different matter.
But one thing she did put on the table over breakfast was that Matt should sleep with her at least every third night. And everyone knew what that really meant at this early stage of the developing relationships, was that Matt would be having sex with her at least that often. Because that was how it was working. There was plenty of other sex happening too; but 'sleeping with' definitely meant fucking.
None of which would have been surprising if Lucy hadn't been a 30 year old virgin until two weeks ago; with everyone assuming she was asexual.
So it was undeniably the case that progress had been made in her sex education, even if her being on the spectrum left many awkward issues still to be dealt with; not the least of which being her aversion to external physical contact.
That Sunday played out normally enough. The three of them spent the day at the beach and Kylie made sure she got a good fucking as she and Matt retired together for bed that night. And since mundane matters such as having to go to work tended to moderate what happens during the week, it was Tuesday night, as Matt retired into bed with Lucy, before what might be called anything out of the ordinary occurred.
On the way home from work that day Matt had made a point of dropping into the storage unit where his life possessions were, to retrieve the 'sex pillow' his first live in girlfriend had made him buy. For the uneducated in such matters, a sex pillow is a triangular shaped (often inflatable) pillow placed under the females butt to offer, shall we say, a better presentation.
It wasn't that Matt didn't consider it might be useful with both the girls, but the need to have sex with Lucy while minimising skin on skin contact made it very difficult for Matt to get the right angle in the missionary position to stimulate her.
It might have been a bit presumptuous of Matt to assume that Lucy would want sex just because they were bedding down together, but the way she had insisted on having him sleep with her at least one night in three made it very clear she was looking for more than night time companionship.
Even so, this would be the first time Lucy would have penetrative sex without any alcohol in her system, so Matt wasn't approaching it with any preconceived notions of how it would play out.
As he returned from the shower and hung his wet towel on the back of the chair to climb naked into bed, he found Lucy lying on her back, uncovered except for a tiny pair of string sided panties; her normal style of undies and now-days her usual sleeping clothes [compared with what she wore before her sex education started of some fairly full coverage PJ's].
The blackout blinds were down, but the light still on; a pattern that had started early in her education at a time Matt was concerned her extreme modesty might have made her only want to have sex in a fully blacked out room.
Matt well understood that Lucy had to lead in whatever would happen. While she was aware of the sex pillow, Matt made it clear it wasn't there as a matter of presuming what would happen, simply a preparation for the possible.
But Matt didn't even have to ask what she wanted. From the outset, he'd been instructed fairly quickly by Lucy what the plan for any engagement was and this night was no different, even if the request caught him by surprise...
"Would you start by just playing with and sucking my nipples? Nothing more."
There was method to Lucy's strange request, even if Matt wasn't aware of it. Lucy had been surprised how sensitive her nipples were to stimulation and how powerful their effect was. Being of the nature she was, she'd researched the matter online and discovered that there was a wide range of possible reactions to nipple stimulation; from hating any stimulation at all to it being capable of giving you an orgasm without any other stimulation.
Consistent with her carefully curated approach to her life, she wanted to see if she was in the 'give her an orgasm' category.
Matt simply knew he had to comply.
It was not an unpleasant task he'd been set. Lucy's breasts -- like Kylie's -- had always been the focus of some, you could even call it obsession, on his part. As breasts went, they were certainly in the top tier from the point of view of male admiration.
A 'C' cup (or so Matt guessed), they were large on her small frame without in any way looking pendulous or crowding her chest to the point of losing the individuality of each one. With their perkiness, they were well 'lifted and separated' in the words of the old bra add, without requiring any assistance to achieve that.
When she stood they had this beautiful 'ski jump' shape; projecting confidently down to a well-defined point at the end without the underside of the breast sagging. The ski jump shape was less defined as she lay on her back, but was still there just the same.
More importantly -- visually anyway -- was the fact the point was still cleanly defined. Because at the point lay the most sensuous, sexually charged nipples Matt had ever seen.
The areola was a glorious brown colour, a little bigger than those of his previous girlfriends, but in a positive sort of way. Nowhere near the territory of being so big as to detract from, rather than enhancing, the perfection of her breasts. What he'd never seen before in another woman -- now except for Kylie who shared her sister's features - was the way her areola puffed up when stimulated, forming a low rise mushroom shaped head from which her nipple then projected. And the nipple itself seemed to project further, and have a slightly bigger diameter than he'd seen before.
The result was that you could almost fill your mouth with it; holding the swollen areola or even the tip of the breast, between your lips while your tongue pinned the top of the nipple to the roof of your mouth as it flicked against it.
With a wet bikini top plastered to it, it was almost impossible for any male to take their eyes off it. Exposed, they were almost irresistible.
Matt almost regretted that a more padded top worn under her lifesaver swimmers meant he'd never seen or noticed this is all the years he'd known Lucy.
He lay on the bed perpendicular to her, bringing his head over her chest to take the nearest one into his mouth, while sliding his hand across to stimulate the further one.
They both reacted immediately; swelling and tightening in the most delightful way. As he'd learnt to do with both Lucy's and Kylie's nipples, he wrapped his lips around the puffy areola of the one in his mouth and rubbed the nipple itself between the roof of his mouth and his tongue. The other he simply gently tweaked between two fingers.
If he was moderately surprised how quickly Lucy's breathing showed signs of heavy arousal, he was astounded how relatively quickly she came; a gentle moan and the lifting of her hips, accompanied by her pinning his head to her breast with the palm of her hand, leaving no doubt as to the outcome.
Matt wasn't really sure what would follow. Would Lucy regard this as a 'proper' orgasm that represented 'her turn'? Would she now want to ride him cowgirl or reverse missionary? Should he ask, or simply wait for instruction?
Unsure what to do, he simply waited with Lucy's breast in his mouth, albeit no longer being actively stimulated, trusting he'd be instructed son enough. After all, that was how Lucy worked.
The instruction he got was the one he least expected...
"If you want to finish on top now you can. You can use the pillow if you'd like and we can see if it works."
It was unexpected because it seemed like Lucy was being short changed. He'd never given a girl a nipple orgasm before. Never had sex with one who, to his knowledge, was able to have one. So he was not really sure if it counted as a proper one. And while the pillow might let him give Lucy another orgasm, it was no sure thing.
But the invitation was not unwelcome. He was lying face down with a raging erection pressed between his stomach and the bed and it certainly was keen to be used in the suggested manner.
In the business-like manner that seemed to work best for Lucy, he went about placing the pillow under the hips she held in the air for the purpose; then removed her panties; noticing her vulva opened like a flower in bloom and the dark hole of her vagina clearly exposed and visible.
Lucy spread her legs wide as Matt brought his body down on top of her; taking his weight on his knees between her legs and his elbows resting on the bed near her arms, so that the only point of contact between their bodies was where his outer thigh brushed against her inner thigh and his chest brushed lightly against her elevated nipples.
He brought the tip of his erection against her; feeling the wetness of her crease. Surging it, he felt it slide through her crease until he sense it captured in a shallow penetration of her vaginal opening. He pushed gently; feeling the velvet folds of her vagina give way readily to his penetration of her until he could bring his pubis fully against her vulva in full penetration.
Matt started thrusting; slowly at first, his objective being to enjoy the journey rather than rush through to the finish.
Almost certainly unknowingly, Matt felt Lucy always seemed to grip him just the right amount when it was his turn to fuck her for his pleasure. Not too tightly, not too loosely, it let him pleasure his shaft without instantly boiling him up into a fast orgasm. That combined with the delightfully wet slipperiness of her vagina made fucking her an erotic delight, whatever the rules were for contact with her external body.
With her crotch angled upwards by the pillow, he could feel the top of his shaft forcefully rake the front wall of her vagina with every thrust, before his shaft was bent and directed gloriously downward into the depth of her body; bottoming out as his pubis came against her vulva before withdrawing for another thrust.
With her face mere inches from his, Matt diverted his gaze from down between their bodies where he's been watching his chest glide across Lucy's nipples -- bending their hardened towers up and down with every thrusting movement of his body -- to study her countenance.
Her eyes were closed -- which is what had left him free to stare at her breasts. But her breathing and something about the shape of her mouth told him he was having a pleasurable effect on her too.
He listened carefully to her breathing penetrating his consciousness over the soft grunts of his own exertions. It was definitely getting faster and louder; normally signs with Lucy that she was working towards an orgasm.
He tried surging his erection with the start of each inward thrust; putting more pressure momentarily on the spot where he figured her g spot was. From the first time he did it, he sensed Lucy take a sharp intake of breath with every thrust; the rapid increase in her breathing signalling to him it was an intake of pleasure rather than discomfort.
All the while, Matt was wallowing in the delightful pleasure of his shaft being embraced by and playing within the warm wet environment of Lucy's vagina.
Matt was sure Lucy was approaching an orgasm. He started to surge his shaft all the harder and increase the rate of thrusting just a little, hoping to build a sense of excitement and anticipation into his stimulation of her.
It worked. With as loud a moan as he'd ever heard from her and a forceful pushing of her hips up against his weight on top of her, she momentarily squirmed about underneath him before dropping her hips again, putting her hands on Matts butt and making it really clear she wanted him, not just to keep going, but go harder and faster.
Matt could feel her contractions pummelling his shaft and might have been more inclined to slow down and let him savour them. But he was obedient to Lucy's demands, speeding up his strokes until he felt her hands relax on his bottom cheeks; riding with them instead of driving them.
The reason Lucy wanted him to do that -- at least at first - seemed obvious enough to him. It seemed to prolong her orgasm; little moans and groans and movements of her hips signalling to him that her orgasm was no one pulse wonder.
As the signs of her orgasm faded, he felt her tighten her grip on him. What had previously been a delightful pleasuring of himself as his shaft pounded her, quickly became a lot more than that. Those tendrils of pleasure were accumulating again; signalling his own time was short.
Matt didn't want to race it. He was almost wallowing in the pleasure signals his shaft conveyed to him as Lucy's vagina caressed the hardened flesh of his aroused manhood. Lifting his upper torso up to full arm's length over her body to give him a better view of her wondrous breasts, he slowed down; groaning as each thrust shot a cascade of ecstasy along the nerves in his spine and into his brain.
He could feel it building into something big, but in his heart wanted it to go on longer. But there was a limit to everything.
As his orgasm exploded, Matt let out an involuntary groan that would be loud enough to wake up Kylie in the next room. He froze in place, enjoying the sensation of pulse after pulse of his orgasm embracing his body and filling it with rapture as it shot jets of cum into Lucy's body.
As they subsided, he thrust a couple of times more; triggering another series of pulses which finished in a shuddering final empting of every last drop out of his balls.
Matt eased himself back down to his original position, suspended just over the top of Lucy's body, supported on his knees and elbows.
His face was mere millimetres from Lucy's and he could feel and hear her soft breath as she still panted in her post orgasmic state. He wondered if the hormonal release of her orgasm might induce Lucy to embrace him, but she continued to just lay there under him; seemingly in her own -- obviously not unpleasurable -- world.
While he stayed hard, he stayed where he was; not least of all because of the joyous feel of his shaft lingering in Lucy's body. But as he started to soften, he knew he needed to move. Lucy hated a cum spill onto her bed. Grasping her hips, he rolled to the side, bringing her with him to retain full penetration until he could grasp the hand towel and bring it between Lucy's legs.
Surrendering control of the towel to Lucy, he stayed penetrated until she had it positioned where she wanted it, then slowly withdrew, keeping the tip against the towel until, finished catching the initial discharge, Lucy was ready to give a good wipe down to the still delightfully sensitive three quarter mongrel it remained as.
Reaching over Lucy, Matt removed the sex pillow and tossed it down his side of the bed before watching her roll back onto her back in the spot where it had been and elevate her hips as she pulled her panties back on. Only then did she observe...
"That sex pillow seems to work really well."
"I'm glad you liked it."
It didn't surprise Matt that was the limit of their post sex interaction. Unlike her sister, even good sex didn't flood Lucy with the sort of hormones that encouraged some sort of romantic interaction. Still as she turned off the light, turning the room to pitch blackness, Lucy had one more question...
"Is it OK if we touch like last time?"
Matt was surprised she even asked. He thought that was already the arrangement. For some reason, it seemed Lucy's dislike of physical contact didn't extend to erogenous zones. She got some buzz out of handling Matt's manhood and in turn found the stimulation of her breast quite enjoyable. So instead of cuddling up, that was their night-time interaction; her hand on his cock, his on her breast.
Matt hadn't even answered before he felt Lucy's hand grope around for his manhood. Finding it nearly flaccid, she flopped it gently a couple of times, inducing a semi-erection which she then wrapped her hand around to turn into a full one.
Matt's reciprocation of the gesture was more complex. Unlike Matt, who always slept on his side, Lucy (and her sister for that matter), slept on her back. For Matt to rest his hand on her breast without any other contact required him to suspend his wrist rather uncomfortably in mid-air. You could do that for a short while -- helped to no small extent by the wondrous feel of it - but couldn't sustain it for long.
He decided to push things just a little further than that. Shuffling just a little bit closer to her without pushing against her flank, he rested his lower arm lightly on her lower chest as his hand cupped her breast. Thinking that maybe a gentle stimulation might offset or distract from any discomfort Lucy felt with that additional contact, he let her nipple harden up between two fingers and then moved them gently against the nipple to stimulate it further.
For whatever reason, he neither felt Lucy flinch at the additional contact, nor complain, so left it resting there as he relaxed and let himself drop off to sleep.
It wasn't that Lucy didn't register the action, nor internally flinch at it. But she understood what was happening and why and it was true that the pleasure induced by Matt's momentarily stimulation of it did offset her body's otherwise adverse reaction to the contact with her chest. For her, it was a step in the right direction; a little baby step towards better responding to physical interaction with another human -- especially males, and even more especially Matt.
As for her grip on Matt's erection, she felt it too was a step in the right direction. Like worry beads, she coped with Matt's contact with her chest by gently, slowly, almost imperceptibly, stroking the length of his shaft, feeling the way it surged in her hand as she did it.
What was imponderable to Matt all made perfect sense to Lucy.
Of course as Matt tossed and turned during the night, the contact was broken, but then inevitably re-established at some time after he turned back towards her.
For Matt, often the tossing and turning was just part of his normal nightly routine. But sometimes it was necessary when he awoke on the verge of a night dream bringing him to a climax. Lucy's fondling of his aroused manhood was not without repercussions and Lucy would certainly not appreciate his jizz all over her bed.
Lucy too found Matt's fondling of her, now proven to be sensitive, breast induced erotic dreams of a type she'd never experienced before. Pleasurable ones that lingered in her mind long after she'd woken up; partly because she intentionally replayed them in her brain. And one of those dreams included an orgasm; whether real in response to the actual stimulation of her nipple or simply a dream's extension of Matt's contact with her breast she didn't know. But it took a further step towards Lucy accepting the contact of Matt's elbow with her lower chest.
There was one repercussion of Lucy's night-time fondling of Matt's manhood that did repeat itself -- probably entirely predictably.
By morning, it left Matt feeling incredibly randy and his cock hard, full and in desperate need of a release. A release he knew he couldn't yet claim from Lucy.



In the fully blacked out room, he lifted his head to look at the crack under the door from the hall. It was his go to signifier of whether morning had yet arrived. There was light under the door; just not as bright as might be expected for his get out of bed time. Either it was still early or an overcast day.
Whatever might have been the case, it was a work day, time was short, he was as randy as all hell and it was time to call on Kylie's invitation to crawl into her bed and find his release there.
He gently eased himself out of Lucy's bed, left the room closing the door quietly behind him and entered the adjoining bedroom where he found Kylie asleep in her bed. Like Lucy, she was asleep on her back, the single sheet which was her only covering during the warm night pulled untidily down to her lower stomach, leaving her naked breast exposed and enough of her right hip to tell him she was entirely naked.
He softly climbed onto the bed, easing his legs under the sheet while pulling it down to fully expose Kylie's crotch and upper thighs.
It was time to test Kylie's suggestion he stimulate her sleeping body.
Shuffling closer to her, he reached out a finger to gently brush across her nearest nipple. It immediately responded to his touch by hardening and jutting higher, the areola under it puffing up slightly too. By the third bush across it, the whole edifice had risen to as high a response as he knew Kylie's nipples were capable of -- and that's quite a lot.
He moved his finger across to the other nipple. It was already firm, but his touch soon had it matching the first one.
He continued to brush against them, trying not to wake her while still getting a good reaction from her. Looking up to her face, he noticed her eyes were moving under her eyelids, suggesting she was still in REAM sleep, at the same time he noticed her breathing was growing a little heavier, equally suggesting it was more than her nipples that were responding to his stimulation.
As her breathing grew heavier again, he cast his eyes down to the sexualised bulge of her mons. Kylie's crease went half way up its vertical height and he could see a distinct valley forming in it as her crease opened up. Clearly the arousal was transferring itself to her crotch too.
Ever so gently he reached down into her vulva pushing a finger slowly into the hollow to quickly find a firm bud as a dampness spread through the area. He brushed cross the bud in much the same way he'd been brushing her nipples; enough he hoped to stimulate her, without waking her up.
What Matt remembered of the wet dreams he'd had was that they didn't seem to last long. There seemed to be only a brief period of dream arousal before he'd wake as his body discharged in climax. While he had no idea whether women had dreams that led to a climax, he'd always wondered if a sleeping arousal did in fact happen more quickly than one while you were awake.
All the evidence before him suggested they did. Maybe not as quickly as his memory of wet dreams suggested, but quickly just the same. As he placed his head over Kylie's chest so he could flick her nipple with his tongue as he also brushed his finger across her clit, he could see her eyeballs going crazy under her eyelids while her breathing rose to an almost hypoventilating level.
A moment later her eyes popped momentarily open as she came; her hips rising as she then arched them from side to side.
Matt thought that Kylie became aware of the situation remarkably quickly. Almost as soon as her eyes opened, she turned towards Matt and even as she moaned and swayed her hips, she reached out to try to pull his body towards her.
Whether it was because she changed her mind as it became more alert or he didn't respond quickly enough, Matt wasn't sure. But Kylie instead rolled on top of him, spreading her legs outside his. Shuffling her hips, almost immediately Matt found the tip of his hard erection located in Kylie's vaginal opening and just as quickly, Kylie was bearing down on him to push him into full penetration.
She was fully aroused. There were no velvet folds to be pushed aside or opened up. Instead his shaft slid easily into a warm, wet, slippery void which held his manhood in a delightful embrace. It was one that quickly let him feel the ongoing contractions of her climax as they delightfully pummelled the firm flesh of his erection and somewhat explained Kylie's actions as she simply lay with her head buried in the pillow next to him panting and moaning softly in his ear.
Matt's penetration of Kylie had drained from his manhood some of the overwhelming randiness that had brought him into Kylie's room in the first place. But Lucy fondling it all night had sensitised it to a high degree. Matt had somewhat imagined he might have just got to pound Kylie after giving her a sleep climax, letting him drain his overfilled balls. It wasn't so much he didn't want to pleasure Kylie to her heart's content. More than he worried about his endurance.
But it occurred to him that Kylie had barely recognised his presence yet, at least other than in a sexual manner. After the initial opening, her eyes had remained all but closed and she hadn't said a word. It was like she was just using his body to carry out her semi-conscious, dream state, sexual needs. Needs which Matt acknowledged to himself, he had triggered. Not that Matt felt he could complain since he'd come into her room for the specific purpose of releasing the pent up frustration from Lucy fondling his penis all night.
For the short while that her contractions continued, Kylie seemed content with just screwing his shaft slowly around with the movement of her hips while pushing down on him with the apparent intention of penetrating him into her as far as was physically possible; all the while humming quietly.
But as they stopped she became more active; circling her hips, and in the process, Matt's erection inside her, as she ground her clit on his pubis and brushed her nipples across his chest. With her eyes still closed and with her having done little to acknowledge his presence other than screwing him, Matt was amused that he felt like little more than an inflatable sex toy, as if she was still in a sex dream.
Fortunately, the way she was moving on his cock was nice without being too stimulating. He could enjoy the sensuous sexuality of her body and her actions without his already well primed manhood exploding into a cum jetting hose; yet.
He listened as Kylie's growing arousal again manifested itself in her breathing. There was little he could do to add to what she was doing to herself. He couldn't even palm or suck her breasts because she was rubbing her jutting and hardened nipples across his chest -- doing it for herself.
He placed his hands gently on her bum cheeks and simply settled back for the ride.
As she eventually came, she clamped firmly down on his manhood, holding him at full penetration while her contractions bore down on his erection and she moaned softly into his ear.
Matt waited patiently while Kylie went through what were her usual post orgasmic motions. It was clear to Matt --and had been for a while -- that an orgasmic release flooded Kylie's body with Oxytocin or some such similar hormone that made her simply want to embrace him and sometimes wildly pash him. On this morning, embracing was the limit of it; she still hadn't opened her eyes or acknowledged him. But there was -- like there always was - something in the manner of the embrace that made it more than a lazy 'this is nice, I think I'll stay here' situation. Whether it was an emotional attachment, a sexual one or even a momentary surrender to what you might call love, an emotion went with it. It was an emotion he could feel coursing through her body and almost oozing out of her skin and transferring to him where their bodies were in contact.
As it often did, Matt's mere penetration of Kylie had done much to soothe the previous desperate randiness of his shaft. But there came a point Matt really started to feel the need to have his own release.
From underneath her delectable body he used his male strength to overcome her admittedly light weight and thrust a couple of times.
Kylie took the hint, rolling over and dragging him with her to leave Matt in a missionary position. As Matt straightened out his arms to let himself look down on her body as he fucked her, it felt to Matt like Kylie had adopted something of a 'take me' countenance.
Lying on her back, legs wide apart and arms spread out on the bed with her eyes still closed, the message seemed to be that her body was there for Matt to pleasure himself in even if she seemed slightly disengaged from the process.
At this time of the morning, that was understandable and Matt was more than inclined to accept the invitation. Well, more than that, he needed to or his balls were going to explode. The trick for him was to make the most of it by trying to hold back his orgasm for as long as possible.
He slid his shaft half out of Kylie and thrust it slowly back in again.
A sign of intense satisfaction escaped him with that first thrust. It was delightful as the hard flesh of his manhood slipped ever so easily within Kylie's body, her vagina wet, warm and slippery but only lightly gripping his shaft.
He repeated the action; each time just a little faster. All the while he stared down at Kylie's absolutely mind blowingly beautiful and seductive breasts, their projection somehow seductively advertising the fecund femineity of the woman who lay under him willingly accepting the seed he was about to deposit in her.
Matt reflected that, as far as he was concerned, from the purely physical side of things, this is what good sex is really like. You don't need to twist yourself into a pretzel. Instead he was on top of a stunningly beautiful woman, doing his male thing.
Better still, the light grip meant he wasn't brewing up too quickly. But it probably also indicated Kylie was happy enough to indulge his shaft in a longer game.
His thrusts became faster still; a steam engine piston plunging in and out of her body.
But her breasts beckoned to him. Looking at them was delightful, but her felt the need to more sensuously interact with them than that; a feeling heightened by the way the nipples and the areola on which they sat had become towering, jutting edifices as Matt thrust away at Kylie, strongly suggesting she was responding to some sort of stimulation caused by Matt. With his hands needed to support himself, only his lips were available.
He bent down, arching his back and dropping his hips deeper between her legs, to let him respond to their siren call, taking the right one into his mouth deeply enough for the top of the nipple to be pushed against the roof of his mouth where his tongue could play against it. With his hands no longer required to support himself, he slid them under Kylie's butt, lifting it slightly.
His shaft felt warmer; delightfully so with every new immersion in her body sending a wave of pleasure to his brain. But still her light grip wasn't giving him the sort of cumulative build up that presaged a release. What was more likely to trigger him in that position though was the sense that his shaft was now being slightly bent as his dropped hips thrust in a slightly upward direction into Kylie's raised vagina, crashing into its front wall before being redirected into its depths.
With his back arched, his head pinned in place by its attachment to Kylie's breast and his hips thrusting madly, the mental picture formed in Matt's brain that he must look something like a dog going to town on a bitch.
Completely focused on his own pleasure, Matt was caught by surprise when, with a mighty moan, Kylie came again; throwing her hips up against his weight and rocking them -- and him with them -- from side to side as her vagina clamped on his shaft.
With that clamping, what had previously been a nice cruise, threatened a rush to the end.
Matt thrust rapidly into a growing tide of pending release until his cock exploded with a massive cum dump; pulse after pulse of pure pleasure rushing up his shaft and shooting into his brain.
He straightened out, his weight pressing down on Kylie and his head buried into the pillow next to her head as his moans competed with hers in expressing the ecstasy of their respective orgasms.
As they both fell silent, Kylie wrapped her arms around Matt and ground her hips against him, screwing his still firm shaft around inside her body in the process, as she hummed...
"Hhmmmm...That was such a nice way to wake up."
"I wasn't even sure you were awake."
"I wanted to savour that space between a half awake dream and the full awake reality. It really heightened the experience."
"So you didn't mind?"
"What? You doing what I said you should do? Hardly! I'll do it to you one time and you can see what it feels like."
"I think men's wet dreams don't last long. They go off like a cheap fireworks and that's probably what I'll do."
"You never know till you try it."
"If you want to discover the answer for yourself, you have my permission. Just don't complain if I cum all over your bed."
"Oh, don't worry. What I have in mind will keep the cum well contained. We'd better get up. It's time to get ready for work."
It was that evening, as they sat at dinner, Lucy raised the topic of the morning's activities...
"So I heard you guys fucking after Matt got up this morning."
Matt replied...
"Sorry, did we wake you up?"
"Yea, well, it was pretty full on."
"We'll try and be quieter in the future."
"Actually, I'm not sure why you had to go and fuck Kylie when you were sleeping with me."
Matt looked at Lucy with a face of concern; mortified he might have offended her...
"When you fondle my cock all night it leaves me as randy as all hell. And I assumed you didn't want me to wake you from a sound sleep to release my frustration, whereas Kylie wakes around the same time I do and had expressed a willingness to, I suppose you'd call it, take one for the team."
"Would you prefer I didn't fondle you?"
"No, I think that's an excellent start on breaking down your reticence to touch or be touched."
"Well, maybe I'm willing to take one for the team too. I think we need to test that. I like my sleep, but there are other things I'm growing to like too. I'm having some pretty crazy dreams as you fondle my breast during the night. Maybe it's time to bring them to a conclusion. So, there you are, you have my permission."
"Your room is pitch black when I wake up. Is it OK if I raise the blind a bit so I can see what I'm doing?"
"Yes. The draw string is on your side of the bed, so it should be easy for you to do."
Matt looked contemplatively at Lucy. She was turning out to be a bundle of surprises. Her dislike of external physical contact was still a challenge -- one Matt suspected would never be overcome. But she'd embraced the more carnal aspects of sex in a way he could never have imagined she would.
As he climbed into bed with Kylie that night, he couldn't help but ask her reading on her sister's intervention. In a whispered voice, he asked...
"What do you think of Lucy's pronouncement tonight?"
"I don't think it's all that complex. You give it a go. The worst she can do is ask you not to do it again. But she seemed quite keen on the idea; even if I'm as surprised as you are."
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It took a few days for me to get over a sense of unease with my somewhat alpha male behaviour with the girls the first night they made me wear the red speedos they'd bought for me.
Basically telling them one of them had to lie on their back and get fucked by me after I'd given each of them multiple orgasms seemed a bit, well, pushy. And the way I'd pounded them with a view entirely to my own pleasure didn't seem quite right either.
Yes, both actions could be justified -- sort of. I'd given each of them sex as they liked it and you could say, it was my turn on both accounts. Still, being a few years older than them, I felt a certain sense of protectiveness towards them. And, given a fear of arousing jealousies between them as we navigated a three person relationship, I had generally let them take the lead in sexual matters.
Not that it seemed to affect their behaviour to me. And maybe given how much they got off on the sex that followed, that's not surprising.
The girls clearly had something of a fetish about me wearing speedo like racing briefs. If we were loitering around the house, I was simply expected to wear them in lieu of the board shorts that were once my standard house garment. And they fondled, both my butt and cock, and manhandled me in them in a way that would do any pervert justice. That guy who triggered the fetish by falling asleep on the beach and displaying to them a boner in one has much to answer for.
And me showing a boner in one is certainly a big part of their fetish. At any time of day they love to tease up a boner in me so they can have a play and a tease with it, and at least for the last few days while it is still a novelty, it has become a standard part of the foreplay to actual sex. And the way sex is happening at the moment continues to raise the issue of how dominant I should be when it comes to my turn.
But for all my angst, in the end I resolved that I wasn't too far from getting it right. At least they seemed willing to talk about things -- which was something of a novelty compared to my previous girlfriends. And what they said indicated they had no real problems. Indeed, as assertive as they were about getting the sex they wanted, they rather liked the push back and dominance I sometimes displayed. And they certainly had no complaints about the sex that followed.
And if I thought the racing brief fetish a bit strange, I was about to discover a whole new depth of fetishes on their part.
For my thesis I have to do frequent dive trips out to the reef to survey and record a couple of areas I have mapped out in a grid for research purposes; to monitor changes in the reef in almost minute detail.
There's a University dive boat I have access to for this purpose -- nothing more than an 8 meter tinny. It's just big enough to do the job safely in a bare bones sort of way with a bit of a cabin to keep the sun off the crew and water tolerant carpet on the floor to stop the crew burning their feet; but certainly nothing too fancy.
Since I'm diving, I really should have a dive buddy for safety, and I had to a certain extent being relying on the undergraduate population for this, since many of them doing reef studies already have their dive qualifications. But sometimes I also rely on another PhD student in a sort of reverse favours way.
Almost from the day they moved in, the girls had expressed an interest in being my dive buddy, and even helping with my research. They had their dive qualifications and got some credits through writing up reports following providing such assistance. I suppose I'd resisted, first because initially I didn't really know them and was cautious about -- it seems strange to say it now -- being alone with stunning attractive first year undergrads just starting their course. And secondly because I initially only envisaged taking one and it was difficult to split them since they had identical weekly programs.
But as I'd got to well and truly know them in the biblical sense, that first reservation seemed rather silly. And in a way, the fact that there were two of them helped solved a problem I'd long had once I realised it.
My work requires me to be down for a fairly long time. The water is reasonably shallow and warm, but still, most of my dive buddys had both started to run out of air or get cold long before I was ready to surface.
On the first issue, I was a more experienced diver and had managed to breathe more economically than most of the younger people helping me. On the second, I had a 2mm wetsuit, whereas most of the others used Lycra stinger suits.
So, with two of them they can take shorter turns alternating, letting me stay down for longer.
But that raises an important issue with reef diving, or indeed any water activates this far north; especially in the warmer months.
The area is home to two very nasty species of jelly fish; the box jellyfish and the irukandji jellyfish. Both will kill you in extreme pain.
Box jellyfishes are evidently not uncommon anywhere in the world, but as Australian seems to have a reputation for, the one in Northern Australia is especially nasty. If you get stung, you may die of a heart attack within minutes. But at least they are of a decent size and visible to alert divers.
The Irukandji in contrast is tiny. Almost invisible. Unlike most jellyfish, which have stingers only on their tentacles, the Irukandji also has stingers on its bell. And while its fatality rate is below that of the box jellyfish, its sting is excruciating.
Which is a long way of saying, one tends to go diving with every millimetre of your body covered; either in Lycra/ Spandex suits or in neoprene. And I do mean every millimetre; including a high coverage hood and gloves; often integral to the Lycra suits. Some only think you have to do it in summer and, in terms of risk, the warmer months are higher risk. But being in the water as much as I am, and knowing there is still some risk, I tend to cover up all year round.
The girls already had stinger suits, but I didn't see them on until the first day they came out with me. I suppose I should have known.
Most of my dive buddies had the normal dark coloured, often dark blue, suits I was most familiar with. Same as the one I owned. And most wore swimwear underneath, even if I didn't -- for want until recently of racing brief like swimwear to wear underneath.
But no, the girls turned up with a light yellow one. Seemingly of a finer material than many I'd seen and much more highly stretched than I was used to and with clearly no bikini or other swimwear underneath. In terms of shape, it hid nothing. It clung to every bit of their anatomy like it was spray painted on. Everything from their nipples to their bum cracks and vulva were sculptured into the suit. In terms of colour, at least when dry, it hid only little. There we clear 'shadows' showing through the suits of the darker parts of their anatomy. I suspected when wet it would hide nothing at all.
I say 'turned up" because I had to get the boat and dive gear from the campus, for which I dressed in ordinary boating clothing, whereas the girls met me at the ramp already in their suits.
They helped me launch the boat oblivious to the attention they were attracting from every male at the launching ramp.
The girls were super excited and just as chatty as we motored out to the first dive site; although having a conversation over the roar of a pair of outboard motors is always difficult. When we got there we carefully anchored; ensuring the anchor itself was placed so as not to damage the reef.
It was only then I changed into my wetsuit. Usually I use one of those surfer's cloaks that fit loosely over the body to let me change modestly. But with the girls, that wasn't necessary. I just stripped and dragged my wetsuit on.
What took me by surprise was the amount of interest they showed in me dressed in it. Yes, it's thin as wetsuits go -- these are tropical waters -- stretchy and as a result close fitting. Nothing like their stinger suits, but thin and close fitting enough.
But they immediately started pawing at it...
"Why do you wear a wetsuit?"
"Because I'm down a long time and start to get cold even in the warm water."
"It's cute. The ones we used for learning to dive in Sydney were much thicker and bulkier. This ones almost like a latex suit."
"And what would you know about Latex?"
"Wouldn't you like to know? Eve and I have always had a bit of a fascination about latex outfits and even neoprene ones. There was a guy in our dive class we would get quite hot and steamy about in his wetsuit; sort of like the handsome well-built monster who might carry us off and have his way with us."
"You girls have spent way too much time perving at men and having weird thoughts about them."
As she glided her hand down my torso, Liz stopped at a patch of material at the front of my crotch; conveniently covering the bulge of my cock...
"What's that?"
When I chose my older wetsuit for today, it just didn't occur to me this would become an issue. With two girls able to take turns acting as my buddy, I anticipated being underwater for quite a while today. This was a precaution. Still, I should have known...
"I suppose you'd call it a pissing flap. I can't stand the idea of pissing in my wetsuit, but sometimes I'm down long enough the call of nature demands release."
"I didn't know they made wetsuits with those."
"Whether they do or don't I don't know. It's a modification I made."
Liz fingered it, looking to see how it was attached and worked...
"That's very neat."
"Yes, well, carefully hand stitched using heavy black thread and using a piece I cut from an older wetsuit. I only wear this one when I'm expecting to be down for a while."
While I'd been answering, Liz had opened the flap and extracted the tip of my cock, then pulled the rest out until even the balls were outside my suit. That was not something it was designed for. When I'd made the modification, I'd simply opened a small slit in the material and,when I'd found the tight fit of the suit had opened the slit up just enough to expose me in an inappropriate way I'd stitched and velcroed the flap on. But pulling my balls out of it left them squeezed somewhat between the two firm sides of the slit.
Liz played with my cock, bouncing the tip gently in her hand. That had the predictable effect as it filled, thickened and lengthened with every bounce; her hand following it all the way up to the vertical.
Liz stepped back and examined her handiwork, holding Eve's hand as they both examined me...
"Oh wow. What a sight."
I looked down. Yes, it was an interesting sight. A pasty coloured shaft and hairy balls emerging from an otherwise completely dark blue body. For the girls it would have looked even stranger, since they'd see the whole sight of a dark blue being with the pasty cock and face as the only break in the monotony of the otherwise amorphous being.
Liz pushed the hood of her stinger suit back off her hair and started to unzip the zipper that ran down the front of it, quickly peeling it off her body, leaving her naked from the hips up. She then edged down the suit until the material was bunched around her mid thighs. Facing the side of the boat, she turned her head back towards me, raised her eyebrows and with a cheeky grin and challenging voice, simply said...
"Fuck me."
Then she bent deeply over the narrow gunnel (side deck of the boat), almost folding herself in two, leaving her bulging mons and vulva as the most elevated part of her body. I looked at Eve who was already undoing the zip on her own stinger suit.
I can't deny it had occurred to me the girls would start some sort of sexual encounter on the boat. After all, we'd got away early and there certainly hadn't been time for any morning jaunt. But I suppose I thought it more likely it would be at the end of the dive as we stripped out of our wet gear. And it never occurred to me it would result from a latex and neoprene fetish being added to their racing briefs one.
I'd long since learned such requests are best neither challenged nor questioned. I stepped forward and bent my cock down to place it in the opening to Liz's very open vagina. This had all happened so quickly I was really surprised it looked as receptive as it did. It seemed Liz playing with my cock was all the foreplay she was anticipating.
A little concerned about that issue, I penetrated her slowly, looking for any resistance or lack of lubrication that might indicate some other approach was required. Instead all I got from Liz was a hum of satisfaction.
I started thrusting. Because Liz was bent over so deeply, I had this strange sensation of my cock being bent and redirected in all sorts of directions as I thrust it into her body. It was actually a rather pleasant feeling; sort of like it was being massaged within the already firm grip of her body.
As I bent over her to get a better angle of penetration, I looked down along her back. She had her hands on the side of the boat, pushing herself out at an angle, while her beautiful long blonde hair cascaded down into the water.
I could hear her grunting -- I think in pleasure -- with every thrust.
In penetrating Liz, I was aware I had sort of ignored Eve as she started to undress; well aware she would soon join the action.
A hand came under my chin. It was of course Eve's. It drew my head up and sideways until my mouth was at first drawn into her breast -- definitely one of nature's wonders. I flicked my tongue at the delightfully raised and hardened nipple. Taking it into my mouth was more problematic, since I was coming at it from the wrong angle; more from the side.
Indeed, for all the sexual delight, my stance was rather awkward. To get a better and deeper -- and I hoped more effective for Liz - penetration of her, I was standing feet well apart to lower my stance and bring the base of my shaft more under her vaginal entry, my lower back was bent over Liz, but my upper back was reverse bent, to let me bring my head back to Eve's breast; all while continuing to bang away at Liz.
But I knew tongue flicking would do the job for the time being. The fact that Eve had also stripped her stinger suit down to mid-thigh and was pushed against the gunnel -- just not bent as deeply over it -- also told me there was going to be another round of banging flowing Liz's climax.
And getting her to that climax was becoming increasingly important. The way my cock was being embraced by Liz's vagina in its -- for want of a better expression -- bent and twisted shape, was stirring me up too.
Liz's vocalisations were telling me she was approaching climax, but just having her beat me to it wasn't enough. I still had to have the endurance to bring Eve to a climax before I shot my load. To warm Eve up even more than my nipple stimulation of her was achieving, I moved the hand nearest her from Liz's hip to cup Eve's mons and tickle up her clit.
I was really pleased as Liz's breathing and moans started building to those last few moments before her climax; even more pleased as she came and her vagina started pummelling my cock. I held it there, her strong contractions bearing down on it a pleasurable sensation, but also not to appear to be in too much of a rush to pull it out; abandoning her mid climax to bury it in Eve's body.
When I judged the time right I withdrew from Liz and pushed myself against Eve's back, signalling her to adopt whatever stance she thought was going to work best for her.
But for a moment, my eyes were still on Liz. She was still bent double over the side of the boat; little moans telling me her climax had not completely run its course and she was giving it time to do so. Her vulva was still spread open, her vagina a visible dark void. There was something about it that screamed 'well fucked'. That combined with her incredibly cute butt just screamed erotica.
More erotic was the thought that I might flip her over the side into the water. I imagined the little scream as she lost contact with the boat, entering the water head first. And maybe the real erotic thought was of her being stripped completely of her stinger suit as she entered the water. Why that was erotic when she was already stripped down to reveal anything erogenous, I can't say. But it was.
But, while aroused by the thought, I resisted implementing it. Mainly because, as much as the risk of stingers this far out was remote, her landing on one would really spoil the mood. And maybe, just maybe, because she might not appreciate the joke; although, knowing her I suspected that wasn't really an issue.
My attention was brought back to Eve as she brushed her arse back and forwards across my cock, indicating she was in position and it was time I pushed my cock into her. Unlike Liz, who had bent herself double over the side of the boat, Eve was only bent at 90 degrees, more supporting herself on the gunnel than bent over it.
As I penetrated her receptive vagina and enjoyed the sensation of my erection slipping effortlessly into it, I shuffled her back from the edge of the gunnel a bit to let me get my hand around her thigh to finger her already very wet clit as I banged at her.
I slipped my other hand up her flank until it was level with her breast, sliding it under her to let me cup the breast and tweak her nipple.
If, as much as I'd enjoyed it, I'd been holding back a bit with Liz, I intended to fully enjoy my banging of Eve, but still wanted to make sure I got her to an orgasm before mine.
Bending over her back a bit and tucking myself under her, to fully meld our sexual engagement, I started slowly thrusting. Without being bent as deeply as Liz had been, Eve's vagina didn't seem to have to twists and kinks that Liz's provocatively had, but that wasn't to say it didn't feel fantastic.
The initial slow thrusting accelerated to a steady medium pace; letting me enjoy the sex without immediately boiling over. Well, at least not boiling over into an orgasm. Frankly banging at two women while I was dressed in a full neoprene steamer, even if it is only 2 mm, raises a whole different sort of boiling; as in getting very hot and sweaty.
Eve was signalling her enjoyment of it too. Whether it was my banging of her, the clit stimulation or the breasts tweaking, I wasn't sure -- and certainly would have liked to know --but was pleased to see the result just the same.
As Eve came, I really let it rip, speeding up my thrusts until, with a grunt and groan of my own, I very enjoyably filled her with my cum.
I sort of lost track of what Liz was up to as I banged away at Eve. I'd noticed her eventually disappear from her bent over the gunnel position and figured she'd be somewhere behind me, probably getting randy again watching me have sex with Eve.
I was mostly right. She'd pulled her stinger suit back on, but when, as I withdrew from Eve and stood up, I soon had her pushed against my back with a hand around my waist fondling my half flaccid manhood, it was clear the randiness was there. I turned in her arms, embracing her face to face...
"I think we'd better get some diving down or we won't get enough done today. Who is going to do the first dive with me?"
"Can't we both go?"
"You can, and we have enough air tanks for that. But I'm going to be down for a fair while and it's likely you'll get cold before I'm finished. That's why I thought you'd take turns"
"What about if we start together, get the hang of things, then one of us surfaces to start the rotation?"
"Sure, if that's what you'd like. Who's going to surface first?"
Liz looked at Eve...
"Paper, scissors, rock?"
Eve nodded her assent and held up her fist in readiness. Liz won the game but called for Eve to go first. Go figure?



Our job underwater entailed a few processes. One was photographing the reef grid by grid to enable me to monitor reef growth or regression. At the same time we had to take temperature readings and water samples from different parts of the gridded area. After checking they were doing it in a way that was consistent with my usual process -- to ensure the readings could be compared with earlier and later ones -- I left the girls to the temperature and water collection process while I took the photographs.
After about fifteen minutes, Liz surfaced, then, as agreed, joined us a half hour after that to take Eve's place.
My main constraint was the air supply. But the dive was fairly shallow and I had a good breathing technique and, with the wetsuit, was reasonably impervious to any sense of getting cold. So I tended to budget about a one and a half hour dive window. Two of those would usually be enough to cover this grid area, with a half hour break between dives which I'd use to transfer data, have a snack and change tanks. But there were another three areas to be done. Whether I could cover two grid areas in a day depended on the weather and how smoothly thing went.
For today, with the girls as reasonably inexperienced helpers, I was really only budgeting on doing one grid area.
At the end of the first session, I surfaced with Liz to find Eve relaxing in the boat dressed in nothing more than a small pair of bikini pants. She helped us aboard, taking our fins and tanks to make it easier for us to climb the ladder.
Normally what I wear between dives is no big deal. If the day isn't too hot, I just peel my wetsuit down to my waist. But in the tropics in summer, sitting around under the sun, with no wind and with a damp wetsuit on -- even a thin one -- is like giving your balls a steam bath. So not a great idea and certainly not comfortable.
So I use my surfer's change towel/ poncho to strip off my wetsuit and put on a pair of board shorts.
The girls being on board changed the narrative somewhat.
I'd die of heatstroke if they tied to instigate sex again with me still wearing it at this time of the day, so I went straight into stripping it off as soon as I got aboard. And under the new regime that they'd imposed on me, I slipped on a pair of the racing briefs they'd bought me instead of board shorts. I'd deliberately brought the black ones, thinking they might not have been as sexually provocative to them as the red or blue ones.
Then, not allowing any distractions, I securely stored, tagged and logged the water samples and uploaded, the pictures and temperature records. Well, I did allow one distraction as Liz stripped out of her stinger suit to follow Eve in slipping on a pair of bikini pants.
The girls recognised my need to attend to these jobs, so entertained themselves with idle chat as they sat in the sun. But even as I'd gone about that work, I'd been contemplating what happens next.
To be honest, I'd guessed that the girls would probably want sex on the boat at some stage. There was little doubt the novelty would appeal to them and they could moan their hearts out without worrying about the neighbours hearing it. It was part of why I'd only planned for working on one site today. But I thought it was more likely to be at the end of the day.
They'd caught me by surprise with their wetsuit fetish and the sex before we went diving. And I detected that had not come close to satisfying their sexual intentions for the day. Clearly this had been planned by them as a fuck feast and I pondered what I should do if they came onto me as we shared our snack. While the day was not intended to be a hurried one, I sort of preferred they didn't. It's where being in a polygamous relationship makes it somewhat more complex. A quickie with one of them might have been almost attractive, but when dealing with two I'd found it very hard for it not to turn into a prolonged, multi-orgasm orgy. And for some reason, that probably discloses a conservative, maybe even OCD approach to these things, I'd prefer that to wait until the end of the day.
I got the snack box and a couple of drinks out of the fridge and went and sat on the elevated tank rack stand next to -- but not too close to -- Eve. Liz was sitting on the side of the boat facing us both. I placed the snack box between Eve and myself, but having made her selection from the fruit in the box, she bent over my lap to move the box to the other side of me and slid across so that our thighs were in full contact, then rested her hand half way up my thigh, all while continuing her discussion with Liz about the fish she'd seen down there as if nothing had happened.
Predictably, even as we continued to talk about the dive, her hand edged up my thigh until the back of her fingers were in contact with my balls and the base of my manhood. Just as predictably, she started moving her fingers to stroke my shaft and she got a reaction.
The truth was, it had already been primed by the sight of Liz sitting opposite me. Her naked breasts were alluring enough by themselves. But she was sitting with her legs wide apart and the way she sat, elevated on the higher gunnel of the boat and only the back half of her actually sitting on it, displayed the thick lips of her pronounced mons bulge, with her bikini pants drawn into a shallow camel toe through it.
So it took very little from Eve to generate the full, hard boner, stretching out the material of the racing briefs well over the waistband in exactly the way the girls found such a turn on.
The conversation, eating and drinking (only of chilled water least there be any doubt) continued through all of this as if nothing had happened, although I was aware that Liz's gaze rarely left my erection. I had to turn my head 90 degrees to see what Eve was focused on, but every time I turned to talk directly to her it suggested the same focus as Liz's
It wasn't as though I was bent over double trying to hide it. I was in, what might be called, an open posture; leaning back against the low bulkhead that ran down the centre of the tank rack, desperately trying to act as if nothing was out of the ordinary.
But at that point, I still thought we could finish our snack and have another dive before the orgy started; what was happening being nothing more than a teasing interlude.
I started to doubt that judgement when I noticed Liz showing increasingly obvious signs of very strong arousal. Her nipples were jutting out, as hard and fully extended as cut off telegraph poles. More than that, the tightly fitted narrow gusset of her bikini pants showed her labia widely spread, enough that the left outer one had escaped from the leg seam, and was getting very damp; one might even say wet.
I glanced sideways to Eve to see her nipples were also fully extended.
I'm not going to pretend I'm an expert on women. Two serious previous relationships doesn't make you that. But I was once again taken aback by the sexual drive of these two girls. It was beyond anything that I'd experienced. They might have been virgins two weeks ago, but what they'd told me indicated sex had been an almost obsessive focus of their attention for quite some time. It seemed now they had access to it, their demand for it was nearly insatiable.
I wondered if this was a short term thing, something they would get over; although the stories of their mothers' attitude to sex indicated that might be more a subtle matter of degree than an absolute difference.
Even though a pool of pre-cum had penetrated my racing briefs and was sitting revealingly on the tip of the Lycra sheath over my erection, and I felt a certain degree of sexual desire myself, I took one last shot at getting the reason for our trip back out back on the road...
"Well, should we get ready for our second dive?"
Liz didn't beat around the bush. She moved across and sat on my lap facing inward, using her hand to bend my erection down so she was sitting with that pushing up through her open damp crease...
"What about some sex first?"
"I thought you might like to wait until we had time to really satisfy you both at the end of the diving."
"You could give each of us a quickie now and we could still satisfy us to our hearts content later."
"I thought quickies usually end up being for the benefit of guys, not of women."
"Maybe, and maybe that's OK in these circumstances. Maybe I can just lie back and think of what will follow later while you have a good fuck of me now."
"And what is Eve going to do as we do that?"
Eve chipped in...
"Watch, help you quickly refract, then lie back and get fucked by you too."
Liz was already rubbing her clit by moving back and forwards on the tip of the erection she was sitting on. Really, the die was already cast.
I grinned at her in friendly submission...
"OK, anything for you girls."
Liz got off me, took my hand and led me forward of the tank rack where there was more room. She dropped her bikini pants and lay down on the carpeted floor as I dropped my swim briefs. I looked down at Liz as she lay, legs splayed widely, her hips elevated and rocking as she teased me with the sight of her aroused vulva and openly receptive vagina.
I'd decided I was going to take her at her word; otherwise we'd be here all day. I was going to fuck her in a way that would bring me to a good fast climax. I'd try to do what I could to stimulate her too; but it wasn't going to be my top priority and in the missionary position it would be dodgy whatever I tried.
I knelt between her legs and eased myself down onto her, bring the tip of my erection up into her crease. A single surge of it let it locate her waiting vagina and bring it into a shallow penetration of her. I pushed it gently in, finding a warm wet, receptive void which offered not the slightest resistance to my full penetration of her.
Even if I was inclined to worry more about my own climax than hers, it is impossible to make love to Liz without being viscerally aware I was making love to a stunning beautifully woman for whom I had strong feelings. I nuzzled her cheek and gently bit her neck before presenting my lips to hers for a kiss; one she turned into a deep lasting kiss as I started thrusting into her body. Supporting my body just over hers, I made sure my chest moved against her hardened nipples. I could feel them bend over to my movements.
And I dipped my hips a bit to let me thrust upwardly to just maybe stimulate her g spot. But I also on full penetration circled the very base of my shaft around the firm opening to her vagina. I did it because it gave me a rush of pleasure, but hoped I was also somehow grinding my pubis against her clit. These are the things a guy doesn't really know. And even if he has an answer for one woman, it doesn't necessarily apply to any other.
As I kissed her, she softly moaned into my mouth. Something was working. But it was working for me too and for once, if I was holding back at all, it was to extend my pleasure, not ensure hers.
It was sex at its most conventional; just a good old fashioned root, and a quickie at that. From the first thrusts, every movement of my shaft generated little tendrils of pleasure that bathed my shaft in ecstatic sensations and shared those sensations with my brain. My erection, responding to its erotic circumstances, felt completely full and hard, its skin stretched as it filled Liz's vagina with its length and thickness and conveyed back to me its enjoyment of the moment and the beautiful woman's body in which it found itself.
From the outset, I sensed -- indeed delighted in - a slow and continuous build to my climax. Those tendrils of pleasure were becoming more constant and lasting. They were joining up to make my erection a singular radiating source of erotic contentment.
I hummed into Liz's mouth with each delightful thrust; reciprocating her own moans.
It was too late the change the outcome. My climax had reached the stage where I crossed the bridge and there was no stopping it. As that first ecstatic pulse accompanied the rush of cum up my shaft, I lifted my head skywards and let out an almighty groan, suddenly pumping Liz's body for all it was worth. To my surprise, that somehow triggered her too and she squirmed under me as she went through the throes of her own climax and her vagina pummelled my still hard manhood.
As our bodies returned to their pre-climatic state, I just stayed there on top of Liz, not yet ready to withdraw my erection from her, at least until I sensed Eve's feet near my head and heard her sensual voice question...
"Well, if we're going to get the next dive in, shouldn't you roll off Liz so I can get my turn going?"
I didn't even look up. She was right. I simply rolled off Liz, my erection being dragged from her vagina in the process, still firm enough to slap down on my stomach with something of a thud. Immediately Eve, now completely naked, stepped over me to stand straddling my hips.
As she had done before when encouraging a quick refraction, she sat down on my cock; her crease straddling it. It still had enough firmness that as she slid back and forwards along it, it didn't flop back and forwards under her. It stayed pointing at my navel.
All I can say about this technique of Eve's is that it works rather well. It was clear she was already highly aroused before she sat on me -- probably from watching as Liz got banged before her. It was also clear her clit is a big beneficiary from her actions. If she doesn't reach a climax before she gets me fully refracted, she'll get one soon enough after I start on her; something which helps me refract by taking away any anxiety I feel about satisfying her.
But all that is dodging the more male reptilian aspects of the process. I'm lying back passively watching as this stunningly attractive, sexually charged woman is dancing around on my hips. Her positively erotic breasts are swaying provocatively with every movement, her gorgeous face is smiling knowingly down at me, her long blonde hair is flicking around like she's shooting a shampoo commercial and all while her wet slippery crease is teasing up my manhood.
In this case, she came before she'd got a full erection out of me. As she came, she quickly lifted up her hips, tilted my by now reasonably firm erection up and had me penetrate her, immediately lying down on top of me and rolling us over, leaving me on top. As I felt her contraction bear down on my shaft, it brought it to the full hard erection she'd been working for.
That meant I now had but one job; to give myself the best orgasm I could.
Whatever hesitancy had existed in the first days of my physical relationship with the girls -- as their virginal vaginas had adapted to penetration and left them with a stretched feeling -- had long since passed. Maybe consistent with their powerful libidos and increasing array of fetishes, they seemed to like their sex delivered with a passion; sometimes more than I was used to giving.
But in this case, that was exactly what Eve was getting. After moving my legs to the outside of hers, to close up her crotch and tighten up her grip on me, I lifted myself on upstretched arms. That let me strengthen my arousal by being able to look down on her body -- and particularly her breasts -- as I fucked her. Then, after just a couple of start-up thrusts, I went at it with a will.
It was, as it always is with the girls, a delight. I was grunting like crazy as I pounded her; pushing my shaft into full penetration each time to get that fantastic feeling of the base of my cock levering momentarily against the hard opening of her vagina.
But after what must have been about five minutes of highly enjoyable and very erotic sex, I realised I wasn't getting any closer to a climax.
I tried staying on full penetration and working and circling the base of my shaft against her vaginal opening to try and increase my stimulation.
All that did was trigger another climax in Eve as my pubis worked against her clit.
Finally, just as I was contemplating faking it, I bent down to her ear and whispered...
"Grip me tighter."
She gripped me tighter alright; almost crushingly so. But that did it. Returning to full length thrusts, my grunts turned to moans and I quickly could feel myself brewing up in a really nice way. I just sensed that, with all the thrusting that had proceeded it, this was going to be a monster.
It was too. That first pulse had me cry out almost deafeningly. A prolonged, almost mournful, moan of unbounding pleasure.
Completely by instinct, I found myself hammering frantically away at Eve and moaning like crazy as pulse after pulse of pure ecstatic pleasure wracked my body. When, after much longer than usual, it finally stopped, I feel exhausted over Eve's body, only to have shuddering waves of after climaxes cause me to go into a sort of spasm on top of her as I felt compelled to deliver a few more thrusts into her.
With not even the strength to any longer do anything other than let my full weight bear down on Eve, I rolled myself off next to her still panting like a marathon runner; laid out flat on the cockpit floor, a full erection still bisecting my lower torso.
Liz, still naked, bent over me...
"You seemed to enjoy that. Aren't you glad you surrendered to my suggestion?"
"Yes, but I'm not sure I've got any energy left for a dive."
"You'll recover. You always do. I think there's something about having a couple of naked women prancing around you that generates its own energy source."
She was probably right. That and the need to take the rest of the readings to keep my thesis on track. I offered her up a hand and she grabbed to help me to my feet.
We did the dive, but the girls weren't finished with me yet.
Certainly the time it took to do the second dive revived any shortage of energy that I might have felt immediately after I emptied my balls into Eve. I'd like to be in a position to make some knowledgeable pronouncement about how post sex exhaustion is a very temporary thing that nature somehow imposes for some good biological reason; but frankly, I've never before had sex as often or as intensely as I am with the girls.
With my two previous girlfriends, sex three times a week would be regarded as a good week. And since most of my energy would be directed to achieving their climax, and a good fast pounding was definitely not the way to do that, it was definitely not the body draining sex I'm having with the girls. As to once they had their climax? Well, quite often I wouldn't even be able to get into position for me to really give myself some pleasure before I'd go off in a sort of damp squid climax. And even if there was time, I didn't dare give them the sort of hard, rapid pounding the girls seem to actually get off on.
But, yes, by the end of the dive, my energy level had been restored.
As to my libido, in a way, that was a different question. I wasn't lacking in the erection department. I'd had several boners stretch out my wetsuit as I'd watched the girls prance around near me underwater in the transparent stinger suits. I could get it up OK.
But if a few weeks ago I'd thought the male desire for sex was unlimited, I was having to revise that opinion. At a higher intellectual level, something in my brain was saying that, really, I'd had enough for one day. Of course, being a male, there's a second voice enters the discussion. When flaccid, my cock tends to be reasonably silent on the issue. Once it has gone to a full hard boner, it speaks up. And whatever the brain might be saying, the message of the boner is always the same; to put it crudely, because that is the language of the boner, "let me at her; I'll do her."
Before we got out of the water I resigned myself to it being a girl led decision as to whether we packed up and motored home or we settled down for the orgy that I'd always sensed the girls had intended. It was possible they'd decide they'd had enough, but what Liz had said during the break made me doubt that.



But what was clear was that I had to get out of my wetsuit quick smart. Whatever fetish the girls might have about latex and neoprene, as I said before, I'd die of heat exhaustion if I had to perform at this time of a hot day still in my wetsuit -- even if it was wet.
As soon as we boarded the boat, while Liz and Eve secured the gear, I stripped out of my wetsuit, putting on -- because, whatever outcome I might have been targeting I knew I'd be expected to -- the black swim briefs.
The lack of a shirt to accompany it was simply because it was too hot and with the full length shade cover the boat had, not obligatory for sun protection.
I stood there watching the girls finishing up the job of giving the gear an initial fresh water wash, then securing it in place. Liz, having surfaced earlier was back in her bikini briefs. Eve was still in her wet, and therefore essentially transparent, stinger suit. Even though Liz was more naked, there was something that erotically drew the eye to Eve and her transparent suit.
She had flipped the hood off her head, releasing her long blonde hair to cascade down her back. The way the nipples poked out on high beam and the colour of them showed through the material was probably a good start as to why they drew the eye. And the sight of that subtle little camel toe running through her crotch helped a lot too. I can't deny it had an effect on me, even if it didn't manifest itself in an erection.
As they finished and turned towards me, I asked...
"Right. Ready to go home?"
Eve walked up to me and cupped my balls, drawing the inevitable physical reaction that will have; more so when it has already been primed by the visual delight of the girls...
"I thought we were going to do some fooling around first."
So much for thinking I could skip the sex.
With an erection already filling Eve's hand, it was pointless resisting. In any case, encouraged by the silent voice of my erection, I was already thinking about the erotic thoughts I'd had earlier of stripping Liz out of her stinger suit. Admittedly, that was of having her fall head first into the water and losing the already half off suit due to water pressure. Peeling Eve's off might not be quite the same, but it was right in front of me.
I pulled down the zipper running down the front of the suit all the way to her navel as I teasingly asked...
"What fooling around?"
For a moment, it felt like I was the hero in a James Bond movie as he peels a wet suit off his romantic lead. The stretchy suit sprung to the side, revealing the inner half of both her breasts and the deep line of cleavage between them; her projecting nipples caught in the wet material and momentarily preventing their exposure.
That is where the movie scene is cut, leaving the rest to the imagination. I was going to be able to fill in the gap that left.
I opened out the front of the suit further, leaving her breasts fully exposed and framed by the suit which now ran down the outside of them.
As I brushed my hands across her projecting nipples, Eve, who had previously stood in silence, finally replied...
"I think you've got the idea."
Eve's hand was circling my still swimwear sheathed, fully formed erection, jerking it lightly. I pulled the suit off her shoulders and peeled it down her body until it was bunched on her thighs except for where the sleeve of the arm holding my cock was bunched at her wrist.
I had already determined I was going to try a sex position I'd never done before, but had always wanted to, at least while I pleasured the girls anyway.
Eve released my cock, and I released her arm from the bunched up material, as I bent over and guided her to lie on the carpeted floor of the cockpit. I separated her legs as much as the bunched suit around her thighs would permit and knelt between them.
Then lifting her legs up vertically, I stripped her of the stinger suit, leaving her naked. While leaving her naked is quite a pleasure, the whole process didn't quite have the sexual frission that I had imagined might have arisen from letting a drop into the water strip Liz. But that is probably more the power of the imagination than anything else.
In any case, lifting her legs vertically was the first step in my penetration of her.
Lifting her higher, with her butt off the ground, and hooking her lower legs over my shoulder, I adjusted the height of her hips, now resting against the front of my torso, so that her vagina was at the height of the base of my cock.
Bending my erection down, I penetrated her. As I pushed in fully in, I felt my cock bent down by the angle of her body.
I'd read this was meant to be a great way to stimulate their g spot.
I withdrew my cock to about the depth I thought her g spot was, then thrust my hips back and forwards, just enough to move it against her vaginal wall in the area I thought would be most sensitive; looking for signs it was having the effect I wanted on her.
At first I thought it wasn't working, so extended the range of my thrusting. But when she gave a little moan -- whether of pleasure or that initial discomfort that g spot stimulation can cause wasn't clear - and twisted and tightened her hips against me, I figured I'd found the spot.
I ramped up my thrusting to a steady moderate pace; trying to work around that same depth of penetration to, let's call it, stay on target.
It was an interesting -- and rather erotic - way to have sex. I could look down and see my shaft disappearing into her vagina and come back out again, glistening with her juices.
It was also having its intended effect. Between Eve's moans and breathing, I could tell she was soon building to an orgasm; more so as her hips started quivering. When she came, it wasn't just the extended moan that attested to it being a good one for her. As she tightened her thighs and pelvic floor against me, her hips did what you could almost call a dance against me and around the cock I still had buried in her. Maybe it was the equivalent for this position of the hip lifting and swaying that they do when I finger them; but I could feel different muscles in her thighs tighten and release as she lifted her hips up and down and circled it around my now deeply buried erection, all as her contractions pummelled my manhood and she moaned like crazy.
When what seemed like a very long orgasm finally burnt itself out, I eased her hips back down onto the floor of the boat, letting my erection pull itself from her as she did.
I turned around to where Liz was resting against the rack for the tanks. As I caught her eye, she exclaimed with a smile...
"I want what she just had."
Taking a step to the side on my knees to open up a space in front of me alongside Eve, I replied...
"Well, you better present yourself for it then."
Liz came and stood in front of me, her feet placed next to where Eve's hips rested in post orgasmic bliss. The crotch of her bikini pants were wet to the point of being translucent and her nipples pushed out into jutting edifices. Being a silent watcher of what I'd just one to Eve had clearly had an effect on her.
After running my fingers through her crease for a moment, feeling up her firm clit as I did so, I pulled down her pants before guiding her to lie on the floor with her legs either side of me.
Then it was a case of once again, lifting her legs up and hitching her knees over my shoulder as I shuffled forward to close any gap that created. As I looked down at her over elevated crotch, the sight that was presented to me was of one very aroused woman.
Her labia were swollen and spread wide open, her crease was so wet it was almost like a pool of juices was forming in her elevated vulva, her bud firm and prominent at the front of her crease and her vagina a dark open hole, obviously well and truly ready to receive what I was about to present to it.
I lowered her hips enough to let me penetrate her, then, as I had with Eve, took some slow initial thrusts to ensure I was getting the right depth of penetration.
Liz came much faster than Eve, but much more powerfully too; nearly pushing me over with her twisting and turning through the early stages of her orgasm and groaning and moaning loud enough that you had to wonder whether she might have been heard on the fishing boat anchored several K's away.
Now came the hard part. Withdrawing and repositioning for my own climax raised the question of who'd take my cum shot and the possibility that itself would turn into an ongoing, turn taking orgy. I needed to cum, if I was going to at all, while making it look like I was just finishing my fucking of Liz. And as much as I might have been somewhat sexed out for the day, when you've got a big hard erection and have been plunging it into the vaginas of a pair of stunningly attractive girls for the last fifteen minutes, to walk away from getting a cum shot seems like an unattractive idea.
But as good as it is for the girls, the current positioning, as much as it was delightful and erotic, just wasn't doing it for me. I just felt the need to get back to the missionary position that gives me the best orgasms. But without withdrawing.
In a way, Liz's orgasmic squirming helped me. I didn't want to give her carpet burns by pushing her, but as she squirmed about, I did get her to move backwards a bit. I supplemented that by walking on my knees backwards; slowly flattening out the triangle that opened between us; the peak of which was where our hips met for my penetration of her.
Once it was flattened enough to let me put a palm on the floor, it was easy enough for me to finish the process without putting too much strain on either of our bodies.
But it did end up in what was another new sex position for me; well, I suppose it has to be new for Liz too. Liz now had her legs folded back; her knees approximately next to her breasts where they folded again over my shoulder, like a bit of origami. I was aware of the position, remembering it being frequently used on a Netflix series, but hadn't tried it on either of my previous girlfriends because it looked a bit -- either extreme or uncomfortable or both.
It certainly gave me a deep penetration of her. And since Liz wasn't complaining or showing any signs of discomfort and I just needed a few minutes to finish this sex by blowing my load into her, I decided to leave well enough alone.
As I supported myself on my arms placed outside her folded back legs, with my elbow at her shoulder and hands by her head, Liz in turn placed her hands on my upper thighs using them to jerk my body up in what I took to be a move to maximise my penetration of her. With my lower body weight supported by my knees being placed outside Liz's hips, I had a very free movement and could easily respond to her encouragement. Her relaxation with the pose seemed affirmed when, with a smile, she said...
"This is an interesting position. Have you been reading too many books?"
"Only the same ones you have."
The way her legs were folded back over her chest also caused her hips to roll up into a slightly elevated position, turning her vulva upwards too. Even more than the elevated position I'd just eased her down from, this presentation allowed for an incredibly deep penetration of her; I could almost feel the top of my erection touching her cervix. But with my pubis square on to her vulva I also suspected an over enthuastic pounding of her could well result in my balls being crushed.
I withdrew a bit and gave her a thrust. It felt fantastic; especially as I could push in so deep. But I also sensed that this too was a position that raked the top of my erection, and very likely the shaft that followed it, across her g spot. And that on full penetration her clit was very likely brushed up against my pubis adjacent to the base of my shaft.
Maybe that's why the Netflix series made such point of that position.
The clit contact was confirmed as, while holding momentarily on full penetration, Liz used the hands she had on my thighs to pin me there as she squirmed herself against me, letting out more than a little hum of pleasure as she did it.
I withdrew again, even though I sensed Liz wasn't yet finished with brushing her clit on my pubis. But her hands then enthuastically encouraged the next thrust.
I started up a steady thrusting pattern; not that fast, but certainly rhythmic, allowing a moment of clit stimulation against my pubis as I sort of over penetrated her at the peak of each thrust, riding my pubis up over her clit each time.
I was enjoying it. But a combination of Liz only gripping me loosely and way too many ejaculations already that morning meant I was far from brewing up.
I was thinking of asking her to grip me more tightly when it became clear it was Liz's intention to take control of proceedings. Her hands were now controlling the rhythm of my thrusts. She hadn't changed it much from the one I'd started with; but she pulled me into her with a firmness and made sure she got the full benefit of the clit stimulation on full penetration, even to the extent of rolling her own hips to do that.
Taking full advantage of our water borne isolation, she was also starting to moan quite loudly; way louder and more uninhibited than she would in our unit.
This wasn't what I'd intended. It was just meant to be a relatively quick dumping of a load into her to finish this round of group sex. If Liz enjoyed this too much, Eve may well want another turn.
And yet, as much as I was tempted to ask her to grip tighter and then just pound her to a climax of my own, I couldn't bring myself to do it. I love seeing the girls get so much enjoyment out of sex and the effect it has on them afterwards.
Her climax was accompanied by what might best be described as a squeal of pleasure; one that rolled on as her orgasm continued and was accompanied by what felt to me like copious squirting.
As if acknowledging it was my turn, I felt her grip me way more tightly as her hands encouraged me to rapidly thrust, even as her orgasm continued. The grip changed everything. She was still moaning as my balls boiled over and I let out my own ear deafening groan as an incredible burst of pleasure accompanied that first pulse of cum rushing up my shaft and the half dozen that followed it, leaving me moaning into the carpet next to Liz's ear.
I waited about a minute, enjoying the feeling of my still firm erection resting in Liz's vagina, before I withdrew and stood up. I wanted to get us stated on the trip back home and forestall any attempt by Eve to seek her turn at what had obviously been a novel and intense sexual experience for Liz. No doubt it would come later, but for the moment I was feeling a bit sexed out; something I could never have imagined myself as thinking before I took up with the girls.
Picking up my swim briefs with one hand, I offered the other to Liz to help her up too. As soon as she was on her feet, I slipped the swim briefs back on; tucking a very wet and sticky, but persistent, half erection back into them; giving the impression of a very well hung man as the projection dangled in its lycra sheath between my legs.
I had deliberately avoided eye contact with Eve, who I knew was just behind me. But as I finished putting my swim briefs on, I turned to her...
"Well, time to head for home. Would you like to raise the anchor?"
She was staring down at my encased half erection...
"Are you sure you wouldn't like to stay a little longer?"
I leaned towards to give her a quick kiss on the cheeks, before replying...
"I think I've given all I can give for the time being."
Without really waiting for a response, I turned the key to start the engines, closing out the issue. Eve didn't push the point any further and took herself up to the bow to raise the anchor; leaving me somewhat distracted by her near naked body as I followed her signals to manoeuvre the boat to assist with bringing the anchor up.
Having put her bikini pants back on, and predictably awash with the endorphins that climaxes seem to flood the girls with, Liz came and sat sideways on my lap; her naked breasts now across my line of vision and, as we started to move forward, bouncing to the waves.
Coming back from the foredeck, Eve stood to the other side of me, putting her arm around my shoulder and now leaving me with two sets of breasts bouncing in my field of vision as I accelerated the boat towards home. We were less than a third of the way back before I had a full on boner again, but because Liz had sat with my original half mongrel under her, this one had extended out under her upper thigh as she sat on me. I was fairly sure it was curved up into her crease; but as long as she was willing to ignore it, so was I.
Half way home, if only to let the blood back into my legs from Liz sitting on them, I offered the girls a chance to drive the rest of the way, standing to the side of them and hanging onto their chair. I could see Eve eyeing off the erection that Liz sitting on me had given me, but she left it at that.
Fortunately, by the time we got back to the boat ramp, it had settled down; and the girls had put their bikini tops on.
As I was about to get into the car to take the boat back to the Uni, while the girls went more directly home, Eve bent into the car and pulled my old wetsuit from the back seat. Holding it up, she asked...
"Would you mind if I made some alterations to this to improve your piss flap?"
The look on her face told me she'd deliberately chosen a slightly giggle worthy name for it. While the request caught me completely off guard, it wasn't hard to quickly guess what way she was heading...
"Will the result be something I can wear in public, or only in front of you guys?"
Eve gave me a very cheeky grin...
"Hmmm. Probably only in front of us or whatever other tart you future might hold."
I only had to ponder for a second. It was old, I already had a new replacement and most of its remaining life was going to be used while the girls helped me with the diving trips. Clearly the girls had a bit of a fetish about neoprene and latex -- along with more than a few other things -- it seemed unadventurous not to see where they'd take this...
"OK."
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I've never been one who could lie in bed for very long after I've woken up. I wake at around 6 and, as much as I might try and go back to sleep, I can't.
By 6.20 I'm up.
That's not the only thing that's up. I suppose like most guys, I always wake up with a morning glory; one that is in far less of a hurry to go down than I'm in to get up. In the past, maybe that was because I encouraged it; thinking erotic thoughts as I lay in bed usually meant it was still there when I got up. It was nice.
In the days I wore board shorts around the house, putting them on as I got dressed would generally be the end of the glory. Even light, stretchy boardies aren't really designed for full erections. On the whole, they don't stretch enough to accommodate it, so you usually either end up with an erection poking up out of the waistband or a very uncomfortable bending of the erection to the side to keep it in the pants. And even with those that can stretch just enough to accommodate one in the vertical position, there is nothing they themselves generate by way of feelings to contribute to sustaining an erection.
I have to say, since the girls instigated a rather intense sexual relationship with me, the morning erections are, if anything, stronger and more persistent. I don't really have to go to any effort to sustain it; rather it is almost impossible not to think about the sex we've had over the prior few days and that of itself will induce a raging boner.
But the other change that they've instigated has also considerably lengthened the persistence of it once I've gotten up. Putting on a pair of racing briefs and tucking an erection into that is a whole different experience. One that, for all of my reticence of being in such garments in public, actually makes me feel that I've missed out on something until now.
You sort of stretch up the garment to bring it over the top of the erection before letting the waistband settle back to its normal low waisted position. The result is a tightly sheathed erection poking up over the waistband and that tight sheathing, of itself creates quite a sexual frission in my cock. Sometimes -- well actually pretty often in the mornings now - I've even put my hand down the front and bent my erection closer to the horizontal. It just feels nice and is visually interesting.
You can even use it to close cutlery and plate draws as I'm going about getting my morning cereal out.
And, I'll admit, I'm often tempted to wrap my hand around it and give it a jerk or two. The result is strong enough to cause enough of a shudder of sexual excitement to momentarily bend me over as I enjoy it; way more than the effect of giving a quick jerk to a naked shaft.
Of course, none of this is intended for public viewing; even by the girls. Sure, they themselves will often induce an erection in the racing briefs they now make me -- let's say, strongly encourage me - to wear. But I certainly don't bend it down, jerk it or use it to close draws in their presence.
Unless that is, I don't know that they are there.
Liz caught me the day after the first dive trip.
Completely focused on getting my breakfast ready, I didn't notice her sitting in the lounge part of our unit's open plan living area. I'd had my hand down the pants, bending my cock down as I left my room, gave it a bit of a very pleasant hand jerk, accompanied by a very satisfying intake of breath and momentarily bending over as the pleasure of it wracked my body, used it to close both cutlery and plate draws, supported the weight of the milk bottle on it as I returned it to the fridge and then gave it another jerk.
It was only as I turned to go down to the lounge area to eat it I saw her sitting there staring at me, dressed in nothing more than a string sided bikini bottom. Immediately she stood up and walked towards me, taking the bowl of cereal and putting it back on the kitchen bench...
"Having some trouble with a persistent erection are you. You know I can fix that very quickly."
She already had her hand wrapped around my sheathed erection. I grinned at her...
"It will settle down soon enough (although with her naked breasts right under my eyes, that statement was questionable). You don't have to."
"What if I want to? Wouldn't you like a no obligation blow job?"
"What do you mean no obligation?"
"It means you don't have to eat me out afterwards. I can see you've already got your breakfast for that."
I looked at her. She had that stare that was both pure innocence and completely lustful all at the same time. When I didn't immediately answer she simply went...
"Good, I'll take that as a yes."
Still circling my erection, she slid down my body as she went down to her knees. Then she unsheathed my erection, tucking the waistband under my balls.
The first full length lick she took of my erection was delightful, the first time she slid the length of its hard surface between her moist lips even better. I couldn't help it, my legs quivered as I let out a not very quiet moan.
That was simply the foreplay before she really went to town on it. She pushed it into and out of her mouth in a continuous, fairly rapid sequence. It wasn't just her lips caressing it, I could feel her warm, wet tongue almost wrap itself around it as it slid past before the tip was compressed at the back of the throat.
How or why she was willing and able to push it in that far I'll never know.
I was certainly not willing to put my hands on the back of her head as if I was pushing her onto it. Instead I just dropped them down to where her breasts could rub themselves against my palms; quite enjoying the feeling of her hard nipples bending up and down against them.
Twice, almost like she was coming up for air, she'd pulled my erection out and lick it vigorously, before thrusting it back into her mouth.
It was almost too much. I've always found my morning erections fairly fragile on those occasions a girlfriend has instigated morning sex. Fragile in the sense of premature ejaculations. This was showing evidence of being no different. It didn't seem that long before I announced...
"I'm close to coming."
Liz took my erection out and looked up at me...
"Do you want it swallowed or sprayed?"
As I hesitated for a moment, she continued...
"I'll bet at heart you're a spraying man."
She put it back in her mouth. If her taking it out as she spoke to me provided a temporary reprieve, it was very temporary...
"It's happening."
She took my erection out of her mouth and started licking it vigorously. I looked down. Groaning my pleasure, I watched the first rope of it splatter all over her mouth; splashing up onto her nose as well. Then she bent my erection down, causing the following ropes to spray all over her breasts as she swung it from side to side. I hadn't really noticed until the first time the girls gave me head what a volume of cum I ejected. It was all over her, a thick, milky fluid, slowly running down her face and chest.
She licked my still firm cock clean and tucked it back into the racing briefs; leaving a thick, still unyielding shaft laying off to the side...
"There. That fixed it."
"Is this going to be a regular morning service?"
I immediately regretted asking that question; one that I'd intended only as a joke. The fact was, I always felt quite guilty about this sort of one sided sex; but nor did I want to create a precedent for what could easily turn into a morning threesome orgy every morning.
"That might depend on whether I'm up. But maybe sometimes I might decide to use it as a nice warm clit dildo on myself instead."
Liz licked up some cum that was running across her lips as she looked down at her breasts...
"God, a girl could drown in your cum. Do you always spray out so much? No wonder I have such a big pool of cum stain in my undies after you fuck me."
"I can't say I've ever measured it."
"Well, maybe that's what we need to do. Empty you into a cup and measure it."
Liz stood up, stood in front of me and turned her shoulders from side to side, wobbling her breasts under my nose...
"Is this the effect you like?"
I have to admit, there was something powerfully erotic about seeing her breasts and face covered in my cum -- in a very guilty sort of way. I had no easy answer for her question, so I flipped it...
"What about you? What do you think of giving a guy head and getting covered in his cum?"
"It depends on the guy. And so far that just means you. So what do I think of getting covered in your cum?..."
She hesitated a moment...
"I sort of like it. I like sucking your dick; maybe in the same way you like sucking my nipples. And I think getting covered in cum is amusing. In fact, I might take a photo of me before I wash it off. But I can swallow too you know."
That was an interesting way of looking at it; comparing giving head to sucking nipples. I don't know what it is that makes a guy so fascinated with sucking nipples, but I certainly am; especially the girls' highly erotic ones. But then I don't end up being covered in their bodily fluids as I do so. And as much as they moan in pleasure as I do it, nor do they quickly cum to that alone; even if they can have nipple orgasms. Which raises the other issue...
"What about me not reciprocating in giving you head?"
"You give us plenty of orgasms, including going down on us. I know you don't want the mornings to turn into a pre-work orgy, and if you fuck me, you're going to feel you have to fuck Eve too and suddenly you have an orgy. In this house, the orgasm gap goes the other way to normal, so I think I can give a bit of head without feeling bitter and twisted."
The cum was starting to get a bit of momentum running down from where it had landed. She obviously could feel the effect as she looked down at it. She picked her phone up from the kitchen bench and gave it to me...
"Here. Take the photos."
In a way it was a photo I didn't want on my phone, as at the same time, I did. There was something quite erotic about it. I mean, just a picture of her naked breasts was enough to be called erotic. Having them covered in my cum was at another level.
Once I took it, Liz disappeared into the bathroom to clean herself up.
But something in what happened that morning had a trigger for the girls. That evening, as we lay exhausted on the bed after finishing what I suppose you'd call a threesome orgy, Eve asked me...
"What would you think of us taking turns sleeping in your bed?"
It took a moment for my brain -- drained of any sustenance by all the blood that had to flow to my cock to maintain the erection the girls had induced in me for the last hour, interrupted briefly only as I refracted from three orgasms, and even at that moment in a full boner state encouraged by the hand Liz had wrapped around it -- to process the question.
The distraction of Eve's breasts after she had dramatically staged an exhausted collapse across my chest, leaving her breasts elevated above the rest of her body and right under my eyes with her nipples on a full jutting setting, certainly didn't help.
To date, the topic of shared beds had been raised but set aside by the accepted wisdom that, in this tropical climate where even a cover of a sheet was too hot, three people sharing a queen sized bed would be impractical. Turn taking hadn't arisen.
It gave Eve time to add...
"We promise, no threesome orgies. But maybe a nice morning quickie with the lucky girl would be Ok. You know, you finger us then fuck us. Something that doesn't take too long or use too much energy. After all, it's in the morning that you guys have your highest testosterone count and are at your randiest. Why waste randiness."
The girls had become sensitised to my concern about the timing of our threesomes and the word 'quickie' was starting to creep into their vocabulary. The thing was, having sex with one girl basically always meant having it with both of them. And given they seemed almost, well I suppose the word is insatiable, it was always a highly intense, exhausting and prolonged excersise. I like sex. Indeed, I love sex with them. But it meant there had to be a time and a place for it so that it could fit in our busy days.
And actually, what I really missed was the personal intimacy of one on one sex that just isn't the same in a threesome.
Had the girls not had identical University programs and were therefore never separated, I might have been able to approach it differently. But so far, the opportunity of getting them alone had been almost zilch; early morning encounters with my morning glory excepted.
My knowledge that I was also prone to premature -- well maybe that's too harsh, let's say earlier -- climaxes in the morning didn't matter where they were happy to just be fingered. It was where I had to spend a lot of time pleasuring them with my erection to get them to climax that it became an issue...
"If that suited you girls, yea, sure."
"Good. Liz and I have already worked it out, and it's my turn tonight."
Well, that might have been predictable had I had time to think about it. But at that moment, it caught me by surprise. Not an unpleasant one, but it just once again showed how the girls are always far ahead of me in planning these things. I just hope she didn't mind the sweat soaked sheets on my bed from our just finished orgy. I suppose they had an hour or two to dry before we retired for the night.
As we went to bed, Eve showered ahead of me and was lying there as I crossed the room to climb into my bed. At this time of year, there were no covers; just a sheet folded down the end of the bed in the unlikely event I got chilled during the night.
Eve was lying there naked. That was no surprise. I already was well aware the girls either slept naked or, at most, with a tiny pair of panties. With her hands behind her head in an 'I'm watching you' look and her body laid out flat, it wasn't necessarily a 'come take me' pose. But when a stunningly attractive young woman, with highly sexualised body is lying naked in front of you, the pose doesn't count for much.
All the expended energy in the earlier orgy wasn't enough to stop a swelling of my cock that left it dangling noticeably deeper, thicker and a fair bit stiffer between my legs. I could see Eve watching it too.
It's not as though I'd never climbed into bed alongside a woman before. But in my previous monogamous relationships there was sort of a known protocol of what would happen. Either you'd both know sex was on the agenda and the last one in would almost jump on the other, or you'd lie demurely alongside and see what the bedtime kiss would led to. But the latter approach was always much easier when you had a sheet covering to act as a stage prop for the actors to play with as they went through the motions.
So what was different about lying alongside Eve? It is hard to express. The sexual orgy a mere couple of hours ago and the need to treat the girls equally complicated the decision making process. Plus the 'contract terms' of our sleeping together was a fuck in the morning, not necessarily one as we went to bed too.
I felt quite awkward as I climbed into the bed and lay down a modest distance from her; trying not to let my highly visible, dangling half mongrel develop into a statement making full, vertical erection.
Eve immediately shuffled across and positioned herself half across my chest...
"The nice thing about sleeping together is we get to have a really intimate goodnight kiss."
As she put her arm across my shoulder as she kissed me, it made a strong suggestion I turn sideways to face her. I complied with her silent request. But as our bodies came into full face to face contact and my cock made contact with her thigh, it almost immediately exploded into a full erection, forced downwards against her flesh.
It was uncomfortable enough I pulled my hips back to let it flip to the vertical before pushing it back against her, this time digging into her lower stomach.
What Eve instigated was certainly an intimate goodnight kiss. Her hands were all over me like a rash; gliding up and down my body, one moment cupping the cheek of my butt, the next stroking through my hair, all as her tongue played around deeply inserted into my mouth. I reciprocated, using a similar upper thigh to hair movement, but maybe loitering a little longer around the curve of her hips, where its womanly shape felt particularly nice, reminding me so vividly of the beautiful woman I was pashing.
As tempting as it was to play with her breasts, I avoided any blatantly obvious stimulation of her erogenous zones.
Eve wasn't rubbing her body against me in the sexual way she usually did as foreplay, so I was a bit surprised when she bent my cock down and penetrated herself with it before going back to just stroking and kissing her only obvious action on my cock being to periodically push herself down hard on it; ensuring I stayed fully penetrated to the extent her vaginal opening was held firmly against the base of my erection.
If I wanted intimacy in its truest form, this was it. We were all over each other, and clearly highly aroused, and yet neither was doing anything that was obviously intended to start any progression to orgasm. We were simply enjoying the intertwining of our bodies and all the physical contact that entailed.
That's not to say my cock wasn't throbbing. It was. In the most pleasurable way; bathing in Eve's vagina and responding by being inflated to that sensitive, rock hard, skin stretching level. And when Eve pushed herself down on it, there were times I couldn't help but reply with a couple of short hard thrusts. But every time she pushed, or I thrust back, I could feel the mucus binding of my captured erection into her vagina. It too created a delightful sense of ultimate intimacy which I had not the slightest desire to undo for the mere purpose of stimulating myself to orgasm.
The question was, how long did this go on for? It was an answer I was leaving to Eve. She started it, I figured she'd end it when she was ready. It was low energy and highly pleasurable and I was in no hurry. Frankly, had I simply fallen asleep in that position, I would have regarded myself as being in heaven.
The end came in an unexpected manner. I suddenly realised my cock was slowly warming up; glowing with a deep pleasure which was rapidly gaining in intensity. There was no particular point or action of stimulation. There was nothing I could do or not do to stop it. It was simply expressing its ecstasy at being where it was. Only withdrawing would stop it, and I wasn't sure it wasn't too late for that anyway.
As my first ejeculative pulse generated a deep burst of pleasure, I groaned loudly; unable to help myself as I took three fast but short thrusts into Eve, which prolonged the orgasm.
As it passed, I took the cliché male approach...
"Sorry. It happened suddenly."
"Why do you have to be sorry?"
"Because it was meant to be a goodnight kiss, not a fuck."
Eve laughed...
"You're way too hard on yourself; if you'll excuse the pun. It is whatever it becomes."
"Do you want me to finish you?"
"It was -- it still is -- a beautiful moment of intimacy as we said goodnight. It was everything I wanted from it."
Eve went back to kissing me, screwing her vaginal opening around my still hard erection. But as it started to soften, she broke off...
"Well, I'd better catch the mess before we wet the bed again. The amount of cum you pump out is much more than I ever thought guys would do."
"Don't ask me if it's normal or not. I've only ever seen my own."
"And I've only ever seen yours."
Eve reached behind her to pull yet another hand towel from the stack on the bedroom table. We'd long since given up on being subtle about them. They were stacked openly -- up to 10 deep sometimes - on the side tables in each of our bedrooms, and another stack on display in the living room. We'd easily far more than doubled the record of Eve's mum in having twenty go through the wash in one week.



After wiping herself down, she tossed it on the floor from where it would tomorrow join the pile already in the laundry.
With a final kiss, we settled down to sleep; two naked bodies spread uncovered on the bed. To say that was a distraction -- even after just ejaculating -- was a major understatement. Maybe it was the interrupted -- or is that distracted - sleep that caused me to wake a bit later than normal, on my side facing Eve. Which is the position I'd fallen asleep in while staring at her naked body.
I opened my eyes to find Eve, lying on her side staring at me. Her eyes moved down to the morning glory bisecting my lower stomach...
"I'd like to say that it's nice that you're pleased to see me, but it has been there for the 20 minutes I've been lying looking at it. It took a lot of will power not to play with it. I even contemplated sucking it off."
"I was probably dreaming about you."
"I hope so."
Eve shuffled towards me to bring our bodies into an embrace.
After a few moments of pashing, I slid my hand between her legs. Eve responded by rolling onto her back and spreading her legs, letting me move half over her.
As I first moved my fingers into her crease, my first reaction was a little surprise of how wet she was. Not just moist enough to finger her; but seriously wet. I suspected I wasn't the only one contributing to the wet patches on the bed.
I explored her crease with my fingers. Her bud was firm and ripe for fingering and her vaginal opening was already cavernous. I wondered whether that was somehow the effect of staring at my naked body while I was still asleep. Certainly me staring at hers will generate quite a boner.
Speaking of which, her breasts were right under my eyes; her nipples jutting edifices mounted on the slight swelling of her areolas which in turned capped the largish, perfectly sculptured cones of her breasts; the most glorious, seductively sexual breasts I'd ever had the fortunate of seeing naked -- only matched by Liz's.
Eve gave me a very satisfied hum as I really started to get down to the job of fingering her clit; adding to the appreciative noises as I started sucking her nipple. The stimulation was clearly having a powerful effect on her because I could soon feel her thighs quivering under the leg I had over her nearest one; the vibration producing an interesting effect on the tip of my erection which was resting on her hip and creating something of a puddle of pre-cum in the process.
As much to satisfy my own desires as hers, I inserted two fingers into her vagina -- and then a third -- and started raking the front wall of her vagina where I thought her g spot was. I was surprised how quickly she reacted to what was clearly some fairly intense stimulation. A massive...
"OOOOHHHHHhhoohh..." accompanied a raising of her hips and a swivelling of it about under my hand. It was intense enough I grabbed a towel and slipped it under her raised butt. Liz is more likely to squirt than Eve, but what I thought was a momentary diversion from fingering her clit looked like it would settle down to a g spot orgasm.
As I kept raking her g spot and sucking her nipple, the moans got louder and were accompanied by some really heavy breathing.
Suddenly she tensed, really threw her hips into the air and let out an almighty...
"AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhh."
Momentarily clamping my hand into her raised vagina, the next moment she threw her arm over my hips, clearly signalling I should mount her and, once I had, just as quickly signalling I should penetrate her. She didn't have to guide me. For some reason -- possibly Eve manoeuvring herself -- the tip of my shaft found her vaginal opening like a guided missile and I slipped into its wet slippery void like it was being sucked in.
With her hands on my butt cheeks, she very urgently expressed a desire I should start thrusting, even as I felt her contractions bearing down on my erection.
Elevating myself over her chest on one elbow, I slid the hand of my other arm under the small of her back, pulling it up into contact with my stomach and, in the process, elevating it slightly. It might or might not have changed the angle of my penetration of her. That wasn't why I did it. I did it because there's something incredibly intimate, maybe with a touch of romanticism, about fucking Eve -- or Liz - in that pose. It's a hard pose to hold for long. But when I have an open invitation to have a quick fuck, entirely for my own pleasure, you can sort of guess I'm not going to have to hold her there for too long.
I started with some fairly long thrusts, moving my whole body over the top of hers and in the process rubbing my chest against her extended nipples. I looked down between our bodies, watching my chest first bend the nipple up as I thrust into her, rubbing in an upward direction, and then bend it back down, again siding along the upper side if it, as I withdrew.
From that first thrust I was moaning in the delightful pleasure of her body's capture and stimulation of my manhood.
My moans intensified as I sped up my thrusts; still watching her nipples be stimulated by my chest and taking in the beautiful, sexually powerful vista of the cleavage beneath them.
A little hum from Eve drew my attention to her face. She was grinning at me like a Cheshire cat, no doubt judging me, without condemnation, for displaying such a typical male obsession with her breasts. But there was also something in her face and breathing that said she was more than just a playing the role of willing receptacle for my pleasuring of myself. I watched as her lips compressed into a tight little circle as she hummed again and I could feel her hips squirm under me.
Suddenly her vagina tightened down on my cock and then started contracting down on it, as she let out what was almost a squeal of delight as she either climaxed again or found her original one extended by my actions.
The hand she had on my butt told me to thrust harder and faster into her contracting vagina. I pulled my hand out from under her back and elevated myself on two extended arms as I did just that; going into that full male fast and furious fucking mode that always seems best delivered in the missionary position on extended arms. Besides which, it let me look down at her breasts as I fucked her; a sight nearly enough to set by itself.
She squirmed all the more under me expressing sexual delight; even more so as the base of my shaft crashed against the tightened pelvic floor muscles surrounding her vaginal opening.
I could feel myself brewing up. But one advantage of the amount of sex the girls want is that it seems to slow down the building of my climax; letting me have time to really enjoy what is all too often a mere nanosecond of ultimate pleasure before my cock explodes.
I groaned, both with expended energy and the sheer pleasure of it, as my balls brewed, my cock a hard rod throwing out signals of complete ecstasy, pounding Eve harder and faster with every encouragement from her hands to do it more. Until...
"Farrrrrk...OOOOOOOrrrrrrrrrrrrr"
That first pulse shot up my shaft like a rocket off the launch pad; jets of rapture flooding my brain. I could almost feel the squirt of cum shoot up my shaft and explode like a firework into her vagina.
Something in my body demanded I fuck her faster and harder still as pulse after pulse was generated by my actions; flooding her with my cum.
At first it seemed like it would go on forever; every pulse as intense as the one before it. But then they started to fade and with that, so did my need to fuck her as fast or hard. Eventually I found myself just lying on top of her; panting heavily into the pillow beside her head.
My body demanded I thrust again and I was rewarded with a series of shudderingly pleasurable mini pulses; like my balls were clearing out every little pocket of cum and sending it out drop by ecstasy inducing drop.
As that process also came to an end, Eve found herself with a completely spent male lying exhausted on top of her; a hard erection -- for the time being -- still in her body, his quickly taken breath steaming up her ear.
Not wanting to crush her, I tipped us both on our sides, maintaining my full penetration of her as I wrapped her in my arms.
In what was becoming a somewhat over used line, Eve asked...
"It's still hard. Does it want more?"
"No. I think for the time being it's expended. But it's very pleased to be in your body and is trying to stay there as long as nature permits."
We kissed and pashed, my erection staying hard enough I could still quite pleasurably screw it around against her tight vaginal opening; something she seemed to take advantage of too; maybe stimulating her clit in the process.
Eventually I felt it soften a bit, but still left it there; it still being sufficiently thick to plug her vagina for the moment and retain the cum bath within it -- or so I judged.
Eve showed every sign of being under the influence of the endorphins that a good orgasm generates in her, so even though she must have felt the softening, she too seemed reluctant to let it go as she continued to kiss and cuddle me.
Thinking it was time, I reached for a towel, opening up a gap between our torsos while our hips where still joined by my penetration of her. I slid it down between our bodies; ready to put it into position as we finally separated. But neither of us were in a hurry. We each laid there on our sides, taking in the vista of the other in front of us.
Finally Eve asked with a grin...
"You seemed to have a pretty good one."
"Yes, it was a monster."
"So, this morning sex thing isn't so bad after all."
"I never said it was. But tell me, don't you think it's nice to have intimate one on one sex sometimes."
"Definitely. That's why we changed the rules."
While the conversation was ordinary enough -- even if somewhat sex orientated -- I was still viscerally aware of the sheer sexual beauty of the woman beside me. Her hair, her face, her smile, her breasts, her nipples, her fine, slender torso and the seductive, womanly arc of her hips.
I felt my cock swelling again and since it was still inside her, if Eve hadn't already, she soon would.
I withdrew it, pushing the towel down between her legs where Eve's hand took it and wiped herself down. I flipped on my back; a common response to make sure any final drips I discharge land on my stomach, rather than the bed sheets, knowing the girls will clean it up once they've finished with the towel.
But my arousal wasn't going to be stopped by that. I watched as it grew to its full height and thickness; stretching the skin in a rather pleasurable way.
Momentarily distracted by cleaning herself up, Eve at first didn't notice it.
Then she looked at it as, finished with herself, she went to clean up any drips on me...
"Oh. Back to square one. Do we want to have it fixed for you?"
"No. We could be here all morning following that rabbit down the hole."
"Pity. Maybe on a weekend we can see just how far down the hole we have to go; although, given the subject, maybe 'hole' isn't the best use of the word. But we can make good use of it just the same. Wait there."
Eve reached over to the bedside draw and pulled out the red swim briefs the girls bought me...
"We need more of these. Lift your legs"
She slipped them up my legs and then called for me to lift my hips so she could finish pulling them on. Tucking my erection into them, she brought down the waist band to leave the sheathed erection standing proud of them; then tidied it up by circling it with her fingers and running them down it to make the sheathing more tightly bound to my shaft.
Of course that caused it to surge in her hands and certainly didn't do anything to let it subside.
She sat upright to examine her handwork...
"That's better. Actually the sight of it makes me bloody randy again. I'd better let you escape before I fuck you again."
Eve stood on the floor, slipped some bikini pants on and offered me a hand to get up. As we walked out, we found Liz already in the kitchen with her back to us; also in nothing more than a tinny pair of bikini pants...
"Well, he obviously got a good one. The whole block would have heard him."
Then she turned around on her swivel chair. The first thing I noticed was that her nipples were fully extended. Like Eve's, when cold or stimulated they, with the slightly swollen areola, display a considerable edifice. There was no mistaking them. And since it was warm and muggy I thought it likely it wasn't the cold doing it. It must have been listening to us.
As she continued the turn and faced us with her legs spread wide apart, a damp spot on the crotch of her bikini pants was also evident. She looked down at the erection projecting out my swim briefs...
"Of fuck. It's like it never happened. And look, it's covered in your juices."
I looked down. Liz was right. Eve had tidied up the puddle, but not wiped down my shaft. Very obvious blotches of something damp had permeated the material, probably more so because of the way Eve had run her fingers down it. And while the drip forming at the tip might well have been pre or post cum, there was a good chance the rest was the residual of Eve's copious juices...
"Oh well, it will dry soon enough."
I looked back up at her. My speedos might be ready to dry off, but her bikini pants were heading the other way. The damp spot was now a wet spot and spreading rapidly. I was looking at a very aroused woman. I should have been flattered, but it left me uncertain as to what to do without setting too much of a precedent for the future.
For the moment I ignored it and got my breakfast ready. But as I went to sit at the bench next to her, instead I put my breakfast in front of her and asked her to stand up.
Pulling the chair back a bit, I slid into the seat behind her, then used my hands to invite her to sit on my lap, first bending my sheathed erection down so that it ran up tightly against her crease. She turned to me, looking puzzled.
I simply lifted a spoonful of muesli to my lips as I slid the fingers of the other hand through a camel toe I pushed into her wet bikini pants. With a little hum, she turned back, grabbing my erection with her left hand like a pummel on a saddle for the ride.
With the thin bikini pants plastered into her crease by their wetness, it was easy to find her swollen clit and start rubbing it; occasionally extending my fingers down to her vaginal opening to tease her a bit. It was almost like she melted in my lap; seemingly only the pommel of my erection stopping her from sliding to the floor in some sort of ecstatic state.
Already worked up before I'd even touched her, she was soon moaning in pleasure. After a couple of spoonful of muesli, even as I fingered her, I put the spoon down and tweaked her nipple with my other hand. She rested back against my chest as her arousal accelerated considerably.
As she got more and more excited, she started jerking off my cock with the grip she had on it; slowly at first, then almost furiously. More than that, I could feel her rubbing her crease on it, my shaft pushed hard against the back of the hand I had fingering her as she moved her vaginal opening against it.
Normally hand jobs have little effect on me, but sheathed in a slippery Lycra, lubricated by the juices Eve had left on it and increasingly now by those permeating Liz's swimmers, it was having an effect. Quite a pleasurable one; something Liz picked up on. She grasped it more firmly and started jerking more like she was trying to rip it off.
I was saved from castration by her own orgasm; a prolonged moan leading to her theatrically melting away from me, sliding to her knees on the floor, bending my erection down as her body slid across it. She paused, recomposing herself before she turned towards me, grabbing my erection again...
"I could feel it throbbing. I know you're not far from coming."
I looked down at my cock. The tip of the sheathing of my erection was wet with the pre-cum that had permeated through it and the side was wet with Liz's juices now being added to Eve's.
Liz pulled the waistband down to expose my erection and without hesitation from all the fluids it had collected, thrust it into her mouth, licking it furiously within her mouth, before thrusting it backwards.
I didn't really realise how aroused I was until that moment. I moaned in pure bliss as my sensitised cock was embraced by her mouth.
As she slid it back and forwards within her mouth, the sensitivity increased much faster than I would have expected after fucking Eve. It wasn't that long before I heard myself say...
"I'm about to cum."
Liz thrust it back and forwards in her mouth twice more before withdrawing it from her mouth. She was just about to lick it when it exploded into her face. Like Eve the day before, she bent it down to have the rest of what I ejaculated spread across her breasts.
The load might not have been as big as the one I sprayed over Eve, but the effect was maybe more dramatic. The first rope had splattered across her face and subsequent ones spread across her breasts like they come from an out of control firehose.
Before Liz could even lick her lips, Eve reached for her camera and took a photo; the smile Liz put on almost disguised by the cum dripping of her top lip.
Liz disappeared into the bathroom, carrying her own phone. Through the door we could see her take a photo before she cleaned herself up.
Coming back into the kitchen, she smacked me on the bum...
"There, that wasn't so bad. Two satisfied girls, two ejaculations and barely any effort on your part, no descent into an orgy and you're still running to your usual schedule. Maybe we girls aren't so scary after all."
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The following night was Liz's turn to sleep with me.
When we got home mid-afternoon, the girls had instigated what they now sarcastically call an orgy. Sarcastic because they are mocking my resistance to all sex being group sex and my reference to it as descending into an orgy.
We'd done the most common approach which was a top and tail; one where one sits on my cock and fucks herself cow girls style on it while the other sits on my face and I eat her out. When they've both had an orgasm, they swap over for another round.
If I can conveniently cum when the second girl to sit on my cock has her climax, then it's a relatively simple affair and it finishes at that.
The practical problem is that cow girl has never been particularly effective as an orgasm position for me. A girl can ride me for ages and, unless she really grips me tightly and sets out to bring me to a climax in a quite determined way, it just doesn't happen. That's not to say I don't enjoy it; just that it doesn't set me off.
By now, the girls know this, and not being all that inclined to bring me to a climax while sitting on me, after they're finished, one presents themselves on their back to 'take the cum shot', as it's now called. If I can then cum without triggering another orgasm in the cum shot taker, all well and good.
But by the time this happens, the girls are quite worked up and prone to orgasm fairly easily. If, as often happens the cum shot taker has another orgasm, then the other girl wants me to quickly refract and give her another fucking too. In theory, that cycle can go on indefinitely. Which is where it becomes an orgy.
And their recent discovery and enthusiasm for the 'origami' position -- where they fold their knees up to their breasts and then hook their lower legs over my shoulders, massively increasing the stimulation of both their g spot and clit -- has only exaggerated the issue.
On this day it was Liz's turn to take the cum shot and when she put on a very demonstrative orgasm shortly before I came, it meant Eve dragged her wet clit across my half flaccid cock until she triggered another erection and then had me fuck her too.
It also meant that was my fourth orgasm since I'd woken that morning. With previous girlfriends, that was more than my orgasm budget for a week. Now it was pretty normal.
Come somewhat close to bed time, Liz went into the bathroom to have her shower. Eve and I decided there wasn't anything worth watching on TV, so we both retreated to our bedrooms -- earlier than normal - where I lay on the bed reading a book waiting my turn for the shower; still dressed in the pair of racing brief swimwear that was our standard house wear in the muggy climate.
Liz, expecting to be sitting watching TV while everyone else took their shower, had slipped on a fresh swimsuit after her shower and, after finding the lounge room empty, found me in my bedroom. I was briefly surprised to find her in a one piece swimsuit. We'd started with the girls wearing bikinis around the house, but that had quickly reduced to them deleting the top and just wearing bikini pants; and very small string sided ones at that. So one pieces were rarely seen.
But with all the sex that's happening, the bikini pants get trashed fairly quickly -- three can be consigned to the laundry in a day -- so sometimes they have to dig deeper into their swimwear supply if the washing gets behind.
She came and lay down next to me on the bed, on her side facing me...
"How come you're in bed?"
I had watched, with some pleasure, as she crossed the room towards me, now I put the book down and rolled to face her, about an arm's length away from her...
"There was nothing worth watching on TV and Eve wanted to do some study."
"I can relate to that. There's some stuff I'm having trouble with too."
We discussed for a while the issues that we causing difficulties. It was a topic I'd studied, so I was able to provide some useful guidance to her.
But at the same time, I became increasingly aware of being lying facing a truly beautiful and sexy woman in a minimally dressed state. I thought, after all the fucking that had already happened that day, I might have been more immune to her charms, but quickly discovered the body of a young male doesn't work that way when confronted with a beautiful female.
What she had on might have been a one piece, but it didn't lack in sexual attraction. Maybe multiplied it. A plain yellow, which seems to be one of her favourite colours, the back plunged down to fully expose her back -- as much as wearing just bikini pants would.
The front was heavily cut out at the sides, really just being a curved sheet of tautly drawn spandex that divided into two triangles to cover her breasts and which were held there by spaghetti strings straps over her shoulders and around her back at the base of her breasts. What really defined it, and turned it from being merely revealing to outrageously sexy, was the fact that it was completely unlined. It was just a single layer of finely woven Spandex, in a colour that inclined it to be translucent even when dry, almost moulded to her body; or at least those parts it covered
And 'covered' her breasts is a gross exaggeration. There was a deeply plunging cleavage at the front and a generous display of side boob too; the straps leaving the triangles tightly drawn onto and under her breasts; seductively highlighting their sexually provocative size and shape.
While we talked science, I felt my manhood swell in my speedos in a way completely inappropriate to the discussion.
It wasn't helped by the details I noticed as my eyes increasingly focused on Liz's body. Her nipples started to push out the thin material of her swimmers, the sexual attraction multiplied as her areola also swelled into a low set cone, pushing the nipples out further; all with their darker brown colour discernible through the highly stretched material. With her breasts relatively large for her slim figure and conically shaped with her nipples seamlessly melded into the point of the cone, the sight of them alone is cock bursting.
And as I glanced down, there was soon a fine line of her swimwear bottoms drawn into her crease where it turned the bulge of her erotically provocative mons, which progressively spread apart as she seemingly responded to my presence.
I soon had a full erection pushing above the waistband of my speedos, tightly sheathed in the spandex material and weeping pre-cum through it.
Mutual arousal in each other's presence is just part of how our household works. With two stunningly beautiful women prancing around the house nearly naked, and often teasingly fondling me, if we had sex every time I got aroused, we be doing little else. I can't comment on why my presence arouses them, but the evidence is it does -- nearly as much.
But something was different as I lay there. It was something more than mere arousal. It might have been the suggestive cut of her swimwear, it might have been the emotional connection of helping her with a study problem she was dealing with. It was probably a combination of both.
Whatever it was, it was powerful. A throbbing desire to make love to her.
With all the sex in our household, I tend to let the girls make the first move and rarely do I feel the sort of impossible to ignore randiness that makes that a burden. Essentially their combined sexual drive is greater than mine.
But as much as I tried to stay focused on the discussion, I couldn't ignore the skin stretching feeling of my erection demanding its placement in Liz's body. And I do mean skin stretching. This wasn't any normal arousal. It was like my erection was overinflated. The skin felt massively taut and stretched in a way I'd rarely been aware of before. The erection itself felt harder, as in unyieldingly rock hard. It felt thicker and longer and looked it too when I glanced down at it.
I desperately hoped she'd make the first move. Her body was displaying every sign of arousal and she was clearly distracted by the obvious projection of my erection. But her conversation was strictly work.
Two sights kept demanding the attention of my eyes. The first, and most demanding, was the cleavage line of the top where it curved graciously over her breasts, at the peak of them, her nipples, now fully jutting and pushing out the material, mere millimetres from being exposed. But when you consider how often I get to gaze at their exposed breasts, the power of that sight just didn't make sense.
Nearly as powerful, but harder to look at surreptitiously, was the sexually inviting bulge of her mons and the now broad avenue of her crease dividing it and sucking the material of her swimmers into it.
My erection kept demanding that I surge it; tightening my pelvic floor muscles to cause it to project out and swell up, the bell expanding in a very obvious way. In theory it was something I was able to control. In practice I couldn't. It was almost an autonomous action that started off being intermittent and became almost constant, generating an action I could see was becoming increasingly distracting for Liz.
In the end, I couldn't deny it. The ache of sexual desire was so irresistibly insistent that I was unable to ignore it any longer. I all but threw myself at her as I closed the arm's length gap, wrapping my arms around her as I pushed my sheathed erection firmly into her crotch.
I was only half aware that she'd reciprocated my act of passion with an arm wrapping response of her own as I started to undress her, pulling the left strap of her swimmers off her shoulder to expose her left breast and the jutting nipple at the peak of it.
I greedily sucked on the nipple as I rolled Liz on her back, letting me slide the other shoulder strap off too, releasing the whole of the bodice to be pulled down to her waist.
Liz was fumbling at my own swimwear, trying to release my surging erection from its sheathing while it was still jammed up into her crotch; buried in her widely spread crease. Somehow, with a hand behind her back, she ripped the swimmers off my erection; momentarily pulling my erection out the back of her before she relocated it into the warmth between her legs.
We kissed, rolling from side to side as we clawed at each other's bodies, caressing them all over, but the demands of my erection were unrelenting. The throbbing ache had to be satisfied.
I half rolled off her, pulling my erection from between her legs and letting her lift her hips so I could slide her swimmers completely off her body. I was about to roll on top of her again when Liz called out...
"Wait!"
She forced herself into a half sitting position, bending down to strip me of my swimmers too. Then she laid back, embracing me as I mounted her and slid my yearning erection into the welcoming warm void nature intended for it.
I had hoped that her vaginal embrace of my manhood would momentarily quell my needs. I have many time luxuriated in such an embrace of my erection, willing to indulge at length in the intimacy of such a privilege and in no hurry to bring the matter to an end with a rush to a climax.
But it didn't.
Desperately, I withdrew half a shaft length and thrust it in, hard and fast. It felt incredible, but was no cure -- not even a momentary suppressive - for my needs.
Liz put her hands on my butt and pulled me in deeper; grinding and twisting her pubis against me. Then she released her grip, almost pushing my hips away, signalling I should partly withdraw again.
I withdrew and, encouraged by Liz, thrust again; harder and deeper this time. Almost immediately Liz signalled a repeat with that momentary push out and hard pull in.
I figured I had permission to really go for it; to really unleash my passion on her.
I lifted myself up on outstretched arms; letting me look down on the beautiful woman under me. She smiled at me, her face lighting up with what I almost thought was a benevolent understanding of the need she had generated in me. Her long blonde hair rested luxuriantly off to the left of her head. But what, in my aroused state, really fixated in my vision were her breasts. Those glorious breasts; still hinting at their sensual conical shape even as she rested on her back, the areola and nipple melded into the tip -- both swollen, her nipples fully extended and hardened.
The sight simply increased my desires; erotic desires of the basest type.
I started thrusting, every plunge into her body releasing a shot of pure bliss into my brain. I groaned uninhibitedly with every one of them. The pleasure was multiplied by the sensation of the overstretched, drum taut, completely unyielding skin of my manhood seemingly covering an erection that was bigger than normal, filling Liz, plunging deeper into her and completely impervious to any attempt by her body to bend it or redirect it.
I hadn't been going at it for long before Liz said...
"Wait. Can I go origami please?"
It was a reasonable request, even if it did require a partial withdrawal to get her legs up one side at a time. For me origami is just as nice as normal missionary. For the girls it's the difference between nice and mind blowing. My needs were still strongly felt, but that mad impulsive rush to fuck her had at least had some degree of satisfaction; enough to make me compliant to her desires.
I half withdrew and rolled to my left to let her get her left leg up, then to the right to finish the positional adjustment, reaching out to the towel stack and placing one under her butt as I did so. Liz always squirts in this position and it's best to be prepared.
As I pushed myself slowly back to full penetration, I realised the top of my cock was now pushed against her cervix. I'd always wondered if I was getting cervical contact with the extra depth this position gave. Now there was no doubt. I had thought, in my extreme arousal, my erection had felt bigger and now I felt vindicated in that suspicion.
But it raised other issues. On the one hand, I had heard of some women liking cervical stimulation. On the other I had a vague recollection that women don't particularly like their cervixes being pounded and it can be quite uncomfortable, if not painful.
Of course, every women is different, but I had no idea where Liz was in that spectrum.
I screwed around on full penetration and elicited something between a moan and a hum of what was obviously a high degree of pleasure. Liz asked...
"It feels really funny in a really nice sort of way when you do that. Can you do it some more?"
With a slight, but gentle withdrawal and thrust to ensure I kept my own arousal at it skin bursting best, I did it again; this time significantly more prolonged. Knowing I was really hitting the spot with her and having such visceral evidence of it was enough to temporally stay my need to dump a load in her. I was a rewarded with a response that seemed to come from deep within her very being...
"Oooouuuuuooooooouuuuuooooouuuuoooouuuu..."
It was almost continuous, rolling out of her like I was stirring a constantly bubbling, boiling pot of previously undiscovered pleasure in the very centre of her body that could only release itself through her moans.
Encouraged, I repeated and kept repeating the slight thrust and screwing around; trying to put as much pressure as I could on her g spot with the thrust, and then surging my cock on its contact with her cervix, as if a swollen and inflated bell might provide even more stimulation to whatever was having the effect on her; all while trying to stimulate her clit as I screwed and circled my hips around on full penetration.
Liz was quivering and squirming under me in a way I'd never seen before; especially the quivering which was incredibly intense. And yet the moans were telling me it was good. Really good, if I was interpreting it correctly.
After a few cycles of that, they started. Liz would suddenly tense, pushing her hips up into mine as her vocalisation changed to...
"Ahhh...oh...oh...oh..."
Then she would go back to her continuous 'oouuu's' again before another round of tensing and 'ah's'.
I wasn't unaffected by what was happening. There was this sense, deep down in my groin, that I had this big, hard, overinflated cock in this woman, completely filling her vagina and doing things I had never seen before. There was a satisfaction in that -- yes a sexual one, and a very deeply felt one at that -- that for the time being made me forget about my former anxiety to pound her. It felt fantastic in itself as her body embraced and responded to my manhood; letting me feel that the quivering that manifested itself on the outside was actually coming from deep within.
Things hit a peak when one of her tensing moments was preceded by...
"Oh god...oh god...aaahhhhh...oooohhhhhh...fuck me...fuck me....it's time to fuck me"
Well. That was an invitation I wasn't going to turn down. I did. Not as hard as I might have in a straight missionary position, and definitely with a view to maximising my stimulation of her g spot and clit. As for her cervix, I could still feel it on full penetration and I didn't want to hurt it, and it probably got a bit of a tickle up each time I screwed the base of my cock against her clit. But it was no longer the focus of attention.
Her previously prolonged, deep down 'ooouuu's' turned to a continuous stream of the more familiar 'aaarrrr's', but louder than her normal sexual response. Whatever was happening to her built. You could feel it building in her. You could hear it too.
That wasn't to say my own response wasn't building -- very nicely actually - but I judged hers to be well ahead of mine.
I wasn't wrong. Squirting copiously, she came with a scream that would almost wake the dead. It was certainly going to wake Eve; and probably a few neighbours. My only consolation was that that the tone of it and the follow up noises sounded decidedly sexual rather than murderous. Or so I hoped; because as she squirmed and twisted her body under me like a woman possessed, she kept it up for quite a while.
The contractions that pummelled my cock were powerful; almost able to be described as brutal.
I just rode it out somewhat passively. It was an enjoyable ride, but now was not the time for me to cum too. Every part of the build-up to my climax suggested it should be a massive one. The insatiable desire, the rock hard, over stretched cock and the wondrous feeling of my manhood playing in her vagina. But I didn't want it all to be lost in an orgasmic battle with her; where our bodies are fighting against each other to maximise our own experiences.
I wanted Liz to finish hers so there was clear air for mine.
As she started to calm down and showed, in her passionate embrace of me, the effect of the endorphins surging through her body from the climax, I started thrusting again. I knew it would likely prolong her climax -- or give her another, I was never sure. But I hoped the extreme reactions of her body to her orgasm had run their course.
This time the thrusting was designed for my pleasure; long firm strokes in whatever way and whatever pace felt best for me. My cock was still telling me it was over inflated and stretched; that wasn't a feeling I wanted to lose. I fine-tuned my approach until it felt like every thrust was trying to be my last; like it was a being in itself with a will that made it determined to stimulate my cock to the point of my release. Every thrust was pure pleasure and my body expressed that in the grunts and groans that I projected down at Liz as I stared down at her breasts.
What happened when I came makes the word 'exploded' almost seem insipid. There's nothing I can do to describe the pleasure and mind melting ecstasy of that first pulse and rush of cum up my cock and the best part of a dozen that followed it. The grunt that bellowed from me said it all. I buried my head facing the pillow and the cascade of Liz's hair next to her ear, trying not to deafen her with my vocalisations of what I was feeling.



I was probably crushing her, given the way she was folded under me. But she didn't complain. After the first rush of pulses, I thrust a few more times and triggered another set; not as powerful, but well worth the effort.
Even as they stopped I wasn't really to release her. I wanted our bodies to stay joined, but knew I couldn't just stay there on top of her with my weight pushing her knees into her chest.
In a reverse process of how we'd got there in the first place, I partly withdrew and half rolled first to one side and then to the other as she straightened out her legs under me. Then I rolled her on top pushing my erection fully back into her as I did so.
Liz was still supercharged with endorphins; pashing and kissing me like a woman possessed; squirming about on top of me as if she was trying to meld our bodies together and in the process screwing my erection around inside her like it still had something to give.
I wasn't lacking endorphins myself and reciprocated willingly; wanting my erection to stay hard and inside her for as long as I could manage.
But all good things must come to an end. Our previously uncontrollable passions mellowed to controllable ones, then to mild ones. Words were able to start replacing physical expressions of our feeling. Liz expressed it first...
"Oh wow. I've never felt anything like that before. I think I was experiencing cervical orgasms. It was just so deep, so all embracing...it was like I was off in another world; a completely different type of orgasm that just kept repeating. And then I suddenly realised that my g spot was responding too and it was like that orgasm was magnified by the others. It was like wow, wow, wow.
What about you. I don't think I've ever seen you so randy as when you jumped me. In fact I don't think you've ever jumped ether of us like that before. You were so desperate to fuck me, I thought you were going to rip my swimmers to pieces."
I'd never really heard of actual cervical orgasms before. But given the girls virginal obsession with sex before I met them, it somehow didn't surprise me they'd done their research on those too. As to her challenge, I wondered how much I should reveal. Given her honesty, I decided to spill all the beans.
"Yes, I was overcome by a need to make love to you..."
Liz jumped in, grinning like a Cheshire cat as she interrupted...
"Make love to me? I think it was more fuck the arse off me."
"Yes, alright. I admit. It was a bit baser than that. I don't entirely know why. It was a very seductive swimsuit and I just felt a really strong connection as we talked and I helped you with your Uni work. And then I saw the signs of you getting aroused and it was almost the case of I couldn't help myself. My cock just felt bigger, harder and needier than I've ever felt before. It actually felt like the skin was being super stretched."
"So a one piece swimsuit turns you on more than my naked body?"
I almost splutted with that challenge.
"Ah, well, I don't know. It teased in a way a naked body doesn't and that one is particularly teasing."
"More than my bikinis?"
"Sometimes. Maybe. I'm not sure there's any fixed rule. It depends."
"On what?"
"I don't really know. Mood. Circumstance. Maybe how long since I'd been intimate."
"You mean had a fuck? With me, or with either of us?"
The right answer would of course be to say with her. But my brain wasn't working that fast...
"No, being intimate means something more special than just a fuck. As to with you, I really don't know. It just happened."
"And what's this about your cock being bigger? It certainly hasn't touched up my cervix like that before and maybe it even felt thicker. It's hard to judge these things but if that was the case, how do we repeat the effect."
"Well again, I don't really know. It just felt that way. I wasn't exactly in a position to measure it. And as to how to repeat the effect, again, I don't really know."
Liz looked at me with a teasing disdain...
"For a man who was very sure of what he wanted when he jumped me, there seems to be a lot you don't know."
"Well, I can't argue with you on that point."
With an enormous grin, Liz finished the conversation with...
"Well then, expect me to do experiments on you. Now should you go and have your shower? You need one after what we just did."
When I entered the room naked after my shower, I climbed into bed next to Liz and we did a brief, body hugging, erection inducing goodnight kiss. But that was all it was.
I woke in the morning to find Liz staring at me; especially at my morning erection. When she noticed me awake, her morning greeting was an unusual...
"It doesn't look any bigger than normal."
"It doesn't feel any bigger than normal."
"Pity."
We lay on our sides facing each other; momentarily engrossed in admiring and being aroused by the beauty of the person facing us. Well, at least I was; but Liz's wandering eyes suggested her vision was no less sexually fixated.
I tried looking at her eyes and face; it was after all a truly beautiful sight. But I couldn't help myself. Those breasts were a constant distraction.
It's a sign of a strange household that, like a sort of nuclear arms limitation agreement, we have a loosely defined sexual demands limitation agreement; at least covering the mornings. One that protects me from their demands rather, as one might normally expect, goes the other way. The agreement now is that I finger her to a climax and then have a good quickie fuck for my own benefit and to, in the girls' minds, suppress my morning glory.
I waited for Liz to make the first move, which instead came as a request...
"Can you just use me for an origami fuck instead of the fingering me first?"
It was a reasonable request. The girls knew they worked nearly as well for me as missionary position. And the way she asked it make it clear getting her own orgasm from it was -- sort of -- up to her. 'Sort of' in the sense, she knew I'd do my best, but I didn't need to make a big production out of it. I also knew the position worked well for her.
It was a happy ending all around. She came and squirted like she always does in that position and I had a damn good climax too; which did for the time being supress my morning glory.
And after I got up, Eve, following Liz's lead the day before, came and sat on my lap as I had breakfast to have me finger her to a climax with one hand while I ate with the other; well, sort of interposed eating with tweaking her nipple.
But Eve had heard all the noise and fuss last night. Quite predictably, Liz, conveyed the full story to Eve in every detail.
Time would show I judged correctly when I suspected that the girls would now have a new objective of repeating the extreme arousal that Liz had induced in me. Finding the supercock within me -- as they soon put it -- was added to their growing list of fetishes and sexual play.
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As was predictable, once Liz told Eve all about her cervical orgasm and follow-up monster conventional one resulting from having induced me into what became rather exaggeratingly known as 'supercock' mode, the hares were set running.
Generating a supercock became almost their primary directive.
I was cross examined every which way as to what caused it and how it might be repeated. All I knew was that Liz looked exceptionally sexually alluring in her one piece swimwear and I felt incredibly emotionally close to her as we talked about, and I helped her through, some problems she was having with one of her University subjects.
The one thing I could say was that it was much less likely when we were engaging in group sex. It was very much directed at the individual in a way that I thought couldn't be duplicated in group sex.
Naturally they focused on the fact Liz was wearing a one piece swimwear. A very sexual one admittedly. One that was cut away to the barest minimum, completely unlined except for the smallest gusset lining and made of what seemed to be exceptionally fine -- or at least thin and well stretched -- material.
Suddenly what had previously been their tendency to simply wear a pair of bikini pants around the house became one of wearing one piece swimwear; ones I'd never seen before.
And in the process I learnt that they were damn good seamstresses. There was a reason they were all pushing the limits of decency in a way shop bought ones usually didn't. They were all home-made; which meant they made the cut outs more daring and explained why they were unlined and the shop bought material was thinner than what might normally be used in swimwear.
Plus they had been made a few years ago before they had grown to their full present height and bust size.
They each had duplicates of three different ones; Liz's all in yellow, Eve's all in orange, with each of the versions as daring as the others, but in different ways.
I was cross examined just as much on the conversation I was having with Liz when it happened. What was different from normal? What makes a conversation more connecting? How important was the conversation to my sexual reaction?
Frankly, I didn't have an answer for them. What happened simply happened.
They were intrigued by my personal description of the supercock sensation -- the feeling of the skin being stretched really tautly and of it being super hard and unyielding. And of the strength of my need to have sex with Liz.
They even asked if I would have raped Liz if she resisted; a question I recoiled in horror at, explaining I could never enjoy sex that was forced on someone else, especially someone I loved as much as both of the girls. I'd felt guilty enough about making the first rather aggressive move. But the conversation also forced me to use the 'L' word; a word that all of us had circled around in the context of our relationship without it being easily used.
But it became evident that the rape question was simply a way of starting a conversation about how readily I'd surrender to my desires. How long had I felt that way before I responded? What would I do if I felt that way while they were asleep alongside me? That and a series of other questions tested the circumstances in which I would and wouldn't respond to my feelings.
In each case I'd given a fairly conservative answer and in each case I was asked to act less prudently. The bottom line was, if I had a supercock erection in the presence of one of them, I should use it.
As they pranced around the house in their one pieces over the next few days, I tried to study them to see if they offered any sexual temptation over and above the girls simply walking around the house near naked in their tiny bikini pants.
Certainly the way the girls had designed the smallish triangles covering their breasts to be pulled in tightly against the underside of their breasts, so that they were almost moulded to them, really highlighted the sexual beauty of their breasts. It wonderfully displayed their suggestive shape and perkiness and probably exaggerated their size. Plus the way their nipples pushed up the material at the peak of their breasts and were able to be seen as a shadow through the translucent material provided a wonderful teasing effect. But some of their bikini tops did that too.
I also noticed that, more so as they were now taller than when they were made, the swimwear really drew attention to the girls beautifully seductive and erotically proportioned, mounds; which for each of them was a Mons Venus in the most alluring and seductive sense of that name. Their creases run half way up the vertical height of their mounds and, with the material stretched vertically, it is drawn slightly into their creases; highlighting them. Not a tightly draw in, clit crushing camel toe in the full sense of that expression. No, way more subtle and suggestive than that. Just a gentle fold of material normally which then is displayed as a more open valley when they get aroused.
One thing they did do -- or at least two versions of them with deep oval cut away at the back instead of no back at all -- was draw attention to the beautiful curve of the girls drawn in waists without any suggestion of making their bums look big.
But as much as they flaunted themselves around the house in them, and even when their teasing of me drew an erection, it was no supercock.
It was about a week later, as it was Eve sharing my bed, that the next supercock event occurred.
When the girls started taking turns sleeping with me, the original deal had been that in the morning I finger them to a climax and then give myself a quickie fuck of them. That was a sort of sex limitation agreement to avoid the mornings turning into a time consuming orgy when we should have been getting ready for work.
The evenings hadn't been discussed, but given our usual late afternoon/ early evening group orgy, I had sort of assumed it would be nothing more than a goodnight kiss. That turned out to be a misjudgement.
The goodnight kiss became another fuck. But at least the origami position meant we both got a good orgasm in a fairly limited amount of time and effort.
And when the origami position came along, it also did away with the morning fingering. A good fuck would satisfy both of us in half the time of a finger then fuck combination.
So every second day, each of the girls get a night and following morning fuck; which means they each get at least one individual fuck once a day, on top of any group sex.
If I sound a little bit mechanical about this, it is probably because I'm still adjusting to a much greater demand for sex than I'm used to. Maybe even more than my natural libido wants. But they are wonderful, stunningly beautiful girls who just happen to have been bequeathed high libidos from their mothers and I want to do everything I can to make them happy; if for no other reason than the joy they bring into my daily life. And even if it is a bit much, it is certainly pretty good sex as sex goes.
In the evening, as Eve came to bed with me, she climbed into it naked; as was I. These days I always sleep naked and the girls are either naked as well or just have on a sexy little pair of panties.
She didn't muck about. So was immediately all over me like a rash; crazily pashing me, easily getting up the erection she wanted and then rolled on her back, bringing her knees up to her breasts to let me mount her as she hooked her lower legs over my shoulders -- what we've come to call the origami position.
Not only does it give me deeper penetration of them, it lets me stimulate their g spot and clit much more than I can in the missionary position so we can, so to speak, all have fun together. And I can attest it was fun. I find I can stimulate her while still thrusting in a way that maximises my pleasure. And, not to be a spoil sport about it, I can -- and in this case did - bring her an orgasm quickly and then take my time finishing myself; in this case giving her a second orgasm in the process.
The sex itself might have finished but the endorphins the girls get from it always means there's a fair amount of kissing and cuddling afterwards; increasingly with some sweet nothing words to finish. Given I'm usually still penetrated in them through all of this, the after play is nearly as nice as the foreplay.
But as we finally separated, Eve slipped out of the bed...
"I'm just going to tidy myself up."
Although the light was by then off, when she returned, I still sensed in the moonlight that she was now wearing one of her one piece swimsuits. I let it be and, with a final kiss, drifted off to sleep.
I woke once during the night to find her sleeping on her side facing away from me; unusual for Eve who usually sleeps on her back. With neither of us covered by a sheet, certainly the view of her in the moonlight was an attractive one. The swimmers were drawn into her butt crack in a rather seductive way and the tightly drawn material around her waist certainly highlighted the curve of her hips.
I'd woken with a night erection and certainly found the idea of cuddling into her back and letting the erection rest along the length of her butt crack a tempting possibility. But it was neither a supercock, nor an irresistible temptation, so I just turned away and went back to sleep.
Soon after daybreak, I found myself awake, as is my norm. Eve, more inclined to sleep on for another half hour or so, was asleep, back in her normal sleeping position of on her back, her arms by her side. So it meant, as I turned her way, I was looking at her in profile.
The profile look I get of them in this almost daily situation never ceases to arouse me; or more precisely extend the life span of my morning erection.
Of course, the most powerful view is that of their glorious breasts towering over their slim bodies; their sexualised nipples at the tip of them often showing a degree of projection, making me wonder if there's a female equivalent of nocturnal arousal.
But that's just the start. As I scan down their bodies it is easy to admire the sculptured delight of their slender torsos, and their shapely hips, thighs and legs. And because their stomach is concave as they lie on their back in the morning, their delightful mons bulge -- and the crease that bisects half its length - can be easily viewed with just the slightest rise of my head.
Every morning, I thank my lucky stars for living in a tropical climate where the best bed covering at night is none at all.
Of course, the girls' real beauty lies in their faces. Their cascade of long blonde hair is but the base on which their head sits; their soft flawless skin, cute little upturned nose and, even in their sleep, the kind countenance of their expression all make for compelling staring.
And stare I do. Every morning. It is something to look forward to as I go to bed.
It certainly makes for a good foreplay for the fucking I'm meant to give them when they wake up.
With her swimmers on, the view was no less alluring; even if I did feel swimwear was somehow incongruous to the situation. In a way it was a silly thought since, after all, it was just in essence a bodysuit with a different name.
I stared at her as I usually would. The way the girls had designed the triangles of material over her breast to tuck in tautly against the underboob certainly highlighted and drew attention to her breasts. There was significant side boob exposure and the way the elasticised edge of her thin orange swimwear ran across the exposed sideboob certainly created a teasing frission.
Just as teasing was the way her nipples and even her areola, jutting higher than usual in the morning, stretched out the material moulded to them, in the process making it more translucent and revealing suggestively the darker brown colour of her nipples while almost highlighting every one of their dimples and other deviations from absolute smoothness.
And of course, the fact that raised nipples like that -- if not associated with chill -- is taken to signify arousal, made me wonder what was happening in her sleeping brain.
You could see her eyes moving behind her close eyelids, strongly suggesting she was in a REM stage of sleep. I figured it must be quite a dream.
I lifted my head slightly and could see the crease bisecting her mons spread wider than usual; her swimmers - still unlined at that point - drawn seductively into the hollow that created.
All of this had brought me to a high state of arousal; not just physically, but mentally too.
The temptation was too great. I brought a finger to lightly brush against the tip of her nipple. Already firm, I felt it instantly harden and jut to its impressive full aroused state to that single touch. I reached across and touched the other one, achieving the same effect.
But in watching her chest, I became aware her breathing was heavier than would normally be associated with her sleeping state. I wasn't that I hadn't enjoyed many moments of watching the rise and fall of her chest as she slept and the slow up and down movement of her breasts as it did so. So I knew this was something more than that.
It was about at this point I realised the skin of my erection was starting to feel more stretched than usual.
As I lay there and kept lightly touching up her nipples, that sensation increased significantly.
It is actually quite an interesting, but at the same time, erotic feeling. It just feels like the erection is both longer and thicker than it normally is. It also feels harder; both in the sense of the skin being unyielding even more than usual and in the erection being more resistant to being bent down.
Visually it is hard to tell. It looked longer and thicker, but that could well be a case of seeing what you want to see. I tested the distance between the top of my cock and my navel with the fingers of my hand. It was a three finger spacing. Normally it's four. It felt very much like I had what the girls called a supercock and accompanying that was an enhanced desire for sex. The thought of undressing Eve and fucking her was starting to crowd out my mind. Not as irresistibly compellingly as had been the case for Liz, but it was building.
Their instructions for this situation had been clear. Wake and fuck them.
But the situation was a bit more nuanced than that. The first was the realisation that the girls would then think that their one piece swimwear was the be all and end all for getting a supercock erection. I suspected -- indeed I knew -- it was way more complex than that.
The second was I was rather enjoying touching up Eve in her aroused sleeping state and wanted to see where it would go. Indeed, I thought that was at least half the reason for the supercock. After all, I knew I'd get my fuck once she woke up whatever happened now. Plus touching her up like that seemed consistent with the instruction to wake and fuck them; at least from a foreplay point of view.
I very gently sat up in the bed, kneeling next to Eve's hips where I could look down on her whole body.
Visually, being able to look down on the deep cleavage in her swimsuit and the breast exposure that gave was a bit of a treat; maybe even more than just looking down at the naked her. It offered the promise of passionately stripping her. I could also appreciate the way the deep oval cut out at the back of her suit arched up her flanks and just over her mid stomach with the taut material then pulling the residual part of her swimwear tightly into her hips and against her stomach; highlighting her beautiful firm figure and its womanly curves.
Of course her mons bulge and the now quite open crease that runs through it and drew in her swimmers was the icing on the cake. I leaned side ways to look into her crotch. Her vulva was spread wide open with the gusset of her swimmers sucked into the point where it plastered itself against her pelvic floor. A damp spot permeated the material covering her vagina and I could actually see where her swollen bud caused a little bulge in it.
I was looking at one very aroused woman while nursing what was starting to become a very keen erection.
Lightly touching up her nipples was one thing. I wondered if I could get away with touching up her clit. I brushed my finger against it. The only reactions seemed to be an increase in her heavy breathing.
Emboldened, I touched it again, then started to continuously, lightly rub it. It provoked the sort of muffled, choked back, sleep moans that REM dreams can cause. Sometimes they're of panic. This, accompanied as it was by a rapid heavy dampening of her gusset, clearly wasn't.
It wasn't long before her eyes flashed open, her hips tensed and she let out a prolonged moan of pleasure as she climaxed.
Almost instinctively she reached up to me and pulled me down on her and started kissing me, half forcing, half leaving me little option but to straighten myself out and lie on top of her, my cock pushed firmly into her crease.
Sensing the tip was located where her vagina was I was already softly but repeatedly jerking it into her as she continued to kiss me. It wasn't showing any sign of abating, but even so, I thought I'd better tell her...
"I've got a supercock."
Almost in a panic least it disappear, Eve reached down, pulled aside her gusset and had me penetrate her. This wasn't quite how I saw things playing out. So much for passionately stripping her. But with what was now becoming a familiar routine, I half withdrew and rolled from one side to the other while Eve bent her knees up to outside her chest and then hooked her lower legs over my shoulder to get into the origami position.
As I had with Liz, I could feel the tip of my cock mushed against Eve's cervix; so it probably was just a little bit bigger than normal. I surged my cock, hoping the swelling of the bell that would cause, and a bit of screwing and circling around I added to it, would give Eve a little bit of cervical stimulation while we settled into our position and also tested her reaction. Not all girls like their cervix being touched.
The extreme need to basically pound Liz's arse off that accompanied the supercock I had with her, was nowhere near as strong with this one. Penetration had done its bit to calm my manhood's demands; maybe letting me enjoy a bit more the stimulation of Eve I started to engage in.
As with Liz, I withdrew slightly and then gently pushed my erection back against Eve's cervix, surging it as I circled and screwed it around, touching up her cervix at the same time my pubis was stimulating Eve's clit. And it was possible -- according to what Liz said -- the thickness of my erection was also feeling up Eve's G spot, even with the minimal withdrawal I was using.
I knew this wasn't a fast process. I'd done bit of research after Liz's identification of cervical orgasms being a thing and found it needed a slow buildup; even if both Liz and Eve seem to have a faster response to any sexual stimulation than my limited life experience would suggest is normal.
I withdrew and mushed and screwed my erection against her cervix again. Combined with surging it as I did that, it was a really pleasurable experience for me too. Not something that was going to boil up my balls too quickly, but it did have the sort of sexual reward that made me feel it was keeping my cock big and hard.
I got into a nice rhythm where I did that at a pace which delivered a more or less constant stimulation of her cervix -- and I suspected a pretty steady stream of stimulation to other parts too; although I tried to back off on those to give the cervical orgasms time to set it.
It didn't take long. With a shaky intake of breath which she repeated a number of times, Eve's whole body trembled as her arms gripped me more tightly and she rolled up her hips and circled them to increase the movement of the tip of my cock against her cervix.



Eve's sexual conversation -- indeed Liz's and mine to -- is normally limited to moans and grunts. So it was out of character when Eve exclaimed...
"Oh my god. My whole body is tingling. It's incredible. Please, keep doing it."
Since that had always been my intention, I complied.
Eve's reaction to my stimulation to her just seemed to grow -- intensifying and easing off -- but always seeming to reach a new peak. I was sure I could feel her whole body trembling under me. Her embrace of me just seemed to become more and more desperate -- for want of a better word.
She had been in this state of continuous rolling sexual high for maybe 25 minutes. The problem was, I knew from my research, there was no theoretical ending to this, other than my own orgasm. Otherwise, from the woman's point of view, it could go on for hours. But what I was doing wasn't setting me off and wasn't likely to; as delightful as it was to be able to keep her in this state.
This morning sex was meant to be a quickie, so we could get ready for Uni, not an all-day marathon. Almost regrettably, I needed to change the format. I made my thrusts a bit longer and my circling of my pubis against her vulva -- and therefore her clit -- a bit firmer, longer and more pronounced. The former gave me a chance to stimulate her g spot, the latter her clit. Inducing a conventional orgasm in her was at least one way to signal a finish.
She quickly reacted; her previous vocal hums and 'ooohhh's' of her cervical stimulation taking on more the more usual building excitement of one of her conventional orgasms. It rapidly built until, with a tightening of her thighs and a considerable moan, she came.
By now, I had my own desires. I knew what she'd encourage me to do, with her hands on my hips, is thrust harder and faster against her firm grip of me, to my own orgasm, and then smother me in her endorphin induced passion. The only thing wrong with that was that the origami position had become a bit uncomfortable after this length of time and was not great for post coitus pashing, a fear of crushing their folded up body inhibiting my enjoyment of it.
As the peak of her orgasm passed I withdrew and knelt over her as I first peeled the straps of her swimmers off her shoulder and then used her raised hips to easily peel the swimsuit off her body. I wanted her naked. Then I straightened out her legs and repenetrated her in the missionary position.
Her first reaction to my withdrawal from her had been to try and pull me back in, but once she understood what I wanted, she cooperated to make it a pretty quick transfer. Quick enough I could still feel her contractions as I penetrated her again.
From there I was able to elevate myself on my arms and stare down at her breasts as I brought myself to the sort of mind blowing orgasm that seemed -- from my limited experience of two of them -- to be associated with these supercock events.
But the whole experience had had a profound effect on Eve. She was more emotionally stirred up than usual. She rolled herself on top of me, to let her express her emotions more passionately as she smothered me in love and kisses. She made a point of keeping my erection fully penetrated for as long as she felt it retain its hardness, then when she felt it start to soften, clamped and unclamped her pelvic floor muscles on it as she expressed her passions even more excitedly.
If her purpose was to get me to refract and get another erection, she succeeded. She felt it too; screwing her hips around on its new hardness and length as she made satisfying humming noises and brought her delightful breast down to my mouth to have me suck it.
When she was satisfied she had the full erection, she rolled herself back underneath me and raised her mouth to my ear...
"Cum in me again."
As she gripped me firmly, I willingly complied. I was trying to satisfy no one but myself, choosing a speed, depth and angle of thrust into her wet, slippery vagina that seemed to pleasure me most, testing different things to find what felt best; all while staring down at her breasts.
Because I'd just cum, it took longer than it might otherwise. I was only half way through, tendrils of pleasure filling my cock but not yet boiling it over when she clamped her thighs, threw her hips up -- lifting me with them -- and let out a loud moan as she climaxed.
I just thrust faster, her contractions still bearing down on my cock as pulse after pulse of my orgasm topped up whatever cum puddle already resided in her vagina.
Eve would have kept me in bed, pashing me crazily, for half of the day. She was clearly overwhelmed with the endorphins. But my getting up time had come and gone. My erection was still hard when I withdrew it and lifted myself out of her embracing arms and off her...
"I have to get ready for Uni."
She reluctantly let me go, getting up herself and following me naked like a lost fawn. I understood her need for closeness and contact and didn't discourage her as pawed at me and acted like my personal slave. She even came into the shower with me as I took a quick wash to deal with the sweat of the night and the morning sex; letting her soap me down and rinse me off.
But I knew as I went through my day at Uni, there was going to be a discussion that night. That's the thing about polygamy, you can't deal with issues with a polite tete a tete as you go to bed that night.
I was home first -- as I usually am -- and following the now well-developed pattern, changed into the swim briefs the girls supplied and made me wear around the house.
When the girls came home together, Liz immediately stripped off the sun dress she was wearing to reveal the tiny bikini briefs -- and nothing else -- she was wearing underneath, while Eve slipped into her room.
As Liz approached me and put a hand around my butt, it was a break from their normal routine. Normally they come home with some grocery shopping, put it on the bench, go into their rooms, change into their swimmer bottoms -- or more recently one pieces- and then give me a greeting that involves significant personal contact.
She gave me a peck on the lips as she fondled my manhood with her other hand.
With previous girlfriends, a mere fondling of my manhood would not have triggered much of a reaction. A slight swelling feeling maybe.
But Liz and Eve always seem to get much more than that. Maybe it's that fact they're barely dressed, maybe it's the speedos they make me wear, maybe it's just their drop dead, sexualised beauty and heart melting smile. Or possibly their obvious sexual intent. Whatever, Liz got the best part of a boner.
Mind you, it wasn't that long ago they would have got a full erection, but I get fondled so often by Liz and Eve, it has less of an effect.
She got more of a reaction when she dropped to her knees, pulled my manhood out of the swim briefs, and started sucking it. It caught me a bit by surprise and all I could do was look down at the top of her head as it bobbed back and forwards along my shaft.
Then, as she was just getting into it, she looked up and to my left...
"OK, I think it's ready."
I turned to find Eve there, now dressed in one of her one piece swimsuits. She handed Liz a sewing tape measure.
Liz took it, put the zero end down at the top base of my shaft and ran it along the inside of my shaft next to my stomach. She stared down at the result, then gave Eve room to stick her head in for a look too...
"Whada-reckon? Seven inches in the old measurement?"
"At least."
"What are you girls up to?"
"Measuring your erection. Did you know that a recent study shows that the average length of men's erection have increased from 4.8 inches to 6 inches in the last two thousand years? And it seems you're a bit bigger than average."
Eve popped in...
"I think a full inch above average -- at least, and I think it's more than that; probably 35mm -- is more than just a bit. Still, I suppose it could be bigger."
"Yea, I wonder what the supercock measures at. Maybe another half inch again."
"Probably, although I've never really got to even look at it. He had it in me before I even got my hand on it."
I looked at Eve with a mocking grin...
"You sound deprived. If I recall you wanted it in you so quickly I never even got a chance to strip you."
"Yea, well. You can't blame a girl for wanting a bit of a perve at it."
Liz pushed me to sit down on the lounge behind me; my erection still exposed. Then the girls sat either side of me...
"These cervical orgasms are blowing our minds. Do you have any idea how long the aftereffects go on for?"
"A full day, even longer?"
"Yea, Ok, so you've been doing some research too. But you don't know what it's like until you feel it. And since you never can, let me tell you, it's out of this world. But you're in such a hurry of a morning, we don't get the full potential dose. So either we have to get better at bringing out your supercock or we need to work out how to make the best of your bigger than average erection to get the same result at a better time of day. Which is why we measured it. The potential should be there; you just have to probe deeper, so to speak."
I turned to Eve as she chipped in...
"So what did give you the supercock this morning? It was me sleeping in a one piece wasn't it?"
I sat back, so they could both see my face as I spoke; well aware it made my erection more prominently displayed...
"I think this whole one piece thing is overblown. What made a difference was me watching you as you had a sexual dream and seeing how your body reacted to that; and then getting to play with it to bring you to a climax. Sure, the one piece might have highlighted things, but didn't of itself cause it."
Liz half dismissed what I said with a...
"Yea, I still reckon our one pieces are a big part of the deal..."
Then Eve broke in with...
"Anyhow, I suspect wearing that tight fitting one piece to bed was what gave me a night climax. So it still played a part. By the way, I was going to get there without your help. Not that your help didn't make it better."
Liz returning with...
"Anyway, while we're mastering this supercock thing we figured we should be able to get some cervical stimulation with the standard cock if we change angles."
Liz circled my erection with her hand as Eve completed what was clearly a well-rehearsed narration between the girls...
"So we want you to lie on your back. One of us is going to mount you differently from what you're used to, while the other is going to kneel over your chest so you can play with her with this..."
Eve produced from behind her back a dildo. I'm not at all familiar with dildos, but this was nothing like I'd expect one to be like. It had a soft, bulbous top and multiple, hard looking bulges down its snake like length...
"See, you can massage our cervixes with the soft top while stimulating our g spots with the bulges. Now lie on the floor..."
Eve stood up, took my hand and directed me onto the floor, passing me the dildo as I rested my head back. Liz stood up, exchanged some silent, eye meeting message with Eve and after dropping her bikini pants off, positioned herself to sit on my erection, facing my feet.
But as she sat down and penetrated herself on my erection, instead of squatting over me like she usually would, she sat with her legs extended towards my feet; more like she was sitting on a towel at the beach.
There must have been some anticipation of what was going to happen because I went quickly and easily into Liz. She was well aroused before she sat on me.
Eve stood next to my shoulders, looking down at me...
"Do you want me naked or in my swimmers?"
"That's entirely up to you."
I could sense Eve ponder the question for a moment. Their determination that the solution to the rarity of my supercock lay in their one piece swimwear ran deep. As I looked up, I could also see a dampness in the gusset of her swimmers and her nipples projecting on high beam. Liz wasn't the only one in a state of anticipatory arousal.
After a very brief delay, Eve stripped the strings of her swimmers off her shoulders and peeled it down her body to take it off. Then she straddled me and lowered herself onto her knees over me, bending down to leave her right breast dangling teasingly over my mouth...
"OK, you can put it in now."
With my vision delightfully blocked by her breasts, I extended a finger of the hand holding the dildo to trace down her stomach and into her crease. Locating her vaginal opening I turned the dildo up to penetrate her. The bulging tip went in easily enough, but I slowed and hesitated as each of the larger bulges along its length reached her vagina. Intended to stimulate her g spot, the dildo at that point seemed to have a diameter which was nearly a multiple of that of my shaft; whether or not in supercock mode.
And yet, as I eased it in, what I got was a little squeal of pleasure, rather than resistance and a cry of pain.
Having fully penetrated her with it, and knowing it was now in contact with her cervix, I initially just slowly turned it back and forwards. But frankly I didn't have a clue how it should be used...
"What do you want me to do with it?"
"What you're doing is good. Maybe just a little bit of slow in and out as you turn it."
I got into a steady, repeatable routine of turning and short, slow thrusts which let me turn my attention to what else was going on.
The first thing was to register what Liz was doing; my sight of her might have been blocked by Eve's tits and torso, but her interaction with my erection was not something that I could ignore. I knew she had adopted the sitting position to get a deeper penetration. Now I could sense that she was lifting herself slight up on her arms, before sinking back down on me and circling her pelvis in a way that used her vaginal opening as a brace against which she circled the tip of my erection against her cervix.
For me it was more than pleasurable enough to keep me fully aroused, but not like to bring me to a climax. Since the girls intended this to be a prolonged sexual game, that was probably fortuitous.
Then, having got a sense of Liz's movements, I focused on Eve's tits hovering over my mouth. With my right hand engaged in moving Eve's dildo, I took her left breast into my mouth so my left hand could play with her right breast and nipple.
Both the girls started making noises that suggested the cervical stimulation was working. Not the moans and groans usually associated with their sexual pleasure; more like a sort of hum. That combined with the shudders and shakes that would wrack their bodies from time to time really said it all.
They were clearly enjoying themselves, but I found myself wondering just how long this was supposed to go on. While there were many good things for me in it -- sucking and playing with Eve's tits with their edifice of jutting nipples and the feeling of Liz working herself on my erection being the two most obvious -- I found it lacked the personal interaction and connection that really adds to my enjoyment of sex. Indeed I thought that personal connection was an important part of this sort of sex.
This head and tails approach to group sex the girls use might be all very well when I can bring them to fast orgasms, but it definitely lacked something for prolonged sex.
It made me feel like a large human dildo, which in effect is what I was at that moment.
There was some sign of imminent relief when Eve achieved a normal climax -- and by the sound of it, quite a powerful one -- presumably through a combination of her g spot stimulation with those giant bulges and my sucking her tits.
Just in time too, since my hand was getting sore from the unnatural angle demanded of it by the way I was stimulating Eve with the dildo.
As I suspected would be the case -- which took no great detective effort since it was their normal pattern -- that resulted in a swap of places.
With my hand now quite uncomfortable, I cheated a bit with Liz. Knowing she could climax to nipple stimulation alone, I tweaked and sucked her nipples more actively while also directing the dildo towards stimulating her g spot more than I had with Eve.
It still took her 15 minutes to cum, but that was much better than Eve's half hour. And through the fifteen minutes she was making all the movements and noises I've come to associate with their continuous cervical climaxes, so she wasn't deprived on that account.
Her climax left her face planted and panting and moaning into the floor above my head, so I withdrew the dildo and did a good imitation of an exhausted male laid out and spent under the two girls on top of him. It was no exaggeration, even if Eve, facing the other way, kept riding me.
When Liz's moans stopped, I asked in a voice loud enough for Eve to hear over her focus on her cervical orgasms...
"Is it my turn now?"
Eve stopped bouncing on me...
"Do we have to?"
"I think I'm spent and ready for a release."
"OK meanie."
Eve dismounted me and laid herself out on the floor next to me. It was the usual pattern. The last one to ride my cock gets the cum shot. After just short of an hour of sustaining a full boner while being moderately stimulated, it should by all standards be a monster if I get it right. The question was, did I have the energy.
As I laid over her and penetrated Eve, I found my arms were too sore to lift myself up like I normally would. Instead I used my elbows to suspend myself just over her body; just high enough to take my body weight off her and let me look down between us at her breasts and watch my chest rub against her nipples as I moved up and down on her with my thrusts.
I enjoyed the feeling of greater intimacy as I initially lay on her fully penetrated; caressing my nose and cheek against the smooth skin of her cheek. I was penetrated deep enough to feel her vaginal opening bearing down on the base of my shaft, her pelvic hard floor muscles providing a delightful sensation as I twisted my shaft inside her.
I couldn't help notice that my shaft once again conveyed a feeling of hardness and fullness that had started to fade a bit with the use the girls had made of it over such a long time. Whether either its fading or its recovery was more in the mind than in the cock, I didn't much care. It felt nice regardless and promised a good orgasm.
Slowly, I started to thrust. Just short, deeply penetrating thrusts taken at a slow pace; letting me focus on my manhood and draw the maximum pleasure from each movement.
Tendrils pf pleasure shot thought the length of my shaft as it primed itself for the delivery of my seed into her body. Individually, they were delightful. I took my time enjoying it; figuring it was my turn to do so and wanting to enjoy every single moment.
But the tendrils started to form into one, filling the whole of my manhood and telling me my climax was mere moments away. I fully penetrated Eve and held it there, focusing on that briefest moment of extreme stimulation of the surface of my shaft before the internal pulses of my orgasm took over.
That first, overwhelmingly ecstatic, pulse of my cum filling Eve's vagina elicited from me a groan that nearly deafened Eve. I short thrust with each following pulse, to maximise my enjoyment and prolong the orgasm right down to the final mind blowing shudders that left me moaning into Eve's ear.
By then I was totally spent. I lay on top of Eve, my cock still hard and buried in her until some semblance of energy returned to my body.
In the end, it was Liz who pulled me off her, taking one of my arms and pulling me up, leaving me little alternative but to succumb to her directions if I didn't want my arm twisted behind my back and dislocated.



My half mongrel of an erection was pulled out of Eve in the process, leaving a semi engorged cock dangling between my legs and still dripping cum.
Liz directed me to the lounge where the whole thing had started and sat across my lap...
"Well, what did you think of that?"
"You're the ones looking for cervical orgasms. What did you think of it?"
"It was good, in fact it was fantastic, and it still does, but for me it lacked something."
"Intimacy?"
Eve cut in...
"Yes, I definitely felt it lack intimacy. Any orgasm is fantastic and cervical ones are mind blowing and leave a really nice after glow, but sex is really all about sharing something with another person and it lack that feeling."
Liz looked me in the eye...
"Yes, that's how I'd put it too. But what about you?
"Well, I certainly felt a lack of intimacy, that's why I raised the issue. I love giving you girls orgasms of whatever description, so the fact I have to wait for my turn when you're finished is no big deal. But the way we did it was very straining on the hand that wielded the dildo. It would be a lot easier for me if I was in a more conventional fingering position of lying half over you; but that's not really a group sex position, is it?"
"So, you don't think cervical sex is suited to group sex?"
"I don't know. I think we just have to experiment with other positions and ways."
Liz looked at Eve...
"We'll think about it."
For the next few days, indeed for the next week, cervical orgasms disappeared from the menu. The daily group and individual sex patterns more or less reverted to what they had been with any cervical explorations being incidental to, rather than the target of our sexual games.
They still worked hard to produce a supercock and their obsession with one piece swimwear as the path to that if anything increased.
New styles appeared, still in matching pairs. Two new styles were almost completely held together with stringy straps, the other two simply explored just how far cut-outs could be taken. One of them was made in an even thinner and stretchier Lycra sparkly dress material. And I noticed none of the new ones had any gusset in the crotch and all were designed without any join in the crotch. In short, they were very much made for sex.
The girls often wore them to bed when sleeping with me. But while they might have been a lovely distraction as I stared at their sleeping bodies in the morning, absent the sort of wet dream Eve had, it didn't produce a supercock.
Eventually they did discover another way to deliberately induce a supercock in me and a way to share it.
The girls had been practicing for a while something they called shuffle dancing. They showed me some videos on YouTube. I don't really know how it works, but it seems videos of people -- usually individual or groups of scantily clad women - dancing to a common tune are cut and edited together into a single video.
It is certainly entertaining to watch. It's very fast paced with the dancers moon walking, twisting, turning, kicking and doing all sort of really athletic dance moves and turns; their legs, arms, indeed their whole body moving like crazy. How a bunch of them manage to coordinate their moves as seemingly perfectly as they come across, I'll never know.
I'd caught the girls at some of their practices on the unit's veranda and I can't deny, just watching them practice conveyed a certain erotic frssion. They knew it too. They'd seen the boners it produced.
But they must have been practicing for a while, because the following week they asked if we could stop by Radical Bay on Magnetic Island on the way home from our reef trip. It's a quiet, sandy bay on a remote part of the island. On the right tide and in the right conditions, it has a lovely sandy beach and beautiful clear water and the girls wanted to make their first attempt at a video, on the beach with the ocean as a background. And they wanted me to film it.
As they came up from the dive they changed out of their wet stinger suits into a newly made pair of matching one pieces. These were both a matching red and they seemed to be made mostly out of spaghetti straps. While there was a single piece of material that sort of ran from their breast, down through their crotch and up over their bum, there wasn't much of it. To say it left them minimally covered was an understatement.
I had some doubts how suitable it was for public viewing, especially since, like all their recent creations, it was completely unlined and made of very thin material which tended to highlight, rather than hide, certain parts of their anatomy.
And keeping that minimal piece of lycra in place was a heap of matching string ties with bows and long lengths of end ties all over the place, just asking for themselves to be flying all over the place as the girls did spin turns.
Like most of their one pieces, what little material covered their breasts was drawn in tightly against it. With high cut legs, again like all these one pieces, they look like they were made for a shorter woman, the material being quite stretched horizontally and, as a result, inclined to be drawn into their crease which ran down the front of their mons bulge.
When we got to the beach, they spent a bit of time sussing out what they thought was the best location, laying out their towels and leaving their gear in a sandy recess in the bush; presumably, I thought at the time, to keep it out of the camera's field of vision.
Then they set up the camera. Like I was used to seeing on the videos they'd shown me, the camera was set low, the tripod maybe at about crotch or stomach height, looking upwards at the girls. It also left me having to kneel upright on the sand as I controlled it; although the main control was keeping the focus good and the field of vision at the correct width, since my job entailed little panning of the camera.
It helped I had a decent size screen I could monitor through, so I didn't have to squint through one eye to do my job. Which meant I could actually spend half my time directly watching the girls. Which considering the show they put on, was quite a treat.
They took a few false starts before they really got going. But even the false starts we entertaining.
It was just such perfectly synchronised, high intensity dancing. And so terribly sexy to boot.
It would have been sexy, whatever they were wearing. After all the girls are drop dead gorgeous. Anything that didn't hide that would have been sexy. But in the swimwear they had on, it was quickly boner inducing. The string ties on their swimwear was flying everywhere as their bodies gyrated and their boobs were bouncing seductively in their flimsy covering.
The smile on their faces and the seductive look in their eyes only added to the frission. At first I thought they were just doing it for the camera. But then I came to realise, their gaze was on me; more so as they kept looking down at the full boner, now clearly visible to them in my swim-briefs. To make matters worse, I hadn't done up the draw string when I'd put them on after taking off my dive suit and instead of hooking under the waistband and stretching out the material, it had escaped; with the bell and the top third of the shaft fully exposed.
When it escaped, my hands had been busy with the camera. When I subsequently went to put it away, a shake of the head from Liz as she stared at it told me not to. So there it was; exposed and periodically uncontrollably surging with the girls' visual stimulation of me with every surge pushing the waistband a little more down the shaft.
It was at that point I suspected the camera set up had intentionally left my manhood in their view as I knelt there. They may not have known it would escape, but they certainly knew they'd get themselves a boner on display.
They seemed determined to do a number of takes; sometimes moving on to a different dance pattern. One thing was for sure, in this climate and with the energy they were putting into it, they were soon a lather of sweat. As their swimwear got soaked, it also got translucent and unlined as it was, that soon meant things that would normally be hidden, were now on show.
But there was way more on show than mere transparency. For the last two takes they had been flirting with me and with a lot more than their smiles and eyes. It was like they had kept their sexiest moves for last. The legs and arms were still moving at a fast pace, but their breasts had gone on to develop a whole dance routine of their own and as they lifted and turned their legs, their crutch became a much more active player in what was disclosed to the camera, and through that me.
They didn't need to do any moves as bogan as twerking their butt or squatting and spreading their legs in a pussy display. Delivered as it was in a high energy, very stylish dance, it was way more classy than that, even if much the same stiff was displayed.
I could feel myself weeping pre-cum. It was rolling off the bell of my cock and down to where the waistband of my swimmers caught it.
But the arousal was clearly mutual. Their swimmers, if anything, highlighted the physical manifestation of their own excitement. Their nipples were towering edifices, pushing out the thin material of their swimwear; almost looking like they would burst through it. As their breasts bounced, I could almost feel for them the subtle stimulation of their nipples as the taut material didn't quite keep up with their rapid movements and moved across it instead.
Almost constantly on display as they danced, the front of their creases, where they ran up their mons bulge, had spread apart, sucking in the wet material. And as they lifted their legs in a jump or turn, their labia were clearly embossed on the crotch of their swimwear as it plastered to the floor of their vulva, open, very wet and largely translucently visible.
If the stimulation of their nipples by their swimsuit had been subtly possible, there was no doubt about the way the crotch of their swimmers was moving against their vulva as they danced. You could see it happening. The thought that there was no way that couldn't be touching up their clit drove me to sexual distraction. I yearned to finger them, if not do a lot more.
As they got excited, I could see them sexually engaging and flirting with me all the more obviously.
It was about then I realised the skin of my own cock was feeling stretched and harder than usual. Really hard and really stretched. Although I couldn't see it because the view was blocked by the camera, it felt like pre-cum was pouring out of it.
It was way harder and stretched than it had been for Eve. Probably as much, if not more, than it had been for Liz.
It had become a supercock, a big one and probably something the girls had planned for all along. Accompanying it was a strong, almost desperate desire to fuck them.
Unsure what to do, when I caught Liz's eye, I flashed mine downwards, hoping she'd get the message to look down, or at least there was something going on down there. She did, and her gorgeous eyes nearly popped out of her head. She nudged Eve and as she looked down at it, I saw the same reaction.
They didn't muck about. Almost immediately they stopped dancing, surrounded me and I found myself half dragged, half walked backwards to the towels they'd laid out earlier. Laying me on my back, Eve almost jumped on me, sitting on my thighs as she grasped my erection with her hands.
The feeling of the girls fondling my manhood has a pleasure all of its own. I can't explain it; why their hands feel so much more pleasurable than mine or those of any other women I've know well enough to let them touch it. In its present highly engorged and sensitive state, it elicited a sigh and something between a hum and groan from me.
I knew why she'd grabbed it and why her eyes were now almost obsessively focused on it. Last time she'd simply penetrated herself on it as quickly as she could and had later lamented not viewing its supposedly enlarged size. She clearly wasn't going to make that mistake again. Her reaction came out on her words...
"Oh my god it's big. It goes all the way up to your navel and is as thick as my wrist."
Somewhat alarmed by her statement, I lifted my head to look down at the member she was holding. As I thought, it was a gross exaggeration. Yes, it was longer, but only by a finger or two's width. My estimate was still three fingers' width below my navel. And while Eve has lovely delicate wrists, it was nowhere near as thick as them, even if it was thicker than normal. But if that thought turns her on, I wasn't going to argue with her.
She bent down to kiss it as she started to peel my swim briefs from under my bum. I couldn't resist letting it surge up into her lips, even as I raised my hips to facilitate her stripping of me.
But she wasn't the only one learning the lessons of last time. I didn't want any of the pulling the gusset aside caper this time. I wanted her naked. As she bent her head down, I pulled the strings on the upper neck tie of her swimmers which would drop the triangles over her breasts. But for the moment, that was the only one of the more than half dozen ties I could reach.
As she pulled my swim briefs off my feet, she once again all but threw herself half over me
With an urgency born of sexual need, as she half leaned over me, pashing me as she anxiously caressed my body, I pulled every bow I could find on her swimwear, quickly reducing it to a stringy ball of material. As soon as hips ties were pulled and the gusset was pulled from between her legs, my cock penetrated her; as much through her actions as mine; leaving me still pulling strings out of multiple crevices as she rubbed her whole body against mine and screwed my shaft around inside her.
Goodness it felt nice. Really nice. There's something about these supercocks that just feel as though they're filling the girls in a way that's really satisfying -- to me as well as to them. Their hardness, the tightness of the skin, their unbending stiffness and, maybe, their slightly bigger size all go to make my penetration of them so fantastic.
When it first happened with Liz, my desperate desire to penetrate her was accompanied by an equally desperate need to -- I can't put it any more delicate way -- pound Liz to my orgasm. I didn't, but it felt like I needed to. That seems to have moderated over time to more align with the girls' needs.
I knew that, for Eve, this was mostly about cervical stimulation. I'd have to wait my turn. As Eve quarter rolled us into a side to side position, I found it difficult to maintain what I felt was full penetration. Neither of us seemed to have the leverage on the other to force it to maximum depth, as much as we jerking and tried for it.
I put my upper leg over Eve's hips which made all the difference. Now I could really push against her to make sure the top of my cock was touching up her cervix. Now I was half over her; she not so much lying on her back but more at an angle to the ground, me angled parallel to her but overlapping her body.
In that position, I could screw my shaft around inside her, accompanying it with small, short slow thrusts which felt fantastic for me. At the same time, I could undulate my body against hers; rubbing my chest against her nipples and grinding my pubis against her vulva and hopefully against her clit.
The angle left both of Eve's arms relatively free and, when not being used to pull my butt in to get an even deeper penetration, they were all over me like a rash; caressing every part of my body she had access to. I had one arm free and it did much the same; exploring from the lovely sexy curve of her hips and the small of her back to stroking her hair. And when her hands weren't drawing my face in to kiss her, I nuzzled and nibbled at her neck and ears.
It wasn't long after we settled into this pattern that I felt Liz's body pushed against my back. She was kissing and caressing it, the latter with one hand. What took me a while to work out was that her other hand was playing with the dildo inside her body.
I sort of acknowledged Liz's presence by moving my hand behind my back and caressing along her flank from time to time. But the simple fact was, it was Eve who was in front of me, fully in my field of vision and it was her body my manhood was imbedded in. It was impossible not to give her the main part of my attention.
This was a different sort of sex from a thrusting one, of any sex dependant on clit of g spot stimulation. It was playing a long game and, having learnt the rules of that game, I found it incredibly enjoyable. Time passed quickly as those -- highly enjoyable for me -- little screwing and short thrusting motions drove Eve into a succession of cervical orgasms; her body quivering and vibrating as she hummed through each one.
But it was also a new routine which, when you have a polygamous relationship, also has new rules which I aren't always up to date on. After -- what I found out later was -- twenty minutes, I heard the buzz of one of the girls' phones. Eve whispered in my ear...
"It's Liz's turn."
I felt her giving me a slight push as, at the same time, Liz had her hands on my flank pulling me to roll over towards her. I surrendered to both signals, withdrawing from Eve and turning towards Liz. As I did so, I saw Liz pass the dildo to Eve.
Liz was still in her one piece, so my first task was to quickly strip her.
I'd stripped Eve in a moment of intense 'let's get down to it' passion. Liz I could spend a bit longer on and enjoy the process. Encouraging her to lie on her back, I undid the neck ties on her swimmers and pulled the triangles off her breasts to expose them. Then I sucked and licked her nipples as I pulled the front bodice of the one piece down.
Intending to feel her up, I ran my hand between her legs. The gusset of her swimmers had been pulled aside to let her use the dildo on herself. She'd certainly got herself worked up. Both the gusset and her vulva were dripping wet and her vaginal opening was primed and ready to receive my manhood.
The ties on each of her hips were easy enough to undo and that let my pull the gusset and the back of the one piece through her legs. The ties around her back still holding the bodice in place were less easily got at. To her well expressed enjoyment, I licked her very wet clit as I reached up and encouraged her to lift her back enough that I could access the ties on her back to completely remove the garment.
Since she was lying on her back and highly aroused, and with her considerable encouragement I then simply mounted her to penetrate her.
The semi-side to side, face to face positioning Eve and I had adopted had worked well for this sort of sex, so Liz and I rolled into the same position, which also let Eve push against my back as she played with herself with the dildo.
The repositioning sort of gave me a reset of my aroused senses. Liz's soft womanly flesh and firm breasts pushed against my body, the feminine aromas of both Liz and Eve invading my olfactory centres and the thick, blonde cascade of Liz's long hair that ran through my fingers as I caressed her back, all brought me to a heightened sense of arousal. Not just a physical one, although that was ready to burst, but more than anything a mental one. I felt entirely receptive to her needs, wanting above all else to satisfy her sexual desires.
But the reset, and my penetration of Liz, also drew my attention back to my erection and its overexcited state. Those feelings of its stretched skin, unyielding hardness and over engorged size were all reimpressed on my senses. I surged it inside Liz repeatedly, enjoying the feeling of it filling her vagina as I continued to brush and lightly thrust it against her cervix.



Liz's vagina had been hungry for my erection, but almost as soon as we coupled, she showed she was just as hungry for the intimacy that making love to my back, as she dildo'd herself, had denied her. Her hands brought my face to her lips and her tongue deeply penetrated my mouth as she undulated her body under me. Her hip rotation screwed my surging erection around against her cervix while she circled her upper body against mine to rub her nipples across my chest.
The intensity of her passion was almost overwhelming; making my cock seem even more swollen as it responded as much to the emotional stimulation Liz provided as any actual stimulation of the hardened flesh of it.,
I was happy to let her take the lead, just caressing her in response to her physical exertions. At least that way I knew we were hitting all the right spots for her, instead of me having to guess and then read the subtleties of her reactions.
The girls had been well warmed up before we rotated. They had, by their body's reactions as much as by their vocalisations, made clear that they were already in the rolling meadows of cervical orgasms not that long after I'd first penetrated Eve.
Now there responses simply intensified; especially Liz's. Her lips would freeze against mine and her tongue fall limp in my mouth as she'd moan into my mouth and her whole body vibrated and quivered with each orgasm; every one of them more intense before the one before.
This was sex like I'd never imagined before my relationship with the girls. The intense feeling of love and spiritual transcendence it can generate in them was there for all -- or at least me -- to see. It's meant to make them feel like they are floating in extreme bliss. Well, if Liz was floating any more she'd be levitating; and lifting me with her.
I had been fully immersed in the process, and certainly in Liz, for some time before I once again heard the alarm go off. I wondered if it meant another rotation, at the same time feeling a bit concerned this could in theory go on forever.
But instead Liz whispered in my ear...
"Your turn."
As she did so, she turned to lay flat on her back, bringing me on top of her. Then she theatrically laid her hands out to the side, as if saying 'here's my body, enjoy yourself in it.'
I pondered what to do. That fact was, for all of whatever it is that drives a man to want sex when he's got an erection, the need to bring on my release wasn't top of my list. Don't get me wrong. I wanted this to finish with an orgasm. More than that, a monster one that gave proper respect to my over engorged cock and the time it had spent pleasuring the girls.
But I was, above all else, immersed in my sexual interaction with the girls; in both a literal sense and a figurative one. A moment ago I had been concerned that this could go on without ending. Now I felt slightly concerned it was coming to an end.
Instead of just lifting myself on outstretched arms and going for it, I nuzzled and bit Liz's neck and kissed her cheek as I slowly moved my cock around inside her using slightly longer withdrawals and thrusts than I had been using before her time was up, but not by much. Their sex -- by which I mean me pleasuring them to cervical orgasms -- had been nice enough. But I suppose I now wanted to have my sex; something a bit more conventional but still very much a whole body and mind experience, not just a cock focused pounding of her. And I didn't want it to end prematurely, so to speak.
Liz hummed in appreciation of my approach; probably not least of all because I was still stimulating her cervix while very likely now touching up her g spot too.
Gradually I lengthened the strokes, basking with each one in the absolute cock warming delight of pleasuring myself in Liz's vagina while I immersed my mind and the rest of my body in the glory of making love to a woman of such physical and emotional beauty.
The groans of ecstatic pleasure that escaped me with every thrust of my cock were not put on; indeed, they couldn't have been supressed even if I'd wanted to.
As my balls slowly came to the boil and the tendrils of my delight that had run up and down my erection with every movement of my shaft coalesced into a glowing enrapture that filled my whole shaft, I lifted myself up on extended arms to take in a bigger picture of the mind blowing beauty of the woman I was making love to.
Still slowly thrusting, it felt so fantastic it seemed like every thrust should have been my last. And yet, that final message from my manhood, that final little burst of feeling in your cock that says, 'this is it, you're going to cum' hadn't been sent yet. My arousal was massively multiplied as I looked down at Liz's breathtaking beauty and, I suppose in a typical manly way, her indulgently seductive breasts.
When the warning did come, I took one last thrust and held my shaft deeply buried in Liz. That first pulse accompanying the rush of cum up my shaft to embed itself in Liz's vagina was so intense, so gratifying, so mind blowingly rapturous, I bellowed out a groan that could have been heard half way across the island.
I waited for the second pulse and, again overwhelmed, simply loudly groaned...
"Oh god...AAAAAAHHHHHHH."
Two more pulses followed, no less intense, no less pleasurable, and no less compelling me to groan and blaspheme in response.
After that, my body demanded I start thrusting again, and I did, to be rewarded by rolling throbs of grunt inducing ecstasy with each thrust, inducing me to emit a jerky...
"OH...OH...OH...OH..." with each one.
I lay down on top of Liz, burying my face in the towel next to her ear as further pulses rewarded me for the time I'd given the girls, moving on to shudder inducing mini climaxes as my orgasm took its time running its course.
Finally it faded to its end. The still hard erection I had in Liz continued to feel like it was throbbing, but now it felt more like it was registering my heartbeat instead of conveying my cum into her body.
While I still had my hardened cock in Liz, I was in no hurry to get off her. I lay there motionless, silently processing and reprocessing the intensity of the orgasm I'd just had; unwilling to bring it to an end.
I must have been there too long. Liz brought her hands onto my butt and whispered...
"Are you still alive?"
"I'm not sure. It feels like I'm in heaven."
"No, you're in me. But thanks for the compliment."
I giggled mildly at her pun...
"Do you want me to get up?"
"It feels to me like you're already still up. But, no, there's no hurry. I tell you what..."
Liz was in one of these moods where a pun seems able to be made of everything. I like it, but it makes me be more careful with my words. But Liz's 'I tell you what' was the act of rolling us both over, leaving her on top.
"There, that's better. Now you can rest and I can fondle you instead of being flattened like a pancake."
Her hands and lips certainly fondled me; although lips wise, she left my face alone and she nuzzled and bit my neck and chest. But now she was on top, she also had the freedom of movement to move my cock around inside her. But that of itself seemed to be the trigger for my erection to start to soften. As it did so, it got the semi flexibility for Liz to bend it as it thrusted it in and out of her vagina, using the bell to stimulate her clit as it slid past it with every withdrawal and repenetration.
Which meant she fairly quickly came to a powerful orgasm.
While pleased to have given her that last bit of pleasure, it did make me wonder if Eve was going to demand more of the same.
But no, as Liz finally got off me, the girls simply wrapped themselves back in their string tied one pieces and suggested we go for a cleansing swim before heading for home.
The conversation on the way home, necessarily almost shouted over the noise of the engines and therefore somewhat constrained, centred on their being chuffed at deliberately inducing a supercock and how it showed they were right in identifying the one pieces as the trigger. My push back that their sexualised dancing might have been the more effective trigger was downplayed by a response that it was simply the path by which they displayed the one pieces.
I could see this discussion had further to go. But it was one that seemed to have many benefits for me. I decided I should let the girls think what they wanted.
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A while ago, I wrote a story about a young lady losing her virginity titled "Virgins No More". This is her sequel to that story.
.........................................................................................................................................................
I wrote before something along the lines of when you throw a pebble in a pond, ripples radiate in all directions affecting everything in the pond.
Well, in my family, it's my brother Greg doing the throwing. And he's not throwing pebbles any more. He's bloody well lobbing boulders and their generating tidal waves of disturbance. Or so it seems to me anyway.
It's all because he and his recently found girlfriend Karen are fucking like rabbits in a way that's affecting everyone around them.
It would have been less disturbing had they simply kept doing it in the sand dunes on the beach where this whole thing started, at least as far as my family was concerned. It might not have made much difference to Kate, his best friend who, even though she sleeps around like you wouldn't believe and has never had any sexual relation with Greg, has gone crazy with the thought of him having a girlfriend like Karen, but it might have spared our family.
But when Karen started sleeping over and they'd spend half the night noisily banging away at each other, the bed squeaking, Greg grunting and Karen moaning like a banshee, the ripples became tidal waves of disturbance. Oh they thought they were being quiet and doing it while we were asleep, but they weren't as quiet as they thought and I certainly wasn't asleep.
And the impact on me was more so since I was in the adjoining room.
It would be just as bad during the day as they frolicked around the house, barely able to keep their hands off each other and out of the other's intimate spaces, Karen in the smallest, filmiest bikinis I'd ever seen until then and Greg in his speedos and both of them clearly half aroused.
Because Greg's a volunteer lifesaver and we're basically a beachy sort of family, it's not as though I'm not used to seeing him in budgie smugglers -- or speedo like swimwear for those not familiar with Australian slang - and the man bulge in the front of them they always display. For us that's normal. What's not normal -- or at least wasn't until recently -- is to see that bulge swollen to twice the size in a state of semi erection. And Karen's bikini shows nipples permanently on high beam and, you can't even just call it a camel toe through her bikini pants any more. Rather it's a valley between her widely spaced, aroused labia, with the material of her pants drawn in and all but plastered to the floor of her vulva.
Am I over reacting and resorting to hyperbole? Maybe, but just a smidgen, if at all. I mean Karen's a really sweet and in many ways an innocent sort of girl who was a virgin until she met my equally virginal brother. And moaning like a banshee is a bit of an exaggeration. There's no doubt she does that when they're having sex on the beach. She's famous for it. At our home at night, she tries to supress it. Let's just say she's not entirely successful.
She's even become a good friend. But she's drop dead attractive with a figure to die for which is barely rendered modest by her tiny bikinis which seem to be the only clothing she ever wears and there's no denying the intensity of their sexual activities.
My dad is clearly also in a state of semi arousal when she's around and mum and dad have started fucking more often and more loudly since those tidal waves started bouncing around the pond of our life. And I'm stuck in a bedroom between them all, listening to their sexual activities with no outlet of my own.
Which is why Cory and I agreed to lose our virginity together.
That turned out to be a fantastic experience. Better than I could have expected.
But now what? How do I get the sex I suddenly crave to overcome the frustration brought on by what is happening around me? More so after the other night when I could hear Karen and Greg and mum and dad making out at the same time. I suppose because it's his family house, Greg is better at suppressing his noises than Karen. But Karen got quite worked up, all while I can hear my dad grunting on the other side of me before my mum gives out quite a squeal of sexual climax.
Before all this started I was a shy, sweet, innocent virgin; or so everyone said -- maybe without actually mentioning the virgin bit. In a way I still am. But my hormones have been stirred up by the goings on around me and now I'm as sexually frustrated as hell.
Until now, Cory and I have been friends. Good friends, but not necessarily best friends. Our shared sexual experience was wonderful and intimate in a really nice and special sort of way. It made me realise how important intimacy is to good sexual experiences. But it didn't leave me madly, passionately in love with him.
Is he the boyfriend of my dreams; one I should now cultivate into a relationship? Frankly, I don't know. I might be drawn to him, but in no way can I say I feel towards him the sort of passion that exists between Greg and Karen. And as for his feelings towards me? Again, I don't really know. As a guy he's likely to willingly take any sex I offer him, and I don't blame him for that. But I don't get a reading that makes him madly in love with me either.
But whatever the situation might be, we are in any case heading for different cities as we start our University lives in a month's time. It didn't seem like the time to fall in love with him.
It's not that I don't get hit on by guys often enough. I might not have Karen's knock out breasts, but I know I'm not bad looking - pretty cute actually, in a tall, slender, taut sort of way - and, especially since I've started dressing like Karen, I'm all but having to beat guys off with a cricket bat. Some of them are pretty good looking. But however good looking they are, I'm not going to have sex with them until I know them better. Much better. I've seen Kate with her fast and free sex and it's not a path I want to find myself on.
But getting to know them takes time. A fair bit of time if I do it my way. And frankly, with all that's happening around me, my need for sex is now. Fingering yourself only goes far enough, and that's not early enough to satisfy my needs.
Which leaves me with Cory. On the upside, since we are both the only sexual partner the other has ever had, we don't need to worry about STI's and condoms.
We see each other nearly daily down the beach as our social group collects there during this prolonged summer gap after we finished school but before we start Uni. And while it would be evident to most that our friendship has got closer, I don't think anyone would yet pick us as an item. And that's the way I've very deliberately played it.
We have twice, since the day we shared our loss of virginity, gone out the back of the surf and played the wave game; jumping over them together to hide the fact we are non-penetratively humping and fingering each other. Cory has even taken to wearing speedos so he gets a more direct feel of it -- even if it poorly hides his frequent state of semi erection while we're sitting on the beach with me.
But what we're doing is not sex. At least not as I yearned for it. And it requires just the right wave conditions if we're going to get away with it.
In the end I asked him if he would like a friends with benefits arrangement. It was the best approach I could think of. It was a way of saying we're not really a full on item while getting myself an access to actual sex with a guy. A guy who turned me on enough, even if he didn't make my blood boil in passionate love.
Having crossed that bridge, the first question of "when" was easy enough. The following day. That's how needy I felt.
The "where" was a more difficult question, especially as a regular, ongoing thing. Either of our families' houses was out. It was too soon, being only 19, we were too young and, in any case, I was too inhibited.
For the next day, the nook on the beach where we'd lost our virginity, up near the stables where I keep my horse was good enough. But as a regular thing, it had its problems; not least of which was the 40 minute drive each way to get there. I felt it required the whole thing being made into a 'day out'; just a bit too formal for friends with benefits sex.
Still, somewhat early next morning found me driving with Cory up there; a bit of a picnic hamper in the back, Cory sitting next to me in a pair of board shorts and a t shirt and me in a tight little cotton crop top, with nothing underneath and a mini skirt with bikini pants underneath.
After we parked the car at the stables and walked the length of beach down to the sandy nook -- really just a recess in the bush that ran along the shoreline where we could be out of sight of anyone else on the usually deserted beach -- we spread out our towels. A moment later we were in each other's' arms rolling around passionately against each other.
I'd managed to drop Cory's pants off him before we'd laid down -- a bit disappointed to find speedos underneath -- and he'd managed to get my skirt off me. But the need to physically engage had overrun the need to strip after that.
That had largely been my fault; if fault was the right word. From the moment we laid down I was dry humping his erection through our swimwear. As I first laid on top of him and we started kissing, I speared his erection into my crease where I could work the bell against my clit, occasionally releasing it from its capture to slide my mons up and down its length before bring it back to where I could tickle up my clit with it.
I kept doing that as I started working his t shirt up his body, getting him to lift his hands over his head to remove it even as I vigorously slid my mons up and down his shaft. I then elevated my upper torso off his chest so I could caress and perve at it. Cory's no superman, but he's reasonably well built; enough to let me take in his manly figure and let my body be turned on by it.
Moving down his body, I lifted my crotch up to expose the towering erection pushing up the material of his swimwear well over the waistband. I undid the drawstring, pulling the waistband up and over his erection to expose it and then to slide it down under his balls to fully expose his shaft before bringing my still bikini covered crotch back down onto its now naked flesh.
I laid back down on him to kiss him some more, offering no resistance to his physical suggestion we roll over again to put him on top.
He'd got the gist of how I was dry humping him, so now it was him who was screwing the tip of his shaft into my crease to stimulate my clit as he started to work my crop top off my breasts and up to my neck.
Lifting himself up on his outstretched arms, and at the same time moving his shaft onto my mons to slide its length along it, he bent down to momentarily suck already my already towering nipples; first the right one, then the left.
As he returned to getting my crop top off, I lifted my arms up over my head, resting them on the ground fully stretched out above my head; playfully teasing him to have to stretch out himself to fully get my top off. To reach that far, he had to raise himself up on all fours, so he could move over the top of me.
As he raised his hips up, I hooked my legs around the small of his waist, letting me bring my crotch back up to his shaft and keep humping him. In fact because we were now in what was almost an upside down cowgirl position, I could actually slide -- well, more like jerk - my clit up and down along his shaft.
He gave me a smile at the cheekiness of my action, bending down to kiss me on the forehead before he returned to inching my crop top along my arms.
Sexually excited by the way in which I was now able to stimulate myself, I rubbed hard and fast along his shaft, watching with some fascination as the top of his shaft appeared from under my mons, only to be lost back under it a moment later.
The further up my arms he reached, the more I had to roll myself up to stay in contact with his shaft. It was somewhere over my lower chest, leaving me the sensation I was almost looking straight up at it when Cory grunted and froze.
I heard a groan and felt the throb of his shaft as the first rope of cum ejaculated from the top of his shaft and came jetting down at me, landing on my left breast. I rapidly humped him as four more followed; the last two ejaculating with less force and landing below my breast down on to my upper stomach, all as Cory knelt on all fours frozen on top of me and grunting away.
As they stopped, Cory completed the job of removing my top and sat back lightly on my hips; suspending his weight on the legs folded under him, his still large erection poking up out of the waist of the swimwear...
"Sorry, I went off a bit early."
"I'm sure we can get you up again. Did it feel nice?"
"It felt fantastic."
I pointed flicked my tongue and licked my lips as I suggested...
"Good, but you've made a bit of a mess. Do you fancy cleaning it up?"
He looked down at my breast, almost a face of alarm evident...
"You mean..."
"Yep. You can give my nipple a good licking as you do it. It really turns me on you know."
He grinned at me...
"Well what's good for the gander should be good for the goose I suppose."
I was impressed. He actually did it. I had been teasing him and assumed he'd squib it; which I wouldn't have held against him. But no, he licked up every last drop of his cum. I sort of felt I owed him a blow job after that. But given how excited I got myself humping him, pushed along to no small extent by his nipple licking, I had other more urgent objectives...
"Ok, hop off and lie down. We've got to get that erection back."
Cory complied and I pulled his swimmers right off him and took my own bikini bottoms off too before sitting over his cock. It had gone somewhat flaccid, but by the same token retained a residual stiffness I thought would make my next move a lot easier. It was a trick Kate had told me about for premature ejaculators; although I didn't really put Cory in that boat.
Aligning his cock in my crease and with its flesh pushed firmly against my clit, I slid back and forward on him. The residual stiffness meant it didn't just flop back and forwards under me as I moved on him and the wetness of my crease as a result of all the humping of him I'd been doing made it slide effortlessly and rather delightfully.
Cory was clearly enjoying it. With his hands on my hips, his eyes were fixed completely on my breasts, bouncing lightly with my every move.
I had already been pretty aroused by what I'd been doing before. Now it took only a few minutes to bring myself to a climax, just as I felt the first signs of firm arousal back in Cory's manhood. As I came, I slipped him easily into me and lay down on Cory; my orgasm being enhanced by the feeling of his erection completing its engorgement inside of me as my contractions bore down on its hardening flesh.
We lay there in the sun for a while, Cory's arms embracing me, as we enjoyed that initial binding together of our bodies by his penetration of me. It was what I felt had been absent from any attempt to self-pleasure myself as well as any fooling around with Cory I'd done in the week since.
It wasn't so much our passions had been spent, more than, for a while anyway, they were satisfied by just screwing Cory's cock gently around inside me, seemingly pushing it ever deeper into me, filling me and deeply physically and emotionally stimulating me with even that small movement.
But the need for more made itself known soon enough. I sensed it in Cory as he jerked a little more often and deeply from underneath, but I also felt it in myself.
I sat up on Cory and started riding him cowgirl style. I'd discovered my g spot and was determined to use it, lifting myself high enough to withdraw him to the point that I could rake the top of Cory's erection firmly against it, then slowly dropping to thrust him back to full penetration; all while Cory fingered my clit with one hand and -- when he could reach -- tweaked my nipples with the other.
My body, having started the day starved of real sexual satisfaction, reacted quickly. As I came, I lay down on Cory's chest and induced him to roll over on top of me so he could finish himself; letting me watch his strong chest as he lifted himself up on outstretched arms and thrust himself to a climax, barely taking his eyes off my wobbling breasts as he did so.
His repeated grunts as his body filled my vagina with his cum told me a lot about how much he enjoyed it.
Cory lay back down on me for a little while, accepting my embrace of him. But as his cock shrank and eventually flopped out of me, he rolled off me and sat up next to me.
Bending back over me, he kissed me on the lips; holding his close to mine as he almost whispered...
"Thank you. That was beautiful."
I could sense the words were heart felt and I glowed with them. But I also realised they identified the missing element in our relationship; true love. Unable to exchange sweet nothings as we embraced in our sexual intercourse, our conversations were either stilted and of necessity about something else or, like Cory's last words, merely polite. Plus neither of us really knew how to appropriately physically interact post sex.
Still, I meant it when I replied with a big smile...
"Thank you. For me it was fantastic."
The day had already warmed up considerably. Almost to break the awkward post sex situation I suggested we go for a dip in the ocean. I contemplated going skinny dipping, but even the remote risk of being caught by someone on the length of the beach catching us naked or effectively trapping us in the water because we were naked and didn't want to reveal it, induced me to put my bikini back on; Cory following with just his speedos.
Wave wise there wasn't much action; virtually none actually.
So there weren't any waves for us to jump. Instead we sort of frolicked; a bit of swimming, a bit of floating, a bit of treading water or just sitting in the waist deep water chatting. One of us -- I can't even remember who, but probably me because Greg and I do it all the time -- started a game of splashing each other.
When Cory, using his greater male strength and bigger hands, got the better of the game and was almost drowning me in a continuous cascade of water, I did exactly what I did to my brother when he got to that point too. I threw myself at him and tackled him into the water.
With a brother, that's a fairly innocuous thing to do. You release him and get up.
It's a bit different when you tackle a male you've spent an hour having sex with and find, as your body ends up pressed against his as you both fall into the water, that he was hiding a half erection in his speedos under the surface and behind that cascade of water. Even more so when that half erection ends up between your legs and grows into a full one as you struggle to right yourself in the water; even if we both had swimmers on.
I think both of us wondered a bit what to do. There was this momentary pause of an embraced nothingness; neither pulling away, nor doubling down on the erotic contact.
Maybe as a way of testing the waters, Cory kissed me gently on the cheek as we lay, half floating, half supporting our weight with our feet on the sand in the waist deep water, as the length of his erection imbedded itself in my receptive crease. I responded by capturing his lips against mine and thrusting my tongue into his mouth.
That sort of settled the deal. We intensely pashed each other as we conspiratorially clawed our way slowly to the water's edge where we could actually lie on the sand, still intertwined with Cory on top.



As Cory bushed the triangles of my bikini top off my breasts to suck my nipples, I took the more serious step of inducing Cory to lift his hips so I could unsheathing his erection from his swimwear and pull aside the gusset of my bikini pants to introduce it to my vaginal opening.
He slowly slipped it in, finding little to no resistance from my body.
This only being the second day I'd ever had sex, I was no expert on it. Indeed, I was more surprised that I already wanted more and that my body wasn't complaining about this unfamiliar insertion of a large object into it. But the words of Kate that a woman is going to have a better chance of orgasm if she's on top -- either cowgirl or reverse missionary - certainly played on my mind. I didn't doubt the truthfulness of her words. It accorded with my limited experience that, as much as the missionary position had much in favour of it, the woman's orgasm wasn't part of it.
I had no doubt that if I suggested -- even by my action -- that I wanted to flip us over, he'd be compliant.
And yet, it's not what I wanted to happen.
It's hard to put into words what I really wanted. The best I can do is that I wanted to be slowly fucked. More than that; fucked by a man, doing his man thing with his manhood buried in my body. It might have had something to do with the intimacy of lying underneath him as he did it; but I don't even feel that's a full explanation.
No, there's just something about a man doing his thing to me in a way I'd been deprived of in my life until so recently that I found overwhelming compelling. And Cory was more than enough of a man in my eyes to satisfy that desire.
I was pleased Cory didn't raise himself up and just start pounding away.
Instead, I pinned his head to my face with a hand around the back of his head as we kissed and nuzzled each other, while he did short, slow deeply pushed in thrusts, ending each one by grinding against my pubis as he screwed his cock around inside me. If he was trying to stimulate my clit with that last bit, he was having some success.
I enjoyed the feeling of him filling me and triggering, or maybe the word is activating, my most intimate spaces.
He was certainly enjoying himself. Little hums of pleasure would be breathed into my mouth as we kissed; slowly growing in potency with every thrust. He was as inexperienced as I was. I didn't expect him to last for long; but he actually lasted form much longer than I expected.
But it had to happen. Before I really wanted him to and with a now familiar grunt, he filled my vagina with his cum.
This time he quickly slid off me and fingered me and sucked my nipples to a really powerful, hip throwing orgasm of my own.
As my orgasm subsided, I lay there still on the sand for a moment, letting my body process the experience as little wavelets lapped against my crotch and Cory lay on his side next to me, his head elevated and supported by his forearm and his eyes probably focused on my breasts.
As my body reanimated, I sat up, gave Cory a little kiss and told him...
"I'm just going to rinse the sand off so we can have our lunch."
Straightening my bikini, I went out to waist deep water and then dunked myself to get the sand off my back and let me wash as much out of my long hair as I could.
The lunch I'd brought was not the celebratory sort of lunch I'd brought to our losing of our virginity. It was just some sandwiches, muffins and a couple of chocolate bars. And water instead of champagne.
Still, it gave us a chance to sit side by side in the sun, our backs rested against a tree and let our bodies dry and chat; which surprisingly never really came close to touching on the sex we'd spent the morning sharing.
Sharing the tree as a backrest entailed a certain amount of contact between us. Nothing intimate, nothing more than any friends might share in the same situation. Just hips and thighs lightly touching and a certain amount of overlap of our shoulders, which in turn meant some physical interaction between the co-joined arms which, when not being used for eating, sometimes came to rest on the others thigh.
As we leaned back on the tree, I had a good view of Cory's dick where it now rested back inside his speedos. That's not to say I was staring at it, but the occasional glance down did let me monitor it. I wasn't sure it was entirely flaccid. It suggested he still felt a degree of sexual frisson in our situation even as we were eating.
It probably wasn't helped by the fact he had an equally good view of my breasts in their tiny bikini top and I could see he was making the most of it. They might not be as big as Karen's, but they still offered a nice cleavage display with, I noticed, the cleavage hem of the triangle on the right breast offering a teasingly close encounter with the nipple; identifiable by a pronounced dimple in the material of the top.
There was a purpose in my monitoring of it. One driven by uncertainty; the uncertainty of what should happen next.
One possibility, and the one I started the day assuming would be the case, was that we simply pack our gear in the car and go home.
This after all was a friends with benefits liaison, one merely to drain our sexual frustration, not a lover's afternoon of wild passionate sex. I would have thought the proper protocol for it was a quickie, a thank you and a heading for home. More so since this was only the second time I've had sex. From what I've read, certain parts of my body are meant to be feeling stretched and in need of rest by now.
And yet, I wasn't sure I was ready to surrender up my current access to a male body when I wasn't at that time entirely sure when the next access would come.
I took my time eating my lunch, and offering up to Cory the components of his, letting the sun warm my pussy and nipples, as I struggled with the question; all while trying not to disclose my uncertainty by the tone of my voice as we idly chatted.
Cory clearly wasn't entirely without sexual thoughts either. The bulge in his speedos had got bigger. Nothing like a full erection; more like the sort of semi mongrel swelling I see in my brother Greg's swimwear when he's around Karen. But there was definitely a swelling.
I was feeling a little aroused myself; or maybe it was just the pleasant feeling of my sun warmed pussy. My nipples certainly felt a bit tighter and it subtly showed.
Having eaten the food, I leaned across Cory's legs to reach the esky (ice box for non-Australians) -- sitting along the far side of him -- to get the water bottles out.
I didn't mean it as a sexual come on. I could sense Cory, in his innocence, hold his hands above me like I was some sort of toxic substance or touching me might be regarded as some sort of assault. But in two regards, my action might have been regarded in retrospect as provocative.
The first was that my breasts rested on, and moved about on, his upper far thigh as I ferreted about in the esky. And I don't think there was any doubt that Cory knew it was my breasts doing that.
The second was that my flank was in firm contact with Cory's lower stomach; in the process, having some contact with the swollen dick in his swimmers. That contact increased as his manhood engorged; pushing up between my flank and his stomach into a full erection; still tightly sheathed by his swimmers.
As I sat back upright and handed a bottle to Cory, there it was on display in all its glory, extending well above the waistband of his speedos to somewhere just short of his navel, so tightly sheathed that the bell, and the grove just below it, were identifiable from the shaft itself in all their visually erotic, provocative magnificence. As I unscrewed the cap on my bottle and took the first sip, my eyes twisted down to watch a bubble of pre-cum emerge through the taut material of his swimmers.
But he wasn't the only one affected. I knew that brushing my nipples on his thigh had hardened them too and, while not as big as Cory's display, I too had a pair of tautly sheathed projections standing proud of my breasts. As to what might be seen between my legs, I could only speculate, but the wide camel toe evident where my mons turned under my crotch suggested quite a lot.
Cory's reaction to this might best be described as, outwardly anyway, a non-reaction. He sat there drinking his water and occasionally stopping to chat as if nothing had changed and there was nothing to see. There was no attempt to hide or disguise it, nor to draw attention to it.
But he was far from unaware of it. It only took the smallest movement of my thigh against his to cause it to surge; standing out further from his stomach while the bell swelled even further and, just maybe, his shaft seemed to lengthen while another little bubble of pre-cum was forced up through his swimmers to collect as a pool at the top of his shaft.
You didn't need a degree in psychology to recognise he, as much as I, wasn't quite sure where to take this and Cory, being slightly shy, was inhibited about instigating more sex. But then, so was I.
Eventually as I ran my hand down and across his stomach, I asked in the same awkward language that Cory uses...
"Your dick looks a bit excited. Does it want more?"
By the time I'd finished my question, my hand was wrapped around his sheathed shaft, feeling it repeatedly surge and throb powerfully into my loose hold on it. Cory, momentarily dumbstruck by my question hadn't answered before I added...
"I think it's saying yes."
"I think it's saying yes too."
"Ok, well lay down and we'll give it more."
Cory sort of bum walked himself into a horizontal position on the towel while I, squatting alongside him, kept my loose grip on his erection, pulling it in the direction of his travel. As he settled in, I unsheathed his erection and stretched myself out to pull his swimmers off and down his legs; Cory facilitating my action by lifting whatever part of his body was hindering my cause.
But instead of bouncing back, I caressed and even kissed along his legs, my swivelled kneeling pose away from him no doubt offering him a good view of my crotch and whatever state it was in. I suppose I just thought it was time for us to develop some sort of concept of foreplay; something I was as bad at as he was.
As I came back to a squatting position alongside his hips, I kissed up the length of his shaft before moving on and caressing and kissing his chest as well; running my fingers through his chest hairs. As soon as the ties of my bikini top were in reach, he undid them and pulled it off me; running his own hand across my chest; playing across my breasts and nipples without completely focusing on them.
Running his hand down my stomach, he tugged at the waistband of my bikini bottoms, circling around it to pull them down to my knees; as far as they could go while I remained in my kneeling position. Using my arm for balance, I lifted each knee in turn to let him remove them altogether.
As I played with his chest, he stroked my torso, from my breasts down to my mons; the latter being particularly stimulating of my arousal.
I decided it was time to lay down on him; at first half over while we kissed and cuddled, then on top where his erection pushed into my crease. Then, sitting upright into a cowgirl position, I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft and lifted it up to let me sit on it; penetrating my body.
Continuing to wrap my hand around the lower half of his shaft, and again following instructions I'd got from Kate, I gently rose up and down on it, angling my body and using my hand to rake the top of his shaft firmly against my g spot.
It took a little while to activate it and bring it to life; but when I did it was pure erotic bliss. I moaned in pleasure as I rode Cloy to my climax. As I did, I lay down on top of him and brought him to full penetration to let him feel my contractions pummel his manhood.
Then I induced him to roll over and put himself on top of me to find his own pleasurable release. He willingly accepted the invitation. But I was pleased how lovingly he did it. He didn't just bang away at me, instead, as he had done earlier on the water's edge, he slowly thrust in and out with long strokes as he nuzzled my cheeks and lightly bit my neck.
It was only as he approached his own climax that he lifted his head over my face. It let me watch in satisfaction as his own pleasure was signalled by the way he first closed his eyes, then formed his mouth into an almost pained circle, his thrusts slowing and then stopping on full penetration. I could feel his erection pulsing and throbbing out his cum into my vagina as he vocalised a succession of grunts before burying his face in the towel next to my head to let him continue moaning until his orgasm had run it full course.
When the moaning was finished he continued to lay there for a while as I stroked my hand through his hair; his manhood, as far as I could tell, still hard, but no longer pumping out his seed.
He seemed in no hurry to get up and nor was I impatient for him to do so.
Whatever might be my deeper emotional feeling towards Cory, he certainly had introduced me to the pleasures of making love to a man. Not just orgasmic pleasures but those of intimacy and the joining of bodies which provided a form of erotic joy that no amount of self-pleasuring can ever achieve. For all his inexperience, or maybe because of it, he was a thoughtful and patient love maker.
As the time came when his erection subsided and we had the awkward moment of how to handle our post sex behaviour, Cory rolled off me and sat next to me, his hand stroking my lower stomach as he turned his head towards my face, but still found my breasts a constant distraction. I looked up at the tall, attractive, male figure sitting next to me.
So far, this arrangement was working well. If only we had somewhere more convenient to meet. Still, the moment came when I felt the need to suggest...
"I think it might be time for us to head for home."
Still floundering around for somewhere we can hold our friends with benefits liaisons without the long drive to my horse stables, as we drove home, I asked Cory if he'd like to go for a sail the day after tomorrow. It would not have been obvious to Cory that sex was an objective.
But I was aware Greg and Karen had enjoyed a good root post sail in the women's' shower there, and being mid-week, I figured we could get away with the same. The sail beforehand was more of a subterfuge, but hey, I enjoy my sailing, so that was an extra benefit.
Cory was a non-sailor. The 29er sailing skiff I sail is not ideal for beginners, but I've taken friends out on it before and, with a bit of initial instruction on the shore as to how to use the spinnaker and trapeze, you can usually have an enjoyable sail.
The morning of our sail presented us with a moderate breeze; sort of ideal. Too light a wind is boring. Too heavy becomes just one long capsize.
As we rigged the boat, I noted Cory's sailing gear was a pair of board shorts with a rashie top. It was a sensible choice, rather than a seductive one.
Mine was a pair of mid blue pair of yoga pants with a bikini top in an almost matching blue; supplemented with a lather of sunscreen.
That was a slight modification to my usual sailing outfit for race days.
The yoga pants were very much my -- now -- normal sailing pants for warmish days. They were bought as part of my wardrobe revamp after I fell under the influence of Karen's dress sense; which might well be described as one leaving every male she walks past cross legged in frustration. So yes, I've sexualised my body for the male gaze. I know it and I'm almost proud of it.
The blue was chosen to match the colour of my boat. It is one of those in a really shiny material that conforms tightly to every part of your body that seems to drive guys crazy. And I do mean every part; as in sucked deeply into your bum crack and, if we have to get down to detail, into your front bottom too.
Even though I normally wore it with a pair of bikini pants underneath which moderated the extremes of the body conforming, it still attracted a lot of attention from the guys at the club; especially my usual racing crew. I knew every time I bent over the boat while I was rigging it, the eyes of every young male in the club was on me.
Some girls would be horrified by that and maybe, before Karen came along, I might have been too. Now I was more chuffed. The guys at the club certainly paid a lot more attention to me and a few had tried to hit on me. But I'd known them all long enough to know that there wasn't really one there who appealed all that much to me; so far anyway. In that area I was reviewing my standards as much as I was my clothing choices.
For today's sail with Cory, I'd omitted the bikini pants underneath. The yoga pants were at their hyper-conforming, body revealing extreme. And they were not entirely opaque when wet either. I suppose I just wanted him at his randy best by the time we got in the shower.
Normally I wear a tight fitting long sleeve rashie over my bikini top. The Australia sun is extreme and not to be fooled with. But today I was making an exception and replacing it was a lather of sunscreen. And as you might guess the bikini top was one of the small, slide tri, unlined, string tie bikini tops that I'd followed Karen in adopting. So a lot was on display.
While we were actually sailing I had to wear a lifevest over it. But my usually sailing one was a short, sleeveless, crop top style. So while it wasn't exactly sexy, it didn't cover that much and, to the extent it covered my boobs, the low front and loose fit offered Cory plenty of down blouse like views; views I saw him take every advantage of he could.
The sail was actually a lot of fun. Yes, there were a heap of capsizes as Cory didn't react quickly enough to changes in wind strength; but that was to be expected. And since the water was reasonably warm, the capsizes simply became part of the enjoyment of the day; more so as getting the boat upright and getting back on it often entailed some fairly intimate contact with each other.
Intimate enough that I several times I ended up with my crotch brushing along Cory's thighs and felt a good degree of hardness in Cory's cock as it brushed across my thigh; helped to some extent by the strappy nature of the trapeze belt he was wearing. One where the straps surrounded and highlighted, even exaggerated, the bulge of his cock, instead of covering it.
We actually stayed out there longer than I had expected to.
Kate had always told me that virginal or recently virginal males were prone to easily induced erections and Cory wasn't disappointing in that area. After we'd right the boat and he'd be back out horizontal on trapeze, his erection would be standing proud of the trap belt in a very amusing, but erotic way. I don't know what he thought about it -- probably too busy thinking about what he had to do to keep the boat upright to respond -- but I found it made me rather randy.
My normal race crew -- a randy jock type if ever there was one -- is not immune to going for a bit of a, what he thinks is a subtle, quick hump in these circumstances either. But he normally does so without getting a boner out of it.
But eventually it was time to go in and play out what had always been intended as the second objective of the day; even if that might not have been obvious to Cory.
As soon as we were ashore, I got out of my lifevest and stripped Cory of his lifevest and trapeze belt. As we quickly unrigged, I used every opportunity to bend heavily across the boat under his eyes; giving him a good tease up of what the yoga pants displayed.
As we put the boat away, I turned to him and said...
"Right. Time for a shower to get all the salt off us."



We needed one. We were both encrusted with salt from the capsizes and the water subsequently drying on us in the warm sunny conditions.
But I'd never made it all that clear to Cory that this was a sex opportunity as much as a sailing experience with a friend. Indeed, it probably never occurred to him there was any room for that opportunity in what we were doing. And Cory wasn't a pushy male when it came to sex. I knew I'd have to lead him to it; not expect him to take the lead until it was blindingly obvious what I wanted.
I took him by the hand. Leading him into the club house and closing and locking the external door behind us. Then I led him into the ladies change and shower room. It's a small club. This was no luxurious bathroom. Just a single shower recess wide enough to have two shower heads, otherwise open on one side to the change area.
Still holding his hand, I reached in and turned on the shower, holding my hand under it until the hot water ran through. As the temperature settled, I dragged him under the shower, still dressed. That was the way I usually started my post sailing showers. It gets the salt out of your sailing gear too and, on really cold days, is the fastest way to warm up.
In this case it was the quickest and most fuss free way of indicating my intentions.
As soon as his clothing was soaked, I undid the waist band on his boardies and let them drop to the floor; a bit disappointed to find he had a pair of swim briefs underneath sheathing the considerable erection they covered. I'd sort of hoped to find him naked.
Then before he had an opportunity to do anything else, I stripped his shirt off over his head.
Then I drew him in and hugged him; pulling his erection against me and grinding it against my mons.
The hug was meant to give him the final confirmation this was intended to be a sexual encounter. As to stripping him so quickly, there was method to my madness. My yoga pants weren't going to fall down by undoing some drawstring. He was going to have to get down on his knees and roll them off me and I had plans for what was going to happen as he did that.
As Cory reciprocated my hug and ran a hand through my wet hair, I reached between our bodies, undid the drawstring on his swimmers, stretched the drawstring out as far as I could, then released his shaft from its spandex prison.
With one hand I pushed the swimmers as far down his legs as I could reach, while the other I slid gently up and down his wet shaft, feeling it powerfully surge in my hands. Cory asked the obvious question...
"Is anyone likely to find us here?"
"No all the other women are away, at work or at school. The place is usually deserted midweek."
Recognising where this was definitely heading and with a new confidence, Cory used the hand stroking my hair to undo the bows keeping my bikini top on and pulled it from my body.
Then he started pulling down my yoga pants. But there was no way gravity was dropping them. He peeled them off my butt, but soon recognised there was only one way they were coming down. He knelt down facing me, stripping his swimmers off the lower part of his legs as he did so.
As he peeled my yoga pants down my legs, I let him get them down to my knees before I gently and teasing briefly put my hand on the back of his head and pulled it towards my crotch. I released it to let him finish stripping me of the yoga pants but I could see my message had been clearly received.
As he lowered them to my feet, I lifted one leg and then the other to let him strip them right off me. But as I grounded the second foot, I again lightly brought his head to my crotch.
I knew Cory had never given a girl head before, so it was a gamble that he knew what to do, or was even willing to do it. Hell, I'd never got head before either, so the lack of knowledge worked both ways. But after he licked up his own cum off me a few days before, I figured the wiliness thing was not really as issue.
He separated my labia with his fingers and I could see him look under to see where the target was. With the top of his face almost looking up at me, he buried his chin in my crotch and took his first lick. It was on target and a soft moan from me told him so.
But he was getting drowned by the shower water cascading down my body.
I leaned back against the wall of the shower recess, both moving the shower fall onto his back and giving him an easier angle of approach to my clit.
Then Cory went at it with a will. Once or twice I could feel him poke his tongue shallowly into my vagina, but for the most part he just vigorously licked my clit.
With the built up sexual tension, he soon had my legs quivering in sexual arousal along the side of his head and me moaning in pleasure.
It wasn't long before I came; clamping his head between my tensed legs as I automatically held his head suffocatingly against my crotch.
As the peak of my climax subsided, I released his head and pulled him to his feet, his erection coming up between my legs. It surged through my crease until it lodged itself shallowly in my readily accepting vaginal opening.
Showing his sensitivity to modern mores, Cory asked...
"Can I stick it in?"
I giggled internally as the understandable clumsiness of his wording, but quickly answered...
"God yes."
He pushed it slowly and gently in until he achieved full penetration. I knew that, for at least the initial part of the penetration, he should have been able to feel the contractions from my climax.
Once in, he started to slowly thrust. But Cory is a fair bit taller than me. Both the initial penetration, and now the thrusts were achieved only with a lot of very awkward knee bend on his part.
He stopped, slid one of my thighs over his and then the other, lifting me off the ground. Then he flattened my back against the wall as he held my thighs up, and wrapped around his hips, with his hands.
There was something viscerally, excitingly, manly about what he did. Something that really turned me on.
Now it was like he had full and easy access to my vagina. His thrusts were longer, faster and jerkier. Given how quickly he'd climaxed when he lost his virginity to me, I was almost surprised he lasted as long as he did. He was grunting crazily with the effort of supporting and fucking me at the same time; but clearly enjoying it.
And while I hadn't expected to get to see stars with this angle of approach, I actually found he was stimulating me too; mainly by activating my g spot and with a little bit of clit stimulation as his pubis ground against it on full penetration. My involuntary moans let him know that too.
Just before he came, he froze leaving me pinned against the wall with him on full penetration. Then with quite a loud groan, released his load into me; each pulse accompanied by its own grunt.
As he finished, he still held me there, panting; almost waiting for the first sign that his cock was starting to go flaccid before he eased me to the ground and withdrew from me. I thought that might have been the end of things and that my well worked up body might not get to see itself satisfied with a second orgasm. But I underestimated Cory.
With my back still against the wall, he bent down to suck my nipples while he pushed first one finger and then a second into my vagina, raking across where he guessed my g spot might be. It was a good guess. I relaxed into his hand, enjoying what he was doing, but not yet giving any vocal signals.
Uncertain, Cory asked...
"Is that the right spot? Is it working for you?"
"Oh yes. It's wonderful."
But it did remind me to fondle his cock as he fingered me. It had gone flaccid; but I well-remembered how quickly he'd got another erection previously.
My moans of delight soon enough told Cory how successful he was being in stimulating me and the swelling of his manhood in my hand back to a full erection told me how excited he was to be doing it.
It took longer than I thought it might, but when it came, my orgasm was the most powerful and pleasurable I'd had until then. Cory knew it too from the almost squealing sound I made and then from the overwhelming need I had to wrap him in my arms and almost kiss him to death with the flood of endorphins my body felt.
With his erection pushed against my body as I pashed him, he might well have wondered if he could 'stick it back in'.
But I had other plans for it.
When I'd finished kissing him, it was my turn to drop to my knees. I'd never given a guy head; which given my innocence and inexperience was hardly surprising. Until recently I considered the whole idea rather gross. Now for some reason it seemed, not just OK, but part of a fun sexual interaction.
I wrapped my hand around it and bent it down to my lips, visually studying it for a moment. I suppose I didn't really know what I expected an erection to look like -- school sex education notwithstanding. It was thicker and longer than I had expected. And the little recess around the base of the bell more pronounced and deeper too. I watched as the bell inflated and fought against its desire to return to the vertical as I felt Cory surge it in my hand
The first entry into my mouth was reasonably shallow. I closed my lips firmly around the shaft and circled my tongue sloppily around the bell as I sort of sucked at it.
Gaining a bit of courage I thrust it in and out of my mouth across tightly closed lips and a tongue firmly raking the underside, seeing just how deeply I could push it. Once I went beyond about half its length, I sensed I might choke as it closed off the back of my mouth. For today, that was enough.
I was pleased that Cory was groaning in pleasure. It meant I couldn't have been getting it too wrong. I could taste a certain amount of salty fluid in my mouth from what I assumed was his pre-cum and I didn't feel any great sense of panic about that.
I was also pleased that Cory didn't have his hand on the back of my head controlling my actions. Instead he had one hand gently stroking through my hair while the other reached down to cup my right breast and tweak the nipple.
As I kept sliding it in and out of my mouth, Cory's groans became more intense. It wasn't that long before he announced...
"I'm about to cum."
I'd already resolved to take it in the mouth.
A moment later rope after rope of salty cum squirted into my mouth as I kept sucking and sliding his shaft. As they stopped, I withdrew it and turned my face up into the flow of water to help me swallow it.
I still had my hand around Cory's residual erection when he knelt down, wrapped me in his arms and lowered me to the floor of the shower recess. Lying down with me we pashed and rolled about on the tiled floor, by now warmed by the shower, as the water kept cascading down on us.
As his erection firmed again, I thought it was time to get up and maybe turn off the shower before we used all the gas heating the water. My sexual needs were sated for the day, or at least for the moment, and while he showed no sign that he was going to do so, I didn't want Cory asking if he could stick it in again.
It had been a lovely day with Cory, one that provided both fun and sexual release. But there was a limit to how often I could use this approach to getting sex and it had its limitations. A tiled floor is not an ideal place to make love.
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At work the following Friday Matt found himself contemplating the fact that this would be the night he would spend in Lucy's bed instead of Kylie's.
The one night in three that Lucy demanded in their polygamous relationship.
Lucy had proved to be full of surprises. Matt, and Lucy's sister, Kylie, had long since deduced that Lucy was probably on the spectrum and had serious sensory problems with physical contact with other persons. And guessed that she was probably asexual; having, at 30 years of age, admitted to never having been on a date, let alone been intimate with another person.
As a long time and trusted friend of hers, and currently without a partner, Matt had agreed to move in with Lucy and Kylie to, for want of a better way of putting it, give Lucy a sex education. It was assumed it would be a long and sexually frustrating process for Matt because it was assumed that most of the time Lucy would cut the process short and the essence of the trust was that Matt would take heed of her instructions.
Since Kylie had long had a crush on Matt, the deal had been that Kylie would see to Matt's sexual frustration by meeting his sexual needs in a sort of polygamous relationship.
Since both sisters were stunningly attractive, it was definitely not a burden on Matt, even if, looking back in retrospect, the whole idea might seem rather strange.
But his starting assumption that it was a forlorn hope that Lucy wouldn't be able to engage in a fully sexual relationship was quickly displaced. Yes, she had serious sensory issues, and they had to be worked through slowly. But it turned out she soon learned to crave the pleasure she found in sex, even if it had to be delivered to her with minimal contact with her non erogenous zones.
Matt could see that Lucy, in the carefully planned way that was typical of her, was working towards addressing those sensory issues too. Her discovery - weird though it was -- that she had no trouble with contact with her erogenous zones, including her nipples, and that she liked fondling Matt's, in the form of his cock, had left an avenue for pre and post sex physical interaction.
Now, a night spent in Lucy's bed meant having sex with her. That's how it worked, even if it wasn't the only sex they had. But more recently it also meant Lucy would spend the night with her hands wrapped around his cock and his hands on her breast; a substitute for cuddling up. All very well except it left Matt feeling incredibly randy in the morning.
On two previous occasions Kylie had come to his rescue -- or is that cum to his rescue -- with morning sex. But now Lucy had declared she wanted to be the recipient of that, even though it meant Matt touching her up in her sleep.
And that is what was praying on Matt's mind. Not in erotic anticipation, more as a concern. Until now, every step of Lucy's progress had been carefully planned and supervised by her; Matt simply following instructions to ensure he didn't overstep any boundaries.
Now he had an instruction to take an action while she slept; to finger, tweak and even fuck her in her sleeping state when he woke up randy in the morning. It might sound all very nice, but there were aspects of it that filled Matt with fear.
When he got home that afternoon, he found both girls already home and changed into their bikinis and sitting out by the pool; more or less the standard procedure for this time of year. Greeting them, he slipped into Kylie's room where his gear was and changed into swimmers himself before checking on the ingredients for the dinner he was preparing that night.
Then he joined the girls by the pool.
The small round, poolside table was flanked by two Ottoman chairs. The chairs, big and comfortable enough for one person, two could only fit on a chair by being in intimately close contact. As was his habit because of Lucy's sensory issues, he sat next to Kylie. It meant his thigh and flank were in full length contact with hers and, as she always did, she put her hand on his upper thigh and he put his around her back.
With both of them near naked, the inevitable result was Matt found himself partly aroused; something that was very obvious in the swim briefs he had on.
The girls had been drinking water as they chatted there, and Matt had brought a glass out with him too. But soon after he sat down, Lucy stood up...
"I'll be back in a sec."
It was impossible not to watch as Lucy, with her cute butt framed by a small bikini, sashayed towards the door leading into the kitchen. She returned a few moments later with a bottle of white wine and three glasses, setting them out on the table and then bent over to generously fill them as Matt watched her breasts dangle over the table.
This was not a very common indulgence. They might occasionally indulge in a glass of wine over dinner -- especially on a hot day -- but the glasses Lucy poured were much fuller than they normally would be.
It mattered because, while the group had found that a glass of wine did help Lucy overcome some inhibitions in the early days of her sex education, more recently they'd done without it. But on one occasion when she'd got really drunk, all her inhibitions and sensory problems had disappeared. Everyone recognised that was not a healthy way of regularly preparing her for sex, however much Lucy had enjoyed it. It was possible that, as an occasional ice breaker, it had a role, and Matt wondered if Lucy had decided to give it a go that night.
The speed with which she downed the first glass -- on an empty stomach too -- and refilled her glass, suggested that might be the case.
Matt was sipping his wine at a slower pace and, as he got up to prepare dinner, took the still half full glass with him. Dinner was a bit of a slow cook hot pot, so his main job at this time was cutting everything up and getting it into the pot and into the oven.
He hadn't been working at it for long when he was joined by Lucy, carrying a glass which was already half empty from the second fill. Asking what he was planning for diner, she leaned seductively across the bench where he was cutting the chicken pieces; clearly bring her breasts within his field of vision.
Already she was slightly slurring her words. The one positive was that Lucy was a cheap drunk; at least in the sense it didn't take much to get her inebriated. It was also clear she was quite aroused. It was a warm, even hot, night, and her nipples stood proud in her thin, tiny bikini top like a pair of volcanic cones.
As they talked, she kept sipping at her wine until the glass was again empty. Matt thought at least the slipping was better than the veritable sculling she did with the first glass. But as she finished it, she held it up to the light to examine its lack of content and indicated...
"Well, I'd better go back and keep Kylie company."
It was about ten minutes later that Matt had completed his task and returned to the girls where they sat by the pool. As he approached the table, Lucy moved across on her Ottoman and patted the space on it that she'd made, indicating he should sit there.
That was not normal.
Normally Lucy's sensory issues would not let her tolerate such close contact. Matt noted she now had a half empty third glass, so it was clear she was deliberately drinking herself into a less inhibited state. Matt didn't feel as though he could disappoint her, so sat alongside her; deliberately sitting as close to her as he would with Kylie -- maybe even a bit closer as there was almost an overlap of their bodies.
Lucy followed Kylie's lead of putting a hand on Matt's upper thigh, leaning over him so that she was almost resting her elbow in his crotch. Deciding that he should completely play Lucy's game, Matt put his arm around her back, drawing her closer in to him.
It still caught Matt by surprise when Lucy half turned across his body, put an arm around his shoulder and passionately French kissed him, resting on -- almost swooning into - the arm that he brought around to support her. Really the only previous time she'd done anything like that was when she was really drunk. At the same time she brought her other hand to his cock and started fondling it through his swimmers, producing a predictable result.
Kylie could do little more than watch her sister do a fairly full on PDA. This Lucy was a completely different one from the one she'd grown up with. She also watched with some fascination as Matt's cock swelled and extended in Lucy's hand until Lucy had produced a full on erection sheathed by Matt's swimwear. It wasn't that she hadn't done that to Matt many, many times, it was just a different perspective seeing her previously assumed asexual sister do it and a certain fascination from watching it happen from a distance.
The process of the male appendage growing had always had a certain visual interest for her. But when it was her causing the growing, her opportunities to take a stand back look at it were limited.
Now she had the full show; the initial filling out of the bulge in his swimwear, the transformation of it into a more pole like shape as it straightened out, the vertical extension of it up his stomach, severely stretching the spandex material of his swimwear until it projected well over the waistband and nearly up to his navel, the further inflation of the bell as Lucy's jerking of him caused it to surge and the first seeping through of pre-cum to form a puddle of the stuff on the top of it, all as her sister became increasingly impassioned in her pashing of Matt.
Lucy's passions were pushing Matt further and further backward over the Ottoman until he was forced to drop a hand to the tiles, fortunately warmed by the afternoon sun, to support himself, Lucy nearly on top of him. Eventually it became too much. Matt brought Lucy's body across him and eased her onto the tile surround of the pool, his body, tightly embraced in Lucy's arms following on top of her.
Lucy passionately squirmed and dry humped him from underneath Matt until she forced her hand between their bodies, pulled aside the gusset of her swimwear, exposed Matt's cock and brought him into her body.
From where Kylie was sitting she had a perfect view up between Lucy's legs of her sister getting penetrated; half grossed out, half highly aroused by the once never expected sight. She wondered if she should somehow join the action but decided to give Lucy first go.
Things got hotter as Kylie watched Lucy put her hands on Matt's butt and encourage him to start vigorously thrusting. Now Kylie watched as Matt's butt rose and fell while his shaft pistoned in and out of Lucy's vagina.
Matt, at the centre of all this action, and simply obeying Lucy's silent instruction to nail her, had his own concerns. In a way he wished the whole thing could have happened in a more facilitious location. It wasn't often he got Lucy in this mood. He would have preferred it in a comfortable and private bed, instead of on hard tiles with Kylie looking up his butt. But that was a minor concern compared with the sexual activity itself.
He knew this missionary position wasn't going to hit Lucy's erogenous points in a way that would give her an orgasm and she was gripping him way too tight for him to last long. And yet, Lucy's inflamed passion suggested this was not the time to stop and start all over in a better position.
Lucy was moving about under him like a woman possessed. Thrashing about as she rubbed her body against Matt's, rubbing her breasts on his chest and her hands all over his body, she was determined to make the most of this temporary relief from her sensory limitations. Aware herself that the angle of Matt's thrusting was far from perfect, she started throwing her hips up to try and present him with an angle that would stimulate her clit and g spot.
Matt, instead guessed that she was trying to get him to roll over so she could be on top, and with his situational awareness completely blanked out by dealing with Lucy's inflamed needs, sought to comply; momentarily oblivious to the narrowness of the tiled space between the table and the edge of the pool.
It was only after his elbow failed to make contact with any surface that Matt realised his error. By then his momentum and the absence of any firm surface to reverse the turn against meant it was too late.
The couple, still in a state of full copulation, rolled into the pool; Matt underneath, Lucy on top.
It wasn't the first time the narrow path had meant the pool had a couple enter it mid-coitus and like last time, with them both well familiar with being tumbled in the surf, there was no sense of panic. Matt got his feet on the bottom and with just a push of his hand, managed to tilt them upright; letting them stand up and quickly break the surface.
The fall and emersion had done nothing to cool Lucy's needs. She broke the water still kissing Matt and rubbing her nipples against his chest; almost bouncing up and down on his cock to compensate for Matt's momentary distraction from the obligation to pound her.
Matt pushed her back against the pool wall, causing Lucy to wrap her legs around his waist and really go to town bouncing on him. Matt took the hint and started thrusting hard and fast from underneath, taking over from where Lucy left off. But for Matt, it was all too much.
Lucy's tight grip on him had taken him to the edge. With a loud grunt, he came; pulse after mind blowing pulse of his climax empting his cum into Lucy's body. Matt would have been quite happy to leave his manhood immersed in Lucy's body. But he knew he had to finish her too.
He lifted her higher on his body until her legs were wrapped around his waist and her breasts were right in the line of his vision; but in the process had released his softening manhood into the pool. Now with one arm around her back to support her, Matt first used his free hand to brush the triangles of her bikini top off her breasts, then slightly twisted his body to open up a gap and slid his hand between their bodies to finger her while sucking her nipples. Lucy supported herself by wrapping her hands around his head, kissing the top of it as she felt the delightful sensation of being triple stimulated as Matt tickled up her clit and g spot while playing her nipples.
Lucy completely filled Matt's vision. Her delightful body was for that moment everything in Matt's existence as he delicately stimulated her highly aroused erogenous zones, raking the front wall of her vagina with three fingers while his thumb played against her clit and his lips and tongue delighted themselves against her sexually provocative nipples and breasts.
Lucy's moans filled his ears; not loud, not screams but deeply seated moans of pleasure and satisfaction as her breathing became ever more intense. Matt thought every moment would be the last before her orgasm overwhelmed her. But instead it kept building; building to an intensity that communicated itself to Matt so completely that he found his own arousal triggered again, a stiff erection pushing its tip into the underside of Lucy's thigh.
Lucy's body was quivering in his grasp of her, shaking Matt in turn; disturbing the water around them and causing ripples to fan out from them and travel to the ends of the pool.
In those final moments Lucy's moans became louder. No longer merely a way of sharing her pleasure with Matt, they were broadcast to the world which became, as she climaxed, a cry; a cry of release, of a pleasure that permeated her whole body and overwhelmed her brain. Her legs tightened crushingly around Matt's waist as he felt her contractions tighten around his fingers as he kept stimulating her.
As, eventually, the peak of her orgasm passed, Lucy unwrapped her legs from Matt's waist and slid down his body to bring her face to his; passionately kissing him as she caressed his body with her hands; grinding her mons against the erection that bisected Matt's lower stomach.
This was a Lucy that Matt had never seen. Maybe glimpses of it last time she got drunk, but there was a purpose this time that added a deeper colour to it.
It almost surprised him that she hadn't repenetrated him to start all over again.
As the extreme of Lucy's passion slowly burned itself out, she pulled her head back from Matt's face...
"I'll tell you what. How about I finish dinner while you fuck Kylie?"
Matt's jaw almost dropped into the pool.
With Kylie right behind her, watching proceedings, and Lucy half turning her head towards Kylie to make her point, to say it shocked Matt was an understatement. That's not to say it didn't address an issue. Normally something like this would develop into a threesome. It was unusual that Kylie hadn't tried to join in the event. But Matt, and probably Lucy, recognised that Kylie had left Lucy to enjoy her momentary relief from her sensory limitations. In a way, by rights, it was her turn.
But it is not every day that a guy gets told by one woman that he should now go and fuck another. It was an adjustment that Matt was far from completing.
Matt looked up at Kylie, his view from the pool being one of her sitting, facing towards them with her legs just far enough apart for him to have a good view of the gusset of her bikini pants. It took only a nano-second for him to notice the projection of her nipples and a certain damp stain in the gusset where her swollen labia were clearly displayed through the tightly fitted material before he looked up at her face.
With pursed lips, she nodded her agreement, pointing to the sunlounge on the other side of the pool. As Kylie stood up to walk around the pool, Lucy bounced backwards onto the edge of the pool, leaving Matt to swim across it to where the lounge was.
As Matt bounced out of the pool on the other side, Kylie was already sitting on the edge of the lounge, staring at his exposed erection as he stood in front of her...
"You're all wet."
"Yep, that's what happens when you end up in the pool. Is that a problem?"
Matt reached forward and cupped her breast, the water on his hands quickly permeating the material of the bikini top and soaking it. Kylie reached out, circled his erection with her fingers and ran them down it before pulling his swimmers down his legs...
"We'll soon find out."
Matt undid the ties of her bikini top and removed it, then encouraged Kylie to lie back on the lounge to let him slide her pants off too before lying next to her now naked body and embracing it...
"Is this OK."
"A bit cool, but I'm sure you can make me hot soon enough."
Kylie was already aroused by the show that Matt and Lucy had put on. No sooner had she rolled on top of Matt than she had him penetrate her.
The sex, in a reverse missionary position, was nothing radical, but the orgasm it all too quickly gave Kylie satisfied for the moment the yearnings that watching Matt fuck Lucy had given her. And while it stirred up her sexual desires again, she also found a deep emotional satisfaction from the close body contact position that Matt adopted when he, now on top, thrust himself to his own orgasm.
She always found there was something special in having Matt fuck her; at least compared to previous boyfriends. Maybe it was his technique, maybe something to do with his ripped lifesaver's and surfer's body.
Matt had taken a while to get there, even though Kylie had put a moderately firm grip on his manhood. But that had just given Kylie all the more time to savour and enjoy the sex with him, even if it wasn't going to give her another orgasm. And there was something in the deep groan he made as he climaxed that conveyed to Kylie a satisfying message that he'd had a good one.
Matt had been in no hurry to either withdraw his still firm shaft from Kylie, or to get off her; instead nuzzling her cheek as he supported his weight over her with his elbows and knees.



Kylie liked that, unlike previous boyfriends, Matts' ejaculation wasn't the end of their love making. He knew how to let a woman enjoy their post sex pleasure and to make her feel like they were more than just a receptacle for their cum.
Matt's erection had persisted, at least in a fairly firm state, for quite a while after his orgasm. He found pleasure in occasionally and lightly screwing it around in Kylie's vagina as he nuzzled her. It was Kylie who raised the topic of what she'd just witnessed...
"Do you think my sister is crazy?"
Matt turned his head to look at Lucy still in the kitchen as she went through the final steps f preparing the dinner as he answered...
"No, I think she's trying to find a way to enjoy every aspect of sex without triggering her sensory issues. We've all seen before how, if she's drunk enough, she doesn't have the issue. In fact, if I recall correctly, you're the one who triggered that discovery by deliberately setting out to get her drunk.
But we all recognised that it's not good for Lucy to go through life drunk as the solution to all her problems. I think she's exploring just how drunk is enough to give her at least temporary relief. To see what the minimum amount she can get away with to let her really enjoy the passion and human interaction of sex.
Anyhow, watching it seemed to turn you on"
"It's a funny thing watching your sister get fucked. More so when you have a view up between her legs and can actually watch her vagina get pounded by a big thick shaft."
"I'll take the big thick comment as a compliment, but pounded is a rather harsh word. I thought I was being quite gentle."
"True, but I can't think of a word that describes gentle thrusting."
Matt ponded that for a second...
"Nor can I."
Matt was enjoying his intimate contact with Kylie as they talked. She was still penetrated by an erection that, as far as he could tell, retained a good percentage of its length and firmness; not all of it, but enough. Kylie had been squeezing it periodically, as if to encourage that outcome.
He playfully bent his head down to suck Kylie's nipples, knowing what a powerful effect that had on her. She let out a little hum of encouraging pleasure as he started, brushing her hand through his hair. But it had an effect on him too as he felt his erection harden again and fill Kylie's vagina.
Kylie noticed too...
"Have you got another boner? That's quick."
"Yes. But it's a pity I can see Lucy plating up dinner. I don't think we're going to have time to use it."
Kylie turned her head towards the house to confirm Matt's observation...
"Damn."
Reluctantly Matt pulled his erection out of Kylie and they both sat on the edge of the lounge while they put their swimwear back on before going and taking their seats at the poolside table where Lucy had laid out the plates; Matt's being next to Lucy's. Lucy watched as Matt, still displaying a significant erection, tightly sheathed by his swimwear, approached her and sat down in front of his plate.
As he sat next to her, their flanks and thighs in full contact, she felt the first inklings of that all too familiar discomfort with the contact. The wine, and its numbing effect, was starting to wear off. Lucy avoided flinching, making sure Matt was oblivious to her discomfort. For the moment it was tolerable, but the exercise had given her some indication of the minimum dose necessary to block her feelings. And she knew it would need topping up before they went to bed.
Lucy got through dinner, just, but as she cleaned up the plates and took them inside, she brought out the wine and topped up their long empty glasses. If they stay out here by the pool, Lucy knew that Kylie would often end up sitting on Matt's lap and resting against his chest. Lucy had been a mere, sometimes envious, spectator to this, night after night, and it was something Lucy wanted to be able to do. Since the night was warm and there was nothing worth watching on the TV, there was a pretty good chance they would stay put.
The reappearance of the wine, and Lucy's fairly rapid consumption of the first half of the glass, was not unnoticed by either Matt or Kylie. Matt knew it probably signalled that Lucy was starting to feel uncomfortable again, but very deliberately left it to her to set the rules of their degree of contact.
So Matt was rather pleased when, after about fifteen minutes, Lucy repositioned herself to sit on his lap in the way Kylie so often did. As she put her harm around his neck and rested her flank on his chest, he rested his arm on her thigh, his hand resting lightly, but meaningfully, against the gusset of Lucy's bikini pants.
As Lucy reached forward to pick up her glass for another sip, Matt's hand was pushed by Lucy's own movement, more firmly and intimately into her crotch, lightly tickling up her already arouse clit; so Lucy made a point of putting her glass down between sips, at least until Matt worked out what she was doing and lightly fingered her through her bikini pants without her reaching for her glass.
When Kylie had first started sitting on his lap like that, Matt had been slightly embarrassed by the fact he always grew a boner. After all, the outside of her butt was pushed firmly against his crotch, sinking down into his lap in a way that left her resting in contact with the bulge of his cock.
That and the fact that her breasts were right in his field of vision, the exposed cleavage revealed by her tiny bikini top, bulging out over the hem of the bikini's triangles, would give any man a boner. But like a lot of that stuff, if you do it often enough, it loses the power of its effect. It continued to have an effect on him, but its physical manifestation in his pants became less apparent.
But Lucy was a different matter. The breast display was no less seductive, but she was sitting closer and more intimately, the wet bikini top highlighted her extended nipples and he could feel her aroused clit through the thin material of her bikini pants. Plus he knew he'd be fucking her again in a couple of hours.
This was back to a full boner. Initially trapped under her thigh, it escaped the first time she leaned in to pick up her glass, thereafter being a hard rod sitting between her thigh and his stomach; stimulated by the movement every time Lucy reached in for her glass. Lucy knew it too, deliberately moving against as she animatedly spoke.
Each had a reason for enjoying being aroused. Lucy because it too offered some distraction from her sensory issues that fortified whatever the wine missed out on. Matt, well, basically because he was a man and enjoyed being kept in a persistent state of erection inducing arousal by a pair of stunningly attractive women.
But neither wanted to cum. Not yet anyway. Both knew what lay ahead when they retired for the night.
Both Matt and Kylie noticed that Lucy kept topping up her state of mild intoxication for the rest of the night; sipping the wine in measured amounts as she felt the effect of it wearing off. It was an hour before their usual bedtime that Lucy sculled the half glass of wine in front of her, stood up and announced...
"I'm going for my shower."
Then turning to Matt, added...
"You'll find me in bed."
Matt and Kylie watched Lucy disappear inside, then Kylie turned to Matt...
"That's a full on boner you're showing there. You don't get aroused like that when I sit on your lap any more."
"She was rubbing herself against it."
Kylie stood up, walked around the table and sat on Matt's lap; straddling it to face directly at him. Looking down, she stared at the pool of pre-cum that had penetrated the material of his swimmers and the way Matt's erection surged and the bell swelled up as she shuffled forward towards it.
Putting her arms loosely around his neck, she replied...
"Yea, sure. At least I got some sort of reaction when I sat on you this time. I think you're in for a busy night. That last half glass of wine was meant to see her through her plans for you."
"There are worse things that can confront a man."
"So, I don't get to fuck you in the morning because Lucy's instructed you to wake her and fuck her instead. Lucky Lucy left us time for a root earlier in the evening or I'd be fucking you now. But I figure I should leave something in your tank for Lucy. After all, it Is her night."
"Don't think I'm not a bit nervous about how to approach touching her up while she's still asleep."
"Why? She has you tweaking her nipple for half the night every time you sleep with her."
"Yes, but this is a bit more full on. You know how she likes her sleep and even how hard she is to wake up. She's even told me to start fucking her if I have to. In any other context, it would be a sexual assault."
"I think you're over dramatizing it. If Lucy has told you to do it, that's what she wants. You know Lucy, she doesn't let anything happen if that isn't what she wants. Anyway, enough talk. I want to enjoy you while I still have you."
Kylie moved forward again, pressing her crotch against Matt's erection as she started kissing and caressing him.
They kept it up until they heard Lucy exit the bathroom. Kylie pulled back and looked at Matt...
"The seductress awaits you. Time for your shower too I think."
As Matt stood in front of the shower and pulled the waist band of his swimmers over his erection to take them off, he reflected on Kylie's challenge. The girls inducing erections in him was nothing new. How could a man not be aroused by their barely covered beauty, and Kylie in particular almost made a point of arousing him whenever she could.
But tonight it felt different. He did feel an aroused anticipation that had kept him hard for most of the evening. It was the thought he would experience Lucy in a way he never had before. It might be little different from his sex with Kylie every other night, but Lucy was special. They'd been friends for so long, it was natural he had an extra affinity for her. They'd been the chaste friends seemingly forever and while, in the course of her sex education, he'd now fucked her many times, it was largely a passionless affair because of the need to work around her sensory issues.
Yes, twice now she got herself drunk enough to frolic in the pool with him, but knowing this time she was lying there in the bed waiting for him and primed to unleash her passions on him added a lot to it.
As he showered, his erection persisted. He noticed it was unrelentingly skin stretchingly hard; anxious to be put to the use it was designed for.
It remained that way as he walked naked down the hallway and into Lucy's room; making him fell a bit self-conscious as he first passed Kylie in the hall, who couldn't help by make a comment and have a grope of it, and then Lucy as he entered the room.
But the sight he found there was worthy of an erection.
With the lights still on. Lucy was laid out on the bed waiting for him. She was dressed in a silky, loose fitting short, crop top, black camisole and a pair of her stretch black, satin, string sided hipster undies.
The flimsy material of her camisole draped across that part of her breasts that it covered in a way that highlighted them, her nipples provocatively pushing up the soft, delicate material. And her undies had been pulled up tight, proudly displaying Lucy's glorious mons bulge to its perfection and forming a camel toe that revealed Lucy swollen and aroused labia.
Yes, she could have laid there naked waiting for him, but in a far more seductive way, she was effectively gift wrapped. Matt almost felt inadequate in presenting her with nothing more than erection.
As he knelt on the bed and bent over her, he asked...
"Is it OK if I touch you."
"Touch me all you want."
Matt ran his hands down her flanks, as far as her hips, before sliding them back up and under her camisole to cup her breasts as he bent in to kiss her. Her nipples hardened to his touch and Lucy lifted her hands over her head, indicating Matt should slip her camisole off.
What a contrast this Lucy was to the one he'd first started the sex education of, given at that time she was almost paranoid about any exposure of her breasts and crotch; never having been seen naked even by her house sharing sister.
Matt kissed down her body, running his hands back down her flank until her came to her mons bulge, kissing it through the material of her panties as Lucy lifted her hips to signal they should be removed too.
As Matt worked back up her body after pulling her panties over her feet, Lucy tucked her hands under his armpit and drew him fully up...
"Penetrate me."
Matt dropped his hips to bring the tip of his erection into her crease, surging it until he found the tip captured by the opening to her receptive vagina; pushing gently against no resistance until he found himself fully penetrated. Almost immediately Lucy rolled them over, leaving her on top, lying on his chest.
She pushed down hard on his erection, as if trying to make sure it couldn't go in any further...
"I just want to enjoy your embrace."
Matt caressed Lucy's back and ran his hands through her hair as she lay her head on his chest; occasionally pushing down hard on his erection again and screwing it around inside her as she brushed her nipples across his chest. But for the most part, it seemed Lucy wanted a lover's embrace; something Matt was only too happy to oblige her with even if his manhood surged in anticipation every time Lucy screwed it about.
For maybe ten minutes they lay together like that; Lucy periodically squirming on top of Matt to deepen her penetration and brush her nipples, Matt content to glide his hand across her soft skin and enjoy the feeling of cupping the sexy cheeks of her bottom as his erection surged inside her.
The change in mood came quickly and without warning to Matt.
Lucy suddenly lifted her head and almost threw it against Matt's face as she started to passionately kiss him, as the same time lifting her stomach to start thrusting his shaft forcefully in and out of her; firmly rubbing her clit against his pubis as she did so.
As she settled into her rhythm, Matt could also sense her nipples being brushed across his chest.
Slowly she rose up on extended arms. Enough to give her a better angle for her clit stimulation, but not so much that Matt couldn't lift his head to suck her nipples.
As it had earlier, Lucy's moans and breathing communicated to him the rapid increase in her arousal. Indeed, she climaxed fairly quickly. As she laid back down on top of Matt and induced him to roll on top, she asked...
"Can you take your time and try and have as much body contact as possible?"
"Sure, if I can. Do you want me to put the sex pillow under your hips?"
"No, you don't need to do that."
"You know I can't really be sure of getting an angle that will stimulate you without it."
"Yes, but that's not important. I just want to get the full experience of being fucked by a stud of a man who wants to rub himself against my body, instead of him having to treat me like I'm toxic."
It occurred to Matt you could never say that Lucy wasn't direct. At least you knew what she wanted and why. He was chuffed by her suggestion she regarded him as a stud while recognising her reference to toxic was simply her recognition of her own normal desire not to be touched more than absolutely necessary.
"I'll do my best."
Lucy's words gave Matt a lot of freedoms he didn't usually have with her. Normally he was anxious to finish himself quickly for fear of triggering her sensory issues and of course trying to maintain the least contact possible with her non-erogenous zones.
He supported his weight on elbows and knees just above Lucy, letting his thighs and much of the length of his legs be in contact with hers as he started thrusting. He used short, deeply penetrating thrusts; ones that gave him the emotional pleasure of deeply fucking her without boiling up his balls too quickly. At the same time he let his torso glide across the top of hers, brushing across her nipples in a way he could feel was hardening them.
Lucy's grip on him was medium to light. Tight enough to give him an orgasm if he thrust in a way that maximised his physical pleasure, but not so tight as to brew him up regardless.
Matt could almost sense Lucy relax into what was happening. As he continued thrusting, her body seemed to receive the experience like it was some sort of exotic new form of massaging pleasure as she ever so gently and lightly caressed his body. She hummed in apparent pleasure; not, Matt thought because his actions were stimulating her to an orgasm, but rather because she seemed to be enjoying Matt's attempt to give her the sort of sex she asked for.
Matt was enjoying himself too. A lot. Two orgasms already that afternoon, combined with his controlled technique was giving him a lot of endurance, both in terms of not cumming and in term of having the energy to continue. With all concerns about either stimulating Lucy, or taking too long, removed, he was enjoying the sex and his intimacy with Lucy free from any guilt.
As he kept pushing it deeply into Lucy, his manhood felt as big, thick and hard as it had ever felt. It rubbed delightfully against her vaginal walls and jammed itself firmly against her unyielding pelvic floor muscle on full penetration; both actions being pleasurably rewarding.
But in a way, he still couldn't help but try and stimulate Lucy. It was a habit born of his past sexual experiences. The full penetration gave him an opportunity to try and stimulate her clit and he hoped that somehow, twisting his shaft around inside her on full penetration may have even triggered her g spot.
It was actually to his surprise when Lucy's breathing started to show signs of arousal towards orgasm. Only Lucy knew that the cause was Matt's brushing against her nipples, but the cause didn't matter to Matt. He was simply chuffed to find himself doing it.
It progressed rather quickly, her previous non sexual hums being replaced by some very sexual groans.
As Lucy came, she lifted her hips up to push them firmly against Matt, deepening his penetration of her, as she squirmed and twisted about under him.
As her contractions pummelled his manhood, she tightened her grip on him. For the first time, that triggered the first tendrils of an orgasm from which there was no going back. As Lucy subsided back down onto the bed, Matt found his thrusts wanting to be longer and faster as if his body was giving instructions to him. He listened, his grunts of pleasure echoing around the room.
Feed by a persistent erection that had lasted most of the evening, pumped up further by Matt's extended penetration and fucking of Lucy, the climax when it came, was a monster. Matt let out a cry that filled the house as his brain was flooded with the pleasure from that first pulse of his cum rushing up his shaft to fill Lucy's vagina, followed quickly by pulse and pulse of additional cum delivering pleasure. He surrendered to his desire to pump Lucy to prolong and enhance his enjoyment; pumping away until his body said 'stop' and suddenly withdrew from him all energy, leaving him slumped over Lucy, almost unable to move.
He giggled to himself about the way the male body uninhibitedly debases itself in the throes of sexual climax, but wouldn't have it any other way.
Lucy ran a hand through his hair...
"That seemed to be a pretty good one."
"It was. I hope I didn't hurt you."
"I loved it. I loved the feeling of a man really fucking me. It makes me feel -- I don't know -- bonded to him while at the same time gives me pleasure that I've pleasure him. There's something really sensory about it in a positive way."
"Speaking of sensory, how are you doing?"



"It's starting to wear off."
"Do you want me to get off you?"
"Soon, but not yet. That's a big thick erection you still have in me and I'm still on a post orgasmic high."
Lucy put her hand around the back of Matt's head and brought him in for a prolonged kiss; once again caressing his back as she pashed him and, as much as Matt's weight on top of her would permit, screwing her hips around to move Matt's erection inside her.
As Matt's erection finally dissolved, she pulled her lips away from Matt...
"I think it's time to get off."
Matt quickly complied, rolling off onto his side to leave him facing her, but not in contact...
"I know we've discussed this before, but what does it feel like when people crowd or touch you when you're sober?"
"I've often looked for a single word that describes it. But I can't find one. 'Uncomfortable' doesn't really give a good measure of it, even if that's one word. You feel anxious, scared, violated, even a bit angry sometimes. I wish I could describe it better, because then I might be able to deal with it better too."
"And how does alcohol change that?"
"It momentarily takes away the inhibitions. Suddenly you don't find your body reacting to the invasion of your personal space so much and you can actually enjoy the personal interaction; or at least it does for me."
"Kylie and I might get a bit worried you'll turn into a drunk trying to overcome those inhibitions."
"No, I'm not that silly. I might grant myself a few nights now and then where I let myself go, but I know it has to be a special treat, not a permanent crutch. Tonight I wanted to see how little it would take to get me to that state. It's not very much really. But next time I probably would change the timing. I started too early.
That frolic by the pool was all very nice, but what I really wanted was the sex we just shared. But to get there I had to keep topping up my inebriation. Next time it would be better to start late.
But regardless, I'm going to pay for it with a restless night's sleep, so my hand could be giving your cock a bit more of a touch up than normal during the night."
"So you still want me to fondle your breasts as we sleep?"
"Yes, and to use me to relieve any frustrations you have in the morning."
"Are you sure about that? How far do I go before you wake up?"
"If I'm going to sleep that soundly, all the way. But I suppose I'm assuming, a bit like happens with Kylie, your stimulation of me might induce an erotic dream that eventually wakes me. Mind you, if I have disturbed night's sleep I might be dead to the world in the morning, in which case, put the sex pillow under my hips and just go for it. If that doesn't wake me, nothing will."
Matt got out of bed to turn off the light. As he felt his way in the pitch dark back into bed, Lucy took his hand and brought it onto her breast; expecting Matt to lightly touch up her nipple. Matt couldn't help but ask...
"Do you think what we've done with introducing you to sex has moderated your sensory problems?"
"A little. Maybe enough to give me hope for the future. But so far, not much. There might have been a time I would have reacted more strongly to the way you rest your wrist on my chest as you cup my breast, but that doesn't seem so bad any more. And I don't really understand why you can sexually stimulate my external erogenous zones without triggering anything. Maybe it's a reward sort of thing where the pleasure outweighs the terror. So we're making baby steps, but I don't think it's yet a break through. But it does give me hope for the future and I do appreciate your patience and understanding; even more so with the weird thing of me fondling your cock during the night as a sort of ice breaker towards me enjoying a proper cuddle."
The couple fell to silence, and then to sleep; although a restless one for Lucy. Lucy slept on her back, Matt on his side, with a need to change sides from time to time. While he faced Lucy, she brought his hand up to cup her breast and wrapped her hand around the erection that her fondling of it induced; but in her restlessness she tended to treat his cock something like worry beads, not jerking it off, just her fingers constantly moving against it.
She yearned to be able to cuddle up to him properly. But for the moment, that was the most she could tolerate. It was a start. A building block she thought of it as, which was why she so religiously did it as Matt slept with her.
As expected, by the time Matt woke in the morning, a night of having his cock fondled left him with a raging, needy, randiness. The fact he dumped three loads the night before wasn't really enough to kill the effect of your cock being played with for six or more hours.
When he woke up in Lucy's room, his first step was always to lift his head and see whether there was light showing through the space under the door to the room. Lucy kept her room in total blackness, with a heavy blackout blind covering the window and the absence of any light emitting object in her room.
The light told him it was his waking time, and not just a disturbance in his night-time sleep.
He still felt an uneasiness about what he was about to do. In a way, he might have preferred simply slipping next door to Kylie's room where he knew he would get a sexually satisfying reception. In part, that was because her waking time was roughly the same as his; whereas Lucy tends to sleep in for another hour. So he was prematurely waking her from her sleep.
But Lucy had specifically told him she wanted him to do to her what he would otherwise have done to Kylie.
As Lucy had told him he could, Matt pulled aside the blind a bit to let enough light into the room to see what he was doing. The sight that it revealed did nothing to reduce his randiness. Lucy was asleep on her back -- as she always slept. The sheet, which was the only cover on the bed at this time of year, was thrown off down to her upper thighs; revealing her completely naked body.
That of itself was a transformation from the previous Lucy who wouldn't even let her sister see her naked before her sex education started.
As always, Matt was taken by the perfection of her body. The cascade of long blonde hair, her soft, feminine face, her glorious breasts, her flat -- almost hollow as she lay on her back -- stomach, her seductively bulged mons and her shapely legs. An artist couldn't imagine a more beautiful woman.
He knelt alongside her stomach, first touching up her nipples with his finger. They both hardened and projected into towering edifices at the top of her conically shaped breasts.
Knowing they were erotically sensitive, he continued to gently tweak them until her breathing told him they were starting to have a strongly arousing effect on her.
Removing what little sheet covered her legs, he bent sideways to look at her vulva, her arousal confirmed by the opening up of her labia.
But her eyelids were telling Matt she was still in REM sleep.
Matt decided it was really time to test Lucy's instructions.
He started to finger her clit. It was already swollen and moist enough to lubricate his action when he first touched it; becoming damper as his fingers stimulated it and slid down to her vaginal opening with each movement.
When his fingers found her vagina receptive, he penetrated her with them, trying to rake across where her g spot should be.
It was clear all of this was arousing her. Not only was her breathing heavier, but she was emitting moans too. Not her usual awake moans, more strangulated, retarded (in the sense of being held back) moans of someone having a dream.
To a certain extent, this was simply mirroring what had happened with Kylie. In her case, she had a female equivalent of a wet dream, woke up and embraced him to fuck her. He wondered if Lucy would follow the same pattern.
He didn't have long to wonder.
It was obvious enough Lucy climaxed. Her body tensed, she lifted her hips just a bit and made all the right noises; even if every physical and vocal aspect of it had that same held back, strangulated sense as her build up to it. But there was no sudden eye opening and follow up invitation for him to mount her.
Matt was left with a slightly panting, possibly still asleep, Lucy. This is what he feared. Lucy's sleep pattern had always been that little more intense, much like the rest of her spectrum habits.
As he reminded himself again, Lucy's instructions had been clear. He put a hand under her bottom to try and lift it enough to slide the sex pillow under her hips. He was a bit surprised it didn't take more effort than it did. It was almost like Lucy was helping him; more so because he felt her bottom and legs tense as if they were taking some of the weight.
Encouraged a bit by that, he knelt by her feet and spread her legs wide apart before crawling up the gap until he could position himself for her penetration. Whether she was asleep or not, Matt was still obeying Lucy's normal primary directive of minimising the non sexual physical contact with her.
On his knees, bent over her, with one arm supporting his weight on a hand placed just clear of her flank, Matt bent his cock down with the other hand and lowered his body down to where he could obtain an initial penetration of her.
Then moving his arm so they his weight was now supported on both of them, he pushed gently in. Lucy was well lubricated and receptive enough, it went in effortlessly. He thought he could even feel some residual contractions from her orgasm, although he thought it a bit late for that.
Through all of this Matt had kept a lookout on Lucy's eyes. They'd remained tightly closed, although after her orgasm she wasn't any longer showing the tell-tale signed of REM sleep, in that her eyeballs were no longer moving under her closed eyelids.
Having got that far, Matt figured it was time to see the whole thing through. He was a little torn as to how to approach it. One part of him said just go for it and get it over as quickly and enjoyably for him as possible. But the other part was intrigued by the possibility of inducing a second orgasm in her. After all, while one purpose of the sex pillow was to help him minimise non erotic contact with her, its original purpose was to position Lucy's hips so that his thrusts stimulated her g spot and he had a better chance of rubbing his pubis across her clit.
Matt chose the second option. It meant his thrusts were slower and he lowered his hips enough that his pubis slid across the front of her vulva on an inward thrust. That also directed the thrust more against the front wall of her vagina while he surged his erection to try and rake it across her g spot even more firmly.
Still Lucy showed no signs of being awake. Her body rag dolled just a little bit as it responded to his thrust, even wobbling her breasts rather provocatively, but initially nothing more than slightly heavier breathing.
As Matt kept going, that breathing became ever heavier. Soon, she was moaning too. Just quiet, subtle moans, but ones no longer strangulated like they'd been while Matt was fingering her. Matt was getting pretty worked up too. Holding himself suspended over Lucy as he was took more effort than more intimate sex and his already teased up manhood was starting to show ever more pleasure at being allowed to play in Lucy's vagina. He found himself grunting; uncertain as to whether to express it more loudly to wake Lucy or keep it suppressed so as not to.
When not distracted by looking at her breasts, Matt kept a constant eye on Lucy's eyes to see if she was still asleep. It was clear she wasn't in the same sleep state she'd been in while Matt fingered her; but nor was there the slightest sign that she was awake either.
His confusion was compounded by the fact she was completely failing to grip his erection in her body. It was sliding in and out delightfully and quite pleasurably, but compared with Lucy's normal grip on him, there was nothing. Her body just seemed completely relaxed.
Well, at least as relaxed as a body working itself towards an orgasm can be. Because it was clear to Matt that Lucy's was. Her legs even started to quiver.
As she climaxed, she moaned more or less like Lucy usually does, and he could certainly feel the contractions in her vagina, but apart from a slight throw back of her head to accompany her moans, there was no raising of her hips or other transmission of her climax through the external parts of her body.
Matt decided it was time to bring on his own orgasm; figuring he couldn't just go pumping Lucy's inert body forever, however nice it might be. Her failure to grip him meant he wasn't progressing towards a climax, so he changed the angle of his thrusts. Lifting his hips just a bit higher, he raked his shaft across Lucy's tight pelvic floor muscle at the front opening of her vagina as he both withdrew and thrust it back in again.
That did it. After only a few more thrusts, he could feel himself brewing up, fully penetrating her and holding it there at the moment he knew he was about to release. Matt did his best to supress the loud groan of pleasure that would otherwise have accompanied the incredible feeling as his cum first rushed up his shaft and filled Lucy's vagina. He held it there through several more pulses before applying a final few thrusts to extract every last grain of erotic enjoyment from his climax.
As much as he was reluctant to extract his still hard shaft from Lucy's body, it seemed like the only sensible thing to do. He was virtually suspended over her, his weight on his outstretched arms and his knees; still trying to minimise any contact with the non erogenous parts of her body.
Awkwardly, he reached for the towel on Lucy's bedside table, placing it under her hips; knowing how much she disliked Matt's cum being discharged all over her bed. Then he pulled himself out and returned to kneeling alongside her.
Still her eyes remained closed and she seemed inert. Matt figured he couldn't leave the pillow under her hips, so gently removed it; again getting the sense that Lucy was doing something to take some of the weight as he lifted her hips. But apart from that she remained, as far as his senses could tell, asleep.
In a way, the situation was simply an exaggeration of the issue with having sex with Lucy; unless she's drunk. There's no follow on. No cuddles, no physically contact at all after he shoots his load. At least normally Lucy is there and sentient, able to sooth his concerns with words. Here he felt like a thief, sneaking out after stealing a fuck.
Figuring he'd find out soon enough what was happening when Lucy finally got up, he slipped on the swim briefs he's left in her room, tucking the sticky, still hard residual erection into them, and slid out the door.
Kylie was in the kitchen, since it was Saturday, dressed only in her usual, brief, household bikini. Matt saw her staring down at the still very much excessive bulge in his swimwear, casting his own eye down to see that a fair bit of dampness had permeated the material, especially where the tip of his cock was and some residual cum discharge was evident. Classy, he thought....not.
Kylie came up to him and momentarily cupped his balls as she gave him a morning kiss...
"Well, did you get your morning fuck. From the look of that thing, either it was yes or you jerked yourself off in your swimwear."
"Yes, but Lucy slept through it."
Kylie screwed up her face...
"What? You actually fucked her in her sleep and she didn't wake up? You're kidding?"
"Well, that's what she told me to do. But her eyes didn't open, her body didn't move and apart from moaning quite a lot, she didn't say anything. She gave every indication of still being asleep."
Screwing up her face again, Kylie smiled as she teased...
"Well, does that make you something like the midnight fucker. Able to penetrate a sleeping woman and leave no trace other than a puddle of cum? Should I be concerned? Was it fun?"
"Actually it made me feel really uncomfortable. Had Lucy not been so insistent, I might have knocked on your door. So no, while the orgasm was nice, there was no additional pleasure in her being asleep. Probably the opposite."
"So I missed a fuck so you could have one you didn't enjoy and Lucy might not even know about."
"That might be a rather harsh way of putting it. And I suspect we'll find out Lucy will know, even if only as a dream."
"Maybe you should give me that sort of dream one day."
"You might not be as sound a sleeper as Lucy."
"Try it and see."
Matt changed the topic and went about getting his breakfast.
It was an hour later that Lucy emerged from her room. In an unusual move for her, she came up and gave Matt a peck kiss on the lips...
"That was nice. Thank you."
Kylie chipped in...
"You remember it?"
"Yes. Of course."
"Matt said you were asleep."
"Not completely asleep. At least not after he fingered me to my first climax. Sort of in a drowsy, half dream world where I was half asleep, half awake and I chose not to wake up completely."
"You can do that?"
"I don't often have reason to. I don't know. I'd told him to fuck me even in my sleep, so I just put myself in some sort of zen like state and surrendered my body to Matt, knowing he'd do the right thing. It was really nice."
Lucy turned to Matt...
"Sorry. I hope you didn't mind."
"I was only concerned about doing the right thing."
Lucy smiled...
"Oh, you did the right thing alright. Maybe you can do the right thing another day too."
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The couple of days spent with Cory had provided momentary relief from the sexual frustration that had overwhelmed my previously happily virginal life since my brother started nosily fucking his new oversexed girlfriend in the bedroom next to mine.
But I was beginning to realise that Karen -- the girlfriend in question -- wasn't the only oversexed woman in the house.
Whatever mental outlook it was that had that made her so randy, I seem to have caught. Hers at least was driven by -- what she saw as - my stud of a brother; which offered a solution to her needs. Mine stood alone.
Cory offered a temporary solution, but was not without its issues. I just felt that there was a limit to the sex that could be called for under a friends with benefits arrangement and it probably didn't extend to every second day -- at the least. And deep in my heart, I also felt I wanted some who, if I didn't passionately love, I at least really had the hots for. Cory was nice, understanding, not bad at sex and reasonably attractive. But something was missing that completed what otherwise would have been a convenient relationship.
The issue was strongly occupying my mind when a new boat turned up at our club the following Sunday as I rigged my 29er sailing skiff. It was another 29er like mine -- which gave us a nice fleet of four of them for the race -- and I watched as a girl and a guy got out of the van towing the trailer and started to untie it.
As I would have done with new arrivals even before Karen came along, I went over to say hello and introduce myself to them.
Liz seemed to be the owner and skipper of the boat; although she quickly admitted she wasn't particularly experienced at it. Dressed in a string shouldered, lacy, mini, sun dress -- very similar to my own sort of style -- she struck me as both attractive and attractively dressed.
James, the crew, admitted he'd only had a couple of goes in the boat and still had a lot to learn. Dressed in a pair of board shorts and a tight fitting T that highlighted some impressive chest and arm muscles, my first impression was that he was smokingly hot; maybe a bit shorter than I like, but hot enough that a shot of some sort of hormonal booster ran through my body as I shook his hands. Assuming they were boyfriend/ girlfriend, I found myself cursing Liz's attractiveness.
I helped them get their boat off the trailer, then left them to rig; unable to resist the temptation of keeping an eye on them as they did so.
Until this point, I was the only girl among the oversexed crews of the 29ers, so Liz attracted a fair bit of attention from the other guys as she rigged her boat. The fact she attracted attention wasn't that surprising; either given her attractiveness or the previously demonstrated teenage guy randiness of the guys.
Most of them had tried to hit on me at some stage; a couple just straight out asking for sex, a few trying the more conventional approach of at least chatting me up before making their carnal desires known and one was a notorious groper.
And all of them were more than willing to take visual advantage of any flesh display I offered them.
Even in my still only recently vacated virginal phase, I can't say I was particularly concerned about any of their approaches -- even the groper.
They were just being guys still finding their way with the opposite sex. It wasn't aggressive and my response was given and received politely. And I didn't really mind being perved at; I might even have encouraged it as I found my own approach to dealing with guys.
Now we were friends, even good friends with all the hugging that can entail in my age group. But, for a variety of reasons, none of them appealed to me as boyfriend material.
Now as I watched them helping Liz, there were times I wondered if she was doing any of the rigging herself at all. It wasn't surprising since every time she raised her arms to do anything or bent over the boat, there was a pretty impressive display of very cute bikini bottom and a lot of bum flesh. Plus it wasn't that hard to get a down skirt view of some pretty impressive cleavage which the guys barely bothered to hide their fascination with.
James, inexperienced even with rigging the boat, seemed to be a willing learner from all the attention Liz attracted and surprisingly unfazed by the attention the girl I assumed to be his girlfriend was getting.
Liz attracted even more attention when, to change into her sailing clothes, she slipped her bikini top on under her dress, then stripped her dress off, leaving her prancing around in a showy bikini for about five minutes before she actually got around to putting her sailing gear on.
Out on the water, their inexperience showed. They had multiple capsizes on a day that didn't really justify them.
As they unrigged, Liz took off her wet gear and unrigged in her bikini; once again attracting all the help she could possibly need -- and then more -- from the randy guys who were my sailing friends. James just took off his wet t shirt, leaving me at least something worth perving at; a favour I reciprocated by stripping down to my bikini too.
It was only as we sat around in the warming sun on the upper floor deck of the club, overlooking the river, that I actually got a chance to sit down and talk to James; a job made easier by the way the guys circled and squawked around Liz like seagulls around a box of hot chips (fries to non Australians).
That let me quickly find out, he wasn't her boyfriend, rather her twin brother.
They'd just moved to the area from Sydney; their move being timed by their family to coincide with them finishing their Higher School Certificate. So, like me and my beach friends, they were on an extended holiday before starting Uni. James was targeting law at Sydney Uni, the same Uni I was planning to go to. Still only just turned 18, James was relatively young for his class and nearly a year younger than me.
Liz had started her sailing back in Sydney, but James hadn't really sailed much until he was called to be his sister's crew now she'd moved up here and didn't have one.
With the preliminaries of our histories out of the way, we had a really nice conversation; spending nearly an hour talking to each other as Liz drew off the rest of pack. He seemed a really nice guy. Certainly not cocky, and someone who showed a genuine interest in finding out more about me and my family. And if I started out thinking he was hot, as I sat there talking to him, that transmogrified to steaming, arousal inducing hot.
When he asked me if I'd be willing to let him take me to dinner that night, the answer was an easy yes.
He turned up at my place, on time, dressed in a well pressed par of chinos and a collared short sleeve shirt, unbuttoned enough to show a bit of chest. I was impressed.
I'd chosen one of my favourite mini sheath dresses, split at the sides, with a plunging sweetheart neckline that showed as much cleavage as my modest breast size was able to display.
Since the restaurant was only a short walk from my place, that's how we decided to get there; walking hand in hand the two blocks distance.
The dinner was magical. A night of beautiful conversation as we seemed to just stare into each other's eyes. We were so busy talking, our main courses got cold before we finished them. I knew my nipples were showing on high beam and I could sense my panties getting damper and damper.
What could easily have been less than an hour dinner, turned into one where we were the last to leave the restaurant as James insisted on paying the bill.
As we walked home holding hands, for the first time, I got to subtly get a look at the front of his pants. There was no doubt he was aroused; almost fully I would have guessed from the height to which the bulge in his pants extended.
We stopped as we reached the gate to my house; turning to look at each other, our bodies millimetres apart. James spoke first...
"Thank you for a wonderful night."
"No, thank you. I really loved it."
We stood there awkwardly and nervously looking at each other. Our desires were obvious but each of us were nervous about being the first to make a move. In the end I couldn't hold back. I threw myself at him, wrapped my arms around him and French kissed him. Fortunately he reciprocated.
They say that human kissing is a way of testing biological compatibility. I'm no expert. All I do know is that from the moment of that first kiss, my genes wanted him. My womb wanted him. My whole body wanted him. I squirmed against him, my stomach grinding against the erection I could feel in his pants and my breasts and their hard nipples brushing against his chest as our tongues wrestled with each other.
For five, maybe ten minutes we put on, to what would have seemed to any passer-by, a gross public display of affection.
I wanted to start undressing him and I could feel his hands starting to lift the back of my dress.
If only my family wasn't home!
But they were and clearly visible in the lit up lounge room that fronted the street.
He pulled his torso away from me, separating where my stomach ground against his erection. I suspected I was starting to risk him dropping a load in his pants. Reluctantly our faces separated and I blurted out the only plan B I could think of...
"How would you like to go sailing tomorrow? I can give you some lessons."
As he agreed and we set a time in the morning, we reluctantly separated altogether. Another peck on the lips and he was in his van and heading for his own family, leaving me to a very sexually frustrated night.
When we met up in the morning, he was back in his sailing boardies and his figure hugging t shirt. I was in my yoga leggings; the blue ones with a cut and stretch material that moulds the pants to conform with every contour of my body; even those parts that shouldn't be moulded to.
Under them I had the pants of a new bikini I'd bought to go with them that I hadn't tried in public yet. A matching blue -- to match the boat -- they were, if not quite a g string, nearly one -- with just a narrow strip of material running through the bum and a bit of a whale's tail where they met the waistband. The waistband itself was a narrow strip of material that arched over my hips and plunged down to merge with a small, narrow triangle piece at the front. The whole thing was tautly fitting and finished with a slide triangle string top with triangles as small as I dared wear.
I'm more inclined to call the style an ultra-Brazilian, thinking a true G string has nothing more than an elastic string through the back of it and with that comes an unpleasant risk of butt hole exposure. At least a couple of inches of material reduces that risk
Wearing it had been a big thing, even if only under my yoga leggings.
When I look at women on the beach, at least two thirds of the ones I see in a g string or ultra-Brazilian I think really shouldn't. It's not something I'd say out loud, but the guys sitting around me often do between themselves and, on the whole, I'd agree with what they say.
First of all, you've got to have the right shaped butt. A butt crack that's long enough and butt cheeks that are full enough to make it look seductive, without being so long and full the overall effect looks gross (looking at you certain, so called, influencers). With hips to match; not too much, not too little. Somewhat tall and somewhat slender. Definitely no orange peel. And flawless skin that has at least a little bit of olive colour to it, rather than be pasty white.
Secondly, the bikini itself must have something of the right shape. The fully string g's have never looked right to me.
But even the ultra-Brazilians need to have just the right height to the waistband and have a waistband that arches up over the hips, rather than sits flat around the waist.
Many times I've tried it on and turned my back to a mirror to look at it to see if it and I make the grade. I've even photographed it so I can study it more thoroughly; all to give me the confidence to actually wear it.
I've convinced myself I make the grade; not out of any lack of modesty but more because I think I can objectively tick all the boxes, even if my judgmental men friends were making the calls.
At this stage, and for the rigging, I only had the tiny bikini top on the upper half of me. To say I wanted to make a good first impression was an understatement.
I kept an eye on him as we rigged and the bulge in his pants certainly suggested some sort of impression was being made.
The wind for this day was a bit stronger and cooler than the race on Sunday. I knew with an inexperienced crew that was likely to mean capsizes. Lots of them; especially as I tried to teach him new techniques.
As we set up and did the final dressing for the actual sail, I put on a cotton, deep V front, short sleeve t shirt; something I'd normally avoid, but there was method in my apparent madness, especially when he had a cotton t shirt too.
The sail was everything I expected it to be. A lot of fun as we dealt with all the challenges with good humour, a lot of capsizes and having to right the boat and, because of that, a lot of interbody contact as we floundered around in the water.
The water itself was warm, so while we were sailing and capsizing a lot, we didn't really feel the cold too much. But as we started to master the boat and spent longer period out of the water, the cold that comes from wearing a wet cotton t shirt on a windy day started to set in. I decided it was time to go in.
As we got ashore and started dropping the sails, I was really feeling the cold, to the point of visibly shivering. And while at first James seemed to defy the cold, it wasn't long before visible evidence of his cold feeling became obvious too.
With the sails down and secured and so the boat temporarily safe, I made my move.
"I think we're getting a bit cold. This is the stage we usually strip off under a hot shower and get dry before we finish putting the boat away. Let's go."
I didn't wait for a reply. I'd learnt from Cory that nothing is more effective than setting out your intention and taking them by the hand to lead them to it. But just the feel of his hand told me that he was in need of warming up just as much as I was.
He willingly followed me, at least as far as the entrance to the ladies room. I could feel an uncertainty in him as I didn't let him go to find his own way to the mens'. But that wasn't the same as resistance. It took nothing more than a...
"You can use these showers too." to lead him over the threshold.
As I'd done with Cory, I kept holding his hand as I ran the hot water through under a single showerhead. When I got the right temperature, I pushed him under following him in.
For just a little while I led him in the dance of alternative turns at the main flow of the water out of the shower, letting us both thoroughly wet our bodies, clothes and hair under the warming stream.
There was a fair bit of intended body contact, caressing and handling in all that. Then I stripped off my t shirt and tossed it into the far corner of the shower recess.
Without asking I stripped James of his t shirt too.
A little more water dancing and I pulled down my leggings. They had always been a risky proposition. A pair of board shorts could have been taken off way more easily and kept up the momentum of my plan. But there was something I knew was sexually compelling about the leggings that made them more suited to the day. Besides which, the struggle to get them off under the shower offered its own opportunities and I had to turn away from him to bend over and peel them down my legs initially offering him a visual delight of my now revealed bikini pants and then compounding that as I backed up against him -- for support of course - wedging the erection bulge in his pants in my butt crack.
So at this stage, clothing wise at least, there was nothing too immodest in my display, unless you call both parts of a tiny bikini immodest.
The next step was the riskiest and the one I'd put the most thought into. I knew his board shorts only had a Velcro closing. While I was still bent down, squatting from taking my tight leggings off over my ankles, I simply turned around and quickly ripped open the closure and dropped his pants to the floor with a single pull. The action was accompanied by a sort of narrative...
"We can get rid of these too...Opps, sorry I thought you had undies on underneath...Doesn't matter."
Now I wasn't being entirely frank with him. I actually had a pretty good idea that nothing but nakedness lay underneath. I'd seen Cory aroused in board shorts both with heavy undies and lighter speedos and eventually with nothing underneath. The difference in visual appearance of an erection under each of those options is markedly different.
But I also found, right in my face, an erection considerably longer and thicker than Cory's. I'm no expert at the male appendage. As far as I knew they were all about the same. There was nothing about Cory's that struck me as being any different from my brother Greg's; who I've had more than enough accidental exposure to since Karen came along and kept him in a near perpetual state of arousal.
But in no way was this the same.
I quickly recovered my composure and stood up. My plan to this point was simply to make it look like my intention was to do nothing more than strip us down to a bare minimum of decency protecting clothing and have a pash under the shower. After that I simply hoped things would develop naturally.
So I wrapped my arms around him and started kissing him. As he responded, I pulled him more tightly against me, bringing his naked erection against my stomach; moving about in my passion enough to be rubbing my still bikini covered nipples on his chest as I rubbed his erection against the bare flesh of my stomach.
I got the impression the bikini pants had not gone unnoticed. His hands seemed quite fascinated with them; sliding along the material from high on my hips to even follow the edge of it along the edge of my butt crack and provocatively between my legs.
That was good, especially as he reached between my legs. Somewhere along the line I was hoping he'd start to finger me, or at least play with my nipples in a way that escalated our engagement without me taking the lead.
Instead, after a few minutes he suddenly froze and grunted and I felt some sort of surge in his cock. I looked down to see rope after rope of cum squirting out the top, all over my stomach before being slowly washed across the front of my bikini pants and down my leg.
He pulled away a bit, looking mortified as he blurted out in an uncertain voice...
"I'm sorry. I couldn't stop it. I've never been this intimate with a girl before."
I looked at him, drew him in against me again and replied...
"That's nothing to be ashamed about. I was a virgin until a few weeks ago. Do you think you might know how to finger a girl?"
"I've read about how to do it, but I've never tried it."
"Well, why don't you rest my back against the wall and try it now. By the way, my nipples like being gently played with too."
I back myself up against the wall, holding him close, but not so close he couldn't get his hand down my pants. He ran a finger through my crease, loitering where he felt he was following the 'front and centre' instruction female comedians all too often cite as the instruction men don't seem to be able to follow. He picked the right spot, apparently able to identify the little swollen bud that was my engorged clit.
As he gently slid his hand against it, I gave him a little moan of pleasure; not entirely put on just for his benefit.
That encouraged him. As he sped up a little too much for my liking, I guided him...



"A bit slower."
Pulling a triangle aside from my breasts, I pressed the back of his head to bring his lips to my nipple. He took it into his mouth and sucked it in what was for me, a quite delightful way.
Emboldened, he slid his fingers deeper into my vulva and shallowly, tentatively, penetrated my vagina; drawing my juices up to my clit to lubricate it better. When I didn't object, he made that part of his stimulation of me; progressively pushing deeper into it and adding a second finger.
I happily vocalised my growing arousal. However inexperienced he might have been, what he was doing was working a treat, I'm sure accelerated by the almost primeval attraction I felt towards him.
Through all of this, my hand had been lightly fondling his manhood. It had never really gone to fully flaccid but as I recognised I was approaching my orgasm, it suddenly and quickly inflated again to its full, rock hard former glory.
With my spare hand, I started edging my pants down; not wanting to distract James from what he was doing. I got it down to my lower thighs, then brought my knees momentarily together to let the water wash it to my ankles, where I could step out of it.
It was only a minute later that, with an almighty sigh and a follow up prolonged moan, James brought me to a climax.
I froze in place, holding his hand into my crotch with my own and moving it a bit to encourage him to keep stimulating me for a moment to prolong my orgasm.
As I started to come down from it, I wrapped the hand that had been fondling his new erection around its base and drew it towards my crotch. The message was unmistakable and James got it, drawing his hand away and turning directly towards me, I pulled the erection between my legs and introduced the tip of it to my vagina. I was still contracting and I really wanted him in me before they finished.
James dipped his knees to square up the approach of his erection into me and patiently waited as I bore down on it to penetrate myself with it. I was taking it easy because he was so much thicker than Cory's that I wasn't sure how well it would go.
But it seems my body adjusts to such things and although I didn't know it at that time, I was about to find out there are some advantages to thicker erections.
Once he was fully in, I drew him towards me with my hands on his butt and stood myself upright again, giving him the mobility to drop and lift his hips to fuck me. I had some doubts about how long he'd last. Whether dropping a load before he even gets started is a good way of clearing the decks for a jolly good fuck, a sure sign of a persistent premature ejaculator or means nothing at all, is beyond my knowledge.
James body was now pressed firmly against me, his hands on my bottom and his chin almost over my shoulder. I could see he was a little nervous and uncertain.
I pushed my hands down on his butt cheeks, encouraging him to withdraw a short amount, then pulled him back up to full penetration -- or what I thought was full penetration. After a couple of times doing that, James seemed to have got the cadence of it, drew me in tighter and started controlling the flow of it himself.
That's when I learnt that thick cocks are different -- at least for me. Normally -- well, at least as far as my limited experience with Cory suggested and what Kate had told me -- getting fucked at this angle wasn't likely to hit either my g spot or clit. This is sort of 'the guy's turn' position. For the girl it might be intimate and erotic, but don't expect an orgasm from it unless the guy is contorting himself to get you one.
But James's movements were massively stimulating my g spot. He didn't need any front wall raking angle of thrust to do it for me. His thick cock so filled me that he was pushing against my g spot anyway.
Excited by it, and more than willing to display that in my vocal and physical reaction, I started passionately squirming and bouncing against him to increase my physical interaction with him. Which is when I found the second aspect of his erection.
I bounced down hard on him and the tip of his cock hit my cervix. Because it hit moderately hard, it was uncomfortable, maybe even a bit painful. But I also detected in that an underlying pleasure.
Moderating my bouncing, I managed to bring the tip against my cervix more gently and screw it around while it was there, greatly increasing my stimulation.
James hadn't penetrated me for very long before I was doing a full Meg Ryan performance; moaning, groaning, squirming about and pretty quickly, escalating the performance into a massive orgasm.
You had to wonder what a guy fucking a girl for the first time would think of such a performance. But it had one obvious effect on him. I hadn't finished my orgasm before he was climaxing too; pulling me tightly against him and grunting as his fully penetrated manhood released pulse after pulse of his cum into me.
Overwhelmed with endorphins, I grabbed his face and kissed it passionately, continuing to kiss him for the several minutes it took his cock to soften and fall out of me.
After that came to awkward 'what happens next' moment as our bodies separated. I'm not very good at it and, since this was James's first time, I didn't expect him to be either. I looked at him, ran my hand through his wet hair and said...
"Wow, that was fantastic James."
His flustered response was...
"That was fantastic for me too."
I turned off the taps, took of my wet bikini top, hung it and the pants - until now on the floor - on the tap and picked up my towel from the nearby chair. As I pat dried myself I asked James if he had a towel handy. He didn't; only the one in his van.
I offered him mine as I put on a spare dry bikini I always have as part of my sailing kit; this one being a very Karen (as in my brother's girlfriend) like revealing one I'd chosen for this moment. It wasn't quite as out there as my new ultra-Brazilian, but was close to it. I had a sun dress too, but held that in reserve. Then I tidied up the rest of the wet clothing; wringing out the excess water and hanging it to at least start to drip dry.
Not really having much experience in what to expect of post sailing conditions, he also hadn't bought a change of clothing, only having a dry pair of boardies in his van. I offered to go and get it and his towel, leaving him temporarily waiting naked in the lady's room.
The trip to the van was revealing. An old Transit van, it was actually set up as a basic camper with a comfortable looking double bed across the back. That was an interesting revelation.
The boardies didn't look to me like an intended change of clothing. They were old, faded and the material degraded. Maybe he kept them there as sleeping pants, maybe there were just there as emergency pants. Still, bringing the boardies back to James, we set about finishing putting the boat away and laying out our wet clothing to at least start to dry in the sun. As for us, being dry and in the sun, the wind no longer felt as cold, so our dressed down state was comfortable enough, even if you could almost see through James's old boardies and they constantly looked as if the stretched waistband was not going to succeed in the job of holding them up, letting them sit pubic hair revealingly low on his waist.
I'd brought a bit of lunch for us in the form of sandwiches and muffins, so I suggested we go and sit on the club's upper story deck to have it. It faced north (towards the sun for those in the northern hemisphere) and was protected from the cooler Southerly wind. A delightful spot even on a less than perfect day.
There were a couple of old wooden bench seat style picnic tables up there so we chose the one nearest the front wall of the upper story to maximise the wind protection; sitting alongside each other facing out over the water.
Really the lunch had been intended as a mere distraction I could use to hang around him a bit longer. And in that it was delightful. We never seem to not have things to talk about; one conversation running easily into the next. I managed to ask him about the camper van. He and his sister were keen surfers and had bought the van together when they'd first got their licences and their dad had helped them fit it out for camping at away surfing spots.
They'd thought about trying to put in two single bunk beds instead of the double, but it would have made the van ungainingly crowded and probably worth a lot less when they came to sell it and since he and his sister had spent 9 months sharing their mother's womb, weren't that fazed about sharing a bed when they were away surfing together, they went with the double.
We also danced about the issue of our sexual backgrounds and what we'd just shared. I openly admitted to him that sex hadn't been a big thing with me and my brother until his girlfriend Karen came along and their constant fucking had driven me to lose my own virginity with an equally virgin good friend. I confirmed I was using birth control and discussed STI's to the extent of admitting I wouldn't have been willing to have had unprotected sex with him if he hadn't mentioned his inexperience. Since none of us had been exposed to an STI is seemed OK. I didn't tell him that I had a condom in my bag.
His own story was that he was at an all-boys school in Sydney and while studying to get into Uni he hadn't really had time to seriously chase girls.
Through all of this we'd been sitting very close together; as in hips and shoulders touching and arms constantly brushing against each other. I don't think James was aware of it, but I was more than a little distracted by the fact that the loose waistband of his boardies was hanging open as he sat down; more so after he lifted the leg furthest from me to rest it on the beam running through the underside of the table. His cock was fully visible when I dared to take a look down, trying not to be caught in the same way I could see his eyes keep drifting down to my breasts and their generous cleavage display from my bikini top.
While the only time I got a look at his flaccid cock was when he was drying himself, what I could see didn't look entirely flaccid even if it wasn't aroused to the vertical; instead it looked firmer than a flaccid one and extended all the way out to his hips. Which I was pleased about on several levels, only one of which was it made me feel less guilty about the nipples poking out on high beam very visibly in my bikini top.
As I said, bringing lunch had delivered what I wanted; more time with James to both enjoy his company and get to know him. I can't deny, the sex after sailing had been deviously planned to look like something that 'just happened' and had actually turned out better than I expected.
But the thought of having sex with him twice on what amounted to our second date -- and it wasn't even really what you would really call a date -- had seemed a bit over the top and likely to raise some doubts in him as to what sort of girl I was.
But spending such a long time sitting in close contact and talking to him had well and truly triggered a hormonal response in me that made me start to question that decision.
It may have been a lucky bit of fate that final did it. One of the bags I'd brought the sandwiches in started to blow across the table away from us. I instinctively grabbed for it, knowing if I didn't get it quickly it would blow into the water at the end of the deck and I'd have a much harder job of getting it back. I missed it and as it continued to blow away from me, threw myself across the table to catch it before it blew any further away. You know how it is when you try and catch something flighty like that being blown about. Every time you think you're going to nail it, it sort of changes direction and you just miss it again.
It ended up on the bench seat on the other side of the table before I captured it. But that left me spread-eagled across the table, my butt pretty well in James's face.
I can only guess that's what triggered him. I had on a tautly fitted more traditional Brazilian bikini bottom. It didn't sit all the way down in my bum crack like the Ultra Brazilian one did, but it did mould somewhat to my bum checks and I suspect also offered him a nice view of my flattened out mons bulge.
Or maybe it was the fact that I accidently -- yes it was accidental -- landed half on his lap when I sat down again.
Whatever it was, by the time I settled down next to him again, he had a full boner with half of it rising exposed over the waistband of his boardies.
As he praised me for the quickness of my reactions, I could tell he was trying to hold my gaze as he decided whether he could kiss me. I wanted him to make the first move, but as we playfully talked about the incident I leant in towards him enough to make it easier for him and, I hoped, give him a message I was responsive. It was all he needed. He came in for the kiss and when I reciprocated, went the full French kiss on me. When I accepted that, he put his hand around me, under my armpit to pull me in tighter, his forearm brushing my breast as he did so.
Now emboldened, his hand slid back to cup my breast and let him tweak my already raised nipple.
And when I didn't react to that he moved his hand under the triangle of my bikini top to give direct contact with it.
I'd responded to his first move by placing my hand across his upper stomach. Only now, as we continued to kiss, did I move it down his stomach until I found my wrist make contact with the towering shaft of his erection. I wrapped my hand around it.
James then ran his hand down my torso and into my crotch when he slid his fingers through my vulva until he found that place under the gusset of my bikini pants where my clit responded to his touch; rubbing it gently.
It had all escalated rather quickly. The problem was we were sitting side by side, twisted into an uncomfortable half turn and, until we escaped the table, unable to bring ourselves to frontal contact. It may be that James was happy to just continue where we were until we fingered or jerked each other to a climax; but I was hoping for more, but was still not wanting to make the first move. He helped a lot when he asked...
"This is a bit uncomfortable. Would it be better if we lay down?"
"Yes."
"On the table?"
"No, I think that's a bit hard and a bit public. Probably on the deck."
The floor of the deck was a sort of a closely cropped artificial turf. It seemed to have some soft rubber backing or underlay. I'd sat on it often in nothing more than a bikini bottom while talking with friends after a race and it wasn't too hard on the bottom, nor too prickly.
It was also more private. The elevated deck rises above any local feature or the living space of any building looking out on it. So I figured if you're on the deck, no one can get an angle for a clear look at you. On the table would be like being on a pedestal.
Helicopters and drones on the other hand might be a different proposition.
We untangled our intertwined bodies and lay down together on the deck; on our sides, facing each other and once again kissing as James fingered my clit through my bikini bottoms and I wrapped my hand around the bare flesh of his erection, now pretty well fully exposed as his pants had all but fallen down as he moved.
James was pretty good at fingering, even though my pants. I knew I was making arousal like noises, and for good reason, when he softly asked...
"Do you want to do this properly?"
I laughed internally how awkward it is to see if the other person actually wants to go all the way; especially since just making a move isn't regarded as acceptable any more.
"If you mean have sex, then yes."
James didn't need a second invitation. He quickly pulled the bows on the side ties of my bikini pants and then reached around my back to pull the bottom tie of my bikini top. He had me stripped and his finger back fingering my now naked clit in much less than a minute.
I pushed his board shorts down as low as my hands would reach, then brought my foot up to capture it with a toe and drag it off him.
We were still on our sides when he brought his erection between my legs. With my hand already wrapped around it, I directed it to the opening to my vagina. This time I let him push it in. He hooked his upper leg over mine to pin me and did it cautiously and slowly; clearly concerned about hurting me. But my body was ready for him.
After he was fully penetrated, I rolled him on top of me. Lowering his face to my ear, he whispered...
"Is this going to work for you?"
Well, at least his sex education was reasonable. With Cory, the answer was pretty well no. But what had happened under the shower intrigued me. I wanted to see if his thicker cock worked better...
"I don't know, but I want to test it. You can finger me later if it doesn't."
Slowly James started thrusting; long stroked, deeply penetrating ones. It worked alright! The fingering may have primed me, but almost from the first stroke he was stimulating my g spot. I found myself thinking that thick cock of his needs to be patented.
My little moans communicated his success to James who seemed to grow more confident in his approach; the grin on his face worth bottling.
James continued with long, measured strokes. Fortunately he wasn't ramming them home because I could often feel the top of his erection push against my cervix on full penetration. In the way he was doing it, it was adding to my arousal; but I was cognisant of the discomfort a less considerate thrust might cause.
There was something in having James fuck me like that which was satisfying a need deep within my female brain. It went beyond the mere stimulation of my sensitive zones. It triggered memories of fantasies I'd had in my virginal years; always with the guy on top doing his man thing. I'll admit, it defied feminist beliefs because it accepted being dominated by a male and submitting to his lust.
And yet, it satisfied my lust too. A man that I desired, a man who I found stirred up my basest erotic desires was on top of me, fucking me; expressing his own sexual need for my body to accept the seed he was about to deliver into me.
I hadn't been forced to this position; it was one of mutual desires. And I didn't feel like I was just some convenient vagina into which he could deposit his load. There was a mutual attraction. It had its intellectual level, but right at that moment it was the physical attraction that was calling the shots.
It was where sex with James felt so different from that with Cory. For Cory, I was a convenient vagina, as much as for me he was a convenient penis. It worked, but there was no passion to it other than that stirred up by enough stimulation of our sexual organs.
With James, the passion felt pre-heated; the sex an expression of it rather than the cause of it.
And because it was pre-heated, my climax built at an alarmingly quick rate. My breathing got rapidly faster and the moans more obvious within minutes of his penetration of me until it felt like my whole body was about to explode. My thighs started quivering and I found myself holding James tighter and tighter.
I cried out as I came. Not intentionally; it just happened. It was followed by a succession of moans as the hips that I'd thrown up with my climax briefly swayed from side to side, taking James for the unexpected ride with them.
He'd sort of stopped thrusting as I'd lifted him up with my climax. But the 'ah...ah...ah" noises he was making signalled to me he was on the edge himself. As soon as I lowered him to the ground, he momentarily went for it, madly thrusting for the few seconds it took until a loud prolonged grunt signalled he was dumping his load into me.
His own climax extended for a while, little thrusts bringing out another round of sighs of pleasure before they finished with a series of body shaking jerks; leaving him head down alongside me panting.



For a moment there was silence. I'd put my arm around him, trying to give him comfort that he didn't have to leap off me. His erection was still hard and, for as long as it was, I was happy to keep it inside me; the tip of it swimming in the pool of cum he'd left me and plugging it in there.
But eventually we had to get up; dealing with that awkward post sex moment when you don't know quite what to say or do.
After getting our clothes back on while still sitting on the deck, trying not to expose ourselves, we tidied up the lunch things and retreated downstairs to pack our wet gear in the car.
As we held each other for a final kiss, we arranged to go to the beach the next day.
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When James's sister wanted to go to the beach with us, he asked if I could get there myself, instead of being picked up. His van only has two seats, he shares ownership of the car with his sister and I had my own transport, and indeed, could and often did walk the distance.
It was no big deal, except wondering whether the sister might spoil some of my carnal intentions.
I found myself in a funny place. Before Karen started fucking my brother Greg, sex was no big deal. Yes I had fantasies and desires, but they were, to me, just part of growing up. If I yearned for a suitable boyfriend and the physical relationship that went with it, it was nothing more than that. A bit of a yearning. Nothing that I felt impatient about.
Karen's presence stirred up feelings I hadn't experienced before and led me to, well, for want of a better way of putting it, use the most convenient male friend I had to lose my virginity. That's not something I regret. It was a memorable experience.
But it far from sated me. The friend was used for more sex, but I knew it couldn't go on forever like that; especially at the rate I wanted sex.
When James entered my life a mere three days ago, he stirred up my feelings to boiling point. Here was a male who, both intellectually and physically, set my hormones alight.
Love? Can I really be in love with someone I only met such a short time ago. Doesn't it take longer than that?
But love or not, we shared great sex yesterday. Shouldn't that be enough to calm my desires for a bit? Isn't that how it should work; I want sex, I have sex, for a little while at least I don't obsess about it?
Why is that not enough? Why do I want more today?
Isn't any sensible woman meant to be holding off the oversexed desires of their male partner? What is wrong with me?
I'm starting to understand the drives that cause Karen and Greg's relationship to be the sex feast it is. But I still feel guilty about it; even if not guilty enough to moderate my intentions.
James seemed to take quite a liking to my ultra-Brazilian bikini yesterday, so I washed it overnight with the intention or wearing it today. It would be the first time I was wearing it in full public view, but gained a lot of confidence about it yesterday.
Over it I wore one of my micro mini (like something you really need to wear bikini pants under), sheath, string shouldered, sun dresses; and I decided I'd walk down to the beach.
James and his sister Liz were already there when I arrived. Sitting on the sand, as I approached them, Liz moved to the side, opening up a gap between her and James, inviting me to take that place. At least I wasn't alone in wearing an ultra-Brazilian bikini. Liz's was as brief as mine, something exaggerated by her bigger -- and therefore more exposed - breasts. I could easily see why all my teenage male friends were buzzing around her at the sailing club on Sunday.
It didn't take long for me to get the impression I was being evaluated by Liz as to my suitability for his brother.
Fortunately, she quickly seemed to relax and I found myself in as easy a conversation with her as I found I can have with James. We were soon lying on our back sunning ourselves while James sat cross legged facing us, alongside my stomach; mainly listening but not reluctant to chip in when it was appropriate.
It was quickly obvious he was having difficulty not just staring at my body; and I could see, especially at my mons. The cut and tautness of the bikini bottom did highlight somewhat the modestly sized, but never the less quite unmistakable, mons bulge I had and it seemed James was drawn to it like a moth to a flame. It wasn't long before he placed a hand on my stomach, gently rubbing across it.
As we kept chatting the hand drifted down to the plunging waistband of the bikini and he ran his hand slowly back and forwards across it for a while; almost nonchalantly or even absent mindedly as we kept talking.
But as much as he was engaged in the conversation, his eyes had trouble not constantly drifting down to my mons. And when they weren't there, they were usually on my breasts.
I can't say I didn't find his actions arousing. Not throw him on the ground and fuck him in front of his sister arousing. But my labia were swollen and separated and my vagina was receptive and pumping out juices which I knew would be dampening the gusset of my bikini pants in what would be a very obvious way if I spread my legs and you were looking from a certain direction. With my head raised by the bag I was using as a pillow, I was well aware that had opened up a bit of a camel toe in my pants too; that would be fairly obvious to James from where he was looking. But I could set that aside.
More obviously, my arousal had raised my nipples too, which were on high beam in the equally taut material of the triangles of my bikini top.
It was nice, like a very erotic, gentle massage, and I was enjoying it immensely.
In response to his placement of a hand on my stomach, I'd put mine on his mid-thigh. It too had drifted upwards towards his crotch, but I was hardly going to start wanking his cock, on the beach and in front of his sister.
As he got a bit bolder, he rested his hand on my mons, using his thumb to gently stroke the area from where my mons turned into my crotch and his hand. That part of the pants wasn't lined, the lining only covering a small length in the gusset proper. I could sense him enjoying gliding his thumb across the silky smooth, tautly drawn material; including across the front of my crease where it turned up the front of my mons.
Occasionally too, he rimmed along the side elastic of the pants, which, not being wide enough to fully cover my mons, meant he was stroking the mons itself.
I could see Liz taking some interest in all this, even as James eyes continued to mainly fixate on those parts of my body covered by my bikini.
I didn't hold that against him. He was only a bit player in the conversation. If he had to look anywhere, I was happy for him to look at me. And given my feelings towards him, looking at me sexually was OK by me too.
I thought how I'd feel if we reversed positions; he lying down talking to someone, me sitting over him biding my time. I'd enjoy caressing him in the semi-sexual way he was caressing me. I'd be staring down too; at his erection. I lamented he was dressed in boardies and not in speedos/swim briefs/budgie smugglers; call them what you will. I could picture myself sliding my finger up and down the length of his shaft, sheathed tautly in highly stretched spandex, absolutely fascinated by being able to make it surge to my touch.
For all I know he doesn't have any speedos. They have fallen from fashion a bit for younger guys in Australia. Because Greg, and my father, are involved in a lot of swimming and surf lifesaving Iron Man competitions, they are no stranger to me. They are almost like our household standard of male dress in summer, as much as bikini have been that of me and mum. I've never found -- like some girls do -- the dick bulge to be anything to be shy about. The aroused dick bulge on the other hand is a new thing brought on by Karen's arrival. That's not to say Greg deliberately walks around in an aroused state. But our house is a dynamic house; I've walked in quite a few times to a situation where Karen has had Greg at full arousal. A few of dad's too, given the effect the sexualisation of the house is having on him.
It seemed on the spur of the moment, Liz suddenly popped up to the sitting position, and turned to me...
"Do you fancy an ice cream? Let's go and get one..."
Turning to James, she added...
"Will you look after our gear? We'll bring you one back."
As we started walking up towards the shop, she turned to me with a sincere face...
"Thank you for what you've done for James. He's always been very shy about girls. You seem to have brought him out. He was a different guy when he came home from sailing and, don't worry, I can guess why that might be.
He's a really nice guy, but the trouble has been, he's too nice. So shy or worried about what they might think if he's too forward that girls lose interest in him. And yet, when he comes out, you see what a wonderful guy he can be.
By the way, you know our van is a camper, don't you. A pretty comfortable bed too. I've been known to put it to good use."
She turned to wink at me.
As we walked up, waited in line and walked back, Liz gave me more background on James. It was all flattering. I could see how, if he wasn't forward enough, he might have had a lack of success with girls, but I could also see the nice guy we laid beneath. But I'd already discovered that for myself.
When we got back, I sat down. But Liz remained standing, casting her eye up the beach...
"I think I might leave you two here and go for a walk up along the beach. I'll probably be about three quarters of an hour."
Passing James the ice cream she'd brought back for him, she whispered something in his ears then stood up, picked up her towel and wandered off; turning back after a few steps to add...
"Have a nice time you two."
I followed her with my eyes for a few moments, then looked back at James. He was already focused on me and as I caught his eye he told me...
"Liz said I should take you up and show you the inside of the camper van."
"Did she now?"
I wasn't at all sure James had picked up the real meaning in Liz's suggestion, but wasn't going to miss an opportunity...
'Well, let's go then."
I stood up and collected up my gear, watching as James stood up too. Until now, as he sat down cross legged, the state of his manhood had been largely lost in the folds of his boardies. But as he stood up, all was revealed as the material draped over what might well have been a full erection. I was surprised it had survived our walk up to the shops; or maybe he did know where this was heading and was aroused in anticipation.
I held his hand in my spare one as we walked towards the back of the beach. James seemed a little flustered...
"I know you saw it yesterday when you went to get my boardies. But we're really proud of the work that went into it and I think she wants you to get a proper look at our handiwork."
I squeezed James's hand and gave him a big grin as I broke the news to him...
"Ah, James. I think she was actually telling you to take me up to the van to have sex. You've got good reason to be proud of your handiwork, but it's a different type of handiwork she wanted you to show me."
James looked at me a little slack jawed...
"How does she know we've had sex?"
"Sisters aren't stupid. You have to know someone pretty intimately before you're allowed to stoke them like you were stroking me this morning. In any case, I'm pretty sure she'd picked up something in your countenance when you went home last night that suggested you'd got yourself laid."
James unlocked the van and opened the side door, standing back to let me go first. I went and sat on the double bed against the back of the van as James closed the door behind us. As he came towards me, I lay down on the further side of the bed; trying to adopt the most sexually provocative pose I could.
James came and sat on the bed level with my hips, placing his palm over my mons again, once again stroking it with his thumb...
"Does it bother you my sister knows we've had sex?"
"No, why, does it bother you?"
James contemplated his answer.
"I don't suppose so. We share most things. I know she had sex with her boyfriend back in Sydney. Was I doing the wrong thing when I put my hands on you back there?"
I was impressed by James's innocence; partly because I'm not sure I'm any less innocent than he is. I can see we're both navigating this sex thing and the fact I've had a few week's head start doesn't make me any expert.
"It was really nice James and I was enjoying it immensely. You have a wonderful touch, so no, you definitely weren't doing the wrong thing. But it was quite sexual, even if you didn't go all the way with your fingers. It gave Liz a message and I suppose you have to think about what other people might think when you're in a public space. But, you know, I'm a big girl. I'm quite capable of nicely telling you that you're going too far if the circumstances demand it. Did you enjoy touching me up?"
James's thumb had now started sliding down my crease between my open labia, sometimes just touching on my clit. I thought this might have been a clothes ripping off quickie, but was settling in for a more relaxed pace.
"I love anything that gives you pleasure. But there is something sensuous about stroking you in your bikini. That's a stunningly sexy bikini you've got on and it feels so nice touching it."
James was now focusing his thumb on my clit. I lifted the hand nearest him from the bed and placed it high on his thigh where the back of it rubbed against the erection in his pants as I replied.
"Well, what you're doing now feels pretty nice too. Very nice actually."
Emboldened, James brought his other hand up to cup my breast, capturing my raised nipple, which was pushing up the material of the top, between two fingers to let him tweak it.
He bent over to kiss me as he intensified the stimulation of my clit. Already aroused and stirred up by what he'd been doing on the beach and now with a combination of clit and nipple stimulation, I quickly climaxed; moaning into his mouth as I threw my hips up and swayed them from side to side.
Even as I continued to moan with my contractions, I ripped open the Velcro waistband of his boardies and wrapped his erection in my hand. James took the hint and I raised my hips again to let him slide my pants off my body, then reached under my back to release the bottom tie of my bikini top to remove it too.
As he stood up to turn around, the now unsupported boardies fell down his legs, helped by me. He stepped out of them as he knelt on the bed facing me. I spread my legs enough to let him kneel between them, his towering, thick erection at the centre of my field of vision. He lowered himself onto me, my hand guiding him to his initial penetration of me.
He entered me without finding any resistance, slipping into my wet, well lubricated vagina as if it had been waiting for him all along; which it had.
The thickness of his shaft was working as well as it had the day before. His thrusts were stimulating my g spot as well as any fingering or cowgirl sex Cory had given me. Enjoying it, more than that, massively stimulated and excited by it, I had my arm wrapped around James's neck, pulling him intimately down onto me as the rise and fall of his hips partly withdrew his erection and plunged it back into me and his movements translated to a brushing of my elevated nipples against his chest.
You could tell James was enjoying it too; a sort of half moan, half grunt, accompanying every thrust.
Neither of us sounded like we were going to last long, but James went first; an almighty groan announcing his initial pulse. In what I wondered might be almost a state of panic that he'd gone first, he started thrusting fast a furious. If he was trying to tip me over into an orgasm too, it worked. I just about strangled him with the arm around his neck as I reacted to my climax; grasping him tightly as my body imbued the erotic excitement his manhood had given me.
I held him there for the considerable time it took his erection to soften.
He wasn't even able to kiss me as I basically held his face against the mattress alongside my head. As I released him, he brought his lips against mine as I felt his manhood withdrawn from my body and James brought himself back into a kneeling position alongside me.
At my request, he passed me my towel so I could clean myself up, then offered me my bikini pants and helped me pulled them up while I was still laying on my back. The he passed my bikini top to me; watching me as I tied it back on.
As I lay back down on my back, he brought his hand to my stomach, once again rimming it along the elastic waistband of my pants. I had to ask...
"You really like playing with my bikini don't you?"
He blushed...
"Yes. I suppose so. Is that bad?"
"No, as I said, it feels nice. I like being touched by you. But what about the other way around? Do you have any speedos?"
"I don't usually wear them, but I do have a couple of pairs in the camper for when I have to take outdoor showers."
"So you've got them here?"
"Yea, they're in the draw."
"Well, maybe you put one on...Please."
James reached over and pulled one out of the draw; pulling it up his legs while still kneeling; lifting himself just enough to get it on and then kneeling upright as he positioned them snugly on his body.
It was certainly tightly fitting on him. It almost looked like a size too small.
Sitting up and getting out of the way, I asked him to lie face down on the bed.
Girls might not have the same degree of visual obsessions as guys, but the thing that most attracts them -- or is it just me -- is a good tight butt; well, that and a ripped chest too.
James's was smokingly hot tight, really highlighted by the way the speedos moulded to his bum cheeks. I don't really want to look at butt holes or bum fluff. A bit like bikini pants, the speedos simplify the view, turning a complex, messy sight into one that simply makes a statement about the -- well let's get down to the basics -- breeding quality of the wearer. A tautly muscled, tight butt strongly suggests a healthy body and therefore the first requirement of a breeding quality male.
Or something like that anyway.
And much like James had got to touch up my mons, now I got to slide my hands across the stretched silky material covering the firm glutes of his butt; feeling the latent strength in his body.
As I gave him what might more politely be called a lower torso massage, I asked James about his sister and the experience of being a twin. It was really nice to hear what a great relationship they have.
Greg and I have what I think is a pretty good one. But as twins, they take it to another level; which is why I suppose Liz wanted to check me out today.
Half way through the conversation, I smacked him on the bottom and told him to turn over.
His cock lay flaccid, off to the side, within his swimwear. But it seemed it was already primed for re-use. I lightly ran my finger along it once and then watched it with some fascination as he grew an erection. Firstly it noticeably hardened and lengthened, pushing further out to the side, then it seemed to get the strength to push itself most of the way to the vertical before the constraints of his swimwear restricted its movement.
Grabbing a pinch of material just under the centre of his waistband, I pulled and stretched it up, opening up a void in it, which his erection immediately filled. Given the size of his cock and the tightness of the garment, it looked almost like the swimwear could be ripped asunder. The top third of his erection was completely sheath wrapped in the tortured material, which stood completely above the waistband. The material clung so tightly to it, the shape of the bell and recess underneath were on display like a carved sculpture of penile perfection.
Below that the material fanned out to the sides to meet the waistband.
But the real give in the material was through the crotch. The leg elastic was lifted well away from his upper thighs, letting his balls actually hang out, exposed, each side.
My eyes were drawn to it in much the same way James had found my mons compelling viewing. It created an interesting sexual frisson in me.
It felt strange. When Cory had a boner in his swimmers, I just wanted them off. The boner was there for a purpose and I just wanted delivery on the purpose.



It felt so different with my attachment to James. I wanted to do unto him as he had done unto me; gliding my hand and fingers across and along the front of his swimmers, playing with his manhood, arousing him and arousing me at the same time. I wanted the tactile and visual sensation touching him up that way would offer.
As we talked, I tried to as nonchalantly slide my fingers up and down that hard shaft of his as he had the front of my bikini pants. I suppose I didn't have the distraction of a third person to hide my visual attraction to the bulge in his pants. So I'm talking to James but looking at his cock way more than was appropriate; very much an 'I'm up here' moment, but one James seemed more amused by than concerned.
The thing was, it kept surging as I stroked it. The bell swelled impressively up, exaggerating the depth of the recess underneath it and it extended and stretched out from his body. And I could see pre-cum oozing through the material at the top. It was compelling viewing -- at least to me.
I sort of got it. I understood why he wanted to play with my mons and breasts.
With my thumb, I spread the pre-cum weeping through the material down along the top half of his shaft. It made the material covering it silky smooth and slippery, enhancing the sensory pleasure of stroking it. Sort of like James had done, I rested my hand on his stomach, just above where the erection finished, and stroked my thumb along as much of its length as I could reach from that position.
It seemed to maximise the tendency of his erection to surge and swell; especially when I slid across the edge of the bell.
My other hand rested on his chest, feeling the strength of the pec's that lay beneath.
Leaning towards him, I broke into our conversation about his relationship with Liz...
"Do you mind me staring at your cock?"
"Did you mind me staring at your breasts and crotch?"
"No, I was pleased I had you so entranced."
"Well then, you know how I feel too."
Because I'd got such a consistent reaction by touching up the edge of the bell, I tended to concentrate on it a bit.
But I should have known that triggering a reaction was probably highly stimulatory. Mid-sentence, James went silent as his cock surged and, instead of dropping back, held itself in the surged position. A moment later, James threw back his head and groaned as I felt his cock pulsing in orgasm and cum seeping in relatively large quantities through his swimwear.
I undid the waist tie and pulled his swimwear off his erection to find a large puddle of semi-viscus cum collected at the point where the tip of his erection had been and an impressive erection still pulsing out smaller jets of cum.
In a way, I was disappointed that I'd triggered a climax. I'd been a little contemplating exposing his erection and riding him cowgirl, wondering what his longer and thicker cock would feel like doing that.
And yet, it felt quite different to my thought approaches with Cory. With Cory, I never knew when the next opportunity for sex might come and, to put it crudely, every opportunity for sex was precious. With James, even at this early stage of what I presumed was a relationship, I felt he was on tap. There was no need to overdo it, even if 'on tap' didn't mean I could go down and knock on his parents' door at 8 pm and demand access to their son for sex.
But for the moment, James needed some cleaning up. There was a box of tissues on the side bench next to the bed. Given Liz's comment, I suspect they hadn't got there because someone had a sniffily nose. Regardless, after removing his speedos, they were now put to good use.
As we finished, I lay down on James's naked body with its still firm erection and kissed him. We pashed, lying naked together, for about five minutes, until I sat up and said...
"I think Liz is going to be wondering where we are by now."
James put his boardies back on and we wandered back to where we'd been sitting to find Liz had returned from her walk. She looked at us with a knowing grin...
"That was a long look at the van you had. I didn't know it was that interesting."
Cheekily, James replied...
"You never know what interesting things you can find poking around in a van."
"I have a pretty good idea of what it was you were poking around in. Hope you enjoyed yourself."
"We had a great time."
Liz was looking at me with a giant grin on her face. Turning back to her brother, she added...
"You look after that girl. I think she's a keeper."
Our activities in the van had made a dip in the ocean somewhat desirable, so we excused ourselves and went off for a swim; both of us doing some body-surfing.
By mid-afternoon, it was time for me to head for home. But I'd left a bit earlier because I wanted to drop into the surf shop on the way home. I could see my new Ultra-Brazilian bikini was going to be getting a fair bit of wear and having a second one might be a good idea. I went for the burnt orange colour because I knew it was a colour that looked good against my skin and having a different colour at least announced I wasn't wearing the same bikini day after day.
I also dropped into a nearby boutique to buy myself some new underwear.
James had arranged to take me out to dinner again that night; this time to a slightly more upmarket place.
As much as my wardrobe permitted, I went all out to impress him.
I was tempted to wear the ball gown I'd bought for the end of school formal. It was, in a way, my first breaking out; even before Karen came along. Plunging neckline, string shoulder straps and a split side, it was pretty daring and sexy. But it was too formal for this dinner.
I didn't really have what you might call a cocktail dress, but what I did have was a pretty out there party dress. I'd made it myself when Karen and Greg wanted to drag me along to a rock and roll party and dance night.
I'd found some red 'party spandex' to make it with, the difference between that and swimwear spandex, apart from the sparkly bit running through it, was that the party spandex was, thinner, softer and way more stretchy.
The design I'd chosen was one intended, if not to compete with, then at least match Karen's style.
Backless, the bodice at the front was little more than a couple of cross-over triangles that only half covered my breasts with the v between them terminating well below the bottom of my breasts. The shoulder strings that held it up then zig zagged across my back, drawing the bodice tightly under my breasts and otherwise tautly against my body. Then from the waist down, it flared out in a loosely drapped A cut, terminating not all that far below my crotch.
The softness and stretchiness of the material did two things of particular note. First, when they cupped my breasts, the way it sat against them hid basically nothing modesty wise except change the colour of what you saw. Every aspect of their shape, including my nipples, even when not provoked into rising, were clearly imprinted on the material. Secondly, the static in the material drew the bottom hem in between my legs when I was standing still; enough that my mons bulge was clearly identifiable.
While pleased with the outcome, I chickened out when I wore it to the party.
I wore a red string beach bikini underneath it.
The bottom was partly because, when I spun while dancing, the hem lifted up like an umbrella, revealing everything underneath up to the waist band of my panties, to just about everyone in the room. That was part of the design for a rock and roll night dress, so I figured having underneath something designed for public viewing in the form of a beach bikini was fair enough.
Where I really chickened out was wearing the bikini top with it too. The design of the dress would not accommodate any sort of bra -- or at least one I had -- without the bra dominating the view. At least the small triangle bikini acted like a sort of lining and protection against down blouse peeks if I bent forward over someone; even if it gave a VBL (visible bra line) and the extra tie strings associated with the bikini top spoilt somewhat the overall effect of the dress.
Karen, who had made an identical dress in yellow for herself and influenced my choice of style, didn't wear any bikini top under it and tried (without pushing it too far) to talk me out of wearing mine. But at that stage it was, for me, a step too far.
For the night with James I was being much bolder. Nothing underneath the top and, as much as I contemplated going commando with no panties, I found a gorgeous and very sexy pair of silk semi-g string (or what I call ultra-Brazilian) panties at the boutique.
Finished with a pair of heels, and well blow dried long hair, I thought I looked as hot as I could make myself.
James, when he arrived, showed he had gone to some effort too.
The chinos and shirt were of a classier cut and very well pressed, the shirt with cuff links, his shoes were leather, highly polished and his hair nicely styled.
The camper as a form of transport looked positively down market by comparison with the passengers; not that I was complaining.
The dinner and the venue were positively exquisite. I'd never been somewhere so upmarket before. I knew my parents had been her for celebrating wedding anniversaries and such, but kids weren't included.
But again, we became so engrossed in each other and the conversation, the food almost became secondary to the company. Yes, I could see James was completely distracted by my breast display; even more so as my nipples hardened with my arousal in his presence and stuck out rather provocatively. I wondered if there was a boner in his pants underneath the table cloth.
I was cheeky enough to reach across the table and undo two more buttons on his shirt to give me a better chest and ab display to fantasize over. I had such a lady boner I worried about whether he'd simply find a soggy bit of rag as my panties by the time he got around to taking them off. Because, while it hadn't been discussed, if he didn't suggest parking the camper somewhere for a good root, I certainly would be.
We were just about the last ones out of the restaurant again by the time we finished. That was the interesting thing. As randy as I was -- and I assume he was -- there was no sense of hurry. The pleasure of his company was something to be savoured while I had it. What would (I hoped) would follow, would come in time; yes with a play on the work come.
As we got in the van, he asked...
"Would you like to go for a walk on the beach?"
"Let's park at the beach and work out what we do from there."
The drive was only a short one. When he pulled up and cut the engine, there was a brief pause that left us both staring silently out the window at the breaking surf. One of us had to make the call. I was hoping it would be James, but recognised he was reasonably shy about pushing me for sex. He circled around the issue by asking...
"What would you like to do?"
"That depends. Would that erection in your pants like to take me for a walk, or prefer to spend some time in private with me?"
He turned towards me, grinning and blushing at the same time...
"Private time would be nice."
We moved to the back of the van, next to the bed and stood awkwardly looking at each other. It was a funny feeling. I was nervous. Not just uncertainly nervous because I didn't want to make the first move. We'd already got past that with the decision to move back here and have sex.
It was stranger than that. I felt like I imaging a virgin would on her first night after a wedding; except I didn't feel that way when Cory and I first got down to it.
What seemed to be different was we were fully dressed. Until now swimwear had been the main item of clothing between us and the melding of our bodies; wet flimsy things that just had to be got out of the way.
Undressing in front of James, or being undressed by him, when more formally dressed seemed, well I don't know, different.
I steeled myself and, as he stood there in front of me, started undoing the buttons on his shirt from the top to the bottom; exposing his wondrous chest. I ran one hand across it, while the other continued the path down; undoing the belt of his pants, the buttons securing the waist and then the front zipper. The front of his pants opened up and dropped down a bit, revealing a full erection; half of it extending exposed over the waistband of his undies.
James was grinning at me, in a nice sort of encouraging way.
I dropped the shirt back over his shoulders and down his arms removing it completely.
As that freed his hands, James captured the lower him of my dress and lifted the garment over my head, folding it and putting it on the side bench next to the bed. Since I'd already kicked off my shoes, that left me naked except for my silken panties.
I kneeled in front of James, my face for a moment looking straight at his impressive erection. Bending down, I took off his shoes, then lowered his pants and undies and removed those as well, leaving him completely naked.
As I looked up, that meant his now fully exposed erection was back in front of my face. The possibility of giving him head occurred to me, but the size of it put me off and in any case I was hoping for more intimate sex than that.
As I stood up, James lifted me in his strong arms and transferred me to a prone position on the bed. He climbed onto the bed between my legs and bent down to kiss my panties over my mons...
"That is one very sexy pair pf panties."
"I'm glad you like them. Do you want to take them off?"
"I want to kiss them again and then I'll take them off."
He did more than kiss them. Wrapping his jaw around the turn of my mons, I could feel his tongue search out my clit as his lower lip sat about where my vaginal opening was. He found my clit, boring his tongue into it and circling around it. The delightful stimulation made up somewhat for the severe anxiety about him being so close to panties I'd spent the last few hours wetting with my arousal juices, let alone the flood of juices he activated as he tongued me through them.
But eventually I felt his hands on the sides of my panties and lifted my hips so he could pull them off. Next moment he was easing himself down onto me, his erection between my legs...
"Can I?"
"Yes. Do you want me to guide you?"
"I think it's learning how to find the spot."
He surged the erection through my crease until it stopped, shallowly penetrated into me. Then he slowly pushed himself in, finding little to no resistance.
When he'd fully penetrated me, he lowered his head alongside mine, gently biting my neck. I wrapped my arm around his neck and turned to kiss his cheek. Lifting his head slightly, he looked into my eyes...
"You know you looked absolutely beautiful tonight. That was a gorgeous dress. Right through dinner I was completely aroused by your presence."
"That worked two ways. Why do you think I opened up your shirt?"
"Does that mean I should have reached across and exposed your breasts as well?"
"I think I was offering you enough exposure for a public place. In private you can expose them as much as you want."
"It's lovely being inside you. Do you mind if we don't hurry it?"
His erection, delightfully filling my vagina with its thickness and length, had remained static inside my body since he'd completed his penetration of me. As he spoke, he screwed it around while pushing it deeper, as if making up for some sort of slippage. It triggered a whole lot of pleasurable feeling inside me.
"No, it's nice to take our time. I like it when our bodies are joined together."
He brought his lips to mine and we kissed passionately. From time to time, he'd screw and push again; the screwing, if nothing more grinding his pubis on my clit. But the movement inside me was also triggering my g spot. It was too intermittent to be heading me towards an orgasm, but the feeling was incredibly erotic.
It seemed like about five minutes of pashing and cuddling before James partly withdrew his erection and gently thrust it back in, screwing it firmly around inside me and grinding his pubis against my clit. With both moaned with the erotic sensation of our highly sensitised erogenous zones being intentionally pleasured for the first time.
He repeated the process.
Then again; increasing the pace and force.
It was only on the fifth thrust that, massively turned on by being made love to like that, I came; hard, loudly and with all the hip throwing force my body could muster against James weight on top of me.
James's response was to start thrusting faster; using longer strokes but no longer grinding and screwing.
Still stimulating my g spot with his thrusts, it prolonged my orgasm.
He was getting really excited. Putting a hand alongside each of my shoulders, he elevated his torso on outstretched arms; staring fixatedly down at my breasts as he grunted loudly with every thrust. I could feel the whole back of the van rocking with the enthusiasm he was putting into it.
The thing was, his elevation had changed the angle of his thrusts, stimulating my g spot even more than the mere presence of his thick shaft. Whether it was a new climax, or just a reactivation of the old one I didn't know or care; but almost immediately I was in the thrall of intense orgasmic forces. They were intensified even more as James slid a hand under the small of my back and elevated me, changing the angle again.
Now with only my shoulders on the bed, my whole body was rag-dolling to his thrusts. It was almost too much. I'd become hyper sensitive.
It was then, with a bellowing groan, James climaxed. You could see the power of it had overwhelmed him. He immediately lowered me back to the bed and lowered his own torso back onto mine, his face planted into the bunk next to my head, slightly turned away, as he continued to loudly groan and thrust -- now at a slower, more intermittent pace.
It had all happened so quickly and so dynamically, I could barely take it in; for all James's changes in position, it was only somewhere around fifteen to twenty thrusts from start to finish. Fifteen thrusts that drive us both to brain exploding orgasms.
I was still contracting and James was still moaning and jerking his erection with what seemed to be little mini after-climaxes when, filled with endorphins, I rolled myself on top of him and started passionately kissing him, caressing his face with my cheek and biting his neck; doing anything that conveyed my loving feelings towards him.
We pashed like that for what seemed like the lengthy period James erection remained hard inside me. We kept pashing as it went semi flaccid; only just firm and long enough to stay inside me.
And we were still pashing when I felt it inflate and harden inside me again. James was nothing if not quick to refract.
I would have liked to have stayed there longer. To have spent the night asleep on his body. But my own body was telling me it was too sensitive for more sex and it was late and my parents were likely to start worrying about me if I didn't get home soon. Yes, I was a big girl now, but they weren't familiar with routines that kept me out very late at night.
I lifted my hips to extract James's erection from him. It crashed down on his stomach with a dull thud, followed by a flood of cum and juices.
I sat up, straddling his erection, my wet vulva embracing half its diameter...
"I think it might be time to go home. That was a beautiful evening. Thank you."
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It has been a while since I've added to the narrative of this story.
A tragedy has greatly changed its tragectory.
Those familiar with the story will understand the pain of the characters.
Thise not familiar can pick up from here.
............................................................................................................................
I Amy.
It's taken me six months to have the spirit or the will to sit down and continue our story.
Six months of pain and misery. Six months of unbearable grief.
Our story can no longer be our story. One of us is gone. The glue that held us together has dissolved and we came close to completely falling apart.
It was so unfair. So unreasonable. So unexpected.
We got through COVID. If we were diminished by the death of Ellen's husband and the father of her children as he did his professional duty as a doctor on the front line of the pandemic, we came together to rebuild her life and bring us back together as one.
We got through Frank's attempt to murder me and came out stronger for it.
Liddy finally came home from her exile in the US while COVID lockdowns kept her from us. For just a moment, we were one again.
It was so trivial. So every day.
Ned volunteered to pick his daughter in law -- the wife of his eldest son John - up from day surgery after she'd had an operation under a general anaesthetic to have her wisdom teeth removed. They were half way home when an out of control truck came through a red light and demolished their car.
In one horrible moment, his son John became a widower and Ellen, Liddy and I became...what? Bereft certainly. Heart broken. Well more than heart broken. We were broken in spirit, mind and body. But society doesn't even have a name for people in our situation.
The grief was unbearable.
The combined funeral was a flood of sobbing, heaving tears.
We'd all grown increasing close to Ned's children and their families. They regularly came for Saturday morning teas and play dates with Ellen's kids. In a way we'd all been completely absorbed into Ned's family without the slightest hint of resentment; either that we were standing in the place of their deceased mother or that we -- or at least Ellen and I -- were even younger than some of them and screwing their dad.
Probably each of us long ago disclaiming any interest in Ned's estate helped; but when Ned, without telling us, asked them if they'd mind if he changed his will to let us at least stay in the house for a number of years after he died, they agreed without hesitation. At the time, none of us thought that clause would come into operation until decades had passed.
At first it seemed that closeness with his family did nothing more than help smooth, to a small extent, the transitions required by their deaths. John's immediate problem was dealing with both a very demanding job and the needs of his two kids; given his wife had been their main carer while John worked.
Ironically, John is the son most like his father. Since we'd first know him he seemed to be like a mini-me of his father. Mind you a mini me some 100cm (4 inches) taller than his father. He looks the same -- minus a few decades - talks the same, thinks the same and dresses the same.
Since Ellen still had an au pair to help with her children, the simplest answer was for John to move in with us. The kids could share rooms down the far end of the house where Ellen's kids and the au pair had hers and -- while we offered him the main bedroom -- he moved into what was previously Ned's office.
Us three girls -- notwithstanding her age, Liddy quite likes being called a girl -- tried to live life as usual; absent of course the crazy wild sex life and wonderful, affirming companionship Ned offered us.
It wasn't easy. Self-stimulation is so unsatisfying. Ellen and I had plenty of experience playing girl on girl sex for Ned's benefit, so were pretty comfortable in doing it for our own benefit. But we're definitely not gay and not even bi. It was better than doing it yourself, but no substitute for a good fucking from a male you love.
As for Liddy, well we offered to include her in the games, but she decided to play alone. A bit of girlie play in a threesome or foursome with a male involved was one thing for her. Straight out lesbian sex was more than she felt comfortable with.
And none of felt the slightest inclination to go male hunting. It was way too early for that; if it could ever not be, at least as far as I was concerned.
Some habits die hard, and one thing was the way we dressed around the house. Modesty had never been a priority. Indeed, given the need to keep Ned at his peak sexual interest, the sexualisation of our bodies with tiny bikinis and tight fitted clothing during the day and evening and morning wear of French knickers you could look up and camisoles you could see down, was pretty standard.
Since that was the only clothing we had, and even the au pair had adopted that standard in front of Ned, it never really occurred to us to change it. What had started as having a strong sexual basis had simply became the ordinary.
Having married early, John was probably seeing a greater variety of pussy and tits than he'd seen in his lifetime.
But being his father's son he dealt with it with polite but complete equanimity.
John quickly fitted into the household. He was as accommodating and generous as his father. But he probably didn't have to work that hard at it. After all, the household had always been as much influenced by Ned as it was by the girls. Regardless, in a comforting sort of way, the daily routine was much the same as it had always been. Friends working cooperatively to make the best of their lives.
For me at least, it sort of reminded me of the scene on the yacht while we were cruising the Pacific, acting as mere crew for Ned, before Issie and I made the decision to seduce him. Of course that was well before Ellen and Liddy came aboard.
As the months passed, we went through the seven stages of grieving. But eventually, the ability the laugh and enjoy life burst new green shoots from the shattered burnt out human remains of John and us three girls that the deaths had turned us into. There were even times diner conversation would turn to merriment in a way that reminded me so much of the times before Ned was torn from us.
We had to do that -- to move on and find life again - to create a healthy environment for the kids, if for no other reason. But it was good for us too. Occasionally there'd still be sad thoughts, that was only human and in the case of the girls -- and probably John too -- a sense of sexual deprivation, but the sad thoughts ceased to completely dominate our lives.
The first inkling of a further change in our arrangements sort of started with an unintentional action -- or maybe it wasn't. Even though I was the one who did it, even I can't say how deliberate it was. Well, clearly, there was some element of deliberate in it.
We were all still working from home; now John included.
I'd gone down to the pool for a swim in my lunch break. Over the years with Ned, our bikinis had got smaller and smaller in accordance with fashion. This one was getting down close to a full g string. A small, deeply plunging triangle at the front with a narrow band of material through my butt capped by a whale's tail, instead of an elastic string. Personally I was never that keen on displaying my butt hole, so this provided the minimum cover necessary to cover it. The top was almost optional as far as I was concerned, but in this case I was wearing the matching top; as small as it was.
I saw John was already in the pool, doing his own lunch time laps. But that was of no concern. I simply got in and started mine; usually finding him trailing in my wake and wondering what sort of view he had. Actually, I knew exactly what view he had and, as far as I know, it was one quite attractive to males.
After a while he got out, partly dried himself and sat on the lounge, watching me, his towel across his lap.
I did a few more laps and got out, dripping wet, to sit alongside him. Not giving him any great warning of what I was about to do, he found himself with the arm that had been spread along the back of the lounge, now behind my back, my wet hair draped across it.
Him sitting there reminded me so much of Ned sitting in exactly the same place, with the same posture; lustfully watching us girls in the pool.
Almost without thinking, actually, really completely without thinking, I laid my head on his shoulder and said...
"You know, Ned used to sit here watching us swim."
I think, just as intuitively, John moved his arm to my shoulder as he replied.
"I can understand why he might have enjoyed doing that."
I sensed, because I didn't want to look up and distract him, John was enjoying the view, looking down at my barely covered breasts and the bulge of my mons, highlighted as it was by the tiny triangle of my bikini pants which far from covered it.
He was certainly enjoying something. It had been obvious from the start that the towel over his lap was covering some sort of erection in his swimwear. But the movement under the towel made it clear it was getting bigger.
Somewhat presumptuously, I flipped the towel away, revealing what looked to me like a full boner; albeit one somewhat trapped within his speedos and directed at an awkward angle. As I would have thoughtlessly done for Ned, I stretched out the front of the speedos to let the erection adopt the pose nature intended for it; more or less vertically up his stomach...
"You know, you don't need to be embarrassed about those. They're just normal, especially given how Ellen and I dress. We sort of expect that to happen and we certainly won't think less of you if it does. Indeed, we can be almost chuffed that we have that effect on you."
"I thought you might think I was some sort of pervert."
"No, you're a male. And that's how males react; more so when we're all living together like we are."
Without really thinking, I wrapped my hand around his spandex sheathed erection and started stroking it. It was something I'd done so often with Ned. It was almost like my mind was back in old times. I might have come to my senses and stopped it had he not immediately eased his head back and let out a deep moan of satisfaction.
Emboldened, I pulled the drawstring on his swimmers and exposed his erection, gliding my hand up and down it.
His moans -- I don't know I'd call it getting louder -- but they seemed to draw from deeper and deeper within him, as if bringing back to the surface feelings long since buried by him. It was an incredibly short period before his cock was pulsing out cum, each rope of it rising about 300 millimetres (a foot) into the air before subsiding back onto my hand and his swimmers. It seemed to go on for quite a while and generate an awful lot of cum before it finally subsided to a number of dribbles...
"I'm sorry. I haven't cum in six months. It was a bit hair trigger."
I was surprised by that statement. It meant he hadn't been self-pleasuring like Ellen and I had. Still, I wasn't going to admit our less than innocent behaviour...
"Yes, it's been really hard. Ned and I had a very active sex life and it's difficult when it suddenly stops."
I paused for a moment, finding courage for my next statement...
"Could you finger me too?"
I didn't really wait for a reply. I lay across his lap, my hips on his thighs. I looked up at him, watching his eyes as he scanned my body. I knew it was a sight that would normally attract the male gaze. Ned had finally convinced me of that; undoing the decade of Frank's body shaming of me. A slim figure, nice breasts, shapely legs, flat stomach and certainly what Ned lusted over the most, a nice, sexually suggestive mons bulge; at that moment not completely covered by a tiny bikini with a crease running through it. That at least it what was able to drive Ned crazy with lust. I sort of hoped it would have the same effect on his son.
He put his hand on my mons; resting it there momentarily, like he was trying to get the feel of it, before turning his hand, extending his finger and sliding it through my crease over the top of my bikini pants. I cooed in pleasure as he found the right spot.
I picked up his other hand and placed it on my breast; ensuring his fingers straddled the projecting nipple. I was aware that John wouldn't know that I could have an orgasm on nipple stimulation alone. Still, any tweaking was better than none.
John kept his hands outside my swimwear, but certainly knew how to stimulate me even in that context. Mind you, it wasn't a high hurdle to jump. It had been too long since a man's hands had fondled me and somehow it being Ned's son made it all the more effective.
Everyone knows I'm a sexual screamer; or at least anyone within hearing distance when Ned was indulging in sexual antics with me. I'd tried to tone it down a bit as Ellen and I met our sexual needs, mainly in deference to John's presence in the house. Now, with a man in the form of Ned's son fingering me, I couldn't hold it back. Fortunately I came nearly as quickly as John had and fingering doesn't get me nearly as worked up as the old g spot banger used to. But it would have definitely conveyed to him my enjoyment of his fingering, even if he might have been concerned what the neighbours thought.
I'd pinned his hand to my crotch when I'd lifted my hips as I'd cum. Even as my orgasm finished and I'd settled back across him lap, I held it there. I was in no hurry to get up, nor was I in any hurry to bring to an end his fondling of my breast and mons, even if he wasn't still stimulating my clit.
I looked up at him. His eyes were staring at my breasts, or at least the one not partly covered by his hand. They scanned down across my stomach to my mons and I felt him move his hand deeper into my crotch to expose more of the mons to his view. I knew it was having an effect on him because his still exposed manhood had again become a rock hard erection standing up between my hips and his stomach.
My brain was filled with erotic thoughts and possibilities. But it wasn't blind to dangers either. I decided I wasn't going to be the one taking the risk of moving too fast. If John wanted more, I was happy to give it to him, but as much as I might have been tempted to throw him on the ground and fuck his cock off, I held it back.
As his eyes met mine, I smiled at him and brushed my spare hand across his chest, offering...
"Thank you. I think we both needed that."
"In a way, more than you know. Dad was very lucky to have you girls as his partners. It made so much difference to his life."
"He made a lot of difference to ours too you know."
For more than a short moment, we just stared at each other; nether quite knowing what to say next, John's gaze occasionally drawn down to cast his eyes back over my body; making his cock surge.
I was so tempted to regrasp his erection and, if the micro movement of his fingers in my crotch were any indication, he also found some desire not to surrender his playing with my sexual zones.
In the end, it was me who made the decision. Ice had definitely been broken. It was better to take the next step slowly. There were other parties involved and much emotional turmoil to be dealt with...
"I'd better get back to work."
I sat up on his lap, then stood up. Bending down, I momentarily held his erection while I gave him a peck kiss on the cheek...
"It was a lovely moment. Maybe we can do it again. You might want to jump back in the pool to clean up your swimmers though."
I walked back up the path to the house, wiggling my butt enough to give him a display without making it obvious I was doing so.
Naturally, I went and spilled the beans to Ellen about what had just happened.
Our normal after dinner and showers routine had always been to sit around in the lounge room either watching TV or just talking or playing games. There were two lounges in an L shape and in the old days Ellen and I would sit on one with Ned in between us, with the au pair on the other, with either or both of the au pair's boyfriend -- before she dumped him -- or Liddy, joining her on that one on the rare occasion her night shift work left her at home and awake at this time of the evening.
In our evening clothes, Ned always had a good view of our tits as we sat alongside him in our plunging neck, loose fitted camisoles and an equally good view of the au pair's pussy as she sat opposite in lose legged French knickers.
Three people on a couch was a cosy fit; ideal when Ellen, Ned and I shared it. But John instinctively felt it was a bit too cosy when he joined the household, so sat on the other lounge at a comfortable distance from the au pair.
Anyway, I'd taken a video on my phone of John and Ellen's kids playing really nicely together during the day while they were at work in their offices. I'd sort of forgotten about it until the au pair mentioned the games. Picking up my phone, I mentioned the video and switched across to sit between the au pair and John to show him the video, with Ellen sitting initially on the arm of the lounge next to John to see it too.
As men do, John had been manspreading; his arms over the back of the couch. The au pair was far enough away not to be intimidated by that, but as Ellen and I suddenly surrounded him, he was trapped with his arms behind us.
That was compounded as Ellen squeezed herself down onto the seat proper, forcing John to shuffle closer to me to make the three of us a very tightly compacted unit.
I rested my elbow and forearm on John's upper thigh as I held the phone where both he and Ellen could see it and started the video.
Until that night -- well, actually, until the events by the pool earlier in the day - we had all been what you might call cautious and respectful about physical contact. For many years, social hugs had been the norm between Ned's children, their spouses and his way too young lovers; the ordinary interactions you expect between a close and accepting family. And we always appreciated it. It would have been easy for his kids to treat us as 'the other', to be tolerated but not really accepted.
I don't think I'd intended it to be sexual, but frankly, can't really be sure of that. I had been experiencing a growing fondness of and attachment to John. He just reminded me so much of his father and there were times I actually had to remind myself it was not Ned I was dealing with. At the very least that would explain why I felt no inhibition about the closeness of that contact in the circumstances. And let's face it, when a woman's elbow is on your thigh with a next to nothing separation from where your cock rests in your pants, you have to call that intimate.
Friend level intimate maybe. But very good friend and intimate just the same.
As the three of us clucked over the videos and photos, I felt a slight push on the tip of my elbow. A quick, surreptitious diversion of my eyes from the phone to my elbow revealed an interesting sight. I caught Ellen's eyes and with a quick flick backwards of my own, directed her to take a quick look back in the same direction.
She looked back at me and gave me a grin.
There was a full erection tenting up the material of John's pants. I suspect he wasn't aware of my elbow being touched. It may have only been the stretched material of his pants that touched it. And I don't think he saw us looking back down at it; or if he did, hid it well.
As the video finished, I looked up at him to start a conversation about how well the kids were getting along and adjusting to their new situation, being careful to look straight into his eyes, but using that as an excuse to stay hunched over his thigh as I did so.



I had to be amused. He reminded me so much of Ned. He engaged in the conversation like any proud dad, but there was the look in his eye of a man who was trapped with no way out. He was displaying an erection in circumstances he probably thought he shouldn't be; with three women sitting around him. For the moment, me being hunched across this thigh probably let him think it was hidden. But he was trapped. While I remained there it wasn't going to go away. As soon as I moved back to my original seat, it would be on full public display.
Probably indoctrinated by the modern me too movement, he was oblivious to how ordinary -- and probably even pleasing and somewhat flattering -- Ellen and I regarded the display as being; especially since we had invaded his space to cause it.
And the thing was, he wasn't the only one aroused. I became acutely aware I was enjoying the close physical contact as much as the evidence suggested he was. I knew my nipples had firmed enough to put on a fairly obvious high beam display in my camisole which would be in plain view to him. I also knew that wasn't the only part of me reacting and wondered, if I went back and sat on my chair, he'd be able to interpret the up leg view he'd then have for what it was.
As the au pair excused herself and left for bed, Ellen and I stayed where we were, not even spreading into the space she had vacated, talking to John for another half hour.
By the time we all decided to go off to bed, I would have to admit, I was feeling quite randy. Had John tried to initiate something carnal, I would have been a willing participant. But he was his father's son. That wasn't going to happen. More so given the complexity of our household arrangements.
As I stripped naked and climbed into bed with Ellen that night, I had to ask...
"I'm starting to be really attracted to John. What about you?"
"Yes. If I had the chance to go and fuck him now, I would."
"What are we going to do about it?"
"Well, we're the ones who are going to have to take the initiative. John might have known his dad was fucking three women who made a habit of running around all but naked, but he's going to have no idea of how to handle, or even start, a polygamous relationship."
"What about if he wants a monogamous relationship and tries to carve one of us out."
"We can't control that. All we can do is agree between ourselves that we aren't going to play games against each other. That our objective is to make it polygamous and if John really forces a monogamous one, we won't white ant each other."
"So, how do we start it?"
"I think all we can really do is invite him into our bed."
"Should we do it now?"
"That's quick. I was thinking tomorrow. Still, it's a Friday night, we don't have to work tomorrow, why not?"
"What about Liddy?"
"I don't know. That's a bridge we're going to have to cross. Of course, we're happy to include her, but given her age, John might have different ideas. But I don't see it as a reason we shouldn't give it a go."
"Will we go and ask him?"
"OK, let's do it."
As we climbed back out of bed, I wondered, as I'm sure did Ellen, whether we should put our pre-bed clothes back on. They might be minimal, but walking into John's bedroom completely naked only gave one message. I decided it was the message I wanted and, since Ellen didn't raise the issue, she must have too.
Since John's door was closed, we tapped lightly on it, announcing both our presences...
"John, can we come in? We want to ask you something."
When we heard his acknowledgement, we opened it to a darkened room. To avoid beating around the bush and make our intent obvious, I turned on the light. If we were here naked, he might as well appreciate the view.
We boldly went and sat down either side of the queen sized bed he was in the centre of, covered only by a sheet; one that failed to hide there was still an erection under there. He probably hadn't expected us to turn on the light.
I was the one who asked the question...
"John. Would you like to come and sleep with us?"
John looked at us a bit askance. For a minute I thought he might reject us as a pair of harlots. You could almost see his brain process a suggestion that had probably been beyond his comprehension. But finally he stuttered...
"Ar. That would be nice."
Not wasting a second, Ellen flicked back the sheet revealing him dressed in nothing more than a pair of undies not fully able to contain the erection poking from the waistband and offered him a hand to help him get up. As she walked him to the foot of the bed, I stood in their way...
"You won't need these."
Boldly, I dropped his undies to the floor, letting him step out of them before tossing them on his bed.
I can't deny, it was an awkward walk from the guest wing where John's bedroom was, through the now darkened living area down to the master bedroom in its own wing. It was no less awkward as we climbed into the bed. A threesome presents all sorts of problems getting started that are easily resolved by a good pash when there's only two of you.
At least stripping him of his undies made it clear this was about sex instead of an simple intent to share a bed for sleep. We laid John down in the middle of the bed and Ellen and I each half covered him with our bodies.
I figured we had to take control of this, assuming John wouldn't know how to handle the situation. We also couldn't make assumptions about the variety of sex he was familiar with. So we needed to start with something simple. I looked across to Ellen...
"Wada you reckon? Do we start with the big A or take cowgirl turns?"
The big A was our name for one riding him cowgirl while the other sat on his face getting clit tongued while facing the other one so they could play with each other's tits and even, if they were feeling bold, have a pash. But it means the guy basically has his nose stuck in the facesitter's arse, so probably wasn't the best start.
"I think cowgirl turns. It might have been a while for him so he might go off prematurely, but he can finger us to finish if he does. We have to start somewhere. Wada you reckon John? Are you happy for us to take turns riding you?"
"If that's what you like."
Yes, he was just like his dad.
While we still were laying on top of John, I continued, looking at Ellen...
"Paper, scissors, rock?"
She nodded in agreement. Unfortunately, I lost; but I suppose that was only fair considering I'd got fingered during the day.
As Ellen straddled him John asked...
"Do I need a condom?"
Ellen looked down at him in her best doctorly manner...
"I think it was a year ago, in some far too intimate discussion after a few drinks, you let us known both you and your wife were virgins when you first met. And the relationships with Ned have always been preceded by a medical clearance for STI's. So we can assume STI's aren't an issue and I can assure you both of us are protected against pregnancies. So I think we can safely proceed without condoms."
She didn't wait any longer before lifting his erection up, guiding it to her vaginal opening and sitting down on it.
Ellen rode him gently enough, bending back so she could stimulate her g spot, then bringing his hand up to finger her clit as she did it.
We were all feeling sexually deprived and Ellen went off remarkably quickly, throwing herself back over John to bring her into full body contact as she rode out her orgasm. When she'd seen that through, it was almost in a businesslike manner she dismounted John and moved aside for me to mount him.
The deal between the girls has always been that the first one grips him loosely, to minimise the likelihood of triggering a premature ejaculation. The second one (or last one if there were three of us) then gets to take the cum shot.
Ellen has never been a sexual screamer -- apart from one or two special occasions. She moans seductively -- very seductively - but can even suppress that if she has to.
I'm notoriously one. A completely over the top, uncontrollable one; the volume partly depending on the point of stimulation and number of orgasms. Fingering and nipple orgasms are the least noisy. G spot ones the loudest.
The whole point of cow girls is to get g spot stimulation. I don't know what his wife was like, but John was about to be introduced to the real meaning of a sexual screamer and it wasn't me just putting it on.
Like Ellen, I straddled him, lifted myself up and guided his erection into my vaginal opening. The feeling as his erection penetrated my body was exquisite. There is no plastic substitute for a man's erection and there never can be. Not just any man's erection. I've never been an 'any erection' girl; nothing like it. When he was alive, it had to be Ned and only Ned.
But the erection penetrating me was that of his son; the apple of his eye. It that moment, it was a worthy substitute. I moaned a moan of deep satisfaction as his swollen manhood pleasurably filled a yearning void in my body.
Like Ellen, I brought John's hand up to finger my clit. Unlike Ellen, I have a very shallowly located g spot. To avoid popping out or bending his erection, I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft to support and hold it firmly against my g spot as slowly rose and fell on it.
It triggered feelings and sensations I hadn't come close to feeling in the last six months. That initial little moan of penetration soon became a rolling, louder moan of sheer erotic joy. As I got more excited the moans got louder still. When I say I'm a screamer, I don't mean the sort of screams that a girl would make if trapped and threatened in a dark alley. I mean moans and expressions of such pleasure that they get loud enough to reach a high pitched screaming register.
I was screaming within two minutes of his first penetration of me; filled with a sense of erotic bliss and pleasure that I thought I would never feel again. It grew and grew until it released itself in a massive -- and very loud - climax. I deeply penetrated him and threw myself down on John, holding him tightly as I squirmed and twisted myself against his beautiful body in my orgasmic intensity.
As my climax subsided, I rolled him over on top of me, put my hands on his butt and made it really clear it was time for him to go to town on me for his own pleasure. Still gripping him loosely, I just hoped he had enough endurance to get me to the second scene of this play.
As his father liked to do, he raised himself on outstretched arms, looking down at my breasts as he started thrusting.
Almost immediately he had me moaning again. Most women don't have mere 'vaginal' orgasms. It seems that, like with my ability to have nipple orgasms, I can. Already highly aroused and sexualised by my first climax, it took only that few initial thrusts from John to start me on the arousal path to another.
I knew as I started screaming again, I'd have to keep driving his thrusts with the hands I had on his butt or he'd think he'd have to stop for fear of hurting me. Drive I did until that orgasm noisily broke on me too.
Only then did I grip him properly, still driving him with my hands. His thrusts simply prolonged the orgasm that preceded it, but I could sense John positioning himself for his own climax. His thrusts got longer and his withdrawals raked heavily across the pelvic floor muscle at the front of my vaginal opening. He started grunting; in no way matching my own vocal responses but clearly uninhibited because of them.
His thrusts got harder, or let's say more enthusiastic; still encouraged by my pumping hands.
With an almighty grunt, he started cumming. I felt it, I felt his seed pumping into my body, and it drove me to another very noisy, hip throwing, orgasm; probably more emotional than physical, but no less intense or quiet for it.
John collapsed his body down onto mine, groaning into the pillow next to my head as his own orgasm ran its course; jerking his shaft into me occasionally, seemingly as a way of prolonging his pleasure.
As soon as it was over he whispered into my ear...
"I don't want to crush you."
He rolled us back over towards Ellen, still penetrated in me, leaving me back on top.
While he still had a firm enough erection, I was going to leave it where it was. But I did move my head and shoulder to the opposite side of his from Ellen, leaving only my lower body covering his torso where he penetrated me. Ellen rested her chin on John's shoulder...
"Did you know Amy was such a screamer?"
"I'd heard uncorroborated rumours, but I admit, I couldn't have imagined what that actually meant."
"Does it bother you?"
"Only to the extent it makes me worry I might be hurting her. But Amy sort of made it clear with her hands that wasn't an issue. And I suppose I worry about others in the house."
"The others in the house have heard it before. It's a running joke with my au pair. And my kids know it's just aunty Amy having fun."
"Do you like sex?"
"Ahmm...yes."
"A lot of it?"
"What do you mean by a lot of it?"
"Say, a couple of times a day."
"That's more than I'm used to."
"I don't doubt it. But are you likely to be up for it?"
"'Up for it' is an interesting way of putting it. But I'm willing to give it a try."
"Yea, well, keeping it up is at least part of the reason Amy and I got into the habit of running around in barely any clothes all day when we're at home. A good cock is a stiff cock at any time of day and we figure one that's stiff a lot of the time probably is more likely to want a way of releasing its frustration."
"So you've noticed your manner of dress has an effect on me?"
"Let's just say we keep an eye on it and would have been disappointed if we didn't have some effect."
John's erection was by that time starting to soften. I slid off his hips, releasing what was left of his erection from my body and no doubt dampening the bed with the cum discharged from my vagina. It had been a long time since we'd had cum stains on the sheets; but it was nothing new.
Ellen watched my dismount, then turned back to John...
"Do you like morning sex?"
"I suppose so, although I'm more used to doing it in the evening."
"Well, we're likely to give you some practice at morning sex tomorrow. But we'll ease you into the idea with some easy sex this time. I hope that's OK."
Without waiting for or expecting an answer, Ellen kissed him on the side of the cheek...
"We'd better let you get some rest. You'll need it."
Unlike we might have with Ned, we physically separated to go to sleep. In the king size bed there was easily room for the three of us. With Ned, the three of us would have been wrapped into a tight, high contact, ball.
With John, on this first night, there was no contact at all. Nor, I reflected as I drifted off to sleep, had there been any kissing; not really counting Ellen's momentary peck on his cheek.
I think the problem for all of us was a conflict of loyalties between what we still felt for the deceased, and those survivors we were now engaged with. Sex is one thing. Finding and accepting love is completely another, and deep, prolonged kissing, somehow, is an act of love even more so than, well, to be blunt, fucking.
It was something I pondered as I drifted off to a deep sleep.
As is often the case, I was the first awake. I knew John was also an early waker because he usually went on my morning run with me. But as I turned towards him, he gave every indication of still being asleep. He was on his side facing me, but the drape of the sheet across his hips made it clear he had a very full morning glory.
The sheets had been thrown off his chest and there was a lovely display of a very strong, masculine chest; a little bit due I might add to the fact he had been willing to join me in my morning run and exercise; the exercise bars at the park we run too doing wonders for his physique.
Had Ellen not specifically announced we'd be having morning sex, I might have just got up and got ready for my -- or our - run. Not because I didn't want morning sex, but because I was willing to let whatever was going to happen with our relationship with John develop organically.
Feeling a bit restless, I reached over and stroked John's erection. It surged to my touch and John slowly opened his eyes...
"Good morning."
I shuffled against his body, trapping his erection against my stomach as he replied...
"Hi."
"Did you sleep well?"
"Beautifully. Better than I have in a long while."
"Me too. It's nice what some good sex can do for you."
I had been pondering what move to make. If we're going to have sex, it's Ellen's turn for the cum shot; which means I go first. I figured I might as well get things started; bearing in mind it had to be low effort sex on his part. That sort of eliminated a g spot banger.
Throwing the sheet off his lower torso -- and fully exposing Ellen's naked body in the process - I bent his erection down between my legs and penetrated myself with it before asking...
"Is that OK."
"Yes, but what happens now?"
"Well, we can either lie here like this or you can suck my nipples if you'd like. In fact, why don't you suck my nipples?"
I brought my hand behind his head and half pulled, half guided his head into my breasts. He extended his tongue and licked the upper one, a bit of pressure on the back of his head inducing him to take it into his mouth and start sucking it while twirling his tongue against the extended hard nipple and swollen areola in his mouth. When I hummed in pleasure, he brought his hand up to play with my lower breast.
I figured he might as well learn how easy it was for him to give me a nipple orgasm. It might not be the most mind blowing orgasm for me, but it was good enough for this morning.
I half twisted my upper torso back to give him easier access to my lower breast while not interfering with his penetration of me. It required him in turn to bend his upper torso over me, forcing a degree of higher intimacy into the way our bodies melded.
John responded to my moans of pleasure by ever more intensely stimulating my nipples, especially with his lips and tongue.
It definitely caught him by surprise when I came, pushing my hips harder against his and grinding his erection around inside my body; all while making enough noise to make sure Ellen was awake and ready to receive him when I was finished with him.
I was still panting heavily when Ellen's head appeared resting on John's shoulder...
"Are you finished with him?"
"Yes. For now."
With a hand on his shoulder, Ellen tugged at him to get him to roll towards her, pulling his erection from my body in the process. Like I had, she had him penetrate her while they were both on their side, but immediately rolled him into a missionary position with him on top and, I quickly noticed, a small pillow under her butt.
It was a credit to John that he hesitated, asking Ellen...
"What about you?"
"It'll work for me if you don't go off too quickly."
I saw the hands she had on his butt, pull him in tighter to her, signalling it was time to get on with it. That was probably more subtle than the smack on his butt he'd get if he pussy footed around too much. Still, that would be a lesson he'd learn soon enough.
As I had a perfect side on view of Ellen and John having sex, I noticed John was taking a lot of his weight on his elbows and knees and, instead of lifting himself on outstretched arms, was gliding his body over the top of Ellen's in a way that stimulated her hard, extended nipples with his chest.
Ellen is nothing like the screamer I am. But there was no missing the fact that John's banging of her was having the intended effect. Her climax was more indicated by a loud hissing moan than some sort of cry; but that and the intense and very forceful grinding of her hips against John's made it clear enough he'd succeeded.



Somewhat theatrically, and very much in her nature, Ellen then threw her arms out to the side, opened her legs a bit wider and announced...
"OK, your turn."
There was a grin on John's face as he now lifted himself up on his arms. But actually his facial expressions made for interesting viewing. Like he had with me, he started staring at Ellen's breasts as he got serious about banging away at her for his own pleasure. The grin morphed into a look of intense concentration, his jaw sort of hanging there half open as he started grunting.
His thrusts were getting longer, faster and, it looked to me, a little harder as his grunts got louder.
And then, the whole progression of his orgasm was interrupted as Ellen came again. Quite powerfully by the look and sound of it. She threw her hips up --lifting John with them -- as she let out what was for Ellen, quite a loud moan followed by more hissing than you'd get in a snake zoo.
John eyes flashed open and his head lifted in a way that made it clear he'd been taken aghast by this development.
I could see I was going to have to give him some background on why both Ellen and I respond o sex in this position in unexpected ways.
But his surprise was momentary. Almost immediately it was like his eyes bulged out as his mouth formed into that tight pre-orgasmic circle as he let out a series of 'ooohhh's' with every additional thrust. I could only guess that Ellen had started tightening her grip on him to powerful effect.
The 'ooohhh's' got louder and more intense, the thrusting faster as he worked himself up to his climax, his very cute butt lifting and dropping teasingly as he pounded Ellen in his final moments of pre-orgasmic lust.
The 'AAAhhhh' as he first came and the repeated ones that seemed to align with very subsequent pulse of cum he ejaculated into Ellen, were loud enough to wake the rest of the household; however big the house might be. Lucky we'd long ago installed heavy, sound buffering doors down to the end of the house with the kids and au pair.
Like he had with me, he collapsed down onto Ellen, continuing to groan as he jerked and mini thrust his cock into her, until he was left a spent, panting blob on top of her.
I gave him a minute to enjoy himself before kneeling on the bed next to him and physically rolling him off Ellen; watching as his erection slid out of Ellen and flopped onto his stomach as he landed on his back...
"OK. I hope you haven't worn yourself out. It's time to go for our run."
I stood up and, sort of pulled him to a standing position off the bed before looking back to Ellen, asking...
"Are you coming?"
"You could say I already have. But no not today."
That was not unexpected. Ellen only tends to join us about a third of the time.
I turned back to John; standing next to me with his erection still standing proud...
"OK, do you want to go and get dressed?"
As he left the room, I put on my running outfit. As much as I would have liked it to be just a bikini, if I'm doing serious running I need a bit more breast support, so compromise with the smallest, most cut away but still effective sports bra I could find with a matching pair of mini, body conforming, stretch gym shorts. As far as I can tell from the bulge it usually puts in his pants, it still provides more than a small degree of entertainment to John. It certainly did to Ned.
When we met in the courtyard, John was in his speedos and runners. It had taken me a while to reduce him down to speedos. His natural inclination had been running pants. But, as I explained and demonstrated over the months -- especially the warmer ones -- if we go for a dip in Pittwater at the end of the trail, speedos are far more practical. He thought he could get away with wearing them under his running shorts, but that only made it more likely his chaff on the damp leg seam of the running shorts as we ran back.
So in the end, he surrendered to my suggestion. Maybe one day I can let him know it was really because I enjoyed watching his butt and cock as he ran in his speedos as much as I knew he got off watching me running my gear.
We were half way down the hill when I got the courage to raise the topic that I wanted to cover off with him. People say I can be very up front on issues sometimes, and I suppose this is one of those times...
"Do you want to know why both Ellen and I can climax in the missionary position?"
I had been watching John face as I asked. He blushed a little...
"I had been wondering about that."
"When you get to finger her, or even have a good look, you'll see Ellen's aroused clit is a fair bit bigger than most women's and positioned a bit closer to her vagina. So it doesn't take too much in terms of angle for it to both rub against a thrusting cock and get stimulated by a moving penetrated one.
As for me? I don't know. I seem to be in that really small percentage of women who can have vaginal orgasms. That doesn't mean g spot ones, although I can react pretty powerfully to that too. It means that I can just get off if the right guy is banging away at me.
And you might have noticed I can have nipple orgasms too."
John probably didn't realise the true significance of my 'right guy' comment. It my 10 years of abusive relationship with Frank, I never had any orgasm at all. The 'right guy' comment was really important to me. Until last night, the only right guy had been Ned. Now John had been added to it. I pushed my luck further by asking...
"What are your favourite sex positions?"
John blushed more deeply...
"Jane and I were fairly conventional. Sort of reverse missionary for her and then missionary for me to finish. I'm not sure we had a favourite. That's just what we did."
"Are you willing to experiment a bit?"
"I suppose so. You'll need to tell me what to do though"
"What about threesomes? Are you OK with that?"
"I think my biggest fear is getting it wrong and offending someone, or even just climaxing prematurely. But you're both beautiful and wonderful women. It's an incredible privilege to be able to make love to you."
"We understand that fear. We know it's up to us to make it work."
I figured I'd pushed my luck far enough at that point. I'd laid some groundwork for what might lie ahead. I changed the topic as we kept running; wondering when the question of 'love' would come into the equation...
"I'll race you to the bottom."
I sprinted ahead of him. I didn't really care about the race. I knew he'd enjoy running behind me and I put on the best butt display I could while not inhibiting my pace. At this stage I still had the fitness advantage over him. But as he became fitter I knew his male advantage would win out. For now he'd be happy to trail in my wake and I didn't even need to use 100% of my ability.
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When my father came back from his yacht cruise around the Pacific with what seemed like a tribe of women, all of whom were apparently his lovers and most of whom were younger than us, both my siblings and I at first wondered whether he'd started some sort of sex cult.
As we got to know them better and watched as things developed and, especially, as dad encouraged them to find their life partners, we realised our first judgment had been way too harsh. Indeed, we found what rather wonderful people these women were.
Liddy, being much closer to dad's age, for all practical purposes, became our stepmother; in the best sense of that word. Many mistake her for Amy's mother -- some even her sister - because she looks so much like her; although as soon as you hear Liddy's New York accent alongside Amy's now diluted English one, you realise that can't be the case.
Amy was always the surprise package. She never had any interest in leaving dad and, as we found out more about her back story of a decade of serious domestic violence abuse in England that she'd only escaped by surreptitiously, not just leaving home, but the country and cruising the Pacific, we understood that made more sense.
If ever god made a woman specifically intended to be the very pinnacle of sexually desirable, male frustration inducing beauty, it had to be Amy.
It goes beyond the normal of her soft, pretty, feminine, smiling face, her sensuous, long, auburn, sun bleached hair, her flawless, light olive skin, her tall, slender, shapely, womanly figure, her flat, sculptured, bikini bridge inducing stomach and her beautiful legs. On top of that, it's like every erogenous zone of her body is designed to scream 'sexuality' at every male in her vicinity.
Her breasts are drool inducing, leg crossingly, sexual in every aspect of them. 'C' cups (don't ask how I know), which are large on her slender frame, without being pendulous, they still sit perkily and projecting on her chest capped by the most gaze fixing nipples and areola I've ever seen; the areola puffing up somewhat as her nipples harden with the slightest cold and the nipples themselves turning into towering edifices; every part of it exaggerated to just the right amount.
And then there's her mons bulge; bisected by a crease that extends half way up its vertical height. Again, it screams sexuality as its goldilocks size almost cries out to every male penis within its sight; more so when it sucks her bikini bottoms into the crease down the front.
And her bottom? Oh my god, walking behind her is like going to heaven. The most beautifully proportioned, femininely shaped bottom I've ever seen; which she effortless and seemingly unthinkingly moves with such an unexaggerated sexual sway that it's almost impossible not to be aroused by her.
Of course, the effect of all of this is exaggerated by the fact she, like the rest of the girls, spends most of her time at home dressed in tiny bikinis and, even when they go out, in tightly fitted clothing that leaves little to the imagination. After all, how else would I be in a position to describe her in such detail except for the fact her clothing disguised absolutely nothing?
It would be easy with a girl like Amy to write her off as all beauty but no brains. You barely need to come into contact with her to know you couldn't be more wrong.
I suppose I first noticed that when I observed her dealing with, shall we say, over enthusiastic suitors; of which there are many. Amy is actually naturally shy; which is not the same as modest. Her current mode of dress was partly something adopted by all his girls to ensure my father had the sexual motivation to meet what I understand was their rather heavy demands. But in Amy's case it was also a rebellion against the very modest clothing her abusive partner made her wear.
The way she deflected them while actually making them feel good was a real lesson in interpersonal relations.
That was just the start. Increasingly I came to recognise how empathetic she was to the needs of others and the magical way she was often able to turn things to the better for them.
An obvious example of that was the way she effortlessly brought Ellen and her two young kids back into Dad's family after Ellen's husband and the father of her children died of COVID while on the front line of it as a doctor.
But then she did it for me too as, after the car accident that killed dad and my wife Jane, leaving me not just devastated by the loss, but lost as to how I was going to deal with being the provider for the family while looking after my kids and cooking and cleaning for them. She just arranged it so that I too was brought into the now reconstituted family; my kids under the care of Ellen's au pair and all the household duties shared with a bigger group.
It might seem like an obvious response now, but at a time when we were all grief stricken, it was only Amy who was thinking clearly enough and thinking about others enough to see what, in retrospect was the obvious answer.
It went way beyond just offering 'ideas'. On the night of the accident, and for a week after, their favourite 'Aunty Amy' was down at my house comforting the kids and providing, as best she could in the circumstances, some degree of substitute for their missing mother. It was Amy who helped me get the momentum to sort out our life and make the move up to dad's house where in my grief I was trapped by inertia. It was Amy who dealt with the real estate agent as we put the house up for rent. In short, it was Amy who helped me do all the things I couldn't bring myself to do alone; all with no fuss and no expectation of even gratitude in my grief stricken state. All while she dealt with her own enormous grief.
But as I've lived under the same roof as her, I've also seen how successful she in in her accounting practice, very much for that reason; able to find solutions to people's problems that are both practical and effective.
And then, there's the legendary story of how she anticipated a likely attack from her former abusive partner and physically prepared herself for dealing with it through body strengthening and fitness exercises.
Amy recognised him as someone who wouldn't let go, even if he was 13,000 miles away in the UK. She also recognised that as a coward, he'd strike when she was alone and least expect it, probably use a knife and would also probably want to rape her first. In all of that, she was correct.
He did catch her off guard, alone and trapped within the pool fenced area, when he managed to sneak into Australia at the height of the COVID pandemic, at a time Australia's borders were closed.
But by understanding his patterns and weaknesses and staying calm as he pinned her down and prepared her for raping by slowly cutting her bikini off, she managed to fight back at an opportune moment, fracturing his skull, dislocating his shoulder, compound fracturing his arm, cutting the tip of his nose off (he was sniffing her bikini pants with the same hand he held the knife in when she started her fight back), crushing one of his balls so badly it had to be removed and having him stab himself in the back as he fell on his own knife. And then she got him a long jail sentence with her clear testimony.
Frankly, at that stage, we were all willing to bow down to her as something of a demi-god.
If there was anything unfortunate in Amy's story, it was probably in her refusal to have a baby. It seemed such a pity that such perfect genes wouldn't be passed onto the next generation. But then again, of necessity, they would be diluted by whoever it was had the privilege of impregnating her.
And then, of course, there's Ellen.
If you want a mental picture of Ellen, it's simple. A Nordic supermodel. Seriously tall, blonde and slender, it's like her figure is carved out of her alabaster skin by the most dedicated artist. She might not have the sexually heightened erogenous zones of Amy, but she has a physical and intellectual beauty all her own.
A doctor by profession, and mother of two young girls, she's smart, witty beyond belief and very amusing. An absolute delight to be around.
One should not take the difference in the time taken to describe them as reflecting on my attraction to them. The simple fact is that Ellen's beauty is far more conventional than the more sexualised beauty of Amy and Ellen has a basis of attraction far more nebulous, but still powerful.
Dad occasionally spoke of Ellen having an 'aura' about her that was a powerful attractant. As a married man I kept a friendly but respectful distance from all dad's women as they ran around in their near naked state, so I might have nodded sanguinely but never really let myself experience what he meant by that.
Once I moved in with them though, I quickly discovered what that meant. Whether everyone feels it, or it is just some genetic thing carried over from my father, there is certainly a magnetic attraction when I'm near her. It goes well beyond appearance, or even admiring her intelligence and humour. It is almost a melding of the minds. No, no, Ellen is certainly not second rated from my point of view.
For all of that, moving in with them was quite an adjustment.
In the past we would visit them all for family gatherings every second week or so and during all but the coldest months, seeing them in their tiny bikinis was, I suppose, something we got used to. I can't say I was unaffected by the sight, even as a happily married man. It was bad enough -- or good enough depending on how you look at it -- just watching them prancing around the BBQ and by the pool, apparently completely oblivious to the effect they had on the younger males. It was even worse when they physically fawned all over dad; partly arousing him and -- as much as we tried to hide it -- every other male on the scene.
I suppose one upside was that it influenced Jane to be more...I can't think of any word other than sexual - in her mode of dress. Some husbands might have disapproved. I thought it lovely.
Once I started living with them it was almost like having the sight of near naked women dancing around me on tap 24/7. And if their bikinis weren't arousing enough, the pre-bed clothing they wore as we sat around watching TV or talking was completely over the top. If they sat on the lounge opposite me, I could see up the loose legs of their French knickers at their exposed pussies and if they sat next to me I had an easy view down the front of their camisoles at their breasts.
It was easy to want to help them with the household chores, since it often had me watching them bent over scrubbing floors or whatever in little more than a g string bikini bottom. And, oh, watching them empty the bottom rack of the dishwasher was more entertaining than any show I could think of.
I can't deny that, as I came to grips with my grief and loss, the hormonal effect the girls had on me became ever more powerful.
But evidently this thing is meant to be a two way street. I had always noticed that dad was usually in a pair of speedos when we visited. Probably more so than I remembered him being when I was living at home. But still, dad was of a generation that regarded speedos as normal beach and pool wear.
I'm of a later generation for whom they were a bit of an anathema. Because of dad's influence, I might have worn them more than most my age, but had long since left that behind. Board shorts had become my natural beach and poolside wear.
But from relatively early days there, the girls put me under pressure to match their outfits with a pair of speedos of my own. They even bought them for me. And loose boxer shorts for my pre-bed attire.
The problem with both those options was I had no way of hiding my arousal when my body reacted to their provocative presence. Most of the time it might be nothing more than a half mongrel with an arguably ambiguous bulge. But there were times it was a full erection that left nothing to the imagination or doubt. And I could see the girls staring at it, but never challenging me about its appropriateness. I sort of came to accept it as normal.
In fact it became almost like living in a nudist colony, but without the rules against staring or getting aroused. Even Jenna, the au pair was no more modestly dressed than the rest of the women.
From early days, Amy had me joining her for morning runs and exercise sessions. Just because Frank had tried and failed and was now in jail, Amy wasn't giving up her fitness routine. And she was right, the exercise did help me displace and deal with the grief I felt in those first months.
There too, she pushed me to wear speedos, arguing they we more suited to the swim we'd often go for when we got down the hill to Pittwater. And in terms of not have wet running shorts chaff me as we came back up the hill, she was right.
But that meant any arousal she induced in me during our run was now in the public domain and, I have to say, to be following her while she was running along a narrow bush track, or swim with her in Pittwater after she'd taken off her sports bra to keep it drier for the trip home was definitely arousal inducing. And let me say, arousal was common. Watching her tall lithe body and her perfect bottom, working itself into a sweat ahead of me stirred up feelings of desire which I thought at the time completely inappropriate even as I couldn't resist positioning myself to do so; easy enough when the track is narrow and has only room for a single file.
And watching her effortlessly and gracefully cat leap over, across and on to various rocks, tree roots and creeks that littered the track brought to mind some sort of hyper sexy heroine out of the Marvel Universe, simply adding to the demi-god image I already had of her and driving the effect she had on me to a new height.
Still, as Amy always seems to do, she won that little battle.
And I suppose in the process I discovered she likes to watch my butt, and even my cock bouncing, while I'm running as much as I like to watch hers; something I found rather flattering.
But all of this exposure to their half-naked beauty was having a cumulative effect on me as I lived with them. As grief gave way to acceptance, my normal male reaction to their presence and the desires that generated became increasingly difficult to ignore.
The day Amy sat down next to me on the pool lounge after completing her laps in the pool, rested her head on my shoulder, looked down at the erection in my speedos that watching her had generated, exposed it and gave me a hand job, changed everything.
When she then laid herself across my lap and asked me to finger her, it was like every erotic dream I'd ever had come true. While I lacked the courage to slip my hand under her bikini, I got to touch up all those erogenous zones that had teased me for so long while seeing her body react to my fingering.
When that night Ellen and Amy came into my room naked and asked me to come back and share their bed with them and then proceeded to have me fuck them, not just that night, but the following morning too, I found myself in a different world. One that I'd never been in before and required me to make a lot of adjustments. That of a polygamous relationship with two very randy women.
When, on our morning run that day, Amy gave me a heads up on why both she and Ellen got climaxes while I fucked them in the missionary position, I didn't realise that was just the start of the education I was about to get from them of dealing with this new situation. If nothing else, it showed the girls understood the culture shock they were drawing me into and the uncertainties I felt.
The real education started when we stopped for morning tea. We all work from home at the moment and had got into the habit of coordinating a morning tea break for some social interaction. And while this was a Saturday, Amy and I had a bit of a backlog to catch up on -- especially Amy.
Ellen led us to the lounge in the living room where Amy and she sat either side of me, both of them firmly pushed against my flanks; given we were all in swimwear, leaving their naked flesh pushed against mine.
Putting her coffee on the table, Ellen put her hand on my upper thigh as she turned to me...
"Well, now we've broken the ice, do you want to keep up the arrangement we had last night."
For me, the answer was easy...
"Yes."
"I think it's safe to assume you've never been in a threesome relationship before."
"That's a very safe assumption."
"Well, what I'm about to tell you is not so much the rules, but guidance as to how to make it work. Clearly you have your own agency, so if something's not working for you, let's talk about it."
Ellen's tone was not so much lecturing as playfully challenging and, I suppose like that of someone describing a new adventure one was about to go on...
"Firstly, sex is a big thing for Amy and me. Not just the physical side of it but the intimacy that comes with it, so you may find yourself with more demands for sex than you're used to.
You can grope or fondle us any time the inclination takes you. We like you being attracted to us and wanting to touch us.
But we will grope and fondle you too. In fact we've found that's a really important part of keeping you with the sexual stamina you need to keep two women happy. Our experience is that an aroused man is a randy man, so keeping you in a regular state of arousal even as we go about our daily activities is sort of part of our objective. We know we dress to arouse, so don't be embarrassed if it has that effect. Stare at us all you want. Even Jenna is used to the sight by now.
If you feel the urge to fuck one of us, do it. We like to feel lusted over. If it doesn't for some reason suit at that moment, we'll gently let you know without holding it against you.
I suppose you do need not to play favourites. We know Amy has the world's most fuckable body, but try and be neutral or balanced in your choice of one on one partners."
Ellen cast her eyes across to Amy as she said the last sentence, smiling at her.
As Ellen spoke, her hand had edged up my thigh and Amy had placed hers on my other thigh. The side of the inner finger of each of their hands now rested against the swimwear sheathed side of my aroused manhood. Amy was slightly moving her finger, contributing even more to my arousal.
As I'd originally sat down, I'd fully leaned back on the lounge. To look at me as we discussed what were clearly very important issues to the girls, they'd sat upright and half turned towards me. Apart from anything else that meant I now had four barely covered breasts in their tiny bikini tops dangling distractingly in front me; the distraction compounded by Amy's nipples being on very high beam.
But Ellen wasn't finished yet...
"Have you done much oral sex?"
Jane was never really into that, so I had to admit...
"No."
"Well, we like getting oral sex. It's really useful in a threesome where you can fuck one girl while eating out another. We can give it too. Amy's the world's best at it. But we don't like to waste your climaxes when we need to share them between the two of us, so it might be a rare treat.
As to threesome sex itself, you might have noticed we take turns at being first. Whoever is first only grips you lightly to make it less likely you'll come prematurely. In the ideal world, the second one takes what we call the cum shot. We like getting the cum shot so we do our best to alternate that.
"Finally, are you willing to experiment with positioning for sex? We have some dozies if you are."
"I'm happy to try."
"Good"
Ellen looked up at Amy...
"Anything else Amy?"
"I think that's a good start."
Ellen looked at me...
"Any questions or comments?"
I had to grin...



"No, I think you've covered the ground pretty well."
"OK, well, morning tea time is up, so we'd better get back to our work."
In a way, Ellen's talk had been cathartic.
The male in me had wanted to physically interact with them for months; not just have sex with them, but, as Ellen put it, fondle, hug and touch them up. But being the well brought up male I was, I had resisted any inclination to cross what might be their boundaries. Now I not only had permission to do it, but was encouraged to.
Being invited to have sex with them last night had been fantastic, but it didn't of itself give me open slather for the future. The talk really put the rules on the table, with the real takeaway almost being there aren't any. Well, none that did anything but encourage what I'd already fantasised about doing.
So it was a slightly different feeling when I went out to the kitchen for lunch to find Ellen there. The kitchen in the house is a long narrow room, with a door at one narrow end and a serve through into the dining room on one of the long sides. So Ellen hadn't seen me until I walked through the door to find her at the fridge just inside the door.
She immediately turned and faced me, so closely our chests were in contact, dropping one hand to fondle my manhood, while she placed the other on my chest...
"I was just making some toasted sandwiches for lunch with the leftovers of the roast lamb we had last night. Would you like one?"
The sudden intimacy with Ellen's all but naked body against mine had, what I dare say, was the effect she wanted. Remarkably quickly, she got a full erection sheathed in my swimmers; helped to no small extent by the way she wrapped her hand around it and jerked it as soon as she got enough of a reaction to do that. But the nipples that were soon pushing out the material of her bikini top indicated I wasn't the only one affected.
I was tempted to ask 'one what' with a sexual innuendo about it, but gave her a straight answer.
"That'd be great."
"OK. Amy has to work through lunch so I'm making one for her too. Would you like to carve the lamb while I get the bread ready? Grab a knife while I get the stuff out of the fridge."
I picked out a carving knife from the draw and turned back just as Ellen was bending deeply to get the lamb from the bottom shelf of the fridge. With five adults and four young kids in the family, the fridge is bursting at the seams. Since the lamb had drifted to the back, she had to shuffle around a lot of bowls and plates to extract it, so I had a moment to study the rather attractive sight of her bottom in the air with her crotch fully in view.
Seeing them bent over in their bikinis has always been a delight. It highlights the sculptured beauty of their legs, the perfection of the curve of their bottoms and the flawlessness of their stretched skin.
With their small, tightly fitted bikini pants, something equivalent to a camel toe, or at least a fold of material into their crease is a pretty common sight. With the crease down the front of her mons, Amy's is usually the most provocative, but Ellen's no slouch in the sexualised crotch game.
With a new permission to take an interest in such things and Amy's little story about Ellen's larger than normal clit, I viewed it with a new perspective; realising that, in her arousal, her outer labia had escaped the confines of the very narrow gusset of her pants and that there was a very pronounced dimple in the material drawn up against the floor of her vulva; very likely her swollen clit.
To say that had an effect on my state of arousal would be a massive understatement; helped considerably by the way her hips swayed about as she shuffled the plates. It created the sense of an invitation, whether or not one was intended.
The message that Ellen herself had given me a few hours ago came to the forefront of my mind. Putting the knife safely on the work bench, I stepped in behind Ellen while she was still bent over; recognising it was probably only a matter of seconds before she'd finish ferreting around in the fridge and stood up.
Putting one hand over her head to make sure she didn't jump up and bash her head on the bottom of the freezer door, I reached the fingers of the other hand between her legs and gently slid them across the dimple in her bikini pants.
Amy wasn't wrong. Compared to the only two other clits I've fingered in my life, that was a big clit, even when only touched through the gusset of her bikini pants. It was also a sensitive one. Far from jumping up and bashing her head, it was almost like Ellen folded more deeply and moaned.
She already had her hand on the lamb roast, so I guided her, with my hand still between her legs, as I backed her out of the fridge, let her put the lamb on the bench, then moved her down to a clearer part of the bench. As I sort of half pushed, half suggested she bend herself over the bench, she all but threw herself there.
Ellen's a tall 182cm (6ft) with really long legs. When she bends over a standard bench, her mons isn't even resting on it, but is instead elevated over it; more so when she stands on her toes.
But then, I'm 192cm (6'4").
Unlike when I'd fingered Amy, I decided I now had clear permission to go under her bikini pants. Slipping in from the side, I felt the firm, damp and slippery flesh of her engorged bud. From the angle I'd approached it, my thumb had to do most of the work, with some help from my forefinger as I tweaked the extension of her clit gently between my digits.
I bent over the bench, half over her, half alongside her; my erection pushed against her hip to ask her between moans...
"Can Amy wait for her lunch?"
"She doesn't have any choice."
Coming in from behind and the side like I had, made it really uncomfortable to get a good approach to fingering her clit. I pulled my finger out, leaned completely over her back, my erection now pushed into the length of her bum crack, as I slipped my hand around the front of her thigh and down the front of her bikini pants.
The noises Ellen was making quickly told me that was working even better; her breathing was really heavy and her moans reminiscent of those I'd got from her that morning. Then in a quiet, breathless voice she started chanting...
"Fuck me. Fuck me now. Quickly, get it in."
Still fingering her with one hand, I lifted my front away from her enough to unsheathe my erection and pull my swimmers down to my upper thighs.
Her bikini pants didn't have string tie sides. Her legs were spread wide, making pulling them down far enough difficult. I decided the quickest thing was to pull the gusset aside. Even as Ellen could feel me complying with her instructions, she was still moaning...
"Hurry, get it in. Fuck me."
I located the tip of my erection in her vagina and gave it a push. I found her wet and open, my erection slipping easily into her. She let out a groan of pleasure before changing her chant to...
"Go to town on me. I mean really go to town on me."
I pulled her a little bit back off the bench to give me a better angle and more room for the hand still fingering her as I started thrusting; half bent over her and now slipping my free hand under her breast to tweak her nipple. But it seems Ellen wanted even more as even more breathlessly she demanded...
"Faster, harder, really bang me."
I tried to comply by upping my rate, but it seemingly wasn't enough...
"Come on. Fuck me. Really go to town on me."
I'd always thought one had to be a gentle lover. This was a new experience for me. But Ellen's voice and manner was so insistent, I felt I had to comply. I did as she asked; fucking her like crazy, almost lifting her butt off the bench with every thrust.
Ellen certainly responded, at first grunting and then groaning with every thrust...
"AH...AH...AH...OH...OH...Oh..."
You could sense something was building inside her. Something big. Really big.
Mind you, I was getting pretty excited myself. I'd never fucked a woman bent over a kitchen bench before and certainly hadn't, as Ellen had so eloquently put it, gone to town on one like Ellen was having me do to her. I was grunting like crazy, just with the energy I was having to put into it.
Ellen wasn't gripping me all that hard, so while my cock felt fantastic and was loving every thrust, I wasn't going to blow my load just yet. But just the experience of being able to get so excited as I worked myself up to such intense sex was a life experience in itself.
But Ellen was the one getting really worked up. She might not have been screaming in the way Amy does, but the way she expressed and vocalised her excitement was more than enough. When the moment of her climax came it was pretty dramatic. She cried out...
"OOOHHHHAAAHHHHHHHHH..."
At the same time, she started squirting; projecting it into my crotch and soaking my swimmers where they hung off my upper thigh.
She tightened her grip on my as she called out...
"Keep going...keep going..."
Now I was brewing up, but it seemed like Ellen wasn't finished yet either. Building to another crescendo, she came again, again squirting all over me. The powerful contractions that I felt pummel my cock even as I kept thrusting and Ellen's ever tightening grip were the final undoing of me. I couldn't hold back as I let go with an almighty...
"AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH..oh...AAAAAAAAAHHHHHH..."
I just had this incredible desire to keep thrusting with every pulse; seemingly prolonging my orgasm as pulse after pulse shot up my erection. I think Ellen came again; no squirting this time as far as I could tell, but I was so wrapped up in my own orgasm, frankly someone could have been hitting me on the head with a hammer and I wouldn't have noticed.
Mine went on for so long, I started to wonder if Ellen wouldn't tell me to give up on it. But spent from her climaxes, she just lay there taking it, moaning softly with each additional thrust.
Eventually it stopped and I collapsed spent over Ellen's back, panting crazily.
I'd nearly recovered when I heard Ellen blurt out...
"Oh god, I needed that. What a release. That was fantastic."
She paused for a second before adding...
"Sorry about the squirting. I don't often do that. Only when I really get out of control. You were stimulating my g spot like you couldn't believe."
We laid there, me still on top of her for more than a few moments. I still had this big, fat, hard erection buried in her and for some reason, didn't want to take it out. But a gradual softening, combined with the need to make lunch, eventually required me to withdraw.
What a mess we'd make. My swimmers were soaked and I had Ellen's squirting running down my leg to a puddle on the floor which now had my cum and her juices dripping into it too. Ellen's bikini pants we soaked too; also in a combination of cum, her juices and her squirting.
Still half over the bench, Ellen turned to me...
"Come outside. I'll hose us down before I clean up the floor."
The door out to the side courtyard was closer than any bathroom, so if we didn't want to leave a dripping trail through the house, it was a pretty good idea.
Ellen led us over to the hose, turned it on and directed its flow at my crotch and legs, washing out the swimmers in the process...
"Take off your swimmers."
I slipped them off my legs, leaving me standing naked. Ellen took them in her hand and gave them a further good soaking, before hanging them on the pool fence. Then she turned the hose on her own lower half, soaking the bikini pants in situ before dropping them off and washing them like she'd washed mine.
Lifting one of the pool towels also hung over the fence, she passed it to me...
"You go first."
I took it and dried my legs and crotch before passing it to her and watched with some pleasure as she dried herself too...
"I think we'll take this in to wipe the floor down. I'll clean it properly later."
Both of us retreated to our rooms to get dry pants and met back in the kitchen. Ellen had already dried the floor and was buttering the bread for the toasted sandwiches.
I went and stood alongside her to start carving the left over roast into thin slices. She gently bumped my hip with hers as she cheekily asked...
"Well, was that a bit of fun?"
I wasn't quite sure how to answer that. I'd never had that sort of sex before. The answer was definitely 'yes', but just saying 'yes' somehow seemed inadequate. I settled on...
"It was pretty special."
But after a moment, I added...
"What made you say that 'you really needed that?"
Ellen looked at me, a smile on her face as I could tell she was considering her answer.
"Passion, I suppose. It's something that has been missing from our lives that was so important before."
Her face turned to contemplative as she continued.
"You know, we're all scared of mentioning our past. We're so careful about not interlocking the names of our lost ones with the present. It's not helped by Ned having been both our lover and your dad. But I think it's time to move on from that and not pretend they somehow didn't exist or aren't interlocked with our future.
Sex in our family with Ned, Amy, Liddy and myself was always about more than just tickling up a certain part to an orgasm. It was used to express deep love and was also used to express an equally deep lustful, passionate desire. And us girls needed both of those from Ned from time to time and the latter involved some pretty crazy full on sex.
You can't duplicate that with a dildo. It needs another person.
We're feeling our way around at the moment, in more ways than one.
We've surrendered to our sexual desires, but we haven't really worked out how to deal with our feelings towards each other. We certainly feel a deep affection. We've proved we feel lust. But I don't think any of us know what to do about a love aspect to our relationship. Maybe there's a sense that it's too early to express or even feel a love for someone else.
So for the time being, deep affection and lust will have to do.
And in a way, nothing shows lust more than crazy passionate sex.
Does that make sense?"
Ellen had touched on some very relevant topics. Whether I'd put them together in the way she had, I wasn't sure. But I could honestly answer...
"Yea, sort of.
I thought passionate sex like that could hurt the women?"
"I've read cowgirl can be pretty dangerous for the guys too, if the girl isn't careful. Which we always are. But yes, sometimes it can hurt a bit. Most of the time, the excitement and passion overwhelm any discomfort. If it doesn't then I -- and Amy -- rely on you listening to us if we ask you to stop. But it's never come to that."
"You can rest assured of that. As it was I was really inhibited about hurting you."
"Yea, your dad was like that at first. It took a lot of training to get him to really let go. But actually, the simple fact is both you and you dad have or had a sort of safety cut-out even when you thought you were complying with my request. It's not in your nature to do something that might hurt us, so you still hold back to what's reasonable."
While talking, Ellen had put the sandwiches in the frying pan and turned them. She pulled one out and put it on a plate, handing me the spatula...
"Here, mind the other two. I'd better take this into Amy."
I watched lustfully as she walked down the hall to Amy's office and after pulling out the sandwiches intended for us, equally lustfully as she returned. It was quite interesting to be freed from any guilt associated with my eyes being attracted to the girls' seductive beauty and sexual allure.
With the au pair home from the park with the kids, Liddy awake from her morning sleep after a late night shift and both Amy and I finished our must do work, the Saturday afternoon went normally enough. At least if you call normal being in the middle of four very attractive women running around in such small bikinis they were all but naked, while the kids frolicked under our supervision in the pool.
Because both Liddy and the au pair were dressed in much the same sort of bikinis as Amy and Ellen.
As I've mentioned, Liddy was effectively our step mother and while she came along well after the time we needed any mothering beyond having someone to talk to older and more experienced than ourselves, it was still strange to have your 'mother' presenting herself in such a sexualised manner.
Liddy can certainly get away with it. Having grown up in New York in a very orthodox Jewish community with strict modesty rules, her skin basically didn't see the sun until she was well into her fifties. And since her impressive breasts are, shall we say, not originals, having being imposed by her mother in her late teenage years to produce the right sort of bustle under her modest clothing to attract the right sort of Jewish boy, they're not lacking perkiness. All of which explains why she looks about fifteen to twenty years younger than she is.
Already aware of the newly formed arrangements between Ellen, Amy and myself, Liddy has given her blessing to them while making it clear she's way too old to be part of it.
As for the au pair, well she's fantastic and completely invaluable in her role and a not unattractive young lady in her mid-twenties who has her own very active social life. But, at home, she has keenly embraced the minimal and showy clothing vibe of the other girls and seems unfazed by the possibility of me, as the only male in the household, being inappropriately distracted by her appearance. Nor, I have quickly learned, is she fazed by the increasingly common appearance of me with an erection induced by the other girls.
With our emphasis on entertaining the kids, the room for actual sexual play was limited; and appropriately so. But that didn't stop my body from showing some reaction to all the naked women frolicking about around me.
This wasn't the first Saturday we'd all played in the pool. But somehow, having been given specific permission to lustfully perve at them and knowing there was likely to be some sort of orgy tonight, made me far more sensitive to their presence as hard as I tried not to be. But I suppose 'hard' was the key word and there were moments I found myself just that.
The kids of course are oblivious to all the goings on and we make sure they remained that way.
Once the kids were in bed after their early dinner then it seemed the gloves came off, so to speak. This was after all the first evening after our relationship had become sexual and I really, until that moment, had no idea of what the expression 'we like fondling you too' really meant.
It was my turn to cook dinner. I'd assumed I'd be left alone to do it -- as I had mostly previously been. But Ellen and Amy were hanging around the kitchen like a bad smell. Not actually helping, except with entertaining conversation, I soon got the vide they were really there to perve at me.
Amy taking me for her exercise runs and workouts meant my body was in reasonably good shape. Like dad, I had always been of a slim build and had never let that go. But I was certainly now more muscular. Not obscenely in a body builder sort of way, but just enough to give me some degree of ripped abs and reasonably good muscle definition over most of my body.
Their close presence had left me with some degree of arousal -- something of a half mongrel -- but I was getting used to ignoring that. But that in part had been brought on by twittering that I could hear behind me that sounded very much like you might hear from two males perving at a half dressed woman. I couldn't entirely make out what they were whispering, but its general vide was clear enough. And as a male does, that made me be more displaying in my posture. But of course that cycle of display carries with it a sexual connotation which my loins reacted to.



When I bent down to put the roast in the oven, Ellen gave up on whispering...
"My god, look what's hanging between his legs. What a sight. And those glutes too. You can sort of get why guys like the sight of a women bent over in a bikini can't you. I'd take a picture of that and hang it on my wall if I had the opportunity."
I closed the oven door and turned toward them, trying to suppress a grin and put on a mock stern face...
"Are you objectifying me?"
Ellen seemed to have the answer already worked out...
"No. We're personifying you. We're not interested in some inanimate object. We're interested in the full human package, of which your not unattractive body is just a part. But it's an important part to be fully enjoyed visually and tactilely."
She stepped towards me, wrapping her hand around my half mongrel and inducing it to a full erection as she added...
"Maybe it's time to introduce you to one of our little visual teases. It's called the full horizontal."
She struck her hand down the front of my swimmers, pushing my erection down to the horizontal, then rearranging the material of my swimmers so that the stretchy material held it in that position. Then she took a step forward into a more intimate closeness, the tip of my erection disappearing under her crotch...
"See, it's quite a useful little tease. It means we can carry on a conversation with you and pleasure ourselves at the same time. And even when we have nothing to say and are looking from a distance, it points at us and conveys a certain 'I'm thinking of having sex with you' message don't you think?"
"I would have thought any erection is conveying that thought."
"True, but then of course isn't that the thought that every male has all the time; or so us girls are led to believe. But the pointing at you thing adds a whole new dimension to that. Anyway, it certainly makes conversing with you far more interesting."
"So my conversation isn't interesting unless I'm touching up your clit at the same time?"
"I said more interesting. There's a difference. Anyhow, isn't it more interesting for you too?"
Ellen was gently rocking herself on the tip of my shaft. I could actually feel a degree of dampness permeating my speedos.
I'd long since learned you can't out banter Ellen.
"I think I'd better get on with the dinner."
"Indeed you should."
I could recognise there was a sexual tension in the air as we had dinner. I wasn't sure what the girls had in stall for me, but I suspected it was more than just some reverse missionary sex.
And now a whole new set of rules seemed to apply to our after dinner, sitting on the lounge habits. The girls -- meaning Ellen, Amy, Liddy and Jenna -- were binge watching some series on Netfix. For me it was OK, but not compelling, but I was hardly going to walk away from them.
But now I was sharing one lounge with Ellen and Amy sitting in close contact either side of me, with Liddy and Jenna on the other.
As I'd sat between them, each of them had pulled my arm on their side around their neck and over their far shoulder, reaching down to their breasts and inside their camisole as they cuddled in against me. Then they'd put their nearest hand at the top of my thigh in intimate contact with my manhood.
Opposite me, Liddy was wearing the same loose legged French knickers as the others, but at least sat in a way that didn't open it up. Jenna had always sat with one leg folded under her. While I was sitting next to her I'd never noticed this basically pulled the leg of her pants over to one side and also raised her bottom off the couch, taking away whatever view blockage that normally would have provided. It meant she might just as well not be wearing any pants from where I was sitting.
I knew Jenna was not trying to come on to me. She'd always kept her sex life well outside the family and household. But she'd fully embraced the clothing mores of the other girls and the complete lack of modesty that entailed. This was nothing new to her and I knew dad had always had the same view. But even with the down blouse views I had of Amy and Ellen, it was a desperate struggle not to stare.
The girls made it clear that wanted me to get it up and keep it up. Between what their hands were doing inside my pants, the fondling of and staring at their breasts and the view Jenna was showing, they succeeded. Fortunately -- with Jenna sitting there -- I managed to keep it inside my pants, however much the front of the loose boxer shorts was distorted.
Their decision that it was time to retire to bed seemed earlier than normal, but as they announced their decision, took my hand and had me followed them, I simply took their lead; knowing full well they had carnal intentions.
They undressed me from my boxer shorts and made me lie back on the bed, Ellen pinning me flat by a hand on my chest...
"We've decided we're going to give you a special treat. Sort of an introductory special. We figure you're young enough for us to get it back up before we all go to sleep and with what we have in mind, it might be better if we drain you first before we move onto stage 2. We're going to suck your cock and pleasure it in other ways.
I assume that's OK"
I stuttered out my reply...
"Yea, I think I can deal with that."
"Good, we'll warm you up a bit first."
Ellen turned back to Amy who was by now kneeling between my legs. Having stripped herself, Amy bent over me, bringing my erection between the breasts that hung seductively down from her chest. Ellen lifted by erection a little off my stomach to let Amy push her breasts together and capture it. Amy looked up and grinned at me as Ellen noted...
"I wish I had breasts that could do this as well as Amy's can."
All I can say is that Amy can do it pretty well. I dropped my head back and moaned a little at the sheer pleasure of Amy's breasts sliding up and down against the hard flesh of my erection. I'd no more experienced this sort of sexual pleasure before than I had getting head. The teasing up they'd done for the hour and a half before we came to bed had left my senses well primed. I wondered if I'd last long enough to get the head was promised.
Ellen must have correctly read my moans because she turned to Amy indicating...
"I think he might be getting a bit of a head of steam. We'll be sucking a dry, flaccid cock if we don't move on to the next step."
Amy released my manhood which flopped back onto my stomach and vacated the spot between my legs as a now equally naked Ellen took the spot. She lifted up my erection and took half its length into her mouth; sliding it in and out as I felt her tongue and lips pressed firmly against it; stopping occasionally to suck it.
I looked up to watch it, only to have her cascade of long hair falling like a curtain across my line of vision. But almost like she knew, Ellen brushed her hair to the side, opening up the vista to let me watch the top half of my erection disappearing into her mouth in front of two dangling breasts.
This too was something I'd never experienced before and was quickly brewing up my cock. If getting titty fucked was good, this was a whole new level. After about six plunges of my erection into her mouth, Ellen withdrew it and lifted her head up and turned to Amy...
"I think it's getting quite excited. It might be time for you to take over. Maybe give it a moment to cool down before you start."
Then she looked up to me...
"You are about to experience one of nature's true wonders."
Ellen and Amy again swapped places, putting Amy back between my legs. I was left wondering what Ellen could have met as Amy looked up and me with a broad smile...
"So, on a short fuse are we? OK, we'll leave you a few moments."
She did anything but 'leave me'. Bending down she started kissing around the base of my shaft, circling around it with a constant stream of firmly planted lips kisses; including across my balls. Then she extended herself, kissing up the centre of my torso up to my chests, across the each nipple, then back down my right flank, all while dragging her own breasts with their hardened nipples across my flesh, and then back across my balls...
"I think it might be time."
Like Ellen had, Amy lifted my shaft up to the vertical and wrapped her lips around its head; but quickly brushing her long hair out of the way so I had a clear field of vision. Then looked up and gave me a slightly evil smile, even with her lips wrapped around the circumference of my manhood. I wondered for a moment if she was going to bite it off.
Next thing I knew, she thrust the whole length into her mouth. The whole length! Suddenly I knew what deep throating meant. I felt the tip of my shaft jammed into the narrow confines of the back of her throat, her lips and tongue pressed -- like Ellen's -- firmly against the immersed length of my shaft.
The first thrust was slow, but seemingly after getting the measure of me, Amy just kept withdrawing and thrusting it back into her throat at a medium fast pace. It might have been half in my mind at the mere experience, but the stimulation I felt was intense and my moans, even as I couldn't resist lifting my head to watch it, clearly announced that.
It was long before I felt compelled to announce...
"I'm about to cum."
But instead of pulling me out of her mouth, Amy simply winked at me. Still concerned about ejaculating in her mouth, as she kept thrusting, I moaned...
"Oh god...it's about to happen...oh...oh...I cumming."
I threw my head back and groaned loudly as, with exquisite pleasure, I felt rope after rope of my cum be discharged into the back of Amy's throat. She kept it in her mouth, pulled back far enough to let her breathe, until it was clear I'd finished.
I expected her to repulsively spit out what I'd just filled her mouth with as she withdrew my erection from between her lips, but nothing came out except a very wet erection. She'd swallowed it.
Ellen, kneeling beside me, bent over my face...
"I told you Amy gave the world's best head."
Still panting and immersed in the after glow of my climax, I gave her a weak grin...
"So I see."
The girls caressed various parts of my skin as they patiently waited for the physical and emotional high of my climax to subside; partly signalled by a softening, but not complete collapse, of my erection.
Amy had moved herself to the opposite side of my torso from Ellen. She brushed her hand across my cheek as she now bent over me, bringing her lips almost within kissing distance of my face...
"So we've got a little bit of waiting to do before we move on. What we're going to do now is both of us lie on our backs on the bed and ask you to pleasure us. Not necessarily sexually; more like a soft massage. But you can touch us up sexually if that's what you want to do. What we really want you to do is lust over our bodies in whatever way turns you on. Something we'll enjoy and will get you back up more quickly. OK?"
"Arrr...yes."
Without any further ado, Ellen and Amy laid themselves down either side of me. As I brought myself up and turned around onto my knees between them, they shuffled closer to me, leaving no room between my closely held together lower legs and their hips.
For a moment I felt a surge of panic and uncertainty. To be told you can simply play as you wish with the bodies of two stunning beautiful women you've lusted over for years sounds wonderful at first and then you have to ask yourself 'what do I actually do'. It wasn't a shortage of lust. More an overburden of it.
Their breasts certainly beckoned. But this so did ever other part of their perfect torsos; their perfect figures and flawless skin. Not to mention their oh so kissable lips. Goodness, I could just as happily sucked their toes and got off on that too.
Sitting as I was next to their hips, I put a hand on each of their mons and ran it gently up their torsos towards the breast closest to me where I brushed my hand back and forwards across their nipples a couple of times.
It would have been easier to really get down to lusting if there had only been one of them. But with two, the equation was more difficult.
It was as their nipples hardened under my hand that I reached a decision. Moving Ellen's legs apart, I moved across to kneel between them, looking up and announcing to them...
"Sorry ladies, but you're going to have to take turns."
I'd never given a woman oral sex before. Jane just wasn't into that. But clearly the girls were, so I figured it was time to get an education on it. I'd chosen to start with Ellen simply because, rightly or wrongly, I thought her slightly bigger clit might accelerate my education.
Being new to this, I had an exploratory look. Even I could recognise her labia were widely spread, her vagina open and her very obvious clit swollen.
It was time to give it a go.
I bent in deeper, extended my tongue and flicked it against her clit. Ellen's hips squirmed as she announced...
"Ouu John, that's nice."
The introduction having being made, I rapidly flicked it in bursts lasting as long as my tongue muscles and breath could sustain in one go. Ellen rewarded me with vocalisation which indicated I was having a powerful effect. After three of four bursts and with Ellen clearly getting pretty excited, I brought my hand under and penetrated her vagina with three fingers, rubbing against the front wall, looking for her g spot. At the same time I rested my other hand on Amy's mons, before turning it sideways and running it through what I discovered was a very wet crease.
Ellen's clit was extended enough I thought I could get it between my lips; succeeding on the first try. Holding there, it was a lot less tiring rubbing my tongue against the tip I held in my mouth. Ellen was starting to go ballistic. Not with Amy's screams, but with her own quieter vocalisation and her thighs starting to quiver, encouraging me with occasional statement like...
"Oh John, that's lovely...A bit more...firmer... yea, that's it."
If she squirted with this one, I was going to get a face full.
I was surprised how quickly I was getting a reaction from Amy too, given the very second rate stimulation I was giving her at the awkward angle I had to approach it; essentially using a sawing action on the side of my hand.
But at this point my main focus was on Ellen who was clearly about to cum.
In the final moment, she clamped her hand on the back of my head before, with a cry out, her orgasm was accompanied by a violent lifting of her hips; the hand on the back of my head ensuring I went with it.
I kept flicking my tongue against her clit as she swayed her elevated hips from side to side; her other hand now helping the first in making sure I didn't escape her almost suffocating grip on me.
As she eased herself, and me with her, back to the ground, I knew it was time to move across to Amy. The fact was, my boner was already back, and with a vengeance. But if I'd already learnt anything it was that the girls had to be treated equally. Whatever plans they had for my boner could wait.
Leaving Ellen to her post orgasm high, I crab knelt sideways across to between Amy's already widely spread legs and, removing my hand, quickly buried my face into her crotch. Like everything else about her, there was something highly sexual about Amy's vulva. It was pure porn star quality; simple, low rise, symmetrical, labia already fully swollen and separated, unobtrusive piss flaps, a vagina open and waiting for what I assume I was soon to fill it with and a clit, swollen and on clear display for me to play with; all glistening with her juices.
Maybe already sensitised by my playing with it, her reaction to my first flick of the tongue against her clit was instantaneous and loud. Indeed, as I flicked it a few more time I thought she was going to climax so quickly that I needed to slow it down with a diversion.
I did another thing I'd never done before -- never thought I would ever do. I curled my tongue and penetrated her vagina with it. She coo'ed in an almost cheeky pleasure; more so as I rolled its short length around inside her. While I was almost drowning in the juices she was pumping out in response, there was a limit as to how long I could sustain the extended tongue needed to continue that.
I moved back to her clit. But I hadn't been wrong in guessing she'd been on the verge of coming. T took only a few moments more of stimulating her clit for her to climax. Physically she was as demonstrative as Ellen, but vocally she was many times louder. I kept stimulating her while she kept cumming until she grabbed my head to pulled me away and up over her body for a deep kiss.
But in that process I revealed to both Amy and Ellen the full, ready for use, erection previously hidden down between their legs.
Ellen sat up, and once Amy released me from the kiss, she rolled me off her. Ellen lifted me into a kneeling position, with my thigh and torso standing erect before explaining...
"If you haven't already tried what we call the g spot banger, you're about to. Basically you help us hook our legs over your shoulder, adjust the height of our hips against you to facilitate penetration and rake your cock against our g spots in the front wall of our vagina. Remember, Amy's is fairly shallow, mine a bit deeper.
Amy will be going first."
I looked at Ellen somewhat puzzled...
"I thought it was Amy's turn for the cum shot."
"It is. You'll see soon enough why she's still going first. And we expect to have multiple orgasms. We'll let you know when it's time to stop.
Any questions?"
"Well, no. But I haven't done it before so I assume you'll be gentle with me and direct me if I get it wrong."
"We guarantee it."
As I knelt between Amy's legs, she lifted them one at a time against my chest. I then bent forward, letting her hook her knees over my shoulder. That meant, as I straightened up, I lifted her hips off the bed, Amy rolling her body to help me take some of the weight of the straightening process as she shuffled towards me.
When I came completely upright, that left her vulva pressed against my erection.
I moved my hips back to create a space, then bent my erection down to meet her vaginal opening. I half penetrated her, but found she was sitting a bit too low, so with my hands under her butt, repositioned her up a bit.
As I fully penetrated her, I felt a certain sexual frisson about being able to actually watch my erection disappear into Amy's body. But the full penetration was only momentary. I remembered my instruction that this was about g spot stimulation and Amy's was located shallowly.
Supporting her hips with my hands, I withdrew about three quarters of the way, then thrust myself back in until I suppose I was about three fifths penetrated again. The height of her hips ensured the tip of my erection firmly raked across the front wall of her vagina. I repeated that several times; watching in some fascination my shaft being swallowed into her vagina.
Amy's vocalisations, still tolerably within a reasonable range, and some squirming of her hips, suggested I was sort of getting it right. I looked up at her face to see me staring at mine. She broke into a broad smile as she indicated...
"Yes, you're getting it right. You can go faster if you want."
Being ever compliant, I did just that; staring down at where my shaft entered her again, partly for its erotic visual stimulation, but mostly to make sure I didn't pop out of her with an over-withdrawal.
Amy's vocalisations pretty quickly rose a register or two, and then more. Remarkably quickly, she came; her hips twisting and turning against me as she cried out even louder, managing to slip in the instruction...
"Keep going..." even through her unceasing moans of pleasure.



I simply did as I was told. I watched and listened in astonishment as one orgasm followed the other in what seemed to me at the time to be quick succession; although it was sometimes difficult to distinguish between a new orgasm and a continuation or increased intensity of an existing one.
All the while, Amy's crying out got louder and louder until there was no ambiguity about it being in the screaming register.
This was all new to me. Jane was not a screamer and never had multiple consecutive orgasms. I didn't even know this was possible.
For me, it was certainly grunt inducingly exhausting; although in a delightfully erotic way. But it didn't leave me with a sense I was at risk of cumming. Somehow it just wasn't providing that sort of stimulation to me, as wonderful as it was.
My next surprise came as Amy suddenly called out...
"Broken vagina..."
She pulled herself away to withdraw my erection and rolled away from me, quickly ending up in a foetal position turned away from me and Ellen; her hands between her legs as she rolled about and cried out, seemingly in a state of constant orgasm.
Still kneeling upright where she'd abandoned me, I looked across to Ellen for instruction, until now simply an onlooker, who sanguinely commented...
"My turn."
With another look towards Amy's squirming body, I crabbed sideways across to between Ellen's widely spread legs. At least now familiar with the routine, my positioning and penetration of Ellen was much less clumsy than had been the case with Amy.
It was no less a delight having sex with Ellen this way, than it had been with Amy. Ellen's quieter vocalisation of her pleasure maybe even made it less dramatic, although she did tend to quiver her hips a lot more than Amy did.
Somewhat slower than Amy had, Ellen let me give her three successive orgasms before she used her hands to pull my hips closer to her, holding me in full penetration and stopping me from stimulating her any further, until the last orgasm had passed and her contractions had stopped. Then she withdrew, letting me know...
"It's become a bit sensitive."
That left me kneeling between her legs, an erection covered in the copious juices of two women wondering what it was supposed to do now. Amy was still on her side in her foetal position, hands between her legs, moaning less nosily than she had been, but still apparently not ready for anything else. Or so I thought. Then Ellen looked up at me and said...
"OK, now roll Amy on her back, flatten her out, pin her down and fuck her."
My jaw sort of dropped...
"But she's not ready."
It was Amy who replied...
"Yes I am. Just do it."
She tried to roll on her back and half succeeded, but was still curled into a foetal position, this time with her legs in the air. I looked at her, then looked back at Ellen, who just nodded her head. I still hesitated, but remembered Ellen's need to be aggressively fucked earlier. There was something about the girls' sexual practices that was certainly out of my experience, but I had to trust them in their demands.
I sideways crabbed over Ellen's leg, back to where Amy's legs were folded up and suspended in the air. I pulled them down onto the bed, pulled her hands from her crotch and spread them out wide, then quickly laid down on top of her.
I used my legs between hers to push her legs out wider then, relatively easily, surged my shaft through her crease to locate the tip of it in her vaginal opening. Her body offered no resistance to my full penetration of her. But I could immediately feel the contractions of her ongoing orgasms.
As I took a few slow, gentle thrusts, Amy wrapped her arm almost crushingly around my neck and firmly pulled my head down alongside hers, my chest flat against her breasts, where between moans, she stuttered out...
"Fuck me hard and fast, like you did with Ellen."
It seemed there were no secrets in this house -- not surprisingly really. Not only did she know I'd fucked Ellen earlier in the day, she knew Ellen had demanded a vigorous performance. I was certainly still in training when it came to satisfying these girls, but I was already starting to learn that when they ask for something I need to override my hesitancy to give them what they want.
Unable to use my arms to elevate myself over her, instead I wrapped one under the small of Amy's back, lifting her up slightly and then, as instructed 'went to town on her' as Ellen had earlier so eloquently put it.
Almost immediately, loud groans punctuated the rising crescendo of Amy's moans as if each thrust hammered home some sort of reaction that stood half way between pleasure and pain. Every neuron in my brain was telling me this somehow wasn't right and I should stop, but Amy's other hand was on my butt, driving my thrusts home, clearly telling me this is what she wanted.
For me, from a purely selfish point of view, every withdrawal and thrust was an exercise in blissful delight, whatever guilt it carried with it. The fucking them in what they call the g spot banger position had been pretty nice too; but not in a way that brewed me up.
I sort of had expected that, after all that, I'd go off quickly like a cheap cracker once I started fucking Amy like this. But her grip on me was relatively light; enough to strongly stimulate me, but not enough to really start a climatic buildup. Once I learnt to set aside my concern about Amy being ready to receive me like this, I started to really enjoy it.
It was one of those rare, good long fucks, delivered with a passion and with a very excited and stimulated woman under me.
Amy's cries were getting louder. But I could sense that, with my ear almost pinned next to her mouth she was trying to mute them so she didn't deafen me. This was clearly having an effect on her and tended to reinforce her comment about having vaginal orgasms.
When she came, she broke off her cries long enough to get out a...
"Keep...ohhh...going."
I did as I was told. With my head pinned down by her, all the action was through my hips; my butt rising and falling in time with my thrusts, making me wonder whether I did look from the side like a dog humping a pillow.
But she still had a light grip on my shaft. I was still in some sort of static state; fantastic sex, really mind blowing, but not heading for a climax. I worried I was taking too long, especially as Amy was getting worked up into an almost manic state.
To try and bring it to an end, I started raking the top side of my shaft against her hard pelvic floor muscle. Almost immediately, she was on to me...
"Don't do...aahh...aahh...that. Go...aahhhh...harder and faster."
The hand on my butt reinforced the message, a firm pressure driving my shaft in faster and harder than before.
I couldn't tell what state Amy was in. It seemed like a constant stream of endless orgasm to me; something reinforced by the way her contractions were pummelling my shaft to the extent I could feel it, notwithstanding all the action.
Resigned to the extreme pleasure of continuing to fuck her instead of bringing myself to a climax, I just did as I was told. It was clear Amy was deliberately trying to delay my orgasm and given how beautiful it felt as I thrust my shaft in and out of her body, and the sexual high it gave me, I gave up trying to control the situation.
Whatever was happening to Amy, it continued to build. Her thighs started to quiver like crazy as a sense of urgency permeated her muted cries. And yet, for all that, the next orgasm, when it came, caught me completely by surprise.
Suddenly she cried out, without any muting...
"FUCK....OH SHIT...Oh MY GOD....AAAAAHHHHHHHH."
Concurrently her hips were momentarily thrown up, lifting me off the bed and just as quickly dropping us back down again before her legs engaged in a series of seizure like throws. Worried she was almost going to explode, I stopped and just laid on her, thinking I'd ride out whatever this was, only to be told through her cries...
"Keep pumping..."
I started thrusting again, to find her grip on my shaft was now firmer. Now I was brewing up. Something told me that with all the time it had spent pleasuring itself inside Amy's body, this was going to be a monster. Now Amy didn't need to tell me. The animal in my brain took over and I well and truly went to town on her; not that it was going to last long.
The first intense, mind blowing, pulse of cum rushing up my shaft had me bellowing a prolonged groan into the pillow that Amy's firm hold on me had my face planted into and triggered an almost uncontrollable series of thrusts; each of which rewarded me with pulse after pulse of equally pleasurable discharges.
Amy was still climaxing under me, but my climax was going on for so long, now I wondered if that was problematic; especially as I couldn't resist the need to continually thrust into her in a way that prolonged and intensified the feeling of my orgasm. But the guilt I felt couldn't supress my body's automatic desire to extract every last drop of erotic excitement from the orgasm I'd been led into.
Still, all good things must come to an end and after a series of shuddering mini climaxes, my balls were completely empty and the pulses stopped, leaving me lying on top of Amy, panting into the pillow. With my situational awareness now again able to take in more than my own internal feelings, I realised Amy's orgasm was far from over.
Rather than crush her slim body under my weight, I rolled us over, leaving her on top; me still penetrated into her. As I wrapped my arms around her, I witnessed something I'd never seen before. Amy kept orgasming. Not as intensely as before, and not with the same cries. But three times you could sense her build to a climax, her breathing becoming increasing heavy and her moans louder, before a climax was accompanied by a prolonged groan, a crushing tensing of her thighs and a series of contractions onto my still hard shaft more powerful than I'd ever felt before. Then she'd settle for a moment before the cycle would start again.
After the third, there was'nt any more build-up and, like I had, Amy was left panting into the pillow alongside my head; although I could feel her contractions for a significant time afterwards.
As the contractions started to settle, it was like Amy came to life. Suddenly her mouth was against mine, her tongue thrust into my mouth as she French kissed me with a passion I'd never known before; squirming about on top of me, circling my shaft inside her and brushing her nipples across my chest.
Still on a high from my own climax, and with my erection far from wanting to surrender its hardness, I responded in kind.
It was a while before that passion burned itself out and Amy withdrew her tongue to caress her cheek against mine. Then she lifted her head and looked down at me...
"It's still hard."
"Sort of. It's in a nice place and enjoying itself. But the time for it to go home is fast approaching."
"Are you sure. Can't it stay a little longer?"
"I'm afraid I don't have much say in the matter."
The fact was, it was only semi hard when Amy spoke and it was almost like it overheard the conversation; shrinking even as I uttered the last words.
Amy rolled off me to grab a towel to clean up the mess.
Ellen put her head on my chest, looking me in the eye...
"Well, did you enjoy that?"
"Yes. But it was a bit out there. I don't understand why Amy would have me fuck her while she was rolled up in a ball with her hands between her legs, moaning like crazy."
Amy brought her head onto my chest next to Ellen's...
"Broken vagina basically means my g spots been so stimulated and is so sensitive that I'm having an uncontrollable series of orgasms, even when the stimulation stops. Initially it overwhelms me. When you flatten me out and fuck me, it's not really the g spot that's been stimulated all that much, so its sensitivity isn't that relevant. But because I'm already highly aroused, fucking me produces absolutely mind blown results."
"But I was so scared of hurting you; especially when I was taking so long to cum."
"You were taking so long to cum because I wasn't gripping you. I didn't want you going off too quickly. When you started rubbing yourself against my pelvic floor muscle, I knew what you were trying to do and I didn't want that happening yet."
"Is sex with you guys always this intense?"
Ellen answered...
"In one way or another, often, yes. We enjoy it and we want you to enjoy it too."
"It's a wonder dad didn't have a heart attack."
For a moment, I nearly choked on my words; bringing dad into the conversation when it still seemed too soon. But Ellen didn't react...
"We made sure we kept him fit and we'll do the same for you. That's why you be chasing Amy's cute little butt as you go for your run tomorrow morning."
I was left, once again, wondering what I'd got myself into. This was not the sex life I was used to. It seemed like somewhere between every guy's dream and a nightmare. I was very attached to both Ellen and Amy and didn't want to lose my relationship with them, but over and above keeping fit, I was starting to see the reasoning behind their running around in sexualised clothing. It certainly had the effect of increasing my interest in sex with them and made me a lot more randy towards them.
As to why they were so sexually needy, I'd just have to learn overtime.
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In a way I was surprised when Amy woke me in the morning to drag me out of bed to go for our morning run.
I'd sort of half expected there be another orgy.
Naturally she found me with a morning glory and her hand was around it as she woke me up. But the words were those of it was time for the run. As if to make sure that I wore her preferred speedos for the run, she left herself naked as she 'helped' me get them on; having me step into the as she held them open, then pulling them up my legs and finishing the task by tucking my erection into them, pulling down the waistband so the stretchy material tightly sheathed the significant projection of my erection over it.
Only then did she pull on her bikini pants and the deeply plunging sports bra she used to support her breasts.
As we sat on chairs on the patio, putting on our shoes and socks, I was trying to get my erection to settle before we went out on public land. It didn't work.
The national park through which we ran adjoined the back of the acreage which had been dad's property and the place we'd grown up on. The house, and much of the land, sat on a low plateau, with a smaller portion of the land, and the start of the national park, down in the gully; requiring us to follow a steep track, just sloped enough to let you use only your feet, instead of climbing on hands and knees.
From there, we crossed a dead end road, went fifty meters along it and jumped a shallow creek to access the path.
The odds of running into someone that early in the morning were next to none. Still it was embarrassing displaying a full erection as we traversed the area. Normally by this stage my morning erection would have settled and any impact of Amy's figure running in front of me would have been controlled. But given the events of the last two days, the orgy that had been last night and Amy's very frisky mood it just wasn't going down.
It was hard to pinpoint exactly how her frisky mood manifested itself. The dressing of me in the way she did was part of it, but there were a lot of more subtle signals than that; like the way she sat opposite me and spread her legs as she put on her shoes, and the way she kept turning back at me and giving me a sultry grin as she watched my erection sway back and forwards with every step I took. Plus her determination to lead the way, displaying a more sexualised than usual movement of her incredibly cute bottom with every stride.
As we picked up the pace along the path, my body's need for the blood to be circulating somewhere other than through my cock at least reduced it -- off and on - to a half mongrel; but unlike past mornings where it might have longer periods of flaccidness between her stirring it up again, this one wasn't going softer than that.
The path itself was narrow enough that single file was about all you could do. Even before things had got complicated over the last few days, Amy had been well aware of the effect on me of watching her run ahead; now she seemed to be basking in her success of prolonging my arousal.
From the outset, Amy had mostly led on these runs. Initially it was because she knew the way and the track's many tripping hazards and, to be honest, she was fitter and faster than me. By now my fitness at least matched hers, although I would still have trouble beating her in a distance run, and I had got used to most of the hazards.
There had more recently been days when she'd let me lead so, as I'd recently found out, she could stare at my butt, but today she seemed determined to stay ahead. And she was fast enough there was no point in me challenging that; not that I'd want to.
What I really wished is that there was some way of watching both her front and her back as we ran. I knew, from some of the exercise we did when he got to the bottom of the hill and the exercise frames in the public park, that those projecting breasts of hers would be challenging the sports bra she was wearing with some very entertaining bounce. It seemed a pity that one of nature's great wonders should be putting on such a show and not be seen.
It wasn't as though all the sexually teasing sights of Amy as we ran the track were new to me. I'd bathed in their visual glory almost from the first day I'd moved in with them and she'd dragged me out on the runs. But in terms of her arousing effect on me, something had definitely changed. What had once felt like a mere swelling in my pants now transmogrified into a full boner, or as much of one as my body could spare the blood for.
I could only guess that previously my body had resigned itself to the fact I was limited to a visual tease. Now it knew at some time during the day I'd be fucking the glorious body prancing along in front of me.
The run took up and down a series of bushy spurs, sometimes with creeks running through the valleys, before it descended somewhat steeply down towards Pittwater.
Not far from where the track exited to the road at the bottom was a public park by the water, which, as one of its features, has a section dedicated to those exercise bars and stations that councils sometimes install. It was here you really get to see Amy in action and, I suppose was one of the places she developed the strength to fight off her abusive partner when he finally hunted her down.
She makes chin up, push ups and every other exercise at the different stations look easy. It was a total embarrassment to me, when I first started, to have this beautiful, slender women do stuff so proficiently when I could barely get a couple of each exercise in at each station before my arms, or whatever other body part gave up on me.
Of course, repetition under Amy's guidance soon gave me the ability to sort of match her; although frankly, I'd be reluctant to engage her in a challenge as to who could do the most chin ups.
But on this morning, the problem with being in a more public area was that I was still showing the best part of a boner in my pants. The downhill trek might have required more dexterity, but it somehow freed up enough blood in my system to fill out my cock a lot more and it was pretty obvious and unhidable in a pair of speedos. Fortunately it was early and there was -- for the moment -- no one else around. But the worry of being caught with such a display wasn't enough to shame my body into supressing it.
As we covered the short section of road and arrived at the park, Amy turned to look at me. Instantly I saw her eyes drop to my crotch and a broad smile widen her face...
"A bit aroused are we?"
"Yes. And it's all your fault."
"Thank you for the compliment. Now I have some small changes in the routine in mind for today. We'll use the chin up bars first."
We walked over to them, where Amy directed me to take the position which would indicate I was to go first. She stood extremely close in front of me as I first reached up for the bars. This was unusual, usually we just circulated around the stations individually; normally with Amy one station in front of me.
As I took the position, Amy indicated...
"Just a sec..."
Then she stood on my feet and wrapped her arms around my body.
"OK, when you're ready."
So it seemed I was expected to lift her 50kgs in addition to my own weight. All while her lower stomach was pushed firmly against the full erection I now had in my pants.
I got three lifts in before I had to lower myself back to the ground, where Amy commented...
"That was a good start. So now we'll do the lifts coordinated."
Shorter than me, Amy just managed to get her hands around the bars, lifting herself slightly off the ground and spreading her legs wide so that the slight forward angle embraced me, in the process, spearing my erection into her crotch...
"OK, let's go."
It was clear she wanted me to keep doing chin up facing her like this. I complied; both of us lifting ourselves in synchronisation with the other, momentarily facing each other as we brought our heads over the bar, then lowered again, not quite touching the ground before repeating the action.
And yet I could tell that Amy was slightly de-synchronising her movement; being momentarily behind me in the lift and ahead of me in the drop, both movements jerking my erection into her crotch.
On the fourth lift she brought her head over the bars and kissed me on the lips, repeating that for each of the rest of the 30 chin-ups we did in three sets of ten.
My arousal was obvious. If the nipples poking out the material of the sports bar on what was already a warm morning was any indication, so was Amy's. It was too early for me to really read her countenance, but I'll swear Amy's went beyond mere arousal and she was actually stimulating herself towards a climax by the time we finished.
As we finished and disengaged, I could help but comment...
"You've done this before."
"Yes, we did it all the time. It made the exercise a lot more fun."
"I'll bet it did."
There was a slight awkwardness in that the other party to the 'we' was dad. Ellen was right when she said a time had been reached when we needed to get past being unwilling to acknowledge both Ned and Jane; however weird it is in now finding myself in the bed of my deceased father's lovers.
Only then did I look down to find a massive damp stain on the material covering the tip of my erection. Some of it was probably pre-cum. But I was pretty sure a fair bit of it was put there by Amy; a supposition reinforced by the deep camel toe now showing through the front of her bikini pants with some dampness even showing though the front of it.
As we did some of the other exercises, that supposition was confirmed as I got a better look at Amy's crotch. It was essentially wet with her juices and plastered against her aroused vulva.
For a while we went through the rest of the stations individually, until I came to the push up station. As Amy saw me start to lie face down, she called out...
"Hang on."
I stood up, watching as she walked towards me, wondering what she had install for me. She laid herself down, face up, right where I was going to start my push-ups...
"OK, lie on top of me."
"Isn't it a bit public for that?"
"Not what I've got in mind."
As I laid down, she wrapped her legs around mine and her arms around my torso. My erection had subsided somewhat as I'd gone through the stations -- although looking across to her as I often did slowed the process. But I quickly found it once again poking into her crotch...
"Now do your push ups."
"Is this another one of the games you've had practice at?"
"Yes, Ned could eventually do twenty and then do his fifty normal ones. Let's see how many you can do."
I could only do three...
"It's a reasonable start. You'll get better, I guarantee it."
Amy left me to do another 30 conventional ones with a massive boner that not even conflicting demands for blood supply could settle, particularly as she did sit ups facing towards me, a vista of her wet, camel toed crotch, right in my field of vision.
As we each finished those, Amy stood in front of me stroking up my erection as she announced...
"We've got a new exercise today."
She placed a stick on the ground, then walked 50 meters and placed another.
"So, you wait there. I'm going to go to the other stick and on my signal we're going to come towards each other with a side to side steeping run, like the footballers practice. Remember, each step must be more sideways than forward. When we pass, we each go to the right."
Amy sauntered down to the other stick, deliberately provoking me with a sexualised step; or so it seemed from where I was looking. Turning at the stick, she waved her hand to indicate we should start.
I'd never tried this before so gave her a one step head start so I could see what I had to do. The pattern was easy enough to copy, but the effect quite compelling to watch. Amy's side steps had the grace of a ballerina, but with each -- almost leap -- to the side, her breasts bounced in a disturbingly provocative manner. As I copied her and moved towards her, I just couldn't take my eyes off her.
When for a moment, I looked up at her face, I saw she was staring at my crotch. Looking down to see what fascinated her, the sight sort of confirmed what I had been feeling. My erection was not just bouncing against my stomach, but swaying from side to side.
It made me realise, not just how savvy Amy was about teasing me with visual treats, but extracting them for herself.
As we went to pass each other, she reached out and grabbed my erection; understandably bringing me to a sudden stop...
"I think that's enough. Time for a quick dip to cool us off."
Given how hot and sweaty I was I wasn't adverse to that and going to the water's edge, sat alongside Amy as we both took our shoes off. Then Amy looked both ways along the waterfront, saw no one and slipped off her crop top too; leaving it within reach just off the water's edge. Launching herself, she glided and then breast stroked out of the shallows into the clear blue water of Pittwater.
I followed, edging myself into the cool water more tentatively than Amy had before joining her standing in chest deep water; just enough to submerge her naked breasts.
Normally this is just a dip in and out; something I thought rather sensible since it was still early morning and Pittwater was far from being a shark free zone. But this time Amy wrapped her hands around my neck and her legs around my thighs and kissed me as she settled her crotch back on the tip of my erection.
This time I could feel her wiggling against my erection, undeniably stimulating herself, as she passionately French kissed me. There was really no doubt in the first place but it became certain as she started moaning into my mouth. I played with her breasts to help her along. Within three minutes she found the orgasm she had clearly been looking for. At least she didn't cry out.
Pulling her face away from mine, she asked...
"Would you like me to finish you with a hand job?"
"I think we can wait until we get somewhere more private."
"Ok."
She kissed me again and the glided herself towards the shore.
We had no towels. Our shoes and Amy's top we put on over our dripping wet bodies.
Like a woman on a mission, she led me back to the path and we started up the steep track towards home. The day was warming up and we were working up quite a sweat by the time we'd got up the hill and onto the sort of plateau where dad's house was. That wasn't to say we were nearly home, since we had many spurs to traverse before we got there.
Following Amy in what had at first been her dripping wet condition and now her dripping in sweat one, was even more of a treat than the run down. Her bikini pants were completely plastered into her bum crack and rivulets of sweat ran down the flawless skin of her back. If the effort of climbing the hill had taken some blood from my cock, now we were on less steep ground it was back in my cock again. I had a full erection and, since Amy kept turning back to me, she knew it.
As we traversed the deepest creek along our path, using stepping stones to cross it, Amy stopped on the far side and turned to wait for me...
"Is this private enough?"
She pointed to a coarse sand, sort of, beach alongside a deeper hole in the creek.
It took me just a moment to link her question to my earlier response to her. But Amy was moving things along faster than I was comprehending them. In that moment, she had already grabbed my hand and was dragging me the ten meters or so towards the sandy spot. Then she pulled off her top, indicating, as she did a backhanded brush of her hand across her breasts...
"You like looking at these while you fuck me, don't you?"
I blushed and stuttered an acknowledgement as she wrapped her arms around me, making us both sink to our knees and then to lie alongside the water, leaving me on top. Reaching between our bodies, she unsheathed my erection and pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants, manoeuvring my erection to penetrate herself with it and then pulling my bottom up to signal I should bury myself more deeply.
She looked deeply into my eyes as our faces were mere millimetres apart...
"You know how Ellen told you to fuck her fast and hard yesterday and to go to town on me last night. We call that 'going the animal' on us. It means we want you to completely unleash your animalistic passion on us, basically in a selfish way, not pussyfoot around worrying about our orgasms. We really want to feel your passion. Really feel it. Can you do that now please?"
"Do I warm you up first?"
She smiled at me, almost patronisingly...
"No I'm already warmed up."
"It just seems a bit wrong."
"You've been staring at my arse with a boner in your swimmers, wanting to fuck it for the last hour. This is your chance. Go for it."
I figured I could keep arguing or just do what I was told. Tentatively, I decided on the latter. I lifted myself up on outstretched arms to let me look down on the breasts she'd so thoughtfully exposed for me.
Oh my goodness, what an inspiring sight they were too. Those beautiful, full, flawlessly skinned breasts rising up at me, capped by the most sensuous nipples imaginable. My manhood surged inside her at the very sight.
Amy might have wanted me to pound her, but at that moment my lust was firmly directed at her breasts. I'd been staring at those breasts for the last six months and while, in the last 48 hours, I'd got a bit of play with them, I wanted much more. I'd have to trust Amy to understand that real animal lust takes many forms.
I dropped my mouth onto her right one, having to half withdraw from her to align myself comfortably with it.
I took the top of it between my lips, flicking my tongue inside my mouth against her already hard nipple and the swollen areola on which it sat. I felt her nipple extend further, rising to the tall edifice I'd seen so often. Then I slipped my lips back a bit so I could really suck her nipple while still flicking the tip of it with my tongue.
Amy went to protest, but then dropped her head back and moaned as the stimulation of my intense sucking of her nipple took hold. She'd told me she likes nipple stimulation and can cum to it. So I figured this was going to please both of us.
Childishly, but with a reason, I surrendered to my desire to make slurping and motor boat noises as I revelled in my nipple and breast play; hopefully conveying to her just how animalistic I felt about being given access to them. At the same time, I periodically jerked my cock into her; satisfying to a small extent my cocks impatience to get on with it and hopefully completing for Amy the picture of an aroused, lustful male.
As I moved to the other breast, Amy brought her hand to the back of my head, signalling her own surrender to being stimulated like this.
Amy's moans were getting louder. Not screaming -- nothing like it -- but she was signalling she was quickly working to a climax.
As she came, I decided that my need to suck her breasts had for them moment been sated and lifted myself back up on extended arms, admiring my handiwork in extending her nipples to such a height and getting her areola to puff up as a plinth on which the nipple sat.
Now really excited I started thrusting. It's a funny way of putting it, but I was essentially letting my very excited erection call the shots. It wanted satisfaction. Amy was right. It had been wanting to bang that cute arse of hers for the last hour. Now I let it decide how fast and hard it wanted to pleasure itself inside Amy's delectable body to extract the maximum enjoyment.
But that was the thing. It wanted to fully savour the pleasure of her body, not just blow a load in her in a brief moment of furious pummelling. So it was sort of fast and hard, but maybe not as uncontrollably so as Amy might have imagined. Or at least not at first.



And oh, didn't it feel fantastic. There's just something about Amy's body that makes its warm embrace of your erection feel so good. Something special. Something right out of the ordinary. It pleasures it, absolutely bathes it in erotic enjoyment, without instantly brewing it up; maybe helped by Amy's ability to judge just how firmly to grip your erection to let her control when you're going to cum.
Amy was moaning again, this time even louder. I wasn't angling for her g spot or trying to grind my pubis on her clit. This was straight missionary passion sex. She was right; although it's hardly surprising she understands her own body. It was obvious she could have vaginal orgasms and she was working up to one now.
But that knowledge gave me even more permission to focus on my own enjoyment. And a bit like a runaway train, it was starting to pick up a head of steam. I found myself thrusting faster and harder; grunting with the effort and groaning with the pleasure all at the one time.
I looked up at the ground in front of me and way from her breasts; not wanting the erotic sight of them to shorten whatever time I had left enjoying my erection's play in her body.
I was drawn back to them as Amy climaxed, looking down at her as she cried out and tensed and squirmed under me. By now her breasts were wobbling with the action, enhancing their visual appeal. I could feel Amy's contractions, even as I pumped her body, but she still hadn't tightened her grip to a climax inducing level.
By this point it could firmly be said I was 'going the animal' on her. My eyes were back on her breasts as my cock plunged in and out of her warm, wet, slippery vagina; absolutely revelling in the privilege of making love to such a beautiful and willing woman.
My own sighs and groans of pleasure were becoming longer and more intense as my brain was flooded with the glorious sensations of our sex.
Amy was moaning again; indeed seemingly building to another climax. Suddenly, she threw her hips violently up as she screamed out...
"FUCK...OH SHIT...AAAHHHHHH...Oh god...oh fuck...aaahhhhhhhh...ooooohhhhhh..."
Now her vagina tightened around my erection.
Suddenly it was overwhelmed by the most intense bursts of pure pleasure suffusing its whole being. I could feel it brewing up. More like boiling. I thrust all the more intensely, wanting to extract the maximum enjoyment from what I knew was about to happen.
When that first pulse of cum shot up my shaft to expend itself against Amy's cervix, it was like an enormous explosion of ecstasy burst in my brain and rushed up my erection at the same time. I couldn't help myself. In a far too Amy like way, I let out a bellowing...
"AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH...oh my god...aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh..."
My body went into some sort of auto pilot mode as I collapsed down on Amy, turned my head away so I didn't deafen her, and thrust like crazy, as I kept bellowing and groaning as successive rushes and pulses overtook my shaft and overwhelmed my brain.
Amy waited until I lay motionless on top of her, panting like crazy, before observing...
"That seemed to be a good one. Did the animal enjoy himself?"
"Yes {pant...pant}, the animal did. What {pant} about you."
"Yeah, you did good."
As I continued to lie on top of her, I waited until I had caught my breath, before asking...
"Is this what you did with dad on your runs?"
Amy paused and rolled us over, down the hill, putting her on top and leaving my back submerged in the creek water...
"I think a lady never tells. Let's just say this is a spot I've always liked."
"Did you ever get caught doing any of this stuff?"
"Well, maybe there's a few people have seen my bare breasts down at the park or wondered why there was a guy with a full boner in his speedos; although I always immediately threw my body in front of him to block the view. Some might have even wondered what that couple out in the water were up to. But I've never had anyone walk in on what might have been happening at this spot."
"How close in front of him were you?"
Amy grinned, seemingly amusing herself with her answer...
"Usually close enough to explain the boner."
Kissing me, she added...
"You're still hard. Do you like it where it is?"
"It's not in any hurry to go anywhere."
Amy brought her face to mine and started passionately kissing me, squirming about on top of my body as she stroked my hair and seemingly twisted my erection around inside her vagina. As her passion subsided, she announced...
"Well, I suppose we'd better finish the run."
Amy rolled off me, again downhill, into even deeper water; submerging her torso to the point her stomach was only just clear and her crotch fully submerged. She bent over me, splashing water over me to wash off the cum and juices that she'd discharged onto me as she'd rolled off and tucking what still remained a half mongrel of an erection back into my pants; then straightened up her own bikini pants.
Standing up, she stepped provocatively and unhurriedly over my still prone self as she sloshed, dripping wet, out of the creek and put her sports bra back into her wet body. Having taken in and enjoyed the view of her crotch as she stepped over me, I got up and followed as she started jogging along the path again. Both Amy's shoes and one of mine had been submerged as we frolicked in the creek and now made a decidedly noisy 'splatting' noise with every step.
When we got home, we found Ellen in the kitchen, preparing breakfast for the kids. We'd taken our wet shoes off before we'd come into the house, but she quickly looked up and down our wet bodies; especially Amy's whose bikini bottoms were still dripping. I was a bit taken aback when, in front of me, she asked Amy...
"Did you fuck him?"
"Yea."
"At the creek?"
"Yep."
"Was he good?"
Amy turned around and flashed me a smile...
"He was great. A credit to his family's reputation."
"Well, that puts us at one each. So we're even."
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When Liz and Eve found that one of the University Clubs was having a Bacchus Ball, they announced they wanted to go and that I was to be their partner for the night. And, yes, it was put as definitely as that; not really offering me any choice.
I was a bit surprised, in the sense that I thought that sort of thing was somewhat in the past; cultural appropriation and various other woke type changes discouraging events where women are scantily dressed, drunk and dressed in outfits more appropriate to a past culture.
Mind you, I would have gone anyway; I was just amused by how firmly they put it, and a bit worried about how one guy partners two attractive women at a likely very debauched event like that.
We of course needed appropriate outfits, but the girls told me not to worry about that and that they would sew some outfits up. I didn't doubt their sewing skills, they were superb. Given the fetishes I'd already seen, I did worry somewhat about what they might produce.
A week before the event I was presented with my toga inspired outfit. They'd clearly put a lot of thought, work and no little expense into it.
It consisted of a dress like tunic with purple edging and made from a very fine white linen. The tunic had broad shoulder straps, short, open arms and a high neckline and back; although it rode quite high on my thighs. I figured with a pair of swimmers underneath, I could deal with the likely upskirt exposure.
With that was a toga, draped over a shoulder, which was much longer; extending down to my mid calves. It too was of the fine white linen and purple edged.
There was also a belt to wear around my waist with the tunic; plaited using rolled up bands of the linen material. There was a small, holster like container on the right hip I didn't pay much attention to at the time.
It was all very impressive and I couldn't have hoped for more. But when they declined to show me their outfits, maybe I should have had my suspicions aroused.
Come the day of the ball, there were more than a few surprises for me. I should have known.
The first was that, instead of the girls going as my Roman social equal, with the same fine garments they'd made for me, they had decided to go as my slaves. They'd got themselves some white spandex swimwear material and dyed it a sort of dirty, uneven, light brown.
From that they made themselves some tunics of their own which were very short, very body conforming, very deep v'ed in the neckline and split at the sides up to their hips; held up by spaghetti string shoulder straps made of plaited lengths of the same dirty brown spandex, tied in a bow at the top of the shoulder. It was finished with a belt made of the same plaited material.
The lower, split, part of the dress didn't flare over their hips, which meant the slits in the leg hem opened wide around the womanly shape of their hips, displaying their thighs up to the waistband of their loincloth.
But that wasn't enough for them. They'd introduced a number of tears and splits into the garments; sometimes in, shall we say, precarious places. Liz had one under her right breast that her nipple threatened to come out of. And both of them had splits low down at the front that exposed their underwear. That was just on the front.
The back was covered in short slits and tears that had a red stain painted on the edges with red body paint on their skin underneath; creating an alarmingly real looking impression that they'd just been flogged.
Then there was their so called underwear.
No bras of course. Their only breast coverage was the unlined spandex of their tunic; which, thin and well stretched around their breasts, completely failed to disguise, let alone hide, their nipples.
As for panties, I might have thought they'd go for bikini bottoms, given the inevitable exposure the shortness of their dresses and the split up the side would offer. But no, they made themselves some loincloths. A waistband of the same plaited dirty brown spandex used elsewhere, held up a thin strip of the spandex material that ran through their crotch and up over the waistband front and back, leaving a flap of material that draped back down to about their crotch level. No elasticised leg seams, just the thin strip of material.
They were going to create quite an impression; whether a good or a bad one, I wasn't sure. But I could well guess that guys would be circling them like bees to nectar.
Then there were two more surprises for me.
The first was a whip to go in the aforementioned holster. It had a small, short handle which fitted in the holster and long lengths of red stained plaited string which dapped down my thighs with knots at the end.
And then, to top it off, a replacement loincloth for the swimwear I thought I was going to wear.
It was similar in design to the girls, but made of cleaner and finer spandex material with a slightly wider crotch band. The girls had at least designed it with sufficient leg seam support to stop my balls falling out the side. But they also designed it with a pouch of material between the leg seams, so that, instead of supporting my manhood in the usual sideways position, it let it dangle straight down; as it would if I had nothing on; and my short tunic only just covered down to the height it dangled to. That was when it was flaccid. I hated to think what would happen if I got a half mongrel.
It was with some trepidation I got out of our taxi and entered the ballroom where the event was to be held. With the two girls walking either side of me, a half pace ahead, their hands holding mine it must have looked like there were dragging me in there. I was braced to have to say a thousand times during the night that it was the girls' idea they go as slaves.
We found our table, joined there by a number of couples who were friends of the girls from their classes.
The other girls at the table fawned all over the outfits the girls had made; since many were dressed in little more than sheets wrapped around them. And yes, pretty quickly it became necessary to reveal that it was the girls' idea to go as slaves. And when asked why, Liz and Eve gave some disturbingly erotic answers. Sort of 50 Shades of Grey type answers based on Roman outfits.
The guys on the other hand mainly fawned all over the girls; barely able to take their eyes off their cleavage -- and then only to see what up skirt views were available.
The night was nearly as drunken as you might have expected.
I enjoy dancing and loved dancing with the girls. I wasn't there to protect their modesty (only their safety). They well knew that if they spun in the dance, their skirt would fly up as high as the side split and expose their loincloths. And that I, and every guy in the room, would be watching for it. They spun a lot. Their breast modesty was also demonstrably insecure with the deep cleavage line of their skirts
They got hit on by innumerable guys. If they liked the look of the guy, each time they asked me -- in front of him - if it was OK to dance with him; making a sort of point they were largely spoken for. Many guys tried their hardest for wardrobe malfunctions on the dance floor; especially having their breasts come out the cleavage line; although two guys grabbed the flying tail of the loincloth in a spin, looking for a loincloth malfunction too.
The breast exposures were tolerated and tucked back in. Only one of the attempted loincloth malfunctions was nearly -- but not quite - successful, but both resulted in the guy being left on the dancefloor.
But mostly they took turns dancing with me. And as they danced, they tried their hardest to arouse me; something they didn't find all that hard to achieve.
You could see a certain playful evilness in how they'd set me up with the roman tunic and loincloth. As I first became aroused, and almost until it was a half mongrel, it would harden and thicken, but still point downwards; projecting very obviously from under the bottom hem of the tunic, loosely sheathed in the white cloth, and making me look obscenely well hung.
For the next stage, it would arc out, lifting up the bottom hem of the dress in the process. It was pointless -- maybe impossible -- to tuck it under the hem because it was too tight and, in any case, would be just as obvious.
At full arousal it would, if I did nothing more, continue to lift the hem of the tunic up, fully displaying the length of my erection and the loincloth containing it; at least until I could pull the tunic over the top and have some chance of it not being noticed.
But once it did anything other than dingle downwards, the girls had something to dance against while pushed into me; deliberating stimulating it as we danced. There were a couple of times I knew I'd cum in I let them keep doing that, so had to stop.
All in all, I relied on the darkness of the room, the girls bodies and the crowd to hide the arousal they kept teasing me up to; the limitations on that being that most of the males in the crowd could be seen staring at the girls bodies. Plus I tried to keep it below a half mongrel at nothing worse than a stiffened dangle reveal as much as I could. Gross embarrassment is a reasonably good libido inhibitor; to a point.
Come the serving of the dinner, they insisted on playing my slaves; hand feeding me while I sat back like an overindulged Emperor; mind you, using their spare hand to touch me up under the table while plying me and themselves with water diluted wine.
I wasn't innocent of sexually touching them up myself; but it was a lot harder to do subtly although, while Eve was dancing with someone else, I did manage to get a long enough go at fingering Liz to bring her to a very loincloth dampening climax.
But none of that was enough for them. Even the diluted wine was having a cumulative effect on them. And as they got drunker, they got boulder and randier.
I was dancing with Liz, close up with her grinding her crotch on my erection, when she announced...
"Let's go outside and find a place for a fuck."
She didn't wait for an answer; taking my hand and leading me off the dance floor and out of the building. As we exited the door she looked over to the extensive lawn, poorly lit off to the right; pointing...
"Over there."
We walked across the lawn to where a few bushes provided some cover; finding another couple already in the act behind the first one and then moving further up till another line of bushes provided a bit more privacy.
I could pretend I was an innocent victim of this; reluctantly surrendering to her needs. But I wasn't. The fact was the girls' mode of dress, their close dancing, an almost constant erection over the last half hour and more than enough wine had made me as randy as Liz was. As we chose our plot, we fell into each others arm and sunk, first to our knees, then out flat with Liz under me. This was going to be a quickie.
Liz pulled my erection from under my tunic and pulled her loincloth aside to start my penetration of her while I pulled aside the triangles covering her breasts and started sucking her right one. Liz signalled by lifting her legs that she wanted to move into the origami position, where she hooks her legs over my shoulders; almost doubling herself over. Once she had me partly penetrated, she signalled for me to thrust all the way in.
Once my erection was fully captured within her beautiful body, a certain primitive instinct took over. I just started pumping her. I'd like to say I was relying on her sexual receptiveness to find her own climax, given the position was friendly to that outcome. But the simple, sad fact was, in my alcohol induced state I was really just pleasuring myself; as overcome by the need for sex as Liz had been.
And as much as my few extra years of life gave me reservations about having sex in public that Liz seemed oblivious to, it was a wondrous sensation and for the moment, whatever reservations my brain had, my cock had overridden them. I pumped her for all I was worth; looking for the goldilocks zone of length and speed of thrust and angle of approach that felt the best.
More by good fortune than any nobility on my part, I sensed Liz working to a climax. A combination of the g spot and clit stimulation that the origami position offers, even with a randy, half drunk partner, was having its effect.
As she came, she tightened her grip on me, shortly after sending me into my grunt inducing climax too.
Fortunately we'd been quieter about our sex than we were at home. No one had come in our direction. Liz let most of my cum discharge itself into the grass as we straightened ourselves up; a somewhat sticky half erection being folded back into the loincloth I was wearing under the tunic and, I dare say, an additional stain being left on Liz's loincloth; adding to the one my fingering of her had already put there.
We snuck back into the auditorium. Eve was still on the dance floor, but when she spotted us, she abandoned her dance partner and came over to us...
"My turn."
She grabbed my hand and led me into the centre of the dancing mob. Alternatively grinding herself sensuously against me and moving out just enough to let her put on a sexually charged dancing display for me, after a while, she moved against me and asked...
"Did you just fuck Liz?"
"Yes."
She didn't enquire further, but her dancing became even more sexual; teasing me visually and touching me up physically when she danced close. And by touching me up, I don't mean a hand around my cock. I mean manoeuvring her body against me in ways intended to arouse and seduce me; almost offering herself up to me.
I could tell Eve had a plan. I just wasn't sure what it was. I even wondered if she'd have me fuck her on the dance floor.
The plan revealed itself when she whispered in my ear...
"Take me out and rape me."
There was nothing whispered in my response.
"WHAT?"
"I'm your slave. Have your way with me and make me feel like you're using me for sex."
That was a slightly more reasonable way of putting it. It was the first inkling that Eve may have been the one who pushed for the slave routine and, as I discovered later, had a number of fetishes that went with it.
Eve had certainly got me randy again with all her dancing around me. The spirit was there, but there were practical problems. I could play act the role, but if Eve equally play acted the role of a resisting victim, either visually or vocally, there were no shortage of people around who would come to her assistance.
Eve continued to dance around and next to me; somewhat drunkenly but clearly wanting to sexually excite me and very much succeeding, but probably also deliberately setting the stage for her 'abduction'. I thought about how I should play it; well aware I had only a limited time to do so if Eve wasn't to get impatient with me.
I finally built up the courage to take the first steps. I took her hand and silently led her meaningfully off the dance floor and towards the door; leaving her stumblingly half -- well, a little bit - drunkenly behind me.
I walked towards the bushes Liz and I had used a bit more than half an hour ago. But as I came around them, I could see in the moonlight the spot was already taken. A naked woman, stripped of her flimsy sheet which acted as a roman outfit and, I would have to add, with an incredibly cute arse -- at least from the angle I was looking - was going at it in reverse missionary position; her widely spread legs letting me see the guy's cock slipping in and out of her body at a fast pace.
Part captured by the sight, part by indecision as to the alternative, I froze there for the moment. Then looking up, I saw a tree twenty meters further back. Eventually tearing my eyes away from the couple on the ground, I led Eve back to it. In a way the tree solved my uncertainty of how to make this seem forced.
There was not enough cover to lie on the ground. So with a poorly acted attempt at making it look forced, I pushed Eve face first against the trunk of the tree. Then I undid the shoulder bows on her dress, stripping her down to the waist and lifted up the back of the dress to let me rip aside her loincloth.
Then I took my erection out -- by this time quite hard and full, and penetrated her vagina with it. I took it slowly until I found her quite receptive, which let me penetrate her quickly and with a sense of urgency which might suggest control.
I'm not actually a big fan of either doggy style or rear approach. To me they lack intimacy; but I figured either were probably appropriate to Eve's request.
I pushed myself firmly against her, and in the process, pushed her into the tree, as I started thrusting; immediately eliciting a series of moaning grunts from Eve.
This might be an imitation rape, but that didn't mean either I or Eve thought she shouldn't share the fun of it. While the thrusting seemed to be giving her pleasure, I doubled up by playing what was already her extended nipple with one hand and fingering her already wet and swollen clit with the other; thankful the tree had a smooth trunk, since my hands and forearm were now squeezed between her and the trunk.
I was surprised how quickly Eve came and alarmed by how loudly. It seemed the fantasy greatly increased her arousal and response; making me wonder what else she had in stall for me.
But now I was left madly thrusting into a girl already in the throes of a noisy orgasm which seemed to be indefinitely extended by my fucking of her. The problem was, however I changed my approach, I just couldn't get the angle which would let me go from 'that's really nice', to 'I'm brewing up', even though Eve's grip on me was reasonably firm.
And the sense of concern and embarrassment that came from Eve's moaning wasn't helping. I considered faking it to let me bring it to an end; but knew Eve wold be pissed off with me if she twigged to it.
Figuring we were far enough away from the door and path to let me briefly get away with it, even in the moon light, I withdrew, pulled Eve away from the tree, pushed her face up on the ground and re-penetrated her. Then I went at her tooth and nail to bring myself to an orgasm as quickly as possible.
Eve seemed to enjoy the latter bit of it even more than the first part; moaning and grunting with every thrust, squirming under me as she pinned me down by the neck as I fucked her and then resisting my attempt to withdraw and get up with the same crushing hold as she kissed and pashed me like a demented woman.
I surrendered to her desires, suppressing my concerns and responding to her passion with my own until my cock went soft and Eve finally let me go.
As we stood up and straightened ourselves into something more appropriate to public viewing, it was almost impossible for Eve not to look 'just fucked'. Her tunic now had a new and more substantial rip across the front, not far under her breasts where it seemed to have snagged on the tree and the back was green stained.
I asked her if she was ready to go home, but she declined.
But her appearance now drew guys like flies to her, even more so than before.
As the night went on, the crowd got drunker and the guys started to hit on the girls harder and with more determination. Some of them -- and many of the girls too - were all but naked as their hastily made togas unravelled and fell off and some of them tried pretty hard to get the girls to strip too as they danced with them. And just about every one they danced with tried to get them to go home with him.
And Eve, with her torn dress and now dishevelled look, was hit on even harder and found it difficult not to have her breasts exposed; something she eventually gave up on defending.
At first they could easily take it in good spirits, even played to it, but there came a time well into the evening it ceased to be fun and they suggested we go home.



Goodness only knows what the taxi driver thought of his passengers. All I hope is he didn't notice the girls holding my hands against their crotches as I fingered them nearly all the way home. As we were nearly there, I drew their heads into the centre and whispered their ears...
"OK, what did you have planned for when we get home?"
Eve had the answer ready, as if she was just waiting for the question...
"We're your slaves and that includes your sex slaves. But maybe you might like to sexually torture us first; you know, playing with all the bits that guys like to play with before exhausting yourself with your own releases. Maybe driving us insane with multiple orgasms, even a bit of whipping for some sado-erotic pleasure. You might even find some racks and ropes set up in my room for your greater enjoyment to make sure we can't escape."
'Hell's bells', I thought. How do I manage this? I'm as erotically deviant as any guy. The fact is I could think of several dozen scenarios I'd like to role play. But it's late at night, we're all a bit drunk and likely to crash soon enough. It's Friday, so we can push the evening a bit, but nature and sleep are still going to catch up with us soon enough. And I was as randy as hell from all the physical and visual teasing they've given me, so a bit of sex was certainly high on my agenda.
Plus the whole idea of the role play is the outfits make the story gel. Once I take them off the girls, they're just naked -- somewhat drunken -- girls again. If I strip them for a fucking, do I ask them to dress up again so we can play another game?
The girls had sat back up after my question, but Liz leaned into me again and added...
"Did I mention we're your sex slaves for the weekend, not just tonight?"
Liz smiled at me as she slid her hand up my toga and wrapped it around the half erection she found in my loincloth; turning it into a full one.
My brain might have spent the trip home thinking about how to make best use of the cosplay once we got in the door. And I'm sure the girls had their ideas too.
But nature imposed different ideas.
Moderately drunk and with the three of us aroused as all hell, we'd barely got in the door when we were all over each other like rashes; kissing and groping. I was soon dragged -- or maybe it was me doing the dragging, because my cock was certainly making known its ideas about what should happen -- in Eve's room where the three of us found ourselves by the side of her bed.
My toga coat had been dropped in the living room. Now the girls lifted my tunic over my head. Just as anxiously, I stripped them out of theirs and the three of us fell on the bed erotically writhing against each other; now only in our loincloths. One of them had pulled the crotch band of my loincloth aside to expose my erection and as the three of us pashed, I could feel at least one hand wrapped around it.
Eve forced a roll that put her on top of me, with Liz off to the side. Next thing I knew I was fully penetrated into her. She raised herself up into a reverse missionary position and started pumping me; her wobbling breasts dangling over my upper chest, directly in my line of vision.
Far from oblivious to Liz's presence and needs next to me, I slid a hand inside her loincloth and started fingering her already very wet crease; at first just her clit, but soon penetrating her vagina with two fingers to rake her g spot.
For all the loudly grunting energy Eve was putting into pounding me, it was Liz who climaxed first; a sharp intake of breath, immediately followed by a loud groan and some significant squirting into the material of her loincloth signalling her orgasm. I left my fingers inside her, rubbing her g spot to prolong her orgasm and enjoy the feeling of her contractions, even as I lifted my head to suck Eve's jutting nipples.
With Liz on what I might call on care and maintenance with a couple of fingers in her fanny, I started to put my own drunken, aroused, erotic efforts into responding to Eve's sexual performance by lifting my hips up and thrusting hard from underneath in synchronisation with her own actions. Now she was riding me in a very literal sense; like she was on a runaway galloping horse; every throw of my hips casting her upper body momentarily off in some random direction as the base of my hard erection crashed against her vaginal opening and mushed itself against her clit; all as I somehow managed to keep her wildly swinging breast within my mouth and within reach of my tongue.
Eve was showing every sign of a girl possessed by an overwhelming erotic need which she was directing all her energy into satisfying. So it wasn't really all that surprising that, when she went off, it was like a bomb exploded on top of me, leading with her vocalisation...
"OH...OH...FAAARRRRRRKKKK...AAAAAAAHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhh...aaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh...oooohhhhh..."
I lowered my hips and let her ride me in a way that gave her the best and longest lasting orgasm. She gripped me tightly, lowered her body onto me and crazily pounded me, bringing me it turn to a pretty good climax.
I don't really have a good memory of what happened next.
I vaguely recall Eve just collapsing down on me and me enjoying my erection staying hard for a while after I came. After that nothing.
Not much really can have happened, because, as far as I can tell, between it already being the early hours of the morning and each of us being more than a bit tipsy, exhausted from the dancing and drained by the sex, we fell asleep. Who went first, I don't know. I suspect it was Liz shortly after her orgasm. She certainly was the drunkest and had enjoyed the wildest night on the dance floor.
All I know is that, somewhere around first light, I woke up to a wet dream to find Eve still on top of me and that I'd was in the process of ejaculating into her with a well buried erection. I also found my fingers still buried in Liz's snatch and that all three of our bodies were dripping wet with sweat in the warm night.
It had been a pretty nice wet dream too. One where I'd been frolicking in the shallow waters of a beautiful golden sand beach with the girls as they almost fought for the use of my erection; one managing to get me penetrated in themselves, only to have the other float me off them and start to use my erection for their own benefit.
With Eve on top of me, there wasn't much I could or wanted to do. I lay there for a while before drifting off to sleep again.
The next time I woke it was far brighter and it was to find Liz with her covering the hand I had in her snatch using it to stimulate herself. As I came to my senses, I was aware Eve was still on top of me and I had an erection inside her. I looked to the side away from Liz and found there was some spare bed space. I whispered to Liz...
"Just a sec."
Retrieving my hand from Liz's sex, I ever so gently wrapped my arms around Eve and rolled her onto her side until I had her full weight on the bed. Then I withdrew my erection and turned towards Liz...
"Would you like me to do it properly?"
I slid my hand back inside Liz's loincloth and started fingering her again as I sucked her nipple. She had already worked herself into a highly aroused state before I woke up, so she came remarkably quickly. As she did so, she signalled for me to quickly roll on top of her and penetrate her while her contractions were still continuing.
Then she signalled for me to start thrusting; gripping me much tighter than she usually did.
Not wanting to make an earthquake on the bed that would wake Eve, I simply lifted myself on outstretched arms to maximise the stimulation of looking down on Liz's glorious breasts, then slowly thrust myself to another pretty good climax.
By now, sweat was pouring from all of our bodies; mine actually dripping down onto Liz as I fucked her and the sheets visibly wet under us. I figured it was time to get up. I withdrew from Liz...
"I think it might be time to get up."
"I'll come too."
As I got out of the bed, I tucked my half mongrel of a residual erection back into the loincloth, watching as Liz followed me, straightening up her own very stained and wet loincloth to sit properly, and very sexily suggestively through her crotch.
I said to Liz...
"I think I might have a shower. I'm a mess."
"No, not yet. Sit at the bench master and I'll get your breakfast. Don't forget, we're still your slaves."
I did as I was told. I figured they almost certainly had a plan and it was in my interest to obey my slave; however contradictory that was. Anyway, sitting watching Liz fluff around the kitchen as she got my breakfast ready was a delight in itself.
There was something very sexually suggestive about the loincloth. At the back, the soft cloth was drawn entirely into her bum crack while the hanging part of it dangled loosely by itself, but moving aside enough as she walked around to offer a generous display of her glorious butt. Plus the painted on whip marks had a strange sexual frission of their own.
The front was even more spectacular. Without any leg elastic to draw it tautly traversily across her crotch, instead, as she hitched her waist band up, it pulled the cloth into every nook and crevasse of her crease. A camel toe maybe, but unlike one I'd ever seen before.
Placing eggs on toast and a cup of coffee in front of me, Liz sat opposite me to watch me as I ate; her naked breasts a significant, if pleasurable, distraction...
"What do you remember of last night after we got onto the bed?"
"After you fingered me, not much."
"Did you wake up during the night?"
"Not until I woke up this morning and found your fingers still in me. That was a rather unique awakening. It might explain some weird dreams I had. How come you weren't tossing and turning? Anyhow, what about you? What do you remember?"
"Of last night, after all the sex, not much more than you. I must have fallen asleep soon after my own orgasm. Then I woke to a wet dream around dawn to find that Eve was still positioned on top of me and already set up to take the cum shot so to speak. Then I drifted off to sleep again until you woke me."
I heard Eve behind me walking into the room. Liz looked up...
"The master wants his bath."
Bath? Bath? Well, the bathroom does have a bath of sorts. It's actually one of the corner spa baths installed by some overindulgent former owner as the catching base for the shower. But we've never used it. It's never really cold enough to want to luxuriate in a hot bath and it takes way more water than we normally want to pay for; at least on any regular basis.
I looked around to follow Eve with my eyes as she headed towards the bathroom dressed in her slave girl outfit from last night.
I heard the bath running in as I finished my breakfast, continuing to be distracted and a little aroused by Liz's breasts.
As I finished breakfast, Liz moved the plate and cup across to the sink...
"Well master, I think your bath will be ready."
Liz came around the bench and offered me a hand as I stood up, then standing back and indicating with a wave of her arm, it was appropriate for me to go first and her to follow. Mind you, with the much better view I would have had if I followed Liz, that might not have been the way I would have organised it.
Eve was sitting on the edge of the bath as I entered the room. Standing up, she knelt in front of me and pulled down my loincloth before offering me a guiding hand as I stepped into the bath and lay down along the longest edge of it; finding a comfortable headrest in the moulded edge.
Eve had been generous with the water. With my body immersed in it, it rose to cover almost everything below my upper chest. The tepid water was ideal for the day and the mood. I could almost feel it absorbing the sweat from my body
With their loincloths still on, Liz and Eve both stepped into the bath with me; kneeling or squatting in a rather cramped way into the remaining triangle of the bath's shape and in the process their displacement causing the water level to rise nearly to the rim. While they were packed closely together, as far as positioning went, Liz was up my top end while Eve was down the bottom end.
Ignoring for a moment the erection very obviously bisecting my lower stomach, the girls picked up cloths and soap and, starting from each end, went to work on very thoroughly washing my body. Obviously it was Liz that had my attention; especially as she dangled her breasts over my face as she put a hand behind my head and induced me to slide it off the edge of the bath and into the water, supporting it so my eyes were just clear. In that position she washed my hair and face; her breasts almost resting on my lips.
Retuning my head to the edge of the bath, she straddled me; managing, with just a little flick of her hand to slip the tip of my erection inside her loincloth and into her vaginal opening, only then having to slide slowly down my body to penetrate herself with it.
Gripping it very lightly, she then bounced up and down on it as she scrubbed my skin from my chest, right down to where her pubis rested on my lower stomach, just above the base of my shaft. I could feel that Eve had slowed down her cleaning, not yet above my knees by the time Liz had finished. The reason why became more obvious as Liz dismounted me and Eve, facing towards my feet, took her turn on my shaft; her attempt at mounting being somewhat more deliberate and clumsy than Liz's; partly because she got it hooked up on her loincloth, partly because my shaft had to be bent up quite a lot to penetrate her in the reverse cowgirl position.
As Liz moved back next to my chest and extended her hand under me to scrub my back, Eve kept working her way up my legs; very slowly.
It gave me quite a different view to the breast focus that Liz's activities had provided. Liz had me in a fully penetrated position; the amount of her rise and fall as she scrubbed me fairly minimal. Eve now had me only half penetrated and was moving up and down a lot more.
I could feel the tip of my erection, muscularly fighting to restore itself to the vertical position along my stomach, heavily raking her vaginal wall.
It was a rather attractive view of her butt that it offered me; and Liz and Eve have the two most beautiful butts I've ever seen; even better than that of the girl I watched screwing her partner last night.
Clearly Eve was getting quite a bit of enjoyment from what she was doing. I could see her trying to fine tune the positioning of the tip of my shaft. Stopping, adjusting the height and then starting again with a narrower range of movement, she was clearly targeting a point inside her that was giving her pleasure, which seemed to be at a point of relatively shallow penetration.
Through all this, the girls had been relatively silent; playing the game of the subservient, going about their duties and not speaking to their superior, leaving me to quietly enjoy their pampering of my body. I was content to play the game too.
I wondered whether Eve went a bit off script when she maybe got herself a bit too excited, dropping the pretext of cleaning me as, having found a spot that highly stimulated her, she stopped cleaning me and rode me to her climax, a nice one, judging by her actions and noises, but not so overwhelming as to stop her from picking up the game where she departed from it once her contractions had finished playing against my shaft.
After she had cleaned up to my balls, she too dismounted me, leaving both girls kneeling beside me again with, in a way that didn't entirely surprise me, their focus firmly on my erection.
Both of them took a turn of cleaning its length with a cloth then, Liz having finished her turn with the cloth, simply bent over it and took half its length into her mouth. Bringing her tongue and lips firmly against it, she thrust in into and from her mouth roughly three times.
'Roughly three times' might sound like a strange description for a small number. The thing was, I could tell she was trying to deep throat me, but was having trouble with the sideways presentation of my shaft. She attempted a couple of time to, what you might call, bounce it deeper, but in the end, had to settle for about a two thirds depth of penetration. So I'm not counting the bounces as thrusts.
After the three, she released it and immediately Eve bent over it to take her turn. She too quickly worked out it was the wrong angle for full deep throating so also settled for a two thirds penetration. After three thrusts, she too stopped and handed it back to Liz.
With two beautiful women taking turns giving me head, I simply closed my eyes and enjoyed it; relaxing in the embrace of the bath water and surrendering to a certain tiredness from our short sleep. I didn't actually fall asleep, but did find myself slipping in and out of a sort of semi-conscious state of deep, blissful relaxation; just awake enough I could fully enjoy the stimulation of my manhood.
It took a while for it to start brewing up. I hope not so long that the girls found it tedious; although, in my blissful state, it wasn't something I was focused on. With my eyes closed, I'd lost track of which girl was fellating me; it was like I was just there to enjoy it, whichever one of them it was.
When it did start to brew up, I just sunk deeper into my blissful state. My breathing, which became quite heavy, probably gave the girls some indication of what was happening, but that's all.
It would only have been my moans that alerted them to the fact I was about to erupt; because while I would normally vocally warn them, I was simply too deeply in my meditative state to do it this time. It was a little bit naughty; although they've chosen to take a mouth shot and swallow before, so I knew it wasn't an outrage.
That first ecstatic rush of cum up my shaft and the pulse of pure pleasure that accompanied it was mind blowing. I lay there, my eyes still closed, as rope after rope of cum got ejaculated into one of the girl's mouth. Then I continued to lie there as whoever it was cleaned it up with a good licking.
It was only then I opened my eyes to see it was Eve; still focused on finishing the job as Liz looked on. I waited until Eve had finally satisfied herself the job was done and both the girls looked up at me as I stretch out languorously...
"Well ladies, that was delightful. But I think it's time you both washed too. Take your loincloths off and, well, I suppose you'd call it, make out with each other as you clean the other. I'll just sit in the corner there and watch."
The girls looked at me and then at each other. It might have been a look of incredulousness, like I'd hit them with something they hadn't expected when they spoke of this weekend being some sort of roman orgy. I couldn't be sure and wondered for a moment if I might have exceeded my authority and the order should be retracted. Then they looked at each other and grinned. Lis turned back towards me...
"Yes master."
The three of us circled the triangle of the bath, me moving into the corner forming the apex of the triangle while the girls laid themselves down, facing each other, along the long side which formed the base of the triangle where I'd previously been.
I watched as they each started to strip the loincloth off the other. It was easy enough for them to pull it down as far as their lower thigh. But floating as they were on their side facing each other in the tight confines of the bath, they had trouble taking them off completely. I leaned forward to help them; easily pulling them right off their legs as I kissed Eve -- nearest me - on the cheek of her butt.
Interlocking their legs, the girls started scrubbing the back of the other. They had a brief attempt at trying to kiss, but worked out they weren't yet ready for that - yet. Instead they started to rub themselves on the thigh of the other between their legs.



Initially each set their own, not very fast, pace; rubbing against the thigh of the other. But they soon got in synchronisation and picked up the pace to a more moderate one; eventually discarding the wash cloths they were using and playing with the other's nipples too.
As they got more excited, they got less inhibited; pushing their bodies closer to each other and falling into a tight embrace. Liz seemed to be the less inhibited, eventually curling her back so that she could bend in and suck Eve's nipples.
I had always wondered why guys got off on watching girls make out together like this. But the massive erection in my lap said it all. Just the sight of them naked is enough to do that, but seeing their stunning, aroused, bodies in the process of working themselves up to an orgasmic frenzy was enough to make my balls boil.
I actually felt an urge to separate them and fuck one of them -- if not both - myself. But I dare say, as this day of playing master/slave progressed, and the cum count was already at a new record, there'd be plenty of time for that.
Liz also came first. Moaning loudly enough to leave no uncertainty about that fact, I could see her tense herself around Eve's thigh as Eve kept rubbing herself on Liz's. Liz's participation after that was a little less intense; but it didn't matter. Eve was the one doing all the work on Liz's thigh to shortly thereafter find her own climax.
As she did so, Liz rolled onto her back; floating with a vacant, tired look on her face. Eve as she finished, rolled towards me, wrapping herself around my lower legs and reaching out to fondle the erection that watching them had generated.
The bath had been rather refreshing after the sweaty night of dancing and love making. It was just what was needed. Had I been alone I might have sunk back down into the water and enjoyed it some more. Indeed, it occurred to me that as the master of the slaves, I was quite entitled to do just that; even sending the girls off for their breakfast while I did so in privacy and peace.
Not sure where this was meant to be going, but a bit cramped in what was now my corner of the bath, I suggested...
"Well ladies, is it time to get out of the bath and feed you two?"
Eve looked up at me, doe eyed as Liz rolled towards me...
"Yes master. That seems very appropriate."
One at a time, the girls got out of the bath. I moved back to the long side of it and relaxed back into the water as I watched the girls dry themselves; taking their time about it. As they finished, they hung their towels on the drying rack and Liz lifted mine off...
"Are you ready master?"
Eve offered me a hand, which I took as I stood up and out of the bath. As I'd anticipated, the girls had me stand upright as they went about drying me; Liz with the towel on the rack, Eve with a new one from the cupboard.
Their drying of me was nearly as sexualised as their washing had been; simply lacking actual penetration, but certainly involving much handling of my erection and a significant amount of pushing their bodies against me.
But with that finished they produced a fresh loincloth from the cupboard and had me step into it; tucking the erection, their playing with me had brought on, into the stretched cloth. It was at that moment I realised just how much foreplaning had gone into this.
I wondered what else was on their multiday agenda.
There were fresh loincloths for them too; made of the same dirty brown stained Lycra as the original ones.
Squeezing the water out of their previously worn ones, and rinsing mine in the bath too, they hung them up to dry before leading me out of the bathroom.
As we exited, they slipped into Eve's bedroom and came out wearing the body conforming, ripped, tattered, slit sided mini dresses they'd worn last night. Eve asked...
"Would master like his tunic and toga?"
I wasn't sure if there was a right answer for that as far as the girls were concerned. But the morning was already warm and, refreshed from the bath, I wasn't that keen to have another layer of clothes. I figured they'd tell me if I transgressed the rules of the game...
"I'm good for now."
I was directed to a lounge chair where I could watch the girls prepare and have their breakfast, and Eve put my IPad in my hand...
"Perhaps master would like to catch up with the news."
Sitting and working where they knew I'd have a good view of them as I scanned the news feed, they intended their presence to be entertaining. It made me realise, in my now sober state, just how cheeky and revealing their outfits had been; enough to make me wonder just how many photographs of them had been taken last night.
From the side, the open slit hem of the dress exposed their thigh all the way up to where the band holding their loincloths up rested on their waist. But probably more distracting was the way the stretchy, thin material of the dress was drawn tightly in under their breasts; almost exaggerating their already generous size and their perky conical shape and highlighting the nipples melded into the point of them, while teasing even more with the side boob display.
From the front, it was the deep cleavage display that drew the eye although the way the girls had created a distressed look with the slits and rips made for an interesting study.
From the back, the tight fit of the dresses and the way the hem slits opened up around their hips, highlighted their slim but womanly figures and the absolute cuteness of their butts while the whipping tears and the underlying red marks on their skin created a strange sexual frission. Whatever paint they'd used to create blood marks on their backs had completely survived all of the evening's entertainment, the night's sleep and sex and the morning's bath reasonably intact.
I've spent years living with attractive women prancing around in little bikinis, if that. I was not with them in the habit of living with them in what feels like a state of near perpetual arousal. I'm not sure why the girls are different. Yes, they push the boundaries more, but really, if I can have a girlfriend walk past me completely naked and not automatically get a boner, why do this pair have such a more erotic impact?
Yes, they're stunningly beautiful and there is something highly sexualised about their bodies; by which I mean the size of their breasts relative to their slim figures, their very erotic nipples and their bulging, crease displaying mons.
But my previous girlfriends were pretty attractive too.
The best I can figure is that the difference is that the girls engage as they do with sexual intent. They are targeting my arousal in a way the others weren't; very often with an intention to use it.
Regardless, I had a half mongrel lying between my legs, stretching out the material of my loincloth as I half read the news and half watched their sexualised displays.
As they finished their breakfast, they disappeared down the corridor that led to Liz's room. Figuring they needed a break from the cosplay, I went back to reading the news; at least until Eve emerged and presented herself in front of me after a brief break...
"I have prepared the slave Liz for her flogging in punishment for her insubordination on Thursday."
I looked up at Eve. She was holding the whip which was part of my outfit the previous night and I could see she was holding back a grin...
"And I'm the one meant to be doing the flogging?"
"Yes Master. 20 lashes."
"So I should follow you?"
"Yes master."
I stood up, the half mongrel that had previously settled now starting to reform in my loincloth. I had to wonder how this would work.
Eve led me to the door to her room where it had been jammed slightly ajar and a rope extended from the handle over the top. We had to turn sideways to slide through the narrow opening. When we entered the room, I found Liz pressed against the other side of the door with her back to me.
Her hands were tied to either end of a wooden bar, which in turn was held above her head by the rope which extended over the door. Her feet were similarly tied to a wooden bar, spreading them widely apart. Her long blonde hair had been swept across her left shoulder so it hung down the front of her.
"Shall I remind master of the correct technique?"
"If you would be so kind."
Eve stood about a meter and a half back from Liz, pulled her arm right back and delivered a fast, almost vicious stroke of the knotted strands of the whip across Liz's back. Pre-smeared with some red substance, the whip left red streaks across the back of her tunic and something of a splatter of red dots on the wall, door and floor on the side of the approach of the whip...
"Don't worry master. We have ensured the blood is easily removable from the walls and tiled floor."
Liz had remained silent, but I had noticed her butt cheeks tighten as the whip struck her, so I asked Eve...
"And that is what is required to have the desired effect?"
I knew I was speaking in code. Obviously the desired effect was one that contributed to the game, without hurting the victim more than she wanted to be hurt. I suspected this game was one that had to be played properly, if the girls wanted it played at all. As much as hurting them was anathema to me, I knew them well enough that too light a 'tap' with the whip would detract from whatever pleasure they sought from the role play.
But I also knew that the strands of the whip were fairly soft and even the knots at the end had a lot of give in them. I doubted, whatever I did, they would deliver any more than a slight sting and that mainly because they were wet with the imitation blood.
Eve handed me the whip...
"Master may consider it would be more effective if you undid the bows on her shoulders holding up the tunic and stripped her to her waist."
I had come to accept these suggestions were more in the nature of rules that must be obeyed to play the game as they wanted it. I stepped forward, pulled the bow strings on her shoulder and used my hand to slide the material into a bunched circle at her waist, where it was held up by the belt she was wearing. I'd made a point of caressing her breasts -- feeling her nipples harden to my touch - and her back, as I'd pulled it down.
Stepping back to where Eve had been standing, I took my first swing at Liz.
Once again her butt tightened, but she made no noise. But the stroke left a long smear of red across her back. Eve counted...
"One."
I turned to ask Eve...
"Is there a safe word?"
"I doubt we'll need it, but it can be "grey""
The flogging continued. I was a bit embarrassed that my half mongrel had turned into a full erection -- plainly visible to Eve. The reality was that the situation was much more nuanced than that, but I was not pleased that it might be thought I was getting excited by hurting Liz.
Her butt continued to tense with every stroke, then her back could be seen tightening too. Then after about the tenth one she let out a moan; one that was ambiguous as to whether it was of pleasure or pain.
Liz's back was now covered in red streaks; which continued to multiply until they completely covered her back as the final ten lashes were delivered. Liz's moans had continued; maybe getting a little louder and certainly more prolonged, with me having to wait longer between strokes until the moan from the previous one had stopped and her body relaxed again.
As the twenty lashes were finished, I turned to Eve, wondering what would follow. I passed her the whip...
"Thank you master. I presume you will finish with the usual fucking of her while she's still on the rack?"
I had suspected that would be the end play. It may have contributed to the erection I'd been displaying since the start of the game...
"If that's appropriate."
"Yes master."
Short though it was, there was something in the way Eve spoke that tweaked a suspicion. It had been in her suggestion I fuck Liz too but I hadn't been sufficiently alerted to it to pick it up; probably because I was more focused on what was happening with Liz.
It is hard to describe its nuance. It had undertones of trance like, zombie like and even evil. But actually what I really thought was she was sounding like she was really aroused and trying contain herself.
I looked at her again as she stood there waiting for me to fuck Liz.
Her pupils were heavily dilated as she stared at Liz. Her face was flushed and her stance quite tense. Of itself, none of those things could really be used to conclude anything.
But the icing on the cake were her nipples. They were jutting out the stretchy material of her tunic like I'd spent ten minutes sucking them. The raised, triangular base of her swollen areola was a plinth on which projected long, thick and clearly very hard nipples.
I had wondered at this whipping game. Wondered who was getting turned on by it and how. I was a willing participant, but a little indifferent to it. I certainly got no enjoyment from hurting the girls, but figured if they wanted a bit of kinky foreplay I was willing to give it to them.
As I was about to fuck Liz, I would find out soon enough whether it was in fact mere foreplay for her. But it was clear that being a watcher of all this was a massive turn on for Eve. It may even have been the main driving force of the game. After all, Eve's nipples certainly project when she's aroused; but nothing anything like that, or at least not until I actually do suck them. Some powerful force was at play within her.
As my next step, I was more tempted to finger and nipple play Eve to an orgasm than to fuck Liz. But it occurred to me that watching Liz get fucked as the final step in this game may well have been the intended climax of it -- in a very literal sense.
I stepped towards Liz's back as I unsheathed my erection out the side of the loincloth. Lifting the back flap of her tunic, I found her naked underneath. Using my hand, I positioned the tip of my cock in her vaginal opening; uncertain as to what state of penetrative readiness I'd find her in.
I'd call it reasonably aroused. She was moist, almost to the point of being wet. The first half of my cock went in easily. After that, I jerked slowly and pushed gently, feeling her body progressively but quickly open up to me until I was fully penetrated in her. Then I pulled her butt back as much as her bindings would permit; recognising any bending I could induce in her hips would increase the stimulation of her g spot.
With one hand wrapped around her waist I touched up her clit, finding it already swollen. The other also found her nipple jutting; although nothing like Eve's.
Thinking I was as much putting on a show for Eve as I was stimulating Liz, I sort of went to town on Liz. Somewhat exaggerated thrusting, with plenty of bum movement from me, combined with enthuastic stimulation of her nipple and clit.
While its lack of face to face intimacy means none of us are fans of the doggy presentation, whether bent over or standing, I did recognise its potential for g spot stimulation. That, Liz's already aroused state and the knowledge of how sensitive both the girls nipples are -- able to give them orgasms by themselves -- gave me a reasonable confidence Liz could be brought to a fairly quick orgasm.
In that I wasn't wrong. With a moan, she soon collapsed down on the ropes holding her up as her thighs tightened and her contractions pummelled my cock.
I wondered if I should save my erection to turn around and fuck Eve, but figured she had a longer game to play.
Instead I put on an exaggerated display for Eve's viewing of me pounding Liz; exaggerated mainly in the sense my external bum movements were way more extreme than my actual thrusts into Liz. I made sure to accompany it with grunts and moans that reflected the display.
As I filled Liz's womanhood with my cum, I could swear I could hear an aroused moan from Eve that broke through the loud grunt I intentionally made.
Even as I was still penetrated in Liz, I turned to Eve. She was standing slightly bent over, cross legged, her thighs tightly together, her crotch covered by her hand. Her face was tight and serious looking, in a sort of pre-orgasmic way, with her eyes semi closed.
I thought she might have been fingering herself, but her hand was still; more like it was trying to contain something that wanted to get out.
I withdrew from Liz and, with my still large and swollen, half mongrel, dripping, cock dangling between my legs closed the distance to Eve. Her eyes followed me; boring into me with their intense stare as she continued to stand there in a frozen state.
When I reached her, I pulled aside the flimsy material covering her left breast and bent down to suck its jutting nipple as I slid my hand under the split of her tunic, sliding it towards her mons. The extended nipple felt wondrous in my mouth as I flicked my tongue across it. And as my hand reached the point where Eve's hand firmly pressed the material of her tunic into her crotch, she released the pressure, allowing my fingers access to her vulva.
I slid my fingers through her crease. It was wet, really wet and her vagina was open enough that my fingers easily momentarily penetrated it. But that wasn't my target. Her clit was engorged and firm.
As I brushed it with my finger, Eve released a moan of previously contained pleasure. I had only been rubbing it for half a minute before she loudly came, almost immediately sinking to the floor where she rolled up into a foetal position, her hands back between her legs where she continued to moan as she rolled about on the floor.
I stood there, watching her for a moment. I'd never seen a display like that before. Nothing remotely like it. I wasn't even sure what to do; more so since Liz continued to hang by her arms on the rack.
The girls were surprising me as they explored their fetishes; and there seemed to be no shortage of them. But what surprised me about this one was that Eve's reaction had been purely to visual stimulation; at least until my fingers finished the job.
I wasn't used to this and didn't quite know how to handle it. My previous girlfriends had displayed no such fetishes -- at least none that I knew about. And my worst one was -- and still is -- seeing them in bikinis. And as for Eve's rolling about on the floor demonstration of orgasmic reaction? Hell, what is a man supposed to do in response to that? Physically flatten her out on the floor and fuck her some more? The thought occurred to me. But I had a flaccid cock and more than a little hesitation about doing something that might in retrospect seem forced.
I didn't doubt that, in good time, I would be told about any errors in my judgements so I'd know better for next time.
I suspected this game wasn't finished yet, so after some hesitation, I thought it best to simply play the master. Just before slipping out of the room, I instructed the girls...
"Eve you can cut Liz down when you're finished on the floor and I assume you girls will clean up the mess."
Tucking my cock back into my loincloth, I retreated back to the lounge room where I sat on the lounge, reading one of my Uni books, waiting for the next chapter of this drama. It didn't take long in coming, as Liz entered the lounge room about fifteen minutes later...
"Eve is prepared for her flogging."
I looked up at Liz. She was dressed back in her slave tunic and grinning at me perhaps in a way inconsistent with the game but which never the less reassured me they were enjoying it. I had come to suspect that Eve was more the driving force behind this particular game and as a result was the better actor in it.
"Thank you Liz. I'll follow you through to the flogging room."
Given the way the tunic highlights her cute butt, who wouldn't want her to walk ahead of you. More so as I came to conclude she was still commando under the tunic.



When we entered the room, the set up was the same as it was for Liz's flogging, except Eve was stark naked. But at least the room had been cleaned up, so the spray of red pretend blood that the flogging would cause was starting afresh.
When Liz handed me the whip, it was evident it had been repermeated with the red artificial blood substitute too.
I walked up to the side of Eve as if examining my next victim. And in a way I was; mainly to confirm my suspicion, initially gained as I'd looked between her spread apart legs, she was already aroused, even though I hadn't started. The jutting nipples on an already steamily warm morning said it all. Eve was clearly deeply into this game.
As I went back to the position where I'd be flogging her, Liz 'reminded' me...
"You may recall master that some strikes across her bottom is a very effective way of whipping this one."
The girls had obviously pre-worked a code for telling me what they wanted. 'Effective' in a real whipping sense would mean painful and punishing. But clearly, in this game, it just as easily substitutes for arousing or whatever the pleasurable part of this game seems to have on them.
Unstated was the ratio of back to bottom. 'Some' meant not all. I decided two on the back to every one on the bottom seemed like a good ratio.
From the first strike, Eve put on a vocal demonstration with every pass of the whip. It wasn't entirely clear to me whether she was imitating pain or exaggerating sexual excitement. It was a sort of 'ooohhhh' delivered in a sufficiently sultry voice that I strongly suspected the latter.
And the strikes across her bottom always received the loudest reactions.
It turns out I was at least half right in my suspicion. It was sexual, but it soon became obvious it wasn't exaggerated.
After the eighth stroke, she cried out in a very sexual way as her body tensed, dropped down to where she was hanging by the ropes holding her arms up and she squirmed about in that half squatting position, moaning noisily.
I knew her routine well enough by now to recognise she was having an orgasm.
'Come on', was my first mental reaction. People don't have orgasms this way. Well, it turned out some do. Especially those with strong fetish inclinations. And with the sexual inclinations they've inherited from their mother, clearly fetishness was part of it.
I waited until she stood back up before whipping her again. It seemed like every second or third stroke either instigated another orgasm or reactivated the previous one; especially those on her bottom.
We eventually got through the 20 strokes, leaving her once again hanging from the arm ties, moaning in a semi squatting position.
Predictably, especially knowing what my final role would be, I was aroused by all of this. Very aroused. Not supercock level arousal, but certainly ready for action.
As she stood near me, Liz had spent half the time I was whipping Eve staring at the erection pushing up the material of my loincloth to well over my waistband and nearly up to my navel. It seemed to have as much fascination for her as seeing an erection in the swim briefs the girls make me wear; and that's quite a lot of fascination. And it was more than enough to distract her from being fixated watching Eve's machinations as she was whipped.
Eve was putting on a prolonged display of orgasm as she hung from the rope, leaving me wondering whether to wait or simply pull her to her feet to fuck her. Liz gave me a cast of her eyes towards Eve that strongly suggested I should get on with it.
Once again pulling my erection out the side of my loincloth, I grabbed Eve from under her breasts and pulled her to a semi standing position, bending her at her hips as much as her bindings would allow.
Even as her body let me easily penetrated her, I could feel powerful contractions surging through her vagina.
Her moans got louder as I started slowly thrusting. Slowly because it let me feel the contractions which continued to wrack her body while letting me guide my erection in a way that maximised my enjoyment of every thrust.
Given her state, I decided against stimulating her clit as I had with Liz, instead tweaking both her nipples with the fingers of the hands that were, at the same time, stopping her from collapsing back into a squatting position.
The girls have put on some impressive sexual displays, but I had never seen a woman in this state before, nor even knew that it was possible.
It was clear that my thrusts were simply piling on to Eve whatever physical or mental stimulations had initially triggered her state of continuous orgasms in the first place. With her body constrained by her bindings, her reactions were largely vocal; reinforced by the tensing and quivering of her hips and those contractions that just didn't seem to stop.
My feeling were something between a fear of going too far and just wanting to get it over with while at the same time feeling a heightened arousal by the intensity of it all.
At least she was gripping me fairly firmly; which meant every thrust gave me a shot of pleasure that brought me a little bit closer to my own climax. As the tendrils of pleasure from my thrusts started to fill up my shaft, I started to thrust faster. It turned Eve's behaviour into an almost apoplexy of orgasmic reaction which reached a peak as I grunted my own enjoyment while pulse after pulse of my climax filled her with my cum; or so much as I was able to deliver after the insane past 14 hours.
When I'd finished, I didn't dare just release her to swing from her arm bindings again. Instead I supported her with one hand across her breasts while I undid the arm bindings with the other. Because I was still penetrated in her, my erection was forced to bend and pop out of her as I eased her slowly to the floor.
Once there, she curled up in a foetal position again, put a hand between her legs and kept moaning.
I looked at Liz; both of us a bit bewildered by the performance...
"Well, I might leave you to tidy up this one."
There was a sexual frisson to be had in watching Eve's, what almost seemed like, sexual torture. But it was accompanied by guilt and discomfort. Until I could talk to her and find out what was really going on, I was not comfortable with watching it.
Tucking my dangling, dripping, half mongrel into my loincloth, I left the room and went back to my book.
They both came out about 20 minutes later, dressed back in their tunics and, from the glimpses I got, still commando. Plus Eve's tunic now had a vertical tear in the triangle covering the left breast, meaning that the breast completely exposed itself as it projected out between the two sides of the tear.
Liz asked...
"Would master like some lunch?"
"Yes please Liz."
As they both turned back to the kitchen area, I added...
"Eve, would you come here please?"
As she turned back to me, I directed her to sit down next to me...
"Was what I watched in there real?"
"What?"
"You climaxing to being whipped and what seemed to me like some rolling orgasmic experience even well after we'd finished."
Eve looked at me blankly for a moment, as if pondering how to reply...
"I've always wanted to try a bit of light hearted and playful BDSM, mixed with a bit of cos-play. Yes it was real. It was remarkably stimulating just playing the game; although anticipation of the finish might have had some impact too. And when you finished by fucking me, it took me into a level of stimulation I've never been before. It was pretty incredible really. It sort of makes me want more."
"What about Liz? Is she into it too?"
"Completely. She just doesn't seem to respond quite as strongly as I do."
"Did the whip actually hurt?"
"When you did it right, it stung a little. We knew that. We'd tried it as we were making it, to get the right result."
"And that turned you on?"
Eve looked at me as if I was an idiot...
"Yes."
A thousand questions entered my mind, but I figured for the time being that was enough. As it was, I'd broken the cos-play just by interrogating her like I had.
The weekend showed every sign of being a strange one. With my last girlfriend, when we went on holidays, it was always a bit of an internal challenge to see how much sex we could have in one day. But her sex drive was nothing like the girls. We only ever got to three, and that was pushing my luck.
With two girls with a hungry sexual appetite, I'd already lost count of how many orgasms I'd had since last night. Ten as best I can remember. And the day was barely started. I could only wonder what was ahead. Lucky I'm still young enough to get it up again when I have too.
I simply watched as Eve went to help Liz with Lunch; her breast dangling out of her tunic and her bottom wiggling in a way I know she meant for me to drool over.
Was I sated yet? If you mean in a way that would have me beg...'please, no more'...definitely not. I wondered if there was a world record for this.
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I had felt a bit weird about walking around the house in the loincloth the girls had made me for the Bacchius Ball. So, when the girls -- and apparently now my slaves for the weekend - went to make lunch, I slipped back on the tunic which was the intended outer layer for it; as if that wasn't a bit weird too.
Still, they were the ones who'd determined they wanted to continue the cosplay from the ball over the whole weekend. They were also the ones who had cast me as the noble roman and they as my slaves.
They were also the ones who felt that necessitated a weekend of complete sexual debauchery. My ejaculation count since last night already well exceeded any other period in my life, and I was fairly sure they had more in mind. So far my cock was handling the demands OK, but I did wonder whether there was a limit to these things; as much for them as me, although the fact that I was dealing with two of them certainly increased my count.
When they called me to lunch, I found a sort of anti pasta plate set out for me. The girls - in their slave outfits of tunics made from what they'd dyed to a dirty brown, stretchy, body conforming spandex with a plunging neckline, sides slit to their hips, and an upper thigh length, revealing torn in many places and now worn commando - fawned and sexually pawed over me as they played the role of hand feeding me.
Eve especially made a habit of positioning her breast, fully exposed after the triangle of material previously covering it had been split vertically last night, right in front of my eyes as she slipped grapes into my mouth.
I was never sure whether it was the grape, or the delightfully raised nipple that I should take into my mouth.
The fawning and pawing included sitting across my lap so, as I'm sure they intended, they soon had me displaying a full erection as I sat there; notwithstanding the aforementioned ejaculation count.
It left me wondering what their next move would be, since they were the ones really getting off on the sexualised, very kniky, cosplay fantasy they'd turned the weekend into and completely calling the shots -- even if they were the ones meant to be the slaves.
As the plate was nearly empty, I could tell the girls had something up their sleeve. There was something increasingly giggly and playful about what they were doing; but there was no clear direction of what it was about.
That answer came when the jointly cleared the table. As they lifted my plate as the last act before exiting the room, a piece of folded paper was there, the exposed fold displaying the words...
"Beware the Ides of March."
Now, it wasn't March, and it was nowhere near the 15th of any month, but I knew enough history to get the gist of the intention.
I unfolded the paper to see the full message...
"Sometime in the afternoon, a slave will attempt to attack you with a [plastic] knife.
Defend yourself.
Wrestle her to the ground to disarm her.
Strip her and fuck her as punishment.
Tie her hands behind her back and dump her on her bed.
Then find and do the same to her [armed] accomplice.
After an hour and a half, fuck them again and then untie them
Grey is still the safe word otherwise the words don't mean what they say".
Well, I thought, that's a clear enough instruction, except for the 'sometime during the afternoon' bit. It also explained the two short lengths of soft rope that were sitting on the table, which I really hadn't paid any attention to until that point.
I guessed they'd wanted to make it an ambush sort of situation, which explained the time ambiguity. I tucked the rope lengths in my belt so they were there when I needed them and retreated again to the lounge where I'd been reading my book.
I could hear the girls completing their own lunch, then they came back into the room carrying a glass of wine for me. For the next hour or so, they continued to fawn over me; their main act starting with a foot massage -- one on each foot.
But the foot massage extended to a calf one, then a thigh one and then...well, you can see where it was heading. They weren't trying to jerk me off, just arouse me and they certainly did a good job of that; even more so when they sat on my lap stroking my hair while their exposed thigh stroked something else again.
This was all very nice; especially when they actually started kissing me and generally really getting passionate about it. It was sort of becoming like an all-day love in.
I suppose we'd been mucking around like this for about an hour when Liz excused herself and left the room. A moment later, Eve said...
"Just a sec."
She walked seductively over to the table and down the far side of it, gliding her hand along it. It must have been taped to the side of it, because next thing I know she turns towards me, lifting a large knife above her head and cries out...
"Die slave keeper."
Except for the fact it was obviously a very cheap, easily breakable plastic one, it might have been scary. I had been lulled a bit into a false sense of security. It did catch me a bit off guard. I was still sitting on the lounge -- albeit now upright - when she reached me, arm high as if ready to strike.
It wasn't hard for me to intercept the knife arm with an outstretched one of my own, grabbing her around the waist with the other arm as her momentum threw her body on top of me. The same momentum let me turn her, pushing her flat on the lounge with her back against the back upright of the lounge, with me now also turned to lie on the lounge, pushed against her.
She squirmed and struggled against me as our still extended arms fought for ownership of the knife. Frankly, her bodily struggle was fairly obviously more erotic rubbing than a determined attempt to escape; with just enough genuine struggle to play the game. She'd worked me up to a full erection before she'd gone for the knife and was now moving about against it. The tussle for the knife was a bit more real; I think because she wanted to extend that part of the foreplay. As long as we were fighting for the knife, I couldn't move onto the next step of stripping and fucking her and she could keep the body rubbing going.
With my free hand, I pulled the bow on the plaited shoulder strings that held up her tunic, our bodies' movements against each other quickly pulling down the triangles covering her breasts and exposing them. Then I reached down to unsheathe my erection from the loincloth covering and ensure it rested outside my Tunic. With her tunic split to the hips, now dishevelled and pulled aside and she still commando underneath, it was easy to bring the tip of my erection against the bare flesh of the front of her mons.
It was Eve's whose squirming moved it from there to her vulva and then into her vaginal opening. Further squirming had me more than half penetrated in her.
I could tell something was really getting Eve excited in a sexually aroused sort of way. Maybe it was the game, maybe the way her nipples were brushing against my chest, maybe her rubbing her clit on my pubis, possibly even some aspect of my penetration of her; although for all the moving about against her, I couldn't see my cock as hitting any usual stimulus points.
Regardless, her body suddenly froze against me and she cried out...
"Oh fuck...OOOOOOOHhhhhhh...OOooooohhhhh..."
I could feel her contractions start pummelling my half submerged manhood as she continued to moan.
With all resistance momentarily supressed by her orgasm, her hand released the knife and I brushed it off the lounge; now able to use two hands to finish undressing her. Except for the back flap caught under her butt, the tunic was essentially now bunched around her waist. I used a hand forced under her bottom to pull out the trapped material and then I worked the bunched material up to under her arms. Then fully penetrating her to essentially pin her in place, I lifted up the top of her torso to pull the garment completely off, tossing it to the floor too.
The rolling her on her back and mounting her in the missionary position, I did as the instruction said and, with no small degree of pleasure, fucked her unresisting body; bring her to another climax before I dumped my load into her with mine.
She was still moaning and contracting when I withdrew from her, stood up, rolled her face down and pulled her hands behind her back to tie them together; not too tightly mind you. Then I pulled her into a standing position and walked her to her bedroom where I (gently) pushed her face down on the bed.
As I looked at her lying there uncomplainingly, I pondered what to do next.
The instructions said I was to hunt down Liz and give her a good fucking too. The only problem was, that meant I had to get it back up again fairly quickly. I can refract reasonably quickly, but I'm not superman; especially after all the work it's already done today. I remembered the girls talked about sexual torture and, given Eve's desire to play kinky games, wondered if I might not do a bit of that to her to fill in some time.
I rolled Eve onto her side and lay on the bed alongside her, letting me look directly into her face. She gave me a quizzical look; no doubt expecting that by now I'd be hunting down Liz...
"If I'm going to give Liz a good fucking too, I'm going to need some time to recover. So I thought I might take you at your word and do a little sexual torturing of you while I'm waiting."
"What are you going to do?"
"I don't know. I've never really taken any lessons in the topic. I gather the objective is to make you cum until it's unbearable to keep at it. So I might just finger you until you ask for mercy, or until I get an erection I can use on Liz; whichever comes first."
Casting my eyes down, I added...
"But really those nipples look like they need a damn good sucking. I might start there."
The fact was, they really were calling me. Eve was clearly aroused and they were sticking out like cut off telegraph poles sitting atop her glorious breasts.
I rolled Eve onto her back which, given she had her hands tied behind her back and their presence there now caused her hips to be raised off the bed, may not have been the most comfortable position. But I figured for a short while it wouldn't hurt her and certainly facilitated better sex play.
Then kneeling alongside her, I started sucking the nipple closest to me and finger tweaking the further one.
Eve was soon moaning again as the sensitivity of her nipples had their effect. I knew I could have brought her to a climax just on that, but she was clearly well worked up sexually and decided to make it a more powerful one. Still sucking the nipple closest to me, I reached down and started fingering her clit. Her vulva was wet and her clit well swollen and, almost as soon as I touched it, she arched her back up in an expression of extreme stimulation. The quivering of her thighs was the final warning of the climax which followed; one marked by an explosive rising and swaying about of her hips and quite a loud vocalisation. I kept stimulating her, seemingly prolonging her orgasm, until her hips settled back on the bed and the peak of it seemed to have passed.
That had certainly been entertaining for me and more than a little sexually exciting, even if it hadn't given me the full boner I needed. So I decided the next step in my sexual torturing of her would be to go down on her.
I spread her legs wide apart and first knelt, then laid down between them; moving my face into her crotch. Her hips being elevated by the tied together hands underneath them certainly made for easy access.
As soon as I started flicking my tongue against her clit, she started moaning again. Eve is sexually sensitive at the best of times, but there certainly seemed to be something in the role playing that greatly multiplied that.
Her quivering hips soon joined her constant moaning as telling the story of her building arousal. It also triggered mine. Since I was lying flat on the bed, I had to lift my hips momentarily to let my boner assume the correct position bisecting my lower stomach.
This time, she didn't come quickly, but the build-up was extreme. Her moans got louder and more desperate and her quivering hips started shaking the whole bed, like there was an earthquake happening with an epicentre either side of my head. The shaking became almost violent, making me wonder where this was heading. I found out when, loud enough to wake the dead, and certainly to be heard by the neighbours, she cried out...
"OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHH...OOOOOhhhhhhh...aaaaaaaarrrrrrrrr...OH FUCk...aaaaaarrrrrrr..."
At the same time, she threw her hips violently up, almost taking off my nose as she left me face planted under them.
It was a spur of the moment thing that made me take advantage of her elevated hips as they swayed from side to side. I knelt up between her legs, bent half over her, moved forward to jam myself between her legs enough to get in sync with their movements, bent my erection down and penetrated her -- on the fly, so to speak.
Having pinned her like that, I then brought myself up to a more vertical kneeling stance as I lifted her legs up to keep her in the penetrated position. That brought me into the position we use when the girls want some heavy duty g spot stimulation.
I could still feel her contractions raging through her vagina as I started the slow, firm, half penetration raking of her g spot.
It immediately sent her ballistic; moaning at a high pitch as, with her legs now securely in my grip, it became her upper torso that shook about; teasingly wobbling her breasts.
I think she came again, but frankly, the whole thing was by now so far over the top, it was hard to tell.
I was still going at it when I felt a hand pull my forehead back and a plastic object placed gently across my throat. It was Liz's voice...
"Put her down."
I let go of Eve's legs, letting her torso drop to the bed, extracting my erection from her pussy in the process.
It seemed that Liz had grown tired of waiting and the intended hunter had become the hunted instead; not that Eve's noises hadn't made finding me fairly easy. But, there was a slight problem with the game plan; she had -- in cowboy terms -- the drop on me. Of course, in real life she might have just stabbed me in the back. But even within the game, she had a 'knife' to my throat. I could only presume her reactions to any defensive movement by me would be, shall we say, slow.
I grabbed the hand holding the knife and pulled it away from me as I turned around and wrapped my other arm around her hips. From here I spun her around and bent her backwards on to the bed with me on top of her and the tip of my erection jammed into her vulva.
She'd landed with her knees bent over the edge of the bed and so, as we struggled for possession of the knife, each with a hand stretched well over our heads, I put the other under her waist to lift her up a bit and jerked her further onto the bed; the erection in her crease making additional contribution to her movement.
Since both my arms were engaged in either wrestling her for the knife or lifting her up the bed, I used my teeth to pull the bows on her shoulders that kept her tunic up. It meant that as I pushed her up the bed, the tunic was stripped down her body, exposing her upper torso and her wondrous breasts.
It was interesting that Liz's 'struggle' with me took a different form to Eve's. Eve's was very blatantly sexual. Liz's put up more of a genuine struggle, as if she was actually trying to escape. Admittedly, I wasn't using all my strength; just enough to playfully keep the upper hand -- most of the time. That still meant a fair bit of movement of our bodies, one against the other and I could tell that was very much what Liz intended. I sensed she was gaining more sexual excitement from that than she would have by copying Eve's sexualised rubbing. And Liz was certainly making no effort to remove my erection from her crease. Indeed, I got the impression that was the one part of me that she wasn't making any effort to escape from.
Inevitably with all the movement, the tip of my erection lodged itself in her vaginal opening. It told me she was fully aroused and the continued struggle soon had me fully penetrated; as much from her efforts as mine.
Like Eve, it seemed the battle of extended arms for the knife was simply a way of prolonging the wrestling match. But with my erection now fully penetrated in her and our wrestling match somewhat edging into something close to sex, Liz surrendered the knife battle and let it go, leaving me to brush it off the bed.
That left me to concentrate on the next part of my instructions; namely the stripping and fucking of her.
Like had been the case with Eve, her tunic was now a rolled up bundle around her waist. I still had an arm around the small of her back, so was able to easily lift her torso up enough to bring it over the top of her head.
My sense was that Liz had been strongly aroused by the wrestling match and stripping; but not to the extent Eve had been. Still for what was nothing more than missionary position sex, I was soon getting an encouraging reaction with heavy breathing and a stream of moans that usually signalled she was well on her way to an orgasm. It was probably helped by the fact I still had an arm under the small of her back, lifting it enough to give a better angle for my thrusts.
That's not to say I wasn't enjoying it myself. Extended on my single free arm over her and with the arm I had in the small of her back lifting her enough that her whole body was reacting to my thrusts, I had the delightful sight of her breasts wobbling under me with every thrust. The visual treat was more than complimented by the wondrous feeling of my manhood pleasuring itself in Liz's, wet, slippery, warm vagina; her grip on me enough to really feel great, but not so much as to quickly brew me up.
As Liz came, I figured it was time for me to finish myself too. But I found I was having the same problem -- if you would call it that -- as I had with Eve the previous night. Pumping her was generating a fantastic sensation in my cock and, from a purely selfish point of view, was making me feel good too in that manly sort of way you feel when going to town having sex with a beautiful woman.
If it was just me I had to be concerned about, I could enjoy doing it, well, if not forever, for a long time. But I wasn't getting any closer to an orgasm. Maybe all the sex in the last day has numbed my reaction to sex. As was the case for the night before, the question started playing in my mind of what Liz thought of the situation. How long could I keep pumping her before she started to think -- if not to actually say -- 'come on, get it done'. Do I fake it?
Her breasts, like Eve's, have a compelling sexual effect on me. I stared at their seductively wobbling form even more intensely, hoping that would add to my stimulation. It did, but nowhere near enough. I bent down and licked her nipples, bringing them back to their full, jutting, aroused height. That was nice, and the view of them sitting atop her gorgeous breasts was even more stimulating, but still not enough to convert the pleasure of pumping her into an orgasm.
I was grunting with the prolonged effort, but that was not of itself any reason for me to want to bring it to an end. The only reason was my concern about Liz. I looked up at her face and tried to tune into her body to realise her breathing was again intensifying and her face was contorting itself in that pre-orgasmic way. Convincing myself she was enjoying it, I could focus again on my own pleasure; immersing myself in the pure intimate joy of the sex.
I sensed her thighs quivering in excitement moments before she let out a prolonged cry of orgasmic pleasure accompanied by an attempted throw of her hips which was somewhat suppressed by my weight. She squirmed and rocked under me as I felt her contraction massage my pumping erection. As the contractions subsided, she gripped me more tightly and suddenly the continuous delight I felt in my manhood's play in her body was magnified many time over.



Well primed, my cock filled itself with an overwhelming erotic pleasure as a precursor to the first pulse of my climax. I let out an enormous groan as I collapsed myself down on Liz moaning into the bed as a powerful orgasm overtook my body.
I lay there, jerking and thrusting in whatever way my orgasm demanded to prolong itself, until it was completely over, and even then, I stayed there panting, with my body still intertwined with Liz's. Recovering some sense of the 'game', I reluctantly withdrew from Liz, muttering...
"I suppose we'd better tie you up."
She gave me a grin.
I rolled her onto her stomach and tied her hands behind her back as I had with Eve who, through all this, had been watching in obvious bemusement.
Checking the time, I retreated back to the living rooms, making myself a cup of coffee before sitting down with my book again.
I could sort of hear the girls chatting; sometimes with a mischievous intonation, but couldn't make out what they were saying. It was tempting to stand at the door, but I left well enough alone. Besides which, I needed time to contemplate the next stage of the game.
The girls had written the game rules as if I could manage one erection and ejaculation in quick succession to another. Well, I might still be young enough to get it up pretty quickly, but it was beginning to be obvious there was a limit to everything. And this wasn't just in getting it up again, it was also in delivering the goods, so to speak.
The next step required me to fuck them and then untie them; basically at the same time or one quickly after the other. If fucking them meant taking each one through to my own climax, that simply wasn't going to happen.
So I had to rewrite the rules to accord with reality.
When the hour and a half was up, I first of all stripped myself naked. I prefer naked sex. The girls seem to have some little fetishes (or some pretty big ones) about cosplay and other sex garments, but I'm more a get naked and down to it guy. And at that moment, the girls themselves were lying there naked waiting for me, so why should I be otherwise.
When I walked into the bedroom, they were both lying face down on the bed, their heads turned towards each other, their hands still tied behind their backs. It was a cute, and by the reaction of my manhood, arousing sight. Engrossed in their conversation, they didn't really notice my presence until I took Eve's legs and dragged her down the bed until her butt was hanging over the edge and her legs were kneeling on the ground.
She looked back at me...
"What are you doing?"
"Setting you up for a good fucking. Any complaints or do you want your punishment period extended?"
"No, it's good."
I dragged Liz down into the same position, right alongside Eve.
Since Eve had been the first tied up, I figured she should be the first to be fucked. I knelt behind her, moved her legs apart to let me get in close, and penetrated her vagina form behind.
I knew how to trigger her g spot from this angle, and that combined with fingering her clit and tweaking a nipple, brought her to a reasonably quick orgasm.
Then I moved across to Liz and repeated the process.
As Liz came, I was aware I was nowhere near an orgasm myself. Liz's grip had been moderately firm, but the simple fact was, doggy style was just not my thing; even more so when my cock has already dumped more load in the last day than I was able to accurately count.
Instead of continuing to pound Liz in the hope I might get there in some reasonable sort of time, I withdrew and started to untie her. Liz immediately noted...
"You haven't cum."
"Yea. It would take too long in this position."
"So turn us over and take us as you like it."
"I don't think I can get it up twice to do you both."
As I reached over to untie her too, Eve butted in...
"So just take the cum shot in one of us."
"Then I'd have to choose who."
"We'll chose for you."
Eve turned to Liz...
"Paper, scissors rocks?"
I watched as they counted to three and displayed their choice. Eve chose paper, Liz scissors. Eve looked back at me...
"So looks like Liz gets the cum shot. There you are, does that solve the problem?"
Liz rolled over on to her back and slid herself up the bed to be fully on it, then spread her arms and legs wide; looking at me with a challenging grin...
"Ok master, come and take me. You like missionary position, don't you? You like looking at my breasts as you fuck me."
Eve reached across to Liz's breasts...
"Look, I'll tease up her nipples for you to make them even more alluring."
I rolled my eyes as I climbed on the bed and lay on top of Liz, quickly and easily penetrating her. Then I lifted myself up on my arms to, as Liz suggested, stare at her breasts. They do seem to encourage me to come more quickly.
I started thrusting. It did feel nice. What am I saying, it felt fantastic. But in terms of getting me to a climax, it was only better than the doggy style by degrees. It still wasn't going to be a quickie.
Seeing me staring at Liz's breasts, Eve reached across again, putting her hand under them and wobbling them seductively...
"Does this help?"
I cast her a sceptical look while thinking to myself it did.
Liz's grip on me was firm, but not crushing. That helped too, but I suppose I felt a self-imposed time limit on how long I had.
I lengthened my stroke, burying my shaft in her until I brought my pubis firmly against her vaginal opening, screwing it about, then lifted my hips a smidgen so that I dragged the top of my erection against her firm, almost hard, pelvic floor muscle as I withdrew. It had worked in the past to speed things along but while it felt even better than before, I still wasn't brewing up.
What it did seem to be doing was stimulating Liz a lot. She was breathing heavily and moaning a little.
That was both good and bad. The good was that it made me feel less worried about how long I was taking. If she was enjoying it too, that no longer mattered. The bad was that, normally, that would mean Eve would want another round too. I'd already declared I wasn't up to that, so had to rely on my declaration for protection. But it did mean -- just as one of those unwritten rules of polygamy -- that I couldn't do anything fancy to make Liz's experience better; I had to concentrate on my own pleasure.
When Liz eased her grip on me, I had to guess she was taking precautions about me coming before her. I could have told her they weren't needed.
When I felt her thighs quivering, I knew we were working up to something big; at least for her.
Her climax was accompanied by a prolonged moan and an attempt to push her hips up; but with me on top, all she could actually achieve was to grind her hips against mine.
Once Liz's orgasm had passed and her contractions had settled, I once again felt the time pressure.
To try something different, I brought myself down to rest on my elbows, effectively suspending my torso just over hers, brushing her nipples as I moved my whole body up and down with my thrusts, ending with a firm push of my pubis against her as each thrust buried itself as deeply as it could go and gave her body a bit of a jerk in the whole process.
To increase my arousal, I looked down between our bodies, watching as her breasts, swayed back and forwards as I moved up and down, the nipples capping them, bending against her own flesh.
It sort of worked. Those first warnings of an impending climax could be felt brewing at the base of my shaft; but I sensed it still needed work to get me there. With that progress, I raised myself on extended arms again. Now I really started to go at it. Fast long thrusts, each withdrawal dragging my shaft across her hard pelvic floor muscle as I focused on her seductive breasts; bringing all the tricks together as one.
I felt it brewing; nicely too, like I was heading for a really good one, instead of one of those that just goes off like a damp squid. I'd been grunting with the effort, but now my noises signalled an increasing degree of erotic pleasure.
I kept thrusting; feeling the pressure build up along the length of my shaft. My climax sat on the edge, as if waiting for the right moment and letting me build up a full head of steam to drive it to new heights.
I knew the moment had come. I buried it at full penetration and waited just a moment. I was rewarded with this incredible pulse of mind blowing bliss as my cum exploded up the length of my shaft. I lay back down on Liz and pumped her as pulse after pulse followed, leaving me groaning into the pillow until it finished itself with a jerking series of little mini climaxes and me one very spent male lying motionless on top of the woman who just taken my seed.
Liz, still on a high from her climax, put her arm around my neck and started kissing me crazily. But it was Eve who really made a statement -- even if it was somewhat bizarre - patting my head as she whispered into my ear...
"Good master. Master's found great pleasure in his slaves. That is how it should be. Now master needs to release slaves to get afternoon snacks ready."
OK, she was telling me to get off Liz. Pity, my erection was still hard and rather enjoying where it was. But I knew I was skating a fine edge in terms of keeping things even between the two. I lifted myself above Liz, breaking her hold on me and withdrawing my erection at the same time.
I climbed off the bed, looking back at the two naked women sprawled over it, grinning up at me...
"Ok, I'll let you go about your duties."
I wondered what else they had installed for me. Surely they were running out of games to play.
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When I woke up, I had this slight sense of things being out of place.
Amy, next to me, was dead to the world, in a sound sleep. Normally she's the one shaking me awake to go for our morning run. But she had a very late night dealing with a work project. I knew she hadn't come to bed until something like 2 am. I don't know how she can still get her brain to work that late. I certainly can't.
Of course, Ellen had taken advantage of the situation to get herself a one on one fuck. Nothing wild, unless you call their 'go the animal' sex wild; which is really just missionary position sex delivered with all the enthusiasm that all the lust I can feel for her can deliver. And I can tell you, that's a fair amount of lust. Lucky Ellen isn't as much of a screamer as Amy is or we would likely have distracted Amy from her work.
But Ellen, who was normally a later sleeper, was now missing from the other side of me. I knew she'd had a call from the au pair looking after her kids down the other end of the house about midnight. That happens occasionally -- fortunately fairly rarely - and she sometimes needs to sleep down the other end with one of her kids to pacify them.
What wasn't unusual was the skin stretching morning glory my cock was experiencing; not helped in the slightest by Amy's naked and uncovered body lying next to me. Sex the night before -- however good it is - doesn't do anything to supress a morning glory. It might even make it harder and it certainly makes it stickier.
I crawled out of bed on the side away from Amy as quietly and with as little fuss as I could. She certainly needed her sleep.
Selecting a clean pair of swim briefs -- which the girls have designated as the standard warm weather house dress for males - of which I'm the only one -- I stood perving at Amy's prone body as I pulled them up my legs and stretched them over the erection bisecting my stomach, pulling the waistband down to leave the erection as a spandex sheathed tower reaching almost to my navel.
I am still getting used to all this; by which I mean the sexualised environment in which I seem to have landed. It's not just the six monastic months I've spent grieving for the death of both my wife and father in a car accident. And it's not as though I didn't see a lot of my wife naked. It's just that my previous marital relationship was, shall we say, more conventional.
I didn't get out of bed every morning to see a stunningly attractive naked woman, lying uncovered and asleep; two of them when Ellen's there too.
And there's something hyper-sexualised about Amy's body; her breasts, her nipples, her mons, just the sheer beautiful perfection of every aspect of her body.
My manhood ached with a desire to make love to her. Hell, that's way too polite a way of describing it. It ached with a desire to fuck her. But there was no way I was going to disturb her, whatever my cock was saying.
There is one very nice thing I've discovered about swim briefs -- a garment I'd barely worn before the girls mandated them. They really feel incredibly nice, in a very erotic, prick teasing sort of way, over an erection; and especially, for some reason, a morning glory. Before, putting normal undies on would more or less kill the morning glory if it hadn't already died.
Somehow the swimmers didn't do that; although looking down at naked beautiful women as I put them on probably helped. But now, combined with a large degree of randiness, it was nice enough that it was difficult to resist the temptation to wrap a hand around it and playfully pleasure it a bit.
Which is what I'd started doing as I turned and left the room, even going far enough to stick my hand down the briefs, realign my erection into what the girls call a 'full horizontal' (a full erection which the spandex sheathing is holding down in a horizontal position) and play with it again; shuddering with the mild pleasure and looking down at it and admiring the way the bell inflated as I surged it, as I walked to the kitchen.
Which is when I looked up and saw Ellen, just coming out of the kitchen, standing there stark naked, watching me.
I blushed red as I realised I'd been caught. Taking my hand away barely changed anything really; just made me look more guilty.
Ellen grinned at me, quickly closing the gap between us before momentarily grabbing the projection with her own hand to guide it between her legs as she embraced me face to face with her arms lightly around the small of my back...
"Feeling a bit randy are we? You know either of us is willing to offer a cure for that, don't you."
I couldn't help myself. I found the length of my erection surging powerfully up against her crease where she'd placed it; something not helped at all by the radiated warmth from her crease that permeated the thin, tautly stretched material of my swimmers.
"It's just a morning glory that hasn't gone down yet."
"It wasn't likely to if you kept paying with it like that."
"I didn't know anyone was watching."
"Clearly. It was lucky it wasn't the au pair who took the stuff out to the kitchen. Anyhow, what does anyone watching have to do with the suppression of a morning glory. As I said, there are two lustful youngish women more than willing to deal with it for you."
"Amy's asleep and you were down the other end of the house."
I could see Ellen was in one of her playfully challenging moods...
"And you couldn't wait?"
"I wasn't going to jerk it off. Just enjoy a bit of playing with it while it was there. Anyhow, I'm not sure I'm entitled to ask for sex just because I'm feeling a bit randy or have a morning glory."
The warmth that had radiated through from Ellen's crease was starting to become quite damp...
"That's very noble of you; although I thought the male standard operandi was to ask for sex whenever they felt like it."
She raised her eyebrows as she added...
"Sometimes quite randomly actually, given the number of times Amy and I get hit on. Anyway, we've had that talk; always ask."
"I think that's a bit of a generalisation about men. But, in any case, it was just a morning glory."
"A morning glory that's quite excited if that surging into my vulva is any guide. It definitely needs attention."
There was an enormous grin on Ellen's face as she took my hand and led me down the corridor opposite the kitchen door, past Amy's office and into what had been my bedroom prior to me joining the girls in their bedroom.
When we got there, she backed me up against the bed and stripped me off before encouraging me to lay back on the bed and crawl fully onto it.
Ellen came over the top of me and lay on top of me, spreading her legs outside mine, then wiggling about until she had my erection entering her vagina. She slid down on me, fully penetrating herself on my shaft...
"There. Doesn't that feel much better than a hand?"
I know I blushed again as I felt like a teenage boy being caught by his mother jerking off.
"Yes it does."
"Good. Is it in a hurry?"
"A hurry for what?"
"Oh my goodness. We are a bit slow this morning. Missing that run with Amy is retarding your brain. In a hurry to dump its load."
"No, the intention never was to dump a load."
"Well, I'm sure we can change that intention, but I'm glad to hear it's not in a hurry. It means we can take our time."
Ellen nuzzled my cheek before lightly biting my neck. I could feel her dragging her nipples across my chest and screwing my erection about inside her as her body moved to facilitate her gentle assault on my head and neck.
With my arms embracing the small of her back, I simply laid back and enjoyed it; just rubbing my cheek against hers when she positioned her head where it would let me do that.
Ellen was certainly not in a hurry.
We're all feeling our way a bit at this early moment of our sexual arrangements. It's not really the sex that's the issue; we're well past that point. It is what goes with it. Lots of intimate body contact is OK too; that was what Ellen was doing this morning.
Where things get a bit sticky is when it comes down to really passionate kissing. None of us have forgotten that a mere six months ago -- before the car accident - we had partners who we dearly loved. Their loss still burdens us all. And I certainly feel, and from their reactions, I think so do the girls, that passionate kissing involves... I always struggle for the right word. I think it's love; a deep passionate love.
I do love the girls, and yet I still have a feeling that I owe my first love to my deceased wife. And I'm pretty sure the girls feel the same about Ned. And that maybe really passionate kissing is cheating on our deceased partners; at least this early.
Amy, overcome by a post sex oxytocin rush, passionately kissed me once; and for more than a brief period. But that was a spur of the moment thing.
Pre sex, or during sex, our desires might be running hot but, strange though it might seem when we're fucking like rabbits, somehow full on French kissing is going too far.
Regardless, neither of us went for thrusting our tongue into the mouth of the other. There was lots of neck biting, cheek caressing and even, when Ellen's positioning permitted, nipple sucking. And our hands were all over the other like a rash.
Ellen took her time with the full body contact; erotically moving about on top of me as she subtly screwed my erection around inside her. Slowly, I sensed she was working herself up into a higher state of excitement. A point was passed where her sensory excitement of herself transmogrified into a fucking. She lifted herself up into an elevated reverse missionary and started thrusting and grinding herself on my erection; her extended arm position offering me the delightful opportunity to suck and play with her nipples.
From there, it didn't take long before she came; collapsing on me and very quickly turning me over to put me on top and encouraging me to start my own thrusting into her still contracting vagina. I didn't require much encouragement for that; giving myself a very nice orgasm after an appropriately generous period of enjoying the feeling of my erection thrusting in and out of her.
As I did my own collapse down as I felt my climax peter out, I rolled Ellen back on top, draping her limp body over me. That's partly so I can continue to enjoy our intimate embrace without fear of crushing her. But importantly, it also leaves her with the decision as to when to disengage. I'm never sure how long the continuing entanglement should last; not wanting to be a 'wam, bam, thank you mam' guy, nor someone who causes the girl to think to herself 'will he ever let me up?'
Ellen waited until my erection shrunk out of her, then disengaged and, with a peck on my lips and a 'thank you' indicated she'd better get back to the kids.
That left me to get breakfast and an early start to my work day. The latter was important because Amy had asked me to come with her down to dad's yacht in the afternoon. It has been sitting at the marina unused and unvisited ever since the accident. While Amy had arranged for it to be properly looked after by the marina staff, Amy thought it was time to go down and check it out with a view to bringing it back into action. It could likely do with a clean-up and since it was a Wednesday, the day of the midweek race, it would be a chance to say hello to dad's sailing friends.
It would have been nice if Ellen could have come too, but she had appointments lined up so had to excuse herself.
Although previously an enthusiast, I hadn't had much to do with dad's yacht since he left for the Pacific cruise after mum died. By the time he came back, Jane and I were engaged and planning our wedding and with work and then kids, life just sort of took over. There was the very occasional family day on it, but once we had small kids, even that was considered risky, so we always had them at dad's home.
In a way, I was looking forward to getting involved again. It was dad's passion and I wanted to honour him by making good use of the boat. But I also figured I needed some outside activity to keep me sane.
It was around 12.30 Amy came into my office to collect me. She was dressed in the mid-blue, tightly fitting, plunging neckline, cropped t shirt and spray on tiny gym shorts, which I knew was the boat's women's uniform, under which I could see the string sides and ties of the tiny matching blue bikini that was the other part of it. She tossed me a bag...
"Here. Put these on."
I looked into the bag to find a sea of the same matching blue clothing; soon discerning a t shirt, pair of shorts and -- yes -- a pair of blue speedos, all new with tags still attached. As is Amy's way, I could see she'd been planning ahead. I looked up at her...
"I didn't think we were racing."
"We're not. But it is time to get the vibe back. The other sailors will be down there and it's time to say 'we're back', or at least will be soon."
There was no point arguing with Amy and I felt no desire to do so. I did as I was told before we set off on the short trip to the marina.
It had been many years since I'd been here, so I followed Amy as we entered the marina precinct. Half way down to the marina jetty, she led us into the marina office. It was staffed by a solitary young female, who was bent over a desk at the back of the room, writing something up, when we entered. I have to admit, even with Amy right in front of me, she was a distracting sight. She may have been on the short side, but in profile, she was stunning. Dressed only in a tightly fitted mini skirt and a plunging neck t shirt, she had a slim feminine figure, a really cute butt and breasts that seemed enormous on her small frame. The impression of a pretty face was confirmed as she turned towards us as she heard us enter.
What happened next was all so fast, it seemed like a blur.
She screamed 'Amy'. Next thing I knew she was around the other side of the counter, having wrapped Amy up on a bear hug. There was nothing hesitant about her embrace. Having almost thrown herself at Amy, it was full body contact from her upper thighs to her breasts, with her head over Amy's shoulder. Offset like that, the breast nearest me was half wrapped around Amy's underarm. To get her head over Amy's shoulder had required the young lady to stand on her toes and the process of elevating herself against Amy's torso dragged the front of her t shirt down to partly expose her areola.
I was nothing more than a passive bystander as Amy reciprocated her embrace and the pair rocked from side to side as they twisted their bodies back and forward around in a small semi-circle while the neck line of lady's t shirt walked itself progressive down her breast until the nipple was fully exposed and her already short skirt rode up to revel a rather cute red, g string, pair of panties.
The lady managed to say...
"Amy, it's so nice to see you. We've missed you so much."
But then her countenance turned to tears; visibly running down her cheeks as she seemed reluctant to let Amy go. The tears turned to heaving sobs; causing her to tighten her embrace of Amy. It took a few minutes before she was able to recover her composure. As she released Amy, Amy introduced us...
"Julie, this is John, Ned's son. John, this is Julie. She runs the marina."
In the moment between separating from Amy and rushing forward to embrace me, Julie seemed oblivious to the breast hanging out of her t shirt, or the fact the narrow strip that was the front of her low hung red panties was all now all but full exposed.
She pushed her body against mine as firmly and fully as she had against Amy's; almost requiring me to carry her weight as her breasts pushed into my chest, her crotch against mine -- well actually against the bulge of my manhood - and her head over my shoulder. Again she broke out into heaving sobs.
While moved by her sense of loss about my father, I was also distracted by a concern that her actions might trigger an erection which, in the way she was positioned, she would definitely become aware of. She sobbed into my ear...
"Your father was such a wonderful man. We all miss him so much. I'm so sorry about your loss; both of your dad and your wife."
As she recovered her composure again, she eventually disengaged, giving me a kiss on my cheek and straightening up her clothing like it was nothing out of the ordinary to have her breast and panties exposed.
As we continued down to the jetty, Amy explained...
"Julie was very close to Ned, especially after she joined the crew for the Hamilton Island Yacht Week. As silly as it sounds, I think she might have even had a bit of a crush on him. But she's a great marina operator. She seems to know everything about everything and everyone one when it comes to boating; able to get anything fixed. She's organised keeping the boat in good shape while we've been absent too."
The yacht was a familiar sight as we approached it sitting at its berth. As we bordered, Amy instructed me...
"OK, strip off. We have some cleaning to do."
She went below and even before I'd finished climbing down the companionway steps, was stripped down to her bikini. I wasn't quite sure why that was necessary, but followed her instruction, at least getting to enjoy putting sunscreen on her back and having her put it on mine. She dug some buckets and brushes out of the cockpit locker and handed me one...
"First thing is to get the seagull poop, algae and black stains off the decks and generally give them a clean-up. Although, it's not as bad as I thought it might be."
She wasn't wrong about it not being too bad. You had to look for them to find them and for the most part, the deck was in pretty good condition; even more so compared to a neglected boat three berths away which was covered in crap.
Amy got the hose off the jetty and started by giving the decks a good hose down, not being too careful about not wetting me as she did it. Then it was a case of filling the buckets with water and a bit of hull cleaner and getting down on our hands and knees to work on the more stubborn stains. Fortunately the boat came supplied with some knee pads that we could kneel on to soften the otherwise painful effect of the non-slip surface on the knees.
Starting at the bow, where we were kneeling side by side, Amy made sure we worked methodically; one of us down each side.
As Amy kneeled on the deck scrubbing it, rotating herself to give her the most comfortable angle of attack to whatever stain she was dealing with, the sight of her was a constant distraction to me. From in front of her or to the side, there was the sight of her breasts hanging from her chest, a generous display of side boob, under boob and cleavage boob evident; the size of her breasts exaggerated by gravity. From behind, the glorious sight of her butt, her mons mound bulging seductively between her legs.
Periodically Amy would get the hose and rinse down the area we'd done and rewet the section we were about to do. It was almost predictable when, on the third rinse, she turned the hose on me. It was equally predictable, and I suspect intended by her, that I wrestled the hose off her and gave her a good hosing down too.
But the wrestle gave me a half boner, and with her now wet bikini clinging all the more firmly to the features of her body that it hid, her nipples raised and projecting out the fine material covering them and her pants drawn into her crease, the distraction was all the greater and the boner even harder to get to settle; inappropriate as it was in public view.
We were three quarters down the length of the boat, now working either side of the cabin top where I could see less of her, when a rowdy group of men came along the jetty, heading for the yacht alongside ours. They too were dressed in a sort of boat uniform; red tops and white pants, although without women and bikinis, it didn't have quite the same effect.



When they saw Amy, they shouted out to her, causing her to climb down on to the jetty to greet them. I moved over to that side of the boat, watching as the six of them lined up to give her a hug. Four of them adopted the more conventional approach of leaning into her, ending up with nothing more than a damp stain on their shirts where her bikini top pressed against it. The other two were much bolder, a hand around the small of her back drawing her into full contact, adding an additional damp stain to the crotch of their pants.
In each case they offered Amy condolences about Ned's death and Amy then introduced me to them, they coming over to shake my hand and offering me condolences too.
As they climbed onto their boat, one of them shouted to a bunch of guys already on a boat three finger wharfs over to indicate Amy was here, while another spoke to Amy...
"Do you know that Julie has been down scrubbing the decks fairly regularly? She seemed keen to keep the boat in good condition for you."
Amy thanked him, before having to go through the same hugging and introduction process with the crew of the other yacht.
I was beginning to see where all the other guys and women at dad's funeral were coming from. I was also impressed by how relaxed Amy was about having her all but naked body pressed against so many guys like that. I suppose I didn't realise the comradery that existed within the yachting group and somewhat guessed that the vibe that the girls had created with their bikinis and outfits had encouraged that to develop.
As we continued to scrub the deck, I observed that I wasn't the only one distracted by Amy. I'm sure it significantly slowed down their preparation. Still by the time we got to the transom, they were pulling out of the dock, heading for the race area.
As we came back together at the back of the boat to tidy up some dark streaks where the water drained off the deck, Amy told me...
"I thought the boat was in way better condition than I expected. Remind me to thank Julie as we leave. I know it wasn't on any bill we got from the marina, so she's done it as a favour."
With the decks done, we moved to the side of the boat; once again mainly dealing with dark streaks where the rain drained off the decks, so we were standing up and I was working alongside her; sometimes in hip to hip contact.
Working with Amy like this, dressed as she was, was having a cumulative effect on me. Increasingly I was reminded of the randiness induced that morning by the sight of her naked sleeping body and the desire I felt to fuck her. And with the jetty now fairly quiet and devoid of other people, the erection suppressing effect of public displays was diminished, leaving me with a noticeable half boner. One I knew Amy had noticed as I saw her glancing down at it from time to time.
As we finished the decks and upperworks, Amy indicated it was time to clean up below.
Surprisingly, the first thing she did after opening the hatches to air the boat, was change a sheet covering the bed in the master cabin, indicating the existing one would be too dusty by now and we'd take it home to wash it. After that, she indicated we'd need to check the bilge, the engine and gearbox oil and then get down to tidying up the interior; mould being a constant nuisance in the damp environment of a little used yacht.
Now I was working close alongside Amy, the physical contact as I brushed against her caused my skin to tingle and my erection to grow to a full boner. As we closed the engine bay I finally raised the courage to ask...
"Can we have sex?"
It felt funny asking like that. With Jane I might have just taken her by the hand and led her to where our carnal activities were to occur. But I was on strange, almost hallowed ground on the yacht. I wasn't sure what was appropriate.
Amy looked at me, offering an almost mocking smile...
"I wondered when you were going to ask or make a move on me. You've been carrying that erection around for an hour. Come on, let's break the ice on fucking on Ned's yacht."
I realised there was a poignancy implicit in Amy's comment. As she led me into the master bedroom, I realised we were about to fuck on the bed where Ned had first fucked her and fucked her many times afterwards. You could almost feel the spirit of dad lingering in the room.
As I went to pull the strings ties on her bikini top to start undressing her, she stopped me, turned me around, and pushed me onto the bed and lowered herself down onto me; both of us still clad in our swimwear. In the process, she'd captured my still sheathed erection between our lower stomachs.
Caressing me and gently biting my neck, she turned us both on our sides, then moved down my body, kissing, licking and caressing it as her head moved down towards the throbbing erection. Leaving it covered, she sucked the tip into her mouth, brushed her lips up and down its length and then sucked my right testicle into her mouth were it projected out from the stretched leg elastic of my swimmers.
Tipping me onto my back again, she knelt between my legs to suck in the left testicle, then played with my erection with her hand; rubbing gently up and down it, before stroking up and down my upper thighs, each upward movement finishing with her slipping her hands inside the stretched leg elastic to play against my ball sack and the lower part of my erection.
There was little I could do except hum in pleasure and reach out to stroke her hair while staring at her dangling breasts. Amy's actions were certainly exciting me; causing my erection surge and push pre-cum out through the stretched material of my swimmers.
I recognised she was looking for a prolonged foreplay. Eventually I figured it was my turn to give instead of just taking. With a light pull on the back of her head, I encouraged her to bring herself up straight again alongside me, rolling her on her back so I could pleasure her.
Like her, I started on her neck and face; caressing, biting and kissing as was appropriate. But I have to admit, I felt a certain urgency to move down to her breasts. It's only a small exaggeration to say my desire to play with them was almost killing me it was so intense. I sort of got why Amy wanted to do foreplay without fully stripping. There was just something about the way the small triangles of her bikini top, tautly stretched across the peak of her breasts, erotically, frustratingly teased you with what lay underneath. It was magnified by the fact the earlier wetting of the material as we played with the hose caused it to plaster itself to her flesh, plus either the chill of the wetting or her own arousal, had now caused her areola to puff up and her nipples to harden in a way that created the most eye bursting sight.
I kissed around her side boob, under boob and cleavage, circling ever closer to the covered nipples and ran my finger along the stretched elastic seams that delineated where her gorgeous breast disappeared under its spandex covering. I could almost feel Amy tensing in anticipation as I took my first lick across the tip of the covered projection of her right nipple, before taking it into my mouth and sucking on it; drawing the nipple up to its impressive maximum height and hardness, then flicking my tongue vigorously across it.
Amy's nipples are really sensitive in that pleasure inducing way and stimulating them can quickly give her an orgasm.
She moaned and momentarily arched her back with that first stimulation of them. It inspired me to temporarily cheat on the 'leave the bikini on for the moment' rule Amy seemed to have set. I peeled the triangle off her left breast and leaned across her body to suck it; taking the nipple and puffed up areola completely into my mouth, flicking the nipple with my tongue while my lips moved against the raised side of her areola, then sliding my lips up to actually suck on her nipple for a few moments before repeating the cycle. That let me play with the other nipple with my fingers, keeping both of them at maximum hardness and height.
The effect on Amy was pretty immediate. She held my head against her breast with one hand while dropping her head back and moaning increasingly loudly.
I intensified my stimulation of both nipples as Amy's breathing became heavier and her moans ever louder.
Her orgasm didn't take long to arrive; signalled by a squealing moan and the tensing and arching of her body. I kept the stimulation up, albeit at a slower pace, until I judged her orgasm had passed.
My cock was aching to pleasure itself inside Amy's vagina and yet I knew there was more fun for both of us if I didn't race to that conclusion.
I pulled the triangle of her bikini top back over her exposed nipple, straightening and tidying it to make it look as if it had never been displaced. Then I kissed down her torso, pausing momentarily at her navel to swirl my tongue around inside it, before continuing down her body to where her bikini pants made a pathetic attempt to cover her sexualised mons.
Her mons, like her nipples, is another part of Amy's body that pushes her from just being stunningly beautiful to being an idolised, erection inducing, and sexualised goddess. Her taut, flat, strong stomach continues in a straight line down the length of her eye catching mons before turning sharply under her crotch. On either side, her mons rolls off into a deep, well defined hollow before rising again onto her hips. It was the goldilocks of mons. Not too big, not too small, just the right width, length and height, delightfully firm and not the least bit flabby or fatty.
Her crease runs half the way up it; a view from the front that constantly reminds you of the playground that lies beyond that sharp little turn into her crotch.
If she had a conventional bikini on, it would create a substantial bikini bridge. But there was nothing conventional about Amy's bikini pants. The front of it consisted of nothing more than a small diamond of material, just wide enough at the bottom to continue as a narrow strip through her crotch; able to cover her unaroused vulva while leaving a generous display of crotch flesh on either side of it.
A narrow point at the top of the diamond was stretched up and held in place by the plunging arc of the low slung waist elastic, the sides of the diamond held spread part way across her mons by a sparse spider web of elastic strings running up to the waistband.
But the thing was, Amy's vulva was aroused; very much so by the looks of it. Her outer labia lay outside the gusset of her bikini pants and a pronounced dimpled hollow ran down the front of her pants where her crease had opened up, leading into a veritable valley in her gusset as the damp material dipped from her engorged labia down onto the floor of her crease.
There was so much to view, so much to play with, my body almost shook in anticipation.
I ran my fingers along the side of the front of the pants, stroking the mons flesh they'd left exposed before stroking along the dimple in the pants that ran down the front of it, covering her aroused crease. I bent in and slid my tongue under the side of her bikini pants, pushing it towards the lips of her crease and running along it. I felt in no hurry as I repeated the movements, my fingers only slowly getting bolder and moving deeper into her crease and towards her more erogenous zones.
Amy seemed to be enjoying my playing with her body and I certainly was, even if I was beginning to feel a certain heat through the length of my still sheathed erection.
Amy's thighs were quivering in anticipation even before I'd touched her clit. But soon enough my fingers were stimulating it through the thin material of the gusset; which was already wet with her slippery juices when my finger first pushed into her crease to touch her up.
Amy started moaning loudly with my first contact; quickly moving into what I call the screaming register of her sexual vocalisations. It seemed like only minutes before she came, pulling my head up to have me lie alongside her instead of squatting down at her hips.
I kept fingering her as she held my hand into her crotch; seemingly encouraging me to keep her orgasm going. But as she continued to moan and squirm about in the throes of her climax I became aware that the warmth running through my erection was getting hotter. It wasn't being rubbed against Amy or stimulated in any way, just sitting passively over her hip bone in its spandex sheath. But I came to realise something was triggering it, if only the erotic pleasure of playing with Amy's body. I couldn't remember ever feeling like that before, which was why it caught me by surprise when I suddenly realised I was about to cum.
Impulsively I threw myself over Amy and pressed my body against her and grunted loudly, as pulse after pulse of my climax filled my swimmers with my cum; leaving me feeling a little bit embarrassed about what I suppose you'd call a premature ejaculation.
I found myself apologising as I just as quickly rolled back off her to stop the cum oozing through my swimmers from smearing her stomach...
"Why are you apologising?"
"For cumming prematurely"
Amy made a dismissive 'poofle' noise as she answered with a smile...
"You did pretty well. There's a reason we call these bikinis 'cum catchers'. Ellen's husband used to come all over them in foreplay nearly every time they had sex after a sailing day. Not intentionally according to Ellen, he just got off on fingering her with them on. And Izzy's husband and Shelly's Adam were little better. Indeed, the amount of cum Adam reportedly squirted all over Shelly's bikini pants one time is legendary. You guys seem to obsess over them and certainly the other guys seemed to like foreplay with them on. Ned was probably so used to seeing us in bikinis and being older was almost the only male who didn't."
I'd met Adam only at the funeral, although had heard a bit about him. The girls were only too keen to tell me about his large cock and an erection which they described as the size of two beer cans stacked one on the other. How his slender girlfriend -- Shelly -- managed to deal with that, I couldn't imagine; but the girls assured me they fuck like rabbits. They also said he could shoot his flood of cum close to two meters. Why they knew all this, except as a story from Shelly, I shuddered to think. There was a strong inference that there'd been visual and vocal backup of Shelly's word.
Amy knelt up on the bed and started to pull my swimmers off...
"We'd better rinse these. The cum damages the material. Wait there; I'll be back in a sec."
She returned a short while later, without my swimmers. Kneeling on the bunk, straddling my hips, she learnt forward over me...
"Do you want to pull the strings on my bikini top?"
That was a silly question. Of course I did, even if I was now left with the still half residual of the erection that had just shot its load. I pulled the neck string and then the lower one, watching in delight as her breasts tumbled out of the top.
She reversed herself bringing her legs alongside my shoulders as she stretched them out and suspended her hips off me on hands place either side of my hips...
"OK, now my pants."
The view her slightly spread apart legs offered me as I reached up to grab the side string of the pants was somewhat special. There was a massive camel toe through the gusset of her pants from my fingering of her through the material. And it was now soaking wet with her juices. It rather made me regret I did go down on her and eat her out while I had the chance.
I pulled her pants down as far as her knees, where the spread of her legs stopped it going further. She lifted her left leg and brought it across to her right, letting me pull them the rest of the way down and slip it over her left foot. Then, putting the left foot back she lifted her right one for the final removal of her pants.
Immediately, she brought her legs back under her, leaving her kneeling over my hips.
With my cock only semi stiff and still not refracted, I wondered what Amy had in mind. I found out as she lowered herself onto it, the length of my manhood, such as it was, captured in the line of her crease. Then she started sliding back and forwards.
The warm, slippery wetness of her crease as it moved up and down my manhood soon had the effect Amy intended; producing a full erection again. But it also had the other predictable effect when she's sliding her clit up and down the length of my cock; she was powerfully stimulating herself. And when Amy's stimulating herself, that's no trivial thing.
By the time she'd induced a full erection she was vocalising a sort of rising, grunting, moaning, yell, with her sliding on me becoming faster and firmer. Had she kept it up for too long I would have been squirting into thin air again. But with a loud crescendo she started cumming, immediately lying down on me and penetrating herself on my shaft where I experienced the powerful contractions of her orgasm as she excitedly French kissed me.
It was interesting that the powerfulness of Amy's post climax oxytocin rush meant she was breaking the kissing boundary that Ellen and I were still feeling; although Amy kissing me was starting to erode my boundaries too.
When her orgasm, and the kissing that followed it, calmed enough, Amy induced me to roll on top of her. The message, and the invitation that went with it, was unmistakable. When either Amy or Ellen do this, it's telling me I'm meant to go for it.
I started thrusting, gently and slowly at first, simply enjoying the play of my hardened shaft in the glorious, wet, embracing environment of Amy's vagina. I'd felt a bit short changed by my premature ejaculation. The orgasm itself had been sort of OK, but not fantastic. But I'd completely missed the pleasuring of my shaft in Amy's body that would normally precede it.
Now I could take my time making up for that; my enjoyment made all the greater by my knowledge that Amy can actually get it off with sex in this position; one of those rare women able to be triggered by vaginal stimulation of itself.
I wasn't in a hurry. Amy's grip on me was firm, but not firm enough to rush me to an orgasm. I slid my erection in and out from a full penetration to a half withdrawal, at the same time, using that movement to slide by body lightly over Amy's; brushing my chest across her projecting nipples.
I was pleased that I was causing Amy to start moaning again. It meant I was pleasuring her even as I pleasured myself; and, I admit, there's something really enjoyable about pleasuring Amy even if she can be embarrassingly loud about it.
Instead of just banging away at her, I also started nuzzling her neck and caressing her cheek against mine. That, my shaft in her body, my chest brushing against her nipples and my thighs tightly woven against hers left me so deeply immersed with her that, without thinking about it, I suddenly found myself French kissing her.
By the time it really registered what I was doing, it was sort of too late. We were bound together in a lovers embrace too intense for me to pull my head away in some sort of shocked reaction. Quite the opposite, I slid a hand around her neck and an arm around the small of her back, binding her even closer to me. My thrusting slowed, even stopped occasionally as my inner feelings went way beyond mere erotic pleasure; my manhood simply throbbing inside her as we passionately engaged with each other.
Our tongues wrestled each other as we half rolled from side to side.
I couldn't hide it any longer. I felt this incredibly deep love for Amy that completely transcended all else. The past was just that, the past. And whatever feeling I felt for Jane and would continue to feel, the present couldn't be denied. My penetration of her became in that moment an act of true love.



I started thrusting again, but it had a different feeling. It was no longer one of mere self-pleasuring. It was...well, it was something I'm having trouble finding a word for. It was a more mutual thing; an act of loving; of merging our bodies together. Given the biological purpose of sex, you might even describe it as joining, indeed, merging our yin and yang together to create new life -- even if that wasn't on the agenda.
Amy was moaning into my mouth; her body quivering against mine. I could feel the excitement building inside her. Her whole body, even somehow her vagina, was communicating to me how aroused she was. Personally, I was still on cruise as far as any movement to a climax was concerned. Absolutely loving making love to her, but far from being on a short fuse.
Our deep oral engagement at least was suppressing Amy's tendency to scream, but even there I could feel against my tongue a tenseness as she groaned and moaned against it that suggesting something much louder was trying to break out.
With each, slow, deeply penetrating thrust I made that sense that Amy was about to explode became more certain. I felt it, not just from reading her sounds and bodily reactions; it was like her body was communicating directly with mine, passing the signals across.
I knew before I executed it, that the next thrust would cross the line. It did. Amy threw her head back and let out an almighty cry as she threw her hips up forcefully enough to take me with them and her contractions pummelled my manhood like never before. She rocked her hips from side to side a couple of time before my weight drove them back onto the bed, her hands on my bum telling me to pound her.
I did, thrusting away rapidly at her, seemingly intensifying and prolonging her orgasm as her now freed mouth loudly vocalised her inner feeling.
It was like I felt everything that Amy felt; not in the erection I had deeply penetrated in her, but in my brain. It excited me to. My status move from cruise mode to building mode as my erection felt harder, longer and more stretched than before.
I lifted myself on outstretched arms and continued to pound her as I stared down at her erotic breasts. Now I was grunting loudly; every thrust producing a slightly louder, more intense grunt. My balls, my whole shaft, was brewing up; building for an impending release.
It came as I cried out...
"OH FAAAARRRRRRRRKK...AAAHH...AAAHHHH..."
Every pulse brought forward another grunt as I followed my body's demands and kept thrusting hard and fast until the signal changed to lie on her and hump her. I don't know where these signals come from, but if I follow them I get a much better and longer orgasm, and Amy soaks it up like a sponge, sometimes getting another orgasm for herself.
But the last movement left my head alongside hers and as soon as I got enough composure, my own oxytocin rush had me burying my tongue in her mouth as little mini thrusts gave me body shuddering mini after climaxes. Amy responded to all this with enthusiasm, but as, after a while, she felt my erection soften, she suggested...
"Maybe we should go back to cleaning?"
I pulled my head away and grinned at her...
"You're such a romantic, aren't you?"
"Maybe more than you know. Look how randy one session of cleaning got you."
There was no arguing with that -- not that I ever intended to. I withdrew my soft cock and knelt up on the bed...
"Are my speedos in the bathroom?"
"Nope, out on the lifeline drying. It's OK, you can reach them without revealing too much of yourself. They might even be dry by now."
Oh great. But fortunately I could more or less reach them while keeping my lower torso below the line of the cockpit. And Amy was right. In the hot sun and with a fair breeze, they were mostly dry, if a bit stiff. Unlike my cock which, for the moment wasn't.
Why do most chores on yacht seem to involve crawling around or kneeling?
The next task Amy had for us was looking under the floorboards to check the bilges. It took a bit of effort, and quite a bit of bodily contact as the two of us worked at it, to get each of the floor board up and while they were mostly dry, there was some dirt and other crap under them which Amy was concerned might block a bilge pump one day, so they had to be cleaned.
Amy was back in her bikini and I was constantly working right alongside her; sometimes in quite close contact, sometimes with a very nice view of whatever angle I was looking from. I thought, after dumping two loads in the last hour, I might have been a bit more immune to her charms. But no. I could feel a swelling in my balls and cock that just wouldn't go away. It wasn't -- at first anyway - anything like even a half erection, just this constant reminder of her sexuality.
Amy knew what she wanted done, so I just did as I was told. But she constantly seemed to give me tasks that had me working in close proximity to her; sometimes in contact, sometimes when we were on our knees, looking right up her bum.
She was an inveterate flirt and it was pretty clear, that is still what she was doing. Personally I found it quite delightful. It actually made cleaning a lot of fun, but pretty soon the erection was back in my speedos. Initially I wasn't feeling as randy as I had been before, just aroused. When I was kneeling down I felt just like an excited dog, my aroused cock, even in the swimwear, hanging down at a slight angle to my torso.
After cleaning the bilges, we worked on the settee berths, table and other furniture in the main cabin, mostly looking to clean up any mould that had arisen while the boat had been sitting in the damp environment, largely ignored. Then we were back down on our hands and knees on the floor again, cleaning it; this time where dirt collects as a fillet in the join between the floor and the cabin sides and, if it gets damp, can lead to dry rot.
In accordance with her plan, Amy was doing the starboard side, me the port. It was a tedious little job, although not difficult. But the companionway was so narrow, we were in single file, me with my nose all but up her butt; her bulging mons right in my face, covered only by her seductively teasing mini bikini pants.
We were half way along when I came to the realisation the dynamics had changed. It was no longer a case of 'just being aroused'. My cock was hard, as in really, over the top, hard. It seemed like it was stretching out my speedos like never before as if it had somehow found extra length and width, with the skin stretched so much it felt like it would rip itself apart. And it was pumping out pre-cum so much it had oozed through my swimmers and was dripping on the floor.
And it was randy as all hell.
I'm not used to this. In my former life, sex three times a week would be more than enough and I don't ever recall being so randy that I felt I really must engage in sex NOW.
Another look at Amy's butt right in front of me strongly suggested why that might be. It was clear she was aroused too. Her outer labia were again sitting outside the gusset of her bikini pants and a large fresh damp stain was permeating through the gusset where her vaginal opening would be. Plus always there was that ever seductive sight of her mons bulge squeezed between her thighs.
But it had to be more than even that. The feeling was so powerful it was like she was pumping out seductive pheromones from her aroused self; right into my face.
I felt the confidence to really test the girls instruction to seek sex when I wanted it; largely heped by Amy's obvious arousal.
I mounted her, doggy style, making sure my erection went down through her crease, instead of over her back as I moved on top of her. Amy stopped her cleaning...
"Are you after something?"
"God yes."
"That bad is it?"
"More than you could know."
"I'll take that as a compliment. Fancy doggy style?"
"It's not my favourite position, but if you do..."
She looked at me with a light mocking face...
"You think you're the only one who gets aroused when we're working together, all but naked, side by side?"
"You know me, I'm always happy to please."
"And you usually do."
Dropping her head, she reached between her legs, unsheathed my erection, pulled aside the gusset of her bikini bottom and the next thing I know I'm fully penetrated in her very receptive vagina. I involuntarily let out a very loud sigh of what you might call an initial degree of relief as Amy's body embraced one very stiff and stretched penis.
But my need was greater than that. Almost immediately I found myself thrusting; somewhat to my shame, satisfying a desire I couldn't fully control. At least it was at that point gentle; gentle enough Amy could re-angle her body to brace and support herself with her head and left shoulder on the settee that ran alongside us.
Once she was fully braced though, I cupped her breasts with my hands, knelt upright and, I have to admit, unleashed my desire to really go for it. I don't think I've ever in my life surrendered to what was an overwhelming need to engage in such -- using the least judgmental word I can find -- vigorous sex.
I was still attuned to Amy; stimulating her nipples and listening to her vocalisations to make sure they didn't convey any pain or discomfort. But really I was under the spell of a sexual frenzy. I could feel her body pushed about as my shaft went to full penetration, my pubis crashing into her butt and driving her forward; repeatedly and in quick succession. Each time, it was accompanied by a loud grunt from me.
For once, whether Amy came or not was not at the forefront of my concerns. The girls talk about going the animal on them. Well, this time I was in full animal mode, whether Amy wanted it or not. I just hoped she did.
It was...intense. Not just the pleasure, but the need to keep fucking Amy like I was. I was absolutely driven by something. Lust? Maybe. Desire? Certainly, but what sort of desire I wasn't sure.
I'm not normally blasphemous, but I found myself grunting...
"Oh god...oh god...aahh....aahh...oh god..."
The back of my mind was registering Amy was getting pretty excited too; demonstrating it with that loud, scream like vocalisation she does when she gets really aroused. That and the puffed up areola and large, hardened nipples I could feel between my fingers.
Amy went first. An incredibly loud cry accompanied by her squirting all over the newly cleaned floor; a cry that continued as I kept pumping away at her, almost rag dolling her body with my thrusts.
She tightened her grip on me and suddenly my erection was going ballistic. Heating up like a rocket getting ready to launch. That first rush of cum up my shaft was intense -- really intense. I cried out loud...
"AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH..."
Bending over Amy's back, I continued to cry out -- although with diminishing volume -- as pulse after pulse of my climax wracked my body until I was reduced to a limp wreck draped over her, an unrelentingly hard erection still fully buried in her beautiful body.
After a brief pause, it was Amy made the first move. Effectively crawling out from under me, she stood over me and lifted me to a semi standing position before leading me back to the master cabin and putting me on the bunk; pulling my swimmers off again.
She stripped herself and lay on top of me; repenetrating herself with an erection which, even if it had shot its load -- remained stubbornly full and hard. She kissed me; deeply and passionately, her hands all over my body as she gave vent to the oxytocin passion which followed her strongest orgasms. This time, she was joined by a release of my own hormonal response as two inflamed bodies caressed and stroked each other while rolling around on the bed kissing, my deeply penetrated erection binding them together as one.
As Amy seemed to eventually sate her passion, she separated our lips long enough to ask...
"You've never gone the animal on me as fulsomely as that before. What brought it on?"
"Working alongside you. Brushing against you all the time. Seeing you in that cum catcher bikini. Just looking up your butt as we cleaned the floor. I'm sorry if I overdid it. It was just such an irresistible urge. I hope I didn't hurt you. Did you mind?"
"Did I mind? You made me squirt. I almost never squirt. It has to be pretty intense and targeted to do that. Your erection is still hard as. What's going on?"
"I don't know. Really good orgasms can make it last longer. Maybe it's that."
I paused before raising a topic that always bothered me...
"Amy, I'm not used to women who want so much sex. I don't really know how to react. It's not that I mind. It's just that I don't know where the boundaries are. What makes you so responsive to sex?"
Amy paused...
"You know my background and what Frank did to me..."
I knew much of it only from sitting supportively in court as Amy gave the evidence that put him in jail for a long time. Before that there had only been hints of it; Amy not being one to wallow in her unhappy past. Ten years of physical and mental abuse in her native England, and then he tracked her down to Australia and tried to murder her. Hearing all the evidence of her past and then sitting in court watching the video she surreptitiously managed to make on her phone of his prolonged build-up to his expressed intention to rape and kill her as he slowly, progressively and in a way intended to torture her, cut off her clothes and physically groped and abused her, was horrifying. Seeing her then take a distracted moment by him to turn the tide and all but physically destroy his body enough he was a limp, broken man who the police and ambulance took away was as uplifting as watching the cavalry charge to the rescue; in this case she being her own cavalry to her own rescue.
"Well, coming from that, Ned not only taught me how responsive my body was to sex, but what it was like to have a man that really loved you and looked after you. Put those two things together and you have a girl who likes sex. I'm lucky that I don't feel any of the discomfort or pain other girls seem to have, so there's no negatives. And it gives me this wonderful afterglow nearly every time.
When Liddy first joined us, she suggested my needs were a bit like the effervesce of a shaken coke bottle when you take the lid off. Sort of a built up frustration that would peter out soon enough. But that's not how it worked. I just seem, in the right circumstances, to have a higher libido.
You are your father's son and a lot like him. I feel loved and looked after in your presence too and I can tell you from the time Ned encouraged me to try and go out and find a guy closer to my own age that other men don't have the same effect on me."
Hell, she left me thinking. Amy has done more to help more people -- including me -- than any other person I know. She's the most loving, thoughtful person, I've ever met. It left me wondering how I managed to score brownie points for making her feel looked after.
"You seemed to soften and then go hard again. Have you got another boner?"
"Yes, I think you've had that effect on me."
"Does it bother you Ellen and I want so much sex?"
"No. What bothered me was I felt so randy from your presence a short while ago that I imposed sex on you. And some pretty heavy duty sex at that."
"I didn't think it was imposed. Wouldn't you have stopped if I told you to? Didn't we tell you to ask for sex when you wanted it? Don't we dress in a way almost intended to make you want sex?"
"But I didn't ask. I imposed."
"Not in my eyes you didn't. I accepted you and helped you penetrate me. We're not in some political correct relationship where every step needs to have vocal permission. I enjoyed feeling how needy and lustful you were. It really turned me on and made me feel appreciated as a woman. As long as you stop if and when we ever ask you, that's really all that matters. Anyhow, it looks like you're going to fuck me again."
"Well, that's up to you. It's beautiful being inside you, but the fact I'm inside you while sharing my deepest thoughts with you is somehow even more special than any sex."
Amy rested her head back down next to mine, face down into the sheet. She loitered there for a few minutes as I stroked her back; a slight screwing of her hips and, as a result, of my shaft inside her body, telling me my prolonged penetration of her without much movement had brought on a mucus bonding of my erection into her vagina. She'd been pushing herself down hard, deepening the penetration, but more significantly from my point of view, holding the base of my shaft firmly against the hard pelvic floor muscle at her vaginal opening. There was just something about firm contact at that point that enhanced my awareness of my penetration of her and even seemed to harden my erection.
But just as beautiful was the intertwining of our bodies; my legs wrapped around her sensuous thighs, our arms wrapped around each other. So many pointed of glorious contact with her sexualised body.
She rolled us over, putting me on top...
"Make love to me."
She had certainly primed my erection for it. But there was of course much more to that request than simply hammering her.
I caressed her cheek with mine as I made the first movements of my erection; a slow, gentle screwing of a shaft that was still hard up against her pelvic floor muscle. It revealed to me just how delightfully well bound into her vagina by her mucus, my shaft was. I could feel the mucus torn away by my movements as if it had simply been holding my shaft there until I was ready to use it.
I was pleased that it elicited a moan of pleasure from Amy as I had tried to stimulate both her clit, and, by brushing across them with my chest, her nipples, with the movement. But then, since Amy can be stimulated vaginally alone, how was I to know what was working? I simply knew it was.
I kept screwing it around like that for a while, really enjoying that feeling of deep, full, penetration that it gave me, as I used my whole body to stimulate Amy's sensitive areas, while biting her neck and caressing her face.
Slowly, I started thrusting. Just a little bit at first; a slight withdrawal, followed by returning my shaft to that delightful sense of full penetration for a bit more screwing around.
Amy was getting quite excited; her vocalisations becoming louder in a way only Amy can do.
Feeling bold, I arched my body around, to let me suck her left nipple, jerking my shaft in and out as I did it. Amy's nipples were already hard and elevated as I came to them; her areola puffed up, projecting them even higher. I slid the full height if it into my mouth, pushing the top of her nipple against the roof of my mouth as I stimulated it with my tongue and sucked at the puffy areola with my lips.
Amy went ballistic; screaming moans soon signalling an explosive climax. She grabbed the back of my head, forcing my face more deeply into her breast; almost suffocatingly so, as her contractions could be felt pummelling my shaft.
As Amy took some of the pressure off my head, I brought it up next to hers; almost immediately finding her aligning our faces with her hands and her burying her tongue in my mouth. We tongue wrestled as I upped the pace of my thrusts, now making them longer and faster; still dragging my chest across her projecting nipples.
Amy seemed in a constant state of orgasm; moaning into my mouth and squirming about under me, even as she kept kissing me.
My shaft seemed harder, bigger and seemingly stretched to the point of tearing itself apart; seduced to its maximum performance and absolutely wallowing in the pleasure that Amy's vagina was giving it as I kept thrusting. Tendrils of pleasure were flashing along its length, telling me my own climax was imminent.



I froze at the moment the first rush of cum shot up my shaft with a brain bursting pleasure, then thrust like crazy as that seemed to prolong my climax; Amy under me responding with what seemed like another orgasm of her own.
My own release seemed to go on forever; mind blowing pulses eventually subsiding to little mini after-climaxes that made my own body shiver; all signalled by unsuppressable grunts and groans.
As it became clear that it was all over, Amy stroked her hand through my hair...
"You seemed to enjoy that."
"I did. But I enjoyed seeing you respond even more."
I rolled us over to put Amy back on top where I could really enjoy the sensation of her beautiful, feminine body spreadeagled over me. We lay there is a stilled silence until my erection eventually started to subside; prompting Amy to announce...
"Well I suppose I'd better go and clean up the squirting mess I made and we'd better think about heading for home."
After Amy cleaned up the squirting, she decided we'd done enough for the day. We dressed back in our boat uniform shorts and pants and strolled out of the marina precinct, stopping so Amy could than Julie for all the extra effort she'd put into looking after the boat.
It was another pantie displaying hug feast with Julie, she almost crying as she explained how she felt Ned's yacht deserved to be looked after even as she understood why, for a while, it would be on its own.
It did make me ask Amy as we got in the car...
"Does Julie always dress like that?"
Amy looked at me with a grin...
"You noticed. Don't judge her. She runs this marina like a finely tuned clock. But she knows her clientele is mainly middle aged men and she has them twisted around her little finger with a combination of fantastic, friendly service and a small modicum of feminine flirtish charm and a bit of down blouse tease.
She doesn't normally do hugging, so the nipple and pantie exposure you saw is pretty unusual, although the panties she wears are always what you guys might call perve worthy.
But she's a good friend of mine and she always had a soft spot for Ned and flirted with him outrageously, if in good spirits. Those tears were real. I suspect she'll take a liking to you too."
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One of the biggest music festivals in Australia had, for years, been conducted within a reasonably short distance from the beachside town in which I live.
It seemed like everyone my age went to it, year after year. Except me. Why, when there been a degree of peer group pressure to go, hadn't I'd gone? I like music; that wasn't the issue. But I wasn't really one to sit on the ground for two days, high on some substance and just nodding my head to the ear burstingly loud music beat. To me music was something that made you get up and dance; preferably with a partner, or was just a nice, not too loud background to a pleasant conversation.
Without really checking on what my friends were doing, I thought I should unshackle myself from my inhibitions and give it a go; only after paying the exorbitant price, discovering that, after the complete washout out the previous two years, they we giving it a miss. Oh, well. I was by nature a bit of a loner. I could deal with that.
With my camper van, I got there early enough to get a decent spot; conveniently close to the food and entertainment; as long as you're willing to put up with the music well into the night.
Clothing wise, I'd decided to go a bit hippy; making good use of a couple of pairs of very fine white linen/cotton pants. I'd actually bought them - at a local hippy shop - to act as cool sun protectors while mowing my acreage on my ride on mower after finding my balls were getting cooked if I did it in jeans; but the issue for the festival was the same one. It was forecast to be hot and very sunny.
That was matched with a pair of something between a long sleeve shirt and a vest, made of the same ultra-fine material, tie dyed in some interesting but very faded colours. It was shirt like in that it had long sleeves; vest like in that it had no collar and had a plunging V line at the front with just a couple of buttons offering the option of closing it.
I just figured, if you're going to go to something like this, you might as well play the role; it's not that I expected everyone else to be dressed the same. Indeed with all the people likely to be coming up from Sydney, I knew I'd probably stand out like a sore toe. But what the heck! It would provide cover for my intention to actually dance to the music; even if I did have to act like some stoned out hippy.
I wasn't really all that knowledgeable about the bands that were playing. I simply let myself be drawn towards a stage where the band seemed to be playing music with the sort of rhythm I preferred; a nice beat and not too loud.
Sussing out the crowd, I positioned myself on the edge of a group of -- mainly women -- who were on their feet, some just swaying, some actually dancing, and with everything in between, to the music. I figured I should get the vibe of the group before I got up and made a fool of myself. Oh, I was going to make a fool of myself anyway. I was not going to be a sitting head nodder. It was just a matter of doing it in a way that minimised the differences.
It was an interesting group. To a certain extent, you could pick the locals; or some of them anyway. The city chicks were fairly distinguishable by their rather boring clothing; denim shorts and t shirts, or something similar for the most part, and not very flattering at that. Tight, ripped jeans were about as sexy as they went.
Some of the ones I judged to be locals were dressed more consistently with the local vibe; lace or crochet dresses or skirts or fine cotton or linen clothing that moved rather delightfully, and sometimes, teasingly, with their dancing. Or maybe I was just being prejudicial and dividing them unreasonably.
There was one girl who caught my eye. With long blonde, sun bleached locks and dressed in a white linen skirt and a loose flowing crop top of equally fine material, she had a delightfully seductive way of dancing, not unlike my own preferred style and included a few spins that lifted her skirt teasingly up. Plus unlike most of the others, she didn't seem to be part of a group who kept looking at each other for reinforcement. The fact she was tall and slender with a pretty face only added to my pleasure in watching her.
But that was all very well. I was well aware that if I simply tried joining the group acting like some alpha male expecting them all to bow down to my presence, I wouldn't be doing myself any favours. I stood up and joined them, positioning myself a little behind the girl in linen, but not in a way that imposed upon her. I decided my best approach was simply to let myself go, enjoy the dancing as I wanted to do it and, if someone wanted to dance with me, so much the better.
Ignoring the possibility of any interaction, I zoned out to the music; enjoying the visual sight of the women around me but completely suppressing any expectation of interaction with others.
I appreciated it when some of the women exchanged smiles with me. That was better than being completely ignored; even if the smile might have been more one of amusement at the daggy male. I appreciated it even more when, in the process of a spin, the girl in linen flashed a gorgeous smile at me.
I noticed that her spins became a little more frequent and the smiles; bigger and more prolonged. That was nice. Indeed, I started to get the impression she was flirting with me. When facing the stage, so away from me, her dancing started to show a pronounced sway of her rather cute bottom in a way that wasn't there before. And periodically she would turn towards me and match my dancing as if we were partnering at a distance; while her face lit up with the most entrancing smile.
I suppose I should have responded more positively and taken a lead in the next move. But I decided to let her set the agenda, least I was misreading the situation.
Then, on a spin, she extended a hand to me. I accepted it and gently -- because I wasn't sure she'd recognise the signal - led her into a turn. She spun around my hand like an expert and as she came back, brought her body against mine, placed an arm around my waist and looked up at me...
"That's a rare treat. A man who can dance."
"Thank you. But you're a very good dancer yourself."
"Where did you learn?"
"At a local dance school, so I could go to the rock and roll night at a local RSL club."
As we danced, if not completely arm in arm, at least hand to hips, using our all too familiar rock and roll dance steps, I discovered she too was a local and had gone to the same dance school -- at a different time -- but, not being aware of the dance opportunities at the RSL had found it rather frustrating to find dancing venues.
When the music became a slower beat, she relaxed her body against me; partly swaying, partly stepping to the music. It was a delightful moment. I could feel her left breast pushed against my chest, a wonderful womanly aroma wafting through my senses. As I looked down at her head as she rested it against me, the low neckline of her loose fitting crop top gave me a down blouse view of the whole of her right breast; a beautiful, perky cone of a breast, much larger than I had guessed they might be and with the most erotic nipple hardened and extended from its tip. It certainly occurred to me her nipple's reaction, in the heat of the day, may well indicate I was having some effect on her.
It also made me aware that maybe going commando, in the interest of comfort, under the loose lightweight pants I was wearing might not have been a good idea. There was nothing to constrain the partial erection her contact with me had generated. A half mongrel, it pointed nearly straight out, only a slight angling of my hips stopping it from pushing into her lower stomach. But that meant an observant person near us could hardly fail to notice it.
As the morning went on, our confidence in dancing with each other grew. Any inhibitions about making fools of ourselves by putting on a display of uninhibited proper dancing to the music dissolved as if there was no-one else there. When the music was fast, I threw her out into spins and turns before bringing her back against me for some more controlled steps; the sheer energy of it all giving my erection time to recede.
But the next time the music slowed, she brought herself more firmly against me, intimately entwined against my body, her leg between mine and my crotch unavoidably pushed against her; occasionally rubbing on her upper thigh, and with her breasts brushing across my chest, as we stepped to the music.
This was not a novel position to me. Much of my dancing at the RSL had seen me just as intimately close to any number of female partners; girlfriends, just friends or complete strangers picked up on the dance floor. Except for when I was dancing with a girlfriend I was very likely to be screwing that night and who was very likely teasing me up, I couldn't really remember a time I'd had trouble with an erection caused by it.
Why was she different? It was hard to say -- but it was certainly hard. She had the most beautiful, seductive face and, as I mentioned, a lovely slim figure. But there was just something soft and feminine about her -- physically and in her manner - in the most alluring way; all topped off by that wonderful waft of whatever perfume she was wearing.
As she reactivated the partial erection again, I tried to pull my hip back so she couldn't feel it. But the hand she had around the small of my back soon pulled me back against her. As the tip of my firm half mongrel pushed deeply into her lower stomach, she looked up at me cheekily, with a big, reassuring grin...
"You seem to be pleased to be dancing with me."
"I'm sorry. You're a very beautiful woman and as much as I'd like to control it, I can't. I was trying not to have it contact you, but you sort of pulled me into you."
"You don't have to pull back. It's nice I'm having that effect on you. I'm flattered. Don't worry about it and let's just enjoy the dancing."
She hesitated for a moment, before adding with an even bigger grin...
"Anyway, you should feel what my nipples are like."
Well, that did it. The partial erection became a full one faster than a bullet out of a gun. At least it meant it was no longer projecting sharply into her stomach and it was instead a thick hard rod around which I could feel the flesh of her stomach curve.
But the truth was I could feel her nipples. From the outset, I hadn't buttoned up the front of my shirt vest; not to show off my chest, although it was nothing to be shy about, but rather to keep cooler while I danced in the sun. As her nipples moved across my chest, covered by the flimsiest of materials, the hard buttons had made their presence well known. But having her acknowledge it made all the difference.
We danced for a while before she suggested we get some refreshments. She slid her hand into mine as we walked towards the food tents, leaving me walking along with a very obvious projection in my pants as my arousal went up and down the scale; made much worse when gusts of wind came through the site, blowing the linen firmly against my front. The trouble was, even just the simple fact of having her seeking to hold my hand as we walked left me in an almost school boyish thrall of her.
I happily offered to pay for both our food and she demurely accepted.
Sitting ourselves opposite each other at a bench seat table, we sat and chatted for well over an hour without even noticing how much time had passed.
It was early afternoon before we decided we should find an appropriate band and go and do more dancing. Their beat was, for the most part, much faster than the earlier one, and the dancing was high energy and intense; but more fun than I'd had in a long time. We had to stop to catch our breath occasionally; a break usually suggested by her -- although I needed it too -- which resulted in her cuddling up against me as we simply swayed with the music and my erection grew against her body again.
When the band changed as the beat was a bit slower with interludes of even slower music, she danced cheekily firmly pressed against me during the slowest ones; there being no doubt her nipples were intentionally brushed across my chest while my erection was moved and ground against her stomach.
Clouds had been moving in from the South East, but with the sun now well to the west, it was still hot and sunny when the rain started falling; lightly at first and then more heavily. The band continued to play and we continued to dance even as the crowds somewhat thinned.
Even when the deluge opened and water cascaded from the skies like over a water fall, we were too entranced in our enjoyment of each other to stop. But it was here that the limits of our light linen and cotton clothing showed through; in the most literal way. Her clothing clung to her skin and went completely transparent, fully revealing her body to me and especially a pair of the most beautiful breasts I'd ever seen; the nipples fully extended on high beam. Equally visible now was a gorgeous, shapely bottom as she spun through turns, clearly putting on a display for me.
At first I thought she was commando under her skirt too; something I felt sorry I missed as it rose with her spins; but then I noticed there was a small, very narrow pair of white panties barely covering her mons.
Of course, I was no less revealed, not least I the form of an erection closely draped in transparent linen and standing proud from my body. But I'd simply ceased to care. If she didn't care about the display, neither did I and the rest of the world could go jump; at least such as were still around us after the storm really broke. And far from caring about, it struck me she was more interested in seeing it and dancing against it than mortified by its exposure.
When light hail started to fall to, it was clear it was time to seek shelter. My van was way closer than her tent, so she agreed we should retreat to it; she making a game of playfully frolicking through the rain even as we ran towards it.
As we stepped into the sliding side door and I closed it behind us, I handed her my only towel before stripping off my shirt and squeezing the worst of the water out of it over the small sink.
Then I stepped back and watched with some pleasure as Kylie -- as was her name -- stripped off both her top and skirt to do the same over the sink before drying herself, revealing that her panties were nothing more than a rather sexy, narrow strip of about 50 millimetre wide (2 inch) fine silken white material, held up with a narrow, silken elastic.
As much as Kylie had aroused me before that moment, my thoughts hadn't really been about sex. She was fun and sexy to dance with, but in a way, the dancing had been well to the forefront of my minds agenda. What might or might not come later had barely been considered.
But now, as my erection extended to its full length in her all but naked presence in the confines of my van, I was almost overcome by sexual desire.
As she passed me the towel, she asked...
"Why are your pants still on? They're dripping all over the van."
"I don't have any undies on."
With a dismissive and smiling 'fuff', she reached down and pulled at them in the manner of doing a surprise pantsing of somebody, but was only partly successful when the waistband hooked up on my erection. That wasn't going to put her off. She simply lifted my erection out of the entrapment and dropped my pants to the floor; standing back and watching as I dried myself and stepped out of the pants to squeeze them over the sink too.
Tied of being bent half over by the cabin roof, I sat on the edge of the bunk, looking up at Kylie's all but naked body as I asked...
"Do you want a cup of tea?"
As she came and sat across my lap, putting an arm around my neck and shoulders, she replied...
"No, I'm good."
Instinctively, I put one arm around the small of her back and the palm of the other on her mid-thigh. And since she was nearly as tall as me, it left me looking straight at those largish, perky and seductively formed breasts of hers, with their projecting nipples; something that made my erection surge against her hip.
She bent down and kissed me; a prolonged French kiss involving no small amount of tongue wrestling, mainly in my mouth.
I slid my hand slowly up her thigh, giving her plenty of time to call out any objection, but there was none. Nor was there any when I felt out her clit through the fine, silky material of her panties. She moaned into my mouth as I gently rubbed her firm bud.
Emboldened, I pulled my hand back and put it down the front of her panties to get flesh on flesh contact. She responded by lifting her butt momentarily to let herself pull her panties down to her knees, where they were able to drop to the floor. Then spread her legs wide apart.
Her clit was already damp and slippery. While some of the dampness may have been due to the rain, the slipperiness was clearly from her pumping out juices and it meant I could finger her clit without worrying about dryness and in the most delightful way.
As her moans increased, it was like her tongue hung limp in my mouth; her breathing almost heavy enough to have given me CPR had I needed it.
When I slid two fingers down to penetrate her vagina and rake the front wall of it, while still stimulating her clit with my thumb, she threw her head back and moaned even louder. But that freed my head to bend down and suck and play my tongue against her nipple. She responded with a sharp intake of breath and even heavier breathing; indicating it was adding to her pleasure.
I could feel her thighs start to quiver and then her vulva and vagina itself started to shake; encouraging me to put more pressure on the front wall of her vagina as I fingered it while sucking her nipple all the more furiously.
I could readily sense the orgasm building inside her. She had a free hand and could easily have controlled any of my actions with the merest brush of her palm. Instead she brought her palm to the side of my head as if she was hanging on for grim death while a powerful force collected deep in her body.
Her thighs tightened momentarily against my hand and her hips lifted as her moans turned to a cry. She squirmed under my hand without in any way trying to escape it as I continued to stimulate her through her orgasm; it seemingly intensifying.
Suddenly she broke away, pushed me flat on the bunk and mounted me, rapidly, almost desperately, penetrating me into her. I could feel her contractions pummelling my hard shaft as I brought my legs up onto the bunk and pushed myself as hard as I could into her, grinding my pubis against her vulva.
She seemed to be in an oxytocin driven frenzy as she was all over me; kissing, caressing and generally pashing me as she ground herself down onto the base of my cock. Wanting her to get the best out of her orgasm, I held her tightly and responded as best I could to her needs. But I avoided as best as I could too much stimulation of my own manhood.
It might have been excited, but it hadn't been all that stimulated so far, and I didn't want it going off in a half-hearted way. I wanted her to finish her own orgasm and then get my own chance to give myself a good ending.
Even as her orgasm seemed to finish, there was still a lot of residual passion in her. The intensity of her pashing of me might have subdued, but the desire was still there. She continued to nuzzle my neck and brush her cheeks against mine, humming delightedly, as she kept our bodies in a tight wrap and my penetration of her at a pubis grinding depth. Finally she gained enough control to comment...
"Oh wow. That was fantastic. Thank you."
As if she suddenly realised we weren't finished yet, she raised herself on partly outstretched arms, leaving her breasts dangling delightfully in front of my eyes. Then gripping me more tightly, she started riding me in a reverse missionary position, letting me enjoy the privilege of sucking one breast and playing with the other as she did so.



She clearly knew what she was doing. There was something in the length, pace and angle of her stroke that made my cock feel wonderful; really wonderful; maybe more wonderful than any previous experience of the reverse missionary position (and there'd been many to compare it with).
The sense of that building pleasure just kept getting nicer and nicer.
But my own rising excitement was pushed along by Kylie's. She was moaning again; perhaps rubbing her clit on my pubis, maybe helped by my nipple play. It didn't matter. Her excitement was transferred to me; my main fear being I'd go early and leave her half way through.
Fortunately she came before me; groaning, but immediately tightening her grip on my erection and increasing the pace of her thrusting of it into her body.
I sunk my head into the bunk cushion and did my own groaning as I emptied my balls into her with pulse after mind blowing pulse of ejaculateive pleasure.
Kylie threw herself down on me and once again smothered me with what seemed to be oxytocin driven passion; kissing me, caressing me and almost smothering me as she squirmed about on top of me, her hands all over me as she continued to jerk my shaft inside her, prolonging and intensifying my own orgasm.
As her passion burned itself out, she was left draped limply over me, my still hard shaft buried inside her and her head face down into the bunk alongside my head. I gently rolled her to the side, letting my erection slip out of her as I did so.
She seemed to be in a sort of petite mort; half conscious, half asleep. It wasn't entirely surprising. The dancing had been intense and exhausting and the sex itself pretty full on. She groggily put an arm over my waist and seemed to surrender herself to slumber. It wasn't an unpleasant situation to find myself in. Her breasts were pushed lightly against my chest, my half mongrel residual erection poked into her lower stomach and her beautiful face was directly in my line of vision.
I put my own upper arm over her waist and decided I'd wait out her rest. Unexpectedly, I soon fell asleep too.
I didn't have a watch on, so I wasn't sure what the time was or how long I was asleep when I woke up again. I quickly became aware that my erection had hardened and the tip was now pushing rather aggressively into her stomach. I pulled my hips back momentarily to let it rise to the vertical then returned them to the more intimate contact I'd started with; the full length of the shaft now lightly pressed against her.
Our bodies were now somewhat more intertwined than when I'd drifted off to sleep; her upper leg over my thigh and our bodies a little closer together. And the storm had passed.
Not inclined to disturb her, or to remove myself from the intimate embrace, I once again waited; enjoying staring into her reposed face and occasionally casting my eyes down to the erotic breasts pushed against my chest.
I didn't have long to wait. She seemed to progressively regain her wakefulness; blinking eyes suggesting she took a moment to realise where she was, she then pressed her lips against me and cuddled in more closely, humming as she reached down and bent my shaft to penetrate herself; as if some law of nature had been broken by not having it there all along.
We lay like that silently for a little while; my manhood binding us closely together, before she pulled her head back to look me in the eyes and asked...
"Have you ever done horizontal folk dancing to the beat of music; I mean, really to the beat, not just as background?"
"Not really. What sort of music are we talking about?"
"What about 'staying alive'"?
I was well familiar with that song. It was what we were taught to time CPR too; a way of making sure the compressions are preformed fast enough. Sex wise, it would be a challenge. But if it was the basis on which she was asking me to fuck her again, I was hardly going to say no...
"Sounds interesting."
Kylie disengaged from me, rose from the bunk and grabbed her phone. Lying back alongside me she made a point of first repenetrating me, then pulled her head back enough to let her play with the phone.
Rolling me on top of her with the phone still in her hand, she asked...
"Are you ready?"
I lifted myself up a bit to support myself better on my knees and elbows. If I was meant to dance to the music, there was no point me lying flat on her...
"OK."
I'd had a moment to think about what I would do. Of course, the main thing was to get in sync with her. But until I worked that out, I needed a game plan to follow. There was little point me just unrelentingly hammering her to the repetitive, very fast beat of the music. I thought I might do hip rolling thrusts on the verses, interposed with rapid hard jerking thrusts on the 'ah...ah' sections; sort of the way I might dance the song.
As the introductory music started up, I did just that; sort of screwing my hip around, thrusting first slightly from one side, then from the other, before rocking my hips at full penetration; effectively screwing my erection around inside her.
She quickly responded to my approach, lifting her own hip enough that she could get in sync with me; matching my rocks and twists for as long as I made the movements predictable.
When the singing started, she started singing the song too; using her upper body, hands and free arms to twist and turn; occasionally poking my chest with her finger as girls sometimes do when dancing with each other and generally getting right into the dancing part of the sex. With my weight supported on my elbows, I didn't have the same freedom of movement as she did, but if she was going to sing, I decided I would too; but not loud enough for my less than perfect singing voice to over play the background music.
With the first chorus of 'ah...ah...ah...' I delivered the fast hard thrusts I'd planned, Kylie looking at me wide eyed and grinning as her rendition of it changed to 'ah...ou...ou...ou', conveying the message it really felt good. Then as they went into 'staying alive...staying alive', I rocked my hips again, delivering a hard thrust on the completion of each circle.
By the end of the first verse and chorus, Kylie had worked out the pattern and was dancing in complete synchronisation with me; reading my leads like she would on a normal dance floor. Her upper body was becoming ever more animated; apart from anything else, throwing her breasts around in a very seductive manner.
By now I had one forearm under the small of her back, holding our bodies closer together and making my leads more obvious; and just because it felt really nice and intimate to be embracing her that way. But it did mean I was now supporting my upper body weight on one arm.
On the third 'ah...ah..." chorus of what is after all a pretty long song, her rendition of it as I did the hard and fast thrusts was a series of 'ah's' delivered through a succession of sharp intakes of breath; 'staying alive...staying alive' then changing to 'I'm about to cum...I'm about to cum'.
She wasn't wrong. A moment later she cried out...
"Oh god..."
That wasn't part of the song. Grabbing my bottom with both of her hands, she pulled my erection as deeply into her as was physically possible while adding...
"Keep dancing."
While her hips followed my lead, the rest of her body was writhing and squirming through what seemed to be a powerful orgasm, as her attempts to sing were muffled by moans; louder ones when I thrusted into her. Her hands dictated that my thrusts were now short and sharp, ending with the base of my erection grinding against her vagina opening and always with a cry of pleasure accompanying them.
This was having an effect on me too. My balls had been slowly boiling up. While Kylie and I were both just having fun, fucking to the music, they were distracted from getting to serious about it. But now, with Kylie in a sort of prolonged orgasm under me, my balls seemingly remembered what this exercise was really all about.
My whole shaft felt as though it was heating up; collecting and cooking a giant flood of cum ready to be squirted into Kylie. Enormously enjoying every moment of this game, I held it back for as long as I could. But that wasn't very long.
As that first pulse of cum shot up my shaft, there was no way I could keep working to the music; instead, groaning with pleasure and effort, my body demand I furiously pump her body as a way of enhancing and prolonging my own orgasm. That seemed to trigger her too; either renewing and enhancing her original orgasm or triggering a second more intense one.
Whatever it was, suddenly our two bodies we compressed into one as we almost wrestled with each other, trying to respond to our individual body's desires in their most primeval form; me humping her as she tried to grind herself into me while her arms embraced me in an almost strangling hold.
Our orgasmic wrestle went well past the finish of the song; which was completely forgotten in our erotic frenzy. Mine petered out first; leaving me feeling like every last drop of cum in my balls had been systematically searched out and delivered into Kylie, first in a series of mind blowing pulses and then in a succession of body shaking mini after climaxes.
Kylie was still grinding herself against me and trying to strangle me with her iron hold around my neck as my body fell limp on top of her. It wasn't an unpleasant experience as long as I could keep some blood supply to my head and air to my lungs regardless of her grip on me.
As her orgasm subsided, I rolled her on top of me; partly so I didn't have to keep supporting my weight over her; since she was light enough to be able to lay on top of me without causing me any discomfort.
Almost as soon as she was on top, she brought her face on top of mine and almost shouted...
"Oh my god! That was incredible! The best sex I've ever had! Where did you learn to do that?"
Flustered by her enthusiasm, the best I could come up was...
"I just made it up."
She dropped her face onto mine, and kissed me passionately; once again wrestling my tongue inside my mouth as her hands were all over me. Raising her head again, she asked...
"Can we do that on the dance floor?"
"What?"
"Make love to the music."
"In front of everyone?"
"You can come in under the front of my skirt."
I smiled at her...
"I suspect when everyone's sitting on the ground watching us and the band, and were one of the few people dancing in a sparsely occupied space, the old slip it under the skirt isn't going to work. They be able to see the front of your skirt pulled up and the front of my pants down."
"What about if we do it when it's dark, I wear a really short skirt so the front lift isn't obvious and you wear pants with a fly?"
"You really want to do this don't you?"
"Well, yea."
"What if one of us starts moaning?"
"Who's going to hear us over the band? You can barely hear someone shouting in your ear."
"OK, if we can find the right music, it's dark enough and we can get away with it, I'll give it a try."
"Great."
She ground herself down on a screwed around inside her a still very hard erection of mine...
"That is one still very hard erection. Is it asking for more?"
"No, it's telling you it had a fantastic time and it doesn't want to vacate the premises yet."
"Well, the premises isn't in any hurry to kick it out."
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There was little doubt that Ellen would recognise that the time on the yacht, supposedly cleaning it, had been a fuck feast for Amy.
And any doubts were removed when Ellen's casual conversation about how things went down there, including the interactions with Julie and the other yacht crews, finally turned to the question of how many fucks we had.
It was a difficult question to answer, if only because of the uncertain definition of a 'fuck' in the somewhat moving sexual environment. Is it measured by the number of my ejaculations, Amy's orgasms or the individual number of penetrations?
In any case, I was starting to realise that the girls had this unspoken, but seemingly effective, longer term, self-levelling of sexual encounters. An individual day was just that, but over time it was recognised some would have more active days than the other, but in the end it would level out. As for me? They just assumed I be willing when they called for it; which I have to admit, until now, seemed like a reasonable assumption.
Anyway, Ellen let it slide, recognising without saying anything, that my balls had probably already been overworked for the day. Well, to a certain extent anyway.
We have quite a sweet good night routine where, once we've settled into the bed with the girls either side of me, I share a prolonged, leg intertwined, full body contact hug; accompanied by a bit of body caressing and (until that night) a momentary kiss or two on the lips. First with one of them, then turning to the other. Since we're completely naked, it is rather a delightful way of finishing the day; even if it does leave me with an erection.
There's a sort of unwritten rule which governs whether such an intimate contact might just be the foreplay for sex. If they say 'goodnight' as we cuddle together, there's no sexual intention. If they don't say that, then it's a subtle way of saying they'd like sex; one that I can cancel by saying 'goodnight' myself. If I don't say 'goodnight' then prolonged caressing is going to turn into some sort of sex. What that will be partly depends on whether the other girl wants to join in.
On this night, Amy said goodnight and I reciprocated with a nice prolonged cuddle. The difference on this night was that we also engaged in French kissing as we did it. Until that day, French kissing was the one barrier we hadn't crossed because (from my point of view anyway, but I suspect they were the same) we felt some uncertainty about whether enough time had passed since the death of our loved ones. Yes, it might seem strange that fucking was OK, but French kissing wasn't, but there was just this feeling that the intimacy and connection of French kissing conveyed a greater commitment and connection that a mere fuck.
But as we'd made love and fucked during the afternoon, those barriers had been breached; it seemed now permentantly.
I then turned to Ellen.
Ellen also said 'goodnight' but embraced me even more intimately than usual. Holding me there, her caresses were also just that little bit more intimate too. After about a minute, she lifted her upper leg (as we lay side by side) over my hip, pulled me closer to her with a hand behind my bum, and the next thing I know, as she lowers her leg again, is my erection is warmly embraced within her body.
Kissing me on the lips and saying 'goodnight' again, she relaxed her grip on me; disengaging the -- I was going to say 'more intimate aspects of our cuddle' but what can be more intimate than penetration? Let's just say she left us facing each other, our upper arms over the hip of the other, her lower arm under my neck alongside my pillow and, with my lower arm with nowhere else to go, cupping her breast with a hard nipple extending between my fingers. Apart from that, our bodies were in close proximity, but minimal contact, except where our hips came together to sustain my penetration of her.
The message was clearly that it was in that position we should drift off to sleep.
If I was still a sexually frustrated teenager, I'm not sure how that would have worked. But Amy had left me knackered and anything but sexually frustrated. I normally sleep on my side facing one or other of them in close proximity anyway; their sweet breath intermingling with the air I'm breathing in the most delightful way. And I'm normally going to sleep aroused. So really the only difference was Ellen's capture of my manhood.
I quickly drifted off to sleep.
At some point I woke up with a 'dead forearm' where I was lying on it as I cupped Ellen's breast. Normally that would be a signal to roll over and face Amy. But, apart from a slight separation of our hips that seemed to have reduced my penetration of her to about a three quarters one, I was still entangled with Ellen. Her arm was still under my neck and our upper arms over the other. And I could feel a strong mucus binding of my shaft into her vagina.
I could have forced a rollover, but decided not to. Instead I just repositioned my lower arm to a less crushing position, one that actually more fully cupped her breasts. Then using a bit of mindfulness, I put myself back to sleep. Normally - by which I mean before my life became the sexual feast it has become -- the mindfulness consisted of focusing on my breathing and the area around my jaw where it exhales to. Now I find I can add an imaginary breast with a hardened nipple, ripe for sucking, to that thought to give me a pleasant erection to go back to sleep with. On this occasion, like many, the breast and nipple didn't have to be imaginary. They were real, not far from my jaw and, had I chosen, very suckable. Still, the purpose was to get my brain calm and get back to sleep, not start an orgy. The pleasant thought was enough.
It must have been a few hours later I woke from an deeply erotic dream, where I was making intense love to Ellen on the water's edge of a deserted beach, to find myself on the verge of ejaculating into her. Fortunately I managed not to thrust or groan; just lying there as my manhood pulsed repeatedly in a rather pleasurable way; apparently without waking Ellen.
This was not a normal situation for me.
I was past the point in our relationship where I felt some need to apologise for climaxing into her sleeping self. She put me there and must have known there was a chance of that happening. Rather I was more concerned by the practical side.
If I withdrew, there'd be a discharge of cum onto the sheets (not that they don't see a lot of cum in our daily routine) and I'd probably wake Ellen. If I left it there, it was going to go soft eventually. But maybe by then Ellen's body might have absorbed the cum, or it might have dried or my cum might still just drip onto the sheet; because frankly I don't know what happens to cum left in a vagina. Or, as Amy has shown me, in some circumstances I can get a new boner before the last one has gone completely soft. It might just remain plugged for the night.
I left it there; indeed, pushed our hips back together to get a full penetration again.
It was still there and reasonably hard when, with the same mindfulness technique, I dropped off to sleep again.
The next thing I know is I'm being woken by Amy's soft feminine voice whispering into my ear as she gently wrapped her hand around my shoulder...
"Time to get up for a run."
As my eyes opened, there's certainly enough light to indicate it was time to get up; about 5.30. But I also found myself still face to face with Ellen and still with an erection inside her. I knew Amy wasn't one to be denied, so I rolled towards her, a hard, sticky, full length erection being drawn from Ellen and slapping down on my stomach as I rolled on my back. Amy slid her hand down my stomach and briefly circled the top of my erection with her fingers. Bringing her mouth close to my ears, she added...
"It's pretty sticky and skanky. You're going to need a swim when we get down to the bay."
She eased herself out of the bed and donned the bikini that would be her running outfit; a small, cut away sports bra filling in for her otherwise tiny bikini top. She watched me as I followed her off the bed; trying not to disturb Ellen. Then donned the speedos mandated by her as my running pants; having to fold a very hard and resistant erection into the stretchy material. That of itself was nothing new. Normally it would just be a morning glory; but an erection is an erection, whatever its cause. Although this one seemed more resistant to normalising itself.
I was still aroused as I sat on a seat outside tying up my shoe laces; the situation not helped at all by Amy standing right in front of me waiting, the bulge of her half exposed mons in her tiny bikini seemingly millimetres from my eyes and whatever pheromones she puts out from that hungry vagina of hers, drifting into my nostrils.
It was going to be one of those days. By which I mean a day on which my run is carried out in a state of unrelenting arousal. Fortunately most of it is along a bush track little used at this time in the morning. But when we get down to the exercise stations in the park at Bayview, the likelihood of public exposure increases.
The run was uneventful, and while both my chin ups and push ups were, as usual, carried out with Amy clinging to my body with my swimwear sheathed erection poking up between her legs (to add weight and make me work harder), even the swim in the bay entailed nothing more than a little sexualised fooling about; including Amy sticking her hand down my pants to scrub my erection clean of the 'gunk'. Finally we bypassed at a jog the waterhole on the track where Amy sometimes stops us for sex. It seemed sex wasn't on her agenda for the morning.
We emerged from the track into the road behind our property, went in the back gate of the property, jogged up the steep slope of the bushy back lot and entered the pool area through the back gate of it; which was the only access path to the back lot.
As we often did, both Amy and I slipped our shoes off and dove into the pool; having a bit of a race as we swam two laps to cool down and wash off the worse of the sweat. It's about the only race I can be sure of winning against Amy.
As I lifted my head at the end of the pool, Ellen was there holding my shoes, dressed only in a small pair of bikini pants...
"I think it's time you bought a new pair of these. They're a bit the worse for wear."
I lifted myself out of the pool, swinging around to sit on the edge, facing back over the water and watching the delightful sight of Amy sashaying down the pool to its front gate. Turning to Ellen, finding that my nose was all but stuck in her crotch because she was standing so close, I answered...
"I agree. It's just a matter of getting out and doing it."
"Speaking of doing it, how worse for wear are you."
She offered me a hand to stand up as I somewhat innocently pondered what she was talking about, then led me to the double sunbed down that end of the pool; the one, so the story goes, Amy asked Ned to install for poolside fucking. One that, because of bushes and shrubbery, really only becomes within view from the house end as you enter the front gate of the pool.
As she induced me, first to sit, then to lay down on the sunbed, the meaning of 'doing it' and the significance of that question became obvious...
"I'm good."
"Excellent. We'll we need to get rid of these, because we have some unfinished business from last night."
As she spoke, she bent over me to pull my speedos off; the task being more complicated by the erection the prospect of fucking her had already created. She straddled my body, bringing her hips forward to the level of my chest...
"Want to pull the strings?"
I pulled the side ties of her bikini pants, letting the garment fall onto my chest as I slid my hands up her flanks to cup her breasts and tweak her nipples to hardness between my fingers. As Ellen moved back down my body, I raised my head, and then rolled my whole torso, to let my lips take over the glorious task of nipple sucking, leaving a hand to discard the bikini pants cluttering up my torso. Ellen lifted up my erection and slid it -- seemingly effortless - into her body and then lay down on top of me. I wrapped my arms around her slender, womanly waist...
"You know I came into last night do you?"
"Yes, I guessed you'd had a wet dream; or at least I'm assuming that's what it was. It was a bit sticky down there. So did I; if you call a woman's night orgasm a wet dream."
"Yes it was a wet dream. I wouldn't just fuck you in your sleep."
"I'm not sure we have a rule against that; especially if I put you there in the first place."
"How come you can just have me penetrate you without any foreplay?"
"My foreplay was watching you do the laps. That's cute little arse you have pushing you through the water. Anyway, you can pop an erection in an instant if we do the right thing. What makes you think women are any different?"
"Ooh, I don't know. Maybe many years of indoctrination. Anyhow, don't you have to allow time for lubrication?"
"OK, some of us are faster than others. Happy now?"
I screwed my erection around inside her, the lovely feeling causing it to surge...
"How could I not be when you've got my erection inside you?"
Ellen induced us to roll over, putting me on top...
"Amy tells me you got hyper randy and gave her a really good banging yesterday on the yacht. It sounds to me like you almost raped her; well raped her with her permission anyway."
"'Raped' is not a word I take lightly. I did instigate sex with her and I did really let it rip; true. And I was desperately randy at the time."
"Sorry, you're right. I was a bad way of putting it. But my question to you is, can you get yourself randy enough to give me a taste of the same?"
I brought my face directly over her and I grinned at her...
"It was little more than a 'go the animal' sex."
"Amy said it went further than that. You unleashed yourself more than you had before."
"Well, I suppose my randiness reduced the inhibitions that hold me back in 'go the animal'. "
Ellen momentarily tightened her grip on my shaft...
"So how randy are you now?"
I grinned again while I contemplated my answer...
"Yesterday we were crawling around on the floor and I'd spent fifteen minutes with my nose all but stuck in her butt. I'll swear she was pumping out some sort of pheromones from her vagina right in my face. I've never felt that randy in my life."
"I can sit on your face if you'd like."
"I'll tell you what. If you'd like me to take the lesson from yesterday to give you a really good banging, I think we can do that. Do you want it doggy style like I gave to Amy or missionary like were set up for now?"
I strongly jerked my shaft into her as I said that.
"Missionary will do, so stop talking and start fucking then."
Ellen has an amusing directness. It can come across as serious, but it's not meant to be. Anyway, I had an erection in this stunningly beautiful women which was at that point quite keen to get on with the job. If it was really a banging Ellen wanted, I'd do my best to give it to her and just hope that that large sensitive clit of hers would get in the way enough to give her the stimulation for an orgasm; because if I was really going to bang her in the way she was calling for, there'd be no room for the sort of gymnastics that missionary sex on most women would require for that outcome.
I lifted myself up on outstretched arms; both for the view of her breasts and to give me the freedom of movement I'd need.
Starting with the base of my shaft pushed delightfully against the hard pelvic floor muscle of her virginal opening. I withdrew about half the length and thrust it back in. From that point, I sort of let my cock make the decisions. It got what it liked; with some encouragement from me that it should like fast, deep thrusts. It agreed, so I gave it that and a bit more.
It was high energy work, especially for a morning that was already warm and muggy; leaving me dripping, sometimes spraying, copious sweat on her body and grunting with every thrust, a grunt somewhat tinged with the pleasure it gave me. Ellen was grunting too; every time the base of my shaft crashed back against her pelvic floor. But increasingly her grunts were finished with an ever lengthening moan; indicating I was getting the right effect for her too.
Ellen had a medium grip on me and a well lubricated, even wet vagina. Every thrust had this incredible feeling of caressing, warming and stimulating my cock.
But the experience went deeper than that. There was something incredibly affirming of my actions in a male, maybe almost borderline toxic, way. It's not that missionary sex was foreign to me; hell it was my favourite position. But normally it was strongly tempered by a fear of hurting or just annoying my partner and a need to pleasure them.
The girls' 'go the animal' instruction was intended to neutralise that and get me to just do it for my own pleasure. But still, the fear of getting it wrong and displeasing them always inhibited me; which of course -- especially with Ellen -- was more likely to displease her than if I'd followed her instruction. My cock led, randy sex with Amy had sort of set a new 'safe' boundary which had gone beyond my previous 'go the animal' attempts.
It affected my brain; made me feel more masculine, even in a testosterone driven, dominant sort of way. And that in turn went back to my cock, making it feel harder, thicker and longer as I thrust away into Ellen.
It felt so good, it was a wonder I hadn't come more quickly. But in that area too, the testosterone hit seemed to give me more control; or it might just be that all the sex the girls demand from me leaves me more immune to a premature release.
Whatever, the beautiful feeling in my cock just kept building; an incredibly erotic warmth that grew with every stroke. It made me hyper aware of the hardness and stretched skin feeling of my erection.
My focus on my erection hadn't left me entirely oblivious to the woman under me; even setting aside the erotic effect of staring at her beautiful, sweat dripping, breasts as I hammered her. Ellen's arousal had been building too; thanks I dare say to that well positioned, slightly oversized clit of hers.
Ellen's signals come as much through heavy breathing and gentle moans as Amy like screams. But when she came, it was with an incredible cry; one that threw her hips up at me and left her squirming under me. It seemed to be intensified and prolonged by my thrusts; a message confirmed by the hand she had firmly on my butt, encouraging every thrust and seemingly demanding it be hammered home even harder as her contractions pummelled my erection.
There are times you suspect an orgasm is going to be a wet blanket, and times you know it will be a monster. This was giving me all the signals of a monster. It was like I could feel a growing pool of cum being held back by a dam wall; back filling my balls and stretching my erection to bursting; ready to rush forward at the right signal. Instead of ejaculating with the slightest provocation, there was this constant accumulation of a fantastic feeling of pleasure. It just felt better and better with every thrust. And the harder my cock felt the better each thrust felt too.
Then the time came. I froze for a moment and bellowed a deafening groan as that first pulse of cum rushed up my shaft; blasting itself against Ellen's cervix and bellowed and groaned several more times with succeeding pulses as I thrust furiously in to her before collapsing down with my head alongside Ellen's, moaning as my climax, sometimes with additional thrusts, continued, with pulse after pulse of shear erotic joy.
I think, somewhere in there, Ellen might have come again. I certainly got the sense of her vaginal contractions pummelling my pulsing cock. But I was lost in my own climax and my groans blanketed any she might have made.



Ellen waited until the last shudders of my climax had passed, before stroking her hand through my hair...
"Well, that wasn't so bad, was it? You seemed to have quite enjoyed it. Maybe going the animal on us isn't so difficult after all."
Ellen rolled me to the side and withdrew me from her as she pulled her hips back before turning and sitting up on the lounge, facing the pool.
"Let's jump in the pool to freshen up."
She stood up, bent towards the water and dived in, offering me -- I suspect absolutely deliberately - quite a nice perspective of her back and butt as she did so. I followed, the still firm residual of my erection acting as a brake while I arced through the water towards the shallower end to catch up with her; swimming underwater until I came to her shapely legs and immersed pussy as she stood there facing the direction from which I was coming. As I broke the surface, she put her arms under my shoulders and brought me into a standing position facing her...
"I thought you were going to eat my pussy there for a moment."
"The thought occurred to me but I might have drowned."
Ellen wrapped me in her arms, intertwined our bodies, ensuring my part erection was between her legs, and started kissing me. It seemed the boundaries we'd previously had towards French kissing were rapidly dissolving.
There was an enormous passion to the way she caressed me; her fast moving hands seemingly exploring my whole body as her hips ground against mine and rubbed the half erect shaft between her legs against her crease and thighs.
I was happy to respond; there was no shortage of randy passion I was feeling towards Ellen too, even after I'd just filled her with my cum. That soon reflected itself in a renewed hardness to my manhood, my previously malleable cock now a solid, inflexible rod between her legs.
Ellen ignored it for a while, but then, without much in the way of a warning, disengaged and turned away from me, placing her hands on the edge of the pool, bending over and pushing her butt towards me...
"Fuck me like you fucked Amy."
I hadn't notice how much Ellen had drifted us down to the shallow end as we were pashing away; my attention being more on her body and all the areas of it that were a delight to touch and fondle. I suppose I should have noticed the water line on my body regressing, but frankly, when you're pashing Ellen, such details aren't to the forefront of the male mind.
Her crease, mounted as it was on top of her incredibly long legs, was now just clear of the water; the doctor in Ellen being understandably careful not to have a thrusting shaft forcing water into places it's not meant to go.
Normally, none of us are that interested in doggy sex. But there are times it suits the purpose. For Amy yesterday is was simply a continuation of the butt in my face game she'd being playing. For Ellen at this moment, I guessed it was making sure she didn't miss out in the levelling out of sex play between the girls.
I guided my erection into Ellen's receptive vagina, the warmth of it a strong contrast with the cool water of the pool.
I was clear Ellen wanted me to duplicate both the rather enthusiastic and forceful fucking that Amy had got; very much like the one she'd just got in the missionary position. Since the thresholds had already been tested and approved by the girls, I felt a lot less inhibited than I had before. I did as I was told, my hips fast and furiously banging my shaft into Ellen as I stood upright behind her, my hands on her breasts, teasing her nipples; creating the same visual sight as a dog humping a bitch.
I sensed her dropping her hips a bit, causing my shaft to rub along the front wall of her vagina with every powerful thrust and withdrawal; presumably letting her target her g spot.
Ellen isn't a screamer like Amy is, but whatever I was doing was brewing up a storm in her; unusually vocal (for her) moans, grunts and groans interposed with the heavy breathing that was all too familiar when she working towards an orgasm.
It would be a statement of the obvious to say my shaft was in its elements. Like it had when I was fucking her in the missionary position, it just felt really hard; to the point of its skin being stretched. But it was a nice sense of stretching; completely filling Ellen, wrapped in the warmth of her body and bathing in her juices, conveying a sense it was responding to the challenge laid out for it as it effortless slid in and out of her.
It felt fantastic; perhaps more so because its recent discharge seemed to make it more resistant to brewing up and cumming. So every thrust was like a bonus shot of pleasure; without, for the moment, being concerned by a premature ejaculation.
You could hear a definite 'splat' as the crush of base of my shaft against her sent out a spray of the copious juices her body was pumping out. I was attuned to any suggestion from Ellen I was overdoing it; only the experience of Amy taking it -- indeed asking for it -- yesterday and Ellen's unambiguous demand for it today overcoming nearly a decade of reticence about this sort of sex.
Ellen suddenly froze, then squirted as she let out a climatic groan; tensing and swaying her hips while actually back thrusting her bottom against my shaft as it plunged into her body; increasing the intensity of every thrust. Every other time I've fucked Ellen she's wanted me to keep thrusting through her orgasm, so I kept at it this time too.
I'm not sure it was entirely finished when she cried out...
"Wait!"
As I stopped, she withdrew from me, turned around, and arched her crotch towards me as she supported her curved upper body on one hand resting on the pool edge. With the other hand she guided my shaft back into her, then put that hand on the pool edge too...
"OK, go for it."
Ellen's feet were close together, mine half beside them, half turned around to cover the front of them. Her legs and crotch were hard against me while her torso arched away. The interaction of our bodies wasn't that different from a reverse missionary position; but there was something far more erotic in this presentation. Her thrust forward crotch just screamed 'fuck me' in a way few other positions could.
Ellen's nearly as tall as I am and her legs are extraordinarily long. Full penetration of her required only the slightest bend of my knee.
I put my hands on her butt and straightened my legs, lifting her off the ground a little. Ellen gave out a sharp intake of breath.
Bending my knees, I dropped her back on her feet and slightly withdrew for the next thrust; once again, lifting her off her feet with a powerful penetration of her, somewhat assisted by my hands. I watched as her breasts bounced in the most delightful way.
There was something really stimulating about having Ellen's weight largely borne on the point where the front of her vaginal opening rested on the base of my cock. I don't know whether Ellen still wanted it hard and fast, but I took a moment to enjoy screwing my cock around in that position definitely rubbing my pubic against her swollen clit; because looking down at were our bodies separated, I could see it happening.
From there, I compromised between the hard uninhibited continuous banging Ellen expressed a desire for and what I was really enjoying; being lifting her body up with my erection and watching as I stimulated her clit against the base of my cock.
Ellen is nearly as good as Amy in having continuous orgasms after her first one. Well, actually, there's a bit of a gap because, frankly, I can't imagine anyone can do continuous orgasms anything like Amy. But it was close enough for my purposes this time. Whether it was the banging she wanted or my grinding stimulation of her clit as I lifted her, didn't really matter. She came again; tightening her thighs and pushing her hips forward as she also tightened her grip on my shaft.
That triggered me, my cock warning me it didn't have far to go. I had a moment to consider how I wanted it to happen and decided I wanted more intimacy than Ellen's curved away posture offered me. Even as her contractions pummelled my erection, I pulled her into an upright standing position; wrapping my body tightly against hers.
Three more thrusts, lifting her feet off the floor of the pool each time, was all it took. With a sharp intake of breath I felt the first pleasurable pulse bringing on a rush of cum up my shaft. I held her tightly as the following pulses emptied my balls of whatever cum remained in them after our fucking on the couch.
Ellen waited until she sensed my orgasm was nearly over before wrapping her legs around mine and tipping us into the water; the shallow water giving us enough contact with the bottom that, even intertwined, we could float with our heads above the water as we drifted towards the steps where we could find better support of our immersed bodies. As we levelled out and caught our breath, Ellen kissed me as she held me in a near crushing hold.
It showed that the reticence against French kissing was over. Her tongue was in my mouth, doing everything except flossing my teeth as she passionately squirmed her body against me, grinding her clit against the base of the still hard erection plugging her vagina.
It seemed Ellen wasn't yet entirely sated. As much as my erection enjoyed the grinding, it had shot its bolt. Before Ellen had found the additional orgasm she wanted, it went flaccid. As it fell out of her, I brought my hand down to stimulate her clit.
There is always something special about fingering Ellen's clit. Its bigger size makes it much more sensuous to play with; letting your fingers more pronouncedly feel its aroused shape, even roll its tip between two fingers in a way that isn't easy to do otherwise. Except for the fact I just fucked her into my own flaccidness, even the mere thought of playing with it is enough to get a boner on.
And of course, for Ellen, it is incredibly sensitive and responsive.
Almost disappointingly quickly she came again; holding my hand into her crotch as she crushingly gripped me with the other, than taking my hand away as the orgasm subsided and she decided its sensitivity threshold had been crossed.
But she still had me pinned against the pool steps, kissing and caressing me, for quite some time afterwards.
Eventually she brought her face in front of mine, a somewhat satisfied grin on her face...
"I suppose we better get the kids ready for school."
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My erection eventually subsided and shrunk out of Kylie. Just the same, we seemed to be in no hurry to get up and return to the festival activities. Well, at least Kylie didn't seem to be in a hurry; and when I'm lying pressed against the naked body of a truly beautiful woman, somehow I didn't feel in that much of a hurry either.
The rain storm had passed, the sun was back out and the music was in full swing again. But for Kylie, there was the slight problem that all she had to put on was very wet, essentially transparent, clothing; not that she'd raised the issue.
To try and at least address that, I excused myself, wrapped a towel around my waist and went out and hung her top and skirt over the windscreen wipers of my van; where fortuitously they were in the direct sunlight. Then I went back to lie down alongside Kylie again.
As I climbed onto the bunk, she embraced me, pressed herself against me and instigated a prolonged French kissing session...
"What made you want to hang my clothes out?"
"I thought you might not want to have to walk around displaying all your bits to the world."
"Oh, I don't know. It's a music festival. Isn't that what women are supposed to do -- hang their tits out and all of that - to make all you guys want to come along to it?"
"The organisers might like it, but I'm not entirely sure they've made that clear to security. Anyway, I was thinking of your comfort."
"That's very kind of you."
As she kissed me again, she squirmed her body against mine. My flaccid manhood had been resting against my upper thigh as I lay alongside her. Her action triggered it and as it filled out, I felt the tip move across to her thigh and then climb it before extending itself into her thigh gap where it hardened enough to push firmly into her crease.
Far from resisting it, I'd felt Kylie lift her leg momentarily to accommodate its invasion of her crotch. Still, with a cheeky grin, she teased me about it...
"That was a fairly aggressive move."
"Not my doing. I had no control over it."
"Sure that's what all the guys say."
She snuggled up against me again; letting us lie in intimate silence for another 15 minutes or so. During that time, my erection felt her crotch go from relatively cold and damp to warm and wet; her labia surrounding the upper half of my shaft as her juices smeared themselves over it.
But she made no move to instigate sex and, as hard as my erection was, I didn't feel any great need to push the point; more so if I was going to be called on to perform later in the night.
At the end of that time, she pulled her head away, looked up and me and suggested...
"Maybe we should go and re-join the party. Anyway it's time for a drink."
Agreeing with her, I slid my shaft out from between her legs and, while she still lay there, ferreted about for my change of clothing. This consisted of another of my hippie style linen pants. This one did have a fly, but no buttons or zip, instead depending on a wider overlap of material to stay closed. With it I wore a tie dyed t shirt, chosen in this case because it was reasonably long in the body and might provide that little bit more cover if Kylie did get us to fuck on the dance floor as she said she wanted to do. Then I went out and got her top and skirt. They were still damp, but not completely soaking wet.
Now it was my turn to enjoy the pleasure of watching her dress; starting with the silk undies.
Her top and skirt were still damp enough to cling to her body and be semi transparent. Plus the damp top raised her nipples again in a rather provocative way. But it was all she had...
"Do you mind if we go to my tent and get some clothes for the rest of the day and tonight?"
"Sure."
She led me through the maze of tents and campers towards the back of the lot where she stopped at something a bit bigger than a pup tent but way smaller than a family one. As she bent down and crawled into the tent, she suggested...
"Come in."
Given the size, yea, right. Still it gave an opportunity to crawl in behind her, my nose all but in her butt. I wasn't sure why I was needed in there while she got some clothes, but complied anyway.
She ferreted about in her bag, pulling out a bikini, a skirt, what seemed to be a pink dress and a pair of thong undies or another bikini bottom; I couldn't tell which.
Unable to stand up, I was left sitting at her feet as she half laid on her inflatable mattress and stripped off. There was no avoiding the fact I was looking straight up her pussy. She not only knew it, but engaged me in idle conversation as she changed; drawing my gaze towards her.
While I'd got to feel her pussy, and indeed do more than that to it, I hadn't really got a good look at it. It was remarkably sexual in its appearance; by which I mean her vulva had moderately thick lips and what you might call a very tidy labia layout and was devoid of hair. It was also showing signs of arousal; since at least in my experience if the labia are separated and swollen and you can see both a dark hole of a vaginal opening and a pronounced clit, the woman is likely aroused.
I wasn't sure if this was a deliberate sexual ploy to encourage me to basically come over her and fuck her, or if she was just playing with me. Either way, it wasn't in my nature to just jump her because she was on her back, legs apart and naked; well, at least not in these unusual circumstances.
Without any hesitation, she separated out her bikini pants from her pile of selected clothing and after running them up her legs, lay on her back and lifted her butt -- exaggerating her previous presentation of her crotch to me -- to finish putting them on. They were an attractive, red, Brazilian style, cut away at both the front and back that, from my unusual angle, seemed to flatter her figure.
Sitting up, she put on a matching bikini top that seemed rather inadequate to contain her breasts and then added a cream, mini, crochet, pencil skirt.
Handing me a bottle of sun screen, she turned her back to me and asked...
"Would you mind creaming my back?"
Given how aroused watching her change had left me, and the fact that was quite visible in the flimsy material of my pants, I suspected the double entendre was fully intended and frankly it would not have taken much to cream it with something other than sun screen.
When I'd finished, Kylie asked...
"Can we drop the clothes for tonight in your van on the way back?"
It made me realise Kylie was looking ahead. What she had on was for the rest of a rather hot afternoon. The dress that was meant to be her 'fuck me on the dance floor' dress was reserved for later. Given how hot the day was, I realised the clothes I had on could be a bit, shall we say, odorous, by the evening. I needed to change too.
So as we dropped her dress off, I changed into a different pair of linen pants -- one without the fly -- and put on a singlet top; asking Kylie to put sunscreen on the bare flesh that left. Then we went looking for a drink, and after that, some more dancing.
Her new outfit was, in many ways, more sexually provocative than her last one. That was hardly surprising, since the weave of the crochet mini skirt, when stretched over her hips, was so open you were basically looking at her bikini pants underneath. And that's not to mention her breasts were half hanging out of her top.
In terms of appropriateness, for this festival, it wasn't that out of the norm. Instead of looking like a local hippie, she looked more like a local surfer. She had obviously applied a wider range of imagination to her outfits than I had.
At that moment, my imagination was going in an entirely different direction. On a girl with the right figure, these minimalist modern bikinis look smoking hot; and Kylie certainly had the right body.
As I sat opposite her in the drinks tent, enjoying a beer, I had a lot of trouble not just staring at the breasts and still probably only achieved a 50% distraction rate. They were remarkably firm and perky for their size; maybe a C cup. And with her nipples poking out on high beam, remarkably distracting. Kylie knew it too and played to it; the animated movement of her hands as we talked wobbling her breasts about as she spoke.
After two glasses of wine and a snack, we decided to look for some suitable music. It didn't take long; walking hand in hand, we found a band on one of the secondary stages playing music very much to our liking. With Kylie in tow, my approach to dancing up the back of the crowd, where there were a few like-minded souls, was much more relaxed and immediate. We simply slipped into the group and started dancing.
It would be fair to say I had trouble taking my eyes off Kylie; and I must admit, I wasn't always looking at her face. Her earlier outfit had hidden just how stunning her figure was; a taut, slender body, she had just the right amount of curves in all the right places and the red bikini she had on highlighted it all, not just perfectly, but in the most teasing manner.
It wasn't just her breasts bulging out from her top that did it. The Brazilian cut bikini bottoms, visible through the crochet skirt, did it too; the narrow sides arcing over her hips, the cut away back drawn into her butt and the bulge of her mons teasingly covered, but displaying a noticeable camel toe. And all covered in the most perfect, flawess skin I'd ever seen. It was almost as if it was designed specifically to draw attention to the sheer perfection of her body.
But that's not to simply objectify her; as much as the male in me was absolutely programed to do so. The way she smiled at me while we danced, the way she flicked her hair about; it was all just so seductively feminine.
Her dancing had become more seductive too. There was something to it that was quite different from the girl I stood behind this morning. The way she swayed, the way she rocked her bottom, really everything she did, now seemed to have a sexual overtone to it; very clearly directed at me.
She had become way more tactile too. Even when we were dancing somewhat separated, she was leaning into me and brushing her tits across my chest; producing results that were all too clear in both the triangles of material that covered her nipples, and in my pants.
The thing was, this girl was having an effect on me that I'd never really experienced before. Whatever the cause of it was went beyond the effect of her visual stimulation of me. It felt as though it lay deep in my reproductive system; an effect that not just aroused me far more readily than any other woman ever had, but gave me this irresistible desire to use that erection; I was going to say to fuck her, but the feelings were more emotionally sensitive than that word conveys. To make love to her.
Was it love? I was clearly smitten with her. Both her personality and appearance were very alluring. But really, I'd only know her for half a day. Anyhow, I'd been in love before and it never gave me the sexual response Kylie was giving me.
No, whatever it was is more primeval than that; a highly sexualised mating response with an almost desperate desire to impregnate her. It is only the slightest of exaggeration to say my balls felt full and my constantly aroused manhood felt half way to an orgasm just being in her presence.
As the afternoon progressed her desire to dance in full contact largely took over and dancing to the music moved to swaying as she blatantly manoeuvred to rub her nipples and crotch against me in whatever way she could. That meant the full erection she was dancing against was being constantly rubbed too; enough that I was unsuccessfully trying to keep it out of harm's way for fear of ejaculating.
I was not an innocent victim in all of this. Our feelings and desires were mutual, even if the thought of walking around in pants with ejaculate seeping through them was a bit off putting. It was Kylie who, as we were kissing while swaying to the music asked...
"Are you feeling as randy as I am?"
"Yes."
"Why don't we go back to your camper? Although, will it derail our plans for tonight?"
It didn't take much to guess the plans for the night she was talking about was to fuck to the music in front of the band. I figured I'd still be up for it; in the most literal way...
"No it won't derail them."
I took her hand and led her back to the camper.
I let Kylie in the sliding door first and then closed it after I entered. As Kylie slipped her crochet skirt down her legs, I dropped my pants and took off my singlet. Expecting to find her naked as I turned back to her, instead she was still in her bikini. I can't say that was disappointing. She clearly had a carnal intent, so in the end, I knew I wasn't going to be missing out on anything. But there was a certain tease factor in the way the bikini displayed her body that was quite visually compelling. As she backed me up to the bunk, got me to sit on it, then sat across my lap, pulling my hand to rest intimately high on her thigh, she asked...
"Are you in too much of a hurry to play with my body before we get down to the more serious stuff?"
"I can play with whatever you like."
"And indeed, you can play with whatever you like; including all the bits that...well, you know what I mean. I promise to make it worth your while."
She moved herself to lie flat on the bunk, moving across to leave room for me next to her. I squatted beside her, running my hand across her perfect skin, from her upper thigh, past the camel toe in her pants and on to her projecting nipple which I then lightly tweaked between two fingers. Her bikini was of the finest, smoothest spandex, so almost melded with her skin as I brushed across it. Her top was clearly unlined; that had been obvious enough by the way they clung tightly to her projecting nipples.
The bottom was largely unlined too, as the camel toe made quite clear; although I figured there was likely to be a gusset lining; it couldn't be much of one.
I visually took in the beauty of the woman lying alongside me. On her back, her stomach, which was as taut and flat as a pancake while we were dancing, was now concave, creating a significant bikini bridge across her waistband and drawing ones eye to her mons, which now stood proud. The feminine curves of her body were also highlighted by her bikini; the narrow sides of her pants hitched seductively over the arc of her hips.
I could see why she might want to present herself to me like this, rather than naked; but it left me wondering if this was a well practiced routine of hers. Not that I was in any position to judge since I was no innocent in the sexual world.
My hand circled her stomach before rolling over and gliding through her crotch; loitering momentarily over where I could feel her clit and rubbing it gently, eliciting a moan of pleasure from her.
Bending down to kiss her stomach and stick my tongue in her navel, I slid my hand up her thigh, again finishing in her crotch and this time more assertively playing my fingers against her clit.
That became the pattern for my playing with her body; stroking her bare flesh then finishing with some stimulation of her erogenous zones; with Kylies vocal response signalling too me she was enjoying what I was doing.
I was enjoying it too. It might have been a massive prick tease, but the knowledge there would be a happy ending made it a very enjoyable prick tease. But I hadn't been going for long before it occurred to me that Kylie, being as tactile as she was, maybe wasn't getting the best of it by me sitting alongside her, just touching her up with my hands or whatever singular part of my body I brought to the task. While sitting up made it easier for me to cruise around all of her prone body, it sort of lacked physical intimacy.
I repositioned to lie alongside her, initially with my head at a level just below her crotch. That meant my torso was laying over her leg (and given the narrowness of the van, my legs were folded up against the side of it) and my chin on her upper thigh. But it let me stare at her crotch as I caressed up her legs and thighs and into her vulva.
It was an arousing sight. The gusset of her red bikini had barely been wide enough to provide a modest cover of her erogenous zones at the best of time; being only about half the width of her crotch and leaving a substantial part of the flesh of the thick lips of her mons on display. Now she was aroused, her inner labia had escaped the leg seam of her bikini and the soft, thin material of her gusset was sucked up against the floor of her vulva.
As I slid my hand up her thigh and into her vulva, I could watch as my finger pushed the material shallowly into her open vagina and then pushed the material against her clit as I played with it. The gusset had been damp when I first looked at it shortly after she laid down. Now it was positively wet, the material plastering itself to the features of her vulva in a very erotic way.
My fingering of her was having a big impact on her arousal; her moans becoming louder and her breathing much heavier. I sort of decided it was time to finish her; rather than keep up any exploration of her body
Looking up her body, from my relatively low perspective on her thighs, her breasts stood out from her chests like a pair of volcanic cones, the underside of them largely exposed by the small size of the triangles covering the top of them, while her extended nipples pushed up the stretchy red material.
While still fingering her, I crawled up the length of her body; positioning myself to lay half over her with my head at her breasts. I gently used my teeth to lift up the upper string tie of her bikini top nearest me where it bridged across from the peak of her breast and pulled it aside, exposing her towering nipple. Then I sucked at the nipple, slowly drawing it deeper into my mouth until my lips formed a large circle around the flesh of her breast and I was stimulating her nipple by flicking my tongue against as it lay deep into my mouth.
Kylie put her hand on the back of my head, holding it against her breast as the signs of her arousal intensified further. Soon I could feel her thighs quivering against me; one unfortunate consequence of which was she was stimulating my already sensitive erection. For some time it had been signalling that hair trigger feeling of an erection ready to go off at the slightest additional provocation. There was an extreme eroticism in playing with her body with its teasing bikini cover; maybe more so than if she was naked. When added to my accumulated randiness from dancing close to her and the additional contact my shaft had with her body as I moved against her, it felt like I had been brought to the very edge.
Any orgasm might be a good one, but there are much more fun ways of ejaculating than squirting my cum all over her thigh. I rolled my hip up a bit to lift my erection out of contact with her.
Kylie threw her hips up as she cried out and came, making significant stimulatory contact with my erection and forcing me to rapidly pull my hip away from her. She moaned and rolled about for quite a while, all while holding my head to her breast with one hand and my hand to her crotch with the other.
As the peak of her orgasm passed, she released my head and sort of pulled it up by my hair to face her. With a grin, she asked...
"Do you want a blow job or to strip and fuck me?"
I hesitated for a moment, before answering...
"It would be nice to strip and make love to you."
There was method in my -- I won't call it madness, let's call it 'approach'. If she sat up and quickly started a blow job, I'd be spraying my cum around the inside of her mouth before the bell of my cock was fully in her mouth. But if I took a little while undressing her, I could maybe give my erection a chance to settle enough to let me have a bit of sex with her before I came. Anyhow, as much as a lot of fuss is made about blow jobs, I've always thought vaginal sex feels better and gives a better ending. Besides which, I suspected my cock smelt a bit from the sex we had earlier.



She laid herself flat on the bed, as if presenting herself for my pleasure as she responded...
"My. We are the gentleman, aren't we? OK, my body is at your disposal for love making."
She watched me as I knelt straddling her lower thighs; bending down to kiss her bikini covered mons, then working up her torso with a line of kisses, taking a moment to swirl my tongue around inside her navel and all the time being careful to keep my erection out of contact with her.
When my arms could reach her neck, I reached around behind it to undo the top string of her bikini top. Then pushed my hand under her mid-back to undo the lower tie and let me remove the top completely.
I kissed her breast, licking the projected nipples of each of them for a while, before I moved back down her body to my starting point on her lower thigh. Putting a finger under each side of her pants, I pulled them down; helped by Kylie as she lifted her hips. Once they were on her thighs, I raised myself to kneel up, folded her shapely legs to bring them out from under me and then lifted them vertically to let me pull her bikini pants off.
I'd taken my time about all of this; giving my erection a chance to at least partly reset to a less sensitive starting point. As I placed her legs back either side of me, I bent down again to kiss her now naked mons where it capped her very aroused vulva, as a prelude to laying on top of her.
My penetration of her was pretty easy, given her state of arousal; just a matter of bringing the tip of my erection into her crease, surging it until it found the waiting void and then slowing submerging it into a vagina that offered not the least resistance.
I was pleased that the hypersensitivity of a few moments ago had seemingly settled. I was worried I might have ejaculated on my first penetration of her. Instead I felt a hard shaft comfortably immersed in her wondrous body, ready for action so to speak.
In no hurry, I gently bit her neck, then arched my back to suck her nipple before I even started to thrust. When my sucking of her nipple seemed to work Kylie up to a reasonable state of arousal, I flattened myself back over her again; suspending myself just close enough for my chest to brush her nipples.
My first thrust felt fantastic; her moderate grip, warm, wet, well lubricated vagina and my really hard shaft combining to send a delightful surge of pleasure to my brain. The next and succeeding thrusts were delivered as a leisurely pace, letting me take time to ensure her nipples got a good brushing from my chest as I first moved up and down with my thrust and then across her nipples as I screwed my deeply buried erection around inside her and nuzzled her neck and cheek.
My intention had been to try and stimulate Kylie again -- preferably to an orgasm -- and it seemed to be working. But that did mean I had to ration the stimulation of my shafts. The thrusts were mind blowing, but there was little I could do about that except enjoy them and space them out a bit. The screwing around felt nice -- really nice -- but wasn't brewing me up as powerfully. On the other hand, the screwing about did seem to have a strong effect on Kylie. Whether that was through nipple stimulation or the screwing about of my shaft, or both, I didn't know. All I knew was that something was working.
If I was reading Kylie, I could see it was going to be a near run thing. But I had only known her for less than a day; so there was no guarantee I was reading her right. Taking my time before penetrating her had helped, but it hadn't sent me back to zero in terms of my shaft's sensitivity. And now even the screwing about was starting to brew me up.
Even more than before, I tried 'making love' to her, rather than just fucking her; grinding my pubis into her vulva on full penetration, trying to stimulate her clit while I brushed my chest across her nipples and caressed her cheek and neck; even biting her ear. Always trying to read her reaction to make sure I was getting the best out of it.
Her breathing was getting really heavy, accompanying encouraging moans. It was clear she was on the edge. Rather than take any radical steps which might be counterproductive, I just kept doing what I'd being doing.
It was with some relief on my part, she came; pushing her hips up against mine and trying to grind them further; which given I was already on full penetration didn't get her far. I could feel her contractions pummelling my shaft as she reached an arm around my neck and put me in an inescapable hold as she brought my head down alongside hers; smothering my cheek with kisses.
But her grinding was pushing me even closer to the edge. I unleashed my shaft upon her; rapidly deep thrusting. The effect seemed to be to intensify her orgasm, but from my point of view it broke the dam holding back mine. It took only three thrusts before I was groaning in her ear as pulse after pulse of my orgasm emptied my cum into her.
There was just something about Kylie and making love to her that for quite a while blocked my erection from going flaccid after my climax. Sure, there were times with others -- especially after a good orgasm -- that it was reluctant to go down; just as much as there were time it fell out before I'd even stopped dribbling cum. But with Kylie, it just seemed reluctant to give up its hardness.
Kylie was keen to kiss after her orgasm, so I continued to support myself over her body for a few minutes. But my elbows were getting sore from my weight, so I again rolled her over to bring her on top where her light weight could rest on my body for as long as she wanted without any discomfort to me. And while I had a solid shaft penetrated into her, she could definitely have as long as she wanted.
She was kissing me, and I kissing her, for maybe five minutes before she pulled her head away...
"Why is your cock still so hard?"
"I don't know. It just seems to like making love to you. I think it's making a statement that it regards you as special."
"Flattery will get you just about anywhere. I'll let you in on a secret. I've never had multiple orgasms before. Goodness, I've generally been lucky to have one. So I think my vagina thinks you're pretty special too. That's why I got so randy and had to come back for a fuck...sorry, making love."
We kept kissing and nuzzling each other for another five minutes or so. It certainly wasn't a case of having shot my bolt, me wanting to escape the room. I was as engrossed as she was. Especially since I was still penetrated in her. It took a while, but eventually I had that feeling in my cock of like someone had pulled the plug out of an inflatable toy. It suddenly lost its extreme hardness. But in this case, it seemed that it was a toy with a retention valve; it might have lost its extreme hardness, but there was still a substantial erection inside her rather than a flaccid, limp, sausage slipping out of her.
And it stayed that way; at least until, in another fit of passion she kissed me and ground her body against me again. To my surprise, I felt it harden and fill her vagina again; a rather nice feeling it was too; once that came with a sense of masculine desire.
Kylie felt it...
"Have you cracked another boner?"
"I think so."
She rolled us back over, putting me on top...
"Fuck me. Fuck me good; like you really want to."
"What about you?"
"My vagina wants you to pleasure yourself in it. You've gone out of your way to pleasure it. Now it's your turn."
I started to reply...
"Are you...?"
She put a finger to my mouth to silence me...
"Yes I'm sure. Start now."
There's a limit to politeness. I had an order, which just happened to match my desire. I did as she wanted. I started thrusting; playing around until I felt the technique that best matched my inclinations and give me the nicest feelings.
At first I repeated what I'd done before; suspending myself just above her body and brushing her nipples with my movement. But this time it was just straight thrusting; albeit of a short deeply penetrating stroke mandated by my posture over her.
But then I raised myself on outstretched arms, looking down at her breasts as I lengthened my stroke to nearly two thirds out to nearly full penetration; long, medium fast strokes that I sped up as I looked for the most satisfying pace.
All the while, Kylie's hands were on my bottom, encouraging me; and, whether she knew it or not, reassuring me I wasn't doing anything that might hurt her.
When I took my eyes off her breasts and looked up at her face, she had the most beautiful smile; more like a cheeky grin, almost as if she was the one revelling in my pleasure. But I can't deny it. Looking at her breasts as I fucked her greatly contributed to my pleasure.
Her grip on me was medium; enough to stimulate me, but not so tight as to set me off prematurely and I suspected in that area she knew what she was doing. She didn't seem to be in any hurry for me to finish.
I was grunting and groaning a bit; it was certainly nice and somewhat energy consuming. But the pleasure contained in each individual stroke -- which was quite substantial - didn't yet seem to be accumulating towards an orgasm. I realised she'd given me an opportunity to enjoy the most cock focused -- as opposed to woman focused - sex I'd had in ages.
What happened next caught me by surprise. She climaxed. There was no build-up of heavy breathing or moans. One minute she was grinning at me, the next her eyes were rolled back and her mouth opened wide as she cried out and threw her hips up at my fast plunging cock. Her hands on my bottom told me to keep plunging; which seemed to intensify her orgasm.
But that changed the dynamics of what was happening. Between her contractions and a now firmer grip on my shaft, the now increased pleasure of the individual strokes was accumulating rapidly. Kylie had only just let her hips fall back onto the bunk and was still panting when my cock exploded in almost overwhelming erotic joy.
For the first three pulses, I kept plunging. But then I just hung there, suspended on outstretched arms over Kylie, moaning, as my cock kept pulsing away. If those pulses were actually ejaculating cum, she was going to drown in the stuff. But my body isn't used to more than one orgasm in a day. I suspected it was dry shooting.
As the pulses faded, I lowered myself down onto Kylie. But as soon as my neck came within reach of her arm, she applied another of those post climatic strangleholds that seem to accompany her orgasms. I was too weak to resist. I simply face planted myself into the bunk and lay there, still moaning, as my orgasm played out its final phase with shudder inducing little mini climaxes.
As soon as Kylie perceived my orgasm was over, she rolled us over, putting herself on top again; instantly smothering me in kisses...
"Oh my god, I've never done that before. I didn't even know it could happen."
Immediately burying her tongue on my mouth, I sort of had to wait until she released my tongue from the full nelson hold she had it in and she came up for air before I could ask...
"What happened?"
Her reply was delivered so fast I only just managed to take it in...
"That climax. I don't know what caused it. You weren't stimulating my clit or nipples. I just suddenly came. I don't even know if it was a vaginal orgasm or some sort of mental one or a g spot one or something else again. There was almost no build up; it just happened. It was just crazy. Are you some sort of god like person who can will a woman to a climax?"
I recognised that last sentence as a joke, rather than evidence I was dealing with a deranged woman. Still I didn't have any answer for her...
"I'm only a god in my own mind and it's probably better not to encourage that thought. But I'm not aware of any power that lets me grant mental orgasms to women. We do seem to have a strange sexual effect on each other. Maybe our bodies are really compatible or something."
I'd barely finished what I said before I was wrestling her tongue in my mouth again. She was clearly on some endorphin driven high from her orgasms; something I found both endearing and flattering; and also highly erotic in a very sexual way.
After a while, she ground herself momentarily on the erection I still had in her...
"It's still a full woody. Are we going to keep going through his cycle for the rest of the night?"
It was a residual woody from the just finished orgasm, not a new one resulting from what I only later discovered was call a refraction. But I admit, like the last one, it was lasting longer than was normal...
"I have no idea of what it might be capable of. But if we're going to dance into the night and fulfil your ambition, we might have to resort to a manual extraction of my erection from your body so we can get ready for an evening of erotic dancing."
"Do we have to take it out right now?"
"No that's up to you; or it might just shrink and go flaccid."
"Or it might refresh and want more sex."
"Well I suppose that's possible. But it doesn't have to get what it wants."
We were kissing again when I felt that sensation of a valve opening and my erection losing its full hardness. Kylie felt it too...
"It's not as hard. Is it time to take it out or will you grow another?"
"Maybe it's time to take it out. I don't know what it's likely to do if we leave it in there."
Kylie lifted her hips and a half mongrel slipped out of her, together with a bit of a discharge, flopping onto my lower stomach where it became a bit squashed as she lowered herself back down. Sensing that, she rolled off me, laying on her back beside me before asking...
"Well, is it time to get ready for the evening?"
"Yes, but I think I need a shower. It's been a hot and sweaty day."
"Me too, but I don't know if I want to go and stand in the long queues for the showers."
"Ar well. It just so happens I have one of those bladder camping showers warmed up by the sun on the roof of my van."
"Is there enough for two?"
"I think we can manage that one way or another. Maybe we need to shower together."
"Kinky. Sounds like a good idea."
I climbed out of the bunk; hesitating for a moment before I took the next step. I have the shower bladder for when I go surfing along the coast. Sometimes things are remote enough I can shower naked; but generally there's enough other people around that wouldn't be acceptable. And that is certainly the case here.
Showering in a pair of board shorts -- my usual surf wear -- is a bit awkward, so I keep an old pair of speedos for the occasion. At least you can easily stick your hand down all the places you need to clean. But, speedos not exactly being a fashionable item these days, I felt quite strange about putting them on in front of Kylie.
Looking back at her still lying naked on the bunk and giving her a grin and screwed up nose, sort of a visual apology for being so daggy, I did anyway; picking up the soap bottle and camping matt I use to keep my feet out of the mud while I'm showering. Opening the door, and putting my towel on the step, I moved to the rear passenger side of the van where the bladder sat on the roof and pulled the shower head down in readiness for use.
As I turned back to tell Kylie it was ready, she emerged from the van, in her bikini pants, but topless...
"So, is it ready to go?"
"Yep."
She stepped onto the matt and stood in intimately close contact with me as I jetted water over us and down between our bodies from chest level...
"Do you want your hair washed?"
"No I did it this morning. But I tell you what. You hold the hose and 'll wash you and then we can reverse the situation."
Telling me to turn my back to her, then standing close enough her mons was pushed against my bottom, she picked up the shower gel and started washing me, using her hands to scrub me with the soap then arcing back with her mons still on my bottom, to open a space for me to rinse myself off. Then she stuck her hands down the back of my speedos and repeated the process...
"OK. Turn around. Put your arms up"
I did as she asked to have her thrust her mons against what had already developed as a bit of a half mongrel as she'd been doing my back. As she soaped up and down under and along my arms, she was bouncing enough to trigger my manhood into an erection which the front of my speedos only just managed to contain because I hadn't done the drawstring up. Rinsing that off, she repeated the bouncing wash process as she did my chest and stomach.
Stepping back as little as would give her access, she pulled my erection out of my pants...
"This certainly needs a good clean."
What followed wasn't a quick once over up and down. It was more like a prolonged polish of my shaft, carried out as she put on a cheeky grin as she stared into my eyes, which left it rock hard. Then she stuck her hand further into my pants to wash my balls and pelvic floor.
Leaving my manhood exposed over the waistband, she stepped back a bit...
"That's much better isn't it? Time for a rinse. Give me the hose. I'll do it."
I surrendered the hose to her. She hosed down my shaft, polishing it again as she did so, then stuck it down my pants, her hand following it down to ensure my balls and pelvic floor were fully rinsed. Grinning again at me she added...
"Don't want it tasting of soap, do we."
Kneeling down with her forehead resting on my still exposed erection, she did my legs; having another turn at fondling my crotch through the speedos as she worked over the top of my thighs.
Standing up, she handed me the soap bottle, retaining the hose...
"OK, your turn. I hope you'll be as thorough as I was."
Then she turned her back to me; thrusting her bottom against the erection I'd at least managed to tuck back into me speedos.
Washing Kylie was one of those jobs you just don't feel in a hurry to finish. Still, given that the legs seem to be part of the front wash, it wasn't too long before I had my hand down the back of her bikini pants, washing her rather delightful bottom.
As she turned around to have her front washed, she thrust her crotch forward, capturing a length of my speedo contained vertical erection in the camel toe of her bikini pants, while arching back to let me wash her upper torso. I moved down from her neck and shoulders, not being too modest about giving her breasts and nipples a good going over and raising her nipples to full projection.
I started to move further down when she stopped me with another of her cheeky, challenging, grins...
"I think my breasts need a much better clean than that. Especially my nipples. After all, they've seen a lot of action today. Maybe three or four times as long as you've already taken to make sure they're really clean. A bit like the attention I had to give to you manhood."
Well, she certainly gave that some attention. Nearly enough to make me come. Realising this was meant to be a game with a much higher sexual content than I'd allowed for, I gladly moved back to her breasts; fondling them with soapy hands as I teased her nipples to a heightened state of projection. In the end, I well extended the 'three to four times' she'd suggested. More than enough to induce a squirm of pleasure and a moan or two.
Working down her stomach quickly brought me to the low slung line of the waist of her bikini pants. Had I washed her first, I might have hesitated at the next step, but by now her intention was clear. I slipped my hand down the front of the pants, washing her crease; and of course, fingering her clit as I did it. Like my manhood, it too had been through a busy day. A certain degree of attention could certainly be justified. I wasn't sure how much.
Like she had with me, I stood there, looking at her face as my hand explored her vulva; paying the clit more than its fair share of attention. She stared back at me, still with that cheeky, challenging grin; it being more than enough to let me know I wasn't finished yet. She'd started to breathe more heavily and hum a bit before, still looking at me, she indicated...



"Given them a good rinse and I think you can move on."
Well, a good rinse required making sure that all the soap was flushed out of the crotch of her bikini pants, so a fair bit of fingering of some very swollen and open parts of her anatomy was done while it occurred.
Having finished that, I moved on down her legs; kneeling like she had with my head rested on her mons. Even with the time spent paying attention to the area on top her thighs, that rather pleasant task was soon completed.
As I stood up I reached down a towel I'd flicked up half on the roof and passed it to her, picking up my one too. We stood there staring at each other -- something that was starting to become quite a habit. Once we were more or less dry -- except for our damp swimmers -- I motioned her to the van door. As she stepped in and mostly out of public view, I suggested...
"Pass me your pants. I'll hang them on the wipers to dry."
She readily took them off and gave them to me. Squeezing out the water in them, I hung them on the nearest wiper. Then after a quick look around to make sure no one was paying too much attention to us, I dropped mine too; entering the van naked but still very aroused.
I found Kylie sitting upright on the bunk, still naked. She patted the bunk next to her...
"Come and sit down. I'd like a bit of a chat with you. Don't worry, nothing to fear."
She watched me as I complied, then explained...
"First of all, I don't usually have sex with a man I've just met. Indeed, I've never done it before. Next, I don't usually have sex more than once in a day. Indeed again, I've done it once and that was to have sex only twice in a single day while on a summer holiday with my former partner. The fact is, there's been something of a sex drought since I broke up with my partner six months ago. As I've mentioned, nor do I climax as easily as you seem to be able to do it for me.
So clearly, you are a very extraordinary man who has a powerful effect on me.
Why am I explaining this? Well, now we've just showered, I'm going to ask a favour of you. One that seems a bit outrageous given what we've been up to today and already have planned for the evening.
Will you go down on me if I give you a blow job afterwards?
My partner liked to get blow jobs, but always had an excuse for not reciprocating. I'd like to know what it feels like."
It was hard to refuse a request so sincerely made. I put my hand on her upper thigh...
"Well, first of all, I suppose I should say, I'm no hyper sexual person either. This is as strange for me as it is for you. But in a very nice way.
The answer is yes. It would be a pleasure to go down on you [and I certainly wasn't exaggerating about that]. I've done it often enough, but please don't think I'm any expert on it. I'll do my best. That's all I can do.
And you don't have to respond with a blow job."
She smiled at me...
"I want to give you a blow job."
"Well then, why don't you lay down on the bunk?"
Kylie laid herself out on the bunk. I positioned myself kneeling between her legs and spread them apart. With her thick lips around her mons and rather tidy labia, it was an extremely inviting sight. It had been apparent all along that she was as aroused by what was happening as I was. Her labia were swollen and separated, her clit prominent and her vagina opening receptive. I guessed there wasn't a need for extensive foreplay.
Getting as much saliva on my tongue as I could, I flicked it across her clit.
Kylie gave an appreciative moan.
The introduction having being made, I stimulated her more intensely. I was surprised by how quickly and acutely she reacted. She started moaning almost immediately, but within a minute, she had her hand on the back of my head, holding it in place as she squirmed and rolled about in what seemed like some sort of erotic ecstasy.
I wasn't really sure I had to do anything more than I was to bring her to an orgasm, but my previous girlfriend had always liked me fingering her g spot as I went down on her clit. I wasn't even sure Kylie had one, or at least one she'd ever discovered, but figured there was no harm in giving it a go. She seemed like the sort of girl who would just matter of factly let me know if she disapproved.
Two fingers easily penetrated her, then a third, as I started firmly raking the front wall of her vagina. At first it didn't seem to add anything to the already over the top response I was getting from her. Then quite suddenly, she blurted out...
"Oh fuck..."
Her thighs started almost violently quivering, then even her hips started shaking and bucking as her moans became cries; each short and sharp as they were expressed between intakes of breath. Even with my head pinned against it, my tongue was having trouble tracking her clit as it moved about; although it seemed to be making enough contact to maintain a constant stimulation of her.
And I don't know what pheromones she was pumping out in her aroused state, but my cock was picking up on them and felt almost ready to burst in some sort of super hardened, stretched skin state.
Her climax was explosive.
Accompanied by the most prolonged, almost mournful, cry of...
"AAAAAHHHHHHHhhhhhhh..."
She'd stop, then suddenly cry out again as if another new wave of her orgasm had broken upon her.
It wasn't hard to guess her hips would be thrown up and I'd been ready to get my nose out of the way; a lesson painfully learnt some time ago. But her hand quickly moved from holding my head down to holding my fingers in her vagina as she threw herself about. She seemed determined to keep them there as her contractions played against them.
Her free hand hooked itself under my armpit and pulled me half over her; as if she wanted some weight or part of my body to push against as her hips continued to do their dance in the air; subsiding for a moment and then throwing themselves up again with another cry.
The waves of her orgasm extended for much longer than I'd ever seen a woman go before. Finally she released my hand and was left panting and limp on the bunk...
"Oh my god...I've never had an orgasm remotely like that before;... well maybe except for the one this morning...That was incredible...Just let me recover...my breath...before I give you your well-deserved blow job."
I sat on the edge of the bunk, alongside her, staring down at her naked body; the rise and fall of her chest exaggerated by her panting. She flashed me back a weak smile. My erection was still full and hard, but I can't say I was feeling impatient with her. Far from it. Giving her such pleasure was almost a reward in itself.
After a short while, she slid her hand up over my thigh and wrapped it around my shaft...
"It seems to be ready for me."
"Yea, well, I'd have to say that for most of the day it seems to have been ready for you. There's no hurry."
She sort of leveraged herself, using my shaft as a handle, rolled over, slipped her legs off the bunk and ended up kneeling on the floor between my feet.
It was fairly quickly apparent she had more practice on 'going down' than I did. After a couple of full length licks and a moment of ball sucking, she took half the length of my erection into her mouth and sucked on it like a popsicle. After doing that for a short while, she withdrew it momentarily and then thrust its full length down her throat, screwed her mouth around it for a moment and then withdrew it for another thrust.
I just wasn't ready for that intensity of stimulation. I don't know how she managed not to gag.
It was only after about four such thrusts I had to warn her...
"I'm about to cum."
She pulled half its length back out and started sucking it like a popsicle again. Not for long. With a final...
"I'm cuming."
I starting pulsing my seed into her mouth. She just held it there, sucking up the cum before swallowing it. Then she licked my cock clean.
She looked up at me with that now familiar grin...
"Was that good?"
"That was the best blow job I've ever had."
She was human enough to be pleased with my answer and to show it; which was entirely true. She came up and sat on my lap, kissing me for a while, until she suggested...
"Well is it time to get ready for the evening."
"I suppose so."
Kylie stood up and I watched as her lovely naked body sashayed to the shelf at the front where her evening outfit had been left. She first picked up the pink panties and stepped into them before pulling them up. From where I was sitting I couldn't tell whether it was a pair of bikini pants or actual panties. It was made of some tight fitting, stretchy, shiny and seemingly very fine material. It would be fair to say, whether it was a Spandex pair of bikini pants or a spandex/modal pair of panties was probably more a name than a substantive difference.
What also wasn't substantive were the panties themselves. They were nothing more than a tiny thong; a small triangle of material covering her mons and some of her vulva, and effectively shiny, elasticised, pink string everywhere else
Then she unrolled the pink dress and pulled it over her head; wiggling her body to push and pull it into a correct fit. It was a stunner which once again showed the narrowness of the clothing choices I'd made to come to the festival. In one day Kylie had gone from hippie to beachie to upmarket cocktail party. Me? I was still stuck on hippie.
The dress itself was cock-burstingly, erotically sexy on her. It clung to her body like it had been painted on, showing every curve of her slender, womanly body. The lower hem barely dipped down below her crotch. The medium vee'd front of the top half showed a lot of cleavage, not by being super deeply plunging so much as by the fact it was low slung in the first place, almost suggesting her breasts were being squeezed out over the top of her dress and supported only by spaghetti string straps over her shoulder.
She did a modelisque spin, showing me the back of the dress. There too it highlighted her figure in the way it clung to it. The back wasn't that cut away; being a straight line across her back under her armpits. But the way it highlighted her bottom made it look -- excuse me for resorting to crudity, but nothing else conveys its effect -- instantly fuckable.
As I felt my manhood swelling, simply on the visual effect of the dress, it made me wonder how we were going to surreptitiously have sex while dancing when every guy within 200 meters of us was going to be transfixed on her.
I got dressed in the hippie pants with the buttonless fly and the t shirt long enough to provide some disguise for Kylie's intended public obscenities.
As we both put on our sandals, we headed out to re-join the party.
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It wasn't easy being one of only two women sailing the International 14 sailing skiff in Australia and one of only a small number in the World. And the only one going to our Nationals.
What is this I14 of which I speak?
It's a crazily fast 14ft lightweight sailing dinghy/skiff with a large sail area, kept upright by the leveraged weight of the two crew hanging out on trapezes (lines secured to the upper section of the mast supporting the crewperson by being hooked to a special trapeze belt) [googling I14 sailing should bring up plenty of pictures]
The Nationals were in Sydney and I wanted to attend, but my crew injured himself two weeks before the event and I was left searching for a replacement. No one in the Victorian fleet was available but our West Australian colleges came to my rescue with an experienced crew who had wanted to attend the nationals but whose skipper couldn't make it.
He was flying into Sydney the same day I was driving up; two days before the regatta begun. Working these boats with a new crew is no easy thing; however skilled they are. So I was looking forward to getting in a brief sail late in the day of my arrival and a more comprehensive one the following day.
I arrived at the boat park to find a number of boats already ahead of me; which was good because it gave me plenty of hands to get the boat off the trailer and the gear unpacked. Among the gaggle of familiar males that had come to help me, one approached me...
"Hi. Are you Jane?"
In the middle of untying the boat from the trailer, I only half looked up at this male offering an outstretched hand and I grasped it as I answered...
"Yes."
"I'm Ted."
It is difficult to describe the feeling I had as I shook his hand. I'd never felt it before, at least in the context of a mere handshake. I suppose in retrospect it was a rapid onset of a degree of arousal, but at the time I didn't recognise it as such because, frankly, that's not how one is supposed to react to shaking the hand of a stranger. All I knew in the moment is that my vagina and nipples were reacting in a very strange way.
There was something in his voice - a reassuring, strong but kind masculinity -- that I first noticed, accompanied by the warm, almost cuddly, but firm feel of his handshake which together first triggered it. But it was when I looked up and studied him properly my system went ballistic.
In front of me was the most perfect male I'd ever met; at least in my eyes.
The smile was what first hit me. It was beautiful; wide, friendly, embracing. There was just something about it which spoke of the person within. Mounted on a handsome face framed by blonde, sea bleached hair; I just wanted to kiss it.
And that was before I had the chance to scan his body. Oh my god. It was like Adonis stood before me. In a tight T shirt and a pair of shorts, he was tall, slender, but strongly built; well, he was the perfect crew if that's all I was looking for. And that's all I was meant to be looking for. But there was something happening in my groin that was more like the sexual equivalent of an intravenous injection of four doses of caffeine hitting you all at once.
I continued to hold his hand for way too long as I added to my simple greeting...
"Thanks for coming up to race with me. I was hoping to get some practice in this afternoon and tomorrow. Is that OK with you?"
I nearly melted with the sonorous but friendly and reassuring tone of his voice
"That would be great. It could be a challenging series and we'd better sort out working together."
I couldn't help but keep casting my eyes over him as we moved the boat and gear to the rigging area, staying in a position that let me watch him without him seeing me do so.
I began to fret that I was dressed in my comfortable driving gear; very loose baggy shorts and an equally baggy long sleeve cotton pullover. Sure, if I sat the right way in the right spot, he'd have a grandstand view up my shorts of the small black panties covering my pussy. But that wasn't really the way I wanted to make an impression on him.
It wasn't that I didn't have something to display, it was just that what I was wearing wasn't doing it. On the tall and slender side like him, I knew I was what most guys would regard as attractive; a shapely figure, nice legs and pretty face and long blonde hair; all capped by perky breasts on the upper end of the B cup size. And a smooth olive complexion which was reasonably flawless.
Normally I don't flaunt myself in the boat rigging yard because I know I attract a lot of what one might call 'the male gaze'. But I suddenly felt the urge to do just that. A whole yard of males might get some benefit from my wanting to attract the attention of one male, but that suddenly didn't matter.
As we settled down and started to prepare for rigging the boat, I indicated...
"It's been a long drive, I might go and change into some sailing clothes."
Grabbing some stuff from my bag, I headed over to the clubhouse change rooms.
'Sailing clothes' can have a number of meanings. Most commonly it might mean the wetsuits or whatever else you might wear on the boat. In my case it meant something to wear in the rigging yard. The figure hiding wetsuits and other stuff could wait a while.
I was tempted to return merely wearing a bikini. The day was certainly hot enough for it and if not too concerned about the male gaze, I've done it before. But it was also sunny and I needed some protection. I put on my nicest bikini pants -- a very minimalist Brazilian style one with a smooth, thin, shiny spandex texture that really shows off my butt and mound; especially from behind when I bend over -- and combined it with a sailing long sleeve polo sun top. The shirt is old -- but little used and in good condition because I keep it for sailing. But having been bought well before I fully grew up, it stretches to cling to my body tightly but comfortably, very much displaying my figure and leaving a midriff gap and, if I don't wear something under it, my nipples clearly showing underneath. Normally I wear the matching bikini top. This time I didn't.
Being the only female sailor in a park full of males -- most of them older than me -- I knew most eyes were looking at me as I returned to my boat. But there was only one pair of eyes I was interested in.
I could see Ted was a little taken aback when I came back and couldn't help but notice he had trouble taking his eyes off me and now it was he who often seemed to position himself so he could perve at me without (he thought) being caught. In other words he was doing exactly the same as I'd done while walking the boat across the park, and was still doing.
I found many opportunities to bend over into the boat to fix something as we rigged, well aware he was right behind me and I was offering the a very seductive sight.
Was I prick teasing? Possibly. But then, whether he knew it or not, he was cunt teasing me in just the same way; enough that my nipples were poking on high beam through my shirt and I was starting to have some concerns about a possible damp stain between my legs and even of my labia escaping the narrow gusset of my bikini pants -- even if that didn't stop me bending over.
And increasingly, as we did two person jobs, I found my hip and upper thigh pushed against his, instead of being kept at the millimetre gap one usually uses.
Where this was all going, I didn't have a clue. I'd had relationships before. But nothing like this. I had the hots in a way I'd never felt and wasn't sure I knew how to navigate them.
The boat being ready for sailing provided at least some distraction. With the day being hot and the wind somewhat moderate and warm, I went for my spandex leggings and a long sleeve, close fitting, rashie (a spandex sun top for those who have other names for them). Whether it was deliberate or just his thing, Ted went for a pair of board shorts and no top other than a lather of sunscreen. That meant, even under the lifevest and trapeze belt that would go over everything else, I'd have a muscle bound chest constantly in my field of vision. Just what I needed in my present state. Not!
We launched without any issues and headed down harbour to the area off the heads where most of the racing would take place.
Now one of the things about being out on trapeze is that you have little to balance yourself with. The trapeze line -- from the skipper's position especially -- angles steeply forward towards the mast. That means there's a constant pull forward; more so when the boat is sailed flat -- as it should be -- since gravity is providing only a minimal transfer of weight through to your feet to help you keep in contact with the boat. Conversely, a wave catching you unexpectedly can easily wash you off the back of the boat.
To finish the comedy of possible errors then there is the aptly named, long used (but now laughed at by outsiders) tea bagging, where the boat actually leans over towards you so far that you get dumped in the water, lose your grip on the boat and are left dangling and, bouncing up and down in the water on the end of the trapeze string and somewhat helpless.
All of these things are regular occurrences and a well worked up crew will often use the balance of the other crew -- by a hand on the shoulder or thigh or even an arm around their back -- to recover their balance.
As it turned out, we soon recognised the benefit of the pre-race training. A few differences in process were quickly worked out.
But one I took a while to get used to was that Ted, when playing the mainsheet, sailed the boat flatter than my usual crew. To be clear, flat is good and flat is fast and it showed how good a crew Ted was. But it also left me much more unbalanced on the trapeze than I was used to.
The other thing we needed to adjust to was the rolling waves coming through the heads; waves much, much bigger than I had seen before, even if they weren't as bad for a cross chop as Port Phillip Bay waves. The boat had a tendency to fly off the top of a wave going to windward -- almost airborne -- and pitch down and threaten to bury itself in the pit of a wave with the spinnaker up downwind. Both these things, while they could be helped by better steering than I started with, also added to both our instability on the trapeze.
I found myself constantly grabbing Ted's thigh to stop me going forward and pushing him off balance too; and it's not just a quick shove. It sometimes take the best part of a minute to settle yourself down again using your partner to hold yourself in place while you rebalance your stance. But all that was familiar ground and very much part of sailing these boats.
Things went a bit weird when a big lurch saw me grab for his thigh and instead put my hand down the gap between the top of his trapeze belt and his boardies, half grabbing the very top of his thigh where it met his crotch and with two fingers over his cock as it lay in his pants. It was clear he had nothing underneath the boardies and it was a single layer of light stretchy material between my hand and his cock.
Still completely off balance, all I could do was say...
"Sorry...I'm still not balanced."
The trouble was, being off balance, my steering had become a bit wobbly, which made me more off balanced. And I didn't have enough stability to move my hand from where it inappropriately clung on to his body. As I struggled to get my act back together and Ted even used his spare hand to try and get me righted, I felt his cock harden under my hand. It was a good half mongrel by the time I removed it; and I'm not going to write what it did to me, the adrenalin of the instability notwithstanding...
"Sorry about that. I was trying to grab your thigh."
He looked at me with a sarcastic smile...
"Oh, and here I was hoping you were deliberately trying to grope me."
"You'd like me to use your cock as a balance point would you?"
"As long as you don't crush my balls, there'd be worse placed you could grab."
"I'll bear that in mind."
"Will you now?"
Rising cheekily to his challenge, three of the next four times I lost it, I had my hand covering his cock. It had become sensitive to the experience and by the third time it was close to a full erection.
Ted's balancing action were still safely on my thigh and shoulder, at least until we came off a massive wave under kite and half buried the bow. I'd seen it coming and had braced myself by leaning right back. Ted was still out perpendicular to the boat and caught off guard. He threw a hand back, found my body wasn't quite where it usually was and grabbed my crotch in a full wrap around; his palm flat on my mons and his fingers buried in my labia, one finger even slightly penetrating my already somewhat aroused vagina. I wasn't sure whether to damn these trapeze belts with thigh straps and no crotch covering, or praise them. I think it was the latter.
Looking forward in our direction of travel, I saw Ted blush deeply...
"Sorry, that was entirely accidental."
"What, not a reply to my groping you?"
"I wouldn't do that without permission."
"Well as you said, there are worse places you could grab."
Things were starting to get a bit wilder on the water and we decided to quit while we were ahead; returning to the beach and unrigging; with me already stripped down to my bikini pants again, no longer worried about damp stains in the crotch, since they were now soaking wet and clinging to my mons, groin and bottom in what I knew would be an impressive display.
To get out of my wet rashie, I slipped my bikini to on under it and stripped down to that too. Ted was already all but naked except for his boardies, so apart from the lifevest and trap belt, there wasn't much he could lose. Still, those strong broad shoulders of his in full view as we unrigged drove me crazy with an inappropriate desire.
I was flirting like crazy with him and sensed he was flirting with me too. But I got the sense he was playing a longer game, not trying to get into my pants before the day was out; whereas my body was giving me more urgent signals about where this would go. But I didn't want to play the slut. I wanted him to lead the action.
We were half unrigged when I casually asked...
"Where are you staying?"
"I was told I'd be staying with your group."
"Ug. I was told you were staying with the Perth guys. I tell you what, we've got an Airbnb just up the road with four bedrooms and seven of us staying in it. Come back with me and we'll see what we can do. Either way, we're not leaving you out in the open.
I didn't even change out of my bikini or put something over it as I led him to my car for the drive up the hill to the place we are staying.
On arrival, I took my dry clothes bag out of the car and led Ted into the house where the rest of my party were already ensconced around the lounge room drinking beers. After introducing him I asked...
"Because of a mix up, Ted might have to stay with us. What's the situation?"
James, the group organiser and usual spokesperson replied with a grin that seemed to grow as he spoke...
'We've given you the master bedroom with a king bed and ensuite. The rest of us are in small rooms with two single beds per room, so there's no room for him with the guys, even on the floor. And as you can see, the lounges are too small to sleep on and the lounge room pretty crowded. Maybe he'll have to bunk down on the floor of your room. Go and check it out."
Ted followed me as I went upstairs.
James was right. They'd certainly done the right thing by me. My room was big, the others cramped. I looked at Ted...
"Do you have a mattress or camp bed?"
"Afraid not, so I'll just have to accommodate myself on the timber floor."
I looked around the room. There was no way of softening the hardness of the timber floor and my bed was gigantic. I looked back at him, half excited by the prospect, my heart almost skipping a beat...
"It's a big bed. Would you feel comfortable sharing it?"
"If you mean, are you safe and can I resist any inclination to act inappropriately, yes I can do that."
There was a sense in my groin that it wasn't me whose safety was at risk...
"Ok, that's settled then."
The rest of the even was spent binge watching a Netflix series, eating and, as tends to happen at these things, drinking; although Ted and I were far from drunk by the time everyone decided to go to bed.
Ted offered me first shower and I emerged wearing what was one of the few things I had as nightwear -- brought more for an emergency than expecting to wear it and even then an emergency that involved sharing with other women. A very short, loose nightie with a plunging neckline and spaghetti shoulder straps. Since it barely came down to my crotch, I needed to wear panties with it; having nothing but tiny string sided, black minimalist briefs; and very brief at that. The panties were my usual style but normally I sleep naked. I could hardly do that while sharing a bed with Ted. Not straight away anyway.
Ted emerged in a small pair of what looked like short cotton pyjama pants; but topless...
"Does it bother you if I don't wear a top? It's a bit warm tonight and I don't really have anything suitable."
Did it bother me? It was probably going to keep me awake half the night, but 'bothering me' was the least of the issues...
"No, that's fine. You're right, I suspect it is going to be a rather warm night."
What might have been more problematic was the pants. He clearly wasn't wearing undies and the outline of what looked like an impressive dick could be seen hanging down to just above the loose leg hem of his right leg. Still as we turned off the light and lay down at what you might have regarded as the furthest distance possible from each other and covered ourselves with the sheet, all these issue sort of disappeared; well except for his dick; with the sheet draped across it in a way that left little to the imagination even in just the moon light coming through the window.
Ted seemed to settle down fairly easily; although he did throw off the sheet completely after about ten minutes.
He had been right in skipping a top. I threw off my sheet too, but was constrained by the nightie. For a while I tossed and turned; partly because I'd had too much to eat, partly because I was too hot and partly because I was as randy as all hell. The heat was partly dealt with my scrunching up my nightie to under my breasts to expose as much of my torso as I could, the randiness by a good dose of mindfulness and the overeating by time and propping up my pillow to raise my head although the latter gave me a distractingly better view of Ted's all but naked body and the cock in his pants.
But the sleep I fell into was a restless one.
I woke a few hours later, covered in sweat; especially under and around my nightie, which was twisted uncomfortably around me from rolling from side to side as I'd slept. Ted or not, I needed to lose it. I sat up to take it off, hardly concerned by the fact he'd have the sight of my bare breasts and tiny panties when he woke up. As I slipped it off my head, I looked down at Ted's sleeping torso stretched out next to me.
What I saw in the moonlight left me cross legged in desire. His night erection had escaped under the leg hem of his pants, lifting up the loose material to fully expose itself, balls and all.
It's not as though I haven't seen erections before, and had them in my body. It shouldn't have been a big deal, even if he did look a bit bigger than other cocks I've granted the privilege of fucking me. But never had I felt the reaction I had to seeing Ted's. I became instantly aroused. I could feel my labia swell and open like a flower and my vagina prepare itself for penetration.



There's something about Ted that's having a different effect on me than any other male I've dated and lying alongside him in bed seems to have greatly multiplied that effect. It was like, in our warm, sweaty environment, some sort of pheromone is wafting across to me and stirring up my own hormones.
I actually contemplated sitting on him and fucking him cowgirl style; effectively raping him as he slept. Well, only momentarily. I spent more time pondering the possibility of waking him and asking him for a fuck. After all, he was a male. In the end, I laid on my side and stared at his cock and body as I fingered myself to an orgasm; having to fight a powerful desire to cry out and throw my hips up as I came with surprising speed.
It served the purpose. I managed to get myself back to sleep.
When I woke up in the morning, Ted was missing from the bed. I could only hope he'd had a good perve at my breasts before he left the room. Better still if he'd studied my mons and crotch, seeing how little the tiny panties had hidden and maybe noticed the suspicious stains that fingering myself last night might have left. I needed his desires to be as strong as mine as quickly as possible. I wanted him to make the first move.
Putting on a bikini I went downstairs to find Ted, still dressed only in a pair of boardies, with his arm and chest muscles suitably appearing to be almost pumped, talking to Allen, one of my Victorian mates.
After breakfast, we went down the club for another training run.
Our teamwork was getting better and that meant the number of unstable situations was reduced; but half the time my hand was still landing across his cock as I used him to balance myself. And increasingly, I could feel his reaction to it; sometimes getting close to a full boner. Eventually he chose to play the game and I'd sometimes get a groping of my crotch and a hand full of fingers invading my erogenous zones in whatever place they landed; usually accompanied by a grin and a barely meant apology. I sensed he was coming into the zone where me coming onto him might not seem too presumptuous.
The way in which the deal was closed was completely unexpected. Flying down a wave between the heads of Sydney Harbour, we went what sailors call 'down the mine'; which means a massive nose dive and flipping back over front. As the boat instantly stopped we were both thrown forward. Sling-shotted on our trapeze wires, Ted hit the water first, I followed right on top of him; both of us in a tangle of ropes, sheets and lines; but mainly the spinnaker sheet held by him and the mainsheet held by me; both of which were entangling our legs. With lifevests on, getting our heads above water was quick enough. Getting ourselves untangled less so. As we treaded water, pushed against and facing each other, his upper thigh invaded my crotch, and mine his, the constant roll of the waves rubbing him against my clit through the thin leggings and bikini pants I had on.
The moment of forced intimacy was all I needed. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him. To my enormous pleasure, he reciprocated. I would have gladly just kept treading water and let him bring me to an orgasm; but it wasn't the best place to make out and the boat needed attention.
We got the boat upright and sorted out and kept sailing for a while; Ted more obviously now participating in the groping game.
By late morning we were ready for a break. We went ashore and lowered the sail to avoid any accidents from changes to wind direction or strength. Normally you go into the clubhouse for some refreshment. Instead, as we secured the boat, I whispered in his ear...
"What about if we go back to the BandB?"
He looked at me, quizzically at first. And then, as if an envelope had been opened and the mail read, he gave a sly grin and he replied...
"Sure. If that's what you'd like."
"I would."
Manly is a beach suburb. I couldn't be bothered making a fuss of changing. I slipped off my wet leggings and rashie down to my bikini, and took his hand...
"It's only three blocks. Why don't we walk and save the parking hassle."
It was lucky he was a fast walker -- or seemed to be. Because I set a cracking pace and it might have looked a bit strange if it looked as though I was dragging him along. I knew no one else would be home because they were all down at the boat park, so it was an empty house when I got the keys from the key lock and entered it.
The minute I closed the door behind me, I wrapped him in my arms and kissed him; gaining some pleasure from feeling his erection grow in his boardies, to the point it eventually poked out of the waistband.
The kiss confirmed something I got a hint of as we kissed while treading water. What is it they say when a kiss has a magical effect...'seeing stars'? If that's the expression, I was seeing whole constellations. I wanted him. I wanted his body. Now. Urgently.
I ripped open the Velcro waistband and fly of his pants and let them drop to the floor, leaving him naked with a towering erection pushed against my stomach.
As he started to play with the bows holding on my bikini top, I led him up the stairs, letting the top fall to the floor half way up. My bikini pants had a firm elastic waistband and wasn't going to fall down my legs, but it had dried as we walked up the hill. When we entered our bedroom I fell backwards onto the bed, still wearing them, and slid up it; outstretched arms indicating he should embrace and take me.
Ted knelt between my legs and peeled the bikini pants down my legs. Looking up, he asked...
"What do you like?"
"I like a lot of things, but right now I want you to use that erection of yours to just fuck me. I may not climax, but it is still what I want."
He looked at me with a somewhat puzzled face, causing me to continue...
"Sometimes I just want sex. Sex of the basest kind. Of a man over me, doing his man thing. We can do a lot of other things afterwards, but that's what I feel like right now."
He screwed his face up as if reluctantly accepting the crazy woman's request and lay on top of me, being careful to support his weight on his knees and elbows. He didn't need any guidance from me. I felt his cock surge through my vulva and find the dark, warm, wet hole awaiting it; fully penetrating it effortlessly.
The sense of him filling me was fantastic. I felt filled like I'd never felt filled before; maybe he was bigger or thicker, but whatever it was, I felt the satisfaction of a yearning I'd had almost since I first shook hands with Ted. Well, partial satisfaction anyway
I grabbed him around the neck as he started thrusting; his body over mine, his manhood deeply penetrating my body with every thrust.
In supporting his own weight, he'd left a gap between his hips and mine and indeed a gap between most parts of our bodies. I had no magic vagina that was going to readily come to his thrusts; but I had a brain overcome with desire for him which would almost cum to the mere knowledge he was in my body and a g spot I knew was sensitive. I lifted and angled my hips; pushing my thighs and pubis into firmer contact with his, at the same time presenting my g spot for stimulation by his thrusting shaft.
I also pulled his upper body down so that his chest rubbed against my nipples with every movement; and since his thrusts were driven by his whole body, not just by a rise and fall of his hips, that was a lot.
My body's response was almost instantaneous. His thrusts were stimulating me; adding to my brain's stimulation and excitement of merely having him make love to me. Without meaning or planning to, I moaned. Moaned in a way Ted couldn't have missed and moaned more as each thrust filled my body with erotic ecstasy.
My breathing got heavier as the moans continued; gaining an almost breathless character, each one building on the one before, as if heading towards a crescendo. For a moment, Ted held me on the edge of coming, but not falling over it; every thrust filling my whole body with pleasure.
Then the release of my orgasm almost overwhelmed me. I cried out as I thrust my hip up at him; grinding it against his. I kept crying as Ted upped his thrust rate, driving my orgasm to a new height until his grunting revealed his own orgasm was not far away.
Ted's grunt became a bellow as he started cumming; plunging his shaft faster and deeper into my body as he maximised the enjoyment of his own orgasm while stirring up and prolonging mine. We were like an out of tune choir as our respective orgasmic noises competed with each other, our bodies writhing and grinding against each other as if we were about to become a single being.
Ted's orgasm died first; finishing with shuddering mini climaxes as he drained his balls into me. Mine prolonged itself further, contracting on Ted's precious erection for some time after he'd been reduced to a panting limp player in our erotic game.
We were still joined by his erection, except he'd rolled me over to have my weight draped over his body, when we heard the front door open. Since the bedroom door was open, we laid there in silence, hoping whoever it was would just grab something and go back to the club. We heard the person on the stairs coming up them; quietly hoping he'd just go into his own room without walking past or looking in ours.
It was James's voice I heard behind me...
"That's a really cute arse Jane; yours always has been. But I haven't seen it presented like that before. By the way, you left a trail to your door. You might want these."
I screwed my head around to look at him, holding up my bikini top and Ted's boardies...
"I'll leave them here at the door for you and leave you get dressed whenever you're finished your business."
James disappeared back down stairs where we could hear him ferreting about in the kitchen. I dismounted Ted, ducked into the bathroom to clean up, taking my bikini pants with me; emerging to find Ted back in his boardies and holding my bikini top for me. With us both as dressed as we'd come here in, I went down stairs to find James.
I wasn't sure what to do; but I suspected asking him not to say anything to the others was pointless.
He gave me an enormous grin of self-satisfaction when he turned to me...
"I thought athletes aren't meant to go around banging each other until their competition is over."
"You're thinking of the Olympics."
"Olympics, Nationals, aren't they all the same."
"That depends on how cute the guy is."
James turned to Ted...
"Well done feller. Every guy in the club wishes and works on bedding this stunningly beautiful young lady. All without success. You've done it in a day."
I cut in...
"We're heading back down the club. I don't suppose you'll let me live it down."
"Probably not. I mean, there might be some sort of sexual bribery that might induce me to decide it's better not to mention it. But I don't think that's your style."
James had made his own play for me some time ago. He was a nice enough guy, but didn't have what I wanted and he knew it...
"No, you're right, that's not my style."
"Oh well. You know what lose tongues sailors have."
"Yea, I do. We'll see you down there."
The fact was, I wasn't that panicked about it. Indeed, getting it out of the way now probably gave us more latitude during the night when the others were home. I'd never pretended to be a virgin, they knew I dated and they knew I was picky. None of them are actually monks either. Displaying my arse to him with an erection up my vagina was probably the worst of it; and I can get over that. I don't doubt it gave James a thrill, even if it was a jealous one.
We had another afternoon training session. Our sailing was definitely getting better and, while the times we lost balance were getting less frequent, the consequences were getting more sexual. Ted was often given an erection -- no doubt helped along by the knowledge our relation was now sexual -- and I often found myself with a finger momentarily as far up my vagina as a thin pair of leggings over a bikini bottom would allow.
Still, it made the sailing far more enjoyable.
After an hour and a half, we went ashore, packed the boat for the night and tossed up whether to go to the bar or go back to the BandB. I put a mini length sundress I'd left in the car over my bikini and Ted put on a shirt to give us access to the bar. But there weren't many others there, so we retreated to the BandB.
Our group was already there, drinking beers in the lounge room. We were greeted as I anticipated we would be; with playful sexual innuendos about our earlier activities and our intentions for the night. The truth was they didn't know half of what I intended.
I lead Ted to a single lounge chair with padded arm rests. Leaving him there for a moment, I went and got us some beers. Brushing the back of my mini dress to have it hang behind me, instead of tucking under my legs, I sat across his lap, my crotch facing away from the rest of the guys; even if that did mean I had to twist around to look at them while talking to them. I put my arm around Ted's neck while he put one around my upper back and the other high on my thigh. And after I repositioned it with my hand, it was very high as high as it could go.
As I'd intended, it meant he could playfully finger me while we sat there; two fingers and a thumb holding his cold beer, two fingers to finger me with. And I quickly had his erection pinned between his stomach and my thigh.
At first it was just a tease; brushing his fingers across where my swollen clit lay under my bikini pants and along my labia. But the gusset of my bikini was pretty narrow. I could feel straight away as he rimmed my labia that some of it already sat outside the leg elastic. So he could easily slip his finger under it for a more direct contact with my clit; a certainly a more arousing contact. Then he digitally penetrated me, rubbing my g spot for a while before returning to tickle up my clit some more.
It was only the momentary stops to let him take another swig of beer, and those required to hide our behaviour as others walked past to get another beer, that was keeping things under control. I suddenly had to decide whether to let him bring me to a climax. Anything like the performance I'd put on earlier in the day wasn't going to be acceptable, but I could already notice my breathing was getting heavier. I just wasn't at all sure I could manage to keep a lid on it.
It was getting too much.
I used my hand to grab his fingers and move them a little further down my thigh, whispering in his ear...
"I was about to cum."
He smiled at me, but otherwise we continued to act and engage with the others as if nothing was happening.
We had dinner and after that moved back into the lounge, settling back down to let him subtly finger me some more, until we decided to retire to our room.
That was not without tribulations.
The ribald suggestions and cat calling were to be expected. "Give her one for me", was perhaps the least offensive. The other problem was Ted's erection. I had to sit more demurely for five minutes to let it go down so he could stand up in front of everyone; although the prospect of what lay ahead can't have helped.
As we entered the room and close the door, Ted peeled off his T shirt, then peeled my dress over my head while I ripped open the Velcro on his boardies to send them back to the floor. Half lifting me, he deposited me flat on the bed, still in my bikini.
Already kneeling bent over me from putting me on the bed, he gave me a quick kiss as he undid the neck tie on my bikini top, then moved down to my breasts, pulling the triangles off them to give them a good licking and sucking; finding encouragement from me as he did so.
Then he moved further down, once again kneeling between my legs as he stripped my bikini bottom off.
I thought he was going to fuck me again, but instead he lowered his head to my crotch, flicking his tongue against my already very swollen and aroused clit. I lifted my hips and moaned in pleasure. It's not many of my boyfriends went down on me; even if they all wanted head for themselves.
I squirmed and quivered with his unrelenting stimulation of my bud; having trouble supressing my desire to express my arousal more vocally. It became more impossible when he put two fingers in my vagina and started fingering my g spot and extended his other arm to tweak my nipple. Now my legs were quivering so much the whole bed seemed like it was shaking.
I was so stimulated, I was expressing profanities even before I came, something I'd never come even close to doing before...
"Oh god...oohh...oohh...god...oh my god...aahhh...aahh...ooohhhh...oooohhhhh..."
Until....
"Oh fuck...oh shit...AAAHHHHHH...OOOOHHHHH...AAAHHHH...O GOD
...AAAAAAHHHHHOOOOHHHHH..."
My climax left me out of control; squirming and rolling about as Ted tried to stay in contact with me. Overwhelmed with endorphins, I all but ripped his hair out as I pulled his head up to my face so I could thrust my tongue down his throat, rolling him over as I covered his body with mine and went to town on pashing him; my hand, thighs, breasts and every part of my body determined to make as much contact with his body as I could, all while squirming about on top of him; his erection rolling around under my lower stomach as I did so.
But I knew he was entitled to his turn. Getting my shit together, I sat up and moved down his legs, lifting his erection up to take it into my mouth. I'd only thrust it about half way into my mouth about four times before I felt his hand on the back of my head. For a moment I thought he was going to force it deeper. Instead I felt the slightest pull on my hair, dragging me back up his body.
He almost whispered...
"Can we finish with sex instead? But only if you're happy with that. If you really want to give me head, you can."
God, I've had some terrible experiences giving head to guys. I'll take missionary sex over that any time. With a deliberately comical approach, I threw myself on the bed beside him spreadeagled, offering...
"Come and take me."
He sniggered as he rolled on top of me, once again taking the posture that kept his weight off me. By now our bodies, in the high humidity and warmth of the room, were both a later of sweat. His was dripping on me as he penetrated me. But it simply drove my desires higher. It was fresh sweat, athletic sweat and more than anything the sweat of a rampant male signalling the genetic compatibility of our bodies.
Having found the advantage of lifting and turning my hips last time, I did it again; almost from the first thrust, his erection was raking my g spot, taking over from stimulating me from where my now well worked clit had left off.
Already highly aroused and stimulated I went a bit ballistic; at least for a share house. Let's just say the sex noises were completely over the top. I was going to pay a price for it in the morning, but what he was doing to me was too good to spoil with worries about that.
All the while, Ted just kept thrusting away, constant, deeply penetrating thrusts delivered at a medium slow pace.
I came. Then I'll swear I came again; or at least it felt like it because I've never been in this situation or this aroused before.
I could sense Ted's own arousal was building and around the time of my second climax, he went off with a grunt and a succession of fast thrusts as his cum again filled my vagina.
As he gently lowered himself down and once again rolled over to put me on top, it would be fair to say our bodies were overheated and covered in sweat, both our personal sweat and that of the other. Plus covered in salt, since we hadn't showered after sailing, apart from playing hose games as we washed the boat.



I asked...
"Do you want to have a shower to cool off and clean up?"
Losing the bikini top still attached to my upper stomach by the lower tie string, I went ahead of Ted to relieve myself -- after only one day, some things are still private - then opened the door to let him in too.
I had never really felt before the rush of endorphins and oxytocin that my climaxes with Ted had given me; indeed, his presence alone -- especially naked -- seemed enough to overwhelm me with them.
We cuddled under the cooling shower, kissing, soaping the other and groping and fondling each other; not always sexually, but enough to arouse me. Ted's cock of course had blown its load and for the moment hung limply, if somewhat half mongrelly between his legs.
But there were question I had to ask...
"Don't you like getting head?"
"It's lovely and feels great. But in many ways, actual sex feels just as good if not better. Some girls like giving it, others don't. Until I know what you do and don't like, I didn't want to impose on you what was maybe something you prefer to avoid. If you like giving it, then go for it and tell me so because I certainly don't want to deprive you of it."
"Did it bother you when you found my breasts exposed this morning?"
"I figured you'd found your nightie too hot. The only thing that bothered me was the risk of getting caught perving at your breasts, which I did for about twenty minutes before I got up. Mind you, those are terribly cute panties you wear, so it wasn't just your breasts. Anyway, I was glad I woke first, because I found my night erection fully exposed out of the leg of my PJ pants."
"Yea, no, sorry. I'm afraid I got a good look at that when I woke in the middle of the night. It was quite a sight."
I paused for a minute, before feeling compelled to say...
"Do you know, this is the first time I've ever had sex more than once in a day and normally, even if the guy is trying, I usually only cum about three quarters of the time. I've lost count of the orgasms you've given me today."
"I think it's three."
"Well, you don't know about the one I fingered myself to while you slept alongside me, and I think you actually gave me two while you were just fucking me. So that makes five."
"Pretty good going."
We'd been standing face to face, hugging each other as the water ran over us, when I felt his erection come up between my legs, lodging itself in my crease. It was back, and from the feel of it as it surged into my crease, as hard and as big as ever...
"You're aroused again."
"Am I alone in that?"
"Definitely not."
I could have let it go. After all, I wasn't exactly deprived. But the way his shaft pushed against my clit triggered me. As I stood there I slowly swayed back a forth against him, holding his erection in one hand to position it to let my clit slide along his shaft.
Ted didn't need to be a genius to work out what I was doing. He stood there, stroking my hair and kissing my forehead as I effectively masturbated on his shaft.
The stimulation was not as intense as the sex we'd had earlier, letting me keep my vocal reaction to a seductive hum, but was still working. As I climaxed I pushed into me, to let my contractions have his shaft to work against.
Ted whispered into my ear...
"I think that makes six."
For a moment we stood there kissing, in a full embrace, his shaft fully penetrated into me. I wasn't sure what Ted wanted. I just wasn't used to a relationship this sexually impassioned. But I slowly turned us around until my back was against the wall, offering him a better prospect of fucking me if he wanted to.
Ted didn't seem to be in a hurry, but after a short interlude, he withdrew and thrust in again. Just once as first, as if making up his mind. After a pause, he thrust again, then again. Pressing me against the wall, he bent his head down to suck my nipple as his thrusts came increasingly faster. I could feel him raking the top of his shaft against the hard pelvic floor muscle at the front of my vagina.
It didn't take long before he came with a grunt; this time standing there on full penetration while his pulsing erection pumped its seed into me.
With our immediate passions fulfilled, we became a bit guilty about our overuse of water. After giving his cock a good wash, we got out and dried each other before climbing into bed; this time completely naked.
We indulged in a body entwining goodnight kiss -- that left us both aroused -- but left it at that. It was still too hot to engage in sleeping while cuddled up and we separated enough to let us get some actual sleep.
It had been a big day and with my frustration and passion satisfied for the moment, sleep came quickly.
My dreams in the first half of that night were full of eroticism. I know because I woke in the middle of one; some really weird and twisted shit of Ted and me making out in our boat and in the water on the beach where we launched. And I suspect I woke up because the dreams were about to make me cum.
But it left me staring once again at Ted's night erection; no longer framed by pyjama pants, just a big, thick, hard shaft which, from the angle I was looking, and in the moonlight, almost seemed suspended over his body.
I admit the situation was crazy. By anyone's standard, I'd had my arse rooted off yesterday. By all rights I should be completely sated for at least a week. But instead I was randy again; enough to have me tossing and turning trying to get back to sleep -- given how big a day we'd have tomorrow with the start of the nationals.
I'd never felt this degree of sexual attraction to a man before. Yes he was handsome and very attractively masculine in his build, but I'm not so superficial I'd be giving my vagina the workout it's been getting just for that. Clearly something more is at play. Some sort of hormone signalling extreme compatibility or something like that.
I was already aroused from my dreams, complimented with a bit of playing with myself as I stared at his body. The temptation to reach out and play with his cock -- in the hope it might wake him -- was overwhelming. But I still didn't do it, however much staring at it made me want to. But in a way I got what I wanted more subtly.
My tossing and turning disturbed him and I saw him reposition himself in a way that indicated he was awake; or at least semi awake. I put my hand on his chest and slid it down his torso to under the erection, just below his navel, gliding it gently up and down a couple of times, the snail's trail of sticky dampness my fingers left maybe giving some hint of the extent to which I had pre-aroused myself. The last time, his shaft surged as my hand slid under it...
"Are you feeling randy?"
"When does a man not feel randy?"
"Do you want to fix it?"
"Do you?"
"Sure, why not."
With that, I turned my hand up and wrapped it around his erection, gently tugging it towards me. He got the message and rolled towards me, placing himself in a missionary position.
His shaft found a vagina that was wet with my juices and so aroused he slipped in without the slightest push and me so aroused I let out a gasp of pleasure as he did so. Once again I used the gap he left by weightlessly supporting himself over me to raise and turn my hips.
Perhaps it would have been better if I hadn't.
I came on his fourth thrust. Not a quiet sort of orgasm like I'd given myself under the shower. No, in the middle of the night in a crowded house, I had to cry out; partly because it took me by surprise, partly because it was so intense.
Without the head start I'd given myself, and no doubt with his balls well drained by our activities during the day, Ted took much longer. Much, much longer.
After I'd come and he detected the peak of my orgasm might have passed, I sensed Ted change the angle of his thrusts a bit to rake his shaft across the hard pelvic floor muscle of my vaginal opening. It caused him to grunt a lot, but certainly didn't send him into an instant organism; not by a long shot.
In the meantime, yours truly, still highly aroused and well worked up by my own foreplay and erotic dreams was in some sort of sexual overdrive. Every thrust seemed to deliver a new pleasurable high, triggering me to vocalise it...
"OOHH...OOHH...OOHH...OOOUUU...OOOUUU...OOOUUU"
Oh, god, my legs were shaking and quivering again as I worked up to another orgasm; which broke with the same housing waking cry as the first one.
I gripped Ted as tightly as I could; enjoying every moment of our sex and wishing it could go on forever, but very aware we were going to get a pasting from my club mates in the morning.
It was as I nosily came for the third time that Ted came too; his grunts turning to a long moan as he froze in place letting the pulses of his orgasm deliver his cum into me.
As he finished, he rolled off me, panting heavily as he lay on his back on the bed next to me.
I bent over him, kissing him on the lips...
"That was beautiful. But I suppose we'd better try and get back to sleep. We've got a big day tomorrow."
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It had to happen. The other guys were waiting for us when Ted and I came down in the morning.
And as soon as we appeared, it started. In unison they repeated all the sex noises we -- and especially I -- had made during our love making during the night. The grunting, the moaning; you name it.
Then they improvised with random comments like..."Fuck me harder Ted"... and other similar things I'd never said.
Knowing the guys, I was expecting it and it didn't even make me blush...
"You're just jealous."
It was James who answered...
"We're more than jealous. You can't just go stirring up our desires like that, leaving us randy as hell. If you're going to fuck noisily in the house like that, you have to give us some relief. You have to sit on us stark naked and give half of us a hand job every day."
"We can be quieter."
"No you can't. Even the squeaking of the bed gives you away."
I'd only been vaguely aware of how squeaky the bed was as Ted fucked me; especially with his suspended over me, full body thrusts style.
In a way, I had some empathy with their position. It was a bit unfair they had to listen to our activities. And yet, I certainly wasn't giving up those activities. I only had a week with Ted and wasn't going to compromise it.
But what they were asking for was sexual blackmail. I'd known them all for years. They were single, mostly a bit older than me and just about all of them had hit on me in different ways with the clear intention of getting in my pants. They were OK guys and reasonably attractive males. They just hadn't hit the notes I looked for in guys.
Surprisingly, I wasn't completely repelled by their demand. In fact, my main concern was Ted's response.
"Just a sec"
I took Ted by the hand and led him outside.
"What do you think? Do I pay the price they're asking for -- except with a bikini on instead of being naked?"
"Do you have to?"
"Well they organised the BandB and they were really generous in giving me the room they did. I suppose I'm sensitive to taking advantage of that and misusing their generosity. Frankly it's no big deal really. I'm not attracted to them, but they're good enough friends that I won't be repelled by doing it. But what about you? Will you be jealous?"
Ted pondered for a moment...
"I don't think I have any entitlement to be jealous about what you do. But even if I did...no I can see your logic. If you don't mind paying the price, neither do I."
We went back inside...
"OK, I'll do it but I'll be wearing a bikini."
There was a bit of a hub bub as they caused my proposal. The consensus was announced to me
"You have to wear the yellow one and topless."
The yellow bikini was the most out there one I had. The pants were just a tiny rectangle of material at the front and a thin strip of material that went through to the back. It was close to being a thong, but not quite. The top was a slide string tri, with very small triangles.
Normally I wore it under my wetsuit, because it was the most comfortable. It wasn't something I walked around a rigging yard in, but the guys would have got glimpses of it as I stripped out of my wet gear after a race.
As for the topless, while I would have felt very vulnerable without pants, frankly I'm not that modest about my breasts. They are conically shaped and still very perky, producing quite a projection. But what seems to attract the attention of guys are my nipples, which are right on the point of the cone and just a bit bigger than normal; both in their diameter and certainly in their aroused projection. Under a wet bikini top they put on quite a show. It isn't surprising the guys want to see them in the flesh. Still, I decided to draw a line...
"I'll wear the yellow one, but with the top. But that means no more complaints about us having sex. Agreed?"
Again they caucused before agreeing...
"OK then, do you want to get the first lot over this morning?"
They were almost surprised I was so keen to get started; but actually I didn't want to have to face the prospect all day as we raced.
They nodded.
"OK, get yourself sorted out. Why don't we go one in each room? We'll start in half an hour. Be ready. I just need to go to the shops first."
What I needed at the shops was some lube from a chemist I knew was only three blocks away. I wanted this to go as smoothly and quickly as I could, if you get my drift.
When I got back there were only three guys plus Ted downstairs. I asked...
"Are the patients ready?"
"They're upstairs in their rooms if that's what you mean."
I went up to my bedroom and changed into my yellow bikini. I figured visual stimulation would help me finish this quicker, so positioned the already small top with half my areola showing; leaving a very good chance that my breast would fall out of it with my jerking movements.
I'd decided I was going to treat this a bit like a doctor doing their rounds; somewhat clinically and efficiently.
Entering the first bedroom, I found James lying on his bed, stark naked. Flaccid when I entered, he grew an erection as I approached the bed. Straddling his thighs, I looked down at it. My first thought was wondering whether that was all he had to offer.
As I lubed up my hands, picked up his erection and started running my hands up and down it, it was apparent it was. That might explain his arrogance.
He was quickly groaning in pleasure; not loudly, but probably loud enough to be heard in the adjoining room. As predicted, my right breast fell out of its covering and James reached out for it. I gently intercepted his hand and placed it back by his side. This wasn't meant to be a two way interaction. But after that he didn't take his eyes off my breasts, as I noted his state of arousal accelerated.
As he came, he let out a prolonged groan. Sort of...
"OOOHHhhh...aaaaarrrrrrrr...ooohhhhhhhh...oooouuuuuuu."
His cum squirts barely cleared the end of his shaft before dropping onto his stomach...
"All good? One down two to go."
I got off him before he had a chance to answer, leaving him to clean up the mess as I rearranged my bikini top for the next one. The visual stimulation seemed to work, so I positioned them even more precariously and revealing.
Alexander was in the next room. He was stripped down to a pair of speedos, dropped to his upper thighs and already aroused when I entered the room; very likely from hearing James.
He was much bigger than James; maybe even a bit bigger than Ted. His shaft had a nice feel to it as my re-lubed hands ran up and down it. My breasts bounced out as intended, almost on the first jerk, once again completely capturing Alex's attention.
What Alex didn't have was endurance. Not quite in the premature category -- unless you were looking for an orgasm from him -- it took only about 40 seconds to trigger him. What was impressive was the quantity of cum and the force it was delivered with. Numerous pulses shot his cum onto his chest --covering it in milky fluid - before the final ones dribbled out.
That only left John in the last room. He too was naked and already aroused after Alex had bellowed out his pleasure. I'd given up on the breast exposure game. I came in with the triangles already pulled aside. They were clearly doing their job.
John was sort of medium size; bigger than James but smaller that Ted. He groaned the loudest and took the longest to cum; delivering shots onto his upper stomach as he delivered a groan that could be heard downstairs.
Thankful my task for the morning was over, and the others would have to clean up their own messes. I can't say the whole thing had much of, if any, erotic effect on me. I might admit to have been just slightly aroused by Alex. His shaft had a really nice feel to it, was impressively sized and the distance he squirted his cum was breathtaking. It made me think I should jerk off Ted to see what he was like.
Still, there was a certain interest in seeing my sailing friends naked and sexually compromised. It made my understanding of them a little more complete; seeing a side of them normally hidden.
I went back to my bedroom and put a sundress over my bikini before going back downstairs where Ted was waiting for us to head down to the club.
With two races in the morning, and another two in the afternoon, there was no possibility of a quickie over lunch; there just wasn't time and nor was there the energy. Still, we ended up mid-fleet, a bit better than my usual result. Ted is a fantastic crew -- certainly better than my usual one -- even if we are still working out how best to work together.
After unrigging the boat and securing it for the night, we decided to retreat back to the house to have showers there. While the women's showers were basically sitting unused, there was a big queue for the men's one; so we'd be better off sharing one at home.
As we set up the shower, I ripped open the Velcro of Ted's boardies and pulled my dress over my head. I was about to strip off my bikini when Ted, already fully aroused, pulled me under the shower and embraced me in a kiss.
His hands went down to my bottom, then one circled to my front, lightly touching up my vulva outside the gusset of my pants. His fingers explored my labia, found them aroused, then slid under my bikini pants and found my vagina open.
The truth was, I'd been seriously aroused by the time we were half way home. Just holding his hand as we walked was enough to give me a lady boner enough to leave a damp stain on my pants and nipples on ultra-high beam.
He pushed a finger in against no resistance, then two more, repositioning himself for a better angle of approach and his fingers pushing aside the gusset of my pants to the outside of my labia. As he started rubbing the front wall of my vagina, he bent down to suck my nipple through the bikini top while using the spare hand to brush aside the top and tweak the nipple directly.
As he activated my g spot and stimulated my nipples all at once, I leaned back against the shower wall and moaned my pleasure.
The way he was stimulating my g spot was soon really intense; like hyper intense. I was glad no one else was in the house, because I was loudly vocalising just how intense it was. My thighs went from quivering to shaking so much I wondered if they'd support me. The orgasm was like an explosion, which, for the first time in my life, left me squirting all over Ted's hand...
"OOOHHHFFFaaaarrrrrkkkkkk...oooooohhhhhhh..aaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh..."
After the initial powerful contractions, I sunk to the floor, still moaning, my legs too wobbly to support me any more, then just half sat, half laid there, tensing up and arcing my bum off the floor and releasing and flopping back down as the after effects of my orgasm continued.
Ted didn't know what to do; standing over me, running his hand through my hair.
Spent, panting, devoid of all energy, finally my orgasm finished. Oxytocin and other endorphins were flooding my body. I desperately wanted to be all over Ted like a rash, but just didn't have the energy.
I sat there, recovering my composure; filling in time by eventually looking up, past his towering erection and asking...
"Why didn't you let me take my bikini off?"
Ted grinned, and maybe blushed...
"It's so sexy, I wanted to be the one to take it off. But then it's also so sexy and teasing, I was putting off doing it."
"Does it really have that effect?"
"You bet. There's a reason the guys asked for it."
Well, that put an end to my thought I'd take it off while I sat on the floor. If Ted likes it on or wants to take it off, I'll leave it to him.
As I recovered my energy, I knelt in front of Ted and held his erection. Looking up at him, I bent it down and started thrusting it in and out of my mouth, stopping to suck and lick it after every few thrusts. After a few cycles, I looked up at Ted...
"Pass me the lube will you."
I'd deliberately left it on the shower shelf this morning. I knew we'd end up under the shower and my intention all along was to jerk him off at the moment of climax to see how far he projected. He was going to be shooting vertically, so it wasn't entirely a fair competition, but I still wanted to see it.
And I knew wet hands were no substitute for lubed ones; even if I had to try and keep them away from the fall of the shower so I didn't lose the effect.
Leaving his erection half in my mouth where I sucked and licked it and even moved my head back and forwards against it, I lubed up my hands before passing it back to him.
Now my hands could more provocatively follow the movement of his shaft into my mouth, the tight grip of my fingers sliding up and down the exposed part of his shaft. I could tell from his groans it had increased his stimulation. I was pretty sure Ted would have told me when he was about to cum, but I wasn't taking chances. I've taken it in the mouth and swallowed before, but I had a reason for wanting to watch this one.
I took it out and instead started jerking him; by which in this case I mean running the firm grip of my well lubed palms up and down his shaft.
Holding the erection at an angle that would send his cum between his body and my head, I suppose I was expecting a fairly standard shot; upper stomach sort of range. Boy, did I get that wrong.
I was looking in the wrong place when his first pulse rushed out of his shaft, a stream of cum going beyond my upper field of vision. I looked up just in time to have it come back down in my hair. Instinctively pulling my head back a bit as I looked up, I saw it go to the height of his nipples before splattering down on my face; as did the next three shots, before the fountain subsided to more normal levels.
Hell, the pressure behind those first few shots made me wonder whether the additional stimulation I always seemed to feel as he came might have been its colliding with my cervix. I frankly didn't have a clue - these things all happen so fast and I'm no anatomical expert - but it was something I resolved to keep an eye out for (or is that some nerve cells).
Ted lifted me to my feet and kissed me, before washing his cum off the various places on my body it had landed. Then, finally removing my bikini, he started soaping me and gently washing me all over. Finished on my front, he turned me around to face the wall where he pushed his hips against me as he washed my back.
It was only moments later a new erection grew up between my legs and along my crease. He pulled backwards and forwards a couple of times before leaning in and asking at a whisper...
"May I? Vaginally of course."
That must be one of the fastest recoveries I'd ever seen. While I was glad to know his intended receptacle, in a way this modern requirement certainly takes away some of the spontaneity and passion of sex. I probably would have preferred to see him so impassioned he just took me. I wanted so much to not be the one who always looked like they're instigating the wild sexual relationship we've fallen into. Still, I answered...
"God yes."
Ted slid into me as easily as he usually does; my body just seems to be perpetually prepared for him when he's close by. He tucked his hips close in against my bottom, meaning the thrusts had a more up/down movement then push/pull back.
Still, he was stimulating my g spot and when he put one hand around my hips to play with my clit, and the other under my arm to tweak a nipple, he had a full orchestra of stimulation going with the lady -- me -- singing her own tune of rising erotic arousal; once again glad no one else was in the house to hear it.
But it was obvious Ted was enjoying it too. His thrusts were slow and measured; each one accompanied by a soulful moan. He was breathing over my shoulder and, even though the distraction of my own arousal, I sensed the increased heaviness of his. Deep heavy long breaths that came from the very depths of his body. Indeed, his breathing seemed to become somewhat synchronised with his thrusts; a withdrawal on one breath and the slow repenetration of me on the next; the moan he emitted conveying this intense feeling of satisfaction as he plunged his manhood to the deepest recesses of my body.
His excitement was contagious. The physical stimulation of my body was one thing; feeling as though I was sharing his rose it to a whole new level.
As I came, I let out the now too familiar cry as my legs went all wobbly; my weight seemingly supported by the hard erection he had in me and the hand in my crotch that had been fingering my clit.
Ted waited until I had recovered a capacity to support myself before he restarted his thrusts. But my body had been soundly triggered by his stimulation of me. It felt like I immediately was coming again; my contractions bearing down on his shaft as I moaned at the sheer pleasure every plunge of his manhood into me produced.
Ted's own climax was approaching; I could feel it, sense it, even in my vagina where I could almost feel his cock swelling in anticipation of the coming release. His feelings were becoming mine. As the first pulse of his climax jetted powerfully against my cervix, I was ready to recognise it for what it was; the sensation throwing me into another orgasm; my cry competing for his bellowing grunt for being the loudest.
I stood there, almost frozen except for my cries, as my body responded to receiving those jets of cum with its contractions; almost as if they were swallowing them up.
By the time Ted stopped squirting his cum into me and I stopped contracting, we were both drained of energy; panting heavily as we resting against the wall, his still hard erection a welcome support to assist my weak legs.
Ted withdrew and stood up, letting me turn to face him. Turning off the taps so we didn't waste any more water, I embraced him and engaged him in a lengthy kiss before we exited the shower. As we retreated to the bedroom and got dressed for an evening at the club with our friends, I checked the time. It was 5.30.
There was an idea I'd had since Ted had drooled over my bikini; the question had been when to implement it, given our busy daytime program. I had half an hour.
Telling Ted I needed to duck down to the shops, I left him in the house as I quickly walked down to the Manly Beach Esplanade.
My brain was racing as I used the time walking to make sense of the feeling that had overwhelmed me since I'd met Ted.
I was reminded of a discussion I'd had with a bisexual girlfriend of mine who'd said the advantage of a lesbian relationship was that, where guys are only good for one orgasm, girls can have many and so being girl on girl can last for as long as you want it.
The discussion with her raised both envy and doubt. Given that, with other guys, I was far from guaranteed any orgasm at all, the prospect of multiple ones seemed rather nice. But the doubt, at the time, was just how long you really want sex to go on for before either exhaustion, sated desires or over sensitive erogenous zones brings it to a halt. The idea of nearly endless sexual engagement seemed a bit false.
Ted had given me an insight into the bisexual friend's comments. I knew my ability to orgasm so readily to Ted was only partly because he was a good lover with a good hard erection. A lot of it was in my head; or somewhere in my hormones. My body was responding to him through much more than my erogenous zones and suddenly the world of multiple orgasms -- almost orgasms on demand - had opened up to me.
Conversely, his ability to refract and get another erection as quickly as he sometimes does might also be the effect I have on him -- both visually and hormonally.
I have him for a week, before we go our separate ways to our home towns a whole continent distant from each other. Whether that can be overcome is a conversation we are yet to have. The thought of being without him is not a happy one, even though we've only met each other two days ago.



In the mean time I want to extract every bit of loving pleasure I can from him. Anything that turns him on is worth bringing to the game.
And the yellow bikini seems to be a useful tool in that area. The thing was, can I wear it constantly every day for a week while having sex games in it without it getting, shall we say, in need of a good wash which I might not have the time to give it. Rinsing it is one thing, but if I'm going to keep pumping my juices into damp stains in it every time Ted's near me, not to mention squirt all over it and dumping Ted's cum in it after he's shot his load into me, I might need some backup.
It is a common brand and I'd seen a few surfshops along the Esplanade that stocked it.
The first shop I went into had them. The next question was the size. The yellow one is actually a size bigger than my usual size. I'd gone up one because when I first tried it on, the right size was, well too sexy even for my usual uninhibited self. The tighter fit and smaller rectangles and triangles had shown a bit more and -- what really settled the question -- created a fairly prominent, even if not large, camel toe in my mons bulge.
But going into the battle of raging hormones with Ted, sexy was the primary objective, so the smaller size it was.
That left the colour. The yellow too had been a compromise; the only colour the shop had in the bigger size. They also came in a burnt orange which I really thought went well with my olive skin when I tried on the smaller size. But having a different colour now would clearly declare there were two bikinis and identify which one I was wearing. Throwing caution to the wind, I went with the orange.
I found on special there a really nice white crochet dress to wear over my bikini while still displaying it. It was mini length, somewhat plunging at the neckline and with string shoulder straps. I figured it would tone down a little the bikini while in public while letting Ted know I had it on and teasing him with it.
Finally I needed something else for the evenings. I wasn't completely lacking anything in what I'd brought with me -- the evenings are part of the fun of any nationals. But I hadn't packed for teasingly sexy (which is just a low step up from actually slutty; maybe). Again, a couple of summer dresses came to the rescue. Like a lot of summer/ surf dresses, they also were micro mini with a low neckline and string shoulders, and body conforming with their stretchy material, but they'd do the job I wanted.
When I got home, I quickly hand washed my new bikini and hung it to dry while the sun was still out and the night warm, then put on one of my new dresses -- with a pair of black, brief style, string sided swim bikini bottoms to give me some sense of modesty -- and announced I was ready to go back to the club.
The evening out was great; made all the better by having Ted there in what everyone can't have mistaken for anything but a couple. And given the freedom and confidence he had to touch or hold me anywhere he wanted, and I him, I don't think there can have been any doubt among the rest of the sailors we were rooting each other silly, even if the touching didn't go as far as actually fingering me in public.
We ate, drank and danced while enjoying the company of the other sailors. The dancing, which I thoroughly enjoyed doing with Ted, stopped us from drinking too much; because I had no intention of just crashing out when we got back to the house.
And given the bar stools we sat on while talking and eating, which tended to put your pussy on display when you didn't have enough dress length to fold the front between your legs, and the dancing, where the flare of the dress below the hips flew up and displayed whatever I was or wasn't wearing underneath, I felt much better for having worn a swimwear bikini underneath.
They might not have been generously endowed with material, noticeably through the gusset where they were pretty narrow and didn't fill my thigh gap, leaving a lot of flesh exposed (and a labia if I got too aroused). But it fitted tightly, so it didn't open up or pull aside the leg elastic to give someone a look straight up my vagina, and I had the sense I wasn't showing any more than I would lying on the beach, even if I noticed some of the guys were a bit transfixed by the sight. And the black at least partly disguised any damp stain my increasing arousal generated; especially as the evening wore on and the prospect of some really wild sex became closer.
We left while the others were still partying. We had a party of our own to attend.
Deciding it was better not to leave a trail of clothing up the stairs, we at least waited until we were in the room and the door was closed before we started ripping each other's clothes off like hyenas ripping apart a carcass.
All Ted tore off was my dress, whereas I had to go through getting his belt undone, getting his long pants off his legs (to find he was commando and had a big, hard erection) and then getting his shirt off. He lifted me onto the bed, before going kissing my mons and only then taking off my bikini pants. That has become a bit of a habit -- one I like -- but he does seem to have something about my bikini pants...
"These are soaking wet in the gusset."
"Yes, and guess who caused that to happen."
Kneeling between my legs, he asked...
"Can I eat you out?"
He was down on me before I even answered, making a point of making slurping noises as he licked up my juices, running his tongue between my vaginal opening and my clit, taking a few licks of my clit, moving in front of it to lick out my mons between my outer labia and then going back and sticking his tongue as deeply into my vagina as he could get it.
Then he settled down to alternating between flicking his tongue against and licking my clit and penetrating my vagina with his tongue and licking the area between the two.
His stimulation of my clit was very arousing; the other things more subtly so since his tongue couldn't quite trigger my g spot, but interesting and exciting just that he was wanting to do it. He didn't seem to be in a hurry to be sending me into the wild orgasm he got last time he went down on me, more wanting to take his time. That was good by me.
It let me just lie there, taking it in, enjoying it and slowly building to something that was feeling really nice. But after a while, the clit got a lot more attention. He soon had my legs quivering and me all but shaking on the bed, my moans getting louder all the time.
He seemed to guess I was going to throw my hips up as I came; completely unable to resist the need to do it, I swung them from side to side while groaning uninhibitedly. I pulled him up over me, wanting his body on top of me, even if I had other plans for the next step. He flattened me on the bed, kissing me as his erection wept pre-cum on my stomach.
As the initial endorphin hit of my orgasm settled a bit, he asked...
"Do you want to try the origami position?"
I smiled at him. We'd been binge watching with the others in the house a series on Netflix where the female lead always seemed to get herself fucked or raped, lying on her back with her legs folded back so far her head was between her feet.
It had become a running joke, which is where it had got its name from us; somewhere between curiosity and dismissal; the latter because the woman seemed to be in a very uncomfortable position, even if she didn't show it.
"Let's try it."
He helped me get my legs up. I was young enough it wasn't too hard. Then he brought himself against me, penetrating my thrust out vagina, but being careful not to crush me where my legs were folded back to my head.
I could feel he was really going deep. Deeper than I'd ever felt someone going before; which I understood was one of the purposes of the position. I was sure I could feel the tip of his erection against my cervix.
Ted didn't do any deep long thrusts. Instead, staying on full penetration, he screwed his erection around inside me combined with some short, rapid, but gentle, thrusts; all of which seemed to have a profound effect in stimulating my cervix in a way I'd never felt before. His shaft was pushed firmly against the front wall of my vagina, so the thickness of his shaft stimulated that area where my g spot was too; differently from when he rakes it with the tip of his erection. Instead more gently and smoothly, creating a different but no less effective form of stimulation.
I suspected Ted knew what he was trying to achieve, even if he was telling the truth about not having done it before. It was slow, gentle sex, instead of a pounding to a rapid orgasm
Whatever it was, it was beautiful. There was this recurring wonderful feeling inside my abdomen; like tingling showers of stars racing through my body, even as his rubbing of my g spot was constantly raising my sense of arousal.
Slowly, steadily, his rubbing of my g spot was starting to dominate my attention. I was on the verge of an orgasm; a massive one if I judged correctly. It just kept building, Ted's slow approach giving me time to saviour the erotic pleasure of it.
But it didn't break with a yell, or a cry out. Instead with a sigh, that emanated from the very core of my existence, as those tingling showers of stars become the explosion of a whole galaxy, filling my whole body with their cosmic energy. I closed my eyes, breathing heavily as my body was completely overtaken by an orgasm of a type I'd never felt before even as the strongest contractions I'd ever felt pummelled and strangled Ted's erection.
Ted was grinning at my reaction; a sort of smug pleasure in delivering me something so unique.
As I gripped him tighter, his thrusts become longer, although he seemed careful to not crash into my cervix too violently; instead, slowing down and screwing himself around in full penetration for a moment.
Whatever it was, it was fantastic. My whole body was lit up with those showers of stars, every part of me tingling; a whole succession of climaxes, unlike any I've felt before.
When his own orgasm came, he held himself at full penetration while his erection pumped out his seed against my cervix; setting off another tingling sensation right through my body.
By the time he'd finished, the arms supporting the weight of his upper body and stopping him from crushing my folded over self was shaking with the unrelenting strain. As much as I would have liked him to keep it in, he had to withdraw, rolling over onto his back on the bed. I rolled over towards him, putting my head on his powerful chest...
"Where did you learn to do whatever you were just doing?"
"I didn't. I'd just read somewhere that women can have cervical orgasms that are really different from anything else. But you have to approach it differently. So since we were trying a deep penetration position, I thought I'd try it out."
"God, it was mind blowing. I've never had sex anything like that before."
He used his arm to encourage me to move up over him and bringing my face up to his. As he kissed me, he replied...
"I'm glad you enjoyed it."
"What about you?"
"It's nice, but it is really meant as a treat for the woman."
"Well, that was some treat."
As I laid on top of him, I was tempted to penetrate myself with Ted's erection, which had not yet subsided. But the noise downstairs of the other guys returning and the knowledge it would soon subside dissuaded me. Instead, kissing him again, I noted...
"Well, we better get some rest. We've got a big day tomorrow."
For the first half of the night, I slept like a log; exhausted by the demanding sailing program and my no less demanding sexual desires. But around 3 am I woke again. It wasn't uncommon for me to spend a period awake around that time, but unlike at home, this time I had a massive distraction next to me that made it hard to get back to sleep.
The warm muggy weather had once again left us sleeping naked and uncovered. I lay on my side, staring at Ted's sleeping body, on his back with a night erection bisecting his stomach, the slow rise and fall of his strong, muscular chest signalling the peacefulness of his repose.
He wasn't the only one displaying an arousal; even if mine was less visible.
I had a giant lady boner in my groin that wouldn't stop demanding satisfaction. I tried the sort of mindfulness that generally works for me, even incorporating erotic elements into it to try and silence my body's demands. It wasn't happening.
After half an hour, I resolved to take the risk of trying to subtly wake Ted for a fuck. My decision sort of relied on guys having an almost unlimited desire for sex -- even if I knew that wasn't quite right -- and on him being forgiving and indulging of me. Or so I hoped.
The question was how?
I could shake his shoulder and basically crudely wake him up, but I preferred an approach that made my action less obvious. I stroked the top of his cock. It surged up.
I didn't want to trigger a night emission in him -- that would be counterproductive. Still, it did get a reaction. I stroked it again, watching his eyes as the surge of his cock lifted my hand. He blinked; his body repositioned itself, turning slightly towards me.
I stroked his chest, alerting him to the fact I was awake too.
Rolling facing me, he put his arm over me and shuffled our bodies into full contact...
"Are you awake too?"
"Yes...."
It took me a moment to get the courage to be so forward...
"Can you fuck me please."
"Feeling a bit randy are we?"
"Desperately so."
He rolled on top of me, once again supporting his weight over me as he slipped his erection into my receptive body...
"I can almost feel your randiness in the wetness of your body."
"It's had time to cogitate on what might happen."
We both recognised this was meant to be a quickie. Once again I angled my hips to present my g spot as a target for his thrusts and pulled his upper body down enough that his chest stimulated my nipples as he moved over me.
As he started thrusting, my pent up frustration released itself in moans loud enough to be inappropriate for that time of night. But then, Ted was grunting too. And the bed was squeaking. We were going to get roasted in the morning, deal or no deal.
Already stirred up to the point of bursting before Ted even penetrated me, my orgasm -- or at least the first one -- came pretty quickly, accompanied by a cry I just couldn't supress.
But Ted had a colder start, and possibly well drained balls. He was still enthusiastically going at it; grunting away and shaking the bed, not that I was objecting. I gripped him more tightly but still he kept pounding away (lovingly of course).
But he was still stimulating me something crazily. Far from sated and sedated by my first orgasm, he was stirring me up to a higher level of arousal. This time, as I came, my body went into 'crazy chick' mode. Grabbing him even tighter, I lifted my whole body up against him, clamping my vagina onto his cock and throwing my hips up and down to create my own thrusting rhythm, one far more violent than his.
The 'crazy chick' mode triggered his orgasm too and, responding to my prompt, he went into 'rampant male' mode; moaning like crazy, his voice rising over the top of my own cries and fucking me like he hadn't done before as the needs of his orgasm took over his body and sought its own satisfaction.
Our two bodies thrust away at each over, rolling over and back again as we almost wrestled for orgasmic dominance until our lower bodies had spent their passion and we were left kissing and embracing; our brains overcome by the endorphins we'd released.
Exhausted, we lay on our sides embracing each other as we dropped back off to sleep. So at least the sex had fixed my insomnia.
The next morning, it was me -- as seemed to be the pattern -- who woke up first. Ted lay there still asleep with a rampant night erection as I got out of bed and dressed in my new orange bikini, covering it for the time being with the crochet dress.
I was again greeted by a selection of the guys as I went downstairs, all too keen to comment on and mock the activities they'd heard last night. But a deal was a deal. Giving three of them a wank was all the price I had to pay.
When Ted came down we shared a breakfast, then I announced to my patients it was time for them to go upstairs and prepare.
I gave them a ten minutes head start before going upstairs into our bedroom, losing the dress and knocking on the first door, hanging my bikini top on the door handle as I entered. I'd decided that topless would get the job done faster and it was better to make it obvious instead of fooling around with pulling the triangles to the side.
The first guy was Paul. He was actually in the middle room, but there was a reason I'd chosen him first. The youngest of the group at 19, he was shy and a little awkward with girls. He was a great crew and a nice guy, but seemed a little on the spectrum and I guessed he was probably a virgin who'd never had intimate contact with a woman.
He was wearing a pair of board shorts which he'd opened up the fly on, exposing an erection which was otherwise modestly framed by his boardies.
I sat on his thigh and gently picked up his erection. As I feared, he immediately ejaculated.
I had a soft spot for Paul. Not romantically or sexually, but more like a big sister. I smiled at him and as reassuringly as I could indicated these things happen and if he'd like to clean himself up and wait a bit I'd come back and have another go after finishing the others.
In the first room I had bypassed was Jamie.
He was completely naked. A half mongrel when I went in converted to a full erection as I approached the bed. His eyes were completely transfixed on the camel toe in my tiny bikini pants. As I sat on him, he commented...
"They're really nice bikini pants."
"Yes. They're the same as the yellow ones. You've got to wash these things occasionally."
"The colour rally suits you."
"Thanks."
To give Paul more time to refract, I deliberately let Jamie finish the conversation before lubing my hands and picking up his erection. It was of what I thought of as a standard size; a bit smaller and thinner than Ted's.
I suspect after what they heard last night they now feel free to vocalise their feelings because he started a sort of humming moan as I ran my hands up and down his shaft with a firm grip, leaning over him a bit to let my boobs dangle in his line of vision.
When as others had before him, he lifted his hand to grope my breast, I gently intercepted it and placed it back by his side.
He took a bit longer than the humming might have suggested, grunting in a choked sort of manner as he spread a moderate amount of cum somewhere just north of his navel.
Picking up the bikini top I'd left hanging on the door handle, I moved on to Byron's room. He actually wolf whistled as he lay there staring at me -- well actually very obviously at my breasts and mons -- as I entered the room and walked towards where he lay on the bed; naked and with an erection that grew with my approach.
He went to grope my breasts with both hands as I straddled him; once again causing me to grab them and gently lower them to sit beside him. His erection was much the same as Jamie's; sort of standard.
But Byron was a player where women were concerned. It took a bit of work to get him to the point of coming. During that time, he once reached down to finger me and had another go at my breasts. The first I simply intercepted with a 'no'. The second I also intercepted, but added...
"That's not part of the deal."
"Come on. Just a little play? Surely you like to be aroused too."
"Only with Ted."
When he finally ejaculated, I got out of there as quickly as I could.



Which led me back to Paul's room.
He heard me coming and was ready lying on his bed; again with his boardies opened at the fly but otherwise hiding what was still obviously a flaccid cock.
So the first thing I did after straddling him, is start to pull his pants down...
"Do you mind if I take these right off. They get in the way."
In actual fact I just wanted him to get used to total nakedness in the presence of a woman.
Flipping his flaccid member onto his lower stomach, I moved a lot further forward than I did with the others, sitting the base of his cock into the camel toe in my pants which ran vertically up my mons bulge. I wanted him to get some inkling of real intimacy with a women, without bringing my own erogenous zones into play.
Then, making sure I didn't get the lube on my new pants, I started playing with his cock. It only took a moment. His youth at least gave him a quick recovery period and I got a full erection.
I played with it more gently than I had with the others; a slow, light handed sliding of my open palm up and down the length of his erection on the underside next to his torso. I did that for a good minute, before I lightly closed my palm and fingers around it.
When a minute later he was still going, I started to pump it like I had the others; a firmly gripped sliding of my slippery hand up and down the shaft. He lasted for another 30 seconds or so before shooting his load over his upper stomach. I wanted to encourage him...
"You did well. You lasted about the same time as the others."
My chore for the day finished, I put my bikini top back on and rejoined Ted In the lounge room...
"Did I hear a couple of them grunting?"
"Yep. If we can do it, they can too."
James cut in with...
"Yea, but it's not the middle of the night."
I shrugged my shoulders and turned to Ted...
"Time to head down to the club."
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It wasn't easy being one of only two women sailing the International 14 sailing skiff in Australia and one of only a small number in the World. And the only one going to our Nationals.
What is this I14 of which I speak?
It's a crazily fast 14ft lightweight sailing dinghy/skiff with a large sail area, kept upright by the leveraged weight of the two crew hanging out on trapezes (lines secured to the upper section of the mast supporting the crewperson by being hooked to a special trapeze belt) [googling I14 sailing should bring up plenty of pictures]
The Nationals were in Sydney and I wanted to attend, but my crew injured himself two weeks before the event and I was left searching for a replacement. No one in the Victorian fleet was available but our West Australian colleges came to my rescue with an experienced crew who had wanted to attend the nationals but whose skipper couldn't make it.
He was flying into Sydney the same day I was driving up; two days before the regatta begun. Working these boats with a new crew is no easy thing; however skilled they are. So I was looking forward to getting in a brief sail late in the day of my arrival and a more comprehensive one the following day.
I arrived at the boat park to find a number of boats already ahead of me; which was good because it gave me plenty of hands to get the boat off the trailer and the gear unpacked. Among the gaggle of familiar males that had come to help me, one approached me...
"Hi. Are you Jane?"
In the middle of untying the boat from the trailer, I only half looked up at this male offering an outstretched hand and I grasped it as I answered...
"Yes."
"I'm Ted."
It is difficult to describe the feeling I had as I shook his hand. I'd never felt it before, at least in the context of a mere handshake. I suppose in retrospect it was a rapid onset of a degree of arousal, but at the time I didn't recognise it as such because, frankly, that's not how one is supposed to react to shaking the hand of a stranger. All I knew in the moment is that my vagina and nipples were reacting in a very strange way.
There was something in his voice - a reassuring, strong but kind masculinity -- that I first noticed, accompanied by the warm, almost cuddly, but firm feel of his handshake which together first triggered it. But it was when I looked up and studied him properly my system went ballistic.
In front of me was the most perfect male I'd ever met; at least in my eyes.
The smile was what first hit me. It was beautiful; wide, friendly, embracing. There was just something about it which spoke of the person within. Mounted on a handsome face framed by blonde, sea bleached hair; I just wanted to kiss it.
And that was before I had the chance to scan his body. Oh my god. It was like Adonis stood before me. In a tight T shirt and a pair of shorts, he was tall, slender, but strongly built; well, he was the perfect crew if that's all I was looking for. And that's all I was meant to be looking for. But there was something happening in my groin that was more like the sexual equivalent of an intravenous injection of four doses of caffeine hitting you all at once.
I continued to hold his hand for way too long as I added to my simple greeting...
"Thanks for coming up to race with me. I was hoping to get some practice in this afternoon and tomorrow. Is that OK with you?"
I nearly melted with the sonorous but friendly and reassuring tone of his voice
"That would be great. It could be a challenging series and we'd better sort out working together."
I couldn't help but keep casting my eyes over him as we moved the boat and gear to the rigging area, staying in a position that let me watch him without him seeing me do so.
I began to fret that I was dressed in my comfortable driving gear; very loose baggy shorts and an equally baggy long sleeve cotton pullover. Sure, if I sat the right way in the right spot, he'd have a grandstand view up my shorts of the small black panties covering my pussy. But that wasn't really the way I wanted to make an impression on him.
It wasn't that I didn't have something to display, it was just that what I was wearing wasn't doing it. On the tall and slender side like him, I knew I was what most guys would regard as attractive; a shapely figure, nice legs and pretty face and long blonde hair; all capped by perky breasts on the upper end of the B cup size. And a smooth olive complexion which was reasonably flawless.
Normally I don't flaunt myself in the boat rigging yard because I know I attract a lot of what one might call 'the male gaze'. But I suddenly felt the urge to do just that. A whole yard of males might get some benefit from my wanting to attract the attention of one male, but that suddenly didn't matter.
As we settled down and started to prepare for rigging the boat, I indicated...
"It's been a long drive, I might go and change into some sailing clothes."
Grabbing some stuff from my bag, I headed over to the clubhouse change rooms.
'Sailing clothes' can have a number of meanings. Most commonly it might mean the wetsuits or whatever else you might wear on the boat. In my case it meant something to wear in the rigging yard. The figure hiding wetsuits and other stuff could wait a while.
I was tempted to return merely wearing a bikini. The day was certainly hot enough for it and if not too concerned about the male gaze, I've done it before. But it was also sunny and I needed some protection. I put on my nicest bikini pants -- a very minimalist Brazilian style one with a smooth, thin, shiny spandex texture that really shows off my butt and mound; especially from behind when I bend over -- and combined it with a sailing long sleeve polo sun top. The shirt is old -- but little used and in good condition because I keep it for sailing. But having been bought well before I fully grew up, it stretches to cling to my body tightly but comfortably, very much displaying my figure and leaving a midriff gap and, if I don't wear something under it, my nipples clearly showing underneath. Normally I wear the matching bikini top. This time I didn't.
Being the only female sailor in a park full of males -- most of them older than me -- I knew most eyes were looking at me as I returned to my boat. But there was only one pair of eyes I was interested in.
I could see Ted was a little taken aback when I came back and couldn't help but notice he had trouble taking his eyes off me and now it was he who often seemed to position himself so he could perve at me without (he thought) being caught. In other words he was doing exactly the same as I'd done while walking the boat across the park, and was still doing.
I found many opportunities to bend over into the boat to fix something as we rigged, well aware he was right behind me and I was offering the a very seductive sight.
Was I prick teasing? Possibly. But then, whether he knew it or not, he was cunt teasing me in just the same way; enough that my nipples were poking on high beam through my shirt and I was starting to have some concerns about a possible damp stain between my legs and even of my labia escaping the narrow gusset of my bikini pants -- even if that didn't stop me bending over.
And increasingly, as we did two person jobs, I found my hip and upper thigh pushed against his, instead of being kept at the millimetre gap one usually uses.
Where this was all going, I didn't have a clue. I'd had relationships before. But nothing like this. I had the hots in a way I'd never felt and wasn't sure I knew how to navigate them.
The boat being ready for sailing provided at least some distraction. With the day being hot and the wind somewhat moderate and warm, I went for my spandex leggings and a long sleeve, close fitting, rashie (a spandex sun top for those who have other names for them). Whether it was deliberate or just his thing, Ted went for a pair of board shorts and no top other than a lather of sunscreen. That meant, even under the lifevest and trapeze belt that would go over everything else, I'd have a muscle bound chest constantly in my field of vision. Just what I needed in my present state. Not!
We launched without any issues and headed down harbour to the area off the heads where most of the racing would take place.
Now one of the things about being out on trapeze is that you have little to balance yourself with. The trapeze line -- from the skipper's position especially -- angles steeply forward towards the mast. That means there's a constant pull forward; more so when the boat is sailed flat -- as it should be -- since gravity is providing only a minimal transfer of weight through to your feet to help you keep in contact with the boat. Conversely, a wave catching you unexpectedly can easily wash you off the back of the boat.
To finish the comedy of possible errors then there is the aptly named, long used (but now laughed at by outsiders) tea bagging, where the boat actually leans over towards you so far that you get dumped in the water, lose your grip on the boat and are left dangling and, bouncing up and down in the water on the end of the trapeze string and somewhat helpless.
All of these things are regular occurrences and a well worked up crew will often use the balance of the other crew -- by a hand on the shoulder or thigh or even an arm around their back -- to recover their balance.
As it turned out, we soon recognised the benefit of the pre-race training. A few differences in process were quickly worked out.
But one I took a while to get used to was that Ted, when playing the mainsheet, sailed the boat flatter than my usual crew. To be clear, flat is good and flat is fast and it showed how good a crew Ted was. But it also left me much more unbalanced on the trapeze than I was used to.
The other thing we needed to adjust to was the rolling waves coming through the heads; waves much, much bigger than I had seen before, even if they weren't as bad for a cross chop as Port Phillip Bay waves. The boat had a tendency to fly off the top of a wave going to windward -- almost airborne -- and pitch down and threaten to bury itself in the pit of a wave with the spinnaker up downwind. Both these things, while they could be helped by better steering than I started with, also added to both our instability on the trapeze.
I found myself constantly grabbing Ted's thigh to stop me going forward and pushing him off balance too; and it's not just a quick shove. It sometimes take the best part of a minute to settle yourself down again using your partner to hold yourself in place while you rebalance your stance. But all that was familiar ground and very much part of sailing these boats.
Things went a bit weird when a big lurch saw me grab for his thigh and instead put my hand down the gap between the top of his trapeze belt and his boardies, half grabbing the very top of his thigh where it met his crotch and with two fingers over his cock as it lay in his pants. It was clear he had nothing underneath the boardies and it was a single layer of light stretchy material between my hand and his cock.
Still completely off balance, all I could do was say...
"Sorry...I'm still not balanced."
The trouble was, being off balance, my steering had become a bit wobbly, which made me more off balanced. And I didn't have enough stability to move my hand from where it inappropriately clung on to his body. As I struggled to get my act back together and Ted even used his spare hand to try and get me righted, I felt his cock harden under my hand. It was a good half mongrel by the time I removed it; and I'm not going to write what it did to me, the adrenalin of the instability notwithstanding...
"Sorry about that. I was trying to grab your thigh."
He looked at me with a sarcastic smile...
"Oh, and here I was hoping you were deliberately trying to grope me."
"You'd like me to use your cock as a balance point would you?"
"As long as you don't crush my balls, there'd be worse placed you could grab."
"I'll bear that in mind."
"Will you now?"
Rising cheekily to his challenge, three of the next four times I lost it, I had my hand covering his cock. It had become sensitive to the experience and by the third time it was close to a full erection.
Ted's balancing action were still safely on my thigh and shoulder, at least until we came off a massive wave under kite and half buried the bow. I'd seen it coming and had braced myself by leaning right back. Ted was still out perpendicular to the boat and caught off guard. He threw a hand back, found my body wasn't quite where it usually was and grabbed my crotch in a full wrap around; his palm flat on my mons and his fingers buried in my labia, one finger even slightly penetrating my already somewhat aroused vagina. I wasn't sure whether to damn these trapeze belts with thigh straps and no crotch covering, or praise them. I think it was the latter.
Looking forward in our direction of travel, I saw Ted blush deeply...
"Sorry, that was entirely accidental."
"What, not a reply to my groping you?"
"I wouldn't do that without permission."
"Well as you said, there are worse places you could grab."
Things were starting to get a bit wilder on the water and we decided to quit while we were ahead; returning to the beach and unrigging; with me already stripped down to my bikini pants again, no longer worried about damp stains in the crotch, since they were now soaking wet and clinging to my mons, groin and bottom in what I knew would be an impressive display.
To get out of my wet rashie, I slipped my bikini to on under it and stripped down to that too. Ted was already all but naked except for his boardies, so apart from the lifevest and trap belt, there wasn't much he could lose. Still, those strong broad shoulders of his in full view as we unrigged drove me crazy with an inappropriate desire.
I was flirting like crazy with him and sensed he was flirting with me too. But I got the sense he was playing a longer game, not trying to get into my pants before the day was out; whereas my body was giving me more urgent signals about where this would go. But I didn't want to play the slut. I wanted him to lead the action.
We were half unrigged when I casually asked...
"Where are you staying?"
"I was told I'd be staying with your group."
"Ug. I was told you were staying with the Perth guys. I tell you what, we've got an Airbnb just up the road with four bedrooms and seven of us staying in it. Come back with me and we'll see what we can do. Either way, we're not leaving you out in the open.
I didn't even change out of my bikini or put something over it as I led him to my car for the drive up the hill to the place we are staying.
On arrival, I took my dry clothes bag out of the car and led Ted into the house where the rest of my party were already ensconced around the lounge room drinking beers. After introducing him I asked...
"Because of a mix up, Ted might have to stay with us. What's the situation?"
James, the group organiser and usual spokesperson replied with a grin that seemed to grow as he spoke...
'We've given you the master bedroom with a king bed and ensuite. The rest of us are in small rooms with two single beds per room, so there's no room for him with the guys, even on the floor. And as you can see, the lounges are too small to sleep on and the lounge room pretty crowded. Maybe he'll have to bunk down on the floor of your room. Go and check it out."
Ted followed me as I went upstairs.
James was right. They'd certainly done the right thing by me. My room was big, the others cramped. I looked at Ted...
"Do you have a mattress or camp bed?"
"Afraid not, so I'll just have to accommodate myself on the timber floor."
I looked around the room. There was no way of softening the hardness of the timber floor and my bed was gigantic. I looked back at him, half excited by the prospect, my heart almost skipping a beat...
"It's a big bed. Would you feel comfortable sharing it?"
"If you mean, are you safe and can I resist any inclination to act inappropriately, yes I can do that."
There was a sense in my groin that it wasn't me whose safety was at risk...
"Ok, that's settled then."
The rest of the even was spent binge watching a Netflix series, eating and, as tends to happen at these things, drinking; although Ted and I were far from drunk by the time everyone decided to go to bed.
Ted offered me first shower and I emerged wearing what was one of the few things I had as nightwear -- brought more for an emergency than expecting to wear it and even then an emergency that involved sharing with other women. A very short, loose nightie with a plunging neckline and spaghetti shoulder straps. Since it barely came down to my crotch, I needed to wear panties with it; having nothing but tiny string sided, black minimalist briefs; and very brief at that. The panties were my usual style but normally I sleep naked. I could hardly do that while sharing a bed with Ted. Not straight away anyway.
Ted emerged in a small pair of what looked like short cotton pyjama pants; but topless...
"Does it bother you if I don't wear a top? It's a bit warm tonight and I don't really have anything suitable."
Did it bother me? It was probably going to keep me awake half the night, but 'bothering me' was the least of the issues...
"No, that's fine. You're right, I suspect it is going to be a rather warm night."
What might have been more problematic was the pants. He clearly wasn't wearing undies and the outline of what looked like an impressive dick could be seen hanging down to just above the loose leg hem of his right leg. Still as we turned off the light and lay down at what you might have regarded as the furthest distance possible from each other and covered ourselves with the sheet, all these issue sort of disappeared; well except for his dick; with the sheet draped across it in a way that left little to the imagination even in just the moon light coming through the window.
Ted seemed to settle down fairly easily; although he did throw off the sheet completely after about ten minutes.
He had been right in skipping a top. I threw off my sheet too, but was constrained by the nightie. For a while I tossed and turned; partly because I'd had too much to eat, partly because I was too hot and partly because I was as randy as all hell. The heat was partly dealt with my scrunching up my nightie to under my breasts to expose as much of my torso as I could, the randiness by a good dose of mindfulness and the overeating by time and propping up my pillow to raise my head although the latter gave me a distractingly better view of Ted's all but naked body and the cock in his pants.
But the sleep I fell into was a restless one.
I woke a few hours later, covered in sweat; especially under and around my nightie, which was twisted uncomfortably around me from rolling from side to side as I'd slept. Ted or not, I needed to lose it. I sat up to take it off, hardly concerned by the fact he'd have the sight of my bare breasts and tiny panties when he woke up. As I slipped it off my head, I looked down at Ted's sleeping torso stretched out next to me.
What I saw in the moonlight left me cross legged in desire. His night erection had escaped under the leg hem of his pants, lifting up the loose material to fully expose itself, balls and all.
It's not as though I haven't seen erections before, and had them in my body. It shouldn't have been a big deal, even if he did look a bit bigger than other cocks I've granted the privilege of fucking me. But never had I felt the reaction I had to seeing Ted's. I became instantly aroused. I could feel my labia swell and open like a flower and my vagina prepare itself for penetration.



There's something about Ted that's having a different effect on me than any other male I've dated and lying alongside him in bed seems to have greatly multiplied that effect. It was like, in our warm, sweaty environment, some sort of pheromone is wafting across to me and stirring up my own hormones.
I actually contemplated sitting on him and fucking him cowgirl style; effectively raping him as he slept. Well, only momentarily. I spent more time pondering the possibility of waking him and asking him for a fuck. After all, he was a male. In the end, I laid on my side and stared at his cock and body as I fingered myself to an orgasm; having to fight a powerful desire to cry out and throw my hips up as I came with surprising speed.
It served the purpose. I managed to get myself back to sleep.
When I woke up in the morning, Ted was missing from the bed. I could only hope he'd had a good perve at my breasts before he left the room. Better still if he'd studied my mons and crotch, seeing how little the tiny panties had hidden and maybe noticed the suspicious stains that fingering myself last night might have left. I needed his desires to be as strong as mine as quickly as possible. I wanted him to make the first move.
Putting on a bikini I went downstairs to find Ted, still dressed only in a pair of boardies, with his arm and chest muscles suitably appearing to be almost pumped, talking to Allen, one of my Victorian mates.
After breakfast, we went down the club for another training run.
Our teamwork was getting better and that meant the number of unstable situations was reduced; but half the time my hand was still landing across his cock as I used him to balance myself. And increasingly, I could feel his reaction to it; sometimes getting close to a full boner. Eventually he chose to play the game and I'd sometimes get a groping of my crotch and a hand full of fingers invading my erogenous zones in whatever place they landed; usually accompanied by a grin and a barely meant apology. I sensed he was coming into the zone where me coming onto him might not seem too presumptuous.
The way in which the deal was closed was completely unexpected. Flying down a wave between the heads of Sydney Harbour, we went what sailors call 'down the mine'; which means a massive nose dive and flipping back over front. As the boat instantly stopped we were both thrown forward. Sling-shotted on our trapeze wires, Ted hit the water first, I followed right on top of him; both of us in a tangle of ropes, sheets and lines; but mainly the spinnaker sheet held by him and the mainsheet held by me; both of which were entangling our legs. With lifevests on, getting our heads above water was quick enough. Getting ourselves untangled less so. As we treaded water, pushed against and facing each other, his upper thigh invaded my crotch, and mine his, the constant roll of the waves rubbing him against my clit through the thin leggings and bikini pants I had on.
The moment of forced intimacy was all I needed. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him. To my enormous pleasure, he reciprocated. I would have gladly just kept treading water and let him bring me to an orgasm; but it wasn't the best place to make out and the boat needed attention.
We got the boat upright and sorted out and kept sailing for a while; Ted more obviously now participating in the groping game.
By late morning we were ready for a break. We went ashore and lowered the sail to avoid any accidents from changes to wind direction or strength. Normally you go into the clubhouse for some refreshment. Instead, as we secured the boat, I whispered in his ear...
"What about if we go back to the BandB?"
He looked at me, quizzically at first. And then, as if an envelope had been opened and the mail read, he gave a sly grin and he replied...
"Sure. If that's what you'd like."
"I would."
Manly is a beach suburb. I couldn't be bothered making a fuss of changing. I slipped off my wet leggings and rashie down to my bikini, and took his hand...
"It's only three blocks. Why don't we walk and save the parking hassle."
It was lucky he was a fast walker -- or seemed to be. Because I set a cracking pace and it might have looked a bit strange if it looked as though I was dragging him along. I knew no one else would be home because they were all down at the boat park, so it was an empty house when I got the keys from the key lock and entered it.
The minute I closed the door behind me, I wrapped him in my arms and kissed him; gaining some pleasure from feeling his erection grow in his boardies, to the point it eventually poked out of the waistband.
The kiss confirmed something I got a hint of as we kissed while treading water. What is it they say when a kiss has a magical effect...'seeing stars'? If that's the expression, I was seeing whole constellations. I wanted him. I wanted his body. Now. Urgently.
I ripped open the Velcro waistband and fly of his pants and let them drop to the floor, leaving him naked with a towering erection pushed against my stomach.
As he started to play with the bows holding on my bikini top, I led him up the stairs, letting the top fall to the floor half way up. My bikini pants had a firm elastic waistband and wasn't going to fall down my legs, but it had dried as we walked up the hill. When we entered our bedroom I fell backwards onto the bed, still wearing them, and slid up it; outstretched arms indicating he should embrace and take me.
Ted knelt between my legs and peeled the bikini pants down my legs. Looking up, he asked...
"What do you like?"
"I like a lot of things, but right now I want you to use that erection of yours to just fuck me. I may not climax, but it is still what I want."
He looked at me with a somewhat puzzled face, causing me to continue...
"Sometimes I just want sex. Sex of the basest kind. Of a man over me, doing his man thing. We can do a lot of other things afterwards, but that's what I feel like right now."
He screwed his face up as if reluctantly accepting the crazy woman's request and lay on top of me, being careful to support his weight on his knees and elbows. He didn't need any guidance from me. I felt his cock surge through my vulva and find the dark, warm, wet hole awaiting it; fully penetrating it effortlessly.
The sense of him filling me was fantastic. I felt filled like I'd never felt filled before; maybe he was bigger or thicker, but whatever it was, I felt the satisfaction of a yearning I'd had almost since I first shook hands with Ted. Well, partial satisfaction anyway
I grabbed him around the neck as he started thrusting; his body over mine, his manhood deeply penetrating my body with every thrust.
In supporting his own weight, he'd left a gap between his hips and mine and indeed a gap between most parts of our bodies. I had no magic vagina that was going to readily come to his thrusts; but I had a brain overcome with desire for him which would almost cum to the mere knowledge he was in my body and a g spot I knew was sensitive. I lifted and angled my hips; pushing my thighs and pubis into firmer contact with his, at the same time presenting my g spot for stimulation by his thrusting shaft.
I also pulled his upper body down so that his chest rubbed against my nipples with every movement; and since his thrusts were driven by his whole body, not just by a rise and fall of his hips, that was a lot.
My body's response was almost instantaneous. His thrusts were stimulating me; adding to my brain's stimulation and excitement of merely having him make love to me. Without meaning or planning to, I moaned. Moaned in a way Ted couldn't have missed and moaned more as each thrust filled my body with erotic ecstasy.
My breathing got heavier as the moans continued; gaining an almost breathless character, each one building on the one before, as if heading towards a crescendo. For a moment, Ted held me on the edge of coming, but not falling over it; every thrust filling my whole body with pleasure.
Then the release of my orgasm almost overwhelmed me. I cried out as I thrust my hip up at him; grinding it against his. I kept crying as Ted upped his thrust rate, driving my orgasm to a new height until his grunting revealed his own orgasm was not far away.
Ted's grunt became a bellow as he started cumming; plunging his shaft faster and deeper into my body as he maximised the enjoyment of his own orgasm while stirring up and prolonging mine. We were like an out of tune choir as our respective orgasmic noises competed with each other, our bodies writhing and grinding against each other as if we were about to become a single being.
Ted's orgasm died first; finishing with shuddering mini climaxes as he drained his balls into me. Mine prolonged itself further, contracting on Ted's precious erection for some time after he'd been reduced to a panting limp player in our erotic game.
We were still joined by his erection, except he'd rolled me over to have my weight draped over his body, when we heard the front door open. Since the bedroom door was open, we laid there in silence, hoping whoever it was would just grab something and go back to the club. We heard the person on the stairs coming up them; quietly hoping he'd just go into his own room without walking past or looking in ours.
It was James's voice I heard behind me...
"That's a really cute arse Jane; yours always has been. But I haven't seen it presented like that before. By the way, you left a trail to your door. You might want these."
I screwed my head around to look at him, holding up my bikini top and Ted's boardies...
"I'll leave them here at the door for you and leave you get dressed whenever you're finished your business."
James disappeared back down stairs where we could hear him ferreting about in the kitchen. I dismounted Ted, ducked into the bathroom to clean up, taking my bikini pants with me; emerging to find Ted back in his boardies and holding my bikini top for me. With us both as dressed as we'd come here in, I went down stairs to find James.
I wasn't sure what to do; but I suspected asking him not to say anything to the others was pointless.
He gave me an enormous grin of self-satisfaction when he turned to me...
"I thought athletes aren't meant to go around banging each other until their competition is over."
"You're thinking of the Olympics."
"Olympics, Nationals, aren't they all the same."
"That depends on how cute the guy is."
James turned to Ted...
"Well done feller. Every guy in the club wishes and works on bedding this stunningly beautiful young lady. All without success. You've done it in a day."
I cut in...
"We're heading back down the club. I don't suppose you'll let me live it down."
"Probably not. I mean, there might be some sort of sexual bribery that might induce me to decide it's better not to mention it. But I don't think that's your style."
James had made his own play for me some time ago. He was a nice enough guy, but didn't have what I wanted and he knew it...
"No, you're right, that's not my style."
"Oh well. You know what lose tongues sailors have."
"Yea, I do. We'll see you down there."
The fact was, I wasn't that panicked about it. Indeed, getting it out of the way now probably gave us more latitude during the night when the others were home. I'd never pretended to be a virgin, they knew I dated and they knew I was picky. None of them are actually monks either. Displaying my arse to him with an erection up my vagina was probably the worst of it; and I can get over that. I don't doubt it gave James a thrill, even if it was a jealous one.
We had another afternoon training session. Our sailing was definitely getting better and, while the times we lost balance were getting less frequent, the consequences were getting more sexual. Ted was often given an erection -- no doubt helped along by the knowledge our relation was now sexual -- and I often found myself with a finger momentarily as far up my vagina as a thin pair of leggings over a bikini bottom would allow.
Still, it made the sailing far more enjoyable.
After an hour and a half, we went ashore, packed the boat for the night and tossed up whether to go to the bar or go back to the BandB. I put a mini length sundress I'd left in the car over my bikini and Ted put on a shirt to give us access to the bar. But there weren't many others there, so we retreated to the BandB.
Our group was already there, drinking beers in the lounge room. We were greeted as I anticipated we would be; with playful sexual innuendos about our earlier activities and our intentions for the night. The truth was they didn't know half of what I intended.
I lead Ted to a single lounge chair with padded arm rests. Leaving him there for a moment, I went and got us some beers. Brushing the back of my mini dress to have it hang behind me, instead of tucking under my legs, I sat across his lap, my crotch facing away from the rest of the guys; even if that did mean I had to twist around to look at them while talking to them. I put my arm around Ted's neck while he put one around my upper back and the other high on my thigh. And after I repositioned it with my hand, it was very high as high as it could go.
As I'd intended, it meant he could playfully finger me while we sat there; two fingers and a thumb holding his cold beer, two fingers to finger me with. And I quickly had his erection pinned between his stomach and my thigh.
At first it was just a tease; brushing his fingers across where my swollen clit lay under my bikini pants and along my labia. But the gusset of my bikini was pretty narrow. I could feel straight away as he rimmed my labia that some of it already sat outside the leg elastic. So he could easily slip his finger under it for a more direct contact with my clit; a certainly a more arousing contact. Then he digitally penetrated me, rubbing my g spot for a while before returning to tickle up my clit some more.
It was only the momentary stops to let him take another swig of beer, and those required to hide our behaviour as others walked past to get another beer, that was keeping things under control. I suddenly had to decide whether to let him bring me to a climax. Anything like the performance I'd put on earlier in the day wasn't going to be acceptable, but I could already notice my breathing was getting heavier. I just wasn't at all sure I could manage to keep a lid on it.
It was getting too much.
I used my hand to grab his fingers and move them a little further down my thigh, whispering in his ear...
"I was about to cum."
He smiled at me, but otherwise we continued to act and engage with the others as if nothing was happening.
We had dinner and after that moved back into the lounge, settling back down to let him subtly finger me some more, until we decided to retire to our room.
That was not without tribulations.
The ribald suggestions and cat calling were to be expected. "Give her one for me", was perhaps the least offensive. The other problem was Ted's erection. I had to sit more demurely for five minutes to let it go down so he could stand up in front of everyone; although the prospect of what lay ahead can't have helped.
As we entered the room and close the door, Ted peeled off his T shirt, then peeled my dress over my head while I ripped open the Velcro on his boardies to send them back to the floor. Half lifting me, he deposited me flat on the bed, still in my bikini.
Already kneeling bent over me from putting me on the bed, he gave me a quick kiss as he undid the neck tie on my bikini top, then moved down to my breasts, pulling the triangles off them to give them a good licking and sucking; finding encouragement from me as he did so.
Then he moved further down, once again kneeling between my legs as he stripped my bikini bottom off.
I thought he was going to fuck me again, but instead he lowered his head to my crotch, flicking his tongue against my already very swollen and aroused clit. I lifted my hips and moaned in pleasure. It's not many of my boyfriends went down on me; even if they all wanted head for themselves.
I squirmed and quivered with his unrelenting stimulation of my bud; having trouble supressing my desire to express my arousal more vocally. It became more impossible when he put two fingers in my vagina and started fingering my g spot and extended his other arm to tweak my nipple. Now my legs were quivering so much the whole bed seemed like it was shaking.
I was so stimulated, I was expressing profanities even before I came, something I'd never come even close to doing before...
"Oh god...oohh...oohh...god...oh my god...aahhh...aahh...ooohhhh...oooohhhhh..."
Until....
"Oh fuck...oh shit...AAAHHHHHH...OOOOHHHHH...AAAHHHH...O GOD
...AAAAAAHHHHHOOOOHHHHH..."
My climax left me out of control; squirming and rolling about as Ted tried to stay in contact with me. Overwhelmed with endorphins, I all but ripped his hair out as I pulled his head up to my face so I could thrust my tongue down his throat, rolling him over as I covered his body with mine and went to town on pashing him; my hand, thighs, breasts and every part of my body determined to make as much contact with his body as I could, all while squirming about on top of him; his erection rolling around under my lower stomach as I did so.
But I knew he was entitled to his turn. Getting my shit together, I sat up and moved down his legs, lifting his erection up to take it into my mouth. I'd only thrust it about half way into my mouth about four times before I felt his hand on the back of my head. For a moment I thought he was going to force it deeper. Instead I felt the slightest pull on my hair, dragging me back up his body.
He almost whispered...
"Can we finish with sex instead? But only if you're happy with that. If you really want to give me head, you can."
God, I've had some terrible experiences giving head to guys. I'll take missionary sex over that any time. With a deliberately comical approach, I threw myself on the bed beside him spreadeagled, offering...
"Come and take me."
He sniggered as he rolled on top of me, once again taking the posture that kept his weight off me. By now our bodies, in the high humidity and warmth of the room, were both a later of sweat. His was dripping on me as he penetrated me. But it simply drove my desires higher. It was fresh sweat, athletic sweat and more than anything the sweat of a rampant male signalling the genetic compatibility of our bodies.
Having found the advantage of lifting and turning my hips last time, I did it again; almost from the first thrust, his erection was raking my g spot, taking over from stimulating me from where my now well worked clit had left off.
Already highly aroused and stimulated I went a bit ballistic; at least for a share house. Let's just say the sex noises were completely over the top. I was going to pay a price for it in the morning, but what he was doing to me was too good to spoil with worries about that.
All the while, Ted just kept thrusting away, constant, deeply penetrating thrusts delivered at a medium slow pace.
I came. Then I'll swear I came again; or at least it felt like it because I've never been in this situation or this aroused before.
I could sense Ted's own arousal was building and around the time of my second climax, he went off with a grunt and a succession of fast thrusts as his cum again filled my vagina.
As he gently lowered himself down and once again rolled over to put me on top, it would be fair to say our bodies were overheated and covered in sweat, both our personal sweat and that of the other. Plus covered in salt, since we hadn't showered after sailing, apart from playing hose games as we washed the boat.



I asked...
"Do you want to have a shower to cool off and clean up?"
Losing the bikini top still attached to my upper stomach by the lower tie string, I went ahead of Ted to relieve myself -- after only one day, some things are still private - then opened the door to let him in too.
I had never really felt before the rush of endorphins and oxytocin that my climaxes with Ted had given me; indeed, his presence alone -- especially naked -- seemed enough to overwhelm me with them.
We cuddled under the cooling shower, kissing, soaping the other and groping and fondling each other; not always sexually, but enough to arouse me. Ted's cock of course had blown its load and for the moment hung limply, if somewhat half mongrelly between his legs.
But there were question I had to ask...
"Don't you like getting head?"
"It's lovely and feels great. But in many ways, actual sex feels just as good if not better. Some girls like giving it, others don't. Until I know what you do and don't like, I didn't want to impose on you what was maybe something you prefer to avoid. If you like giving it, then go for it and tell me so because I certainly don't want to deprive you of it."
"Did it bother you when you found my breasts exposed this morning?"
"I figured you'd found your nightie too hot. The only thing that bothered me was the risk of getting caught perving at your breasts, which I did for about twenty minutes before I got up. Mind you, those are terribly cute panties you wear, so it wasn't just your breasts. Anyway, I was glad I woke first, because I found my night erection fully exposed out of the leg of my PJ pants."
"Yea, no, sorry. I'm afraid I got a good look at that when I woke in the middle of the night. It was quite a sight."
I paused for a minute, before feeling compelled to say...
"Do you know, this is the first time I've ever had sex more than once in a day and normally, even if the guy is trying, I usually only cum about three quarters of the time. I've lost count of the orgasms you've given me today."
"I think it's three."
"Well, you don't know about the one I fingered myself to while you slept alongside me, and I think you actually gave me two while you were just fucking me. So that makes five."
"Pretty good going."
We'd been standing face to face, hugging each other as the water ran over us, when I felt his erection come up between my legs, lodging itself in my crease. It was back, and from the feel of it as it surged into my crease, as hard and as big as ever...
"You're aroused again."
"Am I alone in that?"
"Definitely not."
I could have let it go. After all, I wasn't exactly deprived. But the way his shaft pushed against my clit triggered me. As I stood there I slowly swayed back a forth against him, holding his erection in one hand to position it to let my clit slide along his shaft.
Ted didn't need to be a genius to work out what I was doing. He stood there, stroking my hair and kissing my forehead as I effectively masturbated on his shaft.
The stimulation was not as intense as the sex we'd had earlier, letting me keep my vocal reaction to a seductive hum, but was still working. As I climaxed I pushed into me, to let my contractions have his shaft to work against.
Ted whispered into my ear...
"I think that makes six."
For a moment we stood there kissing, in a full embrace, his shaft fully penetrated into me. I wasn't sure what Ted wanted. I just wasn't used to a relationship this sexually impassioned. But I slowly turned us around until my back was against the wall, offering him a better prospect of fucking me if he wanted to.
Ted didn't seem to be in a hurry, but after a short interlude, he withdrew and thrust in again. Just once as first, as if making up his mind. After a pause, he thrust again, then again. Pressing me against the wall, he bent his head down to suck my nipple as his thrusts came increasingly faster. I could feel him raking the top of his shaft against the hard pelvic floor muscle at the front of my vagina.
It didn't take long before he came with a grunt; this time standing there on full penetration while his pulsing erection pumped its seed into me.
With our immediate passions fulfilled, we became a bit guilty about our overuse of water. After giving his cock a good wash, we got out and dried each other before climbing into bed; this time completely naked.
We indulged in a body entwining goodnight kiss -- that left us both aroused -- but left it at that. It was still too hot to engage in sleeping while cuddled up and we separated enough to let us get some actual sleep.
It had been a big day and with my frustration and passion satisfied for the moment, sleep came quickly.
My dreams in the first half of that night were full of eroticism. I know because I woke in the middle of one; some really weird and twisted shit of Ted and me making out in our boat and in the water on the beach where we launched. And I suspect I woke up because the dreams were about to make me cum.
But it left me staring once again at Ted's night erection; no longer framed by pyjama pants, just a big, thick, hard shaft which, from the angle I was looking, and in the moonlight, almost seemed suspended over his body.
I admit the situation was crazy. By anyone's standard, I'd had my arse rooted off yesterday. By all rights I should be completely sated for at least a week. But instead I was randy again; enough to have me tossing and turning trying to get back to sleep -- given how big a day we'd have tomorrow with the start of the nationals.
I'd never felt this degree of sexual attraction to a man before. Yes he was handsome and very attractively masculine in his build, but I'm not so superficial I'd be giving my vagina the workout it's been getting just for that. Clearly something more is at play. Some sort of hormone signalling extreme compatibility or something like that.
I was already aroused from my dreams, complimented with a bit of playing with myself as I stared at his body. The temptation to reach out and play with his cock -- in the hope it might wake him -- was overwhelming. But I still didn't do it, however much staring at it made me want to. But in a way I got what I wanted more subtly.
My tossing and turning disturbed him and I saw him reposition himself in a way that indicated he was awake; or at least semi awake. I put my hand on his chest and slid it down his torso to under the erection, just below his navel, gliding it gently up and down a couple of times, the snail's trail of sticky dampness my fingers left maybe giving some hint of the extent to which I had pre-aroused myself. The last time, his shaft surged as my hand slid under it...
"Are you feeling randy?"
"When does a man not feel randy?"
"Do you want to fix it?"
"Do you?"
"Sure, why not."
With that, I turned my hand up and wrapped it around his erection, gently tugging it towards me. He got the message and rolled towards me, placing himself in a missionary position.
His shaft found a vagina that was wet with my juices and so aroused he slipped in without the slightest push and me so aroused I let out a gasp of pleasure as he did so. Once again I used the gap he left by weightlessly supporting himself over me to raise and turn my hips.
Perhaps it would have been better if I hadn't.
I came on his fourth thrust. Not a quiet sort of orgasm like I'd given myself under the shower. No, in the middle of the night in a crowded house, I had to cry out; partly because it took me by surprise, partly because it was so intense.
Without the head start I'd given myself, and no doubt with his balls well drained by our activities during the day, Ted took much longer. Much, much longer.
After I'd come and he detected the peak of my orgasm might have passed, I sensed Ted change the angle of his thrusts a bit to rake his shaft across the hard pelvic floor muscle of my vaginal opening. It caused him to grunt a lot, but certainly didn't send him into an instant organism; not by a long shot.
In the meantime, yours truly, still highly aroused and well worked up by my own foreplay and erotic dreams was in some sort of sexual overdrive. Every thrust seemed to deliver a new pleasurable high, triggering me to vocalise it...
"OOHH...OOHH...OOHH...OOOUUU...OOOUUU...OOOUUU"
Oh, god, my legs were shaking and quivering again as I worked up to another orgasm; which broke with the same housing waking cry as the first one.
I gripped Ted as tightly as I could; enjoying every moment of our sex and wishing it could go on forever, but very aware we were going to get a pasting from my club mates in the morning.
It was as I nosily came for the third time that Ted came too; his grunts turning to a long moan as he froze in place letting the pulses of his orgasm deliver his cum into me.
As he finished, he rolled off me, panting heavily as he lay on his back on the bed next to me.
I bent over him, kissing him on the lips...
"That was beautiful. But I suppose we'd better try and get back to sleep. We've got a big day tomorrow."
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When we got down to the rigging park, I slipped off my crochet dress, leaving me in nothing more than my bikini.
As I've mentioned before, I don't usually run around the rigging area in a bikini. Maybe at my home club, on a hot day, when I've gone into the water for a swim, there might be periods when I'm only in a bikini. Apart from that, it would only be flashes of it as I changed into my wetsuit or sailing clothing in the park instead of going into the change rooms; although as the guys' noticing of my yellow bikini shows, even a flash can leave an impact.
And if I am running around in a bikini, it is usually one that covers at least half my bum cheeks.
Today I was rewriting all the rules, and possibly breaking a few unwritten ones at the same time.
I was at another club's rigging area, the other sailors were, to the man, entirely adult males and the bikini I was wearing was one of those that Karens and Kens complain about as showing way too much bum cheek -- and other parts.
There weren't even any WAGs (wives and girlfriends) to offer me a dilution of the all male audience. Hanging around at a club while your partner rigs and races being way to boring to make a long trip for.
The only support I sort of had were a few swimmers using the park and adjoining beach; some of which even went down to full on thong bikini pants. But they weren't in amongst the boats, bending over them as we rigged.
But for this week, avoiding the male gaze was low on my agenda; however much I knew I'd generate. My primary objective was to keep Ted in a constant state of desire, and he'd inadvertently made it quite clear this bikini was very effective at that.
Having taken the overnight boat covers off, he was already sitting on the floor of the boat tiding up some lose fittings when I first approached him in my stripped down state. He hadn't really got a good perve at this bikini before. In his sitting position, his eyes were at about the level of my navel. As I approached, I could see his gaze was transfixed on the line of the shallow camel toe that ran down the front of my mons bulge and created a noticeable 'v' where my crotch turned under between my legs.
I wasn't going to pull a 'hey I'm up here' stunt on him. He was looking exactly where I expected him to.
I could see him hesitate, thinking about the appropriateness of the statement, before saying...
"That's a very nice bikini."
"You like it do you?"
"Maybe even more than the yellow one."
I leant in to whisper...
"Enough to fuck me in it."
He looked at me with a bit of a grin, I suspect a little surprised at my forwardness and maybe a little challenged by realising a small comment about the yellow one had been taken to heart...
"Maybe not here and now in the park. But in the appropriate place, definitely."
It is a gross understatement to say I flirted outrageously with him as we rigged the boat. I wasn't sure how well that would affect our sailing in the races coming up today, but I had no doubt how it would affect what happened afterwards.
Of course, he flirted in return. But that was my plan. I didn't want to be the one instigating sex. I wanted him so randy he couldn't keep his hands off me or -- to put it extremely crudely - his cock out of me.
As it turns out, our flirting wasn't all that bad for our sailing. We were working well as a team; learning from each other. Ted was certainly better at starting the race than I was, more confident about us slipping into spaces in the line-up I wouldn't have gone into and very good about placing us where we had room to leeward. I followed his suggestions and it worked. Good enough we found ourselves at the top few places at the first windward mark after some front of the pack starts.
The game of touching each other up to maintain balance went well too. As skipper, I nearly always had a free hand going to windward and actually found it useful to have a hand in his crotch; it gave me a secure balance and steadiness I previous lacked, more so as Ted worked to keep a slight windward heel on the boat. And Ted didn't seem too distracted by the semi constant boner that gave him.
Ted more often needed both his hands to play the sheets, but when the time came for a grab to restore balance, he was none too shy about where it landed.
By the end of the day, I could just sense that Ted's randiness was running rampant; driven partly by the bikini display I quickly stripped down to as we unrigged. He was clearly in a hurry to secure the boat for the night and get back to the house. The post-race beers the others were indulging in were very clearly far from his agenda.
The bikini was a bit too out there to walk the several blocks back to the house in, so I put the crochet dress over it; although Ted still just wore his board shorts as we walked hand in hand.
The crochet dress was somewhat perve worthy as we walked, and I could see Ted straining his eyeballs to cast sideways glances at me without running into a telegraph pole in the process. But -- while the bikini could be clearly seen under the open weave material - it was no substitute for the fully displayed thing. And while the sideways view gave him a bit of a breast profile and cleavage display, it didn't tease him with the camel toe in my pants.
On the other hand, the sideways view I had sent my heart racing. I don't know whether it was just all the workout he'd had sailing the boat or if he'd somehow put it on as a display, but his body was pumped; or is that ripped. His arms and torso were bulging displays of muscular strength. Not a stupid, steroid induced, body builder level bulging, but one that spoke of a controlled, protective strength.
It was having a strange, almost primitive effect on me that impacted my own desires. And 'almost primitive' was greatly understating it. The effect was cave lady level primitive; that desire for an alpha male there for my protection and the breeding of alpha children.
There was an enormous tease about the way his abs and those diagonal muscles that, on a slim but well-built guy, run as a bulge from his hips down to his crotch, disappeared into the waistband of his boardshorts. But the shorts somehow didn't do justice to the display; too baggy and loose, too high waisted and way too much material. Imagining what he'd look like in speedos, his abs and those diagonals running down into the low waistband, his tight little butt highlighted by the close fit of the pants and his cock and balls dangling in the stretched material, was almost enough for me to soak my bikini pants with my juices.
One thing the boardies did do was make ambiguous what was happening with his cock. To a casual observer, it might have looked as though he was just bloody well hung; a long thick shaft bulging out as it ran down the material covering his right leg. I knew it was a half boner; and it wouldn't be long before it was a full boner being put to good use.
Fortunately our house mates were still down the club getting pissed and, knowing them, would be for quite a while. We had the house to ourselves. But I wasn't going to leave a trail of clothes up the stairs again. I waited until we were in our room and the door closed before I pulled my dress off and ripped open the Velcro of Ted's boardies to drop them to the floor.
Ted immediately lifted me up and placed my still bikini clad body on the bed.
Lying down, half over me, he started to kiss me as he stroked between my navel and crotch, lightly fingering around my labia through my bikini pants. As he came up for breath after our first kiss, I asked...
"Are you wanting to do foreplay with my bikini on?"
"I'd like to. Is that OK?"
"Yes. But do you have a pair of speedos?"
"Yea. I wear them under my wetsuit."
"Would you put them on for foreplay too?"
He looked at me, almost puzzled...
"If that's what you'd like, sure."
He got up and pulled a pair of black racing briefs from his gear bag. I watched as he stepped into them and pulled them up his leg. As he got to the top, he pulled the waistband over his erection. The result was...interesting.
Whatever brand they were, he had clearly gone for the smallest size that would tightly fit his narrow waist. The waistband was very low, which mean the erection was a sheathed tower of super stretched material, the leg elastic pulling away and up to give some extra material into the tower, letting his balls all but drop out. With his arms out to the side with up palms facing up, he asked quizzically...
"Is that better?"
"It's very erotic."
He climbed back on the bed and again half over me as he continued to stroke my lower stomach and labia as we kissed; occasionally sliding his hand up my torso to fondle my breasts. He seemed to like tweaking and raising my nipples into towers of their own; producing a mini sheathed version of his erection.
For the moment I was playing a dead bat in reciprocating his foreplay. The hand he had pinned under his body reached down to lightly circle his erection, but I didn't want him getting too heated too soon. After he's had his turn, I wanted to roll him over and play visual and touching games on him too.
As he felt my gusset dampen, he moved to stroking his finger along the camel toe in my pants; at first lightly, then more deeply. Eventually, he settled on where my clit lay under the gusset, fingering it through the thin material and occasionally pushing his fingers and the material under it shallowly into my open vagina.
As foreplay turned to stimulation, he bent his head down to suck my nipple, again through the thin material of my top.
I never had a clear script for this game. I thought maybe we'd have a long, teasing, two way, only lightly stimulating foreplay, followed by a good root. But as I became more aroused by his stimulation of me, I figured that could wait. He had a good fingering technique and as he slipped his fingers under the leg seam of my pants and fingered it flesh on flesh it was even better.
Then he digitally penetrated my vagina and stimulated my g spot.
My involuntary moans only encouraged him to go for the orgasm.
It was lucky we had the house to ourselves because the cry I let out as I came and threw my hips up would have been heard throughout it. I lay there panting as Ted gently circled my stomach with his wet fingers, playing with my navel and occasionally tweaking my nipples, but for the moment, leaving my clit to itself.
I wanted to embrace and kiss him. But I wanted other things as well. As I nuzzled his cheek, I whispered to him...
"OK, now you lie on your back."
As he did so, I rolled over towards him. While having my head on his chest as I now lay half over him, gave me a great view down the waistband of his pants, I decided I wanted more flexibility in my play. As I said, I didn't really have a script for this unusual game of tease.
Instead I knelt beside his lower stomach.
It was clear I didn't need to do anything by way of actually arousing him. The tall, hard, fat, sheathed tower in his pants made that obvious.
I couldn't resist it. My first action was to run my finger along the length of his erection. It surged in response, lifting itself away from his stomach as the bell noticeably swelled. A small pause before a second stroke produced the same result, together with a droplet of pre-cum seeping through his pants.
But, as interesting as the sight was, this wasn't all about just playing with his cock.
I ran my hands across the strong firm pecs of his chest. I don't imagine doing that has the same effect for him as playing with my nipples does for me, but the pleasure I got out of it was significant. Alert to my intentions, I sensed the Ted was tensing his muscles, putting on an even more impressive display for me.
From his chest, I ran my hands down his abs, spread my fingers out as we went under his erection and down to the waistband of his pants to let them slip under the bridge his elevated ab muscle produced either side of it.
Of course, the erection was already lifting the waist band up, making the bridge less obvious. Never one to lose an opportunity, I pulled on the drawstrings of the waistband, pulling the waistband down to his abs (and his erection down closer to his stomach) and tied a bow it. Now we had some proper bridges; because the ones either side of the abs weren't the only ones. Those diagonal muscles created a tease of of their own; creating another pair between them and his hip bone.
I was surprised just how aroused playing with and stroking his biceps, chest and stomach muscles made me feel; perhaps accelerated by the towering erection that foretold of what was to come. But I really loved siding my fingers under the bridges in the waistband and tracing them right down to the base of his shaft, turning my fingers up to stroke along the underside of his shaft and again causing it to surge and swell as I withdrew my fingers.
Exploring and touching further, I'd run my fingers deeper into his pants until they came out the lifted leg seam and fondled his balls.
None of this was intended to do more than lightly stimulate him. I can't deny, it was mainly for my pleasure; letting me play with such a masculine body and watching it respond to my touch. I'd positioned myself in a way intended to give Ted a look up my spread apart legs and a nice profile of my breasts, so at least he had some visual pleasure to compliment my touching. He was looking -- because I could see he was looking -- at one very aroused woman; nipples on high beam, with my breasts mostly exposed by the narrow bikini top and my labia showing outside the narrow gusset of my pants. Indeed, it felt like the gusset had been pulled aside as he fingered me and he had a view into my aroused pussy.
Finding the tight waistband inhibited getting my hand and fingers down his pants, I released the waistband again, sliding my hand down to feel the junction of these firm muscles in his pubis, then turning my hand around to wrap around his shaft as I slipped it back out; moving onto the sheathed section to rub it up and down a bit.
Ted was groaning softly though all this; indicating it was having some effect on him.
Sated with playing with his muscles and their intersection with the base of his shaft, I turned my attention more to his erection. One hand inside his pants stroking the base, the other wrapped around the sheathed part of his erection, sliding up and down.
It was meant to give him some tactile pleasure, but it was still just as much for me. There was just something about Ted's body that had this effect on me. As I said, I wanted to look at it, touch it and play with it. Then I wanted to be fucked by it; but only after I was finished playing with it.
I hadn't intended to bring him to a climax. It wasn't like I was lying down on him, jerking him with a firm grip, using the male version of his fingering of me. It was all meant to be light and gentle; playful and nice without being orgasmic.
Well, I was wrong. Something gave me the sense he was about to climax. I used the hand inside his pants to start to unsheathe him, but I was a tad too late. The first pulse landed in the stretched material. I managed to release it by the second, to watch it squirt over his lower chest; followed by three more before the pulses gradually weakened to a dribble.
I grinned and apologised profusely as I used one of the hand towels we've learnt to keep by the bed to clean up his mess of cum. Then I lay down half over him to kiss and cuddle him...
"Why did you apologise?"
"Because now you don't get to fuck me."
"We just need to do something to fill in the time. Lie down on the bed."
I did so and this time he knelt between my legs.
"Well, I think we can start losing all the dress ups."
He pulled my bikini pants down and off my legs, then reached up and half rolled me over to let him undo the bikini top string ties behind my back, removing that too. Then he stood up and dropped off his racing briefs.
With us back down to completely naked bodies, he again knelt between my legs and bent down to eat me out. After a few moments of slurping as I felt his tongue licking my vagina and through to my clit, he lifted his head, his lips seemingly drooling...
"Your pants were soaking wet and now I'm almost drowning down here."
"You know whose fault that is don't you. You're the one who's a juice inducing absolute stud."
"Thanks. But the fact that you're drop dead gorgeous, doesn't mean I keep drowning you in cum."
"Oh, I don't know. There's certain parts of my body are often awash in it."
He went back to nosily eating me out, increasingly concentrating on my clit as his fingers penetrated me and stimulated my g spot.
I don't know what he does that is any different to any other guy who's gone down there, but he does something special. Instead of going for a nice little clit orgasm which is the best I can usually expect -- if that - he had me, first quivering, then all but bucking around moaning in a way that made it very lucky no one else was in the house, before I descended into a screaming, body throwing orgasm.
As he lifted his head, as I hoped would be the case by now, I could see a boner between his legs...
"Fuck me. Hard and fast. Please."
There was no lack of enthusiasm in his reaction. He was over me and his erection penetrated into my still contracting vagina in the blink of an eye. Ted's idea of hard and fast is a little more controlled than the words suggest; too kind and gentle by nature I suppose. But he imitated it pretty well.
There was for me a satisfaction in the keenness with which he fucked me. Why is that such a big deal? Isn't every guy keen to take a fuck when it's offered? Well, true, but it goes beyond that. I have this impossibly powerful, never experienced before, sexual attraction to him and, from the outset, I'd wanted him to feel the same way towards me; doing everything I can to encourage it.
I think he does. In fact I'm almost certain he does. And maybe my efforts to encourage it were completely unnecessary; a mere insurance. But feeling that keenness and seeing it in action is always an erotically reassuring blast.
As for the request for him to fuck me hard and fast, I know what he can do to me in terms of stimulating me. If I lift and turn my hips to receive his thrusts against my g spot, he'll send me through the roof and he knows exactly how to do it. While my body is still contracting, it's very sensitive, in a good sort of way. If feels great to have my contractions bear down on his thick erection, even if it is pistoning me like a steam train.
This time was no different. As he started fucking me I rolled straight into another orgasm; making it known by my vocal response and my hips grinding against his thrusting actions.
I tightened my grip on him a bit as Ted kept thrusting, grunting ever more loudly.
The comments of my bisexual friend, that women can get multiple orgasms with other women, but are lucky to get one with a guy, echoed in my mind as I came again. Clearly it isn't a universal rule. But, rather than the intensity of my climaxes waning with additional ones, they were building. The crying out was just noise, but this time Ted had to deal with a woman somewhat out of control; grinding and throwing her pubis around as he tried to keep pounding it, making her vagina a moving target even if he never actually fell out and all while strangling him with a iron hold around his neck and generally making his job of continuing as difficult as possible.
It was probably the shear erotic excitement I displayed that triggered him, that and the even stronger grip I applied to his cock as my contractions pummelled it. But he came too; once again leaving us struggling for orgasmic dominance as our bodies wrestled each other to get the best out of our personal climaxes.



As we finished, we were too drained to move. Ted rolled us over so at least he wasn't crushing me, but I just lay limp on top of him, his erection still hard inside me, panting and just occasionally moaning softly as some little residual of my orgasm sprung to life and sent an injection of pleasure through my body.
It was Ted who spoke first...
"I suppose we'd better get showered and dressed and go down for dinner."
There was something of a regatta dinner on at the club that night. Nothing too formal, just a get together and some dancing afterwards.
We found the energy to get up and shower together; even soap each other, rinsing the body fluids out of our swimwear while we were there. Ted found the energy to grow another boner towards the end; which may have had something to do with the way I soaped him. But there was no extra sex; at least in a way intended to stimulate the other to a climax.
With me again dressed in a mini skirt, with black string sided bikini swimwear pants to provide a modicum of modesty when sitting on bar seats determined to offer upskirt views, and Ted in Chinos and a button up collared shirt, we joined the racing crowd down at the club. There were no shortage of ribald comments commencing with 'where have you guys been', with a nudge, nudge, say no more followup.
There was no defence to that. We'd been doing exactly what they thought we'd been doing. Still, having got past that stage, we melded in with the group; although the absence of many other females left me standing out a bit like a shag on a rock.
The shortage of females also meant I got hit on a lot for dancing when the band started up. While there were some local women, in addition to the few WAGS, it wasn't near enough; the situation only being rebalanced a bit by the number of males already too drunk to get up and dance. In a way, I had a lot of friends there I quite liked dancing with. But I also wanted to give Ted more than enough of my time. It meant I spent way more time on the dance floor than I would have had I just been with a partner at any other dance venue
There was, amongst the sailors, a spectrum of knowledge about my relationship with Ted. Those sharing our house knew nearly every detail and both my friends and Ted's who were staying elsewhere had a pretty good idea. Beyond that it ranged from 'highly suspected' down to 'oh, I thought he was just your crew.'
Which meant that, during the course of the evening, I several times got hit on for more than just a dance. Fortunately a polite decline was enough to deal with the issue.
Most of all I loved dancing with Ted. His strong body held against me in the slow dances, the chance to flirt and flaunt myself to him when dancing to something faster,was all pure joy; enough that, even when we were both exhausted and tied, I felt some reluctance to call it a night and head back to the house.
As we walked home, hand in hand, I decided it was time to have a conversation, the prospect of which had left me scared and uncertain since the day we met. We had got undressed and were lying naked in bed, cuddled up in each other's arms to kiss each other goodnight before I found the courage to raise it...
"I don't really want our relationship to just end with the regatta. There's only three days to go and I don't really know how we go forward from there."
"It's being worrying me too. I don't want to just let you go. But I just don't know what to do."
"Ted, can I admit that...I love you. Really love you. You drive me wild sexually, but it goes deeper than that. I just feel we're... I don't know. Really compatible."
"Admit all you want because it gives me permission to say the same. I love you too and as the week goes by, the prospect of separating from you and not seeing you again is killing me."
Ted had held me tighter as he answered and his cock was swelling into an erection. Caught pressed against my thigh, I separated my legs by lifting the upper one and moved the lower one to release it. It flopped into my crease, growing to a full erection between my legs; the tip of it placed between my clit and vagina.
I understood his arousal. I felt it too. It went way beyond our physical contact, which was initially intended to be anything more than a quick kiss goodnight. The sudden release of emotional honesty triggered all sorts of feeling in our body.
Ted continued...
"I've tried working out how we can stay together. We're a four hour flight apart. We'd go bankrupt visiting each other every weekend. I've got a year left of my Uni course and I'm in no position to ask you to move to Perth."
I felt our bodies should be physically bound together for this conversation. I pushed my hip forward to get the tip of his erection into my vaginal opening, then pressed down to fully penetrate him before replying.
"I've got two years to go on my course; plus we both have our families in our home town. And yet I want to be with you. Sort of all the time, not just during holidays."
"I'll tell you what I can do. I'm in no rush to get back to Perth. It's a few weeks before I need to get there. I could drive down to Victoria with you and we could spend a few more weeks together if you'd like. It doesn't really solve the problem, but it delays surrendering to it."
That was a start. It gave me time; more time with him, more time to think about going forward.
For twenty minutes we talked about our future; about our love for each other, our need to be together and the barriers that were going to divide us and how they might be overcome. But the bottom line remained that, for the next year at least, we were not going to be able to see very much of each other.
As we spoke, and revealed our innermost secrets and desires to each other it was like there was this irresistible urge to be closer. Our arms around each other tightened their grip, drawing our bodies into almost a single human mass. Both of us seemed to want his penetration of me ever deeper, me pushing down on him, he pushing up. There was no thrusting, no attempt at direct stimulation, but that's not to say we were lacking arousal. The length and hardness of his shaft and the receptiveness of my vagina spoke to that; as did the nipples I had burying themselves in the flesh of his chest.
Rather, his erection was binding us together in the most intimate way. For the moment, we were one. It may have been my imagination, but I was sure I could feel his erection throbbing inside me, between the powerful surges in his shaft that he seemed unable to resist. The mere possibility that the throbbing might be his heartbeat I was sensing, transmitting itself into the depth of my body, was enough to send my own heart racing.
The emotions our talk stirred up in me were almost too much. I felt tears running down my cheek; not tears of sadness, although the thought of separation certainly didn't help. They were more tears of love and desire expressed with a depth of emotion I'd never felt in my life before.
Unable to find a medium term breakthrough, the greatest depth of our emotional connection had reached a moment of silence when Ted gripped me more tightly and let out a sigh as I felt his erection pulsing multiple jets of cum against my cervix. It must have found me receptive and vulnerable in my emotional state because it triggered me to orgasm too; no screaming, no crying out loud or throwing my body around, just a flood of oxytocin and pleasure as my contractions pummelled his still pulsing erection.
It was almost automatic that Ted went...
"Sorry, I'm sorry...I didn't mean to do that...It just happened."
Even as my contractions continued, I gently challenged...
"What are you sorry for?"
"Coming like that. We were having a serious, really important discussion and I don't want you to think it all about sex."
"The discussion is about our feelings for each other; emotionally and physically. I put you in there. When you are that engaged with your partner, it's no surprise the body responds as well as the brain. Anyway, you triggered me to come too, so we're even."
I kissed him lightly on the lips then, overcome with emotion, thrust my tongue into his mouth as I rolled myself on top of him, screwing his still hard erection around inside me as I pushed my pelvic floor muscle firmly against the base of his shaft.
I laid there for a few minutes, before declaring...
"Well, I suppose we'd better get some sleep. We've got a big day tomorrow."
With another kiss, I rolled back off him and settled on my own side of the bed. Actually only sort of on my own side, given how close to him I was.
For the first night since we shared a bed, we didn't have sex in the middle of the night. Oh, I woke up as usual around 3 am and I spent a good half hour staring at the uncovered masculine body lying next to me with the hard night erection bisecting his stomach. But Ted was sound asleep and I thought it best not to wake him.
It was a different matter when the morning came. I opened my eyes and looked across to him to find his head propped up on his arm, is gaze directly at me and my naked body, that erection of his still bisecting his body and hard enough that, even though he was on his side, the tip barely dropped from pointing at his navel.
I rolled on my side and all but threw myself at him; ignoring my morning breath to give him a kiss. The kiss became an embrace and before you could count to ten, the embrace had me rolling him on top of me to become a fuck.
It was nothing fancy. Now that I learnt to angle myself, with him in the elevated over me missionary position, to have my g spot and nipples stimulated, it doesn't have to be. That big, fat, hard erection of his rubbed itself against my g spot until he brought me to a noisy -- if short of screaming -- orgasm.
But Ted's body was in no hurry to dump its load in me. As he plunged his shaft in and out of me and screwed it around on full penetration, he was making all the right noises for a guy building to an orgasm; but slowly. After a couple of thrusts, he raised himself up on outstretched arms. I looked up at him as his gaze fixed itself on my breasts.
Aware of the power of their sight in his eyes, I responded to the top of each thrust coming against my vaginal opening by throwing my body up enough to make them wobble; I hope increasing his enjoyment of them.
But, if he was building to a climax, he was building very slowly. As he screwed his shaft gently around inside me on each full penetration, he moaned softly, as if his shaft was simply unhurriedly basking in the pleasure of its immersion in my vagina. The actual thrusts were accompanied by more of a grunting noise, resulting in almost a melodic rhythm...
"Aahhh...ooooooohhhh...aahhh...oooooooohhh"
Immediately after my orgasm, I'd gripped him more tightly as my contractions pummelled his shaft, but all that did was increase my own stimulation and prolong my orgasm.
As he kept thrusting and screwing, he had me moaning again as my sensitive body once again reacted to the way he was pleasuring my erogenous zones.
Eventually, his voice betrayed his movement to a climax. The moans and grunts became louder and almost more anxious and urgent. I suspect he was trying to prolong his pleasure by spending more time screwing me about on full penetration, but I could sense that was simply pouring more fuel onto the flame of his impending climax, even if it was of a lower octane than the thrusts.
Suddenly he froze on full penetration and held it there for a moment. Then he let out a bellowing grunt as the first pulse of his cum jetted into my cervix. Almost out of control, he thrust furiously as he pumped his cum into me. It was more than I could take. The fast, hard, urgent thrusts stimulated my g spot as his enthusiasm in his love making and his hard, masculine body stimulated my brain.
This time my cries became a scream as I threw my hips up at him, anxiously receiving his own climatic thrusts while they lasted and then throwing my hips back against his shaft once Ted's need to thrust had run its course.
Once that initial reaction had passed and I eased myself back onto the bed, Ted kept slowly, gently thrusting me as he detected that was prolonging my orgasm, occasionally having that turn into a series of shivering mini thrusts as his own body found pleasure in what he was doing and decided to add a bit more cum to what was already welling inside me.
As we came down from our orgasmic highs, I couldn't resist a giggle. We were behaving like animals; but in the nicest, most natural way. But there was a second source of amusement; the one I revealed to Ted when he asked me what my giggle was about.
"Because until this morning we hadn't had noisy sex with them in the house, I was starting to think the deal about jerking off the guys was becoming redundant. But now I'm going to cop a whole lot of sarcasm and teasing when we go down stairs. I just hope it makes them frustrated enough to go off quickly."
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It was inevitable, when we came down to breakfast that morning, that we were going to get a lot of shit and mocking for our noisy sex.
In a way, I couldn't blame them. Had the situation been reversed, I would have done just the same. They were six single males having to listen to me getting my arse fucked off with no avenue of release for whatever emotions that stirred up. And of course it was going to stir up all sorts of feelings; randiness being the least of them. It was why I'd agreed to the handjobs arrangement.
Could Ted and I have been quieter? Maybe. But there was no stopping the bed from squeaking so our activities were going to be announced regardless and it would have taken a lot of the fun out of our sex.
I applied my usual clinical, doctor/ patient approach to giving the three of them handjobs. They were randy all right. All three had full boners before I straddled their thighs and all three went off pretty quickly. James -- being James -- even asked me if he could have a fuck instead. That suggestion was firmly but gently rejected; now and forever.
It was the orange bikini again for the rigging of the boat; much to Ted's delight. We had become nauseatingly handisie with each other in the rigging park; not so much prolonged public displays of affection --like sitting on his lap kissing - as a constant touching of each other. The touching was often in completely inappropriate places for public touching and in ways that told everyone what was happening out of sight; reinforced by the closeness of our bodies as we went about rigging.
It left me in a near constant state of arousal; but I suspect Ted's mere presence might have been enough to do that anyway.
At Ted's request, we launched a bit early to practice up some stuff and get a feeling for the new wind direction. I got the real sense of why Ted wanted to get out early when, after a bit of sailing, he announced that the wind was oscillating through 20 degrees change of direction every 5 and a half minutes. I'd never been very good at that sort of stuff. I knew the principles (regularly oscillating wind at predictable time phases when a high pressure system is overhead; more so when it's not a seabreeze), but had never applied it.
As we lined up for the start, Ted recognised the wind had oscillated to the right just before the five minutes gun, making the boat end seem like the place to start and causing the whole fleet to bunch there. Instead he suggested we run down to the port end of the line; giving us clear air, plenty of room and the chance to cross the line at full speed right on the gun.
About twenty seconds after the start, the wind veered to the left, just as Ted had predicted. That gave us a massive advantage. We tacked and crossed the whole fleet; bar one boat which we had to duck and go behind, since they had right of way.
Now my expectation for the nationals is to be in the top end of the second half of the fleet. Apart from anything else, as a light woman, I don't have the weight and power it gives to go as fast as the other boats in even moderate, let alone fresh wind. For me to get a start like that was super exciting.
We had the boat flying. Riding its foils nicely, ripping to windward through and over the waves with Ted keeping just a little bit of windward heel. But with the windward heel, my stance on the trapeze was super unstable; made stable only by the fact I could use my free hand to support myself against Ted; basically by grabbing his cock. Well, it didn't start out as cock; more very high on his thigh. But when in response he grew a boner, it was more fun to grab his cock, covered as it was only by his thin stretchy board shorts. It was the game we had been playing all through the series so far; it's just we were getting much bolder at it.
Still, as well as we were going, we were having to depower the rig much more than the other heavier crews. By the time we reached the top mark, we'd fallen back to 7th place in the 40 boat feet.
But here's where my little speciality fell into place.
These boats go downwind zig zagging. By doing that they can actually travel downwind faster than the wind itself (by generating what is called apparent wind by the boats movement). The boats ahead set their spinnakers, the crew jumped on the wires and they shot off, heading at something like 40 degrees to the direction they wanted to end up going.
Now my little trick is to be able to ease the boat down some 15 to 20 degrees on their course; taking a more direct line to the mark, without losing too much speed in the process. Don't ask me why or how. I don't know, but for years I've been able to do it. Maybe this is where my light weight helps. And in this case, Ted was helping even more by using his surfing skills to make the most of the waves around us. We were rocketing.
As the other boats gybed and went to cut across us, we found ourselves back in second place. We went a bit further than them, trying to line the gybe up to bring is straight into the gate marks and save further time losing gybes; again using our ability to sail lower to cut them off even further. We succeeded, turning through the gate in a narrowly first position.
By the top mark we were back to sixth, still pretty pleased with ourselves.
Here Ted again read the wind. He'd worked out that, with the next oscillation, we'd be better off being on the left hand side of the course, instead of on the right which is where the mere bearing away around the mark and taking off usually puts you.
We gybed early and went off to the left, still sailing low and lower still because the oscillation favoured us. A couple of boat had followed us, but were sailing higher.
When the next oscillation came through, we gybed again and found ourselves on a direct line to the finish; still undercutting any other boat around us.
To my eternal surprise and excitement, we crossed the line second. I could never have dreamed of that result in a fleet of such experienced and world quality sailors. To say we were both on a high doesn't even start to describe our feelings.
As we sailed back to the club for the lunch break, Ted and I high fived each other while grinning like Cheshire cats and a number of boats in our vicinity congratulated us, clearly surprised about our position. Landing ahead of most of the fleet, we quickly put the boat on its trolley and dropped the sails so it wouldn't blow over in a gust.
I couldn't help myself. Casting off my trapeze belt and lifevest as Ted took off his, completely excited, I threw myself into Ted's arms, wrapped mine around him and sort of jumped up and down against him. The thing was, my excitement manifested itself in a way I was completely unfamiliar with. Yes, the joy of victory was there -- or at least what in my position represented a massive victory; but it was heavily laced with the knowledge I had shared it with Ted. Shared it in a real sense of the word, given that we had each contributed significantly to our success.
And in my sex addled mind, that meant celebrating it in a very personal manner.
Ted had slid his thigh between my legs as I jumped, giving me something to rub myself on. And he'd grown a boner -- again.
I felt bold enough to ask...
"Do you want to do what I want to do?"
He put his hands on my butt and pulled it against him as he answered...
"Fuck yes, but where?"
That was a good question. The park and beach was way too crowded to try anything here and frankly, the clubs unisex/ disabled toilet sort of lacked the atmosphere I had in mind...
"I think we're going to have to run home."
"I'm in."
I disengaged and removed my gloves and wetsuit boots, leaving me just in a pair of long leggings and my rather small orange bikini top. Ted did the same, leaving him just in his board shorts...
"I'll race you."
Not waiting for a reply, I took off across the park in a sprint, towards the side road in which our house stood, three blocks up.
There was a reason for my hurry, apart from rampant randiness. We only had a very limited time before we had to relaunch for the afternoon race. Given a choice of sex or lunch, I was choosing sex.
Ted quickly caught up with me, not really trying to get ahead; perhaps too distracted by staring sideways at my breasts as they made a determined effort to bounce out of the small bikini top that was all that prevented me from preforming an indecent display in public. The left breast did escape once and I simply had to recover it at a run.
We were panting like crazy by the time we reached the house; taking the moment I took to recover the key from the key box to recover our breath.
A moment later, we were up in our room, Ted dropping his boardies to the ground while I peeled off my leggings and the bikini pants underneath. Ted finished undressing first and pulled the bow on my bikini top to lift that over my head as finished getting the leggings off my feet.
I pushed him on his back onto the bed, then climbed over him, throwing myself down on him and kissing him as I lifted my hips enough to let my hand guide his erection into me. Lifting myself into something between a reverse missionary and cowgirl -- but more reverse missionary -- it would be fair to say, I went wild on him. Wild in a way, I've never done before.
As I passionately thrust him in and out of me while grinding my clit down on his pubis, yelling (way louder than should have)...
"You're a legend Ted Stirling...a fucking sailing legend above all others...a big balled, fat cocked, legend...the man of the moment...and I could fuck your balls off you get me so excited..."
Ted was staring up at me, taken by surprise by my running commentary. I don't think he'd ever heard a woman go off like that while fucking him and, frankly, I usually wasn't one to even talk while fucking, so it was new to me too.
As he lifted his head to suck my nipples, he commented...
"I think it was a team effort...and I have a legend skipper...but I absolutely get the fucking thing. I feel the same way; driven absolutely wild for you."
"Well, I'm happily about to take one for the team. Two would be nicer, but I don't think there's time."
I was so worked up, so aroused before I even took him into my body, I went off like a cheap cracker in no time at all; crying out loud enough to probably be heard by the neighbours. I immediately rolled him over, putting him on top to let him finish in his own way.
Ted raised himself on outstretched hands, as he usually does to stare at my breasts as he fucks me. As the started thrusting, his erection felt incredibly hard and unyielding; long, fat and stiff, even by what he usually feels like. It was like he was super aroused.
I tried to exaggerate the effect of his thrusts, using the freedom of movement his elevated stance gave me to throw my breasts up at the top of each thrusts; as if he was rag dolling my body. I was amused by the widening of his eyes and broadening of his grin that produced.
But his harder and thicker shaft delivered a firmer stimulation of my g spot, which, in my hyper aroused state, had me climaxing again pretty quickly; with no shortage of vocal accompaniment.
Ted on the other hand, seemed to be taking his time. The thrusts were long and measured; finishing with a forceful push of the base of his shaft against my vaginal opening and a bit of screwing around while he held it there. It was clear, from the tone of the grunts each one produced, that his shaft was wallowing in the pleasure of immersing itself in and playing within my vagina. But, I knew Ted vocalisation well enough by now to recognise it wasn't progressing. It had hit a sort of pleasure plateau -- a fairly high one as far as I could tell. But he seemed in no hurry to climb to the summit.
We were running well ahead of time in terms of getting back to the club, so weren't in a hurry. And by now he had me squirming about and quivering under him as I just got more and more aroused; quickly enough launching into my third orgasm.
I was starting to become a bit more sensitive, so I gripped him more tightly to move things along. But the most immediate obvious effect of that was to stimulate me even more. His voice was just starting to tell me he was headed towards an orgasm when I put on a crazy orgasmic girl performance; my quivering legs converting to a hip throwing performance, accompanied by vocals entirely appropriate to the physical performance, even if not so good in a crowded neighbourhood.
Ted sort of froze there, letting me take control, as my hip performance threw his erection in and out of my body at rapid speed; my contractions pummelling his cock while my grip tightened even more. I was just starting to calm down when he first thrust again; accompanied by a fairly loud, almost mournful noise, somewhere between a grunt and a moan.
After a small pause, he did it again.
Then again.
A moment after the third one pushed firmly against my vaginal opening and held itself there in another pause, he let out a bellowing groan as he started to come; thrusting furiously as pulse after pulse of his climax flooded my vagina with his cum.
He slowed as the initial wave of his climax subsided, again putting himself into a full penetration of me; hanging there, still suspended over my body, looking down at my breasts. After a few moments he screwed himself around inside me again, rewarding himself with what seemed to be a mini after-orgasm accompanied by a series of mini thrusts.
As that subsided, he eased himself down on me, rolling us over to put my limp body on top, his still hard erection embedded in me.
I blurted out...
"Oh wow!"
Then buried my tongue in his mouth as I madly kissed him; screwing myself around on an erection that initially seemed reluctant to soften. But eventually it subsided and shrunk out of me, leaving a puddle of cum discharging into his pubic hair.
Reluctantly, we got up, got dressed in so much of our sailing gear as came up with us and walked back to the club to prepare for the afternoon races.
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By the time the first of the afternoon races was starting, the wind had freshened even more.
With my light weight, these were certainly not conditions that favoured us.
Ted managed to coach me into a fantastic start and once again had a great feeling for the wind oscillations, making sure we were always on the right side of the wind changes. But in terms of straight line sailing, we were getting burned off by heavier crews whose weight gave them more power in their rigs, however well Ted played the mainsheet.
But we were working our advantages to the absolute max. I've always been pretty good about keeping a boat upright in heavy winds, even with my light weight, I was still managing to run deeper than the other boats without giving up too much speed, and Ted made sure we made maximum advantage from every change in wind direction. In short, we were a great team, each of us bringing something different to the table and using it as best we could. And I might add, surprisingly and a little embarrassed, being able to hold on to his boardie covered erection with my spare hand as we flew to windward and jumped the waves, gave me a confidence in my precarious position as I steered from the trapeze, that I'd never felt before. It made me wonder whether my usual male crew would let me do the same; although it was a frivolous thought, never likely to be tested.
In the end, we scored a sixth and seventh in the two afternoon races in the 40 boat fleet. We were both ecstatic. Neither of us had ever done so well in a Nationals; especially given the caliber of many in the front end of the fleet. Until this day, I'd never really understood the extreme excitement of professional athletes who have a successful moment; jumping up and down, jumping into the arms of their teammates and generally showing a degree of excitement that competition has never made me feel.
But this was different.
We high fived each other as we crossed the line, both stood up and hugged each other as we ran back towards the club -- even though it required me to steer an almost out of control boat with one hand as I wrapped my arm around him with the other -- and as soon as we had the boat ashore on its trolley and got our rather uncomfortable lifevests and trapeze belts off, I leapt excitedly into his arms and hung there against him -- he with a bare chest and nothing more than a pair of boardies on and me in a small bikini top and a pair of indecently tight leggings - for way more time than was decent in a public park.
Because, as it had in the morning, the success, especially compounded by the morning's efforts had generated in us a desire to celebrate in the most intimate way. It was more than a desire. It was an urgent need.
I stripped off my leggings, leaving me with just the indecently small orange bikini pants that I knew drove Ted wild with desire; to the extent he wasn't already. I knew he now had a pair of speedos under his boardies, but the purpose of that was to help diminish the obvious signs of the erection he got in his boardies as we fooled about rigging and unrigging; the issue having been more than a little challenging that morning. It had made my grasp of his erection as we sailed a little less firm, but having seen his discomfort with the erection display that boardies with no undergarment showed, I well understood.
As much as I would have liked him stripped down to those very brief speedos I'd seen yesterday, I also well understood his reluctance to display them.
Frankly, when I wasn't using some excuse to bend into the boat to display my barely covered arse and the camel toed mons bulge between my legs to him, we were all over each other like a pair of passionate lovers -- which pretty well described us -- as we unrigged the boat and secured it for the night; really anxious to finish so we could rush back to the house for an intense fuck.
But, either oblivious to our intentions, or more likely because of them, our friends had other plans.
As we got ready to leave the park, they intercepted us and demanded we join them in the club for a celebration drink. At this point I had nothing more on than the bikini and a very short A line mini skirt; my choice of clothing being more directed at Ted than designed for public occasions. It was sort of the bare minimum that would get me in the club. Ted just had on his boardies. That wouldn't.
We tried using that as an excuse, but they knew as well as we did that Ted had a t shirt in his bag.
With as much grace as our randy bodies could produce, we surrendered to their demands.
We were no sooner in the club than James shoved a glass of champagne into each of our hands; a very full one, making clear his intent to get us pretty drunk if he could. While I had no desire to write myself off, it wasn't unwelcome as a refreshment and, after a round of clinking glasses, I found I downed it pretty quickly. When James immediately topped it up, I knew I had to be more careful and sipped slowly at the next glass, casting about for some food to go with it.
Ted and I had been standing side by side, each of us with a hand wrapped around the other's back and resting on their bum. In what I initially took to be a gentlemanly gesture, one of the guys presented me with a bar stool to sit on.
If I sound in retrospect a bit sceptical about that, it was because I soon found they had managed to separate Ted from me, if only by a few meters, and I was soon surrounded by guys. The guys were all very praising, and seemingly even a bit excited about our performance, and keen to talk to me. But it was evident none of them were looking at my face as they spoke; or at least not very much. Those standing either side were transfixed on my breasts and those sitting in front of me alternated between my breasts and the upskirt view they had of my crotch. Frankly it wasn't even much of an 'upskirt'. The skirt was too short for that and tended to expose my crotch merely by sitting down.
I've got enough of a thigh gap that, even with my legs together, it wasn't too hard to get a view of the gusset of my bikini pants and, given how narrow they were -- just wide enough to cover my unaroused labia -- I'm sure they found no shortage of visual pleasure; more so as I found I was never less than aroused to some extent by Ted mere presence nearby.
But I wasn't going to pull any 'hey, I'm up here' performance. What I was wearing had been intended to attract attention. Maybe not everyone's, but that wasn't something I could be choosy about. I can't even say I was feeling all that embarrassed. In fact, not at all. My hormones were running strongly and while thy might have been directed entirely at one man, the collateral -- damage isn't the right word; maybe sexual frustration of other males -- didn't rate highly on my concerns.
Anyhow, the males that knew me, or had come to know me over the regatta so far, were fussing around me like I was something special. James of course was determined to keep my glass full and, to the extent finger food was being passed around, I certainly was offered more than my share of it.
Slowly I noticed Ted being drawn away from me. Not as a result of any intent of his, but by his Perth colleges standing between him and me, in effect, forcing him back, step by slow step. He made a point of always facing in my direction and standing so that he could see me through a gap between the bodies, but the distance kept getting further and as it did, the number of bodies between us greater.
None of that reduced my desire to celebrate our success in the way we'd originally intended. I had the hots for Ted and I had them badly. There may have been a lot of male testosterone permeating the atmosphere of the room -- and I dare say those surrounding me, perving at me and probably taking in whatever hormonal signals I was putting out - were pumping out more than most, more so as they got drunker. But to the extent I absorbed any of it, all it made me do was want Ted more.
The conversation had been nice, and the attention nice too. But there came a time I decided I couldn't wait any longer. Ted had his eyes closely focused on me for quite a while; I strongly suspected having feeling like my own. I stretched both my hands well above my head, as nonchalantly as I could, as if working off tight muscles from the race. Then at full extension, I slowly extended my middle finger with my palm towards him; sort of a reverse flashing of the bird. Then I momentarily formed a circle with the thumb and forefinger of the other hand and brought it down over the extended finger. It all happened quickly and, unless you were intensely focused on my hands -- which I could see Ted was -- you would entirely miss the message. But Ted hadn't. With eyes wide open, he nodded his head. Then opened his palms as he mouthed..."Where?".
I mouthed back..."Beach!"
The fact was, we were going to have trouble getting away with a permanent escape. But ladies can find all sorts of reasons -- without even expressing them -- for a momentary break. Even one momentarily long enough for our carnal purposes.
He raised his eyebrows in surprise. But then nodded agreement.
That was all I needed. I asked the guys around me to look after my gear bag -- thus declaring my intention to return -- while I went to the ladies; then excused myself, waiting just outside the door until Ted joined me.
His first question was...
"Where do you think we can go?"
It was getting onto dusk. The sun was well down on the horizon and the beach dimly lit, with few people around...
"Either the corner of the beach or between our boat and James's."
Hand in hand we walked down to the beach, Ted's arousal becoming increasingly obvious in his pants -- speedos or no speedos. And while I didn't need any visual evidence to be aware of my own, a look at my nipples said it all.
When we got to the corner of the beach I had in mind, we faced a few issues; even though I really wanted to make love on the edge of the beach. The tide was in a bit too far in to avoid getting wet and it probably wasn't really dark enough to get away with it yet. And the getting wet only really mattered because we were going back into the club when we finished. I resolved to get a fuck there before the regatta was over, but for the time being, to default to plan B.
We walked up to where our boat sat further up the beach in the middle of the pack; a narrow gap between each boat, but not too narrow for our purposes.
When we got there, I faced Ted, wrapped my arms around him and kissed him as I ripped open the Velcro of his boardies to expose the top of the erection poking out of his speedos, then pulled his shirt over his head. This was going to be a quickie and sufficiently public I decided it might be better to leave the speedos where they were and work around them, so to speak. So I stretched out the front of it and tucked it under his balls. Same with my bikini. I dropped his boardies and then my mini skirt, moved them out of the way and lay down on the sparsely grassed sand between my boat and James's, pulling the triangles of my bikini top off my breasts to display them to him.
This couldn't be like our lunchtime fuck. I couldn't wildly ride him as I screamed out my excitement at how well we'd done as a team. In fact, I couldn't even do my usual orgasmic vocalisations. Which was a pity. Because in a way, I knew my need for Ted's attention went beyond merely a desire for sex. There was something else raging through my body that needed to be excised and it was directly related to that sense of shared success. I can't say with any expertise what it was, but the nearest analogy -- and indeed maybe the answer -- would be an overdose of adrenalin.
I'd released the morning feeling of it with my hard riding, hard calling sex at lunch. There, I could actually feel it being released even as I worked myself up to a mind-blowing orgasm. I knew this fuck would only do half the job and when we got back to the house with all the others, there wouldn't exactly be the same opportunity to download on my feelings.
Ted lay on top of me. I guided him to a quick and satisfying penetration of his hard, thick, erection. He pushed up and I pushed down until we got his erection bottomed out inside me; the base of his erection pushed firmly and erotically against my pelvic floor muscle and vaginal opening with the head of it mushed into my cervix. I like him being so far in like that and holding it there. It sort of made me feel like our bodies were merged. In other circumstances I would have been happy to have him old it there for quite a while. But we were time constrained and missing in action back inside the club.
As he screwed it about inside me and brushed his cheek across mine, I whispered...
"Show me how excited you are about to day. Fuck me hard. I need to get something out of my system that goes beyond the need for you to fuck me"
"I know the feeling. I feel it too. But I can only be half as excited as I ever am about making love to you, but they're cumulative and when you add them together, that's pretty wildly exciting. That's the sort of sex you want, is it?"
"All the excitement you can demonstrate to me. Your excitement will become mine."
Ted tested me with a single, long, fast thrust that finished with the base of his shaft crashing against my vaginal opening. We both let out a softly spoken but deeply felt moan of satisfaction.
With his usual elevated stance over me, his weight being supported on his elbow and knees, instead of him actually lying on me, I again had the freedom to angle my hips up to present my g spot for his banging and to project my breasts up to have his movements stimulate my already raised nipples.
Ted started slowly and then worked up to a fast, excited tempo; long, hard thrusts, exactly as I asked for them. I had been seriously aroused and worked up, even before Ted mounted me. My elevated arousal manifested itself in one of the quickest orgasms I'd ever had; a good one too; maybe as good as any I'd had before meeting Ted, although he'd raised the bar substantially. I gripped Ted more tightly, causing him to just as quickly follow my orgasm with his.
There wasn't really time for a nice, post fuck, cuddle. We needed to get back to the group in the club house. Ted climbed off me, his cock, still pretty hard, dripping cum onto my stomach. Plus, when I got up, I could feel his cum discharging onto my leg. Fortunately, I had a hand towel -- more of a rag actually -- in the tool kit in my boat. That let me clean up enough I wouldn't be showing cum all over me as we joined the others -- or I hoped a cum stained gusset to my bikini.
Our engagement had mostly satisfied the more carnal aspect of my desires -- for the moment anyway. But it hadn't really provided an outlet for what I think of as the adrenalin over-dose coursing through my body. The sort of thing that makes professional athletes run around the field like madmen, jump into the arms of their team mates, or just jump meaningless up and down, as if they have an excess of energy to burn off.
As we walked back to the club, hand in hand, I asked Ted whether it had got rid of his feelings of an overdose of something...
"No, it's still there. Do you think a jog around the block might fix it?"
"What, late at night? Hmmm! I had something a little more carnal in mind. Really, I need another fuck like we had at lunch. A scream, frantic fuck if you know what I mean."
Ted looked at me with a bit of a smirk on his face...
"Well, actually if the truth be known, I had the same idea, but didn't think it appropriate to suggest it. Plus, there's the question of where."
"What about those bush backed beaches that we sail past on the way to the start?"
"What? Shore and Quarantine beaches? Maybe. The road out to them is a bit long, but I know we can circle around the rocks to Shore beach without too much effort. How empty it will be, I don't know; although anchoring off Quarantine Beach is more popular with late night revellers. I'm happy to give it a go when we're finished here."
I knew I'd been gone from my mates for too long for a quick pee. And while I might like to them to think I was out for a long dump, the fact was they knew Ted was gone too, even though we entered the room separately. James had to ask...
"What have you too been up to?"
"We were out for a walk and a chat."
"Is that all?"
"I think I'll claim my right to remain silent on that and leave you guessing."
"Oh, sure. You know what we'll guess, don't you?"
"That's entirely up to you."
By this time, James had put another glass of bubbly in my hand and I took the opportunity to take a sip of it to turn to another friend -- Paul -- and engage him in a more banal conversation.
We 'partied' on with the others until about 9.30, and I shudder quote 'partied' because it wasn't anything wild. Just sitting around with a drink in our hands and the occasional distribution of food.
As our housemates left, so did we; walking with them up the hill which was actually directly on the path we intended to take to Store Beach. As they went into the house, we waved them off and said we'd be home soon; without explaining our intentions.
Ted guided us a few blocks down into the next valley, then across Little Manly beach to where he led me around the rock shelf towards Store Beach. It wasn't just a stroll; especially the first half. Except for the bright moonlight, we wouldn't have been able to do it. The rock shelf wasn't just a flat shelf; instead, being broken by a variety of rocky obstacles that you find on a wave washed shore.
When we got there, the beach seemed to be deserted and, as I'd pictured, was surrounded by native bushland, with only a single road, then path leading to it from the built up areas; and the length of that road and path is what had caused us to go around the rocks.
Out in the shallow, and narrow bay, there were no boats moored, although I could just glimpse one moored further out in the adjoining Quarantine Beach.
We walked to the far end of the beach and, after removing Ted's shirt and boardshorts and my skirt, we sat upright by the shoreline, our legs extended and our feet gently washed by the wavelets coming ashore. We were here for carnal purposes, but it seemed appropriate to both of us to just spend a moment enjoying the privacy we had and the beautiful scene we were sitting in. As I moved my foot through the water, transfixed by the phosphorescence trail it left, I had to admit...
"Ted, I'm so glad you came over to crew for me. I've really enjoyed it. In fact, I've never enjoyed a regatta so much. We make a great team together."
"It's been very special for me to. To think that I nearly didn't come."
We chatted for a while, contemplating what we do to keep in contact after the Nationals were over. But before long, I couldn't help myself
I felt compelled to bend across and kiss him; a passionate, deeply piercing kiss that had my tongue fill his mouth. He placed his arm around me and we slowly sunk back onto the sand, laying out flat facing each other, our limbs intertwined and tangled together as our bodies pressed firmly against each other, our legs caressed by the wavelets that swept the beach.
I felt Ted's erection form in his speedos; a large thick, curved bulge pushing into my mons, too entangled in the stretchy material to be able to straighten out and reach towards his navel. We continued to passionately kiss, instinctively rolling slightly back and forwards as if that demonstrated the intensity of our joy in being so closely enmeshed.
The rolling let Ted's erection bulge move slowly between my legs, deep into my crotch until it was moving against and pleasuring my already swollen clit with every roll; whether Ted intended that or not.



Gradually Ted eased me onto my back, his hand and the skilled fingers attached to it, filling the role that his erection bulge had formerly engaged in as he gently fingered me. We were still kissing when he pulled his head away and moved it down to my breasts, using his free hand to expose them from under my bikini top, lifting his head across to suck and tongue the far one while his fingers played with the other.
As I moaned, he moved his fingers under the gusset of my bikini pants to directly play with my clit, moving his fingers down from time to time to penetrate me and rub his fingers against where my g spot lay, while bringing yet more slippery juices up to lubricate my clit.
With the hand under him, I reached down for his erection, still curled in the captive speedos. I wrapped my hand around, it, gently squeezing and unsqueezing it or otherwise fondling it. But he soon used his hand to remove it; whispering to me...
"It's got a lot of work to do in a few minutes. Best we don't get it too excited. But I love fingering you. It feels so good, so special and I love watching and sensing the enjoyment it gives you"
Whatever excitement I'd induced in him was nothing compared to what he was doing to me. I was only moments later I was overwhelmed by my orgasm; arching my back up and swaying it from side to side, pinning his hand into my crotch with one hand and his head to my breast with the other, as I cried out moans of pure bliss.
I was left momentarily panting flat on my back, my contractions still sending tingles through my body, Ted still sucking my nipples but having backed off my clit, when I moved to action.
I pushed Ted on his back as I mounted his upper thighs. Undoing the drawstring of his speedos, I exposed his erection, wondering if I should take the moment to strip him and myself completely. But we were in a public place, however dark and empty it was. I thought it best to leave on what we had, least we were disturbed. Instead I pulled out and tucked the waistband under his balls and pulled aside once again the gusset of my bikini pants.
Lifting his now exposed erection up, I lifted myself over it and slid it effortless into my body where the only resistance it found was the gentle squeezes of the residual of my contractions.
Internally, I felt as though I was on the edge of an abyss; an abyss of almost violent sexual intent. The adrenalin, or whatever else it was that the success of the day had built inside me, was still coursing through my blood. The walk around the rocks and pashing with Ted had a momentarily suppressed it, but as I stared down on his Adonis like body, felt the strength of his pecs as I rested my hands on them and thought about what we'd shared that day, it rushed to the fore.
I bent flat to whisper in his ear...
"I'm about to fuck you like you've never been fucked before, you great god of a man. A Poseidon among mortals. Don't worry, I won't break it; it's too precious for that."
Even as I finished talking to him, I was already sliding his erection in and out of my body. I was aware that, with the energy I was about to put into him, it wasn't impossible that I'd damage him; it happens. Instead of long thrusts, which risked bending it as I pushed back down on him, I did shorter ones, but at a much faster pace; each one finishing with his balls and pubis crashing into my vaginal opening as I rubbed my clit on his pubis and stimulated my g spot with just enough backward pressure to make sure his thick shaft moved against the front wall of my vagina.
I wanted to yell at the sky like I had before. To tell Ted how I felt; both about him and our (relative) success. But I'd already told him that. Plus sound travels over water unbelievably. At first, I just grunted; loudly; not surprising with the effort I was putting into the rapid thrusts I was doing.
But I couldn't constrain myself; my feeling started to pour from me. If not by way of yelling at the sky, certainly loudly...
"Oh god, I love you Ted...really love you...this feels fantastic...oh wow...Ted, you're fantastic...oh...oh...I think I'm going to explode...oh....oh...AAAAAHHHHHHHHHHOOOOOOOOOOoo...OOOOOO..."
I threw myself down on him and pulled him to make him roll us both over, putting him on top. I was still very much in the throes of my orgasm when I... well, actually, yelled at him...
"Go for it Ted. Fuck away at me."
Ted clearly sensed there was a bit of desperation in my words; and so there was. My orgasm was far from finished and I knew his thrusts would prolong it -- or at least that's what previous experience told me. He certainly responded; lifting himself on outstretched arms and going at me with a will. And he didn't have to worry about the length of his thrusts as he knew where it was going.
It felt like the full length of his cock was pistoning away at me; fast. He was conveying to me exactly what, in that moment, I wanted to feel; an overwhelming desire -- indeed a desperate need - to fuck the arse off me.
For me it had the desired effect. I don't know whether it was a new one or a continuation of the old, but I found myself in a state of extended orgasm; squirming and quivering under Ted in a way only Ted has ever made me feel about sex.
As for Ted, he was grunting away with his efforts, the rising pitch of it telling me he was getting pretty worked up. But he was not lacking vocals either, because interposed with his grunts, I'd get little snippets of...
"I love you, I love you so much..."
He even managed to take his eyes of my breasts and look me directly in the eyes as he said it; at least momentarily. I'd only been gripping him lightly. I was wanting to extend this. But it was evidently more than enough. It was clear he was brewing up and, like mine, it looked like a monster of one was coming.
As the first pulse of his orgasm broke and his cum jetted against my cervix in my still contracting vagina, he bellowed like he'd never bellowed before -- and that was saying something. He collapsed down on me, still jerking extra thrusts and moaning loudly as each additional pulse added to his pleasure.
I thought what happened next only happened in lazily scripted movies. But it turns out it also happens when you don't have the local knowledge to know that a Manly Ferry goes past the bay every half hour or so and the v shape of the bay narrows and collects the wave train.
We were both still in a state of orgasm when a series of 400 to 600 mm waves (let's say 1 1/2- 2 ft for imperial countries) engulfed us without warning. Ted was still buried deep inside me, pinning us together to reinforce the oxytocin induced hold I had around his neck, and had sort of finished doing anything more than little mini thrusts, but still clearly enjoying it from his moans, when our bodies were rolled around by the first breaker.
Defenceless to the waves, our bodies were turned and pushed a bit up the beach before being rolled back down it; the process repeating itself five or six times, but with less force after the first three.
There was more than a little moan like cry escaped from both of us as it happened. Not because of any fear of the waves. Goodness, the experience was nothing compared to getting flung around the forestay of a skiff that's just buried its nose in the pit of a wave when it was travelling at something like 25 knots beforehand.
No, the forced movement of his shaft inside me by the waves seemed to trigger and extension of and intensifying of our orgasms. It wasn't a thrusting movement -- thank goodness, given the sand involved -- more a twisting and turning movement. It was made all the more erotic by being suddenly covered in cool water and rolled about with our bodies so intimately intertwined.
It left us side on to the beach, Ted still on top, in about six inches of water -- simply bracing ourselves as the final smaller waves broke over us like we were an unwelcome break wall blocking them from their intended destination.
When we were finally finished the moaning and squirming that went with the extension of our orgasms, it was me who burst into laughter first...
"Well, that was an interesting experience."
"I suppose we could wait until it comes back on its return trip and do it again."
"I donno. Timing your coming with its could be a bit tricky."
"Droll. Very droll."
"I thought it was a good pun."
"Yes. I'll concede that."
Kissing him, I induced him to roll towards the harbour, putting us in slightly deeper water; enough to cover Ted's body, to the extent he had to lift his head a bit, and wash against mine...
"Are you trying to drown me?"
"No. Start to get the sand off us."
"We could just go for a swim."
"Not while that beautiful cock of yours is still hard and inside me."
"With the effect you have on me, that could be all night."
"That could be fun, but unlikely."
As his cock went flaccid and he slipped out of me, we separated and eased ourselves into water deep enough to float us. The sand from the waves, as it does, got into some uncomfortable places -- not to mention my hair -- and we needed to rinse it out.
We frolicked about for a while -- including some playfulness and pashing -- but were aware that the bull sharks come out at dusk, so didn't stay long.
Too wet to put on our top layers of clothing -- minimal though they were -- we carried them as we worked our way back around the rock shelf to little Manly Cove. As we started the short walk back up through the built up area to our house, I put on my skirt and Ted his board shorts; even at the risk of getting them wet.
As was inevitably the case when we got home, we were interrogated by James as to where we'd been...
"We had a swim at Store Beach."
"Is that all?"
"That's the only place we went, yes."
I could see Justin contemplate me evasive answer. But he left it at that.
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We walked around the venue, hand in hand, looking for a band that suited our dancing intentions. I must admit, I felt a bit like the dag alongside the princess. My light, linen, loose, hippie style pants and t shirt in no way matched the cocktail style mini dress she had on.
Just walking alongside her was a privilege in itself. She might have started the day in hippie like clothes like mine; ones that flattered her but didn't really put her on display, but -- to my mind anyway -- I felt like I was accompanying a supermodel. And the way she attracted the male gaze suggested I wasn't alone in that opinion.
Kylie had a beautiful face and friendly countenance, which was obvious whatever she was wearing; highlighted by her lovely long flowing blonde hair.
But now, her body conforming dress displayed every womanly curve on her tall, slender body and highlighted her breasts that were larger than one might expect for one so slender. The shortness of her dress -- only barely covering her crotch, unless you're sitting on the ground like a lot of attendees, in which case her panties would be flashed at you -- displayed her gorgeously long legs. And the very low slung neckline gave a cleavage display enough to drive any man to cross legged frustration; more so because, being braless in a stretchy dress, her nipples were very prominent just under the neck hem of the dress.
Even as she walked past and away from them, they had the cock teasing sight of the back of her dress being seductively drawn into her bum crack by static -- or whatever -- displaying the fantastic curve of her bottom.
I wondered, with her attracting so much attention, how she really thought we be able to fuck to the music as she wanted us to. And I don't mean lying on the bed in my camper, banging her in time to the music like we did earlier. I mean standing among the audience, many of them passively sitting and just listening, their eyes at crotch level, while we dance to the music with my manhood embedded in her sex. It's going to have to be pretty dark before we try that one; however much the thought of having yet more sex with her might be attractive.
On one of the secondary stages we found a band we liked and joined the small group of 'dancers' down the back of the audience.
For me, it was like dancing with a goddess; a highly sexualised goddess.
I loved the dancing. It had been ages since I'd managed to find a venue that offered the opportunity to dance that I was sharing with Kylie. But that did nothing to supress the sex obsessed male in me. As I spun her out into a turn, then spun her back again, my eyes were transfixed on her body; all of it. Her beautiful smile, her long hair flying out as she turned, her breasts moving about inside her dress and threatening to escape as their inertia and momentum lagged the rest of her body, the womanly curve of her hips, her taut, flat stomach leading down to her delightful mons bulge, highlighted by the same static clinging that drew the back of her dress into her bum crack and her long, sexy legs.
As she came back against me, there was a soft, malleable, feminineness to her embrace. One that seemed to meld our bodies' seamlessly together in a way I couldn't recall ever feeling before with any other woman.
She was provoking in me into a bottomless pit of desire, regardless of how much sex we'd already shared that day. I would have been overcome by guilt had it not been for the fact I knew her hormones were running just as rampant as mine.
As we came together, her nipples would be brushed across my chest, raising them to a high beam display with her tight dress. And then she'd bring her leg between mine, letting her brush her crotch on my upper thigh. What started as a light brush became more of a grind as the evening went on; one that was clearly intended to stimulate her clit. One which was clearly working, given how wet her crotch felt and the damp stains she was leaving on the upper right leg of my pants.
Our dancing had reached the staff party stage in the movie "Dirty Dancing". It was truly dirty dancing; at least if you think of sexualised dancing as being dirty. Kylie knew how to flaunt it too; able to put on an attractive dance display with her upper body as her lower self clearly ground her sexual organs against me
The real extent of her arousal and her carnal intent became clear when, as she ground her crotch on my thigh, I signalled her to spin into a turn as I had so many times before. Instead she ignored the lead, grasped me ever more tightly, momentarily bore down even harder on my thigh and then her thighs squeezed mine crushingly tightly as she held me in an iron grip through the period of her orgasm.
She looked up at me with a cheeky grin; clearly pleased with the result...
"Sometimes the woman doesn't want to follow her partner's lead. Do you want me to get you to jizz your pants too?"
I smiled at her; somewhere between benevolently and patronisingly
"No thank you. I'm good for now."
The fact was, I was struggling just not to grow a full boner. I would have been as obvious as hell in the pants I had on and I knew once I grew one, Kylie would grind against it. I'd managed to keep it at a mere thickening and filling of a cock that hung heavily in my pants; making me look more well hung than aroused. But it was a battle.
Concentrating on the dancing and using a lot of energy had helped; notwithstanding my randiness and Kylie's seductive appearance.
As dusk settled, I suggested to Kylie...
"How about we get a drink?"
Kylie was ready for some refreshment, so we retired to a bar tent, me having a beer while Kylie ordered a white wine. Any seating was taken, so we had the options of sitting on the ground or standing. Both presented me with some problems. While definitely needing refreshment and a break, the suggestion of getting a drink had been partly triggered by Kylie's increasing sexual randiness. She was apparently completely unperturbed by copulating in public view before it was dark enough to provide some cover. I had the sense my erection was going to be pulled out of my pants and placed into her vagina in amongst a whole lot of people sitting around on the ground well before the cover of darkness offered us some prospect of not getting kicked out for a public indecency.
Don't get me wrong. There was some connection between us that drew us together like moths to a flame. I was completely in her thrall as she seemed to be in mine; both sexually and emotionally and in both cases to an extent I'd never felt in my life before. I was dealing with a whole new experience; one I had no map for dealing with. In this case, it was just that I seemed to have this tiny additional degree of conscience over what Kylie had. Her boundaries deviated just a bit from mine and I was just trying to give them time to realign.
But the problems as we initially stood, having a drink weren't really her fault. They were mine; or at least due to my weakness.
No longer distracted by actually dancing, nor having my libido drained by it, I was now standing next to the most stunning, sexually desirable, hot woman I'd ever met, dressed in a mini sheath dress that displayed her figure to its absolute, provocative best. And while I suppose I've had opportunities to stare at (as subtly as I could) really attractive women before, somehow it's different when you know her body is available for your fucking.
And the problem was my very obvious arousal.
Dusk might be settling in, but around the bar, there was more than enough light for my state of body to be discerned under the loose fitting linen pants I had on.
It was compounded by what was Kylie's apparently constant need to touch me. Nowhere intimately -- for the most part - but she found innumerable reasons to put her hand on me, even as we stood together sipping our drinks. Like I found was the case with her body pushed against me, there was just something so femininely delicate in her touch that screamed amorous sexuality.
The worst moment was as it lingered on three quarters arousal; pushing a great bulge horizontally out in my pants. I tried to subtly brush it into verticality. But tangled in the garment, it resisted. Indeed, I thought it was going to escape from my buttonless fly.
Kylie saw my predicament, and put her right hand around my waist as she stood hip to hip at an acute angle to me, blocking the view from most directions. The contact with her simply increased my embarrassing arousal, but it did let me deal with the issue more obviously; using my hand to release it from its bindings and get it to sit vertical, where it was partly hidden under my low hanging t shirt.
Kylie of course couldn't let my predicament go uncommented on, nudged me in the side as she observed...
"I can see you're looking forward to our lewd dancing. It's nearly dark; it won't be long."
"I'm sorry. I can't help it. Your mere presence arouses me."
She flicked her projecting nipple with the thumb of the left hand holding her wine glass as she replied...
"Well, that makes two of us. You don't need to be sorry. If I'm going to get licentiously turned on by you then I'm more than happy to see you reacting the same way to me. I know your display is more obvious, but that's certainly not something you need to apologise to me about. I find it quite alluring. I can barely keep my hands off it."
Well, actually, she couldn't keep her hands off it. As she said that her left hand, still holding her wine glass, moved down to my erection and glided up and down its length several times.
I don't think she could possibly imagine the effect even that brief groping of me had. Before she touched it, I'd judged it a full erection, but her touch raised it to a new level; one I'd couldn't recall feeling until I'd met her. It just felt harder, fuller and longer than my normal erections, the skin stretched to the point if felt as though it could rip itself apart.
Kylie emptied her glass and looked at me lustfully...
"Well, it's as dark as it's going to get. Let's go and find some music to fuck to."
Kylie led me by the hand as we surveyed the activities on the different stages; but there was one we kept coming back to as most likely to have the sort of music we craved.
She led us to a position down the back of the crowd; one I adjusted by moving a small distance to a spot I thought, because it was a bit darker and the audience was thinner and more turned away from us, more likely to let us get away with our intentions without being called out for them.
We started dancing, our hips pushed firmly together, Kylie making a point of rubbing her pubis on my erection. However, after only a minute or so, she separated us enough to reach into the fly of my pants and pull my erection down to between her legs. Then I felt her fiddle about, pulling aside the material of her thong pink undies to place the tip of my erection in her wet crease.
She arched her torso back a bit as she slid it along her crease until the tip lodged shallowly in her vaginal opening, then pulled it forward, sliding my shaft across her clit until she played the bell against it in a sort of circling motion.
Tentatively at first, she started dancing against me; lifting her arms up into a sort of triangular shape against her head as she swayed seductively from side to side -- obviously very deliberately getting her breasts to sway from side to side in her plunging dress for my visual pleasure - as she circled her hips and played my shaft against the depth of her crease.
I put my arms around her hips and rocked against her; trying to sway in a way that complemented her own movements and stimulated her.
But, apart from the intense pressure it was applying to her crease, Kylie can't have been aware of the effect of the super hard erection on this position.
I've had plenty of sex standing up before this. Whether under a shared shower or just in a hurry, I suppose I'd summarise there's two positions I've used. The first is to really tuck your crotch under theirs and go for full penetration. The second, more sensitive to the girl's needs, is what I was doing -- or trying to do - with Kylie; my horizontal shaft sliding through their crease, stimulating their clit, with a half penetration at the end of each movement.
Normally with the second one, I can feel a reasonable degree of penetration, whether because my cock was able to bend up or her vagina was able to receive me at the flattened angle, I couldn't even start to guess.
With my super hard erection, this was entirely different. Firstly, it really didn't want to bend down horizontally like it was. Whatever muscle controls these things was letting me know of its displeasure and the upward force on Kylie's crease was way more than I would usually feel. Secondly, there was no way it was going to allow any bend to achieve any degree of penetration of Kylie from that angle.
Either the slide stopped as it shallowly penetrated her and couldn't go further -- leaving a gap between our hips -- or it bypassed her vagina and pushed out the back of her butt. Possibly exposing the tip of my erection as it peeked out from under her dress.
Because Kylie seemed to be enjoying the position, I decided I could handle it. The discomfort from my bent down shaft could be tolerated without detracting from my enjoyment too much and I could console myself with the thought my erection would be swimming in the depths of Kylie's body soon enough.
And it was arousingly salacious watching Kylie's upper body dance and sway as she circled my shaft within her crease; her breasts swaying in and nearly falling out of her dress as, from time to time, with my hand supporting her around the small of her back, she arched her back so deeply her hands could almost touch the ground behind her.
Like many who have actually taken dancing lessons, both Kylie and I had watched the movie Dirty Dancing innumerable times. And of course, a lot comes down to the staff party scene where the staff really are getting into highly erotic and intimate dancing, even if the description Dirty Dancing is a bit harsh.
Naturally we all wanted to try it. But to do it properly, you need a partner who is willing to get really intimate with you and put themselves on display. Otherwise it's a poor imitation of what the dancing was all about. Which, by the time you eliminate those too shy to give it a go and those too modest, there's a limit to how much practice you can get at it.
But it was clear Kylie had more than a little practice at it. The flexibility of her body as she ground her pubis into mine to keep my shaft between her legs, while flailing stylishly away with her upper body and sliding her knee up and down my flank was incredible. While all the time she's moving her hips just enough to have my shaft slide back and forwards through her dripping wet crease.
In a way I was lucky the guy is somewhat the passive one in this sort of dancing; putting the girl on display. I knew the steps, just from having watched the scene so often; but there was no way I was able to emulate Kylie's flexibility or style to the level she took it.
Mind you, the difference between the staff party and what we were doing is that they were imitating sex (although one suspects that, as the night went on, things might have got raunchier), whereas we were doing sex. And that meant, unlike the staff party, our hips had to stay firmly pushed together.
I could tell that Kylie was getting pretty aroused. Even as her upper body swayed and arched up a storm, she was vocalising with 'ooohhh's' and 'aaarrr's' which I could hear over the music; loud though it was.
When I could feel her thighs and crotch quivering against me, I knew the moment wasn't far off.
Suddenly she froze in her dancing, came bolt upright, wrapped her arms tightly around my neck and groaned loudly in my ear while she rapidly rocked her hips back and forwards as she slid my shaft just as rapidly through her crease. All I could do was to sway my hips from side to side -- taking hers with me -- to maintain some semblance of dancing, least others were watching us. And given the shear sexuality of the dancing performance she'd been putting on, I knew we were being watched.
As her first orgasm subsided, she whispered in my ear...
"That was a great warm up. Are you ready for the real thing?"
I nodded my head; still a little anxious about how she was going to pull this off.
At first we just swayed with the music for a while; my shaft still between her legs, buried in her wet crease. I detected some movement by her to stimulate herself, but nothing like she'd been doing before. As I cast my eyes around, it at least had the effect of lowering the extent audience's interest in us and had more of them refocusing on the stage.
Kylie wiggled about a bit to get the tip of my erection in a shallow penetration of her, then whispered...
"Bend your knees a bit."
As I did, she stood on her tip toes and lifted herself up, swallowing my erection into her body in a single movement. Lowering herself lightly to the point the base of my erection was jammed hard against the front of her vaginal opening, we just swayed to the music a bit more; letting me enjoy the pure, undistracted bliss of my erection being immersed in her body as we cuddled up close together.
Bit by bit, Kylie brought her body back to dancing life; at first just an isolated roll of her upper body; swaying it out one side and then the other, her elevated arms scribing an arch gracefully through the air above her head -- screwing my erection around inside her somewhat - before coming back to an embrace. She repeated the movement twice, before she deeply arched her back, her head nearly on the ground as she again swayed it through something like a 50 degree angle from my left to my right.
I don't know how I didn't cum, just from the visual delight of that one movement. Her breasts nearly fell out of the cleavage line of her low slung dress, the front hem of it lifted enough I could see my shaft crossing the front of the mons bulge covered by her sexy pink panties she had on and disappear under her and I half expected my hard, bend resistant, erection to explode out of her lower stomach; somewhat uncertain where it had ended up as her body arched down, apparently taking my erection with it.
Over the music, I could just make out a groan of pleasure which I attributed to the pressure my erection must have put on the front wall of her vagina.
She righted herself back into my arms and we swayed some more as she whispered into my ear...
"Oh my god, that was incredible."
She repeated the movement, this time swaying left to right and then back to left again.
By now Kylie was attracting quite a bit of attention with her moves. I was lucky it was as dark as it was; with just enough reflected and star light to let me enjoy the sight of her body, but hopefully not enough to discern what was happening in the shadows between her legs.
As she came upright again, I lifted her right leg up onto my thigh, dipping my hips and swinging her around to add some more variety to our movements, speed up the dance to synchronise better with the beat of the music and maybe -- just maybe -- lose the focus of at least some of those now left staring at us.
As I lifted her leg, I felt my erection sink even deeper into her body; even possibly brushing her cervix. Kylie certainly responded to it; continuing to slide her leg up and down my thigh as I swung our bodies from side to side, in the process, grinding and twisting my erection within her body; clearly in a way that was highly pleasurable to her.
Her upper body held against me, her nipples brushing across my chest, Kylie again brought her lips to my ear...



"I'm having this really weird prolonged orgasm. My whole body is tingling inside, like a whole lot of stars exploding."
Whatever I'd triggered in Kylie, she was clearly enjoying it. The whole sliding her leg up and down my thigh became a major part of the dance routine, broken, for the sake of variety by her occasionally bringing both feet back to the ground and grinding her hip in a circle against me, screwing my erection around inside her as we turned from side to side.
With her leg on my thigh again, Kylie asked...
"Take my weight with your hands under my bum for a moment."
I did as I was told, to find Kylie hook her left leg around my thigh, then, with a stylish bounce, bring her right leg up to hook around my other thigh, leaving her completely off the ground and suspended on my thighs. As her hips turned to a right angle with her legs, I brought my hands further under her bottom, only to find the tips of my fingers pushing against my erection where it entered her body; her juices running down it; the licentious sensation of the moment multiplied as I found her breasts right in front of my mouth.
I remembered Penny did this -- although as a leap up -- in Dirty Dancing, and wondered if Kylie was going to break into the hyper dancing that Penny did. My question was soon answered as Kylie started working up to exactly that.
I also remembered Penny had a longer dress on. The extra elevation brought Kylies bum above the eye line of some of the audience sitting around us. I just hoped the shadows and the placement of my hands hid what was happening under her dress.
Kylie started slowly; holding my head with her hands around the top of it as she swayed and twisted from side to side; leaving me able to do little more than twist from side to side myself as she put on her dancing display; but unable to resist the temptation to suck her projecting nipple through the thin material of her dress.
Then she got more active; throwing herself more to the side in time with the music, twisting her body with her elbows held out to the side, before arching herself back again -- I'll swear so deeply she almost put her head to the ground and nearly broke off my erection as it was bent down with her. It seemed my role now was mainly to keep my balance and support her with my hands as her weight was thrown around. Fortunately she was such a light and slender thing, it wasn't too hard to do; more so, since I knew the inspiration for her movements was from the movie and I could sort of anticipate what she'd do.
And as was predictable, she started bouncing as she threw herself about -- just like Penny had.
Until this point, Kylie's movements had aroused me and stimulated my erection, while being intensely erotic, but not in a way that threatened to trigger me into an orgasm. There was a really sensitive point on the edge of the bell of my erection that she'd occasionally triggered as she slid it threw her crease, but she hadn't focused on that point, so the sensitivity hadn't accumulated to anything near a climax.
Now her bouncing was thrusting my erection in and out of her vagina. And to magnify its effect on me, I could feel her squeeze my erection hard on her upward movement, then ease her grip as she sunk my erection back into her body; all happening at a fast rate.
For all practical purposes, it was like I was pounding her; even if it was more correct to say she was pounding herself on me. And it was a very animated her, just to increase the intensity of the experience.
My cock was brewing up. The release wasn't imminent, but it was going to be soon. The unyielding stretched flesh and rock hard shaft was soaking up the pleasure offered by Kylie's body and basking in it.
It was all very well for Kylie to have multiple orgasms, but we hadn't really planned about what to do after I came. I suppose we'd just go back to ordinary dancing, even if Kylie would have cum running down her leg.
The moment was deferred a little as Kylie stopped bouncing, wrapped her hands crushingly around the top of my head and moaned near my ear more than loudly enough for me to hear her over the band, as she came.
With her breasts thrust into my face, I again sucked her nipples through the thin material of her dress as her contraction pummelled my shaft.
She managed to continue the appearance of dancing to the nearby audience by rocking from side to side, but it wasn't hard to tell her focus was very much on her orgasm.
As her contraction started to moderate, she dropped her mouth to my ear and whispered...
"That was incredible. I've never had sex like that before. What about you?"
"I'm starting to brew up."
"I'm going to dismount."
Kylie unwrapped her left leg from around my thigh and lowered it to the ground; taking her weight on it. Then she unravelled her right leg, but instead of lowering it, slid it up and down my flank. But this time her whole body slid up and down against me together with her leg, in the most sensuous way. Her breasts dragged up and down my chest, her thighs brushed mine; it was like this glorious, sexual woman's whole body was making love to mine. Not least of all, her movements were lifting her body a bit less than half off my shaft and then lowering back onto it; all with a firm grip.
Clearly she was trying to bring me to a climax and she was very much succeeding.
I did my best to supress the grunt that wanted to bellow out my climax as I felt my seed pumping itself into Kylie's vagina. Kylie sensed it and whispered into me ear...
"Don't go soft yet."
She had continued dancing as I blew my load. Now she changed to a more rolling movement. I hadn't even finished my orgasm before she came again; not as big a one as the bouncing one, but definitely another orgasm. It almost left me jealous of just how many orgasms she could have while I was restricted to a single one, followed by a bit of a wait.
We stood the hugging each other tightly as our orgasms took their course, and longer again as my erection stayed hard in her body. As it started to shrink out of her, Kylie pulled the front of my pants out to skip my manhood back inside my pants...
"There's cum running down my legs."
"Do you want to retire back to the van to clean up?"
Kylie looked around and then pondered my question...
"Are you tired or do you want to keep dancing?"
"I'm pretty worn out, but I've got energy left if you want to stay."
"There's always tomorrow. It's getting late, let's go back and have a rest."
With a comfort stop at the toilets, we walked hand in hand back to my van. There didn't seem to be any real doubt about the fact that is where she would be spending the night.
When we got there, I ducked into the van and pulled out a washer, dampening it with water from my camping shower to let her wipe off the cum and juices from her leg and wherever else she wanted to wipe down.
Lending her a new, spare toothbrush I had, we brushed our teeth using over the small sink inside the van. With that we were ready for bed.
I sleep naked and it didn't occur to me to do anything but that tonight. Dropping my linen pants and pulling off my t shirt, soon left me lying flat on the bed, watching Kylie as she prepared herself. There was a reason I'd been in such a hurry. I wanted to get the more distant, public view of Kylie, dressed as she was in that sexy dress, instead of the close up one I'd had all night. To see the whole woman, presented at her most seductive best.
It was worth it too.
The pink, spandex cocktail dress clung to every curve of her body like it had been spray painted on. Short as it was, it made her shapely legs look incredibly long and the plunge of her neckline was enough to tease to utter frustration any self-respecting male with sight of her.
As she peeled it off over her head, it was like her body was emerging from a cocoon. Her womanly features, highlighted by her flawless, just slightly olive skin being slowly revealed. The tiny pink panties she was wearing, now tightly drawn against her body, teasingly only half covering the bulge of her mons and showing a decided camel toe.
I felt my cock swell. At first just a fullness as it lay flaccid on my upper thighs. But as she pulled her dress over her head it emerged just in time for her to see it lengthen and thicken, first standing upright, then coming down with a thump onto my stomach.
No yet satisfied, then I felt it swell and lengthen even further, stretching out the its skin to an almost painful extent and hardening to a rock like firmness in a way only Kylie has ever induced in me before.
What the fuck, I thought. I'd lost count of how many times I'd fucked her during the day and yet my cock still can't resist her siren like charms.
Kylie had watched every moment of the arousal process...
"Glad to see me, are you?"
"I can't help it. You're just too beautiful."
She pulled her panties off and lay alongside me, facing me as I turned towards her now naked body...
"So, does it want to pound me again?"
"If it wants anything, it's to be inside your body. But I'm simply telling you what it feels like, not demanding it be listened to."
"That sounds like a nice idea."
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It was supposed to be a normal Sunday at the beach. But it turned into anything but that.
It was a warm -- moving to hot -- Sunday morning as I finished my ocean swim -- from the South Head to North head of Bondi beach and back again. I exited the water at the Southern end and jogged the hundred meters or so towards my gear which I'd left on the sand, not that far from the Bondi Baths..
The swim was one aspect of my regular exercise; something I tried to do several times a week. After work or Uni during Summer when daylight saving applied, and all year late mornings on Saturdays and Sundays.
Being late spring, it was early enough in the season the water was still cool, indeed cold, and it had left me feeling chilled, even though, at this hour, the warmth of the sun felt nice on my back.
When I reached my gear, I lightly towelled myself, then spread the towel on the sand, pulled a book I was half way through reading from my bag, put on a very loosely woven Bermudian style cane hat to protect my head and face from the worst of the sun, and lay face down on my towel to let the warmth of the sun permeate my body.
Opening the book where I'd last read it, I put it on the sand and lifted my head enough to read it while my head was supported by my arms folded under my chin.
I'd only been there long enough to read a couple of pages when a couple of girls came and spread their towels to sit right in front of me. The beach was crowded but not so crowded that it justified the closeness of their towels. Still, I didn't feel any sense they were intruding on my personal space, so certainly wasn't peeved by their placement of them
My view under the pulled down rim of the hat let me see only half way up the length of their lower legs without lifting my head, although by lifting my eyes I could make out most of their bodies nearly up to their navels through the loose weave of the hat.
There was a slender shapeliness about what I could see that suggested they were rather young and very attractive adults.
Wanting to perve without being seen to perve, I avoided lifting my head, pretending to keep reading, and waited for them to either settle on the towels or head off for a swim, which would have at least let me turn my head and get a view of their arses pending their return from the water.
After dropping what seemed to be some white mini skirts down their legs and kicking them to the side, they sat down, feet towards me, their arms behind their backs supporting their upper bodies as they faced out towards the breakers. They were chatting animatedly in what I thought most likely to be a Nordic language, giggling and nudging each other a lot as they did so.
The sight that presented to me was enough to distract me from my book.
The glimpse I'd got as they started to sit down had already told me their slender figure gave them a substantial thigh gap. Now their legs were spread comfortably apart, leaving me a view straight up between them. My first impressions of their shapely figures weren't wrong. Their bikini bottoms were tiny little thongs; a narrow rectangle of material which sat low on the front of each of their mons, narrowing to a mere string at the back of their barely covered vulvas, that disappeared completely between the cheeks of their bottom; all tautly pulled against the features of their bodies.
Looking up through the weave of the hat I could see some delectable breasts covered in the equally minimalist triangles of a string tie top, the scene being delightfully framed by long blonde hair cascading down either side of them. The scene became even more delightful as they both narrowed their bikini top triangles to only just cover their nipples and areolas, presumably to sun their breasts and minimise the tan lines. But if the truth be known, teasing little arcs of raised areolas were clearly visible
I can't deny that I was transfixed by the sight. Fearful that if I raised my head the girls might feel uncomfortably positioned, I continued with my 'reading a book' head angle, even turning unread pages, while my eyes swam in the vista.
It was greatly enhanced by the conversation between the girls, which became increasingly animated and, without me being able to understand a word of what they were saying, clearly very amusing. They were nudging and playfully gently pushing each other from time to time, each sideways rocking of their bodies seemingly threatening to dislodge what little coverage either their vulvas or breasts had and causing their breasts to erotically juggle.
I could feel my cock swell to a certain extent in response. Not a fantastic thing to have happen, since all I had on was a pair of racing briefs style swimwear. It might not be fashionable, but you don't want to swim a couple of K's with the legs of a pair of board-shorts flapping against your thighs. Still, it wasn't too bad. I felt I still might have been able to stand up and display what was there without too much embarrassment.
That changed somewhat when the girl on the right -- my right -- started to show more than a little arousal. I watched the movement in the gusset of her tightly fitted bikini as her vulva opened and her labia spread apart; first her outer labia and then even one side of her inner labia escaping the confines of her bikini gusset, leaving me a sense that a mere millimetre of movement in her gusset with reveal both her vaginal opening and her clit.
Curious, I raised my vision to see her nipples were turning onto high beam too.
Her friend had obviously noticed it as accompanied by what was obviously some very playful words, she slipped her fingers inside the top and tweaked the hardened nipple of the aroused girl. The aroused girl giggled out something in response, as she pulled her friends hand out of her top, completely exposing her breast as she did so and then gropped her friends crutch with one hand and tweaked her nipple with the other.
There was a playful, noisy and certainly not very serious, wrestle as the friend tried to pull her hand away, the one on the right even losing her balance and falling back on her towel; the other girl leaning over her as she continued to grope her sexual zones and the other tried defending herself by pulling her hands away; all accompanied by very girlie giggling and squealing. The girl on the left was showing her arousal too; like really showing it. The gusset of her bikini had been pulled aside as she fell back exposing both her vagina and clit as she continued to wrestle with her friend to keep her bikini top in place.
It sort of confirmed for me a suspicion that, whatever they been talking about had an erotic element to it. I might not have known what words they were saying, but there was something I had detected in the intonation of their talking, that whatever it was was pretty sexual.
But there was more than two people aroused by all of that. Not surprisingly, I now had a full boner; or at least as full as it can be while captured curled up very uncomfortably in a pair of racing briefs pushed into the sand.
It was so uncomfortable, I had to do something about it. I raised my bum momentarily off my towel, hoping that would be enough to let it straighten out. But, even when I tried surging it, it wasn't going to straighten of its own accord.
Bringing my right arm from under my chin and putting it down alongside my body, I lifted my bum again and reached under to straighten out the material of my swimmers, letting my erection straighten and align itself with my body. Unfortunately in the process I'd lifted the somewhat loosely tied waistband away from my stomach and the top of my erection escaped from my swimmers. Deciding I didn't want to attract any more attention from the girls than I had to I dropped my bum onto my towel again without rectifying that issue. It could wait.
In any case, by now I was wondering if the girls weren't lesbians. Not that it mattered except to take away any optimistic feeling I had that I might somehow be able to chat them up.
I'd deliberately chosen a moment when the girls were occupied with their wrestle, hoping they wouldn't notice what I was doing. But I instinctively blushed when the girl on the left, in a giggling voice and distracted by something in my general direction, said something at the same time I dropped my bum onto my towel and then they both burst out laughing as the girl on the right raised her head to see whatever was amusing the other. The odds seemed against it, but I could only hope she hadn't noticed and guessed at what I had just done and its implications.
But having a straight hard cock only increased the randiness that the sight in front of me generated. Their wrestle and fight for modesty wasn't quite over. In the time before the girl on her back with the exposed vagina, seemed to declare a draw with her friend, re-positioned her bikini top and sat back up I was already mentally fucking her; my cock aching with desire and surging and pumping out pre-cum with the thought.
I did after all have a view of aroused womanhood -- and this applied to both of them - that was uncommon. When I've gone down on a girl, I've usually only had the briefest view of her vagina and even then, mostly from an acute angle. Now I had a prolonged view from a low angle; teased further by the way the girls were playfully, and very sexually, wrestling with each other. Aroused and open as it was, I could almost see up her vagina. So mentally fucking her went way beyond a desire. It was a mental picture of my shaft entering that dark void I could see, penetrating itself all the way in, me lying over her already prone body and fucking away at her.
Which was why it surprised me when, as she sat up, the same girl asked me in a heavy, what I took to be Swedish accent...
"What is the book you are reading?"
I looked up at them and saw their faces for the first time. My cock involuntarily surged again as I looked at the absolutely most cherubic, blue eyed faces I have ever seen.
Overwhelmed, I almost stuttered on the answer, more so as I thought it would be something quite boring to them...
"It's about the fall of the USSR"
They spoke to each other in Swedish, had another giggle, and then the girl on the right replied...
"Our father served as a conscript with the Swedish Army during the Cold war including the period when the USSR broke up. Can we look at the book?"
I didn't really get much choice in the issue. Even as they spoke they stood up and moved, one to each side of me. Next thing I know they're laying alongside me, pushed firmly against my body as they look over my shoulder at the book, one of them with her arm resting across my back. And here I thought I'd read the Swedish were meant to be non tactile. I couldn't help it; my erection surged again -- several times.
There wasn't much to see. This wasn't a picture book in any real sense of the word. It was mainly just a lot of words on the page. Not quite sure what to do, I kept my place with a finger and closed the book to display the cover...
"Is it an interesting read?"
"I think so. A lot of stuff was happening about that time and for a while afterwards."
"My sister is a history teacher. Do you like history?"
"It's the main thing I read. I find it interesting to see how the world works and what lessons there are for the future. Are you just visiting Australia?"
"Yes, we are here on holiday for three weeks. We should go and have a cup of coffee and we can talk about history and other interesting things."
As much as I loved the idea of spending time with them, there was a slight problem in the form of a very prominent erection under my hips. Plus my clothes were in my car; me having nothing more than a towel, the speedos I was in, my book, hat and car keys; plus a bag to carry the latter three items.
I imagined that, if as I stood up, I lifted the towel with me, that might just get me to the car with some degree of decorum...
"Well, that would be very nice, but my clothes and wallet are in my car up along the beach. We will need to go there so I can pay for the coffee and get dressed more appropriately."
The girls exchanged words, maybe trying to work out what appropriately meant...
"You do not need to worry. We have a holiday apartment just across the road. It has an espresso machine and a nice private deck to sit on and watch the waves as we have our coffee. You can come dressed as you are."
The girls pointed in the direction of a fancy block of units up the back of the Southern end of the beach. If they had an AirB&B there then they must be rich. It was well out of my league. I wondered for just a moment whether I was being set up for some kind of honey trap; but really I was no where near important or rich enough for that. As for being kidnapped and sold for slavery; well it just seemed a bit unlikely.
I pushed my left arm under my towel at waist height, so as I got up the towel came with me, covering the front of the lower half of my body and the embarrassing feature that hid there, taking the opportunity to at least pull the waistband over the top of the erection...
"I am Annika and this is my sister, Laila. What is your name?"
"Tony."
Still on my knees, I shook each of their hands, trying not to stare at either their breasts or crotches; both of which were closer to my line of vision they their faces.
"Nice to meet you Tony. You don't have a girl friend or something going to meet you here do you?"
"No, I'm presently single.
"Ah yes, we are single too."
I'd only just stood up when Annika bent down and flipped the front of my towel up...
"Ahh, I thought you had something to hide."
She added, as she flipped her fingers across her projecting nipple and then squeezed Laila's...
"Don't worry, we are not innocent either. We watched you coming out of the water after a long swim. You are a very strong and attractive man. You are Australian are you?"
"Yes."
"Good, we wanted to meet some Australian men. Are you one of the lifesavers?"
She pointed at the red and yellow speedos I had on; typical lifesavers colours in Australia, this one with 'Bondi' printed on the back.
"I am with the volunteer lifesaving club, not the ones you see on TV. I am going to be on duty this afternoon, which is why I am wearing these swimmers."
"Ah yes. We know the difference and that many regard your club as the birthplace of lifesaving organisations."
"You have been studying your history."
"We like to understand places we visit."
As I bent down for my towel, book and bag, I watched as both of them bent down, their -- practically naked - bottoms facing me, a delightfully sized mons bulge showing in the thigh gap between their legs and, their sexual organs all but exposed, and slid on their short little skirts, then picked up their towels. Only then did Annika adjust the sit of her bikini pants by lifting up the hem of her skirt and both of them set their bikini tops back to as much coverage as the small triangles could offer.
They walked either side of me as we traversed the sand of the beach and then the park behind it, telling me about their holiday in Australia, for which this was their first stop. When we got to Bondi Road, which runs behind the beach, they walked to the South a bit before finding a convenient place to cross the normally busy road.
Pointing to a modern four story building facing onto Bondi Road, they announced...
"This is where we are staying."
I was impressed. Bondi is still a combination of old 1930's flats dating back to when the suburb was a working class one and shiny new modern buildings. They are all now well out of my price range, but the new ones would challenge the bank balance of even your average multi-millionaire. And this one was one of the fanciest.
They used a pass key to enter the building and we went to the lift, which took us to the third floor and then opened the door and led me into a moderately spacious one bedroom apartment. And, yes, as they'd told me, even as I entered the room, I could see, beyond a full width glass wall and sliding doors, there was an outside balcony with a beautiful view over the beach.
"Laila will take you out onto the deck while I make the coffees."
I watched as Annika moved towards the kitchen area and, sure enough, there was actually a quite fancy coffee machine sitting on the bench. This was no pod machine; it was a full on expresso one; grinder and frother all in one. Fancier than the one I had at home. I was a bit surprised the girls knew how to get the best of it; uncertain as to whether the coffee culture we have in Australia had overtaken their country yet.
The thought occurred to me that maybe I should offer to make the coffee. But that would be patronising. It figured it better to be thankful for whatever I was served.
With my towel still covering the front of my body, I followed Laila, unable to keep my eyes off her shapely, flawlessly skinned back, the cascade of long blonde hair that framed it and the wiggle of her bottom under her very short mini skirt, as she led me to the door. Before exiting, she kicked off the mini skirt which covered her bikini bottoms and tossed it onto a chair just inside the door; inviting me to leave my bag on the chair too. So now I had her all but naked bottom to distract me too.
Noticing I was still carrying my towel across my front, Laila, said...
"You can leave that here too."
She didn't leave me any choice. She pulled the towel away and tossed it on the chair, exposing what was still a half mongrel pointing out a bit up and mainly forward in my swimmers. She glanced at it, smiled and led the way.
On the balcony was a small iron Parisian style coffee table and a pair of Ottoman Chairs. Laila sat on one and directed me to the other.
The table was low enough, and her chair back far enough from the table that it left her crotch clearly in my field of vision, enhanced by her legs being spread apart just enough to give a full vista of the gusset of her bikini pants and the flesh of her crotch that was exposed either side of it. That, combined with her rather attractive, and barely covered, breasts, made it very hard to stay focused on her face as I started to ask about her History career.
But her face had its own sexual beauty; her soft features, a broad welcoming smile, large deeply blue eyes and that cascade of long blonde hair, all made for compelling viewing, whatever distractions her displayed sexual organs might offer.
What surprised me was the discovery that she was actually a history teacher, and a keen acolyte of the field to boot. The story had just seemed too convenient when she first said it; more like an excuse to lay along side me on the beach.
We were just warming to the topic when Annika brought out two cups of coffee and put them on the table in front of us; before disappearing to get her own. She returned quickly with her cup coffee and a packet of Coles Lamingtons. Standing next to me, she asked...
"There are only two chairs. Do you mind if I sit on your lap?"
I had barely started to say yes before she placed herself across my lap, sitting sideways across me, with an arm around my shoulders; her hand wrapped around the biceps of the far arm, her hips in contact with my stomach.
She lifted the packet of lamingtons towards me...
"We discovered these really nice cakes you have in Australia. Do you like them?"
With her torso sitting on my right side, I'd instinctively put my right arm around her back. Focused on the coffee and cakes, I'd accidentally placed it too high, as it wrapped around her flank, my fingers had found themselves pushed into the side of her far breast. I quickly dropped it a bit to let me wrap it around her flank onto her lower chest.
She had the packets of lamingtons, as she offered them to me, placed just outside her far thigh...



"Yes, they are one of my favourites."
As I reached into the packet to pick one up, it slowly dropped away, leaving me with a lamington in my hand with my wrist resting high on her upper thigh and against the string tie of her bikini pants. The action had been so deliberate, I felt no compunction to move it to a less intimate spot. I took a bite of the lamington and rested my hand back there.
Annika quickly changed the topic...
"How long have you been a lifesaver for?"
That was actually a difficult question to answer, given the way the system works in Australia.
"That depends on how you define the concept. I joined the club as a kids where we did what they call nippers. That lets you play a lot of games and competitions where you learn lifesaver skills. But I first started to do duty as a lifesaver when I was about 16."
"How old are you now?"
"22."
"I am 23 and Laila is 21 but nearly 22."
All the while she's interrogating me, Annika is lifting her coffee off the table for a sip, then putting it back. Same with the lamington where she's picking it up, having a bite and putting it back down.
The problem with that was, as she sat on my lap, her thigh was in contact with my cock, supported as it was in my swimming briefs. And her almost fully exposed breasts were right under my nose and unavoidably in my field of vision, wherever else I looked. I'd managed to have a conversation with Laila, staring at her breasts and crotch without generating more of a response from my manhood -- other than it already had. I'd even managed not to have it respond to Annika's initial sitting on me. But the movement of her thigh against it as she picked up and put down her cup and cake, combined with some animated movements as she brought Laila into the conversation was too much.
I could feel the tip of my erection slide under her thigh, then extend itself into a full erection, stretching out the material of my swimmers until I was pretty certain the tip was sitting in her crease; or at least buried in her crotch.
There could have been not the slightest doubt she could feel it; more so since I couldn't resist the recurring urge to surge it. Yet she was completely ignoring it; indeed, seemingly feeding it as she continued to move about in my lap.
Annika paused in the conversation for a moment, turned to Laila and had a discussion with her in Swedish. I had no a clue what they were saying, but it was clear I was to some degree a subject of it and both of them kept staring at me from time to time before reverting to talking to each other.
Finally Annika turned back to me, running her hand through my hair...
"Our dream is to have...hmm... sex with an Australian lifesaver while we are here at Bondi. You are big, strong and very handsome and we think you are a really nice man. Will you have sex with us?"
She squirmed on my lap, twisting the tip of my cock around in her crease before adding teasingly...
"I think there is a part of you body that is already saying yes."
My eyes looked from Annika to Laila and back again. Every atom in my testosterone fuelled body was saying yes, but it was accompanied by a nervousness of the unknown. In my limited, almost innocent World, this is not how couples form, let alone sex be proposed. What did they have in mind? Were they going to take turns or was it to be a threesome -- something I'd never done before...
I tried to suppress the nervousness in my voice as I answered...
"You are very beautiful girls. It would be an honour. What did you have in mind?"
Annika turned to Laila and they talked some more...
"We will show you what we would like. You can approve or disapprove, but we hope you will like it too."
Annika bent down to give me, what initially, was a peck on the lips. But, as she pulled away, she seemed to have second thoughts. Kissing me again, she thrust her tongue into my mouth as she spread her legs and brought the hand of her far arm down between them to embrace the top of my erection.
The hand I'd had on her thigh was now pressed between her arm and stomach. More by instinct that design, I let it slip between her legs and lightly stroked the gusset of her bikini pants. It was meant to be nothing more than a foreplay level of contact, responding to her own grip on my manhood. Just a bit of light stroking of her crotch.
But that first stroke told me she was highly aroused. Her labia were open, the outer ones outside the narrow gusset of her bikini pants and the gusset itself was very moist. My fingers easily brushed aside the leg seam of her bikini pants where her already firm and slippery clit seemed to invite some serious fingering.
That intensified Annika's kissing of me. I suddenly realised I'd turned what was probably meant to be a brief interaction into something more when I could sense Annika's breathing becoming much heavier. I was surprised by how quickly and intensely she had responded to what I thought was just a bit of playfulness.
Next thing I know, Annika pulled her mouth away from me, pulled her bikini top aside from the breast nearest me and thrust it into my mouth, both by half turning her upper torso towards me and by using the hand she had on the back of my head to direct my mouth towards it.
Taking the hint, I sucked and flicked my tongue against the already hard and projecting nipple.
Annika's heavy breathing soon turned to soft moans, then more intense ones. Her thighs started to quiver against my lap and before I knew, she was clearly in the throes of an orgasm. I kept fingering her clit and sucking her nipple until I sensed her body relax and that she was signalling me to stop. I doubt the whole thing took more than three minutes.
I sat upright, looking into Annika's face, which had a sort of relaxed, dreamy, post orgasmic countenance. She looked back at me, running her hand through my hair again...
"I thought you...tasted, very nice to kiss but your fingers are wonderful and you really knew how to pleasure my very sensitive nipples. I hope you don't think me presumptuous, but my desire for you has been building since we started talking to you on the beach. But I fear Laila will now be jealous. Maybe you should do the same for her before we start something more serious."
The girls seemed to have a very firm grip of the English language. But the heavy accent and occasionally strange use of words had an unusual effect when it came to talking about sexual matters; more so with the almost sing song intonation that went with it. It came out as part robotic, almost AI created and part extraordinarily direct at least by any standards I was used to.
And as for 'more serious'? I had this sense I was serving up entrees to a three course banquet; still wondering what the main course would be.
Annaika signalled to Laila, who stood up and started circling the table as Annika got off me. As Laila sat down on me, she spread her legs wide and directed my hand against her crotch as she bent in to kiss me. Unlike Annika, she wasn't playing with my cock, both hands instead embracing me, But both her projecting nipples and the dampness -- almost wetness - of her bikini gusset told be she was already very aroused.
I didn't play about. I slipped my fingers inside her bikini pants and started fingering her very firm, moist, clit.
More quickly than Annika had, she stopped kissing me and thrust her exposed nipple and half her breast into my mouth.
It was a delightful mouthful, which I sucked and tongue lashed as I slid my finger back and forwards across her very wet and slippery clit, this time taking the initiative of digitally penetrating her receptive vagina to see if I could get some response from her g spot.
But there wasn't even time to warm up her g spot. Annika's thighs only quivered. Liala's were shaking quite heavily as she vocalised quite loudly her growing arousal. As she came, she let out this loud, rolling, continuous moan as she almost smothered me by holding my face crushingly into the soft flesh of her breast; rocking back and forwards.
As suddenly as she came, she switched modes, maybe as her orgasm settled and she was overwhelmed by some sort of oxytocin surge. Regardless, she pulled my mouth off her breast and thrust her tongue into it, holding my face to hers with two hands as she repositioned herself across my lap with her legs straddling mine, passionately French kissing me.
A moment later she was grinding her crotch along my erection, which had been left sheathed in my swimmers and forced out horizontal by the two girls sitting on it. As she leaned in towards me, I was pushed back. With no back to the seat, I had nothing to support me; eventually having to drop an arm to the floor.
In her passion, Laila kept pushing, rubbing her crotch across my erection almost furiously, until the point came I could no longer support us. As gently and as slowly as I could, I half rolled, half lowered us off the chair, leaving me flat on my back on the patio tiles as Laila kept up her storm of passionate behaviour, her hands now all over me like a rash, her crotch dry humping my erection as her tongue flayed itself around my mouth and her lips felt like they were almost trying to eat mine.
I heard Annika repeating...
"Laila....Laila."
Eventually I felt Annikas hands force themselves between Laila's stomach and mine as she lifted Liala off me...
"I think it is time we took to the bedroom Laila. Sorry. I think this might be the first time a man has given Laila an orgasm. Her first and only boyfriend wasn't very good at that. In fact he was...I think you would call it clueless or maybe just selfish."
Laila, somewhat reluctantly, surrendered to Annika's request and separated from me, almost immediately grabbing my hand, lifting me up and pulling me towards the bedroom. Annika followed.
The bedroom was spacious with a single, king sized bed. It was covered only in a base sheet and a top sheet, it being clear from the way each side was folded back that the girls had no trouble sharing it without getting too cosy.
Annika moved ahead and pulled the top sheet right off the bed, sat on the edge and indicated with her hand for me to sit alongside her, Laila sitting the other side, firmly pushed against my flank and with her hand immediately placed high on my thigh in contact with my erection.
Annika turned to me...
"We have not done anything like a threesome before. We think maybe one of us rides you -- I think you call it cowgirl -- and the other sits on your face for you to pleasure us. Is that how it might work?"
I couldn't stop a broad smile coming across my face, not in anticipation of what might be ahead, but because of Annika's obvious discomfort in asking for what she wanted. I put my hand on hers, intending that as being a comforting action...
"Annika, I've never done a threesome before either, but I'm happy to go along with that plan."
"Well, we thought that after we have one session, we let you finish yourself and then we reverse positions when you are...hmm...ready again. Is that OK."
Annika was now blushing. And I'd just been told I'd be getting two climaxes. Laila on the other hand was now playing with my still swimwear contained cock...
"That sounds good Annika."
"Would you like to undress us or will we undress ourselves?"
Well, there wasn't much to strip them out of, but still...
"It would be very nice to have the privilege of stripping you both."
"Good then..."
Annika paused again, making me wonder what was coming next...
"One last big request. When you are on top and your face is hidden from behind, we would like to take a photograph of us having sex with a surf lifesaver. Would it spoil your sex to leave your surf lifesaver swimwear on and just pull down the front?"
It took me a moment to visualise what she had in mind. I've had sex plenty of times in the sort of hurry that stops you getting fully undressed and these swimmers had seen it all before...
"As long as you can't see who I am, that's fine."
"Let us start then. We will lie back so you can undress us."
Annika climbed on the bed and lay flat on it, Laila finally letting my cock go to do the same.
It was a mind blowingly beautiful vista I had in front of me. Two stunning women, on the tall side of medium height, slender, shapely, their skin flawlessly shaded in the most subtle brown, with their firm, perky, cone shape breasts seemingly towering over their chests; their size visually exaggerated by the slenderness of their owners. For both of them, their nipples projected, teasingly covered by the small triangles of their tops. Both their cherubic faces smiled at me, framed by their long blonde hair.
As I cast my eyes down, I took in the way their legs were separated, waiting for me to kneel between them to undress them. Their tiny bikini pants clung tautly against their mons and vulvas, already wet with anticipation, while they struggled to cover the seductive, tidy little mons bulge with a little fold of material buried in the vertical crease that both of them displayed.
My erection surged as I knelt between her legs and over the top of Annika, reaching under her back to undo the lower string of her bikini top, then pulling it gently over her head. As I did that, she undid the drawstring on my swimmers, pulled the waist band right out and tucked it under my balls, exposing my erection and having it surge again against her hand.
It was too much of a distraction to ignore Annika's breasts pointing up at me as they were, the nipples extended. I took a moment as I bent over her to suck them both; Annika indicating her approval as she ran her hand gently through my hair and held my face to her breast.
Then I moved down Annika's body, she lifted her hips to let me pull her bikini bottom from under her, moving further down her body as I stripped it off her legs. Her nakedness completed what was already a visual delight.
Again, I took in her young, taut, womanly body, her breasts capped by the most delightful nipples, her smile to die for and those gorgeous, deep blue eyes looking at me as she raised her head to follow my progress. Then, as her pants came off they had exposed her aroused vulva, devoid of any hair, neat, tidy, and in my testosterone filled judgement at that moment, ready to fuck.
It was only the prospect of repeating the process with Laila that gave me to momentum not to stop and to move on.
I went through the same motions with Laila and was equally rewarded visually and played with as she grabbed my by now exposed erection when it was within reach and seemed reluctant to let it go as I moved down her body.
When I finished, I took one more lustful look at the both of them, before announcing...
"Well, I suppose it is my turn to lie on my back."
I laid down just past Laila and watched as both of them sat up and re-positioned themselves. Annika said something to Laila and she moved to straddle me over my hips, quickly lifting my erection up and effortless penetrating my shaft into the delightfully warm and embracing environment of her vagina. My view of her was then blocked by Annika, who straddled my chest, pinning my arms against my body as she shuffled up to bring her clit over my lips.
I suppose what really surprised me was how quickly they both 'got on with it'. I'd half expected they'd lay alongside me and we'd share some foreplay. But they were both already aroused enough to get straight into the sex.
I'd never gone down on a girl from the position Annika was in before. Usually the girl was on her back and I was kneeling between her legs. And even with that I didn't have much experience; so I was somewhat winging it. With my hands on her back I managed to give Annika the signals she needed to position herself where I could reach her clit with my tongue and lips. Having got her there, I had to raise my head just a smidgen to start stimulating her.
She bent forward, making it easier for me to reach her with my head still back on the bed; a much more comfortable position. I also found I could then squeeze my hand up and -- with some distortion of my hand - digitally penetrate her. So I soon found myself licking or flicking my tongue against her clit while my finger managed to start raking the front wall of her vagina, hoping I could find her g spot; all while her breasts filled my field of vision..
In the mean time, I'd become aware Laila was leaning back on my hips, clearly using my erection to also rake the front wall of her vagina; quite firmly from the feel of it. Fortunately she was doing it in a very slow and deliberate manner. I've heard of guys' cocks getting broken by women who get too carried away doing that.
But it also told me her clit was probably accessible too. I couldn't see her, but I wormed my other hand down, palm up, and felt my way into her crease and from there, onto her clit. The little moan she added to her previously very heavy breathing told me I'd struck the right spot and it was having some effect.
But Annika was responding at a faster rate. She lifted my head into her crease, letting me more aggressively tongue her clit, and even taking it between my lips, sucking it and running my tongue across its tip. And there was something in her moaning telling me my stimulation of her g spot was working too.
Suddenly Annika collapsed forward with a loud groan. My fingers could feel her contractions as she pushed my head more firmly into her crease and I was almost smothered under her. She was left panting for a while before she lifted her leg across me and rolled onto the bed beside me, still groaning.
That left me to watch Laila as she continued to ride me, my fingers still playing with her clit. Her breasts, with her nipples sticking out like cut off telegraph poles, were bouncing delightfully as she rose up and down on my cock as she grunted with every bounce.
I extended my arm, trying to reach the peak of her breast to stimulate her nipples -- something that seemed to have a powerful effect on her earlier. She was out of reach, but seeing what I was trying to do, leaned forward just enough to let her slide her nipple across my open palm as she kept bouncing.
She had only a light grip on my erection -- almost no grip. So her stimulation of me wasn't that great; not surprising if this was supposed to finish with a photo of me pounding her from on top. But there was one point on my shaft that was being stimulated. She was rubbing the edge of the bell of my shaft very firmly against what I assume was her g spot and that was growing increasingly sensitive.
Her face, and the noises she was making, told me she was highly aroused and approaching an orgasm. I hoped that was right, as me releasing first would sort of spoil everything.
Her grunts morphed to moans and I watched as her eyes sort of rolled back and her mouth started to form the shape of an 'o'.
Suddenly, with a loud, rolling moan, she came, throwing herself down on me and holding me crushingly tightly against her as I felt her powerful contractions pummel my erection. That lasted for maybe a minute before she went all passionate on top of me, French kissing me as she almost frantically brushed her hand through my hair and caressed my body wherever she could access it.
All I could do was reciprocate; if somewhat less frantically; quite enjoying gliding my hands across her delectable body.
I was not in any hurry to roll her over and start the finishing play. Now she wasn't rubbing it, that point of sensitivity on my cock was starting to settle and that was good. I wanted to start my own turn in her body with a clean slate and a fully hard cock so I could get the best of it for myself.
Even when she rolled us over and put me on top, I waited for a few moments, letting her continue to pash me, until I knew I was ready. Then I grabbed a pillow from the top of the bed and lifted me and her butt off the bed for the brief moment it took to slide it under her. This was a trick my last girlfriend had taught me and it worked a treat on her, so I thought it worth trying with Laila.



I could still feel the last residue of her contractions as I started to thrust; long slow thrusts at first as I let my manhood swim in the warm, wet, slippery void in which it had found itself.
Laila's g spot must have still been sensitive, because almost immediately she was moaning again; more like she was about to come than just warming up. Since it was having such a powerful effect on her, I kept doing what I'd started with -- the long, slow thrusts, but now surging my cock against the front wall of her vagina every time I thrust it in.
It was almost a repeat of the reaction I got when I'd fingered her at the table. Within a minute she came; but this was nothing like that first orgasm. Laila cried out as she forcefully threw her hips up, grinding her pubis against mine and screwing my cock around inside her. She'd lifted me up with her first throw but I quickly tried to support some of my own weight to let her orgasm play out to her own advantage.
The orgasm seemed to last longer than the stimulation that brought it on; her contractions much stronger than the first ones. I was followed by the same oxytocin driven passion that I'd seen before. She grabbed me forcefully around the neck and brought my face to hers to once again French kissing me as she squirmed her body against mine and slid her hands all over me before rapidly jerk thrusting her vagina on my cock.
It wasn't the finish I wanted for myself though. I tried to take back control by thrusting myself; short strokes, but longer than the jerks Laila was doing, deeper ones and faster too; absolutely looking for the approach that maximised my enjoyment.
It felt fantastic. Really fantastic. Now it was my turn to moan in pleasure, although not anything like as loudly as Laila had. It felt so nice, I thought I might have gone off quickly; but I didn't. Instead I seemed to be very pleasurably skirting the edge of that sort of stimulation that brings on an orgasm.
Determined to get the best of it, I lifted myself up on outstretched arms, freeing myself from Laila's iron grip to give me better control over my thrusts and let me stare down at her breasts as I hammered her.
For a while I was really enjoying it, but then I felt a bit guilty that maybe I was taking too long, even though Laila's hands were on my butt, encouraging me along while still only applying a moderate grip.
I changed the pattern to finish each thrust with a firm collision with her vaginal opening, screwing the very base of my erection against it, knowing that provides an extra layer of stimulation.
Almost immediately Laila came again. This time I resisted her reaching up to draw me down. I was too close to a finish and I wanted to really make the best of it. I could feel it building; brewing up, my shaft hardening even further as if the length of it was being packed full of cum to discharge into Laila's vagina.
When I felt myself on the edge, I slowed it down just a bit, trying to get those final, mind blowingly pleasurable thrusts. I got them too, revelling in my enjoyment. Then, as I knew I couldn't hold it back a second longer, I buried my shaft deeply in her and held it there for the nano-second before my orgasm exploded upon me. I let out a loud groan as I felt the first pulse of cum rush up my shaft and then again as pulse after pulse emptied my balls into Laila's vagina.
Now it was my turn to lie down on her, jerking my shaft into her to get out every last drop of erotic ecstasy that the orgasm was offering.
It left me spent and panting on top of her as she refreshed her passionate assault on my mouth and body. I responded as best I could, certainly enjoying the time it gave to leave my erection -- which seemed very reluctant to soften -- inside her body. Laila rolled us over, my erection pinning us together as she put herself on top again and letting her really go to town with her pashing of me.
But it also let me see Annika who had been taking one or more pictures of what just happened on her phone.
I responded to Laila as best I could. It certainly wasn't a case of not enjoying it. She was a truly beautiful woman and, at least, with her on top, I didn't need to make the decision of when to stop.
Slowly, her pashing become less frantic and calmed down to more of an intimate hug; very intimate considering I was still penetrated in her. As my cock finally started to soften, Laila decided it was time to get off me, giving me one last kiss on the lips as she swung her leg over me.
As I still lay there, Annika sat on the bed beside me...
"Do you guys want to see the photos?"
Photos? I thought there would only be one. Still, my curiosity was piqued. I sat up alongside her, Laila using the opportunity to position herself rather intimately as she leaned across me to see what Annika had to show us.
The first one was the one I expected; more or less. It was a still photo of me mid-thrust, my hips slightly elevated, Of me, all you could see was my back, the back of my head and my bum and upper thighs; the bum covered with my lifesavers swimmers and the 'Bondi" logo clearly visible, which was probably a better sight than my bare bottom, What surprised me was that Laila was moved enough to the side to be smiling at the camera, exposing a breast and with a thumbs up. I hadn't noticed her doing that.
The next photo was similar, except it was taken from an angle that let me see my cock disappearing into Laila's vagina.
After that, things went slightly downhill.
Annika had taken a short video of me pounding Laila. I suppose that was just a moving version of the still photo; not too bad, more so since Laila's moans tended to overpower my grunts.
And then there was a video of Laila coming. That was in a different league. More like pure pornography. Watching my thrusting action leading up to it and then my hips getting thrown in the air as Laila threw hers up was an impressive demonstration of Laila's potential strength. The volume of her cry was equally impressive. Fortunately, from my point of view, all you could still see was the back of me with even my voice being drowned out by Laila's.
If what Laila wanted was a poster on the wall of her being done over by a lifesaver, she had it. The rest might just be private entertainment.
But the thought did occur to me we were now supposed to swap positions and I had a flaccid cock, even though Laila's leaning over me the way she was created more than a little sexual frisson.
Laila and Annika talked about the photos for a while -- sometimes in Swedish, sometimes in English, and then Annika handed the phone to Laila and, with a 'I'll be back in soon', got off the bed and left the room.
When she came back, she was carrying a wet hand-towel...
"Would you lie down on the bed please?"
I did as I was asked, wondering what she had in mind. When I settled into position, she washed my cock thoroughly with the damp, warm cloth...
"Do you mind if I excite you for the next turn?"
That was an interesting, if unusual, way of putting it. Still, I gave her an affirmative answer. I was surprised by what happened next. She went down on me; like really down, my whole flaccid penis in her mouth right down to my balls. She played with it in her mouth for a while, before she started sucking it; seriously sucking it like she was inflating a balloon but in reverse, stretching it out with her lips as she lifted her head, then swallowing it again.
She took it out, played with it between her glorious breasts, then took it into her mouth, sucking it some more. It worked. She triggered something to make it refract and once it started, it went fully hard very quickly.
"I think we have what we want Tony. Are you ready to start again?"
Well, there was only one thing that really had to be ready, and Annika had seen to that. I nodded my head and that was all it took for Annika to straddle my hips. Unlike Laila, who'd had my shaft inside her in an instant, Annika sat on me and watched as Laila straddled my shoulders, preparing to offer me her crotch for sucking and eating out.
Laila bent down to let her whisper in my ear...
"I have not done anything like this before. Will you guide me if I get it wrong?"
"Yes, I will."
My view of Annika was now completely blocked, but I felt her lift my shaft up and ease it into her body, but as far as I could tell, she was positioning herself in an elevated reverse missionary position, rather than a cow girl one. That was fine by me. My last girlfriend had been a big fan of reverse missionary and it always worked for her.
Meanwhile, Laila edged forward to bring her crotch over my face. I verbally guided her...
"A bit forward...a bit more...can you lower yourself..."
It was tempting to have her support my head with a hand behind it. But having seen just how worked up Laila gets with her arousal and post orgasmic high, I figured there was a good chance of getting smothered. At least for a while I figured I could raise my own head.
Her crotch was really wet from our recent sex, and not entirely free of traces of my own cum; although the latter hadn't really got to her clit.
I flicked my tongue across her clit and was rewarded with a bit of a hum from Laila and a...
"Oouu, that was really nice."
Which was simply the start of Laila responding very vocally to my stimulation of her. As I did with Annika, after settling into the rhythm of tonguing and sucking her clit, I got Laila to bend forward a bit so I could penetrate her with my fingers and stimulate her g spot as well and this time it was pretty quickly clear I had found the right spot.
As Laila worked herself up, I stretched my other arm down towards Annika to discover she was, as I thought, in fact in an elevated reverse missionary position and stimulating herself on my pubis. My finger wasn't going to add anything to that, so I held my palm up so she could rub her nipple across it as she moved about on me.
Once again, the oral sex seemed to be producing the fastest result. In what seemed like a remarkably short time, Laila came -- quite nosily. Like Annika, she bent forward, burying her head in the bed as she moaned and groaned out her orgasm. I could get some sense of the power of her contractions from the fingers I had inside her, but they didn't communicate the sense of it as well as my erection would have.
She at least elevated her crotch a bit as she had collapsed forward, so this time I wasn't being smothered; but it also let me play with her clit with the thumb of the hand whose fingers were penetrating her with the intention of prolonging her orgasm.
I wondered how Laila's intense post orgasmic high would play out in this position. For a moment, my worst fears were played out as she pushed her hand under my head and lifted it firmly up into her crotch as she rolled from side to side.
A 'can't breathe' and a bit of an upward push with the hand I'd previously penetrated her with gave her the message. She got off me, turned around to position herself kneeling alongside my head and bent down to kiss me.
Her beautiful breasts dangling over my shoulder were too much to resist. I managed to bring my arm up under them in a way that let me cup them and tweak her nipples between my fingers; something that simply intensified her kisses.
In the few moments between when Laila got off me and came down to kiss me, I'd managed to enjoy the sight of Annika going to town on my cock. She was really into it, rapidly sliding up and down my cock as she rubbed her clit firmly against my pubis; her breasts delightfully bouncing; the right one against the hand I was holding up to it.
Much less vocal than Laila, Annika was more grunting with the effort, although it was clear she was working up to her own climax; more so now that Laila was off me and she had more room to work with at the angle that maximised her pleasure.
I could only listen as Annika's excitement grew. Then she suddenly stopped and I heard her go...
"Oh...Oh...Ooohhh"
As her climax overwhelmed her, I felt her lift Laila's head away from me as she buried her face in the bed alongside mine and moaned as she short jerked my shaft rapidly in and out of herself. A few moments later, she forcefully and urgently rolled us both away from Laila, leaving me on top with her hands giving a very clear message I should start going for it myself.
It sounds selfish in retrospect, but I figured I'd been given the chance to make love to a pair of stunningly beautiful women and this, in effect was going to be the end of it.
As Laila got off the bed, it reminded me she was about to take a photo. So each of them would get the shot they wanted of making out with a lifesaver. I might as well make the best of what remained of the experience.
Annika's hands were giving a clear message she wanted me to start thrusting; maybe before her contractions finished. I raised myself up on outstretched arms; both to let me stare down at the beautiful woman I was having sex with and to give me maximum flexibility as to how I fucked her.
I responded to Annika's signals by starting to hammer her; as I'd done with Laila, long strokes at first, but now I was looking for the approach that felt best to me. Annika wasn't gripping me too tightly; rather nicely actually, giving me some hope of an extended play with her as her body offered just enough pleasure, but not too much.
I kept the long strokes going for a while; more because I was enjoying the manly sense of making love to her and the joy of looking down at her as I did so, rather than because it instantly gave my cock the best feeling.
Initially I pulled my thrusts up short of a meeting of the base of my cock with her vaginal opening. But as I got into it, I went all the way, finishing each stroke with a slow, but firm push into her vaginal opening with the base of my erection.
Annika smiled at me and responded with an exaggerated reaction, rolling her body in a wave like motion, from her hips upward, as if I was crashing against her; but in the process, wobbling her breasts in a really provocative manner.
Frankly, that was a game I could have played forever. It felt nice, but not triggering, and it gave me a masculine sense of doing my male thing and a mental boost in the process. Indeed, she smiled even wider as she moved her head to the side and gave a thumbs up to what I assumed was Laila taking the much desired photo.
While Annika continued to smile at me, my conscience start to niggle at me again. How long could I continue doing this without annoying her? There was no pillow under her hips and I wasn't approaching the moment with a view to try and stimulate her and nor did I detect any move towards a orgasm by her.
Even though she was smiling, using her hands to encourage me and not gripping me too tightly, I started to worry about getting a 'come on, get it over with' reaction from her. I pushed my luck a bit further -- after all this was something of a once in a lifetime opportunity.
She was still smiling and encouraging me when I decided it was time to move things along. I shortened my stroke and started thrusting faster, bringing the base of my erection up against her vaginal opening with a little more momentum than I had before, then screwing it around for just a moment before the next thrust.
That was more stimulating. Enough I let out groans of pleasure...
"Are you enjoying it?"
That wasn't a question I'd been asked by a woman, as I was having sex with her, before...
"Yes."
"Good. So am I."
That was interesting. It could have just meant that she liked to see me pleasuring myself in her body, however long I took. But it could also mean that my screwing around on full penetration was stimulating her clit in much the same way she'd cum while grinding herself on my pubis. Either way, it took away any guilt I was having.
I put more attention into what happened on full penetration, trying to grind my pubis against her for a bit longer as I screwed my cock around, and more forcefully, before I took the next thrust.
I felt her grip, never that firm, relax even further, as she said...
"Ouu...That's nice."
Encouraged, I tried harder. It didn't detract from my pleasure. Frankly I felt that I was in heaven, in some sort of perpetual sexual high. But her relaxed grip, without too much reducing my pleasure, certainly held back the path towards orgasm I had started to feel.
It was soon clear it was working and she was headed for another climax. I figured whatever was working should be left alone, so just kept doing the same...well, except for the fact her breasts had been summonsing me for quite a while. Arching my back I bent in to suck and lick her right nipple. Already projecting, I felt it go rock hard and Annika moan a bit louder.
But it was pretty uncomfortable to do that and get full, grinding, penetration. I rose back over her again, having to be satisfied with the view they presented me.
As Annika came, rocking her hips from side to side under me as she moaned through it, I simply went to humping her, dropping my head down, letting the humping go to only half penetration, as I more comfortably sucked and licked her nipples again and felt her contractions bear down on my erection.
When I sensed her climax had pretty well run its course -- mainly by her contractions growing weak, I rose back on extended arms again and really started to go to town on her; fast three quarter thrusts. She gripped me a bit tighter, but still not with the 'hurry up and cum' grip my last girlfriend used.
Now it felt really wonderful. Now I knew I'd be cumming soon. I let Annika know with my grunts; a slow rising crescendo of grunts that had her smiling up at me again. But just when I felt like I was approaching the edge, it plateaued. I was pumping away, having a ball, my cock feeling as hard as it had ever felt, enjoying sex more and for longer than I ever had before, wondering what I had to do to tip myself over the edge.
When not staring at her breasts, my eyes drifted up to Annika face and her seemingly perpetual smile. This time, the smile broadened into a satisfying grin as I felt her grip me just that little bit tighter.
That was all it took. Three more thrusts and I let out an almost billowing groan as my brain almost blew up with the flood of pleasure that transmitted itself from my powerfully pulsing erection. I planted my face into the bed alongside Annika's head and just kept doing what my body told me to do; pumping her for all I was worth as the orgasm seemed to go on forever.
When it subsided, I stopped pumping, only for my body to tell me to have another go. I did and it triggered a sort of body shaking after climax, like my balls were emptying every last drop of cum they could find into her.
I was left panting and spent, my face into the bed, the rest of me on top of her, my erection still unyieldingly hard but now still inside her.
I used the last of my strength to roll her on top of me, saving me the worry of crushing her.
She crossed her arms across my chest, rested her chin on them, and stared down at me; a knowing grin on her face...
"That was a very impressive performance. Are you always that good?"
I glanced across to the bedside clock. I'd been on top of her pumping away for something like 20 minutes. Whether from her point of view that was good or just tedious, I didn't know. But I certainly enjoyed it...
"It's amazing what a beautiful woman like yourself can inspire a man to do."
"I wish that was always the case. Sometimes it just inspires a man to ejaculate prematurely."
Annika squeezed my erection, which was fully penetrated in her...
"It is still big and hard. Does it want more?"
"It is showing its appreciation of the beautiful sex we just shared and is reluctant to surrender the privilege it has of joining our bodies together. But, whatever it might like, I don't think it is reprimed and ready for more."



"A pity. Maybe later."
"Maybe. Although, I have to leave to go on lifesaver duty fairly soon."
"Then maybe you should came back afterwards and stay the night. Do you mind if we sit nearby while you are on duty?"
"It would be a pleasure to have you there."
Laila lay on the bed beside us as we talked, opening up her phone to show us the photo -- well photos actually - she took of Annika and me having sex,
The first shot was the expected one; Annika smiling at the camera, her breast exposed, as I pumped away at her. Laila had then duplicated the photo Annika had taken of her, from an angle that showed my shaft penetrating her. After that, there was a series of 'action shots' and videos that would do any porn movie credit. At least the girls got what they wanted; evidence of being fucked by a lifesaver. And none of them disclosed my face.
On the whole, Annika had shown she was less passionate than Laila. Laila seemed to go into passion overdrive after sex; Annika less so.
But now she dropped her head onto my face and started passionately kissing me; wrapping her arms around me and rolling our bodies from side to side as she screwed my erection around inside her and brushed her nipples across my chest. She wasn't thrusting it, in a way that might have triggered the post ejaculation sensitivity you get when thrusting for too long after your cum is discharged. Indeed, it felt rather nice.
But after a few minutes, I got the impression she was testing it; seeing if it might have refracted. It certainly was a persistent erection and at one moment I thought I felt something like a renewal, but never having been tested in this way before, I wasn't sure.
Having worked herself into a state of excitement, Annika did start thrusting on top of me; grinding her clit on my pubis as she stimulated her nipples on my chest. And to my surprise, it wasn't sensitive; rather it felt like an erection should when being used for sex.
Annika clearly thought so too...
"I think it does want some more."
She reached across to the pillow we'd used earlier, dragged it next to my hip and then rolled us on top of it, leaving her underneath me, her hips elevated on the pillow.
I lifted myself up again and gave a few thrusts; both trying to use her elevated hips to angle my thrust to rake the tip of my erection across where her g spot was likely to be and then give her clit a rub against my pubis on full penetration.
It certainly felt like a refreshed erection; quite a novelty for me.
And Annika encouraged me with a...
"That is nice."
While at the same time using her hands to encourage me to go at it faster, and if I interpreted her signals correctly, more forcefully.
With nothing to lose, I did as I thought I was being instructed to do; fast, three quarters thrusts which ended with me crashing into her vaginal opening, sliding my pubis cross her clit and then withdrawing the same way.
Clearly Annika knew what worked for her. Her breathing and a succession of little short groans with almost every thrust told me it was having a powerful effect on her.
Her orgasm when it came must have been a strong one because she threw her hips up like Laila had earlier; pushing up against my weight enough to let her sway her hips from side to side. Elevated just enough that I couldn't get a proper footing to keep thrusting, trying to take some of the weight on my knees so she wasn't bearing all of it, I bent down and started sucking her breast. As I did so, Annika put her hand over my head and held me against her breast until her contractions stopped pummelling my cock and her orgasm faded.
Almost immediately, she put her hand back on my butt and signalled I should start thrusting again. But now I felt her gripping my shaft more forceful than she had at any stage before; which I took as a signal to find my own climax.
I'd felt a bit guilty about how firmly I had been pushing into her vaginal opening while bringing her to a climax, so shortened my thrusts to pull up short of a crashing penetration. It certainly didn't reduce my enjoyment. Annika's firm grip had me boiling up in no time at all. I slowed my thrusting a bit to try and lengthen the time I had pleasuring my erection in her vagina, but it made only a marginal difference. I soon once again found myself loudly groaning and then burying my head in the bed next to Annika's, still thrusting madly, as pulse after pulse of my climax gave me an erotic high.
When she'd sensed I'd finished, she put her hand on my head again, turning hers to whisper in my ear...
"That was very nice sex, but I think I'm going to be sore by tonight."
I turned my head and gave her a kiss on the lips...
"I hope I didn't do anything wrong."
"No. You did good. I was just greedy to make up for a bit too long a break between sex."
Being a bit of a quickie, this round of sex didn't seem to prolong my post sex erection in the same way and as I felt it shrink, I rolled off Annika and lay on the bed next to her. Glancing at the bedside clock, I looked back at Annika, and Laila who was still sitting the other side of her, having watched the whole thing...
"I'm starting duty as a lifesaver in half an hour and I need to get my gear out of the car."
"Yes, we know what time you start. We will sit not very far away on the beach while you do duty and bring you back home tonight."
The 'know what time you start' comment registered with me, but for the moment I let it slide.
"You'd be welcome to sit nearby if that is what you would like."
"And will you stay the night with us?"
"I don't have a change of clothes."
"That is OK. We sleep naked and so can you. We can buy a toothbrush for you."
"Well, I can't really say no then can I. It would be a pleasure."
As I stood up, I pulled the front of my swimmers back up; but the swimmers and my cock were now fairly tainted with sexual juices and discharges; the front of the swimmers showing a damp stain. The boardshorts in my car would hide that, but I had to get there first.
I watched as the girls pulled clean bikinis out of their bags. It was almost like they buy things in pairs and wear them matched; albeit of different colours. These weren't g strings like the other; unless you call one with at least 50mm (2 inches) of width right through to a whale's tail at the back g strings. But they were still pretty brief and revealing; including the tops, which were no bigger than the other ones.
As they pulled on the mini skirts they'd had on earlier, they announced...
"We are ready to go to the car with you."
I once again found myself draping my towel in front of me; this time so I didn't publicly display the stains on the front of my swimmers. Laila held my free hand on one side of me, while Annika slipped her hand through the bend in my elbow; both behaving like girlfriends, rather than -- well, I'm not sure; lets say intimate acquaintances.
To avoid walking past the shops in nothing more than speedos, I crossed the road to the park behind the beach immediately upon exiting the building, and then went down to the road between the park and beach, where swimwear is, shall we say, more acceptable. Once I got to the car, I retrieved my lifesaver's boardshorts and sun top and put them on. Collecting my towel and any other gear I needed I then proceeded down to the lifesavers shelter where I'd be on duty.
As I arrived at the shelter, Laila asked...
"Can we get a photo of you and us in front of the shelter?"
"Sure."
I took Laila's phone and passed it to Carol -- on of my fellow lifesavers and good friend. Laila stood one side of me and Annika the other, each with their arms tightly around me and their flanks pushed firmly against mine as Carol took the photo.
"Would some of the other guys like to have pictures with us?"
"I'll ask them; hey, George...Daniel...the young ladies here would like to have a photo with you."
Standing as intimately close to each of the boys as they had to me, Carol took a couple more photos; the only hitch being that Daniel had been caught in nothing but the club speedos. Daniel is only 19 and a bit innocent, and I suspect the girls recognised his vulnerability. They fussed about in a tactile way while setting up the photo and by turning in a bit Laila had the side of her breast pushed against the side of his chest with her arm wrapped tightly around his back. The effect of the girls cuddling in as tightly as they did, with all that bare flesh contact, quickly manifested itself in the photo showing him as, let's just say, very well hung. At least if you wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt that he wasn't actually half aroused; which we knew he was.
I suggested they get a photo with our women lifesavers too, which they went along with as a group photo.
They then set themselves up on the sand a stone's throw from the shelter.
The afternoon turned out to be a bit of a busy one for the lifesavers. The professional lifegurads carried the heaviest burden, but I found myself needing to go into the water several times; something I was pleased about since it gave me the opportunity to flush out my swimwear.
The girls were in and out of the water through the afternoon. About an hour before my duty session was up, they came up and said they were going back to their unit and I should come up there when I was finished.
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A day at the beach 2
It was an hour later I went back to my car, dripping wet from the last rescue. All I had by way of a change of clothes was an old t shirt and a dry pair of club speedos -- kept so I had something dry to wear home instead of sitting on my car seat in wet gear. Plus I had some running shoes; kept there for when I do go for a run after a day at the beach.
I decided to go to the unit dressed as I was, shoving the extra gear with my towel in a bag.
Even though it had been a busy afternoon in terms of rescues, in the hour since the girls had headed back to the unit, I'd had time to contemplate the situation I'd got myself into.
It was by no means an unpleasant situation, but it was certainly...well... bizarre. Two stunningly attractive sisters had picked me off the beach for the specific purpose of having sex with me. Not just once it seemed, but rather for a day of what seemed like almost continuous sex. I mean, that's not something that happens very often, is it? Well, not to me anyway.
Were they just using me?
In a way, yes. But I can't say I wasn't enjoying being used. And it was after all using me in the nicest possible way. They were more than beautiful. Everything I'd seen about them indicted they were really nice people too; ones it was a pleasure to be around.
When I got to the unit, a press of the button next to the door had the girls give me access to the building to find Annika standing at the unit door, holding it open by the time I stepped out of the lift. They were both still in bikinis, Laila sunning herself out on the patio.
I was no longer dripping wet, but my shorts were soaked and the lower half of my suntop, even though I'd taken it off to go into the water, pretty wet around the bottom half from resting against the shorts. I asked Annika if I could get changed in the bathroom.
She smiled at me,,,
"We've seen it before. You don't have to go in the bathroom you know. But if it makes you feel better, of course."
I could relate to her challenge. But force of habit and the fact my clothes were wet, made me want to use the bathroom. I slipped off my boardies, the speedos under them and my suntop, slipping on the dry pair of speedos. I wondered about the t shirt. The girls were running around in swimmers and the day was certainly warm enough not to need a top to avoid being cold.
I decided to leave it off. I rinsed in fresh water my wet, salt encrusted clothes, then carrying my dry top in one hand and the wet gear in the other; made a bee line for the patio to hang the latter over the rail in the sun, to get them to dry quickly.
The girls were sitting at the patio table. As I turned away from the rail, Annika stood up and signalled for me to sit on the Ottoman she'd been sitting on...
"Would you like a beer?"
"That would be lovely."
Annika disappeared inside and came back with three beers and a plate with cheese and crackers. After placing them on the table, she sat across my lap again.
Running her hand across my chest, she commented...
"Your muscles are very firm and your body is very...what's the expression...ah, yes. Ripped. Have you been saving lots of people and swimming around?"
'We had to go in the water to help a few people out, So yes, I had to do a bit of swimming. But it was no big deal."
"Maybe not, but it is still a very impressive body you have. Very attractive to us girls."
I had no response to that comment. I was of course flattered, but my first inclination was to downplay it; although, even there, I couldn't think of a suitable reply. In any case events overtook me as after a brief pause, Annika added...
"You body seems to be pleased in what it sees in us girls too."
As before, Annika had sat across my lap in a way that left her thigh resting on top of the tip of my swimmer encased manhood. With a combination of her breasts right under my eyes, Laila's thrusting perkily right in front of me across the table, with her legs spread far enough apart to display the way her bikini pants were drawn tightly into her crease and the physical stimulation of Annika's gorgeous body in all sorts of intimate contact with me, my manhood had responded.
My erection, as it grew, once again slid across the underside of her thigh and the tip ended up in her crease. But this time I was at least unphased by it, even if Annika caught me by surprise as she stood up and announced...
"I should let Laila sit on your lap. After all she was the one that chose you for us to have sex with."
I was left momentarily dumbfounded by that last statement as Laila quickly took over Annika's position on my lap; squirming around on it to make sure the end of my erection was firmly embedded in her crease.
There was something in the way she put it, combined with an earlier comment that indicated they knew in advance what my program for the day would be and it wasn't a spur of the moment interaction...
"When did she chose me?"
"Yesterday."
"When yesterday?"
"When you came out of the water for your swim across the bay and we saw you have lifesaver swimwear on."
Laila's hands were all over me. She'd shown through the day a liking for running her hand through my hair. But now with the other hand, she was stroking my chest and occasionally feeling up my biceps...
"I'm confused. How did you know I'd be back down the beach today?"
"We heard you talking to Carol as you stood duty yesterday."
Laila, who to a certain extent had let Annika do all the talking for them both, cut in...
"As you know, Annika and I wanted to have sex with an Australian lifesaver. So we hung at at the beach near the lifeguard station to watch you all. We saw you drop off some gear before you went into the water to do your lap of the beach.
When you came back all pumped up from the swimming, I couldn't take my eyes off this tall, hansom, strong, muscular man. And as I watched and heard you interact with the women at the station you struck me as a really nice man too. We saw how much the girls there seemed to enjoy your presence and made a point of hugging you both when you arrived and when you left. And Annika liked the look of you too.
So we heard you tell Carol you'd be down for a lap of the beach, but didn't start duty until a later time today.
So we made sure we were down there when you went for a swim and positioned ourselves near you when you laid down on the beach."
My head was spinning...
"What were you two giggling about when you sat in front of me?"
Laila blushed and went silent. For a moment, Annika hesitated too...
"Laila was imagining having sex with you and fantasising about what she'd like to do with your strong, beautiful body before and afterwards...and wondering about the size of your erection. But I am guilty too. We both talked about how we should have sex with you."
Then added...
"Do you feel we...I think you call it, objectified you?"
I smiled...
"Well, it sounds like I was objectified, but I'm not complaining. It has been a delight to meet a pair of lovely women like yourselves."
"And have sex with us?"
"Yes, and have sex with you too."
I got the conversation to move back to them. Their father did turn out to be a rich industrialist in Sweden. And while I didn't push it too far, I got the impression we were talking very, very rich. Like possibly billionaire rich.
He was funding their holiday without any great limitations being put on it, and also their education. But I had to give him credit that he was trying to make the girls see the ordinary side of life too.
If they wanted it, eventually he saw them working in his business. But before that they had to get out in the real world. Laila's history teaching was part of that. She'd studied to be a teacher and would do that for a couple of years before studying business. Annika was already studying for a Masters in Business, but working part time in a small retail shop.
Their dad might fund a holiday now and then, but didn't buy them expensive cars or clothes, or other markers of spoilt children of the rich.
They had a confidence which let them seek what they wanted -- such as picking me up -- but not any arrogance about it that I could detect. They didn't seem to boast, about their fortitude of being born into the wealthy, to the world either, not being that keen on social media. Indeed, I wasn't far wrong in thinking the picture of us fucking was in fact at least partly for their walls (or at least a secret diary) and maybe shared with a small number of close friends.
Oh, and it came out their mother was French; which helped explain why they seemed far more tactile than I understood the Swedes to be.
But in the course of that conversation, they extracted from me the fact I was also a University student -- studying law.
Having disclosed their stalking of me and 'objectification' (using their word) of me, they seemed keen to make sure I wasn't offended. Given the enjoyment I'd had of their company -- and I mean by that more than the sex -- I couldn't honesty reassure them I was pleased it worked out how it did and flattered they'd chosen me.
But that sort of led to a discussion of their sexual histories.
Laila, as already disclosed had only had a single boyfriend; and then only for a year. Evidently he was a pretty dud lover, giving her just enough foreplay to get himself into her and then prematurely squirting; all without compensating with a bit of fingering or going down on her to give her a climax. And she took great delight in telling me his manhood was much smaller than mine and that mine felt much better inside her and did things for her that his never came close to doing.
Let me assure that, as far as I know, I am close to a normal size, so her boyfriend must have been the one who was too small.
But having worked herself up to give him a good bagging out, she finished by saying that, before we separated, she wanted to have a go at going down on me to see what it was like.
Annika had two serious boyfriends in her life; by which she meant boys she'd had sex with. She took that opportunity to stress neither she nor Laila had ever before had sex outside a committed relationship. But they were on a special holiday and had decided to break their norm.
She didn't share Laila's disappointment with them. In bed they were what she described as ordinary but sort of adequate most of the time. But as people, in the sense of their personalities, they were even more very ordinary, but in a different sense. They were children of her father's circle of rich acquaintances and more than a bit spoilt and self focused.
Which, she indicated, is why when they came to the famous Bondi Beach, they wanted to make out with a lifesaver. And having found there were both professional ones and volunteer ones, they thought a volunteer one would be more of a departure from the sort of people Annika had mixed with.
As the afternoon moved to early evening, Annika indicated...
"We thought it would be nice to take you out to dinner tonight. We made a booking at the Ice Bergs.
We heard it was very nice."
I was surprised they got a booking. On Sundays at this time of year it is generally booked out. I dare not ask how they managed that. But I also had to let them know it was well outside my price range. They way they put it had inferred they we picking up the bill -- which for me is the reverse of what happens on a date -- but they confirmed that, indicating they wanted to give me a special treat for being so nice to them.
My second response was that I didn't have any suitable clothing and would have to go home to get some. It wasn't the sort of place you could turn up to in board shorts and a t shirt.
They'd already fixed that too. They'd bought me a pair of tailored style shorts and a button up collared shirt as they'd come home from the beach and they'd checked that the running shoes they'd seen in my car were acceptable footwear.
They had all the bases covered, so I could do little but politely accept their kind invitation.
But after a long day at the beach it was sensible of me to shower before dinner. While they intended to do the same, they offered for me first go.
I just finished my ablutions and turned on the shower, when there was a knock at the bathroom door...
"Are you in the shower yet?"
"Yes."
"Good"
Annika entered the room with Laila right behind...
"I've got your toothbrush."
She put it on the sink, but instead of exiting the room, sat on the toilet seat while Laila sat closer to me, on the edge of the bathtub over which the shower was placed, within splashing distance.
Annika asked...
"Have you ever been to the Icebergs place?"
The fact was I hadn't; but I quickly got the impression the question was nothing more than the start of small talk that justified them staying in the room. I wasn't really sure why they felt that was necessary. After all I'd been hanging around them in nothing more than a pair of speedos for quite some time. I wasn't entirely sure, if this was just a case of objectifying my body, how the extra degree of nakedness really changed things that much.
But I noticed Laila, especially, focused a lot on my penis; almost to the extent of it being a 'hay, I'm up here" moment.
I was more amused than phased by the situation; even after my own objectification of their bodies in tiny bikinis, while I stood naked in front of them, caused me to become aroused -- making Laila's focus on my shaft even more intense.
Annika of course commented on it, but I just shrugged my shoulders and admitted it was a natural result of their presence in the face of my nakedness.
Since they'd come in, I'd sort of started on the top of my body -- washing my hair -- and leisurely moved down from there; feeling absolutely no compulsion to speed up my showering and frankly somewhat enjoying the situation.
As my soapy hand moved down my stomach to the next area, Laila stood up in front of me...
"I'll do that."
Laila took the block of soap, wetted her hands and soaped them up before wrapping them around my erection, running her hands up and down it...
"It's big and very hard, isn't it."
I couldn't resist the urge to surge it in her hands as I replied...
"I think they're meant to be hard to do their job. As for big, I suspect it's pretty normal."
"Not compared to the other one I've seen."
She washed -- fondled really -- my balls before adding...
"I'll do down your legs too."
Which she did, before running her hands back up them and briefly playing with my cock again.
As I turned myself around under the shower, I indicated...
"Well, I'd better get out and let you guys have a turn."
Laila immediately chipped in...
"I'm next."
Not waiting for me to step out, or even take off her bikini, she stepped into the shower; all but blocking my exit path with her body crowded intimately against mine...
"Can you take off my bikini please?"
She turned around to let me pull the strings on her top. I figured there was no harm in brushing my hand across her nipples as I detached the clingy wet top from her breasts and set it aside. Then she turned around facing me and I knelt down to pull the pants down her legs; leaving me facing directly into her exposed crotch. I looked up to see her smirking down at me...
"Do you like what you see?"
"Yes."
I kissed her mons and looked up at her again...
"Is that all you're going to do?"
"You mean...?"
"Yes."
"But your sister is here."
"She'll enjoy watching. She thinks I've been a bit deprived until now and she likes to see me make up for it."
I looked at Annika, who nodded her head...
"I'll leave if you want me to, but it is pretty arousing watching your sister get fucked."
I stood up and pushed myself against Laila, cupping her breast in one hand while I embraced her with the other and french kissed her.
She took my shaft and placed it between her legs, moving it about until I felt the tip enter the warm void of her clearly aroused vagina. The hands she put on my bottom encouraged me to fully penetrate her. That was all very nice but, if I simply started thrusting, it gave me little chance of bringing her to an orgasm. I'd be no better than her last boyfriend; except with a bigger cock.
This wasn't the first time I'd had sex in the shower. I resorted to a trick I'd tried before.
Bending my knees and withdrawing to a shallower penetration, I thrust a short distance, then, withdrew, slid the tip of my cock across her clit and couple of times, then shallowly penetrated her again. Bending my knees also lowered my height, letting my comfortably suck her nipples, playing with the other one with my hand, since for both she and Annika, their nipples seemed to contribute a lot to their move to orgasm. Besides which, they were a delight to suck and play with..
Laila quickly got the idea of how I was stimulating her and put her hand down to make sure my cock both maximised the stimulation of her clit and found itself back in her vagina as I penetrated her each time.
Her humming moan quickly told me I was having the right effect one her.
After two minutes of that she came; her legs noticeably going weak on her as she momentarily sunk herself down on to full penetration of my erection and sort of suspending herself on it. Recovering, she stood up again embraced me and went into her full on post orgasmic, oxytocin driven passion. Her hands were all over me as she almost swallowed my face in the process of french kissing me and she started bouncing up and down on my shaft.
I gave her a few moments to let that burn out. But the way she was bouncing on me was a bit uncomfortable and, while it would probably make me cum eventually, it wouldn't be a great one.
Instead I pinned her to the wall with my own body and controlled the thrusts; fairly long, medium speed thrusts that terminated gently against her vaginal opening.
She surrendered to me that level of control and gripped me moderately tightly; enough to stimulate me to an orgasm, while leaving me at least some time to enjoy it.
It wasn't that long before I felt my balls brew up as a prelude to some mind blowing pulses rushing up my shaft as I emptied yet another load of cum into her.
That sent her into another pashing session during which I withdrew my still hard erection from her; letting me wash it before Laila took over the soap, handed me the shampoo and asked me to wash her hair while she started soaping herself.
By the time I'd finished washing and rinsing her hair, she seemed to have completed whatever body washing she intended.
Annika sensed Laila was finished and stood up and, gently but without hesitation pulled Laila from the shower...
"It is my turn. Tony might not have sex with me, but he can help me wash myself."
Laila took the hint, stepped out of the shower and started drying herself as Annika stepped in and, like Laila had, asked me to strip her out of he bikini.
By the time I'd finished that delightful task -- which I did at my own pace -- Laila had dried herself and left the room.
Annika handed me the soap and stood there as I started at the top with her hair, and worked my way down her body; soaping it more throughout than I normally would myself.
When I reached her breasts, Annika told me I should spend a bit more time washing those because it feels so good to have me do it. I was still washing them, when Annika said in a soft voice...
"Don't be put off by or think less of her because of Laila's...I suppose you'd call it, excessive sexuality. He boyfriend was not very nice and she feels the many other guys who've chased after her show nothing more than a desire to...what I think you would call...either getting into her pants or access to her father's money. So she's cautious, but that caution leaves her lonely and sexually frustrated. She's revelling at the moment in having what she feels is some control over her sexuality and making up for lost time. I know in a way, that means you might feel like she's using you but she does it with a good heart. She is very enamoured of you."



"Laila's a lovely young lady. I'm more than happy to be able to contribute towards making her feel better about herself."
"Well, I can tell you, you're doing it very well. For both of us."
Annika encouraged me to spend a bit more time than normal washing her crotch too; but that was the limit of the sexual engagement while I washed her, even if by the end I had a boner and the whole thing was very tactile.
We got out of the shower together and dried ourselves off, walking into the lounge room -- still naked -- to find Laila already dressed for dinner.
A sight she was too.
She had on a spandex red cocktail dress, with a deeply cut away back, right down to where it exposed the whale tail waistband of her pink thong panties and the top of her bum crack. At the front, it too was deeply plunging, the whole dress being tightly drawn against her incredibly figure by a lattice work of cross over string ties down her back. So tightly drawn the thin material showed every detail of her beautiful body, like the whole thing had been spray painted on. The static electricity even drew the short front and back of her dress in to between her legs; highlighting both her mons and her delightful bottom.
And her long blonde hair had been blow dried and styled in an aluring way that would make most shampoo commercials look second rate.
Annika handed me a bag with the pants and shirt they had bought me. Their guesses on my sizing was pretty good. To allay any concerns I'd had, they emphasised they had not gone to any great expense, but what they'd chosen was stylish enough for the purpose. Or so I had thought until I saw Laila's dress and, just as much, the one that Annika put on in front of me.
I'd gone commando, given all I had was a pair of speedos.
Annika started with a very silky looking g string. She stood dressed only in that while she too dried and styled her hair. Then she put on a gorgeous sequin body-con black mini cocktail dress, with string shoulder support and showing a lot of cleavage. It was classy and sexy all at once, even if not as blatantly sexual as Laila's.
Both of them wore heels making me look pedestrian by comparison; not that I was the slightest put out by that. It just made me realise I was out of my depth.
When we got the the restaurant, I'd found they'd even got a balcony table; placed right next to the open glass surround which gave us a full view over the whole length of Bondi beach. These girls clearly had some influence, or knew how to get what they wanted. But then, when you think about it, I was sort of one of their acquisitions.
The three course dinner was special, if filling, and that, together with the bottle of wine the girls selected and which we shared between the three of us, found ourselves more than pleased that we could walk home. Or at least, that's what I thought we'd be doing until they decided a walk along the beach would be nice.
In the early evening, with a medium surf rolling in, the sky transitioning from sunset to moonlight, Bondi Beach is certainly worth a walk. But mine was enhanced by the fact the girls, after taking off their shoes and going barefooted, walked either side of me, Laila holding my hand and Annika drawing my arm around her waists as she put her hand behind my back and fondled my bottom.
I was a bit surprised when Laila took the less intimate approach of holding hands, or at least I was until she placed our merged hands on her mons; the back of my hand held firmly against her mons by hers, moving slowly against her mons with the movement of our walk.
It took us a bit over an hour to walk the length of the beach and back again. It was a delightful walk. Not only did I have the beautiful, actually romantic, scenery, I had a stunningly attractive woman on either side of me, their soft feminine bodies pushed against my flanks. Not to mention I had a very distracting down blouse view of the breasts of both of them; even if their nipples just managed to hide themselves under their dresses. Laila's was particularly distracting, with more cleavage exposed and the clingy nature of her dress leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination as to what was covered; more so since her nipples were on high beam; all of it exaggerated by the shadows made by the moon light.
About half way along, Annika lifted the position of my arm to have me wrap her around her chest and under her arm to finger and tweak her nipple.
Laila had gone one further. Long before that, she'd slipped her hand around mine so that she held the back of my hand in the palm of hers, opening up my palm to push it, with extended fingers, under the hem of her dress and against her vulva.
The signal was unmistakable; she wanted me to finger her, or at least tickle her up.
The thin material of her silky panties offered little of a barrier. I quickly found her clit in an aroused state, her panties already moistened. I stroked my fingers gently against her clit; trying to synchronise its movement with the steps of our walking. It was lucky it was dark enough that my action wouldn't be too obvious to other walkers on the beach; maybe even less so when I had a woman on either side of me, making the likelihood of erotic shenanigans seem improbable.
Laila rested her head on my shoulder as I felt and heard her breathing grow progressively heavier.
I was taking it slow and easy with my fingering of her. I wasn't sure if this was just meant to be a bit of playful teasing or a full on attempt to bring her to a climax. Annika's words about Laila's state of mind didn't give me much guidance. She'd already had a number of orgasms that day; did she really want another or just the reassurance someone was nearby to meet her sexual desires?
In the end, what I thought didn't count for much.
As her breathing got heavier, she put more pressure on the back of my hand she was holding into her crotch; curling her fingers around to push my fingers more firmly into her crease. I wasn't going to furiously start fingering her, but I slid my fingers under the gusset of her panties so I could concentrate more on playing with her now very wet and slippery clit; moving it between my fingers, as well as sliding them back and forwards across it.
I suspected Annika had been oblivious to all of this.
But the truth came out as Laila suddenly stopped, bent forward and moaned; pushing my hand more firmly into her crease.
She stayed like that for something between 40 seconds and a minute before standing upright again, kissing me on the cheek, giving Annika a shy grin and letting us start walking again.
I took her hand and we walked more conventionally, our hands now at our sides, for the rest of the short trip back to the unit.
I wasn't really sure what would follow. Another orgy? Just another round of solid sex? Nothing at all?
The answer was no clearer when Annika suggested a glass of wine and Laila led me to the lounge and once again sat across my lap with an arm around my shoulders. As she brought out the wine and some glasses, Annika contented herself with sitting on the lounge opposite,
With some uncertainty as to where this was leading, I started a conversation about where their holiday was going to from here.
For the next three quarters of an hour, we talked about where in Australia they were going after they finished the next five days in Sydney.
I can't say I wasn't distracted by the girls. Annika, sitting opposite me, was a stunner at any time; her broad, engaging smile, surrounded by the cascade of her naturally blonde hair was enough of itself to be alluring. But with her shapely legs spread just wide enough to give me a view of her tiny black panties under the hem of her mini cocktail dress, combined with the nice breast display her string topped, plunging neckline of the dress presented would give any man erotic thoughts.
Laila, as she was positioned, was even more sexual. Her breasts, the bits that weren't displayed as flesh exposed cleavage or side boob, tightly sheathed by the fine stretchy material of her dress right under my line of vision; her nipples on high beam as they stretched out the material of her dress.
All of which meant I once again had a boner in my pants; a somewhat uncomfortable one given the unyielding material of the pants and the fact Laila was sitting on it.
Some guidance as to where this was going came when Annika stood up and announced...
"Well, I think it is time for bed. What about you?"
Laila stood up...
"Yes, me too."
Laila offered me a hand, which I accepted and stood up next to her; my erection now displayed as a fairly obvious bulge in my pants. She led me by the hand as we both followed Annika to the bedroom.
Annika didn't muck about. As soon as we were in the bedroom, she slipped off her dress, hung in in the wardrobe and slipped off her panties, leaving her naked as she pulled back the sheet and sat on what was clearly her side of the bed.
Laila turned back to me and manoeuvred me to stand in front of the centre of the end of the bed, immediately undoing the waist of my pants...
"You said I could practice giving head to you. Can we do that now?"
I looked at her a bit flummoxed as she dropped my pants to the floor and used her foot to strip it off my ankle...
"Yes. If you want."
"Good. Now take off my dress."
I gently pulled it over her head, leaving her naked except for the g string. I watched, transfixed by her beauty, as she took the dress from me, turned about and hung it next to Annika's. Turning back to me she undid the buttons on my shirt and stripped me from it; deliberately brushing her breasts across my face as she extended her arms to slide the shirt down my arms.
Looking down at my erection, she commented...
"It is ready for me to try? Yes?"
"As ready as it will ever be."
She knelt between my legs, holding my erection in a hand wrapped around its base. She looked up and me, gave me a smile, and bent her head down to take the top third of my erection into her mouth.
I watched -- and felt it -- as she slid my erection in and out of her mouth. I could feel her tongue pressed firmly against the underside of it and the front of the bell slide across the roof of her mouth. I could also sense she was sucking it.
It seemed that every thrust into her mouth went a little bit deeper, until the one third had become a half.
After about five thrusts, she took it out of her mouth, licked around the bell and then started the cycle again.
After about three cycles, she took it out of her mouth, looked up at me and asked...
"Am I doing it right?"
That was a difficult question. Maybe unusual for my generation, I didn't have much experience in this. One girlfriend had tried it once; and I don't think she knew any more about what she was doing that I did. She had brought me to a climax, so something must have been right, but if Laila wanted me to educate her, she had the wrong man. All I could say was...
"It feels really nice."
Which was no lie.
"Will I try - I think you call it -- titty fucking too?"
She squeezed my erection between her generous breasts -- or at least generous for her build. There was plenty of breast flesh to surround my shaft and I could feel as she rubbed it against her breasts that she was brushing her nipples across my pubis...
"That feels nice too."
"Yes but I think I should go back to giving head."
She put my erection back into her mouth and started going through the same cycles as before.
It was working. It certainly was stimulating me. But after -- I'd lost count of the number of orgasms I'd had that day -- I was concerned I was taking too long again. I made sure I took maximum advantage of the sexualised environment I was in; Laila's breasts bouncing up and down as she thrust my shaft into her mouth, a relaxed Annika sitting naked next to me. I took in every bit of visual stimulation I could find; and it certainly wasn't lacking.
I let a little moan out -- it was a real one -- to give Laila some signal she was making progress.
She found a particularly sensitive spot, and pushed me much close to an orgasm when, having taken my erection from my her mouth and started licking it, she bore her tongue firmly into the edge of my bell and the recess where it joined my shaft. Again I moaned; a bit more loudly this time...
"You like that. Good."
She put my shaft back into her mouth and started another cycle when I suddenly had to warn her...
"I'm about to cum."
"Good. We finish like this, yes?"
She took my shaft back out of her mouth and started to titty fuck it again. It was more than I could control. My balls brewed up and I felt the pleasure of the first rush of cum pulse up my shaft and spray itself under Laila's chin; followed by five more. I grunted with each one; watching as my cum dripped off her chin back all over her breasts.
Laila looked at me with a big grin. Standing up, she lent into me, putting her breasts right under my nose and waving them erotically from side to side...
"Men like seeing a woman's breasts covered in their cum, don't they?"
I smiled at her...
"There is much that men like about women's breasts, but that would be one thing."
"Well, I think it might be time to clean myself up so we can go to bed."
I spent a delightful moment watching Laila's arse leave the room before noticing that Annika had now laid herself flat on the bed and was covering herself with a sheet.
I moved up the centre of the bed and edged myself under the same sheet; maybe a little disappointed that the sheet spoilt the visual delight of being able to see her laid out in a naked state.
Annika rolled towards me and embraced me...
"Thank you for giving two Swedish visitors a lot of pleasure and many happy memories with a wonderful man. I would like to have more sex, but I am a bit sore from all the sex earlier today. I can have an orgasm with just nipple stimulation. It would be really nice to finish the day with that; maybe with a bit of gentle clit tickling too."
"Did I hurt you?"
"No. You gave me great sex and you made me want more. But I over indulged. Maybe some more in the morning. But you have left me feeling that some more attention from you would make a good finish to the day. Would that be possible?"
Let's see. I'm being asked to suck on the most beautiful and sexy breasts I've ever seen. The answer was easy...
"Of course, it would be a pleasure."
Annika threw off the sheet that had stolen my view of her. It was as I bent over to start playing with her nipples that Laila returned, climbed into the bed on the other side and moved across to cuddle against my back.
I decided that the best way to maximise my stimulation of Annika was to bend across her and suckle her far nipple, letting me tweak the other with my lower hand and finger her with my upper one. But I started a bit more slowly than that; just licking her nipple.
The beauty of her nipples and breasts lies partly in her areola. They puff up a bit, creating a delightful elevated plinth on which her nipples sit. It meant what I could take into my mouth was an erotic mouthful; more so since her somewhat conical breasts make it possible to draw in the top of her breasts as well.
That combined with the more than average projection of her raised nipples, gives you really something to suck on and play in your mouth with. If I could remember what sucking as a baby was like, I'd be able to say it reminded me of sucking on my mother's breast. But I don't and I can't. But I've certainly never had as much fun with breasts as I did when I started sucking on hers
I soon had the nipple as hard as a rock and projecting like a cut off telegraph pole as I played it against the top of my mouth and caressed it with my tongue, pulling back occasionally to suck at it -- just like a baby might.
My hand was soon brought into play to stimulate the other one; communicating a delightfully sensual feeling to my fingers.
Only when I felt I had brought about a significant arousal of her through her breasts did I first gingerly explore her vulva. Her clit was already firm and moistened, letting me more confidently play with it as well.
Annika was simply laying on her back, her eyes closed, seemingly enjoying what I was doing.
I listened to her going through the stages of arousal.
Her breathing got heavier. Then she engaged with a sort of continuous, soft, humming like moan; all while her eyes stayed closed.
By this stage my fingers felt like they were almost swimming in her juices as I played gently with her clit. But I was not the only one playing with erogenous zones. Laila had been fondling my cock and had achieved what seemed to be her objective of inducing another erection.
Annika's breathing grew ever heavier; the force of it turning her humming moans to rolling groans; making it clear her orgasm was not far off. It announced itself with what seemed like a sudden pause in her breathing as her body tensed, immediately followed by a loud sequence of groans as she pinned my head to her breast with one hand and my hand to her crotch with the other.
She lay there, letting her orgasm take its course and fill her body with pleasure, still holding me in place, before she suddenly rolled towards me, pushed her body firmly against mine, held me around the neck and french kissed me...
"Thank you. That was very lovely. I do not think a man has ever given me so much pleasure in one day. You are more than a life saver; you are a life giver. But I think Laila is not finished with you yet."
"I think I am the one who has benefited from the pleasure."
There wasn't much time allowed to exchange pleasantries with Annika. As soon as she started to separate from me, Laila made it clear I should roll towards her; immediately tightly embracing me as we faced each other on our sides.
Her lower arm had slid itself under my neck as we rolled, giving her a two armed embrace of me and two hands free to rub my back and bottom; but leaving my lower arm with little room to do anything but cup my hand against her lower breast.
She rubbed her body against mine as her hands caressed my back and bottom as she kissed my cheek and lightly bit at my neck and chin. I could do little but reciprocate; although it was pleasant enough to do so. There was no urgency to her actions; it was something I'd call intimate, rather than intense.
But her squirming as she rubbed herself against me soon located my erection between her legs and pushing into her vulva. I could feel the tip of my erection located in the recess at the front of her crease, and so against her clit. While her body's movements certainly caused some movement there too, she didn't seem to be using it to stimulate herself; at least not in any vigorous way, although she was moist enough to announce her arousal and I didn't doubt the clit was firm and ready for stimulation.
I surged my erection, which caused it to slide along her crease until it found itself shallowly located in her receptive vagina. That seemed to please Laila, because I felt her push down on it, deepening the penetration, while pulling my bottom up, as if to push me into her.
As we kept rolling, almost wrestling, around and she kept rubbing against me, trying to push down on me, it seemed to me as if Laila was trying to get a full penetration, but couldn't get it. I tried pushing up, but in a way came against the same limitation Laila was having; lying on our sides, the relative position of our bodies was more or less frozen by the friction of the bed we were lying on.
I hooked my upper leg over Laila's thigh, rolled half on top of her -- enough to give me some freedom of movement -- and fully penetrated her; making sure the base of my erection was firmly (and rather pleasantly, I must say) pushed against her vaginal opening. She held my bottom as she ground herself against it.



I suppose I could have just rolled completely on top of her and banged away at her. But I wasn't really sure what it was Laila wanted. I suspected it was something different from that and her hands certainly weren't encouraging me to complete my mounting of her. So I eased myself back down onto my side, giving Laila control of the situation, but now with the penetration she desired.
An erotic intimacy seemed to be what she was seeking. As if she wanted a prolonged full body, penetrated, contact with a male; which in this case happened to be me. Her hands continued to caress all over me and her body squirmed and rubbed against mine. And there was not the slightest doubt her upper nipple was being deliberately brushed across my chest as she did that; the lower one moving within the cupped palm that was holding it. As far as my erection was concerned, she was also grinding her vulva on the base of my cock, screwing it around inside her with just the slightest amount of withdrawal and thrusting back in.
But it was all in slow motion, as if I was being savoured, rather than fucked. That reflected itself in her kissing too. For much of the day Laila had been frantically French kissing me every time we had intimate involvement. Now she wasn't into that at all. Her cheek caressed across mine as she squirmed against me, or she kissed it lightly.
There were moments when her movements would stop; as if she was simply taking it all in, or just having a rest. Even her hands would stop the caressing of my body as she instead wrapped me up in her arms and held me even tighter. Then they'd start again, usually with a really hard push down on my cock, as if that momentarily became the focus of her attention or she was concerned about it escaping from her body's embrace. As we continued, those moments of rest seemed to lengthen. I even wondered if she intended to go to sleep with us joined like that.
But the one consistency was she was clearly putting a lot of effort into what I'd call grinding my pubis against her vulva, and stimulating her nipple on my chest. Even as she rested, there was a subtle movement of her vulva against the base of my erection. I sensed this engagement was meant to have an orgasmic completion; simply one at her pace.
This was sex unlike I'd ever had before. It was nice, but in a very different way. It was so much more than her on top or me on top, thrusting away. I sensed that, if I eventually came in this position, it might not be as mind blowing an experience as you get from a good long pounding, but there was a highly sexual intimacy that was special of itself; especially with a girl I'd only met earlier in the day.
Her warm, soft, feminine body was so completely pushed against mine that it felt like we were melded together, our legs sensuously intertwined and my male erection pinning us together as it penetrated deeply into her body. It had an effect on me far more meaningful that the mere feeling of pleasuring my shaft in her vagina. I felt it in my erection too; which responded with a rock like stretched hardness that I had rarely known, as if it was determined to maintain our union, regardless of what we did.
We'd being going for a good half hour when I sensed her approach change. Her movements and breathing told me she was heading for an orgasm. Her breathing was heavier and there was a much more focused concentration on the grinding on my pubis and the screwing about of my cock inside her.
In the last few moments before she climaxed, she started moaning; not very loudly, but enough to express her enjoyment. As she came, she tensed up, momentarily froze in place and then started frantically short thrusting my erection inside her. I responded by thrusting back at her; encouraged by her hands to do so, even as I felt her contractions bear down on my shaft.
For a while I felt the thrusts were actually to prolong and intensify her own orgasm. But then they changed, mainly as I felt her previously loose grip on my shaft become firmer, and I sensed she was suggesting I take my own turn.
It was tempting to roll myself fully on top and really go for it. But her arms still tightly embraced me and she was certainly not doing anything to suggest I go on top. So I surrendered to the fact this would be the position I came in. I did at least half roll on her again to give me a bit more ability to control the speed and length of my thrusts as the wrestling match between our bodies continued.
But it was here the rock like, stretched hardness of my erection came to play. As my lengthened thrusts ripped apart the mucus binding that our relatively minimal penetrative movements had let her body deposit to lock us together, there was something really special about the feeling of my cock as it pleasured itself in her body. It wasn't just being more sensitive to the stimulation. It went beyond that in a way that's hard to describe. It made me feel more male, more dominant; but not in a bad way.
Maybe in a primitive sort of way, intensified by the intimacy we'd shared, it took more seriously the role it was about to play - however much that might be negated by modern medicine -- of delivering the seed that was intended to impregnate her.
Whatever it was, if gave me a mental high, which in turn boosted the sexual pleasure I felt by having her body receive my thrusts.
When I started, she still wasn't gripping me that tightly. But as my thrusts continued, I felt her grip it more tightly until it passed a threshold that had my balls brewing up and my shaft radiating in exotic heat.
Locked together as we were, my mouth was next to her ear. I turned it away so she wouldn't be deafened by the loud groan I made as my manhood pulsed away and delivered whatever cum my balls could find after a day of sex into her body.
I rolled us back to the face to face position on our sides, panting from the effort of our sexual encounter. For once, Laila didn't overwhelm me with her post sex high. Instead she caressed her cheek against mine, letting me know...
"That was beautiful."
She held me tighter, but closed her eyes, her body completely relaxing into the bed, leaving my still hard erection still fully penetrated into her. I waited, expecting her to disengage, but she didn't.
Then I waited for my erection to go flaccid, so I could withdraw it with minimal movement in my bound up state. But there was something in the sex we'd had, combined with my sensuous engagement with her body, that discouraged it from rushing to a flaccid state.
So I accepted the moment and followed Laila's example of simply relaxing; needing only to reposition my lower arm to more comfortably sit between our bodies, instead of under my weight, even though that entailed cupping her breast more firmly.
I suspected Laila quickly fell asleep. She certainly put on a good act of a sleeping person if she didn't.
My sleep didn't come quickly. I thought for a moment the flaccidisation of my erection had started. That feeling you get as if someone had popped the valve on an inflatable object where you sense it start to go soft. But it paused in a still fairly hard state and the, if anything, hardened again.
It had been an intense day; if fairly exciting. I was certainly knackered. There was more than a little pleasure still to be had in the position I found myself in, even if I suspected it would become uncomfortable during the night. I accepted that, if anything cuddled a bit closer together with her, and surrendered to my tiredness.
I don't know what time it was, but I dreamt I was having sex with my former girlfriend. It was something of a recurring dream since we'd broken up and I was lacking a sexual partner. Usually a precursor to a wet dream. We used to have great sex, that certainly wasn't why we broke up; she was just something of a lunatic sometimes and red flags were flying all over the place which strongly suggested I should get out before it was too late.
We were fucking in the pool, like we often did. Not mad, crazy, hard pumping fucking. More a romantic, slow moving, entwined bodies sex. It felt great; as it always had. My cock warmed in her vagina as I played with her breasts and we kissed passionately.
And then my cock really started warming up and, in my dream, I realised I was having a wet dream and was about to cum in reality.
I woke up to find Laida where I'd left her when I'd gone to sleep -- and pretty well where my girfriend had been in my dreams, at least if you put us in a pool, rather than in a bed. And I also found my hard, pleasurably pulsing cock filling Laila with my cum.
I wasn't thrusting, so she was showing no reaction to my orgasm. Nor was I grunting. I watched her for a while, as she remained dead to the world. She'd fallen asleep with a load of fresh cum inside her, I sort of figured there was no real benefit in waking her to tell her there was a new load. We could talk about that in the morning.
As my cock softened this time, I withdrew it. The bed had experienced a pretty full on day of sex. I doubted a few more drops of cum staining the sheets was going to change things much; and there was in any case little I could do about it. To gave a break to the arm that had spent the night so far pinned under my body, I rolled over to face towards Annika and went back to sleep.
When I finally woke up around 7 in the morning, it was to find Laila already up and Annika lying next to me, awake and staring at me as if impatiently waiting for me to join the land of the living.
She smiled at me, embracing me and pulling her body against mine...
"Good morning."
"Hi."
"What time do you have to be at your University by?"
"!0 am"
"Good, that means you should not be in a hurry. We are still adjusting to the time zone so we woke up very early. Laila has even been for a brief swim."
"She's keen."
"Yes..."
Annika hesitated..."
"Speaking of keen. You have a morning erection and I am not feeling sore anymore. Do you think we could have nice sex like you give me yesterday."
I smiled. Largely amused by the whole situation and Annika's phrasing of her request. It was so much different from sex within a relationship. Mind you, I've never had sex within a relationship anything like the number of times I've fucked the girls, or sexually stimulated them in the last 20 odd hours...
"Sure. What would you like?"
Still facing me, Annika dragged a pillow to behind her hips and then rolled herself onto it. Her naked body, with her hips elevated like they were, made for a picture of erotic perfection. Viewing the situation as I was, from level with her eyes, her long blonde hair spread itself between my head and hers, her smile alluringly inviting, her breasts standing seductively and femininely proud while the bulge of her mons simply seemed to be waiting the arrival of my manhood, which was already surging in anticipation...
"Like this."
I was not exaggerating when I replied...
"It would be a pleasure."
I closed the gap between us, still on my side alongside her. She might have presented herself for penetration, but I felt a little bit of foreplay was called for before I responded to that call. Mind you, I was a little bit sensitive about my morning breath.
I caressed her cheek against mine -- breathing away from her -- as I ran my hand across her breast and down her torso, gliding my fingers across her labia to see what state they were in. Her body had already responded; they were open like a flower to the sun.
I ran my hand up her body again and lightly tweaked her nipples which were already standing proud after my first brushing of them. She said they were sensitive, so it seemed like a good way to ensure she was fully aroused by the time I mounted her. Anyhow, it was fun to play with them.
She hummed quietly, as if affirming my approach.
I ran my had back down her body, this time exploring her vulva with the ends of my fingers. Her crease was moist, verging on wet and her clit was swollen. She responded with another hum as I fingered it, before lightly digitally penetrating what was already a receptive vagina. I asked...
"Are you ready for me?"
"Yes please."
I climbed on top of her, my legs outside hers. As I lowered myself onto her, she guided the tip of my erection into her vagina with her hand. I gently pushed myself in, finding no resistance, not even so much as the feeling of pushing aside a velvety curtain, and instead found a very slippery, wet and beautifully feeling reception.
I lowered my cheek alongside hers and caressed it a few times as I first gently thrust in short strokes. It just seemed appropriate, instead of jumping on top of her and thrusting like crazy. It also let me feel her hard nipples push against my chest, and glide across it as I deliberately moved my upper body as I caressed her cheeks.
That introduction having being made, I lifted myself on outstretched arms.
Staring at her breasts, I thrust a few times. But it didn't feel right, at least in the sense of the reason the pillow was there...
"Is that working?"
"No, wait a moment."
She lifted her hips, and I lifted mine, as she used her hands to readjust the pillow, moving it lower on her hips.
I gave a few more thrusts...
"What about now?"
"Much better."
I started with long, slow thrusts; surging my erection with each thrust so it raked more firmly across her g spot. She wasn't gripping me all that tightly, so I could enjoy my fucking of her without being in any immediately risk of premature ejaculation.
Hitting her g spot didn't require a very deep penetration of her, so I surrendered to a desire to bend down and suck her breasts as I continued thrusting; alternatively flicking my tongue across her nipples and taking the hardened nipple between my lips and actually sucking it. As she always seemed to, Annika indicated her approval of what I was doing with a delightful hum.
As wonderful as sucking at her breasts was, the position needed to do that while maintaining enough penetration -- with my head bent, almost folded, down -- wasn't the most comfortable. So I sucked until I needed a break, extended myself on outstretched arms again and started deeper more powerful thrusts for a while, then went back to sucking again.
I was down sucking her breasts for the second time when, with just the slightest groan but otherwise without much in the way of signals that I noticed, she came.
She pulled me up, so my cheek was alongside hers, as she held me firmly by the neck, my erection fully penetrated in her and being pummelled by some fairly powerful contractions. As I felt the contractions subside, she turned her head slightly towards me and whispered into my ear...
"I am not worried about being sore again. Give me as much as you can for as long as you can."
She released me. Since I was fully penetrated, I went back up on extended arms and started thrusting again this time going deep enough that each thrust ended up with the base of my erection pushed against her vulva.
Although she was still only lightly gripping me, it was a highly pleasurable experience. She was, in all respects, a cock explodingly beautiful woman. Once again, just to be able to look down and see that this was the body I was fucking made my cock hard and my head filled with an erotic high. And that was before adding the pleasure my cock felt as it moved in and out of her vagina.
The surge I gave my cock with each thrust came absolutely naturally; seeming effortlessly, given the stimulation her shear presence gave me.
Her breasts still beckoned and I took my turns sucking them, even if there was a slightly greater emphasis on the thrusting this time.
Annika was more clearly vocalising her arousal this time; a sort of rolling, continuous moans...
"Ooohhh...ooohhh...ooohhh...oohhaarrr..."
As Annika rolled into another orgasm, this time she lifted her hips a bit; although largely pinned by my weight. But the hand she had on my bum told me to keep thrusting, so I did. I could feel her contractions as she moaned even louder, but while the contractions faded, I wasn't sure her orgasm had stopped.
She seemed to have worked herself up into a really high state of stimulation. I'd read somewhere that multiple female orgasms are sometimes just continuations of the first one. While I was pretty sure the first and second were separate, I had this strong feeling this second orgasm was prolonging itself.
She didn't seem to object when I dived down to have another suck on her breasts and nipples, even though I had to do it with a shallower penetration. But I suspected I was still rubbing against her g spot and was certainly still able to surge my cock as I thrust it in.
Her grip had tightened a little bit, but not much. My cock felt absolutely fantastic, but was far from wanting to boil over and dump its load yet.
Apart from what I'd had with Annika yesterday, this was sex unlike I'd ever had it before. I'd never had a woman in a prolonged state of orgasm under me before. Goodness, I'd never even had one have two consecutive orgasms before. Nor had I found myself in such a prolonged sexual interaction before.
Sensitive of my need to go to Uni, I'd kept an eye on the time. I'd been banging away at Annika for twenty minutes. Twenty minutes of sexual energy, a sexual high, my cock as hard as a rock, my testosterone raging with the sheer manly pleasure of making love to such a beautiful woman for so long.
I was beginning to understand why Annika had warned me she was willing to get sore again, and indeed, why she was willing to do it. It was almost like I was torturing her with pleasure. Her eyes were rolling back in her head as her mouth formed an almost perpetual circle of blissful moaning.
Slowly, I felt Annika tighten her grip on me; bit by bit. Each tightening heightened my already over the top pleasure. By this stage I was moaning too -- something I don't usually do -- while also grunting with the sheer effort of what had become half an hour of constant sexual activity.
Then the moment came when I knew I was about to climax. With the buildup leading to that moment, I already sensed it was going to be a monster; like somewhere between my balls and my cock, my body had been accumulating something; packing it in, ready to jet it out in one explosive rush.
I thrust myself full in and held it there for just a moment before my cock exploded, sending a shockwave of pleasure up my shaft and something like a plasma wave up to my brain.
I bellowed, like I'd never bellowed before, following my body's instruction to thrust hard and fast, almost unmercifully into Annika; not that she seemed to mind, her own orgasm seemingly stirred to a new height by my actions.
For me, it was the orgasm that just kept giving; pulse after explosive pulse, each one refreshing my brains overwhelming pleasure. Not five pulses, not ten, but it must have been something like fifteen mind blowing, cum shooting pulses before I collapsed down, my head alongside Annika's and jerked and mini thrust until I'd extracted every last drop.
I was left exhausted and panting on top of her; unable to find the energy to move or even support my own weight over her, leaving her pinned underneath me. I knew that wasn't fair or nice, so used whatever energy I could find to roll off her; extracting my still hard erection from her as I did and having it first pulled out horizontal as it extracted itself from Annika's vagina and then crash against my stomach as I flopped onto my back.
Annika was nowhere near as spent as I was. She rested her head on my chest, looking at me as her hand went down and wrapped itself around my erection...
"That was the most greatest sex I've ever had."
This was not the time or place to correct her English. Nor did I have the energy to do so...



"For me too."
I was surprised that Laila hadn't crashed the party. Her sexual needs over the last 20 odd hours had seemed bottomless. And we'd certainly had made known what we were up to by our vocalisation of our activities. And yet it was just as well. I really needed to get up, have breakfast and get on my way if I was going to get to Uni at a reasonable hour; especially as I had to duck home and collect my books and notes.
And that's before I even thought about clothing.
Annika moved up my body and started kissing me. French kissing. But unlike Laila, she seemed to have a limit on such things. It was more a thank you kiss than Laila's oxytocin driven, overwhelming passion kissing.
As she pulled back, I indicated...
"I'd better get up and have some breakfast so I can go to Uni."
"What is Uni?"
I should have known better than to slip into the Australian habit of shortening everything.
"University."
I started to roll off the bed, Annika releasing the hand grip she still had on my erection. By now, with all the sexual activity, I felt could have just walked around their unit naked. But by force of habit, I grabbed the closest item of clothing -- the dry speedos from yesterday -- and slipped them on as I stood up, tucking my erection into them by stretching the material over its projection well above the waistband.
I offered a hand to Annika to help her up, then watched as she dressed herself -- if you could call it that -- in her g string bikini.
We both left the bedroom to find Laila sitting out on the patio with a coffee by her side, dressed like Annika in the g string bikini. She stood up and walked towards us, her eyes focused on my erection, which once again seemed reluctant to subside.
She walked up to me, placed one arm around my back and the palm of the other around my erection, kissing me before announcing...
"Good morning. It sounded like you and Annika had a nice time this morning. I would have liked to join in but I too am feeling a bit sore this morning so thought I would have a rest. Maybe later we could make up for it."
Later? I was leaving soon and hadn't even started to think about what happens after this. Laila noticed my hesitation...
"You will come back today after you have finished work or whatever you have to do, won't you?"
.
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As I worked through my Uni program that day, I couldn't help contemplating what I'd got myself into.
Expressed in its most basic form, two stunningly attractive and sexually desirable Swedish sisters visiting Australia had picked me up to be their...well I suppose you could call it, sex slave.
Except, I wasn't a slave.
But they'd openly admitted they were attracted first of all to my body; the product of lots of swim training and being a volunteer lifesaver at Bondi beach.
Their sexual needs, if not actually insatiable, were at the least extraordinarily high.
On the upside, they were actually really nice girls, we seem to have hit it off in more ways than just the sex and...well I've had the best sex I've ever had in my life.
Is there anything morally wrong with what I'm letting myself be part of? It's weird, I admit. In a way, it's something most guys would dream of happening to them.
I struggled with the question, even as every bone in my body -- and the erection I kept getting through the day as I thought about them -- told me I should just go with the flow. After all, the dinner we had last night was a fantastic experience. Not just because of the food or view at a fancy restaurant, but because they were great company and we managed to entertain each other in a way that left me with a mental high.
I texted them to tell them I'd be at their place around 4 pm.
This time at least I came with a few spare clothes; although I was wondering whether I'd get to wear any of them, given how the girls run around all but naked.
.It was Annika's voice I heard on the intercom when I pushed the button at the door to their unit, and Annika who meet me at the door as I stepped out of the lift; probably predictably, dressed only in a thong bikini.
She gave me a kiss on the cheek as she welcomed me and closed the door behind us, leading me through to the bedroom so I could put my overnight bag there. Almost as soon as I put it down, in her very direct way that her Swedish tainted English comes out, she announced...
"It is a very warm day for the clothes you have on. I will help you take some off."
Almost immediately she was pulling my t shirt over my head. Not in the usual way you would do it of grabbing the bottom hem of it and peeling it off. Rather she sensuously ran her hands up my torso, gathering the t shirt material as she went, before easing the bundled material over my head.
Casting it aside, she undid the belt buckle and buttons of my pants, opening up the fly to let them drop to the floor.
She cast her eye down at my lose boxer style underpants and the half erection that the loss of my pants revealed...
"Hmmm...not really the best look for lounging around the house in, are they. They hide too much from us. Maybe you would look better in swim briefs. We dried the pair you left here this morning. I will get it. Wait there."
I stood frozen in place as she disappeared from the room, reappearing a moment later with a pair of my lifesaving club speedos which I'd forgotten to take as I left that morning.
She dropped my undies to the floor, then held the swimbriefs open as I stepped into them, watching as the half erection which had subsided in her absence grew again with her face almost planted against it as she bent down to let me step into it.
Having tucked everything in and readjusted its sit on my body to her liking -- in the process growing my half mongrel even more -- she announced...
"Laila is out on the patio enjoying the view. Go and sit with her and I'll bring some beers out."
Laila was lying on a sunbed in a corner of the patio, seductively laid out as I came into her view; dressed like Annika in one of what seemed to be their many thong bikinis. She stood up as I stepped out, signalling me to sit on one of the two Ottoman chairs around the small iron table -- the one facing outward towards the beach.
Then she sat on my lap, as one of them had every time we sat out here -- given there were three people and only two seats. But instead of sitting sideways across my lap as the girls had before, she straddled it, facing me, brushing her breasts across my face as she sat down and positioned herself.
Looking over the top of my head, and then leaning back just enough to look down at my face, she commented...
"Annika is coming with the beers. After that, we were hoping you might take us down to the beach and teach us how to catch waves with our bodies."
She flashed me a gorgeous smile. The sort of smile that makes you want to give them anything they ask for. There's something special about both the sisters. Yes, they are drop dead stunning both in their figures and their faces; indeed, in their whole body. And yes, they seem to constantly run around in highly sexualised clothing -- to the extent they wear anything at all.
But the specialness extends beyond the visual. On the one hand, there is what I'd call -- for want of a better expression -- their feel. There is a lovely feminism about being in contact with their bodies. A lovely soft, womanly feel that defies the slender tautness of what the eyes can see.
The other is, well, I suppose you have to call it their smell, although there are elements of it which are very subtle. It's not a perfume, it's way more natural than that. It wafts into your senses, almost embracing you in a cloud of it; stirring up your sexual responses. In the hot weather and with the time they are spending in the sun, their might be an element of a sweet, fresh sweat. But I suspect from the effect it has on me, there's a hormonal element as well.
When Annika had tucked my half mongrel into the swimmers, she'd left it projecting out horizontal. As Laila had sat on me, she'd once again captured the tip of my semi-stiff manhood under her crotch.
Between the physical contact with my cock, the sight and feel of her breasts right in front of my face and the wafting aroma of her feminine body, the result was unavoidable. I grew a boner that pushed up along her crease; the tip embedding itself in what I could clearly feel as the valley between her inner labia. Indeed, I could feel a radiating warmth penetrating through the thin material of my swimmers that made it feel as though the tip was embedded in her vaginal opening.
Laila squirmed about on top of me, screwing the tip of my erection around in the valley in which it found itself...
"Hmmm. You seemed to be pleased to have me sitting on your lap."
"I think I can feel your body reciprocating that pleasure."
"I think you are right. Perhaps they should not be denied the pleasure they seek."
Laila put her hand down the narrow gap between our bodies, lifted herself off my lap for just a second, exposed my erection, pulled aside the narrow gusset of her bikini pants and the next thing I knew I was full penetrated into her; my hard erection having slid into what was clearly a very receptive and ready vagina.
"I think, now our bodies are feeling happier."
Annika came out with three beers, put an icy one in my hand, and Laila's in hers, took a bit of a looked at where Laila had positioned herself and a guess of what was happening between us and sat on the other chair. Annika repeated Laila's request...
"We were hoping that after you've had your beer that you might take us down to the beach and teach us how to catch waves with our bodies."
"Sure. It's been a hot day. It would be a pleasure."
As Annika sat down on the seat opposite us, Laila bent in and whispered cheekily in my ear...
"Feels good, doesn't it?"
I could only hope Laila would understand the Australian sense of hunour as I pulled my head back so she could see my face, the big grin I was offering her and the raised eyebrows...
"The beer? Sure does."
She squeezed my cock and lifted herself up and down a bit to create a bit of a thrust...
"You know what I mean."
"I do, and it does."
"I wonder what cold beer lips and tongue would feel like on my nipples?"
She deftly pulled aside the triangle of her bikini top and presented a hardened nipple to my chilled lips. I licked it, then took it between my lips, all the way down to the puffed up areola, sucking it, while playing my tongue against the nipple inside my mouth.
She tensed with the initial chill on such a sensitive area, then held my head against her breast, making my continued stimulation of it more or less compulsory. She started breathing more heavily and slowly, but with subtle movements, lifting herself up and down on my shaft.
I glanced across at Annika with the limited vision I had around Laila's breasts. She saw my movement and rolled her eyes in response. Figuring Laila was going to take this to the finish, I transferred my beer bottle to my other hand to free up the one nearest her other nipple and slipped my fingers under the other triangle of her bikini top, tweaking the nipple underneath with what were some very chilled fingers.
Again, she tensed and there was an intake of breath. But after that initial reaction, it was almost as if the cold made the stimulation of her nipples more intense.
She curled her back outwards, I figured trying to get my shaft to rake her g spot with her rise and fall, while keeping her breast in my mouth. But in the process, she had lifted up the front of her mons away from my lap, enough to let me get my fingers down onto her clit.
Abandoning the nipple I was tweaking between my fingers, I slid my hand down under her mons and found a firm and very wet little clit ready for fingering; extending one finger out to feel where my shaft was entering her body.
Laila didn't take long to climax after that; I suspect the fingering accelerating the process.
She moaned as she rested her head high over my shoulder, hugging me tightly and in the process, forcing her breast even further into my mouth. As my shaft felt her contractions start to subside, Laila lifted her head back, extracting her breast from my mouth in the process, and looked me in the eye...
"Thank you. I felt I missed out on something when you had to run off this morning. I have been waiting all day for you to return. Would you like me to finish you now?"
It says something about the amount of sex I;d had in the last 24 hours, when I replied...
"I suspect there will be a lot of finishes before the day is through. Maybe Annika wants a turn or, if not, maybe I should save my energy for later."
I looked across to Annika...
"I am hoping you can give us more of the good sex we've enjoyed, but I can wait for now. I think it is time for us to go to the beach."
Annika's answer didn't surprise me. I suspect she likes a good long, even hard, fucking, rather than a quickie on my lap and lots and lots of tactile flirting leading up to it.
Laila gave Annika an almost surprised look, screwed up her nose as if to say...'your loss'... and dismounted me, leaving my still full, and now wet and sticky, erection projecting from my swimmers. She bent down, stretching the front of my swimmers to sheath my erection back in it, then wrapped her hand around the uppers part of it, sliding it up and down a few time; although, in the process, having her juices visually permeating though the cloth of my swimmers.
The girls grabbed the mini skirts they seem to like to wear over their thong bikinis while walking to the beach. When I picked up a pair of board shorts out of my travel bag to put on in exchange for the swim briefs I was wearing, Annika noticed me start to peel the swimmers down and intercepted my action; putting her hand on my to stay proceedings...
"Why are you changing?"
"I usually wear board shorts when I'm body surfing."
The fact was, my generation usually wears board shorts for most water activities; and I just happen to usually go commando. But when I'm doing long swims I find swim briefs don't chaff as much and that speedo like swimmers are handy under my surf lifesaver shorts; a sort of insurance policy.
"I think you like seeing us in our bikinis. Well, you are very desirable in your tight little swimsuit. Maybe you could wear that for us today and just put a pair of street pants over it to walk to the beach."
I had to be amused about the way Annika's Swedish thought process gets translated to English and even more amused by being told I was desirable. There was no doubt that they were a visual treat in their bikinis. Although a tad unfashionable, and even a bit daggy, I figured I could comply with her request; more so because she'd been feeling up my still half mongrel through my swimmers as she explained her request. Well, at least it was a half mongrel when she started. It was a lot more by the time she'd finished her request.
Since they'd first dragged me back to their unit, things had been pretty full on. I knew they were beautiful, and knew they had a powerful sexual effect on me; at the very least on my cock, but in reality it was much more than that.
Maybe for the first time, as I watched them prepare for the beach and even as we stood in the lift going down, I had the first opportunity to really contemplate what it was that was so attractive.
You wouldn't really mistake them for models. But then, that's because most models are too tall and too skinny; in the process often lacking in a truly feminine figure and pretty flat in the breast department if I'm allowed to say that. Plus you sometimes wonder if they are actually able to smile.
The girls were both tall and slender; but not as tall or as skinny as most models. They had enough on them to have a really nice figure; curved, without showing the -- if you'll excuse my directness -- the fat bottomed, giant breasted curvaceousness that marks them as likely to grow fat as they get older. Their breasts are well balanced to their bodies; generous for ones so slender, and very complementary to their figures, but not pendulous -- I would guess an upper size B or a smaller C cup.
There is, in what seems like a tautology, a taut softness to their bodies; taut in the sense their bodies are fit, strong and straight; completely lacking, for instance, any tummy bulge. But up close against them, they convey this truly wonderful womanly softness as they press against you.
But there's a few additional features they really sexually supercharge their appearance.
Among the many breast shapes, which any lifesaver has ample opportunities to observe, my favourite has always been the wide based but slightly conical shape with the nipple on the end; as long as the areola isn't too big. It projects nicely and I just find it more sexually suggestive; whatever that means.
The girls not only have that, but have the bonus of an areola of nearly perfect proportions which is slightly puffy; raising the base of their nipple out from the breast itself, and as I've had ample opportunity to discover, makes for a very nice mouth feel when you're sucking them.
Then, as the icing on the cake, there's the issue of their mons; and more specifically their delightful little mons bulge. Not for them the mons, almost non existent, that just disappears in a rounded curve, unannounced down into her crotch. No, their mons stands proud; almost in a straight line from their equally straight stomachs, the clean shaved, slightly thick lips that form it displaying a vertical crease that invites attention; even when it is only displayed by way of a sucked in fold -- something less than a full camel toe - in their bikini pants, and then turns almost at right angles between their legs.
Those same thick lips embrace your cock in the most stimulating way, even more so when I was doing something like I did with Laila where I stimulated her clit by rubbing my erection back and forwards along her crease. It felt nearly as good as being penetrated in her.
And as for when they bend over in front of you in their bikinis -- which the girls have made a point of doing sometimes -- the bulge display visible between their legs in their generous thigh gap is enough to make you cum in your pants.
As for their arses... I'm not a big fan of thong bikinis -- not that I really have any say in the matter. But you have to have just the right sort of butt, or they can be very unflattering. Well, the girls have that sort of butt. A long bum crease and glutes that are shapely, long and wide enough to flatter their exposure, without being anywhere near of Kardishian proportions.
None of that would make up for a mean or surly disposition.
But in the last twenty four hours, they've completely won me. Yes they have an assertive confidence. But it is exercised with such thoughtfulness and kindness that you just want to give them whatever they desire.
And their smile. Oh my god. Generously shared, it just lights up whatever environment they are in; flashing out from their cascade of long blonde hair.
Mind you, contemplating this as I was, drifting off into my own thoughts, I got caught out by them as I all but slack jawed stared at them as we travelled down in the lift, trying to suppress my cocks desire to grow a boner. Annika coyly asked...
"What are you staring at?"
In a panic, I told the truth...
"Two very beautiful and lovely women."
"Are you now. Are we being judged for our appearances?"
"Judged is a harsh word, especially when the decision is so favourable. But, maybe, among other things. But was I not judged for my appearance too?"
"That is true. And do you like what you see?"
"As I said, you are very beautiful women. But there's a lot more to you than that. You are delightful young ladies who it is a pleasure to be with."
"It is a pleasure to be with you too."
I was saved by the opening lift doors, which encouraged each of them to grab one of my hands for the walk down across the park to the beach.
It's an interesting thing, walking with them, hand in hand, like that; one on each side. I suppose I tend to associate hand in hand with a lover's walk -- if it's not a child. Which makes it a bit incongruous when there's two of them. It's even stranger when Laila seems to insist on placeing our clasped hands against her mons, slowing moving in time with our pace against it, as she leans in against me.
We walked up to the most Southern set of flags and stripped off down to our swimwear; the girls giggling and squealing as they ran into the water; crashing against the first breaking wave they struck, with Laila getting bowled over and rolled in the sand.
So it seemed that a bit of instruction with dealing with the waves was a good starting point. You can duck dive of course; but a lot of injuries occur when people do that too enthusiastically and break their neck on the sandy bottom. So I showed them how to do it a bit more safely.
But I also showed them how to just turn their back to it and brace themselves as the wave breaks over them; depending on how big the wave is and where you are positioned relative to the break point.
The waves were actually pretty well perfect for body surfing; breaking nicely -- rather than dumping -- and of a good size, being powerful, but not overwhelming. But as they girls found on their way out, they are also strong enough to dislodge a bikini top. They were probably strong enough to depants a girl out of a bikini bottom too, but what the girls were wearing didn't offer enough material for the wave to have any effect.
I'd already seen that the girls were really strong swimmers. So all they really needed to do was get used to properly timing the take off; which they almost instantly picked up.
It wasn't long before the three of us were all catching the same wave; a bit of a friendly competition emerging as to who can catch it further. I had something of a natural advantage, but it was clear the girls were determined to do just as well, in a playful sort of way.
Annika pushed the competition -- or maybe it was just the sexual game - a bit further when she steered herself into me as we caught the same wave; basically mounting my back and leaving us both rolling around together as the wave washed us up onto the sand.



That sort of started a game of frolicking and groping by the girls; more often as we were waiting for a good wave set. A favourite was that they'd stand facing me and put their hands on my shoulders to let them jump over a roller that we were going to let go, planting their breasts in my face; the raised imprint of their puffed areola and extended nipples in their wet unlined bikini tops being particularly provocative. Then, coming back down in close contact with me, they'd sometimes quite deliberately impale themselves between their legs on an erection they managed to induce in me before they jumped. Because it really didn't take much on their part to induce an erection when they deliberately set about to do so.
But other times it was nothing more than a direct, playful, grope. Or a very intimate hug with sensuous kiss.
It made me feel like I was back in my younger virginal days when it really didn't take much contact with a girl to set me embarrassingly off.
It soon seemed like the sexual play started to be more important to them than catching any waves.
It was Laila who first suggested we go back to the unit; maybe just in time, because she was getting handisie enough I thought she was going to get me to fuck her out the back of the surf break. It was something quickly agreed to by Annika. They started to drag me out of the water, except I had one small problem. Well, the problem was that it wasn't that small. It was OK for them. All they had to do was reset their bikini tops back over the breast where they belonged. But I had a full boner that was standing very proudly and obviously in my tightly fitted speedos. There was no way I could walk out of the water like that. All I could do was send them ahead while I caught another wave or two without their groping of me to let it settle down.
Annika looked at my crotch as I exited the water...
"Is it better now?"
"Yes thank you."
Still dressed only in their bikinis, and without trying to dry themselves -- or leaving me time to do myself - the girls led me to the ramp off the beach that was nearest to the cold water shower; stopping there to rinse off the salt and sand.. With our swimwear soaking wet, even after towelling ourselves, they started the walk along the promenade, still dressed only in their bikinis.
Still, by now they'd got the vibe that if you were only dressed in swimwear -- and very little of it at that -- it was best to walk along the beach or parkland; only crossing Bondi Road when you were adjacent to their unit.
We'd only just got in the door and closed it behind us when Laila jumped me with a bear hug, wrapped her legs around my thighs and asked -- or rather demanded...
"I have been feeling like sex all day. Can we have some serious sex please."
Once again, I had to be amused by her strange way of expressing things in English; although understandable when it's not her native language.
"What do you mean by really serious sex?"
"Lots of banging."
"I didn't think girls liked just getting banged."
"You do it very well."
"What about Annika."
I looked towards her. She starred back at me, with a bit of a grin, knowing her sister had expressed it strangely, nodding her head...
"Annika wants banging too."
"Would you like to be banged over the kitchen bench?"
Laila looked across to Annika, who again nodded her head...
"The kitchen bench sounds good."
I started carrying her towards the island bench, managing to pull as I went the strings of her bikini top with the same hands that were supporting her weight. As I eased her down, she hung up on my erection momentarily, bending it down between her legs. I pulled back to release it as I peeled off the now slack triangles of her top, and turned her around, bending her over the bench.
I turned back to Annika, who was just watching...
"Would you like me to carry you too?"
She grinned at me again...
"I like the sound of that."
I lifted Annika with two arms horizontally across my body; her bottom dropping just far enough that my erection was poking into her bum cheek. She looked up and me, smiling like a Cheshire cat...
"This is very sexy; being carried off to be sexed to."
"I'm glad you like it. I'll have to do more carrying of you."
I'd deliberately captured the lower string tie of her bikini top in my hand as I'd picked her up. Now as I put her down, I pulled the tie to release it and pulled the top over her head. Turning her around, I bent her over the bench too; closely against Laila.
I fondled their extremely cute bottoms as I stepped back for a better view...
"Well, these had better come off..."
I knelt down behind Laila and pulled her pants to the floor, crabbing on my knees across to Annika to do the same. Standing up, I dropped my own swimmers to the floor and kicked them off.
Bending over on top of both of them, so I was half on each, kissing their delightful backs, I reached down with an open palm to lightly grope both of their vulvas, seeing what state they were in.
Laila's was highly aroused; her labia spread open and a warm moist feeling through her crotch that went beyond any water wetness left by her bikini bottom. Emboldened, I ran two finger through the floor of her vulva, feeling her already swollen clit and a receptive vaginal opening. That gave me some indication she was ready for some fingering.
Annika's was less certain. Her labia were open, but maybe not as clearly. I lightly brushed my open palm across the top of her labia; wanting to complete her arousal but also to make sure I didn't prematurely touch up her more sensitive areas. But they responded quickly and soon I felt confident enough to finger her too.
"Who goes first."
Laila quickly replied...
"Me please."
"Is that OK with Annika?"
"Yes."
Still fingering Annika, I fingered Laila a bit more, penetrating her with my fingers before centring my hips over hers, bending my erection down and vaginally penetrating her. It went in wet and easily, as if she was ready to swallow it whole.
Lying diagonally enough across their backs that I could kiss Annika's, I circled my erection inside of Laila, screwing it about as I got the measure of how I make love to two women at once at the angle I was at.
Tentatively, given my angled approach, I withdrew a bit from Laila and thrust back in, screwing it about again. Laila gave me an encouraging hum.
But I sensed I wasn't hitting her g spot; and if I didn't do that, I wasn't sure I could get a climax from her. I stood a bit taller, using her pelvic floor muscles as a pivot to force my erection down onto the front wall of her vagina more firmly. Then I shortened my strokes; trying to maximise the contact of the bell of my cock with her g spot. Using the now only spare hand to wrap around Laila's upper torso, I then started tweaking her nipple too.
Laila's breathing, and the noises she was making soon told me we moved from mildly pleasurable to highly stimulatory.
As for Annika, she was getting pretty worked up too. I'd stuck my thumb as deeply into her vagina as I could, pressing hard down on the front wall, trying to stimulate her g spot as I continued to finger her clit. I wasn't certain my thumb could get deep enough, but suspected it could.
And it proved to be right. Although by now I'd learnt that Annika wasn't as vocal as her sister, it was clear she was getting pretty aroused too.
For myself, what I was doing was exciting, novel and very pleasant, but I wasn't going to cum to it. It just wasn't stimulating my cock enough. Which in a way was good. I didn't want to cum prematurely. I was confident I'd be given my turn in good time.
With both her g spot and clit being stimulated, Annika came first. A good one as far as I could tell as she moaned and squirmed about on the bench.
As soon as Annika's orgasm had spent itself, I realigned myself to be entirely over and behind Laila. That let me cup and fondle her other breast and really start to go to town on her. If she wanted banging; then banging was what she was going to get.
Except she didn't get much. Because 30 seconds after I started, she had a massive orgasm; squirting all over my leg as she moaned and cried out. I slowed down, slowly thrusting until her orgasm also ran its course, gently kissing her back.
As her contractions ceased and her moaning quietened, I just lay across her back, my erection still delightfully fully penetrated in the welcoming environment of her vagina. I contemplated how to finish this. As pleasurable as it was, I didn't feel as though just keeping banging her like I had been was going to get me to orgasm very quickly. If I asked Laila to grip me a bit tighter, I was sure I could get there eventually; maybe even quickly if she gripped tightly enough.
But for me it lacked something. As beautiful and feminine as their sculptured backs were and as cute as their arses were, fucking them bent over a cold, stone, kitchen bench was very much a cock driven form of sex. It lacked an intimacy and human connection that I'd come -- even in the short time I'd known them -- to value as a precious part of my sexual interaction with them. But then, maybe I'm out of fashion. I know both men and women are supposed to like doggy style, and this was just a variant of that.
But I felt they both offered much more than that; especially when our bodies could be intimately intertwined, face to face, as I did a horizontal dance of love with them.
I doubted either of them was entirely finished with their sexual intentions for the day. I could just take the orgasm now, and hope for better later on.
In the few moments those thought passed through my head, Laila made her own evaluation of the situation...
"Have you cum?"
"Not yet."
"Don't you want to? Or do you want to cum in Annika?"
"Yes I want to cum. But I'm aware Annika hasn't been penetrated if that was something she wanted to happen."
"You know you made me squirt."
"Isn't that good?"
"In terms of a great orgasm, yes. But once you get off me I'll have to clean us both up."
"That's OK with me."
"Well, I'm pinned to the bench at the moment. You might need to release me."
I withdrew from her and stood up. Laila slipped out from under me and headed into the bedroom to get a towel and Annika, still bent over the bench, waiting for something to happen piped up...
"Yes, I'd like to you to penetrate me too before you finish."
Again I marvelled -- if that is the right word -- at the strange conversations I found myself having with the girls; largely because of our language differences and their sometimes convoluted translations. But it sort of settled the where and when of my finish.
I stood behind her and guided my erection into a very wet vagina. I pulled Annika back a bit, so only her head and shoulders were over the bench. If we were going to do it this way, I wanted to do it properly and that meant having easy access to her clit and breasts.
I cupped her breast with one hand, tweaking the nipple, while I fingered her clit with the other; all as I started thrusting.
It was pretty vigorous thrusting. Annika had to brace herself against the bench.
Annika doesn't make as much noise as Laila, but she made enough to let me know this was working for her. And with the moderately firm grip she had on my shaft, it was working for me too.
I took my time, letting me and my erection wallow in the privilege of exciting myself in Annika's vagina. Slowly I felt my balls brew up as Annika too responded to the triple stimulation of her nipples, clit and g spot.
She went first, her contractions bearing down on my shaft as I took the final few thrusts that would tip me over into my own climax; leaving me standing there, fully penetrated into Annika as I pumped my seed into her.
It was only yesterday they dragged me back to this unit to act out their sexual fantasies. And yet, it already seemed like we had fallen into some sort of pattern.
We hung around the unit, mostly sitting out on the patio, for what little remained of the day; the girls going all out to prick tease me in their minimalist bikini state.
Then they took me out to dinner again; leaving me staring across the table at their breasts all but hanging out of the plunging neckline of their dresses.
A walk on the beach followed before we prepared ourselves for bed where I found myself lying naked between two beautiful girls who were equally naked.
And this was where I made up for the lack of intimacy the earlier encounter over the kitchen bench had left me with.
It was impossible not to grow a boner as I climbed onto the bed between them. Which meant, as I responded to their desire for a goodnight kiss and cuddle I was already fully prepped for what would follow. Because it was never going to be just a kiss and cuddle.
I had already discovered that threesomes can be a bit stressful.
Who gets the first kiss and the fucking that will inevitably flow from it? Do I dump a load in the first one and then wait to refract for the second, or do I make sure I bring the first one to a quick orgasm so my cock is already primed for the second? What If my cock is already well brewed up by the time I start on the second and I go off prematurely?
I laid on my back momentarily, almost waiting for the girls to decide the issue.
Predictably, Laila was the first one to lean over me to instigate some action.
Her words were 'goodnight' as she leaned over me and started kissing me, but she quickly intertwined our bodies, in good time, rolled us both onto our sides and, as she did, slid my shaft into her body.
What followed was a prolonged pashing; our hands and tongues each exploring the other's body, Laila grinding down on my shaft to maintain full penetration and maybe find some stimulation at the same time. She wasn't in a hurry and nor was I. After a while, she rolled herself on top of me and ground herself, by rubbing her clit on my pubis, to an orgasm in reverse missionary position.
She rested on me for a bit after her climax had passed before she went to roll me on top. I resisted...
"I'd better see what Annika wants."
I turned to Annika and raised my eyebrows. She nodded in response. I whispered in Laila's ear...
"It's wanted elsewhere."
Then I rolled us both onto our sides and withdrew from Laila before turning to face Annika. There we started much the same process; penetration and a prolonged, body intertwined pashing session. Some might find these sessions a bit tedious; a sort of 'get on with it' moment. I don't and, it seems, neither do the girls. It is not in any way a penis driven moment and nor is it intended to drive one towards a climax.
What it does do is really make you feel at one with your partner; heightening your senses in a way I find makes the full on sex, when it comes, all the more intense. Being bound together by having my erection deep inside their bodies is a part of that becoming one; after all, physically or spiritually, what can be more effective than that. That's not to say the erection is completely ignored. Every so often, one of us pushes down hard to make sure the penetration is as deep as it can go, and usually has a bit of a pleasurable little grind in the process.
As our passions fire up, one of us makes to move to start the real sex. I try and let the girls do that as often as possible and this time, like I did with Laila, it was Annika who made the move to roll on top of me. She sat up into a cowgirl position, leaning back and driving herself to a g spot orgasm while I fingered her clit and nipple.
Then it was my turn; on top, looking down at a beautiful woman as my manhood slides in and out of her body, pleasuring itself with every movement, ever so slowly brewing up until that moment comes where you hit the point of no return. I find there is no fixed response to that moment. Yes, just before the critical moment, the last thrust or two provide a fantastically pleasurable response. But there's little you can do to extract a few more of them. You are going to cum. You can't stop it, you can't really intentionally delay it, and all you can really do is make sure you get the best out of those first few pulses of cum being shot up your shaft.
I listen to my body in those moments. Sometimes it say to plunge yourself deeply in and freeze there. Other times it tells you to thrust like crazy even as the pulses spray your seed into her body.
This one was a thrust like crazy; pumping away until your body tells you to stop.
It was nice; a lovely way to finish the night. But in terms of the sex I've shared with the girls since I met them, it was very much a quickie. She came quickly, and I followed her example. It was after all meant to be a goodnight cuddle, not an all night marathon.
The night that followed was undisturbed; least of all by any middle of the night requests for sex by the girls. We seemed, even at this stage to be getting in some sort of pattern.
But what they missed out on during the night, they made up for in the morning.
I had spooned myself against Annika's back as I fell asleep and woke early to find my erection resting between her legs and in her crease. She was already awake and, on sensing my return to the living, slid me into her body and instigated what I suppose you'd call on your side doggy style. Able to stimulate her nipples and clit, I got her to come pretty quickly. But clamping her vagina down on my shaft, and thrusting herself against my shaft, she made sure I came too.
There was no falling back to sleep after that. We both got up; me having breakfast to prepare myself for another day of Uni. But half an hour later Laila came out, stark naked, dragged me back into the bedroom, put a pillow under her butt and had me bang away at her -- in the most pleasurable way of course.
She knew I was short of time, so gripped me tightly too; making us both cum within moments of each other.
The next few days followed much the same pattern; sex when I got home from Uni, sex as we fell asleep and sex in the morning; sometimes with one cum shot, sometimes with two. There was less pattern to that.
The girls well understood the power of their bodies and used it too the full; the bikinis, low plunging dresses and sometimes just their nakedness, making sure getting me to get it up was pretty easy to achieve. And they were just as instant about objectifying my body.
But I noticed as the days passed, what seemed to be their clear plan for their time in Australia was drifting. They were less sure when they would move on from Sydney and even less sure where they would go next. I was really enjoying being with them, so if they'd spend a few more days in Sydney, that would be great.
But they took me completely by surprise by the plan they proposed to me as I came home on the fifth day.
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For the fourth consecutive day as I left Uni, I headed for the Swedish girls' unit at Bondi Beach.
It had been a strange week; well if you call a week of almost endless sex strange.
I'd never in my life had so much sex. In fact, had you asked me, I wouldn't have thought a man could have so much sex in that period. Even when I was away at Uni most of the time, we were looking at at least three times a day with each of them. So that's six times a day; even if they sometimes shared the same erection. And that was when they didn't get randy during the night as well.
And on top of that was the groping and sex play that was almost constant.
Was it too much? Was I already over it?
No and no.
Yes, I've had a friend actually moan that their girlfriend wanted too much; and it was less than I was getting. But the girls just made it all so much fun. Thee was more to it than the sex. They were delightfully playful about it all. And of course, drop dead sexy, just to help me keep my interest in them up.
But from what they told me when they first meet me, by now they should be moving on to their next port of call in Australia. I had been anything but looking forward to their departure. The past week had been the best of my life. But something seemed to have changed. I got the vibe, without the detail, that a major change in their holiday plans was afoot.
When I got to their unit, I got the usual enthusiastic greeting from two barely dressed girls; once again in their thong bikinis. By which I mean an intimate hug and a kiss as I walked in the door.
But I hadn't even put my bag down before they guided me backwards into the bedroom.
That of itself was not unprecedented. Sex almost immediately as I got home was generally the case.
But there was something different about the way they frogmarched me, as there was about the way the stripped me naked, pushed me flat on the bed and then the two of them laid on top of me, each half covering me; the erection they triggered caught between their hips.
As is often the case, it was Annika who started explaining what this was all about...
"When we came for this holiday, we wanted to explore the Kimberly area. A real Australia outback adventure. But our dad didn't want us doing it alone and we didn't want to just be part of an organised group tour.."
While the girls had been coy about it, their dad seems to be some sort of billionaire who at the same time indulges his daughters, while also making sure they stay down to earth. The Kimberly area is pretty remote. He might have been a bit overprotective, especially given how savvy and independent the girls seemed, but I could understand his concern.
Anyway, Annika continued...
"But he's now agreed that if you will come as our guide and protector, we can go to the Kimberlies. We told him about your Uni term not quite being over and how you need to work during the holidays to fund your Uni costs. He said we should see if a satellite connection to the internet would let you complete the term on line and that he would pay all costs of the holiday and give you a generous wage to look after us."
My head was spinning as I took in what I heard...
"Does your dad know that the guy who is meant to be protecting his daughters is fucking them both."
It occurred to me she might not know what 'fucking' meant, but she did...
"Yes. Dad knows we are not virgins. But if we are going to make this a sex holiday, he would prefer it to be with one man, rather than a lot.. He was pleased that we are able to share something for a change. He doesn't think that we have been very good at sharing in the past."
"How much have you been telling him about your time here?"
"We speak every day and he knows everything thing that happens. Maybe not in full detail, but nothing is secret."
I had to do a quick mental survey of the issues.
I was up to date in getting all my essays in; indeed there were no more to come. Yes, there was an on line facility to see out the term. But I did have an exam on the 6th December I had to be back for. And as for my usual job, I had a fair idea that as long as I was back on deck for the last crazy week before Christmas, my boss could cover my absence. But these things have to be confirmed.
I explained the position to the girls, who seemed to have the bases already covered...
"We anticipated there might be an exam. Dad will fly us back from wherever we are for your exam and back to Western Australia again if the holiday is unfinished."
"How does he do that?"
"His corporate jet is presently in Australia and will be for the rest of the year."
OK, I was starting to realise I was well out of my league here. But the girls knew that. As I basically accepted their proposition subject to confirming a few small details, the girls showed their excitement by wrapping their hands around my erection and playing with it. Annika turned to Laila and, with a somewhat sarcastic tone, asked...
"Well sister, will we celebrate by sharing him again?"
"That is a good idea sister. I will show you how good at sharing I am by saying you may have him first."
Laila rolled off me and lay alongside, letting Annika fully mount me. She didn't even bother undressing out of her thong bottom, merely pulling the narrow gusset aside, sitting up, pulling my erection to the vertical and easing herself down onto it. Leaning back into a reverse cowgirl position, she started lifting herself up and down on my erection.
Unable, given how far back she was leaning, to suck her nipple, I lifted the hand on the opposite side to where Laila was to let Annika run her breast against it to stimulate her nipple.
Laila in the mean time repositioned herself to kiss me; kneeling alongside me.
That let me slide my hand down between her legs to touch up her vulva and, once I was sure it was ready for it, finger her clit, once again after pulling aside the gusset of her thong bikini bottom.
As Laila became more aroused by my fingering of her, she gave up on kissing me and instead moved her breast over my mouth, pulled aside the small triangle top of her bikini and basically lowered it against my lips; making pretty clear I was meant to suck her nipple.
With one in my mouth and the other alongside it, Laila's dangling breasts -- made look bigger under the effect of gravity - pretty well took up most of my field of vision. And quite a nice one at that.
As I felt Annika lean further back on me, pretty clearly intensifying her rubbing of my shaft against her g spot, my hand could barely reach her breasts, so I instead dropped it to between her legs, to finger her clit as well; extending a finger just for the pleasure of feeling my cock sliding in and out of her as she lifted herself up and down.
It was quite a challenge fingering two clits at the same time. A bit like the patting your head and rubbing your stomach challenge. You tend to synchronise the movement, not necessarily responding to the individual signals of whether you're getting it right. Still, it seemed effective enough; especially for Laila, who's signals I tended to respond to since she wasn't having her g spot stimulated.
It's a strange situation when you've got a woman riding your cock but your focus is actually on the woman with her breast in your mouth who's dripping her juices all over the fingers you've got on her clit. That's not to say I couldn't feel and enjoy my cock being pleasured. But Laila was right over me. I can hear her breathing and listen to her moans -- almost hear her heartbeat - much more intensely than I could hear Annika's.
And Laila's breathing was telling me she was on the verge of cumming. Even in the short time I've known her, it has always been obvious that fingering her brings her to the fastest orgasms; even if she yearns for far less stimulative penetrative sex.
Leaving her breast in my mouth, she moaned as she came; letting me prolong her orgasm as I continued to gently stimulate both her nipple and clit.
When it seemed that the orgasm petered out, she still initially left her breast in my mouth as she cradled my head in her hands; kissing the top of my shoulder. I reciprocated by stopping fingering her clit and instead caressed her back until she withdrew from me and just stroked my hair as she sat alongside.
Which finally opened up my field of vision to Annika.
Annika was leaning back, her mouth hanging open, her eyes sort of rolled back as she sort of panted, moaned and heavy breathed her increasing arousal. Her breasts bounced delightfully as she rode up and down on my shaft. It sort of reminded me of my older sister doing a rising trot at Pony Club; although she had a tight t shirt on.
The fingers I had against her clit told me she was pretty wet too; more so as I amused myself by holding one finger extended out to her vaginal opening; feeling my shaft go in and out of her body.
I was simply along for the ride on this one. The girls don't grip me very tightly when they ride me like this, so while it feels nice, I'm a long way from coming. But then, that has been my general experience with my sexual partners over the years. Unless they really focus on bringing me to a climax, them riding me cowgirl, or even just reverse missionary, rarely does it for me. Not that that's a problem as I usually get to reposition for my own climax.
Laila's head was alongside mine, and, out of the corner of my eye, I could see her watching her sister build to an orgasm nearly as intensely as I was.
Between her facial expressions and her bouncing breasts, it was actually quite a show. Not in any 'put on' actress like way; just as an interesting observation of humans in their most primitive state.
Annika's moan as she finally climaxed was like a prolonged deflation of a balloon as she collapsed forward down onto me, burying her face in the pillow alongside my head making sighing and moaning noises into it.
Laila waited until Annika lifted her head and started kissing me before asking...
"Well sister, can I share him now."
I could see their father's comment had started something, clearly, since they did it in English, intended to amuse me.
Annika looked across at her, then rolled off me -- extracting my still erect shaft from her body as she did so. Laila looked down at my erection and asked...
"Have you...hmm...ejakulera...hmm...I think you say cum...yet?"
"No I have not cum, or as we might say, ejaculated, yet."
"Well it is time for you to do so."
Laila laid herself out flat alongside me, spreading her leg, as she turned her head back to me...
"You may [ha samlag]...hmm..bang me and have your turn."
It occurred to me I really needed to give Laila some more decorous way of expressing in English her offering herself up for missionary position sex; although the big grin on her face as she said it made me suspect she knew damn well what she was saying.
I rolled on top of her, my sticky, damp, erection dropping between her legs and against her very wet crease. I lifted my hips up to guide my erection into her, but her hand beat mine to the task and I quickly found the tip of my shaft placed in her vaginal opening.
It only took the most gentle of pushes to fully penetrate her very receptive vagina.
The message I was pretty sure I'd received from her was that I was going for my own orgasm, and she was taking the cum shot. That was rather than giving her another; if for no other reason than by now, in this position, we'd worked out a pillow under her hips gave her a good orgasm but without it she probably wouldn't be brought to one. She'd had plenty of time to position a pillow and hadn't done so, and she was nothing if not a woman who knew how to get her way.
As I liked to do, I lifted myself on straightened arms. It gives me the best control over my thrusts and the delightful sight of the beautiful woman -- and her gorgeous, sexually provocative, breasts -- under me.
As I started thrusting, I found she had only a moderate grip on me. She certainly wasn't trying to bring me to a fast climax.
The only way of describing the five minutes or so that followed was that I pleasured myself in her vagina; varying my thrusts to make each one as delightfully erotic as I could while visually taking in the privilege of fucking an incredibly beautiful woman.
She smiled up at me; seemingly encouraging me to take my time and make the best of it. Really conveying the sense she was gaining enjoyment from watching my enjoyment, something reinforced as she lifted her arm to stroke my cheek and blurted out half way through...
"You know, you look really cute and incredibly manly when you're having sex."
I blushed before responding...
"And you are an incredibly beautiful woman at any time."
After about that five minutes, I felt her grip tighten a bit. Not crushingly, but enough to accelerate my climax. It was like I could feel my shaft warming and my balls brewing up.
Then came those final couple of thrusts that generate a heightened pleasure as a warning I was about to dump my load. And dump my load in her I did as those first few pulses of cum shooting up my shaft sent the most wonderful feelings of rapture to my brain; making me groan and collapse onto Laila, face planted in the bed moaning and pumping as my body directed the the plan to extract every last drop of joy from the experience.
As often happens with these really good climaxes, my cock wasn't in any hurry to go flaccid and I wasn't in any hurry to take it out. Nor it seemed was Laila in any hurry to have me remove it as she cuddled me as I lay on top of her; trying to support most of my weight on my elbows and knees.
Still, there was a limit to everything and the girls' proposal meant I had much to do in the way of research and planning.
Eventually I pulled my erection out of her -- because it still was an erection, and sat up to pull a pair of swimmers on.
Annika wrapped her hand around my shaft just before I tucked it in...
"It is still hard. Are you sure it doesn't want more?"
"It is very empty, but in the presence of such beautiful women it likes to pretend it is better than it is."
"Is that the case?"
She grinned at me as she took over the job of stretching the front of my swim briefs over the towering erection, patting it gently as she stood up...
"I will get us some cold drinks to have on the patio."
I took my laptop with me so I could confirm the availability of on line learning and double check what exams I might have to attend in person. Annika put a beer in my hand and sat across my lap; moving my computer up onto her lap, there as I continued my research.
It took a while, but it was as I hoped. What little remained could be done on line and there was only one on site exam. I sent emails to my tutors, letting them know what would be happening; taking a bit of pressure off trying to see them all in person tomorrow.
Then I phoned my holiday work boss. A bit of sweet talking had him on board with me being back for the last week before Christmas.
That put the girls into action. They'd pretty well done their research already. They knew what 4WD truck they wanted to hire and confirmed their reservation. They also booked business class tickets for us to Darwin.
But they had also been thorough. They'd explored the list of equipment that came as standard with the hire truck and decided it wasn't enough for a safe trip. They'd found an 4WD equipment store in Darwin not too far from the rental business and arranged for a package consisting of mudboards, a fold up camping spade, some waterproof torches, a snatch strap, a tyre gauge, a battery operated tyre pump with two batteries and a battery charger to be packaged up and sent to the rental place ready for our arrival.
By the time that flurry of activity was over, it was nearly 6pm. With daylight saving in operation, the sun was still high -- well, highish - in the sky and the day still hot; our bodies covered in the sweat of our activities; starting of course with the sex, but including the pressure of arranging everything.
Laila said we should go for a dip at the beach before dinner.
By now the girls were pretty well treating the beach like it was their backyard; the main indicator of which was the fact they felt no inhibitions about just ducking down to the beach in whatever tiny bikini they had on. It had got to the point they didn't even bother with towels; or maybe just had one between us so we had something to hide the unit keys in. Since they only had to exit the unit block and cross a road before they were in the park abutting the beach, they weren't being that outrageous about it. But some of their bikinis were pretty out there and certainly were distracting to any male who happened to share the unit block lift with us.
After walking up to the nearest set of flags, it wasn't much more than a dip that we took. A mere frolic in the water, which by now had become little more than the girls groping me as they played in the water with me, and me groping them in return. Which of course left me with an erection, making it necessary for me to catch a couple of waves as I waited for it to go down before I could join them on the beach.
We rinsed ourselves under the cold water shower on the promenade and headed back to the unit; mostly already drip dried by the time we got to the unit block.
Most nights until now, we'd gone out for dinner. Given how sensuous the girls always looked in the dresses they put on for dinner, that was something of a treat in itself. Sexy doesn't always have to be having no clothes on or nothing more than a tiny bikini, and the girls clearly knew how to do sexy in a dress.
But there's a limit on how often you want to go out to dinner and for this night I'd said I do the cooking. It was nothing special, just a paella that was something of my speciality. I'd told them the ingredients we'd need and they'd got them during the day.
So as soon as we got back I found myself standing in the kitchen in my swimmers, cutting up the chicken and other ingredients and measuring out the rice to go into the paella pot. In anticipation of our adventure being approved the girls had also bought a couple of bottles of champagne. Now normally, if I had been buying, I would have had to say 'bubbly' because I would have gone to the expense of the proper French stuff. Not the girls. They went for the Magnum. And two between three of us? It made me wonder what they had in mind.
The first toasts to our roadtrip was with some very full flutes while I was cooking.
The second and third were with equally full flutes as we had dinner.
As the girls got drunker, they got friskier. By the time we finished eating the paella, I had one sitting on each of my thighs, taking turns feeding me as they brushed their bikini sheathed breasts across my cheek and played with my erection.
In anticipation of what I thought might be ahead, and knowing that alcohol was not conducive to maintaining an erection, I was trying to reduce my consumption of the champagne while the girls were increasingly just guzzling theirs and beginning to wonder whether one male with one penis was going to be enough to see us through.
The girls had bought some ice cream and chocolate sauce for dessert After Annika served it to us in plates, it quickly turned into a cross between a food fight and an orgy.
It started when Annika had a spoonful slip off her spoon and onto her breasts -- I'm not going to say it was an accident -- and had me eat and lick it off her breast. Laila of course followed and Annika instigated a second round of it, this time making sure and exposed nipple was the centre of attention By the time I'd finished that serving, they were both pretty aroused.
Laila followed that by dropping a very generous, chocolate sauce soaked spoonful down onto my stomach, where it quickly slid down to lodge itself between my lower stomach and the swimwear sheathed erection the girls playing with me had induced.



She immediately dismounted off my thigh and went to kneel down to eat and suck it off. But before she could get there, Annika dropped a second one to follow Laila's dismount. So I had the two of them eating and licking up the ice cream and sauce as it slowly oozed down inside my swimwear, taking turns sucking the sauce off the swimmers where they sheathed my erection and eventually following the ice cream trail by pulling down the front of my swimmers and licking up the residual ice cream out of my pubic hairs and from around the base of my shaft. And of course, having a few sucks and licks of my exposed erection in the process.
As soon as they'd cleaned me up, Annika got up, announced..."stay there" and went and got another plate of ice cream absolutely smothered in sauce. She told Laila to lay down on the floor, then holding the plate she laid down head to tails alongside her and manoeuvred herself into something resembling what I understand to be the lesbian scissor position; their crotches pushed firmly together.
Laila must have pretty quickly guessed what Annika had in mind -- the ice cream plate she was still holding being something of a hint - because without being instructed, she co operated with Annika's moves.
The next thing Annika did was spread the ice cream and sauce across the small, mons covering, fronts of their bikinis and down into the tight gap between their crotches. Looking at me, she announced...
"Now you can really eat us out."
So, I had a three scoop mess of ice cream and chocolate sauce I was supposed to eat. There have been worse challenges I've been asked to meet. But I quickly found that chasing the scoop of ice cream around with my tongue and teeth was harder than it looked. You could nether get a decent lick or bite of one without it slithering away from you. To try to pin them in place, I stuck -- more forced - two fingers down between the very tight gap between their crotches.
That gave me something to pin the scoop against as I attacked it and, of course, let me finger their clits which were pretty well already pushed against each other. I amused myself by the thought I was achieving a rather special two in one experience; stimulating two clits with one action.
The girls had been pretty aroused by the foreplay against their breasts before they'd even laid down. Maybe it was the novelty of the game, but it was clear they were quickly getting very aroused in response, both to my fingering of them and, as far as I could tell, by my licking of their mons'
The three scoops were pretty quickly consumed, leaving an ice cream and chocolate sauce trail all over their bikini fronts, exposed mons flesh and the top of their thighs.
But by the time I'd finished eating up the scoops, Laila was already quivering in that pre-orgasmic manner she sometimes does. And I could feel that quivering was both increasing Laila's stimulation and being transferred to Annika's across the bridge of my tightly squeezed fingers that I had touching up their clits down between their closely pushed together crotches.
Laila came first; moaning as she jerked her crotch, and more importantly, her clit, against the fingers I had between them. That movement was transferred across to Annika, who quickly responded by cumming herself.
I sort of, in a way, ignored their orgasms, as I kept licking up the residual chocolate sauce and ice- cream, especially as I put extra effort (and tongue pressure) into cleaning up their bikini pants, leaving them occasionally squirming and giggling as it sometimes tickled them, and sometimes aroused them further when I stuck my tongue down the gap between their crotches too.
When I'd done a reasonable job on everything visible, I gently smacked their hips...
"OK, move apart a bit girls."
They squirmed apart, leaving about a 40cm (18 inches) gap between their crotches, but with their legs overlapped as they had previously been.
It was enough that, if I crouched down straddling the breasts of one of them, I could eat out the other.
I straddled Annika first, leaning down along her body to push my face against Laila's crotch; somewhat glad I still had my swimmers covering my butt and I've never really been comfortable sticking my exposed butt in a girls face.
After her orgasm, it was a sticky mess, still partly covered by the very narrow gusset of her bikini pants; probably more from her juices than the ice-cream. But that didn't make it any less erotic.
I left the gusset initially in place as I wet about licking up the ice cream off it and her inner thighs; well aware that her clit underneath if was getting a good going over in the process.
But as I had leaned down over Annika, I'd essentially rested my exposed erection between her breasts, already dripping pre-cum. She started playing with it; pushing her breasts against it and rubbing them up and down and stroking it with her hands.
It was nice, but fortunately not so nice it was getting me brewed up. I had other plans for the finish of this.
On the other hand, Laila was brewing up again. I hadn't long finished licking her bikini pants and pulled the gusset aside to directly stimulate her clit when she came again; thrusting her hips a little bit up -- although inhibited by her legs being intertwined with Annika's -- and rocking about.
I'd already planned for this moment. The girls seem to always encourage me to penetrate them when they orgasm to non penetrative stimulation, so I slid my hips forward, bent my shaft down and penetrated the still moving target of her vaginal opening.
It seemed to intensify her orgasm as I pushed it in about the three quarters length which was I could get, given the girls' intertwined legs controlled the angle of my penetration. Still, she moaned a bit louder and rocked all the more as I thrust in and out of her forcefully contracting womanhood.
I kept thrusting until her orgasm seemed to have burnt itself out. The I withdrew and turned around, positioning myself over Laila this time to deal with Annika.
Annika's gusset hadn't got as much ice cream and chocolate on it as Laila's one, but still I took my time giving it, and the clit under it, a good licking, before pulling the gusset aside to directly stimulate her clit.
Laila in the meantime had made up her own technique for pleasuring herself while stimulating me. Turning a little bit to the side and encouraging me to lift my hips a bit, she started brushing and flicking the nipple and top of her right breast across and up and down my shaft. I could quickly feel just how hard her jutting nipple was as a result of that. It actually was more stimulating to my cock than what Annika had been doing.
Because of that I was quite pleased that Annika was brewing up pretty quickly too.
As she came I once again slid forward and penetrated her.. But maybe anticipating what I'd do, she elevated her crotch -- as much as I could see, leveraging herself on the leg Laila had under hers. That both gave me full penetration, but from what followed I suspect also presented her g spot for my shaft the rub against.
Like with Laila, my initial penetration and thrusting seemed to intensify and prolong her orgasm. But as I kept thrusting -- because I'd always intended for this to be my cum shot -- she started to show signs of another impending orgasm, or a refreshment of the earlier one; I couldn't tell which.
I just kept thrusting. The way Laila had stimulated my shaft left me already highly sensitised and I thought I'd be a relatively quickie in dumping my load. But Annika wasn't gripping me very much and I was sliding in and out very pleasurably, but not erotically; the main sensation being of the top of my shaft rubbing firmly against the front wall of her vagina.
And with short, sharp little moans or grunts with every thrust, Annika was showing every sign that she was about to burst forth with a pretty powerful climax.
When she came she gave out a prolonged moan and screwed her hips around in the air; screwing my cock around with them at the same time. But not so much I couldn't keep thrusting and now she started gripping me.
Being already well primed, I pretty quickly came. Not too noisily -- surprising given the effort required to float over the top of the girls in the way I was -- but with really erotically powerful pulses.
Because of the girls crossed over legs, I couldn't really drop my weight onto her, so as much as I would have enjoyed leaving my erection to bask in the pleasure of Annika's vagina, I had to roll off them, pulling it out as I went.
That left me lying next to Annika, panting somewhat.
We all just laid there for a few moments before Annika rolled towards me...
"I think we should all share a spa. Our dessert has made us all a bit sticky."
Being something of a luxury beach side unit, the bathroom had a two person sized spa we'd largely ignored until now. But, given the mood the girls were in, I suspected Annika's motives weren't driven entirely by cleanliness.
But there weren't any objections.
Laila and I went into the bathroom to start it running, while Annika collected up the champagne and glasses.
Once it was nearly filled, the girls stripped me of my swimmers and placed me in the spa before undressing themselves and joining me in there; one each side of me.
Now this spa was in no way designed for three people. Even two would have been cosy; but I suppose that was the idea. So Annika and Laila were basically half on top of me, facing into me with one of their arms around me while the other held the champagne glass and playfully sliding up and down against me as the water half floated their bodies and lubricated their actions.
But I'm a mere male. When two stunningly beautiful, highly nubile women are all over you like a rash, I had a full on boner, even if I had only dumped a load in Annika ten minutes ago.
The champagne had made the girls decidedly tipsy, randy and playful and my erection was one of the toys, if not the major toy, for their playfulness. The next most important toy was my thighs, which the girls were rubbing their crotches on as they slid up and down on me.
The conversation was about our impending road trip, even if the actions were blatantly sexual. Still, it was clear the girls were really excited about the trip ahead. It seemed like it had always been an objective of the girls which their father had been reluctant to finance given the remoteness of the area they wanted to explore and their lack of experience with that sort of climate. And since I seemed to have been the catalyst that brought about their father's change of mind, they wanted to make me the hero of the hour and the sexual outlet for the excitement the trip had generated in them.
I'm still astounded that their father, knowing full well I was rooting both of them -- although it seems more like they are both rooting me most of the time -- regards me as the saviour of their plans. But evidently they had been talking me up to him for most of the week, even as they admitted to the sexual frolics,. He'd been impressed by the fact I was a volunteer lifesaver at Bondi Beach, thought my size and strength looked, in the photos they sent him, impressive enough to be as much of a male protector of them as any male could be and the girls had convinced him I was gentle and thoughtful enough to care about them and look after them.
I just hope they didn't send him the photos they took on the day I met them of me rooting each of them.
Their talking up of me was all very nice, but personally I think he was underestimating his daughters. They struck me as sensible -- if you'll forgive their sexual inclinations -- and able to deal with most situations. In fact, apart from sealing the deal for them, I was almost left wondering if I was just along for the sexual services I provide; although I must admit I do enjoy their company and, I suspect, they enjoy mine.
As we'd chatted, I could feel both of them rubbing of their crotches on my thigh, with it growing progressively more firmly. Especially Laila's as she seemed to take it a lot more seriously, while Annika's seemed more playful.
Half floating, and with the warm water lubricating it, I thought I could even sense her labia open and wrapping around the top of my thigh, letting her push the floor of her vulva and her clit, against it. I'm not sure what gave me that feeling; maybe a slipperiness caused by her juices, maybe a sense that the open flaps of her labia had a different firmness or texture.
Whatever it was, I can't have been too far out as, almost mid sentence, she climaxed; wrapping both her legs tightly around my thigh and, putting her glass down, pulling herself against the rest of my body; basically humping my thigh like a dog would but more slowly.
With her inhibitions diminished, she then slid on top of me, pushing Annika's leg aside to let her mount me properly and impaled herself on my erection. With my body curled up by the shape of the side of the spa, as she then bent over me, it brought her breasts against my face as she wrapped her hands around the back of my head and held me there.
As she lifted herself up on my erection, sliding two thirds of its length out of her body, her grip was tight; as tight as I've ever felt it.
That, and the very deliberate movement that saw her two thirds withdraw gripped tightly, and then relax is again as she pushed me back in, not quite far enough to bottom out on her pelvic floor, pretty clearly announced this was about draining me, not giving her another orgasm.
Apart from licking her nipples as her actions rolled her breasts against my face, I pretty well relaxed back and made sure I enjoyed the ride. Every withdrawal and repenetration was an absolute delight. Probably all that stopped me going off prematurely was the recent draining of my balls by them.
But the build to the climax was still unrelenting; in that really delightful way. Who had time or inclination to count, but I would guess it was somewhere between fifteen and twenty thrusts before those wonderful ejaculative pulses sent waves of pleasure to my brain.
Laila kissed the top of my head as she commented...
"You seemed to have really enjoyed that."
"Yes. It was very nice."
Laila rested her head over the top of mine, leaving her breasts in my face as she continued to sit on me, leaving my erection inside her...
"Your erection is telling me it had a nice time. It does not want to go down."
A couple of times now, I've linked a persistent, post climax erection to having a really good orgasm. Laila was simply putting back to me the same principle...
"Yes. That's what it is saying."
"I like feeling you inside me. We can patiently wait."
I turned my head towards Annika, who had herself been patiently waiting for Laila to finish her little frolic on me. Seeing me turn towards her, she commented with a grin...
"Now you can see the issue we have with sharing."
I felt Laila's head turn towards her...
"Now Laila is poking her tongue at me."
Annika wrapped her arms around me in the gap left between my body and Laila's, given my body was curled against the shape of the spa, where Laila's was a straight line from my cock to my head; leaving the three of us quietly contemplating where we were; me all the more so given the position of Laila's breasts.
There we all laid for about five minutes, Until Laila observed...
"It has not gone down."
My answer reflected a newly discovered feature of a young male's body in the right circumstances; which had happened a couple of times before with the girls...
"It sort of got a little softer and then went hard again. I think it might have refreshed itself. Maybe we should see if Annika would like to use it; you know, a sharing between sisters."
Laila sat up and looked at me...
"OK, when you put it that way."
Laila fell off me to the side, letting Annika lie over the top of me, sliding up my body until the tip of my shaft lodged in her crease. She used her hand to guide me into her, then fully penetrated herself.
Initially melding against my body, she caressed my cheek against hers before sitting upright on me. Laila had climaxed before climbing on me, but Annika hadn't; although had been gently stimulating herself on, firstly my thigh, and subsequently, I suspected, Laila's; which would explain why I went in so easily. I correctly guessed she was going to ride me cowgirl to give herself an orgasm.
It didn't take long, Arching back to rub her g spot with the tip of my shaft, she came fairly quickly. Then, even as I could still feel her contractions, having watched me licking Laila's breasts as she fucked me, Annika also lent forward, positioning her breasts in my face. Gripping me more firmly, she started sliding up and down on my shaft.
Laila's grip had been almost crushing. A sort of a (said with a bad German accent) 'you vill cum vhen ve vont you to cum' approach. Annika's less so; and yet she was using the same deliberate paced out approach Laila had used. It was nice, even quite erotic, but I wasn't sure it was going to bring me to a climax any time soon.
There are times my erection seems to talk to me, telling me what it wants. I don't mean voices in my head type talking; just a message conveyed through whatever lymphatic or other systems my body has. Sometimes it is telling me how to maximise my enjoyment of an orgasm; whether to thrust furiously or hold it there as my cock pulses away.
Well, this time my cock was telling me to flip her over and bang away at her furiously.
But that wasn't going to happen. Even if there was room to do that, it would more deeply submerge her vagina and I suspect pumping a lot of water up a woman's vagina isn't that good for her.
I let it go for a few minutes before suggesting...
"A bit faster and a tighter grip."
Annika responded to my suggestion, producing a much more satisfying result.
I sucked away at Annika's breast, which had fortuitously aligned perfectly with my mouth, as I felt my cock get warmer and warmer and my balls start to brew; all rather delightfully in a way that had me moaning into her nipple.
That first pulse of my climax was fantastic and, following my cocks instruction to jerk continuously up from underneath her, I extended the period of my climax wonderfully; all while still sucking her nipple.
The icing on the cake was feeling and hearing Annika climax again in response to my nipple sucking, maybe moved along by whatever my shaft was doing in her vagina. It was a climax that seemed to continue for quite a while as I kept sucking, but eventually Annika pulled away and looked down at me with a grin...
"Doesn't that erection of yours ever go down?"
"I can't help how it responds to two such beautiful women."
Annika ground herself down onto my pubis, screwing my erection around inside her. But in a way, that called time for my erection as it responded by slowly going flaccid.
Which sort of rung the bell, indicating it was time to get out of the spa.
What remained of the day had a strange feel to it.
The girls excitement at the road trip manifested itself in the form or a sort of extreme sexuality. It was like, as we spent the rest of the afternoon and evening around the unit, dressed as was so often the case, in nothing more than their bikinis and my swim briefs, they couldn't take their hands off me; groping me, cuddling me, sitting on my lap. It was almost like seeing me without an erection tenting up the front of my swimmers was an offence to them; one that had to be dealt with.
No doubt, finishing the second bottle of champagne, contributed to their randy state, but clearly it was more than that. They were incredibly pleased to be able to do the tour they wanted and I was a critical part of that; all of which seemed to drive their sexuality.



They asked for, and got, a good -- pillow under their hips -- missionary position fucking as we settled in for the night, adding another two cum shots to my tally for that day. And in the morning, because I slept in after they got up, another hurried pair of fuckings bent over the kitchen bench; although this time there was only one cum shot -- taken by Laila.
I left for Uni that morning knowing we all had a busy afternoon packing for the trip, since our flight was early the following morning.
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This story is a direct follow on from the "A Day at the beach" series. But since they are going on an outback road trip, it seemed I needed to retitle the series.
Annika and Laila are two Swedish sisters, from what appears to be a wealthy family, visiting Australia, who have picked up Tony, a volunteer lifesaver at Bondi Beach.
They've managed to persuade him to accompany them on a trip through one of the most remotest part of Australia.
.....................................................................................................
With only one day's warning of the trip, the next day was a flurry of activity.
I had a lot of tidying up of lose ends to do at Uni and of course, I had to go back to my place and pack, before heading back to the girls' unit at Bondi Beach.
The packing at least was light. We were heading into a tropical climate on the cusp of the start of the monsoon season. But opportunities to wash clothes may well be few and far between. So a stack of lightweight clothing, undies and swimwear; with one or two long pants and long sleeve shirts for bush walking was all that was needed. Walking shoes, thongs (flip flops in other countries) and a hat or two and that was it. After all, we had to pack all the gear needed for three people in the truck, plus camping gear. Space was at a premium.
When I got to their place, the girls were in the process of packing their gear into two separate lots -- one to be left at the hire car place and the other, in a soft, gym style bag, for the road trip. As far as I could see, most of what was going on the road trip was bikinis. OK, a slight exaggeration, but it was clear they weren't planning on wearing much in the way of clothes. I did suggest at least one, long, bush walking appropriate outfit should be included.
Whether you'd say it was on the bright side or not, I'll leave to you, but one result of the girls focus on packing was that I didn't get accosted for sex the minute I walked in the door.
Indeed, it wasn't until we went to bed that night that they instigated sex; in this case, pillow under their hips missionary sex with an orgasm for each of them and a single cum shot for me taken by Annika.
In the hurry of preparing in the morning, especially since I was up earlier then them, they both settled for being fucked while bent over the kitchen bench, once again with a single cum shot for me, this one taken by Laila.
Mind you, Laila was sort of cheating in taking the cum shot. In the middle of the night she'd found me awake at the same time as her and instigated what you might call 'cuddle sex'. A prolonged penetration on our sides, with intimate cuddling where I fingered Laila to her orgasm and then took mine half rolled over on top of her; all without waking Annika.
The trip to the airport and boarding went smoothly enough.
I'd never flown business class before; but then, for domestic travel, it was little more than a bigger, wider and more comfortable seat and better food; oh, and of course, admission to the pre-flight lounge. Nice when someone else is paying for it, but otherwise out of my league.
The four hour flight was only eventful to the extent Laila tried to persuade me to sneak into the toilet with her to join the mile high club. Given it was right next to where the flight staff were preparing food, I declined. She settled for pulling my hand across to her lap and holding it there as she expected me to finger her up her mini skirt. I did it as lightly and as subtly as I could; not really trying to being her to an orgasm, for fear she might vocalise it inappropriately. So all she ended up with were some wet panties and a bit of a smile on her face.
By the time we got to our hotel on the shores of Darwin Harbour, it was mid-afternoon. With a mixture of sharks, crocodiles and deadly stingers in the harbour, it was not for swimming. But it was hot and muggy and, while we could have just turned up the air-conditioning, the girls decided we'd go for a swim in the hotel pool.
At least they chose bikinis that covered enough of their bottoms to be at least half decent -- but onky just - as we went down to the pool in the lift dressed only in our swimwear; even if the small breast and mons coverage remained a bit dubious. They of course insisted I wear swim briefs rather than my preferred board shorts.
They were as frisky in the pool as they always seem to be with me when we are anywhere near water; but being a bit public were limited to playful high body contact frolicking and groping. Not erotic enough to get us kicked out of the pool, but more than enough to get me embarrassingly aroused; as was their intention.
I had to be really careful which way I was facing on the couple of occasions a lap swimmer came past and, as usual, had to do my own extra laps of the pool after the girls got out so that I didn't get out displaying a major boner in my swimmers.
So I wasn't exactly surprised when, as soon as we got in the door of our hotel room, Laila led me out to the patio, laid me down on the sun bed there and then laid herself on top of me, kissing and caressing me as she expected me to reciprocate; which of course I did.
As my erection grew in my swimmers, she lifted her hips just enough to let her straighten my shaft out with her hand and placed her mons over it; slowly rocking on it as she kept pashing me. When she'd got herself sufficiently worked up, she lifted her hips again, exposed my erection, pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants and penetrated me into herself.
She laid herself back on me for a while, slowly just screwing my erection around inside her and bouncing on it a bit as she kept kissing and caressing me.
Always in a hurry to get on with it, it doesn't seem to bother Laila one way or the other whether she's completely naked as she fucks me. But personally, I prefer nakedness; for both of us.
She hadn't put the waistband of my swimmers under my balls, which means it was resting across my erection. Sometimes that means a knot or seam can seem abrasive, sometimes it means the waistband can be stimulatory as it is rubbed against my erection. This time, it was the latter. I had no hope of getting it right off, and concerned about being driven to a premature ejaculation, I asked Laila to lift her hips enough I could pull it down under my balls.
As for Laila, I looked out through the glass of our patio. We were fairly high up and looking over the harbour, so even though the glass was only very lightly frosted, there weren't many angles from which we could be seen; at least as long as we laid down. It might be different if Laila sat up to go cowgirl on me, as I suspected she would.
But it was safe enough to get rid of her pants, which I did by pulling the side tie strings and pulling it out from behind.
I hesitated on the top. Her breasts would be over the top of the glass if she sat up. Then I thought, what the heck. Her breasts were too beautiful to miss looking at as we made out. If someone saw her bouncing up and down as she would be, it would be pretty obvious what she was up to. Exposed breasts would be the least of the issues. I pulled the string ties on her top and removed that too; none of which she objected too.
Neither the girls, nor I, are much in the way of talkers during sex. It just happens. Once one of us gets started -- and it is always the girls -- things just follow.
And so it was with Laila as she sat up on me. But the narrowness of the sun-lounge -- no doubt intended for a narrow patio and relatively skinny users - let her adopt a slightly different posture to normal. Instead of kneeling over me as she would on a bed, she put her legs out to the side of the lounge, like she was riding a horse.
As she screwed herself down on me, I was sure I could feel myself going deeper into her than normal.
Normally she pretty quickly starts lifting herself up and down, leaning back to maximise the stimulation of her g spot. But this time, as I thought she was about to do that, she hesitated; instead twisting and screwing herself about on my cock. Then she started bouncing; very short, somewhat gentle bounces that certainly created a very nice movement of her breasts too as she moved her upper body back and forwards in synchronisation with her short bounces.
But something else was different. More than Annika or myself, Laila is prone to be a 'moaner'. I think it's rather sweet, even if sometimes too loud not to be heard by those nearby.
But this time was different. She started an almost machine gun like sequence of...
"oo...oo...oo...oo...oo...ah...ah...ah...ah...oo...oo..."
Not very loud; it was like she was expressing something deep within her. After a fairly short time, that suddenly changed to...
"ooooooowooo...oooowoooo...ooooouuuuu."
I watched as her chest shrunk down and her shoulders bent towards me, like she had lost muscle tension and then she started up the more machinegun like repetition again. Her eyes were closed, so it was not even as though I could make eye contact to read what was happening. Something was pleasuring her, but something well outside her normal sexual stimulation.
Then to confuse me even more, her whole body started quivering. I've seen her thighs quiver as she's about to cum, but never anything like this. Some insight into her behaviour came out as, seemingly talking to no one in particular, she moaned...
"Oh, my whole body's tingling..."
This time, when the longer expressions started, they were louder, more prolonged and had a sort of rolling motion to them where she'd start to quieten down, only to intensify them again.
The process went through about three cycles of short machine gun sequences and then a long prolonged, rolling motion one, each louder and more intense, before she suddenly started lifting herself powerfully up and down on my shaft, leaning well back to rub her g spot. Sort of what I'd expected her to do in the first place.
Three thrusts like that and she let out a gigantic moan as she squirted all over me, bent over me, and started furiously thrusting in a way that seemed to prolong and enhance her orgasm.
It was all too much for me. Her rubbing my erection with the waistband of my swimmers had already made my shaft a bit more sensitive. Now as she pounded me, it was like my cock was shooting its cum all over the place, even if it was all into Laila.
Her orgasm went on much longer than mine; to the point my shaft was starting to feel that post orgasm sensitivy as she kept hammering away at me.
As she finally stopped, she pantingly commented...
"I've never had orgasms anything like that. It was mad. My whole body felt like it was orgasming over and over again. Oh wow. I can't wait to do it again."
With her legs still outside mine and off the sunbed, and my cock still inside her, she bent down and passionately kissed and handled me in a flurry of intense post sex erotic interaction; seemingly overwhelmed by whatever hormones her orgasm had triggered.
I'm not sure how long it would have gone on, because there was no sign of it letting up when Annika poured a full bucket of cold water over our hips; well, really it was over Laila's bottom. But being under it, my thighs, crotch and the exposed part of my cock -- that part not still stuck in Laila -- coped most of it.
After a surprised gasp, we both turned our heads to Annika, who dismissed us with a cheeky grin and...
"Laila squirted and I thought I'd better clean it up before it soaked into the cushion. Besides which, Laila was so worked up I thought you were in danger of being eaten by her. It was time to cool things down."
Laila poked her tongue at Annika in what I took to be a playful retort. As she climbed off me, she replied...
"And I suppose you want a bit of him now."
"It would be nice, but I suspect he's going to take a while to recover from what you've just done to him. Why don't we go for a walk around the town."
Even though it was hot and muggy, it wasn't a bad idea. A quick dry off and change into street clothes -- shorts and a t shirt for me, mini skirts and crop tops for the girls -- saw us wandering around the waterfront. Partly just taking in the vibe of the place, but also sussing out where we might have dinner.
Still, we've got into this habit of me walking between the girls, a hand around each of their backs, their arm around mine. This certainly attracts attention, since it is something of a lovers walking embrace and you're not supposed to have two of them. This walk was no different. I saw many turned heads as we walked past. In the case of males, it might just have been because they were perving at the girls, since they looked pretty sexy in their outfits; not least because of the plunging neckline of their crop tops. But the women we walked past gave us some pretty strange looks too.
We stopped for an ice cream on the way back then headed up to the apartment again.
As we arrived at the apartment, Annika took my hand, looked towards Laila and commented...
"I'm going to borrow Tony for a while. I think he should have recovered by now."
Laila nodded her assent as Annika led me into the bedroom, closing the door behind us. She knelt on the bed, encouraging me to follow suit, then explained...
"I hope you don't mind me bringing you in here. But sometimes I feel the need for a more meaningful interactions than just sharing you with Laila. I am quite attached to you and would like to express that in a more conventional environment. I know we ask much of you. Can we share sex? Is that OK with you?"
I could see Annika struggling with the translation of what she wanted to say into English, but there was a certain sweetness to her message. And yes, the combined demands for sex they've made upon me are beyond anything I could have imagined. Was it too much? Maybe a little. As a long term thing, probably yes. But they were only here for a short while -- another month maybe. They were stunningly beautiful and a delight and fun to be with. There is an element of them using me for sex, but it has grown beyond that, as Annika's words tried to express.
And for me this is probably a once in a lifetime opportunity to live an experience most guys might only dream about.
I smiled at her as I answered...
"Yes, we can have sex. It will be nice to have you alone for a change."
Annika reached out and pulled my t shirt over my head; prompting me to do the same for her crop top,
She grabbed the waistband of my shorts and those of my undies at the same time and encouraged me to kneel upright, letting her drop them to my knees, then manoeuvre them off me altogether, leaving me naked; before she knelt upright, in effect, inviting me to do the same with her.
Once we were both naked, she shuffled towards me, slipping her right knee between mine until our legs were fully inter-locked, she was sitting on my left thigh and our bodies were pressed together.
She ran the back of her hand gently across my cheek as she leaned in to kiss me...
"Laila and I appreciate how much you have made our visit to Australia much more fun."
"It has been fun for me too."
"We have not asked too much of you?"
"You have asked for more than I could ever have imagined I would be asked for. But no, not too much. I have enjoyed your company immensely."
She embraced me, kissing me as she caressed my back with her hands and slowly and gently started rubbing her crotch on my thigh until I could feel it become wet with her juices.
I had one arm around her back playing with her bottom and the other cupping her breast; tweaking her firm nipple as it projected between two fingers.
I sensed a rising intensity to her pashing of me until she capsized us on the bed, straightening out our now horizontal bodies until they were once again intertwined. A few moments later she lifted her leg over my thigh and positioned herself to be penetrated by the erection I'd been displaying from the moment she stripped my pants off.
Then she rolled herself on top of me, pushing herself down hard to make sure my penetration of her was as deep as it could possibly go...
"It is nice just having you in me. Are you in a hurry, or can we take our time?"
"We can take as long as you'd like."
She rested her head on my chest and shoulder as she screwed herself down on my cock again and then just laid, still, on top of me; almost as if she intended to go to sleep. I put my hands on her rather delightful bottom, as if reassuring her she was welcome to be where she was.
But sleep wasn't really her intention. Every few moments, she'd raise her head, caress her cheek against mine, stroke my hair and screw herself back down on my cock again, least even a millimetre of shaft had exited her vagina; humming, not in stimulation, more in satisfaction...
"Can you hug me more tightly please?"
I moved my left arm up to embrace the width of her waist and the right one across to her further bum cheek; grasping it a little more firmly, enjoying the deeper intertwining of her beautiful body with mine; triggering her to comment...
"That's nice."
I suppose it was somewhere between five or ten minutes we laid there before she commented...
"Well, we'd better get on with it."
"Only if you want to."
"I want a happy ending. But Laila will get annoyed if I wait too long to take it."
She lifted herself into a reverse missionary, thrusting my shaft in and out of her as she rubbed her clit on my pubis. She must have been quite aroused just from lying on me, because it was only a few minutes before she climaxed, lying back down on me and moaning as her vagina pummelled my manhood with its contractions.
When they'd finished, she waited for another minute before asking...
"Would you like to roll over now and...what does Laila call it... hammer me to your finish."
"Is that what you'd like me to do?"
"Yes. I really get excited on seeing you do your male thing."
"Do you want a pillow under you?"
"No. Just you hammering is good enough."
Annika started to roll me on top and I followed her lead. I have to admit, boring and repetitive though it might be, it is my favourite position for taking my climax. I like face to face sex. It makes me feel more engaged with the woman I'm making love to and, with me on top, I get to control the thrusting to maximise my pleasure from it. Plus, when I'm raised on straight arms, I get to look at the beautiful woman I'm fucking; her breasts emphasising her womanly nature.
Of course, I'm equally aware it is not the best position for a woman to get an orgasm from; although a pillow under their hips can make a big difference to that.
But in this case, Annika has had her orgasm and is now offering me mine.
So of course, I raised myself on straightened arms and looked down at her beautiful breasts and I started sliding my shaft in and out of her body.
I immediately noticed that Annika had only a weak to moderate grip on my shaft. Enough to pleasure it, but not enough to drive me quickly to a climax. She didn't seem in any hurry for me to dump my load, so I felt I could take my time -- within reason of course.
By going for a deep and full penetration every few thrusts, I got to rub the base of my shaft against her vaginal opening; something I find quite stimulating if done in moderation. The rest of the time I stopped just short of that.
I can't deny, much of the focus of my eyes was on her breasts. There is something about staring at them that highlights the erotic sense of my making love to her. But every time I looked up from them, I found her staring aback at me, a grin on her face and her eyes wide open; as if she was enjoying staring at me as much as I was enjoying staring at her. That was good. I liked to think that was the case.



This was reinforced when she started to caress my chest and arm muscles, tensed up by the way they were supporting me, commenting...
"I like feeling your strong muscles."
I was brewing up, but very slowly. In a way I was quite pleased when her grip tightened up enough to accelerate the build of my climax. It's not so much being bored with what I was doing, as starting to wonder whether I was taking too long from her point of view and that detracts from my own pleasure.
I let out a moaning groan, as much because I felt the need to, but also to signal to her that things were happening and I wasn't going to spend the whole day hammering her vagina.
As my cock warmed up and the feeling of each thrust became that much more pleasurable, I didn't hold back from groaning a bit more. All until I got that incredibly powerful erotic pleasure of the final thrust or two before the release. You wish you could hold it longer, because it is nearly as pleasurable as the actual release. But of course -- mostly -- you can't. When I felt it with my next to last thrust, I paused; trying to extend the moment. But realising, if I didn't take the next one, I was going to cum anyway, I took that final, mind blowing, thrust, holding my penetration of her deeply as the first pulses of my climax filled her vagina with my cum.
Then I took a couple more thrusts, which seemed to prolong my orgasm, before collapsing down on her and groaning into the bed as I used a jerking motion to draw out every last moment of my climax.
As is so often the case with my sex with the girls, my erection was reluctant to go down, and just as hesitant to exit the warm embrace of her body. I loitered on top of her for a few minutes, caressing her cheek with mine, stealing the occasional kiss and generally enjoying the embrace of her body.
But with Laila waiting outside I eventually felt it was time to finish our sexual interaction. I knelt up straddling her, my erection popping out to the vertical as I pulled it out of her. I could see her staring at it before she commented with a grin...
"It is once again hard after we finish our sex. I am glad that it had a good time."
I smiled back at her...
"It had a very nice time. I hope you did too."
"Yes I did, thank you."
I climbed off the bed and started to dress as I watched her sit up and climb off the bed too. Once we were both ready, we exited the room to find Laila sitting at the dining table, looking at her lap top before turning and commenting...
"You weren't as noisy as usual. While you were busy. I did some research. What you gave me was a cervical orgasm. They are meant to be very good, but not easy to obtain. We will have to work out ways of giving me more."
I turned to Annika, who rolled her eyes at her sister's expectations.
Laila had changed into a dry bikini after we came back from our walk and Annika, who'd initially exited the bedroom naked, now followed suit. I'd chosen a very loose pair of running shorts, to give my cock a bit of airing.
In that state, we chilled out; watching Netflix for a while, the girls sitting either side of me on the lounge close enough that I had nowhere to put my arms except along the back of the lounge and over their shoulders. In a way, we were all anxious to start our road trip tomorrow morning, and this was just passing time until we could pick up our truck.
Predictably, Laila hadn't been able to help herself as we watched the TV. The hand she rested on my upper thigh snuck up the loose leg of my shorts and fingered my balls enough to cause an erection; something it was already primed to just by the closeness with which the girls sat next to me.
Between episodes of the show we were watching, she wrapped her hand around the erection and looked at me with a cheeky grin...
"You're very easy to arouse, aren't you."
I turned towards her, very deliberately and obviously scanned my view of her from her face down to the crotch of her bikini then turned towards Annika and did the same before turning back to Laila and smiling at her...
"I'm sitting next to two very attractive and lovely ladies, sexily dressed in tiny bikinis and resting against me, with one with her hand up my pants playing with my cock. I think my reactions are pretty normal."
"My boyfriend didn't get an erection that easily and took forever to get another one when he prematurely ejaculated."
"Well, I think he had very poor responses to such a lovely woman. You are better off without him. But I suspect I'm closer to the norm in my reactions, especially for younger people like us. So don't be put off by one guy. Men are strongly programmed to respond to women. Sometimes it's nearly impossible not to, even if you're trying to suppress it."
Laila let out a little laugh...
"Like when you want to get out of the water after we've been playing with you?"
"Yes, very much like that."
"Do you mind?"
"Laila, what we are sharing at the moment is a very unique experience. For a young man like myself, it is very special. It will probably never be repeated in my lifetime. So I think it is best to enjoy it now, even if I do get embarrassed sometimes."
As the next episode started, we refocused on the TV. Laila never the less continuing to hold onto my manhood. It's funny how you grow up -- in a manner of speaking. If a girl had handled me the way Laila was just a few years ago, I probably would have ejaculated all over her hand by now. Much the same with the way the girls have being sexualising their playing with me whenever where in the water. My cum would have been swimming all around them. Now it just feels nice. Arousing? Yes. Climatic or anything near it? No.
When dinner came around, I was surprised the girls still wanted to dress for it; over and above just pulling on one of their mini skirts and a crop top. The restaurant wasn't that fancy.
But they did. Not to the standard they'd done in Sydney -- especially for Annika. But they both put on the sort of sheath, spandex, dresses they might have worn to a birthday party for girls very confident of their bodies; the ones with high hem lines, plunging necklines and very thin material. As usual, Laila took it to the greatest extreme; the top of her dress showing not just generous cleavage, but side boob and, when looked at from the side, a tunnel of under-boob as well. And nipples on high beam.
Which made for a very distracted dinner. And while I might be somewhat used to is by now and hadn't lacked for views of their bare breasts often enough, it's amazing on the effect it still has on a male almost helpless to the effect of female sexuality. Including a half mongrel in my pants for most of dinner. Laila was right about me being easy to arouse.
There was a growing sense of excitement as we climbed naked into bed. The moment when we'd pick up the truck early the next morning was getting closer.
The main bed in the apartment was queen sized, not the king sized one we'd had in Sydney, so the three of us in it -- with me in the middle -- was somewhat more cosy. Funny, there was a second single bed in the room, but no-one suggested it be used.
The fact there would be sex was a foregone conclusion. The question with our threesome always is, what sort? Taking turns or multiple players? And do I climax once or twice?
Annika and Laila had a bit of a conversation in Swedish and it was decided they'd take turns; with Annika first.
She just wanted missionary sex with a pillow under her hips to give her a better angle for my shaft to pleasure her g spot. That was my favourite too.
After a bit of very intimate foreplay, including where I fingered her clit and digitally penetrated her to make sure her g spot would be receptive, I mounted her and started 'hammering' -- to use Laila's expression -- away at her.
She came remarkably quickly, making me wonder whether I'd overdone the foreplay to the extent I'd brought her to the edge of a climax. What surprised me was that, as soon as her climax started, she gripped my shaft very tightly; something Annika rarely does.
The effect on me was predictable. As I kept thrusting through her climax, I very quickly brewed up myself and the first pleasurable pulses of my own climax were hosing Annika's vagina with my cum before her climax had finished.
As soon as Laila sensed my climax had finished, she cuddled up to my back and literally pulled me off Annika; pulling my still hard erection out of her in the process. Rolling me over to face her she told me...
"I want to try something different. It might take a bit longer and I wanted to make sure you had a fresh erection for the job. So we need to make this thing go down and refresh itself."
She started playing with my shaft as she pushed herself against me and kissed me; in the process triggering it to go flaccid. Once she sensed that, she separated from me and sat up...
"Now we have to refresh it."
Grabbing a damp cloth, I hadn't seen her place there, off the bedside table, she thoroughly washed my penis. It wasn't difficult to guess she was about to do something that Annika had done on the day I met them, to get me to a quick refreshment of my erection.
Kneeling between my legs, she bent over and took the whole of my flaccid penis into her mouth, sucking it and swirling it around inside her mouth with her tongue. Then she went deeper and took my balls into her mouth too, licking them.
Taking half of it out of her mouth, she clamped her lips on my shaft and sucked at it while she gently pulled at it, extending my soft cock until it would extend no more.
Then it was back into her mouth for another swirl and suck.
As Annika found out -- or maybe already knew -- it was a remarkably effective way of refreshing an erection. Three cycles of that and I felt it start to fill with blood. Laila sensing the obvious, put even more effort into the next cycle and ended with a full, very hard erection in her mouth. Pulling it out, she observed...
"I think it is ready for me. I will present myself to you."
She laid on her back and, in a feat that impressed me, pulled both her legs up so her knees were basically next to her breasts, her body slightly curled to get them there...
"My research said this is a good way of getting deep penetration if I can't ride you like a horse. They called it origami position. Can you go as deep as you can please."
I sort of sniggered as I positioned myself on my knees in front of her...
"Shouldn't we have some foreplay first?"
"Sucking you did it for me. And you look as though you are ready."
OK, I thought. She's the boss and should know whether she is ready. And she certainly looked ready; well open labia and a vaginal opening that looked like it was begging for an erection to enter it. I was about to penetrate her when Annika, sort of shouted...
"Stop."
I looked at Annika, who was folding up a bath towel...
"My sister seems to squirt when you do this to her. We'd better protect the bed."
She placed the towel carefully under Laila's hips and extending to where I was kneeling.
"OK, now you can fuck her."
Lovely, I thought. One sister giving me permission to fuck the other. It was a strange world I was living in at the moment.
Mounting Laila. in that position wasn't as easy as I thought it might be. Getting penetration was the simple part and I certainly felt as if it was going deep; once again giving me that feeling I was up against her cervix. What was difficult was supporting your weight. In the position she was in, I felt if I put my weight on her, I'd sort of break her. So I had to carry my weight on my arms and knees.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Screw your shaft around on my cervix on full penetration and do very short, gentle and frequent thrusts against it."
In a way, the screwing about was easier, since all I had to move were my hips. So that's what I started with. At first I didn't get much of a reaction but it didn't take too long for her to start making the short sharp 'oh-ing' noises she'd made before, more so as I moved into the gently jabbing thrusts she'd also asked for.
Then her whole body started quivering as she progressed to the long, stuttering, 'ooooohhhhs' that marked an actual cervical orgasm.
I was pleased that I was getting such obvious signals that I was having the effect on her that she desired.
Now familiar with the cyclic nature of these orgasms, and with the fact they seemed to become more intense with every cycle I was even more pleased as, by the fourth cycle the period between orgasms seemed to have reduced to almost nothing and her body was now almost violently shaking as her vocalisations got louder.
The only thing was, I wasn't sure when the moment would come to bring this thing to an end. It seemed like it was something that could go on forever, especially as there was nothing in her light grip on me or my movements that would readily bring me to my own climax.
I was starting to contemplate taking control and just thrusting in a way that would brew me up when, with the fifth cycle her shaking became even more violent -- to the point I almost wondered if her arms and legs would separate from her body -- and she cried out...
"Hammer me."
That was the invitation I had been waiting for. And I did. Long, hard, thrusts, angled to aim at the g spot, but not going so deep as to crash against her cervix.
It took only four, of what was for me were, incredibly pleasurable thrusts, before she almost screamed out the groan of her g spot orgasm, somehow lifting the hips of her contorted body up and throwing them about, squirting prolifically and making it really difficult to keep my erection in her with the long thrusts I been using.
I shortened my thrusts to a deeper cycle to try and pin her as I felt her grip me more tightly. But it was more than just the incredible pleasure I felt in my erection that quickly started to brew me up. There was something about her level of stimulation which was contagious; visually as her gorgeous body squirmed and moved about under me, and emotionally as her level of pleasure transmitted itself to me.
As I had earlier in the day with her, I started climaxing well before she'd finished hers; battling to keep my cum pumping shaft in her moving body. The pulses were intensely pleasurable, but some of that was lost in the battle to stay penetrated.
When I eased up my thrusting as my climax passed, while hers was still raging, she almost yelled at me...
"Keep hammering."
It seems my thrusting prolongs and increases the pleasure of her orgasm, so in a way, I wasn't surprised. And positioned as she was, she wasn't able to do the thrusting herself as she'd done earlier in the day.
But my orgasm was over. I could thrust for a while in a way that felt a little bit good, but that soon turned to that post ejaculation uncomfortable sensitivity that nature has built into the male penis. I was grunting in discomfort as much as for the effort of what I was doing.
As I felt the first sign of softness creep into my shaft, I intentionally let it fall out of her, instead grinding my pubis against her clit to try and satisfy her needs.
Fortunately it didn't last much beyond that and her orgasm instead turned into that intense degree of passion she displays post climax; even more intense with these cervical orgasms.
Annika gave her sister a few moments before commenting over our pressed together bodies...
"Well, that was quite a display. But we have a big day tomorrow. I think we should clean up the mess you've made and get to sleep."
The night was surprisingly uneventful. Surprising because I usually get asked for sex by at least one of the girls in the middle of the night.
And that continued on as we got up and ready to head off to the yard where our hire truck awaited us. The girls keenness to get the show on the road seemed to suppress their sexual desires.
The process of getting out of the shop and on the road wasn't a quick one. They wanted to give us a full briefing on the truck, and that involved a compulsory watching of an instructional video. Plus we had to pack in, not just the gear we'd brought along with us, but also the extra safety gear that the girls had ordered.
So it was mid to late morning before we drove out of the shop and headed on the highway South.
We were headed for the township of Katherine, a 350km trip, expected to take a bit less than four hours of driving time.
On the way, we'd be passing some of the Northern Territory's prime tourist spots -- Litchfield National Park and Kakadu National Park. But the girls' plan was to visit them on the way back. They were keen to get out into the real outback before the monsoons set in. Plus they had planned to get me back to Sydney for my exam by flying out of Kununurra and their timing for that didn't allow for stops in these other places on the way out.
After allowing for some refueling and food stops, taken at any opportunity given the remoteness of the towns we went through, we arrived in Katherine mid afternoon.
I had found the trip an interesting one. We'd all had a turn driving, so that was normal.
What wasn't really normal was Laila's sexual restlessness. It really left me wondering how she got on at home before I came along and thinking I should have taken the time to give her a good fucking before we'd got up that morning.
On our two stops, she wanted me to go into the rest rooms with her to...well... you know what. She was a bit annoyed that I declined. I just don't fancy sex in those sort of environments; but maybe I was being too mean and narrow minded.
Then as Annika drove she wanted me to be in the back seat with her. Frankly, when you're travelling down an outback highway, in a 4WD vehicle at 120km per hour, there was no way I wasn't going to have my seat belt properly fastened. So there was definitely a limit to what she was going to achieve with me; but I knew there were some possibilities, so I agreed.
I sat by the passenger side window while she buckled up into the centre seat.
As soon as we were back on the road, she started kissing me. Then she moved my hand into her crotch, to find she was commando under her short mini skirt.
So, predictably, I found myself fingering her. Once she'd got me started on that, she pulled down the front of the plunging neckline of her crop top to expose her breasts. As tempting as it was to bend down to suck them, it wasn't safe, so I played with her nipples with my other hand.
She exposed my manhood by pulling down the waistband of my shorts and started to play with the erection she had generated and released. But I really had no desire to cum in the back of the car. Her playing with my shaft was pleasant, but not stimulatory enough to trigger an orgasm, so I left her to it.
It took about five minutes to bring her to a climax; fingering only her clit, since I didn't want her squirting in the car either. As her orgasms went, it was relatively low key; some humming, and squirming about in her seat belt, but nothing too loud or violent. It was followed by her usual passionate kissing, this time accompanied by her vigorously jerking my erection.
I gently pulled her hand off my erection...
"I don't need you to do that."
"You know this was just a teaser. I'm going to want a lot more when we get a chance."
"All the more reason not to drain my erection."
For the rest of the trip, or so much of it as I wasn't the driver for, she seemed to be contented with holding my hand against her mons, letting me gently stroke her mons and labia, with an occasional brush across her clit.
But I could sense that, by the time we pulled into Katherine, she was as randy as hell.
We checked into the nicest motel in Katherine that the girls' research could find; not really needing to use the camping gear at this stage.



No sooner had we entered the room and dropped our bags than Laila threw herself on the bed spreadeagled and, almost yelled...
"Take me."
Annika looked at her saying something in Swedish that I took to mean, from the snippets I recognised, something like 'do you have to do it now? I want to go to the hot springs'. Clearly Laila's answer was in the affirmative, because Annika replied in English...
"Well make it a quick one. None of this cervical drawn out stuff. I'm going to try and get a map of the town.."
Annika left the room, closing the door behind her. Immediately Laila got up, stripped herself and then me, positioned one of those big reading pillows where her hips would be, threw a motel towel over it and spreadeagled herself back on the bed again, her hips elevated by the pillow...
"Come and hammer me."
I really wished Laila would have some other way of asking me to mount and fuck her. Even 'fuck me' would be better. Still, her stripping me had made sure I had a full erection ready to be used. I eased myself down on top of her, wondering how much foreplay was needed. It turned out, not much.
Almost immediately, Laila guided my manhood into a very receptive and slippery vagina...
"You can start hammering now. Annika is in a hurry."
As a man, there are some invitations you just don't ignore. And when you're already penetrated in a beautiful girl, that's one of them.
I lifted myself onto my outstretched arms and started doing just that; well, in so far as I substituted 'thrusting' for 'hammering'. The pillow had been positioned to ensure my thrusts raked her g spot and I made sure the way I thrusted only reinforced that contact.
Laila must have been well worked up. Almost immediately she closed her eyes, rolled her head up and, like she was experiencing the most blissful massage, made a continuous noise something between humming and moaning. Well, I suppose it could be said I was massaging something and I was trying to make it as firm as possible;surging my erection to increase the pressure on her g spot as the top of my erection raked across it.
I know Annika had demanded it be a quickie, but I was still surprised when in what can't have been more than three minutes, Laila's humming moan became a loud groan as she lifted and squirmed about her hips as her contractions started to pummel my erection.
The hands she had on my butt told me to keep thrusting, so I did; right through her orgasm.
Now normally I would have expected her to then firm up her grip on me -- which until that time had been next to nothing -- and encourage me to take my own climax.
But as she kept signalling me to keep thrusting, there was no firming of her grip.
Now, what I was doing was pretty pleasurable for me. Laila's vagina felt fantastic and looking down at her breasts as I fucked her created this incredible sexual frisson and desire in me. A desire to do what I wasn't quite sure about, considering I was in the middle of fucking her. But it certainly had a powerful effect. But it wasn't going to make me cum and it was pretty clear, that wasn't Laila's intention either.
With her hands encouraging fast and powerful thrusts, it became clear she was going for a second round. In light of Annika's demands, I did my best to hurry this second one along; surging my cock even harder and making my inward thrust as sharp and forceful as I could; all encouraged by Laila's hands.
Fortunately, it didn't take long, Laila nearly exploding as her next climax overwhelmed her; crying out loud and this time, really throwing her hips up; almost lifting me off the bed. Oh, and she squirted on the towel she'd laid out under herself.
She wanted me to keep thrusting, which I did. But a little less forcefully and, for the few moments where she lifted me off the bed, that wasn't something I had much control over.
Only then she tightened her grip on me; going from nothing to almost strangling. It worked; each thrust after that was incredibly pleasurable in that making your cock warm and your balls brew up sort of way.
When I lifted my eyes up off her breasts, I found Laila smiling at me in that cheeky 'I've got control of this' sort of way.
It was a very short time before I was groaning loudly myself as multiple erotic pulses jetted my cum into her vagina.
I hadn't even finished when Annika came back into the room; clearly having been listening from outside. Smacking my bottom, she announced...
"Alright you two, lets get up and moving. There's not much of the day left you know."
As I pulled my still hard erection of out Laila, Annika was already stripped naked to put her bikini on. By the time I got off the bed, Annika had a pair of my swim briefs in her hands and held them open for me to step into; pulling them up and tucking my erection into them, leaving it sheathed in spandex as it towered over the waistband. Rubbing her hand on her bikini top, she commented...
"It's a bit sticky. The warm springs will fix that."
Looking at Laila who was only just starting to get off the bed, she added...
"Come on let's get going. If you squirted on that towel, it's going to be yours when we have our showers."
The hot springs were only a short drive away, not surprising since the town had a population of only 10,000.
And because this was both late in the day and right at the end of the tourist season, before the monsoons set in, we found we had the springs to ourselves. The springs, set in a riverside park are a number of pools of hot, crystal clear, spring water; some parts of it having a man made edge, others having a more natural entry.
The three of us, walking down some steps, edged gently into the pleasantly hot water.
As I breast stroked out into the centre of the pool, I found I had one of the girls following either side of me. In some ways, what followed might well have been a heads up for the girls behaviour for the rest of the trip.
Guiding me to the pool edge, they positioned me with my head on the bank, my body floating in the shallow water and were soon all over me like a rash; each of them covering half my body, their legs intertwined with mine, kissing and caressing me as I could feel one of them playing with my erection.
While my arousal manifested itself in an erection, it was pretty clear they highly aroused too.
From what happened on the rest of the trip, probably only two things stopped me from being used for sex by them right there and then. Firstly we were in the middle of town at a popular spot, with a high likelihood of being caught in the act. And secondly, hot springs do have a reputation for containing pathogens -- however clear they look -- and having penetrative sex in them isn't a great idea.
That didn't stop either of them from subtly humping my thighs.
Annika came first; little more than her heavy breathing disclosing her growing stimulation and her eventual climax; which was followed by her wrapping her arms right around my body and hugging me as tightly as Laila's occupation of the other half of my body would allow.
Laila was much more demonstrative; both in her build up and in her climax. But she too finished with a tight tug of my body and some very heavy duty kissing.
They both had a hand on my still spandex sheathed erection and started to jerk me off. I pulled their hands away..
"You don't have to do that."
"Don't you want to cum too?"
"I suspect there'll be lots of opportunities for me to come by the time the night is out. I might save myself for more intimate moments."
The reality was that I was as randy as hell after their pashing of me. The truth was, my cock, as hard as a rock, ached with desire. They are two stunningly beautiful and sexually desirable girls, dressed in tiny bikinis which, if anything highlight their sexuality. And their physical interaction with me was driving me wild with needy thoughts. But what it made me want to do was fuck them properly; something I didn't doubt would happen before we went to bed. Ejaculating into my swimmers in the hot springs was a very second rate form of release by comparison. I could wait.
But the heads up the whole thing gave me was that there was something about mucking about in water that triggered the girls sexually. It was something that would play itself out constantly as we swam in the numerous gorges that we'd visit during our trip, or even as we stood under waterfalls. In a way, it was lucky we weren't travelling during the peak tourist season.
We swam around the pool for a bit longer, the girls constantly groping and physically interacting with me, before we climbed back out and headed for home.
My chance to dump a load came quickly enough as we showered after getting back to the motel.
Annika had me shower with her first. After having me wash her body and hair, she embraced me, leaned back against the shower wall and had me penetrate her.
I could have just pumped her for all it was worth to my own orgasm. But I knew that wouldn't see her cum. I also could have just taken my own orgasm then fingered her to a completion; but I like the girls to go first.
So instead I slid my cock in and out of her, sliding the length of my shaft back and forwards across her clit, before shallowly re-penetrating her. That approach also let me bend down to comfortably suck her nipples as I fucked her.
That of itself was fairly pleasurable for me, much enhanced by being able to suck her breasts the way I did -- enough I had to be careful not to get over-stimulated and cum, but really got her worked up.
After she came, I took my own orgasm by pumping her as I pushed her against the wall. It was a really nice one too.
In many ways I prefer sex with Annika to that with Laila. As boring as it may seem, I like what you might call 'normal sex' and Annika seems to go for that too. Laila on the other hand has a much stronger and way more demanding sex drive -- not that Annika's is lacking -- and goes for more edgy things. I suppose it is testing my own limits and I'm certainly learning a lot from it, but I sometimes think Laila crosses into the 'crazy' zone; more so when you consider how almost insatiable her sexual desires are.
Anyway, turning off the tap to save water, I loitered in the bathroom while Annika dried herself and vacated the room for Laila to have her turn with me.
The first part of it followed the same pattern as Annika's; washing her body and hair in the most intimate way. I needed that interlude in any case to refresh my erection; something hurried along by Laila's playing with my cock as I washed her.
By the time I'd finished washing her hair, she had the erection she'd been teasing me up for. It seemed Laila had been doing more research on her cervical orgasms thing, because as she leaned back against the wall to have me take her, she lifted one leg up high alongside my flank and had me support it; sort of a singe legged, vertical version of what she'd called the origami position.
As she guided me into her she explained...
"You can go deeper like this."
And as I finished penetrating her added, as she wrapped her arms around my neck to support herself...
"Can you grind the top of your erection against my cervix."
I'd done a little bit of my own research after Laila's first discovery of this sort of sex, and I thought one of the rules was that the woman had to be well stimulated before going down this path with any likelihood of success. But Laila was setting the rules and, given her sexual response, I suppose it was possible she was already sufficiently aroused.
I sort of circled and twisted my erection around inside her on full penetration. At first she gave me a...
"That's it."
Which sort of confirmed I was getting it right. But it took longer for the first signs of it actually having significant effect on her to manifest itself. And as before, that came in the form of a sort of humming sound. Previously it had been broken up into a somewhat jerky, machine gun like, individual grunts, which aligned with the sort sharp jabs I'd been doing against her cervix. With the more continuous contact of the grinding pattern I was using, the humming was more continuous, making a sort of musical sound as her tone and pitch rose and fell.
Her pitch and volume increased as she announced...
"Oh, it's happening."
It was happening alright. Her whole body was...well, I suppose you could call it shaking, but to me it was more like shivering as her whole body responded to the stimulation. By now, I knew what to expect. It wasn't long before she had the first of her cervical orgasms; something she's described as stars shooting through every part of her body. The cycle of that kept repeating; humming, a build up of shaking, and then another cervical orgasm, more intense that the one that proceeded it.
And all of this is triggered by my erection rubbing against her cervix.
As for me, well, there's two really nice things about this...actually make that three, because just being penetrated in her like I was it nice of itself.
But setting that aside, triggering that sort of reaction in such a beautiful woman...I don't know how to explain it...makes you feel really good. It makes you feel closer to her -- spiritually and physically.
But there's a physical reward too. In previous interactions like this, my physical reward has come from a more conventional 'hammering' of her as she calls me to progress from stimulating her cervix, to instead working on her g spot. This time was a little different. As I ground the tip of my erection against her cervix, the base of my shaft was working against her vaginal opening; and from the outset, it felt absolutely fantastic.
Maybe a bit too much. I like to indulge her, and have generally let her time my climax; gripping me lightly until she was ready for me to go.
This one she had no control over; and nor for that matter did I -- as long as I was going to keep giving her the stimulation she desired.
I tried slightly different angles, but they didn't help. I was slowly brewing up. Of course, it's a nice feeling; really nice; more so, if like this one, it takes its time and draws out the pleasure. It's the part of sex us males are meant to enjoy; second only to the climax itself. But it was...inconvenient in the circumstances.
I hoped that, as she had what I interpreted as her third cervical orgasm, she'd follow her usual pattern of turning to get a more conventional orgasm from my raking her g spot or stimulating her clit; usually leading us to have orgasms more or less at the same time.
But she didn't. She left me still twisting my erection inside her, stimulating her to cervical ones. That sort of sealed the deal. I'd been suppressing until that moment vocalising my building pleasure. But now I surrendered to the desire to moan as a normal response to what I was feeling; giving her some signal of where this was heading.
She was quivering and shaking almost violently in my arms, her breasts rubbing against my chest, a sort of jerky, continuous hum expressing the feelings building inside her. I was desperately hanging on, trying to at least see out her next orgasm.
But I couldn't stop it. With an almighty groan and an explosion of pleasure through my groin, my cock started pumping out my cum into her; pulse after pulse of erotic ecstasy which, as the same time, left my legs wobbly and made the need to jerk and thrust my erection in her impossible to deny.
Whether it was fortuitous timing, the jetting of my cum against her cervix or some additional stimulation from my jerking my shaft into her, I doubt even she would know, But almost straight away, she started cumming too; crying out in a way I'd never heard before; an almost mournful sigh, with tears starting to stream down her face.
I was sort of out of control in my own orgasm. After the initial pulses subsided, I just felt this irresistible desire to thrust and jerk a bit more and surrendering to it, felt this sense of enormous bliss as I triggered additional additional mini pulses to run the length of my shaft as it felt like my balls were actually pumping my cum out.
But that seemed to reinforce and extend whatever she was feeling; making her cry louder and, almost pleading as she held me in a crushing embrace.
My legs had lost all their strength. They wanted to collapse under me. But neither Laila's embrace, nor my desire to leave my shaft in her would permit that result. In one of those moments of instant decision, I instead straightened with a jerk my previous bent kneed stance -- necessary to present my erection to her at the right height -- all but lifting her off her feet with my erection carrying the weight of her.
That triggered another flood of erotic sensations in my groin, but nearly sent her off the planet. She moaned even louder; her whole body now quivering and shaking against me; tears now pouring down her cheeks, her already crushing embrace of me becoming almost python like.
I stood there; drained of all strength, only just managing to hold her in position, now wondering when or how this ended as she just kept moaning, shaking and crying.
Any concern I might have had that I was actually hurting her cervix with the additional pressure was displaced by the fact she was showing not the slightest sign of her wanting me to put her down. Far from it. Rather that would seem to have been the worst sin in the world, depriving her of whatever overwhelming sensations were driving her.
I waited, straining for some time, until the peak of whatever she was feeling started to subside, then eased her back down onto her feet. As one, our bodies surrendered to gravity and we ended up lying on the floor of the shower recess, the water continuing to cascade over Laila's back as she unleashed a wave of passion upon me, kissing me, caressing me and tightening her grip and jerking her body on the shaft I had somehow managed to keep inside her as we sunk to the floor.
I wondered why I wasn't feeling that uncomfortable sensitivity usually associated with post orgasm thrusts when instead I felt this beautiful warmth suffusing through my erection. It took me a moment to realise that, somewhere through my time of holding her up, pinned against the wall, my groin had refreshed itself.
Laila must have sensed it, because her action moved from mere acts of passion to one of intended stimulation; her chest lifted just enough to rub her nipples on my chest as she plunged my shaft in and out of her body.
Her grip was tight and I was rapidly brewing up; signalling that to her with staccato grunts. I was too immersed in my own experience to notice whether Laila was responding to this; instead, all too soon, rolling my head back and letting out a loud groan as my shaft pulsed in orgasmic pleasure. But Laila knew what she was doing. As I came, she came too; moaning in the way she does as she buried her head alongside mine; almost deafening me with her expression of the erotic sensations flooding her body.
Soon enough, we ended up as two drained, exhausted, completely spent bodies, sill lying on the floor, still with the shower sending a cascade of water over Laila's back, still with my erection joining our bodies together; silent except for the sounds of our panting breath.
At least until Laila giggled...
"What?"
"That was insane."
"Yea, it was a bit."
"Only a bit! It was life changing insane."
"You're right. It was a lot more than a bit."
The truth was, in terms of shear pleasure, it was probably the best sex I've ever had in my life. And probably the next five best sexual experiences have been with the girls during the last week. And it's not just from Laila exploring her sexual boundaries.
It's something about the girls. Their mere presence arouses me; often in the most demonstrative physical way. But their effect on me manifests itself through more than my manhood. Just touching them makes my whole body -- well -- tingle. Not in whatever way drives Laila to her cervical orgasms. No, it more like they excite every atom in my body; awake it, turn it on and raises it to a new level of existence.



And to lay down on them or alongside them? Oh my god, I almost shiver with the excitement of it. The real surprise is I don't cum prematurely the minute my erection touches their vaginal opening -- if not before.
Their is something about them. Something that goes beyond the cock teasing perfection of their physical beauty. It might be some sort of hormonal exchange, it might be some sort of alignment of our personalities.
Whatever it is, it strongly reflects in my sexual response. I mean, I've never before done anything like get a refreshed erection to roll on to a second fuck. And yet, with them, it seems as normal as it could be.
There is little doubt there is an interesting month ahead of my as I travel around the Australian outback with them.
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The dinner and night that followed in that first day in Katherine were fairly uneventful -- mainly in the sense Laila and, to a lesser extent, Annika, didn't make any demands for crazy sex; or even non crazy sex.
Indeed, the morning saw us up early, getting ready for our proposed walk of the Leliyn Trail and the Sweetwater Pool walk.
This was going to take us most of the day. The fact that it would be hot in this area almost went without saying. But with the monsoon season approaching, it was also quite muggy, instead of bone dry like it would have been a month ago.
The girls opted for bikinis and a mini skirt; plus plenty of sunscreen. I opted for a pair of loose shorts and a t shirt. With decent walking shoes and hats to round off our attire, we shared amongst us a back pack carrying a generous quantity of water, food for the day, a snake compression bandage and the satellite phone. We only carried one towel between us. There'd be a lot of swimming, but we figured letting us mainly sun dry our bodies would save us carrying the weight of a towel each.
It started with a drive, through some fairly ruggered terrain, out to Leliyn campground.
From there we set out to our first objective, the Edith Falls and river.
That first stage wasn't such a long walk; about a km and a half, so we soon found ourselves at the plunge pool.
Naturally the girls quickly stripped themselves down to their bikinis. I hadn't seen which ones they'd put on as they got dressed tht morning, but now discovered they'd chosen one of their absolutely smallest ones; thong style bottoms with a narrow strip of material through their bum cracks, a bit of a whale tail at the back, and the tiniest mons and crotch covering to match the very small breast covering of the slide-tri tops.
Still, late in the tourist season as it was, and still relatively early in the morning, we had the pool to ourselves, so it didn't really matter what they had on, if anything.
They dived in and I followed them; quickly finding myself being groped by the two girls. That was more or less par for the course. There was something about being in the water that made the girls randy -- towards me at least.
But what followed more or less set the pattern for the rest of the trip; that of jumping into every gorge and pool we explored and, more significantly wanting to have sex in it. Since we'd got up and left early, it was fairly predictable that, at least Laila, would find a spot for some sexual adventure, with Annika likely to follow.
After enough of a grope to get me fully aroused, Laila swam ahead a bit, seemingly exploring the pool downstream of the waterfall. She stopped at what seemed to be a submerged rock and waved at me to join her there. When I got there, I found she discovered a long, narrow flat topped rock, worn smooth by the flooding waters that would rush across it once the wet season fully set in, submerged by about 20cm (8 inches) of water and itself sitting in water too deep to stand up in...
"Lie on that please."
I turned back to Annika who simply rolled her eyes and indicated she was going to swim over to the falls themselves. With full knowledge of what would follow, I did as I was told; lying face up, only my face, chest and the erection sheathed by my swim briefs above the water.
Laila heaved herself on top of me, initially just laying flat on me...
"I think this will be a fun holiday."
"I'm sure it will be."
She started a gentle pashing of me; brief kisses, caressing my cheeks with hers and rubbing her hands through my hair and so much of my body as she could reach, all while gently rubbing her crease along the length of my shaft. Given my attraction and sexual response to any contact with the girls, it was of course my pleasure to respond to her in kind; enjoying my embrace of her body in a way that isn't normally decent as I stroked her bottom, tucked my hand inside the waistband of her bikini pants and fondled her breasts.
Laila wasn't in any hurry; although she was clearly stimulating her clit against the length of my erection. It was maybe five minutes before she reached down, pulled my swimmers down enough to expose the top of my erection, pull aside the gusset of her bikini bottom and push herself down on my shaft into a full penetration; slowly thrusting it in and out of her.
Since I'd got dressed that morning, I'd been so expecting of something like this. I hadn't even tied up the waistband of my swimmers, actually leaving it quite loose; loose enough I'd nearly lost them as I dived into the water. But as she often seems to do, she'd left the waistband of my swimmers sitting across the base of my shaft where I found it can be a bit too stimulating as she plays around on me. So I reached down with both hands to try and tuck it under my balls; nearly garroting my balls off in the process since I didn't ask her to lift her hips to let me do it. That's a mistake you only make once.
Now Laila had me penetrated in her, she sat up. The narrowness of the rock meant she could drop her legs to the side, riding me more like a horse, rather than the posture she'd use on a bed. That, as she knew, and was probably the reason for her choice of this rock, gave her a deeper penetration. Deep enough to touch up her cervix.
Ever since she'd discovered the concept of cervical orgasms, they'd been something of an obsession with her.
In this position, I was more or less just along for the ride; even if I was the one being ridden. It just meant Laila was going to be doing all the work; screwing the tip of my erection against her cervix and bouncing gently up and down on me to add a second approach to stimulating it.
I could lie back and enjoy it; the warm feeling of the full length of my manhood buried inside her body, the delightful low level stimulation of it provided by her movements, and the cock bursting sensation of watching this stunningly beautiful young woman go through the motions of pleasuring herself on me.
In this case, the usual enjoyment of watching her gorgeous breasts rock and bounce with her movements was compounded by the exaggerated projection of her nipples due to the cool water. On ultra high beam, they were seemingly enormous edifices, tightly sheathed by the wet material of her small bikini top; a top so small their projection had actually pulled the inner hem of it off her breast.
They were so tempting, I yearned to suck them, but my back couldn't bend far enough to reach them. Instead, as she stimulated herself, I brushed aside the triangles of her bikini top aside and tweaked her hard projecting nipples with my fingers.
I was by now becoming inured to what was involved with this cervical orgasm thing of Laila's; inured in a nice way. It was nothing like the convention orgasms I was used to giving to women I was having sex with. These were far more subtle and had a cycle of their own. And given they let her cum to them time after time, each orgasm a bit more powerful than the one before, cycle is definitely the right word.
As she pleasured herself on me, her whole body would start to shake and she'd be vocalising her pleasure with an almost musical humming. Sometimes it would be so powerful, she'd start to cry; tears running down her face.
The only problem with this was that it had no natural ending. Unlike conventional orgasms, which either signal the end of the sex or that it's time for the other party to have their turn, here the closest analogy to watching her was that it was more like her working through a bottomless packet of chocolate biscuits, each one more delicious that the one before. And while it felt really nice for me, it wasn't enough to bring me to my climax as an alternative ending.
The way she was sitting on me -- leaning a bit back - exposed the front of her crotch. So I decided to entertain myself, and explore how these cervical orgasms interact with normal ones, by taking one hand off her breast and sliding -- pushing really - my fingers under her crotch to stimulate her clit.
Since Laila had pulled the gusset of her tiny bikini bottoms aside to penetrate herself, my fingers found direct contact with the firm bud of her clit. I stroked it gently, almost immediately causing a change in her vocalisations; a sort of intake of breath followed by a moaning sound overlaying her previous humming.
Already highly stimulated, it didn't take long for her to more conventionally orgasm to my fingering of her. With a loud, groaning cry, one that mixed a confusion of signals between the conventional orgasm she was signalling and the cervical one she was building to, she collapsed down onto me; lying on me as I felt her contractions bear down on my erection.
Normally after an orgasm, Laila would be passionately all over me like a rash; a flood of endorphins causing her to seek a close and fervid intimacy.
I sensed the endorphins were there, but she had higher priorities. She sat back up on me, drilling my erection back down into the fullest depth of penetration to finish the stimulation of her cervix that was rudely interrupted by her climax. Screwing my erection around inside her, and bouncing gently on it, once again her body started the shaking that seems to be part of the build up to these orgasms. That and the humming until with a shivering musical hum she announced her climax.
It was only for a moment I got to wonder whether she'd bring our sex to an end or roll on into another go at it. Her answer came as she lent back on me, pressing my erection hard against the front wall of her vagina. The she started lifting herself up and down, thrusting my erection in and out of her body. No longer was it the short little jabs she was using before, these were long thrusts, clearly being used to rake my erection across her g spot.
The humming had stopped. Now I just had the usual moans of the build up to her more conventional climaxes. Her breasts were bouncing delightfully, a complete visual tease; but almost out of my reach with her angled back posture.
Her moans grew louder until, almost with a cry, and a warm squirt I felt on my upper thigh, even though it was under an inch of water, she collapsed down on me, moaning deafeningly in my ear as her contractions pummelled my manhood far more powerfully than they had with the climax generated by my fingering of her; all while thrusting herself in and out on my shaft to extend her climax.
Eventually she was left seemingly spent and panting on top of me. But she had more to give. She whispered in my ear...
"You've been a good boy. I'm going to give you a climax that will blow your brain."
Given some of the ones I'd had with her in far more convenient circumstances, I doubted we'd set any new records. But, after a significant time of my shaft being warmed and teased within her vagina, I was willing to take whatever she gave me.
She lifted her upper body enough to let her breasts be dragged from side to side across my face, her hard, projecting nipples brushing across my lips...
"Do you like that?"
Even though she has very firm breasts, gravity made them look much larger as they were suspended over me. On top of that, the projecting nipple had an erotic effect all of its own.
"Yes."
She held her left nipples on my lips as she added...
"Hold on, we're going for a ride."
I took her nipple into my mouth, my lips clamped on her slightly puffy areola, sucking it and playing my tongue against it, as she gripped my shaft tighter than she had during our sex to this point, and started slowly and very deliberately long thrusting my shaft in and out of her.
Her grip on my erection was magical. Every thrust was an absolute delight, letting my shaft play in the glory of her vagina, warming it, stimulating it, pleasuring it and yet not so quickly driving me to an orgasm.
Now it was me moaning into her breast as I continued to suck her nipple; completely immersed in the erotic excitement of taking my own turn in this sexual encounter.
It felt fantastic; creating this sensation of my erection being stretched and ultra hard; aroused to its greatest extent as it soaked up the juices it bathed in within her body's receptive void.
But the effect on it was cumulative and, perhaps before I would have wished, it was accumulating towards an orgasm. All Laila had to go on were the moans I was making, muffled as they were by her breasts. She didn't know when I would release and had no knowledge of whether to stop, thrust faster or grip more tightly to make the most of my climax; so even as it must have been clear to her the moment was near, she just kept up the same long thrusting.
But it didn't matter. Maybe reinforced by the hardness of my erection at the moment of release, that first pulse of cum that rocketed up my shaft and splatted itself against her cervix felt incredible. She was right. It was mind blowing. And the groan that accompanied it made that obvious.
And the next six or so pulses were no less mind blowing.
Laila just kept thrusting.
As the pulses diminished, I used my hand on her butt to signal her to stop. Then with a sense that my shaft wanted more, I used the same hands on her butt to encourage her to thrust again; not as deeply and just a few times, or at least that's what I thought I'd asked for. Instead she broke into a wild thrusting routine; fast and long.
The immediate results was a few more mind blowing mini pulses, but fairly quickly I had to bring her to a stop again as my shaft got that sensitivity that can follow a male orgasm.
Her breasts were still in my face as she lifted herself up and looked down on me...
"Well, was that mind blowing?"
"Yes."
"I told you so."
I had to give her mind blowing. It was. But I've had better orgasms -- especially with her. Having no control over it means I don't get to adjust things to maximise my pleasure. But that's not a complaint; simply an observation. I really have no reason to complain about any sex I have with Laila; except perhaps she wants a little bit too much of it.
Laila was in no hurry to get off me; her breasts once again over my face as she kissed my head. Nor was my erection in any hurry to subside. I sensed that little thing inside it, that feels like a valve, do some sort of release so that it was no longer as super hard as it was. But it still had most of the size and rigidity of an erection.
But Annika was somewhere around and I didn't doubt she'd be looking for some attention too...
"Well, time to get up I think and see where Annika is."
I rolled to the side, tipping her off into the deep water as I spoke, my erection slipping from her body as she momentarily disappeared under the surface. I rolled into the water alongside her, sinking my legs to put me in a 'tread water' position, as Laila came back to the surface...
"Can you see Annika?"
"Over there under the waterfall."
"Ar yes."
She was there alright, but with the water largely falling in front of her, as if she was sitting in a recess or cave, she was barely visible. I started swimming in her direction, Laila following me.
Ducking behind the water falling down, I hoisted myself onto the shelf Annika was sitting on, positioning myself next to her and watched as Laila swam away. Annika turned to me, speaking over the cascading noise of the waterfall which was pummelling our lower thighs...
"You two seemed to have had a good time; although Laila took her time. Has she worn you out?"
"Laila had to do all the work, so no."
"I was thinking more about one particular part of your body."
"No, that's in good condition too; even if a bit empty."
"Well, I'm sure it can be filled up again."
Annika leaned on my shoulder, placing her hand high on my thigh where her fingers started stroking my penis though the thin wet material of my swim briefs.
I rested the side of my head against the top of hers, casting my gaze down across her beautiful body. It was extremely seductive, especially wet as it was. Her breasts displayed the most gorgeous cleavage; minimally covered as they were by her tiny bikini top. Like Laila's, her nipples were on ultra high beam, sheathed in the wet unlined material of her top, hard edifices, projecting much further than I'd seen any nipples -- except Laila's -- project before. From there, her flat stomach led down to her crotch, where a seductive mons bulge was highlighted by a pronounced camel toe in the small covering of material that constituted the front of her bikini pants.
That, with her fingering of my penis, was enough to trigger an erection. Annika pulled out the front of my swim briefs to give it room to grow vertically, then tidied it up so my sheathed erection projected over the top of my waistband.
I felt Annika move her head around a bit as she studied our location...
"The ground is very rough and uncomfortable. Will we stand up?"
"Sure."
I stood up, offering her a hand to help her up too.
She pushed her front against me, embracing my waist as she turned her head up to me in an invitation to kiss.
I can't deny that, if I'm allowed to have a favourite between the two girls, Annika is it. I don't really know how our relationships should be described. A cynic might say they are just using me as a sex object. Maybe, but I sense in them something a fair bit more binding than that. Is 'love' involved? I don't know. I've only known them for two weeks. Love takes a little bit longer than that.
But if I love one of them more than the other, it is Annika I love more.
Why is hard to say.
She's maybe a bit more grounded and what I might call 'wise'. A bit more like me maybe; whereas Laila has a wild side that intimidates me.
And while they are both stunningly beautiful, Annika's I feel is that little bit more perfect than Laila. There's no denying Laila gives me more powerful orgasms with her sexual craziness, but there's more to a relationship than that and I have nothing to complain about with my sex with Annika.
All if which is a long way of saying I almost felt as if I was swooning as I relaxed into Annika's arms and gave her the kiss she'd offered up to me.
Our tongues wrestled inside my mouth as Annika gently circled her lower stomach and mons against the erection that was trapped between out bodies and her hands caressed my back; all as the waterfall cascaded down upon us.
Annika was in no hurry. Our lovers embrace went on for a few minutes, becoming more intense, before Annika's hand drifted down to where my shaft sat proud and hard, unsheathed it from my swim wear, put it between her legs, pushed aside the narrow gusset of her bikini pants and penetrated herself with it.
With a medium grip, she started thrusting my shaft in and out of her vagina. I used a firm hand on her bottom to bring that to a stop...
"This won't give you a climax."
"That does not matter to me. I just want to have sex with you."
"Then lets take our time about it."
I encouraged her to go back to just kissing and caressing; something made infinitely more pleasurable by the fact our bodies were joined by my erection being embedded deeply in her body. I screwed my erection around inside her and, from time to time, thrust it deeply in to ensure my penetration of her was complete; but I managed to avoid anything that would trigger me to a climax.
As I caressed her, I moved my right hand around the front of her lower stomach, until I reached a position I could slip my fingers between her legs. Withdrawing just enough to give me room to finger her clit, I found her firm little bud still covered by the thin material of her bikini pants.
I played with it a little until I moved my finger under the gusset of her pants and stroked its bare flesh. Annika signalled her approval with a sighing hum into my mouth as we continued kissing.



With my head turned a little to the side as I was kissing her, my eyes were focused fixatedly on her breasts. I couldn't help it. I'm unashamedly a breast man, and, even though I spend plenty of time seeing them fully exposed, Annika's drive me wild with desire.
Withdrawing my shaft as I squatted just enough to let me bend down to them, I pulled aside the triangle covering her right breast and started sucking on its projecting nipple; a move that also gave me freer access to her clit and made for an easier and more effective fingering of it.
Annika must have thought so, because her breathing intensified and her hum turned to moans as she held my head firmly against her breast.
All this time, we water coming off the waterfall had been cascading down on us. Once I stood up and Annika exposed my erection, it had pretty quickly stripped me, the loose waistband offering no resistance as my swim briefs were washed down around my ankles and making me make sure I didn't lift my feet, since I doubted I'd find them if they got washed into the pool.
The water also stripped Annika of her pants, but in this case they got hung up on my erection; the thin side strap dangling across the base of it. Her bikini top, tied on with bows, lasted a bit longer. But as I kept pleasuring her, I became aware of the fact that the water had managed to undo the lower tie, leaving her bikini top dangling down between her breasts, now secured only by the neck tie; protected as it was by her hair.
There was one other thing I wanted to try while I was in the position I was using. It was something I wouldn't have tried if I hadn't cut my nails short the day before yesterday. I wanted to see if I could get a finger up her vagina in front of my shaft.
I knew it would stretch her a bit more, but I also thought it might put more pressure on the front wall of her vagina and thus on her g spot.
I gently eased it in a bit, looking for any adverse reaction from Annika and being careful not to scratch my shaft. But there was none; I could almost feel her body adjusting to the extra diameter and lubricating my finger.. Then with each thrust, I pushed it in a bit deeper until I thought I was over the area of her g spot; then instead of thrusting, I rubbed her g spot.
Annika didn't take long to bring to a climax. As soon as she started coming, she was very keen to get my erection fully inside her, her hand quickly placed on my bum and making an unmistakable lifting movement. I extracted my digit and happily complied, enjoying the feeling of her contractions lightly pummelling my shaft as I slowely thrust it in and out in a way I hoped might prolong her enjoyment.
Only them did I feel it was time to look to my own climax.
Sex standing up is a tricky thing, especially if there's no surface to lean against. It might not be my favourite position, but when it's with Annika, there's nothing second rate about it.
I squatted my legs again; sort of wrapping my upper thighs around the outside of hers, in order to give me a more vertical angle of penetration into her. Then I held her tightly as I started thrusting.
She responded with a firm embrace of me as she used a moderately firm grip on my thrusting erection.
The thing that made this sex with her really enjoyable was the intimacy of our body contact. From our crotches to our necks, our bodies were fully in contact. As I thrust, using a bend of my knee as much as a pull back of my hips, I could feel her breasts rubbing against my chest.
It would be easy to imagine this sort of sex as a 'stare over her shoulder, concentrate on your penis' sex; but it was nothing like that at all. What I enjoyed most of all was the closeness of our bodies, the brushes of her cheek against mine and the stolen kisses they interposed; not to mention the press of her breasts on my chest.
My shaft was certainly pleasuring itself, and being pleasured, in her vagina, and in that regard added to the experience. But the real joy came from the fact that, for the moment, Annika and I were as one.
Of course, as your manhood starts to brew up, it tends to grab your attention. As it boils over and pulse after pleasurable pulse signals the rush of your cum up your shaft and into her vagina, it's hard to focus on anything else.
It may not have been as mind blowing as the sex I'd just had with Laila, but it didn't have to be. It was just as meaningful, just as enjoyably; maybe more so given it was with Annika. As I finished, we stood there for a moment, my shaft still in her as she passionately kissed me.
Really, it was only as I started to shrink out of her and her bikini pants were in danger of being washed off the hanger that was my shaft that we partly separated to save losing our items of clothing.
Annika made it even more meaningful when, after pulling her pants back up and retying the bow on her bikini top, she took my hand, looked me in the eye and said...
"Thank you. That was lovely."
It gave me some sense that her feelings were not that far from mine; letting me sincerely reply...
"It was lovely for me too."
Laila, sensing we were finished, swam over to us and the three of us swam back to where we'd left our gear.
We now had a long walk ahead of us and the day was getting hotter. The girls neither dried themselves, nor put their skirts back on; just putting a hat on their head and their footwear on, they picked up their backpack and headed off, letting the sun and light breeze do the drying. I copied them, trusting to the sun screen to provide enough protection of our skin at this time of the morning.
We took a little time to go to the lookouts and take in the views of the Edith River before moving on.
It was not really bushland we were walking across; more rugged rocks. The path, which was nothing like a path, was instead marked by little reflective triangles placed far enough apart that you could just see the next one as you got to the one before it.
Mostly the girls want to walk hand in hand, either side of me. That's actually really sweet, even if having a girl either side of me in what amounted to a lover's walking hold was somewhat strange.
But I'm a male, and even though I'd just fucked both of them, there was an almost undeniable desire to take in the sexually provocative view of their bodies as they walked along in their bikinis. Yes, I admit, it is a form of objectification. But it is something the male body is programmed for and very hard to ignore.
While walking hand in hand alongside them, turning my head towards them as I talked with them, let me stare down at their cleavage; but certainly came with the risk of tripping over and falling flat on my face. Of course, being male, I risked the possibility of a fall as I took every opportunity offered me to stare at their breasts.
But there was another view to be taken if I could just fall back from them a few steps; one that reduced somewhat the risk of tripping. And that of course, was seeing them from behind. Yes, of course, their arses were incredible; the narrow strip of material buried in their bum crack, the whale tail top and their exposed bum cheeks, all extremely distracting. But it was a lot more than their arses. They have incredibly feminine figures; shapely but slender all at once. The curve of their waist and hips is a joy to behold, their legs are almost statuesque, and it's all enhanced by their long blonde hair flicking across their backs as they walk; teased even further by the fragile ties on their bikini tops that just invite you to pull the bows and expose their breasts.
Annika's bikini was particularly teasing from this angle, mainly because of the baby pink colour which just made it look so innocent and feminine.
I managed to find a reason to fall back from time to time, just for that purpose, the best one being when I dropped back far enough to get a view of their mons or vulva bulge between their legs. I was trying to get under control a half boner by the time I rejoined them.
It was about 4km to the Sweetwatter Pool, which was our objective; one we did at a leisurely pace. When we got to the small campground, which again, because of the time of year, was empty, we found ourselves a comfortable place to sit in a circle and have some morning tea snacks and a good drink of water.
The girls made no attempt at modesty as we sat there. No demurely folded legs, just legs spread wide apart with just the slightest bend of their knees of the otherwise straight out legs; and of course directed straight towards me. It reminded me of the day they picked me up from the beach. It worked then and it was working now. For them to say 'hey, I'm up here' would be a gross unfairness. As much as they might pretend innocence, they got the result they wanted.
I had trouble taking my eyes of either their crotch, or their breasts. I'd look up at them as I was talking to them, but as much as I tried, my eyes always drifted down to the display they were giving me.
The bulge of their mons and vulva, covered as they were by a thin gusset with failed to completely span their width, were particularly distracting; made more so as I could actually watch them grow aroused as we sat their. What had originally been a small crease through the centre of the bulge widened into a shallow depression until Laila's outer labia actually escaped their cover and revealed itself.
As soon as we finished eating, it was Annika who suggested we go and cool off in the natural pool.
I must admit, I half expected to be asked for sex as soon as we got in the water. Where or how, I didn't know. But, in anticipation, I involuntarily grew an almost full boner as I followed their cute arses down to the water.
But that's not how it worked out -- at least initially.
Yes, as we frolicked in the water, both of the girls very playfully groped and sexually handled me, and by now I've learnt to reciprocate that; and sometimes even lead it. And that included playing with my erection, albeit still sheathed in my swim briefs.
But neither of them exposed it or tried to find a platform for sex, as we swam around and explored the pool and enjoyed its refreshing waters; which I can't say I was unhappy about. The playfulness is actually quite a lot of fun; permitting a form of touching and groping not normally allowed in a group situation. And I'm certainly not lacking for sex.
Having cooled off, we went and sat by the water's edge, eating an early lunch as we discussed our timetable for the rest of the day; governed somewhat by a booking we had for the evening dinner cruise on Katherine Gorge.
Somehow, and if I recall rightly, it was Laila grabbing the last of my sandwiches and me trying to take it back, the discussion degenerated into a wrestling match; both of them against me.
Like the games in the water, it was very sexual; lots of body contact as we each tried to pin the other down, swimwear that certainly got dislodged from the area they were supposed to cover, even if they weren't taken off altogether, and hands that grabbed parts of the body they aren't usually allowed in wrestling games.
All with a big serving of constant laughter.
The fact was, I can't remember any time in my life I've had such uninhibited, unrestrained fun. After about fifteen minutes, I ended up, half in the water, half covered in coarse grained sand and mini rocks, under a pile of female bodies and not the slightest bit worried by the fact I was displaying a prominent erection; all three of us giggling like a bunch of school girls.
By then, the sandwich was well gone and I only escaped the pile on with an abject surrender.
It was Annika who picked up on that...
"What surrender, as in our prisoner?"
"Does it have to be that?"
"Oh yes. More like prisoner and slave actually."
"OH, does that mean I should be better off if I fought my way out?"
"I don't think so. Is it really all that frightening to be a slave to two really randy women."
"Hmmm. Maybe not."
"Good. Grab his feet Laila. We're going to clean him up a bit so we don't get gravel rash."
They got off me, Annika picking up my arms while Laila picked up my feet, mostly lifting, but partly dragging me into the water. Then they knelt one either side of me, using their hands -- way more than was needed -- to get the sand and grit off me as I floated in the water; including out of my swimwear which they confiscated in the process.
"Ok Laila, let's take him to the punishment table."
I found one of each side of me, dragging me by the elbows and underarm, face down, out into deeper water; my exposed erection being bent back by the movement of the water. They stopped at a rock, covered by a shallow layer of water, and rested my upper body on the rough surface.
Then, bending themselves over the same table either side of me, Annika turned to me and instructed...
"OK, you know what to do. Laila first. No ejaculation until you've done both of us. Make it good."
I stood up and looked around. We were still alone. After all I was about to do them doggy style and naked myself.
Then I stepped back and took in the sight of them both bent over the rock. I figured I could take my time. I knew Laila would be impatient, but I could always argue if they want it good, then I need to let me plan the operation.
The first thing I took in was the view of their mons bulge between their legs. They both have a reasonable thigh gap and it had teased me as I walked behind them. Now bent over, with their legs apart, with a deep camel toe running through the bikini pants of both of them, the sight of them made my already aroused manhood rock hard.
Standing behind Laila, I gently caressed my hand across it; rubbing it lightly back and forwards, feeling her body respond to my touch. When her labia had opened I then ran my fingers along her crease, feeling out her swollen clit underneath the thin material of her bikini pants.
She was ready.
I pulled aside the gusset of her pants and bent my erection down to penetrate her. Repositioning her body by moving it back a bit, so that I could get a hand across her upper thigh and against her clit, I slowly started thrusting.
Every time we've done this form of doggy style, Laila has come and come hard; usually squirting. Still, I was under orders to make it a good one, so stimulating all available erogenous zones had to be the order of the day. I was already fingering her clit, but, bending over her a bit, which transferred the pressure of my thrusts from the back of her vagina to the front, I brought my spare hand under her chest to tweak her nipple.
Laila was only gripping me very loosely, if at all; no doubt following the rule I shouldn't come until both the girls had.
But it still felt pretty good as I (to use a term Laila throws about) hammered her arse.
It probably took about five minutes, but it didn't seem that long before I had Laila groaning and squirting as her contractions pressed against my erection.
Because it seems to work for her and extend her orgasm, I kept thrusting until her orgasm ran its course.
More or less, as soon as she'd finished, I withdrew and placed myself behind Annika. There was method in my haste. After good sex, Laila gets really worked up with what I can only guess is a flood of endorphins or something similar; wanting to passionately engage me for what can be an extended period. Normally I'm happy to indulge her; but I just had the sense that fucking the girls here in what was a public space left me somewhat exposed.
Until now, I'd felt moderately comfortable with our early start and the off season timing. But as the day moved on, the likelihood of someone else joining us started to get a bit more certain.
Like I had with Laila, I caressed Annika's mons bulge and its camel toe through the thin material of her bikini pants, getting her really aroused before I pulled her pants aside and penetrated her too.
The routine was the same; one hand on her clit, the other on a nipple. But I have to admit, it felt more personal with Annika; emotionally at least. But somehow that also translated to my cock feeling far more stimulated as I hammered her. Annika's grip on me was no tighter than Laila's had been, but I suddenly became aware I was in some danger of breaching Annika's rule about not coming before both of them had.
I slowed down my thrusting; hoping my fingering of her clit and whatever additional stimulation she got from nipple tweaking, would make up for the reduced stimulation of my vaginal stimulation of her. But I couldn't stop altogether, so just tried to thrust in a way that produced the least possible stimulation for me.
Annika doesn't vocalise anything like the way Laila does, but even so, I listened intently to Annika's breathing and such moans as she made, wanting to hear the signals that her orgasm was close. But it wasn't close enough.
My erection was warming; sending out those pleasure signals that tell you it won't be long before you come.
I knew that, even if I stopped thrusting altogether, even if I took it out, I'd probably still climax.
I decided I'd take it in the other direction. Bending over Annika's back, I whispered in her ear...
"I can't stop it. I'm going to cum."
At the same time, I started thrusting almost manically.
It actually took just a bit longer than I thought it would, especially given how fantastic my erection felt as I did it. But soon enough that first pulse of my climax started filling Annika's vagina with my cum as I found myself out of control, crying...
"Fuck, oh fuck, ooohhhh fuck..."
I was still thrusting manically as pulse after pulse of my climax sent these most incredible signals of erotic pleasure to my brain.
I'm not really sure how or what happened next. I may have stood more upright as I was banging away manically at Annika, although I was certainly still fingering her and tweaking her nipple. And maybe I slipped on the muddy floor of the natural pool.
But in my enthusiasm I must have lost my footing and fallen backwards, still thrusting away. Because of my three points of contact with Annika, and probably because I gripped her more tightly to try and regain my balance, she was dragged back with me.
All I know is that I splashed back into the water behind me, almost on automatic, still jerking my hips against Annika's butt as I kept fucking her. I momentarily went completely under water until, as my bottom plonked itself in the mud, I was able to sit up and let my head break the water -- only just; especially as Annika was now sitting on my lap.
That reversal of positions at least stopped me banging Annika, even if my shaft was still pulsing pleasurably inside her and I was still groaning to let the world know about it.
As my brain collected my thoughts back together after its momentary immersion in a fog of panic and pleasure I realised two things. Firstly I was still actively fingering and tweaking Annika. And secondly, I could feel the contractions of her own orgasm and hear the soft moans that accompanied it.
I sat there, my own orgasm spent, letting Annika work through hers.
As she finished, she lifted herself off me, turned around, and in a playfully aggressive way sat on my lap facing me as her hands gripped my still hard shaft...
"You're a very naughty prisoner. You were told you weren't to cum until after we had."
"I know, but when I'm dealing with such beautiful women, sometimes the poor male body can't be controlled."
"OH, nice come back. OK, we might forgive you this time. Lucky I came as you did or the consequences might have been more serious."
By now, Laila was alongside, fondling me too. I squirmed backwards towards the shallower water and the beach we'd entered through, Annika riding me and Laila crawling alongside. When the water was half way down my chest and I wasn't far from the beach, I looked around...



"Where's my swimmers?"
"You realise if I was Americans I'd answer that question by saying 'in my vagina'. You Australians have funny ways of referring to things. What do you need those for?"
"Well, we're in a public area and there's a good chance other people are going to come along."
"You worry too much. OK. Lie back and I'll reach them for you.."
I laid myself back in the water far enough that I only just managed to keep my face out of the water. Annika climbed up over me, first her breasts, exposed by her dislodged bikini top, and then her crotch, equally exposed, brushed across my face until the latter loitered near my nose. Then I sensed her stretch out her arms to a rock where she must have left them.
Before coming back she asked...
"You're not going to eat me out while you have a chance?"
"It's at the wrong angle."
She reversed herself back down me, kept going down to my feet, then slipped my swim briefs over them and up my legs. As she grabbed my half mongrel shaft to tuck it in, it hardened in her hands.
"You have a very sensitive penis."
"Again, it is caused by such beautiful women."
Annika straightened herself back up and then laid half over me, leaving room for Laila to take the other half. The water wasn't really shallow enough for me to properly relax where I was so, once again, I edged myself closer to the shallows so I could put put my head back and at least have my face just out of the water as the rest of my body lay submerged.
Laila has always been one for long cuddles after sex and, while Annika is less so, still likes them. This is essentially what it was -- at first - and I wrapped each of them in an arm. But Laila's endorphins hadn't really worn off yet, and she was soon over my face, looking for a long French kiss, which I happily gave her.
When lying like this, the girls tend to straddle my thigh with their legs, letting them push their mons and vulva firmly against my thigh; and sometimes rub it.
I could tell, Laila as she kissed me, was starting to hump herself on my thigh. It was subtle because she was essentially floating in the water, so really the only point of contact down there was her erogenous zone and, if she used the little wavelets and surges which the waterfall into the pool generated, it could seem as though she was just moving with the waves. But it was clear to me this was no accident.
Then I could feel her rubbing her nipple on the side of my chest as she did it.
At first Annika just cuddled up with her head pressed into my shoulder. But shortly after Laila started humping me, so did she.
There is something incredibly nice about having two women cuddle up to you, subtly pleasuring themselves on your body. Yes, there was some movement against the erection that they'd given me and which now sat between their gently moving hips and it generated some pleasure, but not nearly enough to make this an ejaculative experience.
No, the niceness was rather just the intimacy and the feeling that I was sexually attractive enough to them that they found pleasure in my presence and body and not just my erection.
But I was still surprised that they actually wanted more sexual release, given what we'd already done that morning.
I just laid back and enjoyed it. Kissing Laila is always fun and apart from that I was not really required to put any effort into what was happening. And that little worry in the back of my mind about another walking group crashing our activities could be set aside since we were all dressed -- at least in our swimwear -- and the activity could stop the moment we heard anything.
Neither of them seemed to be in a hurry; which was good. I could just relax and take it all in and they could have whatever drawn out pleasure they wanted. It even occurred to me they weren't really looking for a climax just, well, I might describe as playing with their clits.
But as Lailia, still kissing me, hissed out her climax through my teeth as she clamped her legs around my thigh, that silly thought was soon put to rest. As was predictable with Laila, the endorphins of her climax intensified her kissing as her hands caressed so much of my body that wasn't covered by either her or Annika.
Having got that out of her system, she slid down my body and exposed my erection. While Annika was still humping me, Laila started sucking my cock; although sucking doesn't even start to describe it. Let's call it giving me head.
She was plunging my erection three quarters of the way into her mouth as her tongue and lips pressed firmly against its flesh. I suspect, had Annika not been in the way and forced her to approach it from an awkward angle, she would have taken it right down to my balls.
I wasn't expecting this and I wasn't prepared for it; at least in the sense I might have been aroused, but I wasn't really stimulated or worked up and my cock was cold from the water. After all the fucking we'd already done, I somewhat suspected Laila was going to have to work at it for quite a while if she wanted me to come.
That proved to be a misjudgement. Laila was going at it with a will. The coldness soon evaporated in the warmness of her mouth. And what I thought was its insensitivity soon disappeared as her lips and tongue worked it over.
Maybe it was the novelty of it. After all, until I met the girls, getting head had been a very rare event; as like, nearly never. To simply be allowed to lay back and enjoy it as a beautiful woman voluntarily and without being asked starts sucking on my cock was an unheard of dream.
That dream was in that moment a reality. And the reality was having a significant effect on my erection.
My erection started to tingle in the way that erection do before they're about to dump their load. I lifted my head and told Laila...
"I'm about to cum."
Her eyes lifted up to look at me and she provocatively shrugged her shoulders as she plunged my erection back into her mouth. I rested my head back and just enjoyed the feeling of my erection slowly brewing up.
Feeling guilty about cumming in her mouth, I tried to hold it back. But it doesn't work that way. I don't know how much cum was left in my balls after the previous three ejaculations I'd had that morning, but whatever it was, as I groaned nosily, my shaft pumped the lot of it into her mouth.
Laila just kept sucking at my cock as my orgasm kept the pumping up, then licked it clean; hardly necessary when I was laying in water that washed at its base.
When it was finished, Laila tucked the still hard shaft back into my swimmers and laid herself back down on the half of my body allowed to her by Annika. It was then Annika suggested...
"Well, should we start out walk back?"
I was pretty sure Annika hadn't got a climax from rubbing herself on my thigh. Wanting to do the right thing, but not really sure how to get there, I started asking...
"But have you finished..."
I hesitated. Words failed me. How specific should I be. I couldn't find a soft way of putting it. Annika detected my dilemma...
"It's good. Sometimes it's nice just to play with it. You don't have to go all the way."
I gave her a grin as she and Laila climbed off me, letting me up.
Once again, rather than dry themselves, the girls just set off in their bikinis; leaving me the visual treat that comes from walking with them; even if the price of that is that I'm expected to walk in my swim briefs.
We hadn't gone far on our trip home before we passed other travellers heading down to Sweetwater Pool. My concerns were not unjustified. And for some reason, the young guys in the first group we passed were keen to stop and engage Annika and Laila in a discussion about the walk while very blatantly sizing up their near naked bodies.
By the time we got back to Edith Falls, it was clear we were far from alone. The falls themselves had about half a dozen swimmers in it and we'd passed several parties on our way back.
The girls wanted another cooling dip before we piled in the truck for our drive back to Katherine.
We had a few hours to kill before sunset dinner boat tour along the Nitmiluk Gorge. For me that meant using the Motel's WiFi to go online and do some University work while the girls found different ways to entertain themselves.
Come dinner time they told me to get dressed as they themselves put on the plunging neckline, bodycon mini dresses they seem keen to use when we go out to dinner; calling on me to wear a buttoned up collared shirt and tailored shorts. Personally I thought we were overdressed for what was likely to be a more casual arrangement. And while I was proved right on that, the visual distraction of looking across the table at the girls and their cleavage displays as we had dinner was worth whatever strange looks we got from other people on the boat.
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With left Katherine early the next morning.
It seems like the girls were moderately sated by the sex we'd had on the walks, because after we got home from the river dinner cruise, we retired to bed. And while the three of us shared one queen sized bed and we all slept naked, they simply cuddled up to me as we fell asleep and during the night.
Which of course would give any man a rock hard erection to sleep with.
By the morning, even though we'd planned to set off early because we had a long drive ahead, things were a little different.
Playing with my erection when she woke up, Laila wanted a fuck; in this case, in what we call the origami position. That's the one where she lays on her back and folds her legs up until her knees are next to her breasts.
At least it is a quick way of stimulating her g spot and bringing her to an orgasm. While, because it can be deeply penetrating, it might have started a process of cervical stimulation and orgasms too, I made sure I didn't thrust deeply enough to trigger those, or we could have still have been at it by the mid morning check-out time.
What I couldn't control was Laila's grip on me; which in this case was pretty firm. It meant that, by the time she climaxed, I was running pretty hot too. Hot enough that, if I moved straight over to then fuck Annika, I would have gone off way too quickly.
So I took the extra thrusts to bring on my own climax.
But of course, there is a certain denial of reality in what I've just written because I could have asked Laila not to grip me as tightly as she was and I didn't. Frankly, after a night spent with a rock hard erection and Laila's playing with it in the morning, she wasn't the only one who wanted a fuck. My balls were calling for a good emptying too. And while it was possible, maybe even likely, that Annika would ask for a fuck too, there was no certainty of that. So I took my opportunity while it was offered to me.
But Annika did want a fuck, which meant I had to refresh my erection without waiting around half the morning. I've discovered since I've been with the girls -- because there had been no reason to test it before then -- that this is where the benefit of youth comes in. The girls now have this technique of, after washing my cock, basically taking the whole thing in their mouth and sucking it until it erects again; which usually doesn't take long.
Which is what Annika did.
She just wanted sex in what some would see as a boring missionary position, with a pillow under her hips to get a good angle to her g spot. Which actually happens to be my favourite.
Why is it my favourite?
Well, it lets me enjoy the visual treat offered by the woman under me; which in Annika's case is quite a treat. Yes, her breasts score most of the eye time, but there's a lot more to be taken in than that.
Plus I get to control the thrusting and while my first objective is to pleasure the girls, having that extra control can really get the best out of my own orgasm when it happens.
There's one other extra little bonus and that is it facilitates intimacy in a way other positions don't; or at least not as readily.
Laila had disappeared into the shower as I first penetrated Annika, which gave us the privacy and time for me to roll us on our sides and spend some time kissing and cuddling before I started hammering her (as Laila has unfortunately caused us all to call it). Which I really like and, it seems, so does Annika. It even gave me time to play with and suck her breasts.
When we got onto the sex itself, Annika also gave me a pretty firm grip, so I was climaxing pretty well as soon as she was.
I was withdrawing from her as Laila came out of the bathroom. Annika grabbed my hand...
"We can save time by sharing our shower."
So I found myself, still dripping cum from a half mongrel expired erection, being dragged into the bathroom. Annika brought the shower water to the appropriate temperature and we both squeezed into the smallish shower recess.
There we both started soaping the other. Now we've shared showers before in an explicitly sexual manner; as in it was always intended to end with sex and our method of soaping the other was intended to be stimulatory. At least as far as I knew, that hadn't set out to be our purpose here.
Yes, in the soaping of each other, we touched the intimate places of the other, but with the same momentary action that we would use if soaping ourselves. But the shower recess was a confined place and my body was in constant contact with Annika's. What was contacted very much depended on which way were we facing, but there was no avoiding the fact my manhood was constantly either brushing against or pushed against, some part of the lower part of her torso. And her breasts were equally often pushed against or brushing past some part of my upper body.
Being a man, it was inevitable my manhood would react, which it did. By the time we'd finished soaping and rinsing, I had a full boner.
I was inclined to ignore it. After all I'd just dumped loads into each of Annika and Laila, so I could hardly claim sexual frustration. And we were meant to be in a hurry. So as I did my final rinse I sort of asked, maybe stated...
"OK, time to get out."
Annika wrapped her hand around my shaft, using it to turn me to directly face her...
"Don't you want to use that?"
I gave her a big grin...
"I thought we were in a hurry and it will take too long to bring you to an orgasm if we have sex here."
"Maybe, but would you like what I think you call in Australia 'a quickie'?"
"I didn't think that is how our relationship worked."
"Maybe it should some times. I like to see and feel you enjoying yourself."
The matter was largely settled as she bent my erection down and guided it between her legs while leaning back against the shower recess wall, as she'd made the last statement. As I felt the tip of my erection placed in her vaginal opening I surrendered to the idea, stepping forward and bending my knees to give me a more vertical penetration angle. Then for the second time that morning I felt the delight of my erection being embraced by the receptive warmth of Annika's body.
The hands she transferred to my bottom signalled for me to penetrate her as deeply as I could, almost lifting her off the ground. By this stage my own arms were embracing her gorgeous body and my chest revelled in the feel of her breasts pushed against it.
Primed in that way, when her hands signalled with a slight downward push that is was time to start thrusting, I took the message. Laila was waiting outside the door. If this was going to be a quickie, I thought I'd better make it that.
With Annika's grip on me fairly tight, I looked for the angle, depth and length of thrust that gave me the most pleasure. A brief bit of experimentation ended up with me trying to get the thrusts as vertical as possible, with a length of about half my shaft length and, very important to the feeling of it, ending up with a deep penetration; deep enough for the base of my shaft to be pushed against her vaginal opening. All delivered at a moderate pace; one that let me make the final push against her vaginal opening soft and gentle.
I'd probably only got about fifteen of those before I found myself moaning in response to the warm signals flooding my shaft and communicating to my brain the pleasure they were feeling. It was no more than another five before I found myself pushing Annika hard against the wall as the pulses of my climax had me groaning in her ear.
The real surprise came when I suddenly felt Annika shuddering as her breathing went all staccato and her vagina started to produce a series of contractions on my erection.
As nice as my orgasm had been, I'd done nothing to try and stimulate her in a way that should have produced an orgasm for her. As I stood there, still pinning her to the wall and with my erection still inside her, I couldn't help but ask...
"What gave you an orgasm? I didn't do anything that should have triggered that."
She smiled cheekily at me...
"You men can never really understand women. Sometimes our orgasms come from our brains, not our clits. I wanted to have sex with you and you gave it to me, so my brain rewarded me."
I had to plant that answer away for another time. Especially since some of my understanding of it would need to know why she wanted sex in the shower less than ten minutes after we'd had sex in the bed. But Laila was knocking at the door, telling us it was time to hit the road.
Our next major stop was Timber Creek, where we planned to take a boat cruise on the crocodile infested Victoria River. That was about a three and a half hour drive; before allowing time for breakfast and a refuelling and an additional refreshment stop along the way.
We got there in time for the 1.00 river cruise. The boat itself is fairly basic. A motor launch with a canvas sun awing. And the river was narrow and muddy, so to that extent, apart from representing the ruggedness of the Australian outback, it wasn't a scenic cruise.
But as a way of viewing crocodiles in their natural environment, you couldn't get any closer. Nor would you want to. There were plenty of them, both sunning themselves on the beach and in the water
The tour guide -- a local aboriginal with a good sense of humour -- summed it up when giving a safety talk at the start of it. Holding up the life jacket he indicated, tongue in cheek, that, if the boat starts sinking, don't put it on, throw it out the left hand side of the boat, hoping it will attract the crocs and then swim to shore as quick as you can off the right hand side.
What was left of the afternoon was fairly leisurely. We checked into a camping ground and, for the first time, deployed the roof top tent, before setting up our camping gear and relaxing in the heat, under the shade of the tent, with a beer.
That was when the girls revealed they arranged for a StarLink setup for me to do my on line Uni work. After an hour spent on that, it was also the first time on the trip we cooked our own meal on the camping stove; accompanied this time by a nice, well chilled, white wine.
But as the evening went on, it was pretty clear the girls, and especially Laila, were getting more than a little randy. Sitting in my lap after dinner as we finished up the wine, dressed only in a bikini, she'd made sure my hand was resting at the top of her thigh where I my fingers were expected to play lightly against her clit.
Which put her slowly hardening and extending nipples right in front of my eyes.
Annika took her touching up and groping when she could, but any time I sat down, Laila was quickly back on my lap. In the end, she couldn't even wait until we went to bed. It was still only 8pm when she whispered in my ear...
"Can we go in for a fuck?"
By that time the crotch of her bikini pants were soaking wet and Laila had made sure I had a rampant erection from her playing with my cock as she sat on me. So I wasn't surprised.
So excusing ourselves, we climbed the ladder into the tent.
This rooftop tent is a three person one, which anyone who does camping knows means you can usually just fit three people in, laying close together, and nothing else. They aren't exactly spacious. Or very tall.
This one folded out over the side of the car; so half its length was supported by some poles and the ladder and formed the shelter we'd been sitting under.
Laila stripped me out of the loose legged running shorts I'd been wearing commando. That wasn't as easy as it should have been. They were quite short legged and very open; good for the climate as they let my man tackle air itself. But as I'd been sitting and Laila had stimulated me to an erection, it had grown out of the right leg, rather than within the shorts or out of the waistband. So now I had a big, hard erection pointing skywards, when we needed to point it too the ground to get the pants off. And my manhood somewhat objected to being bent down anywhere near the 180 degrees needed to get the tight waistband over it.
I suppose we could have tried giving it a few moments to deflate a bit to make it more malleable. But Laila,all but naked in her tiny bikini, was all over me like a rash and in a hurry to have me penetrate her. No young male was going to lose or soften an erection with her like that.
Eventually, after a lot of giggling and playfulness and an insistence I keep fingering her, by laying on my back and folding my knees up, Laila extracted me from it.
Then she laid herself on the bed for me to strip her.
Laila tried lifting her legs up into the origami position - where her knees are up around her breasts -- because its her favourite position when she's on her back; giving her deeper penetration and a more effective stimulation of her g spot. But her legs got tangled in the low roof and sides of the tent. With a bit of squirming about we probably could have got her into the position she wanted, but after the delay caused by getting me undressed, she was in a desperate hurry to get herself fucked.
Instead she put the sex pillow (one the girls had brought specifically to put under their hips for sex and shaped for that purpose) under her hips, spread her legs and presented herself to me for mounting.
All the fingering of her and the work up to the sex had left her pretty stimulated. She came within about ten thrusts; throwing her hips up and making a bit of noise about it too.
Her grip on me had been firm enough to have some effect, but I wasn't ready to blow my load on her yet. I wanted something more than a quickie. So instead of just thrusting away, I eased myself down onto her, still fully penetrated, for a kiss and a period of cuddling; which in a way, caught her by surprise. Laila's limited, and I understand somewhat unsatisfactory, previous experience with male partners has left her thinking all men want to come as quickly as possible.
I even managed to, with just a slight partial withdrawal, bend my head down to give her breasts a good, very enjoyable and somewhat prolonged, sucking; with just a touch of playful motor boating thrown in.
Only then did I feel it was time to finish the job we started.
Fully penetrating Laila again, I raised myself up on extended arms and started thrusting.
There are some nice advantages to using the sex pillow. From the girls point of view of course, it's main purpose is to give a better presentation to their vagina; one more stimulatory of them, especially as it presents their g spot for raking by my erection.
But the other is, by elevating their hips off the bed, it makes their bodies more maliable and in a position to be moved about by my thrusting. One advantage of that is that it makes their breasts wobble quite delightfully. But another, if the girl is in a playful mood, is that you can both get pretty carried away with the sex without hurting anyone; the movement the pillow allows acting as a shock absorber against too much enthusiasm.
And Laila was nothing if not in a playful mood.
Laila has us all now calling the thrusting that goes with sex 'hammering'.
Well, in this case Laila certainly got hammered. I was worked up and she was just as worked up. It was like we were throwing our bodes at each other. Her breasts were wobbling all over the place and her grip on me was firm enough to have some quite delightful effect while leaving me plenty of time to bang away at her.
I never really lost sight of the fact I was trying to bring Laila to a second orgasm. Every thrust was directed at giving her g spot a good rake with a slightly upward thrust. And from Laila reaction, it was pretty clear it was working. But it was just as much for for me.
The only problem, which in the heat of the moment I hardly regarded as such, was that I could feel the truck rocking under us; almost exaggerating the malleability of both our bodies as we hammered away at each other. In part, that was because we were lying across the truck, not along its length, so our actions registered more obviously across its narrower axis.
None of which inhibited us at the time.
Laila came first -- fortunately -- even noisier than the first time and with a much more physical response than just a throw of her hips. That gave me a little longer to enjoy my hammering of her, increased by her intense response to her own orgasm.
But all too soon I was groaning face down into the pillow as my erection dumped rope after rope of cum into Laila.
Which was the signal for Laila to go apeshit crazy in pashing me. My orgasm was still on its last throes when she wrapped me in her arms and rolled me to the side to bring her on top. Still penetrated in her, Laila started madly kissing and caressing me; pushing down on the erection which, for a few minutes, retained its hardness.
Eventually it softened enough that Laila's downward push was enough to pull my by then semi flaccid manhood out of her.
Not wanting to cum and run, when I know the after-pash is important to Laila, I gave her a few more minutes to rub herself against my body before I suggested...
"We'd better see what Annika's up to."
We climbed back down from the tent to find Annika still sitting under it. Her eyes had followed me as I climbed down, then she sarcastically commented...
"I thought you were going to tip the truck on me. What were you guys doing?"
"Just pillow sex."
"Well, the tent elevated like that spreads the sounds coming from it pretty well too. It's lucky it's a small campground with only a few occupants. You had an audience here until a minute ago, watching the truck rock as Laila made a lot of noise. I thought they were going to wait around and clap you for a while."
Annika stood up, signalled for me to sit on her seat, then sat on my lap...
"I figure it's my turn."
Annika is like her sister, but not like her at the same time. Two years older than her sister, there's a deeper maturity about her that I really like. And that very much applies to sex. She might have a libido nearly as strong as her sister's, but she applies it more subtly.
Laila's idea of sex is essentially crazy, apeshit, go for it, hammering; whether she's doing it to me or me to her. Maybe her cervical sex is an exception to this, but it still finishes apesht crazy.
Increasingly over the last few weeks, Annika's has drifted to a greater emphasis on intimacy. She still wants me to dump my loads into her and still wants to be penetrated. But the penetration is part of the foreplay; the joining of our bodies, which is followed by a period of additional foreplay before we move on to stimulating each other to a climax. And there are times she just seems to want to be fucked just to be fucked by me, rather than in pursuit of her own orgasm; as if that of itself is the act of intimacy she's looking for.
But when she sat on my lap, her initial move was not greatly different from that of her sister. My hand was guided onto her upper thigh where my fingers could lightly stroke her crotch. The extra trick that Annika played, well aware her breasts were directly in my line of vision, was to adjust her bikini top so that her areola was just visible along the cleavage hem of the triangle. And while she tried to be subtle about it, she kept brushing against her nipple as she drank from her cup, or handed me mine, until she had raised it to an impressive edifice, which was actually lifting the hem of the bikini top enough to expose the bottom of her nipple. She certainly understood what men liked and what turned them on.
She had me aroused within a few minutes of sitting on me.
Maybe because the evening was getting on and she didn't want to compromise her turn, it was a much shorter play period before Annika stood up and led me by the hand to the ladder up to the tent,



This time I'd made sure my erection had grown inside my pants and out of the waistband, so Annika didn't have the same problem getting my shorts off as Laila did. And her bikini was of course and easy delight to strip her out of.
Annika sought my penetration of her almost immediately. The gusset of her bikini pants had been pretty wet when I took it off, so her being sufficiently aroused to give me an easy penetration of her was almost a foregone conclusion.
But having achieved penetration, she then positioned us on our sides facing each other and cuddled into me. We kissed, but in a light sort of way, not with the tongue swallowing approach Laila has. And her hands gave me a gentle caress; once again, not the skin massaging approach of Laila.
Our initial silence was broken as she announced...
"You know, I feel really safe having sex with you. Much more than any other man I've been with. It turns me on and makes me want to be with you. I find my body responds to you through my brain as much s it does through the sensitive parts of my physical body. That's why I wanted a quickie from you this morning and why I climaxed with it."
She half rolled over me, pushing herself hard down against the base of my erection and screwing it around, as if she was stirring a pot. At the same time she brushed her hard nipples across my chest as she mildly intensified her kissing and caressing. There was a pleasant warmth and feeling as her breasts circled themselves on my chest, one hard to describe, but one that sort of announced their firmness and softness all at once and in a very feminine and erotic way.
Almost like she tired of supporting herself half over me, she eased us back into a side to side position, returning to a more relaxed for of foreplay. I had to ask...
"What makes you feel safe?"
She arched her head back a bit, so she could look me in the eyes.
"It's hard to say. You never presume you're entitled to sex or seeking to rush to experience your own pleasure, you look after us and protest us, you seem more interested in making sex nice for us than getting the best for yourself. A whole lot of things. And if I was honest, it is helped by your big strong masculine body and its physical attraction."
That was a lot to unpack and it left me almost sorry I asked. It also left me uncertain how to respond. I did my best to respond appropriately in the brief moment I had to decide what to say...
"That's very flattering, but I suspect being with such wonderful women would inspire any male to behave like that."
She grunted a sort of false laugh...
"If only that was true. No you're underestimating yourself."
She rolled on top of me again, stirring the pot with my shaft while again circling her nipples on my chest as she kissed me more intensely, then relaxed herself back into the side by side position.
Because she seemed to be really focused on her nipples, I then rolled half on top of her, bending my head down, and withdrawing just enough, to let me suck her nipples. I started on her right breast -- further from me. Immediately she clamped her hand over the back of my head and let out a little groan. Her nipple was as hard as a telegraph pole and as extended as a cut off one.
I alternatively sucking it and swirling it around in my mouth with my tongue, while I slid my lower arm up so I could tweak the other nipple with my hand.
I wondered if I should finger her too, given the gap I'd created with my slightly withdrawn erection. But if we were still in a foreplay stage, that seemed a bit premature.
In any case, Annika seemed to be really enjoying my nipple play. She was relaxed back on the bed, well, except for the hand that pinned my head to her chest, and I thought even moaning softly.
Her left breast felt rather dry as I tweaked it, so overcoming the force of her hand, I transferred my mouth to it, slathering it in saliva as I sucked up a storm. Annika responded with a slightly louder moan. This was having a lot more effect than I expected.
When I thought the left breast had been sucked up to the same level as the right one, I moved back to the latter, letting my hand once again tweak the now slippery left nipple. But fairly quickly I could hear Annika's breathing getting heavier as I felt her body start to quiver slightly.
Next moment, she was climaxing. Fairly quickly she moved her hand down to my butt, giving me a clear signal to go back to full penetration, having my shaft bask in the contractions of her vagina.against it.
Annika pulled the sex pillow down to alongside her hips, elevated them and pushed the pillow under her, pulling me fully on top of her.
I guessed the message was to start thrusting; it was sort of conveyed by her hands on my butt, but ambiguously so. What wasn't ambiguous was Annika's hand instruction to make the thrusts slow, long and firm. I could feel her twist her hips up to make the pressure of my shaft against the front wall of her vagina even firmer than that provided by the pillow.
Clearly the nipple orgasm, far from returning her to a low stimulation state, had instead left her body fully charged.
Very quickly, her breathing, moans and a strongly quivering body told me she was on the cusp of another orgasm. I just kept doing what had been working until that moment, except I added to the equation a strong surge of my shaft as I thrust into her, increasing the pressure on her g spot. It made a difference. The first time I did it, she gasped. The second time, she came. Hard from what I could tell as she suppressed any cries with very loud hissing noises and her vagina gave my shaft a good pummelling.
I kept thrusting, knowing, or guessing, that prolonged her orgasm. But I also felt her grip me more tightly. It was my turn to cum.
She got the grip pretty right. It gave me enough time and thrusts to really enjoy the experience but not making it extend beyond a reasonable limit. And that gave me a mighty powerful orgasm when the pulses of cum started shooting up my shaft.
Laila must have heard me, because she called out...
"Can I come up to bed now?"
In a way, it was a funny question. We've had group sex and I've many times fucked one of the girls in the presence of the other. I doubt anyone would have been concerned if she'd just climbed the ladder and aid down besides us while Annika and I were fucking away.
But Laila had her moment of privacy -- while the rocking of the car and her noises announced to the world what she was up too -- so maybe she thought Annika deserved hers.
We settled down for the night. As usual, I slept between the two girls, all of us naked. We started with a sheet over us, because the outback can get cold even after a scaldingly hot day, but our own body heat in close company soon had even that thrown half off.
I have always slept on my side; which meant, compacted as we were, I found my night erection resting on the lower stomach of whichever girl I was facing, often dripping pre-cum, and my arms across her chest just below her breasts; my hand sometimes cupping the further one.
But it had been a long day, with a lot of driving, and the girls soon feel into a deep sleep; which meant even Laila didn't seek sex during the night.
Any morning sex was diverted by the fact I woke early and slipped down the ladder before they woke up; although I had to do that naked because there was no way I could even put shorts on in the confines of the tent without waking them up. Fortunately there was no one wandering around the camp ground to see me.
When Laila got up, it was clear she was randy, but once we started folding up the tent, there was no where we could satisfy that need. She wanted me to join her in the showers; but they were divided by sexes and I doubt any other camping woman would want to find me in the ladies' shower area fucking Laila. I demurred.
We were soon on the road to our next stopping point in Kununurra in Western Australia. It was only about a three hour drive, but it would be the last proper town before we went into the real outback.
It was the usual hot dry day and even the air conditioning had trouble keeping up. The girls had been studying the map and noticed a few creeks and water holes not too far before the WA border; deciding to stop there for a swim and a break. They double checked they weren't in the crocodile zone; no small issue in these areas.
There was some debate about whether we should even bother with swimwear. They were going to go naked, then decided that if someone came along they could find it difficult to get back to the car. So we walked down towards the swimming hole with the girls in their usual tiny bikinis and me in swim briefs.
There was no doubt they were keen to get into the water, but it became equally clear they were keen about something else too. Indeed, it was here that I sort of got the impression that water holes became their go too place for sex; mainly because they were often remote and you didn't have us rocking the truck in a very obvious way and the girls -- especially Laila - moaning loudly in a crowded campground.
They found a little sandy edge to the water hole where they each rode me cowgirl. I suspect they had it planned from the outset, because Annika rode me with a very lose grip, leaving my erection hard for Laila who, after find her own orgasm, gripped me firmly enough to receive my load. It satisfied them -- and especially Laila -- for the moment, but I could tell that it didn't give her what she really wanted and that she was looking for a better opportunity for somewhat wilder sex.
After that and a bit of a break at a roadhouse, we drove into Kununurra late morning.
Apart from being the last place you can really stock up with food, it is also the base from which you can explore Lake Argyle, so after a brief shopping expedition, we drove the 70km down to the lake where we were planning on staying in the local caravan park after going on a lunch time cruise on the lake.
The lake itself is a very large, man-formed lake resulting from the Ord River irrigation scheme.
In theory, you can swim in it and, in practice, the locals do. But it is full of Johnston Freshwater Crocodiles. They are not as aggressive as the salties in other places, but they have attacked people in the lake, so it is probably not a great place to have sex by the water's edge, even if you can find somewhere quiet to do it.
So the lunch time cruise, and a little bit of a dip in the Lake when we got back to the caravan park, was the limit of their exploration of the lake.
Which meant by evening, when we went to bed, Laila was itching for sex and preferably what she regarded as good sex; noisy and athletic, or something like that. But she was very much inhibited from putting on a show again for the whole caravan park.
So after a limited amount of foreplay, the need for which was reduced by the fingering she'd got as we sat under the shelter before we went to bed, she struggled with the limitations of the tent to present herself to me in the origami position, with her knees up alongside her breasts.
It gave her a deeper penetration and a much more effective stimulation of her g spot. It can also give her a deep enough penetration to give her cervical orgasms. But it is not a very comfortable position for me to engage in prolonged sex, so I tried not to trigger that.
It still rocked the truck as I hammered her, but it didn't take long and Laila positively gagged herself to try not to make any attention attracting vocalisation of her sex. Her moderately firm grip on me told me she wanted me to ejaculate into her, rather than leave my erection ready for Annika, and as soon as her orgasm had subsided, the even tighter grip she gave me made sure that happened.
Which meant I turned towards Annika with a flaccid cock; well, one that was heading towards flaccid anyway. In a way, that suits Annika. This time, she wasn't going to wash and suck my cock to bring my erection back -- the tent didn't facilitate that -- she just wrapped my body close to hers, knowing nature would soon take its course.
She knew my weaknesses too, making sure her breasts were in my line of vision, even if that did mean her body was placed a bit higher than mine as we lay together. It didn't take long, especially as she started flaunting her breasts across my face as she caressed the rest of me. Once she felt my erection grow up between her legs, she slid herself down on it, fully penetrating me into her body.
What followed was something of a repeat of the night before; laying immersed in each other's arms while she stirred the pot of her vagina with a circling motion around my cock, breast sucking -- this time without the orgasm -- and then pillow sex.
I could feel the truck rocking, but without the noise to attract attention it was less disconcerting. Anyhow, ensconced as we were we didn't know who might notice and cared less. My orgasm when it came was beautiful and powerful as it always seems to be when Annika is the recipient.
The night was a quiet and sleep filled one. But when I woke up on my side facing Laila, with my night erection laying on her mons and my arms across her chest, I was confronted by her lust filled eyes, wide open and just waiting for me, Her nipples were standing proud on high beam and, given the already warm temperature, that very much displayed her state of arousal.
Without saying anything, she slipped the sex pillow under her hips and pulled me on top of her.
Laila got her orgasm, and so did I. But I could tell she wasn't entirely satisfied. This was all far too constrained for Laila and I sensed a pressure was building inside her for some really wild and uninhibited sex.
Annika demurred on getting any morning sex for herself, and we had soon packed up the truck and were on our way.
We did a final provisions and fueling stop in Kununurra before heading out into the real outback part of Australia. There would be no township of any description for 1,000km; more if you take into account the diversions the girls were planning.
When we reached the turn off onto the Gibb River Road -- a 600km unsealed roacd across some of the most remote parts of Australia -- we were encouraged by a large sign which, to read it melodramatically, basically inferred if you broke down on the road unprepared, you'd probably die.
Of course, the girls had prepared, so we bravely set ooff.
Our first stop, not very far up the road was El Questro Station, something of a tourist draw for this part of the country. It offers a variety of accommodation, from camping sites to homestead accommodation. But these things were seasonal.
Initially the girls had been disappointed when they found that the Emma Gorge glamping tents were only available until the end of September, but were saved when they discovered the station was experimenting with an extended season, giving us a few nights in what was to be the last week of the revised season.
But as we turned into El Questro, we bypassed the turn to Emma Gorge to go down the main station and camping ground to check in.
That done, we sussed out the area before the girls hurried us along for the short drive to the nearby hot water, Champagne Springs.
This was a popular spot; but one the girls felt somewhat at home in because of the number of European tourists; discernible not just by their language but also by the way very mature age women were wearing very small bikinis.
We found ourselves a little hole between rocks to sit comfortably in, letting the hot water of the springs flow over us. There was certain a frisson with Laila as she pawed at me and sometimes rolled over and lay on top of me for a lengthy moment of a public display of affection, but the possibility of her getting the actual sexual activity she clearly desired in this spot was zero, even if her activities did leave me with a rampant erection.
Annika was more circumspect with her PDA movements, but wasn't left out of getting her share of my attention.
We were there for maybe half an hour before the girls decided it was time to go up and explore of camping site. Placng towels on our seats so our wet swimwear didn't soak the seats, we drove up the 20km to the site.
We found our assigned 'tent' down the end of a dead end short lane off the main thoroughfare of the site. It was a short, convenient walk to the ground's facilities and the walking path to the gorge itself.
But 'tent' is hardly the right word for the accommodation. They were more like 'mini cabins, well separated from each other, elevated off the ground, with an open but covered platform out the front for sitting and eating and a very comfortable and spacious bedroom and en-suite. The roof was protected by a colour-bond metal top roof and the walls and ceilings of the 'tent' were nothing like flapping canvas.
The beds themselves were delightfully comfortable; something I was soon to find out.
The girls certainly knew how to do things in style.
I'd noticed Laila paying a lot of attention to the cabins we passed as we walked on our way down to our cabin at the end of the lane, maybe sussing out the neighbours; although I couldn't detect any sign of activity in any of them. I figured the guests were out enjoying the activities El Questro provides.
Naive as it seemed in retrospect, I hadn't twigged to the purpose of Laila's interest in the other cabins until we closed the door behind us as we entered our own cabin.
I'd only just put the bag I was carrying down when she threw herself upon me; her arms around my neck, legs around my upper thighs as she rubbed her crotch up and down on what soon became a hard erection...
"Take me and fuck me hard on the bed. Like really go for it."
It was more of a demand than a request. I looked past her at the double bed the three of us would be sharing; all made up and tidy. But I also noticed Laila had thrown the sex pillow she'd carried up to the cabin onto the bed, but nothing else.
It had been obvious for a few days she wasn't that satisfied with the sex she'd been getting. I decided to play her game and give her what she seemed to want, even if it wasn't my usual style.
I walked towards the bed and threw her onto it. Bending over her, I ripped her bikini pants down her leg before dropping mine to my ankles where I could step out of them. Her breasts had been exposed as the triangles of her top were pushed aside by her rubbing action. The top could wait for a moment, given what I had in mind.
I rolled her over onto her stomach and dragged her back to the edge of the bed, leaving her bent over it, her bum over the edge. Kneeling behind her, I penetrated her. I did it in a way that imitated something that had an element of desperation and urgency about it, but I remained sensitive to her body's receptiveness. I needn't have worried. I went into her slippy, wet vagina without the slightest resistance.
Then I started, what she would call, hammering her. Fast and hard.
Laila has always reacted strongly to doggy style and this was no exception. Within a minute or two she was half grunting, half moaning with every thrust, her body pushed forward, even though her hips were cradled in the arms I had around them and with which I quickly pulled her back into position.
For the first time in days, completely uninhibited by who might be around us, she let her voice rip; vocalising her sexual pleasure louder than I'd ever heard her -- or any other girl -- before.
It was only a few minutes later, her orgasm exploded with an almost screamed moaning cry as she squirted all over my crotch and the floor, and her contractions strongly pummelled my erection.
I kept thrusting through her orgasm, then as it subsided, withdrew from her, bent over her, grabbing her around the waist, lifted her up and threw her forward into the bed. Straddling her, I pulled the string ties on her bikini top and rolled her face up, stripping the top off her body.



Lifting her bum up, I placed the sex pillow under it, then lay down on her and penetrated her again.
Through all this, Laila had simply played the rag doll; flopping loosely around my arms, displaying a big grin any time she was facing me. Now as I raised myself on straight arms to hammer her from on top, she caught my eye, normally at this point distracted by her breasts, and gave me a big, knowing, and very pleased, grin. That gave me all the permission I needed to not hold back with what followed.
I don't normally set out to 'hammer' a girl with sex; well, not in any powerful way at least. But Laila had chosen her word for thrusting for good reason. She, I have grown to learn over the little time I've been with her, likes hammering in the real sense of that word.
But that doesn't mean just forceful or fast thrusts of themselves. She wants it delivered with a forceful, enthusiastic desperation.
The desperation I'd have to emulate. Laila's sex needs well exceed mine. I can keep up with her -- just -- but sexual frustration certainly isn't going to be an engine for what I was about to do.
But forceful and enthusiastic is right up my ally; especially the enthusiastic bit.
Staring down at her breasts, I started doing as she wanted. Half length thrusts, delivered at a -- for me -- rapid pace; each ending with the base of my shaft crashing against her vaginal opening and my pubis rubbing up against the length of her crease.
I wasn't sure whether that depth of penetration was doing anything to stimulate her clit, or even reaching up to tickle up her cervix in the way she likes. After all, the purpose of the sex pillow was to make sure I stimulate her g spot. I was doing it largely for me. I really love the feeling of that momentary embrace of the full length of my shaft and the push against the hard wall of her pelvic floor muscles.
But whatever I was doing was certainly working for Laila. She was moaning up a storm; a very loud storm. It was like she was letting out every feeling she'd held back as we had sex in the more public areas over the last few days.
Elevated by the pillow, her body was rag dolling under me; her breasts wobbling in the most distracting and erotic manner.
And the feeling on my shaft was fantastic.
Between the effort I was putting in and the wonderful feeling generated by slipping my erection in and out of her gloriously well lubricated vagina and its gentle but very effective grip on me, I soon found myself moaning; although grunting would probably a more accurate description. But I too had lost all inhibitions and those grunts were nearly as loud as Laila's moans.
I was pumping away furiously when Laila climaxed with what could only be described as a full throated scream, one that transmogrified to loud moans and cries as she squirmed about under by still pounding body; almost overwhelmed by the forcefulness of her orgasm.
I could feel her contractions on my shaft, even as I kept thrusting.
My balls had been brewing up for a while by this stage; a warmth pleasurably infusing my whole shaft. As Laila tightened her grip on me the situation accelerated. The next three thrusts felt so fantastic, I had to slow down to let me make the most of them as I let out a prolonged moan of shear joy.
But those three were all that I was going to get. By the third, it felt like my cock was going to explode. I buried it in Laila and held it there. A moment later the most incredible feeling of extreme rapture rushed up my shaft as the first squirt of my climaxed splattered itself on Laila's cervix. The noise I made was more like someone who'd dropped a hammer on their toe; a prolonged and uncontrollably loud 'aaahhh', as the rapture repeated itself as pulse after pulse of my climax followed the first.
I was still crying out like that as I collapsed down onto Laila, turning my head away so my cries didn't deafened her, still jerking my erection in her as my body could be felt draining every last drop of cum from me, and then more.
I was momentarily spent; almost my full weight resting on Laila.,
But Laila's body was flooded with endorphins. She did her apeshit crazy, post sex thing, multiplied by ten. Kissing me, she somehow found the strength to flip us; bringing herself on top with my still hard erection fully penetrated in her before squirming about on top of me, pashing me all over so enthusiastically I didn't know whether she was kissing, sucking or eating me. She bounced on the base of my cock, without actually withdrawing it, as she curled her upper body enough to kiss nearly all the way down to my navel interspersed with moments when she threw herself down on me and french kissed me so deeply I nearly gagged on her tongue.
I was spent. I reciprocated as best as I could; enjoying it while not being quite certain what I should be doing in response; especially since she had me pinned.
Eventually her passion burnt itself out and she too just laid herself down on top of me; the push of her breasts against my chest telling me she was still breathing heavily.
I turned my head around the room, before asking...
"Where's Annika?"
Laila looked around...
"Must be outside."
"Should we see what she's up to?"
Laila got off me, a flood of cum and juices depositing itself on my shaft and pubis as she withdrew my still three quarter erection from her body.
As she pulled back on the bikini pants she'd been wearing earlier, she tossed me my swim briefs. Not wanting to get the cum and juices on the bed, I pulled my swimmers on as I laid on my back; raising my hips for the final adjustment. As I stood up, what presented itself wasn't a pretty picture. My cock wasn't getting any smaller or less stiff that a half mongrel and the cum and juices were quickly permeating the material of my swimmers; especially where my shaft bulged and stretched out the material.
Laila was still tying on her bikini top as we went outside to find Annika sitting on the front deck. She looked at us; half grinning, half frowning...
"Were you having sex or killing each other?"
Then looking down at my swimmers, added...
"And you need a hose down."
The half mongrel wasn't going away and, yes, I really did need to flush out my swimmers. Actually, Annika's suggestion wasn't a bad one. I'd noticed a hose tap as we'd circled around to the entrance to the cabin. Checking for anyone who might be watching, I bent my knees enough to get the waist band of my swimmers under the tap and gave it a good wash out.
But the cold water didn't do anything to reduce my half mongrel. Indeed, now my swimmers were soaking wet, it displayed itself more prominently. The fact seemed to be that the extreme fucking I gave to Laila, added to my expectation Annika would want something too and being around two beautiful women who's main outfit seemed to be some very small pieces of bikinis, seemed to have given me a heavy dose of testosterone, or whatever else it is drives men's sexual reaction.
I half expected Annika to drag me into the bed too, but instead she suggested...
"OK, let's go and have an explore of the Gorge."
Adding nothing but sandals to our walking outfit, Annika used the resort map to start us on the path to the Gorge. It was a pleasant enough walk; even more pleasant when I managed to place myself behind the girls as they walked along the narrow path.
The Gorge and waterhole itself was quite beautiful and, as seemed to be our luck from touring this late in the season, quite empty.
As we dove into the waterhole, it was here Annika's stored up randiness came to the fore. As I've observed before, Annika's sexual needs have separated from Laila's over the last couple of weeks.
Laila seems to go for wild, energetic sex. Annika's is more personal. Sometimes even having an orgasm isn't important to her. It seems to be more the intimacy and connection that she yearns for; although the extent of her yearning is nearly as much as Laila's.
Either way, she lured me towards a beach area with a sandy edge hidden behind some large rocks. There she embraced me, inducing me to float in the shallow water near the beach, fully embraced by her and have us drift to the shallows where she half beached us; the water lapping just below our crotches as we lay side by side.
Then she exposed my erection and penetrated herself with it. We kissed and cuddled for quite a while; Annika screwing my erection slowly around inside her while keeping it on full penetration and brushing her nipples across my chest as she squirmed about against me.
I don't know what she was stimulating, but it was something. It could have been she was somehow stimulating her g spot with the screwing motions or maybe grinding her clit on my pubis; in both cases helped along by her nipple stimulation.
As for me? Well, I really enjoy these sort of moments with her. There is something warm and embracing about having my erection captured within her body as we engage with each other. My erection is warmed and stimulated enough to encourage it to be really full and hard in the most delightful way, but not in a way that will trigger an ejaculation.
Together, the girls have me climaxing around four times a day -- at least. That is way more than I've ever done in my life. Way more than ever seemed normal to me. With my two previous girlfriends, three times a week would be more normal. My body and mental approach is adjusting to their demands. I have no problem with them. But for the most part -- because there are occasional exceptions - nor am I desperate to dump my load. I'm happy to take in and enjoy my sexual interaction with their lovely, beautiful bodies for as long as it takes.
But, as for Annika, her breathing told me she was building to an orgasm.
As she came, she rolled on top of me, as far as I could tell, prolonging her orgasm with a series of very short, slow thrusts.
I waited for her to roll me over as she usually would, to let me have my turn. But instead, she started kissing and cuddling me again. Not in Laila's endorphin driven crazy post- sex sort of way; more like one would for foreplay; that sort of soft, touchy feelie engagement we started this with..
That was OK by me. My erection delightfully surged many times within her vagina at the sheer pleasure of engaging her in this way. I never really grow tied of it.
The reason for this unusual behaviour became evident when she started riding me in reverse missionary. So, she wasn't really sated by her first climax.
Her approach was still slow and deliberate, but unlike her first build to orgasm, which sort of was a whole body experience, carried out rather silently, this time her approach was very erection focused and noisier. She elevated her upper torso off me on her outstretched arms as she rode up and down on my cock. She may have been stimulating her clit on my pubis as she rubbed against it but I sensed my penis was very much the leading instrument of her pleasuring and stimulating herself.
Meanwhile I got to stare up at her wobbling breasts; unable to resist the pleasure of playing with them and even lifting my head to suck them.
Annika was looking up and moaning to the sky with every thrust. Not as loudly as Laila at her best -- nowhere near it -- but certainly uninhibitedly. It was nice to see her enjoying herself so much and the tone of her moans gave me a great indication of her state of arousal.
My erection was enjoying what she was doing too. But as I usually find with reverse missionary, not enough to brew me up. I knew my turn would come and in the mean time, I could enjoy the sight of her wobbling breasts and the warm feeling her thrusts gave to my cock.
When she came, she collapsed down on me and almost immediately signalled for me to roll on top, her actions suggesting she very quickly wanted me to start hammering her, as if that would enhance or prolong her own orgasm.
I gladly obliged.
Now her grip was a bit tighter and I could control the thrusting, it felt pretty good; really good actually. The girls induce in me a really hard and full erection, almost like it is being stretched -- maybe more than was previously normal for me -- and that greatly increases my sensitivity and, usually, the intensity of my climax when it comes.
In the mean time, I could make the most of it. Long, easy thrusts, that finished with the base of my cock screwing against her vaginal opening in a way I find really nice. It seemed to be having a good effect on Annika too; as far as I could tell from the noises she was making and her body language, prolonging her orgasm.
Even after her orgasm had passed, she still seemed to be responding as if my thrusts were substantially pleasuring her; something I didn't expect absent some sort of hip pillow to direct my thrusts against her g spot. All I could do was hope so, because I really love to see Annika getting it off.
I was actually surprise when she -- apparently -- came again; lifting her hips up and moaning in a very orgasmical way. It was just in time too. All the sex the girls demand of me has certainly extended my endurance, but it's not infinite and I'd only just managed to hang on long enough for the peak of Annika's orgasm to pass before I found myself burying my erection deeply into Annika and holding it there as pulse after mind blowing pulse emptied my balls into her.
Annika doesn't have quite the same inclination to post orgasm, endorphin driven, crazy pashing. But that's not to say I was entitled to cum and run. We kissed and cuddled for a short while before I withdrew the residue of my still fairly hard erection from her, and we went in search of Laila. She wasn't far away; merely exploring the Gorge out of sight to allow us room for whatever sex we were having.
Soon after that we made our way back to the cabin.
We had dinner that night at the restaurant located in the Emma Gorge camping site and an early night.
The next two days were spent exploring the various Gorges and other areas of interest that ran off the main camping area down near the El Questro headquarters, including a helicopter sightseeing flight around the whole area; returning to our cabin at Emma George every night.
Because, after seeing how empty the restaurant was when we went there, and after Laila did a bit more surveying of the Emma George campsite, we fund it was sparsely populated, much of the sex over those two days happened in the cabin. Sometimes at night, especially for Annika with what I've come to call her cuddle sex, but usually not.
There was some sex in one or two of the Gorges which the girls found we had to ourselves when we visited them, but less than I'd come to expect.
The cabin sex let Laila really give voice to her orgasms in a way she might not be able to for the next stages of the trip and certainly let her seek highly energetic sex to an extent that, with only a slight exaggeration, might have been enough to roll the truck over if preformed in our roof top tent, let along just rock it.
The highlight of any sex over those few days was probably a full on threesome instigated by the girls in the cabin after we'd returned from the second day exploring the landscape. On entering the cabin, we'd all thrown off our outer layers of clothing -- little though they were -- to strip down to our swimwear, given the muddiness of the weather.
I thought we'd sit out on the deck and have a nice cold beer, but the girls had other ideas.
As I opened the fridge door and bent down to grab a few bottles, I felt Annika's had come up between my legs and circle my balls and Laila gently re-closed the fridge door. As I turned around to face them, I found myself circled and embraced by them as they sort of dragged me to the bed.
Next thing I knew, I was flat on the bed with two girls on top of me; their breasts provocatively in my face and their hands all over me; with additional attention being paid to my cock. Predictably it grew an erection, one quickly unsheathed from my swimwear as the girls stripped me out of it.
I would have stripped them from their bikinis too except for the fact that my arms were pinned under their bodies. I more or less managed to expose their breasts to lick the nipple of any breast held over my face, but for the moment, that was all I could do.
My vision was sort of blocked by their bodies, but I felt one of them momentarily penetrate herself on my erection before their rolling, flailing bodies withdrew it again.
They'd sort of caught me by surprise, so at first I'd just been a limp body underneath theirs as they sexually engaged with me. But apart from anything else, I wanted to strip them properly, so I decided to play the game myself. Using my previously pinned arms to wrap them both up, I used my greater male strength and weight to bundle them up and roll us over, putting me on top.
That left me laying on top of both of them, my face planted in their breasts. While licking and sucking their breasts, causing them both to giggle and squirm, I reached behind their backs to undo the lower tie strings of their bikini tops and strip them out of it.
Then I extended my hands down to pull their pants down onto their upper thighs, momentarily arching my body sideways across them to let me reach down and remove them from their folded legs.
As I straightened my body again, I found my erection between Annika's thighs. I surged it through her crease, found the top of my erection in her aroused vaginal opening, and half penetrated her receptive body. But lying semi diagonally across their close together bodies, and not wanting to hurt them, I couldn't initially get a knee onto the bed to lever myself all the way in.
With my face more or less planted into Laila's breasts because she was a bit higher on the bed than Annika, I started sucking her nipples while I moved my hand down to her crotch to see if she was ready for some fingering.
She was. Or at least she felt like she was. Her labia were open and her vaginal opening readily accepted a finger I shallowly penetrated her with; even if she wasn't all that moistened. But the lack of moistness didn't last long. My initial gentle brushing of her clit and across her labia became more focused on her clit as I felt it become initially well moistened and then -- as Laila seems to do -- became almost wet with her juices.
In the mean time, I managed to get a knee down between Annika's and Laila's legs and fully penetrate Annika. Not just penetrate her, but start thrusting into her. Without a pillow under her hips and with the thrusts at a bit of an angle, I wasn't really sure whether this would work all that well in terms of stimulating Annika, but it certainly felt nice for me, even though she had a very loose grip on me. But nobody has ever directed me towards a book on 'how to do group sex' so I had to make these things up as I went.
At least with one spare hand I could fold it up under me and tweak Annika's nipple.
Of the two of them, Annika seems the most sensitive to sexual penetration that doesn't focus closely on stimulating her clit or g spot; or if they are being stimulated, it must be in a way not very obvious to me. It seems to work best when she has me on full penetrating, grinding her vaginal opening down on the base of my shaft or seeming 'stirring' (as I call it) or circling my fully penetrated erection around inside her.
It's possible some of that is giving her clit stimulation, even possible it is rubbing against her g spot. Either way, I decided that was my best approach in the circumstances. I pushed my erection into her as firmly as I could and started grinding and stirring my erection and the base of my shaft around; interposing that with short thrusts which both ensured I remained on a firm and full penetration and felt fantastic to me.



It is a rather strange -- and rare -- experience to have two women sexually moaning underneath you at the same time. But it wasn't that long before I did.
By this point, my fingering of Laila had progress to a three finger penetration of her to rake against her g spot while my thumb played against her clit and both her nipples had been sucked up to towering wet edifices.
Laila, being Laila, was moaning the loudest. Like really building to a crescendo. Annika's was her more subdued vocalising, but she'd become less inhibited about others hearing her and more inclined to express her pleasure.
Laila's cries gave plenty of warning of the orgasm that caused her to thrown her hips up and rock them about.
But that seemed to be contagious because, moments later, Annika also came, doing the same hip throwing while gripping my erection far more firmly.
With two of them doing it and with a far from secure anchoring to the bed as I lay across them, it seemed for a moment like I was riding some sort of rodeo horse; an interesting situation compounded as Annika's hand on my butt firmly suggested I start thrusting, while the hand Laila had pushing my palm down onto her crease, where my fingers were in her vagina and my thumb playing against her clit, suggested I shouldn't stop.
The one knee I had between their legs let me satisfy Annika's request, but with her new found grip on my shaft, and the somewhat erotic position I found myself in of making love to two women at the same time, I quickly found myself brewing up.
Very quickly as it turned out. It was only about five rapid thrusts before I found myself ejaculating into Annika as I groaned into Laila's breasts.
I wasn't really sure where things went from here. Actually, I thought that might be the end of it. Laila, somehow not surprisingly, had other ideas.
She wrapped her arms around my upper torso and started to try and roll me off both Annika and herself, onto the side of the bed away from Annika. The only problem with that was I had a still very hard erection inside Annika and every time Laila tried jerking me over her, all it did was pull the base of my shaft up against Annika's vaginal opening.
And since that felt rather nice to me (and I discerned, Annika) it certainly wasn't doing anything to speed up my erection turning flaccid after emptying itself into Annika.
Eventually Laila gave up on the physical approach and simply admitted...
"I want a good fucking."
"You don't say!"
Looking at Annika who nodded her ascent, I withdrew from her and manoeuvred myself across Laila onto the other side, presenting myself on my back. Only now did my erection shrink back to a half mongrel; but I'd learnt by now the girls had their own way of fixing that problem.
Laila mounted me cowgirl style, positioned her very wet and slippery crease over the bottom half of my cock and started sliding her crease back and forwards on it. The movement was only small, but she pushed down with what felt like all her weight on it and I didn't doubt she was stimulating her clit in the process. It was almost impossible for her not to the way she was sitting.
It took a while -- maybe longer than she expected. But the erection she wanted duly presented itself to her. Instead of penetrating herself in the cowgirl position, she reached over for the sex pillow, placed it where her hips would land and rolled off me back into the space next to Annika again, this time leaving a bit more room for my knees and legs between the two of them.
"Fuck me hard like you did before."
I mounted Laila in the missionary position, my legs outside hers. Before penetrating her, I looked at Annika, still directly alongside and held up a wiggling finger; basically asking if she wanted to be fingered as I fucked Laila. She indicated 'no' with a swivel of her head, but still lay alongside us. Still, I was glad she declined. What Laila wanted me to do was not conducive to fingring her at the same time.
That settled, I pushed myself in as Laila located the tip of my erection at her vaginal opening. From that point, there wasn't really much to negotiate. I started thrusting, slowly at first, but well aware that's not what she really wanted. But I needed to get my bearings and muscle memory before I really started hammering her at a pace that could make a misdirected thrust somewhat painful.
Gradually I upped the pace and intensity of my thrusts.
The light grip Laila had on me -- enough to stimulate, but only slowly -- was a pretty clear indication she didn't want this to be a quickie.
With her body already sexually awakened by my fingering of her and her subsequent riding my cock, she was quickly worked up to the point her moans became cries and her body anchored as it was only on her shoulders and the peak of the sex pillow - was rag dolling under me; her breasts putting on a spectacular dancing display as they wobbled with her movements.
When she came, her hands on my butt told me to keep thrusting, leaving me waiting for her to firm up her grip on me to bring me to a climax.
But she didn't. Instead I was doing my fast and hard thrusting right through the throes of her orgasm and out the other side; her loud vocalisation of her pleasuring not missing a beat; only changing in tone a bit between her being stimulated and in a state of climax.
I was grunting pretty loud myself by that stage; partly pleasure, but mixed with a large dose of expended energy. Even with the light grip she had on me, my erection was certainly feeling and responding to the delight of playing in her vagina; the collision of the base of my shaft against her vaginal opening and the momentary firm rubbing of that portion of my shaft against it adding a considerable topping to the erotic effect of the thrusting itself. And compounding that was the sexually exciting sight of her body rag dolling under me.
Had I not just dumped a load in Annika I suspected I would have being cuming into Laila by that stage.
I was still thrusting vigorously when Laila came again, the way she threw her hips up, even off the elevated pillow, suddenly exposing her body to an even crazier level of rag dolling as her hands continued to encourage me to keep going.
Her grip firmed up just a little, increasing the stimulation of my shaft a bit; but the message from her was certainly not to get it over with.
Knowing Laila, I wondered whether this couldn't go on forever.
Still, my cock was starting to get its own take on the matter. It was brewing; slowly, and rather delightfully. My grunts turned to groans as my voice expressed an increasingly warm feeling infusing my erection.
Laila was working up to another climax and I'm sure would have liked me to last longer, but it wasn't to be. The moment came I knew I would blow it on the next thrust. I buried myself in her and held it there, crying out, as the pulses of my climax ran up my shaft.
Laila was trying to get me to keep thrusting, but my cock was telling me to stop and let it bask in the enjoyment of my orgasm. So instead of thrusting I pushed myself hard into her and ground and twisted my erection inside her. It felt great for me -- drawing additional mini pulses out of my climax -- and, since it seemed to be a way of pleasuring Annika, I hoped it might help Laila finish whatever state she'd got herself into.
She got the hint and ground and jerked her crease against the base of my erection and my pubis. I hadn't quite finished mine before Laila scored another for herself. Not as full on as the previous two, and no hip throwing, but something in her voice told me it was pretty good anyway.
What followed was predictable. After three -- make that four -- orgasms, Laila's endorphin and oxytocin levels were rampant. She rolled over on top of me, still with my erection in her, and went ape-shit crazy in pashing me. Her tongue was down my throat and her hands all over me, an arm around the back of my neck almost strangling me at one point; all while she ground her pubis firmly down onto the base of my still hard cock, once again making me wonder if she wasn't going to sheer it right off my body and keep it for herself.
It's certainly not an unpleasant experience. Indeed, it's rather nice. But it wasn't something I could match in its intensity. I responded as best I could while sort of just letting it happen and enjoying it.
It was at least five minutes before Laila wore herself out and just lay limp on top of me. I gently rolled her off me and withdrew an erection who post climatic hardness seemed to have been extended beyond normal by Laila's antics.
She opened her eyes and looked up at me...
"That was beautiful."
"Yes, it was. For both of us."
She lifted her head and kissed me, before sitting up on the edge of the bed...
"I think I'd better have a shower before dinner."
As Laila exited the room, I turned back to Annika who had actually just being lying on her side next to us, watching the whole thing with her head propped up on her forearm. Indeed, out of the corner of my eyes, I been watching Annika breasts wobble too, as the bed rocked and rolled while I was fucking Laila.
As our eyes connected, she commented...
"My god that was hot to watch. Your muscles were all pumped up and bulging and sweat was flying off your body in all directions and you were both making noises like you were about o explode. It was incredibly arousing."
She reached out her hand and stroked it across my firm pecs. I looked down and was almost surprised by what I saw. She was right on both counts. Both my arms and torso muscles were all bulging like I had just finished some swimming marathon and my body was wet with sweat running in beads down my chest. But I wasn't really sure what she intended by the comments...
"Are you wanting sex too?"
Annika pondered my question.
"No, I think I want to take you into the shower and be allowed to wash you down."
Her response aligned somewhat my observations about how Annika's approach to sex was developing. She wanted it and a lot of it compared with my previous girlfriends -- not now at that moment, but as a general thing - there was no doubt about that. But not as much a Laila. For Annika, sex was a multilayered thing that didn't just consist of sticking my cock into her vagina. She wanted contact and intimacy as much as sex itself.
She kept stroking my chest until Laila emerged from her brief shower, then grabbed my hand and led me into the bathroom. Turning back on the taps, she pushed me under the flow of water, joining me in the small cubicle; of necessity in close contact with me.
As she had once before, she used the excuse of washing and soaping me to take her time, caressing me as she bushed her hands, initially over every part of my front upper torso. She took her time about it; almost as if she was gently polishing my skin.
I tensed my muscles a bit to retina the 'pumped' perspective of inflated muscles that had so attracted her. Of course, with that sort of contact, my muscles weren't the only thing that inflated. Two recent ejaculations or not, that sort of contact with such a beautiful woman is going to result in a boner.
She bent it down and stuck it between her legs, buried in her crease, before continuing to wash me as if nothing had happened.
Having finished washing the front of my torso down to the base of my erection, she started on my back. But not by making me turn around. Instead she wrapped her hands around me, scrubbing my back by feel. And I have to say, for me, the feel felt nice. Essentially she was embracing me; her breasts and their hard raised nipples pushed against my chest and she caressed my back.
There was a constant slight movement of my erection through her crease, but not a lot; at least if you don't count my surrendering to a need to surge my erection every now and then.
But I could sense a feeling of contentment in Annika. She had me where she wanted me, in a naked, intimate embrace; rather than have me athletically hammering away at her vagina. And frankly, it was a rather nice thing for me too. Travelling with the girls, I'm certainly not deprived of sex. But her embrace makes me feel valued, rather than just being a convenient cock for their enjoyment.
That's not to say she wasn't enjoying it all in a manner other than just emotionally. That gentle movement of my erection through her crease had become a little more obvious. It was still subtle, but not so subtle it couldn't be noticed, nor its purpose discerned.
She had started washing my bum cheeks when she suddenly froze, tensed herself up and moaned a little...
"Sorry, I couldn't help it."
"Why are you sorry?"
"Oh, I don't know. Because we've used you for sex enough already today."
"I love to see you enjoy yourself. It didn't require any great effort from me and I was enjoying your embrace."
Still pulled tightly against me, she looked up at me...
"Is hammering Laila like that your favourite sex?"
I hesitated, not quite sure how to answer...
"Not necessarily. It's interesting and nice if done occasionally. But I can certainly tell you I don't yearn to make that my default sexual pattern. I really like the sex we share too; because it is far more intimate than what I just shared with Laila."
"I didn't think I'd like it very much, but after getting turned on by watching you and Laila, I think I want to try it."
"We can do that when you're ready. But don't forget you can say 'stop' any time you want."
Annika started to sink down on me; initially bending my erection down as her crotch in which it was buried dropped lower, then being released by her to fold up against my stomach as it slid between her breasts.
Kneeling on the floor, she circled my erection with her hand and seemed to study it for a moment...
"It's big."
"I think it's pretty average, although I will admit you girls seem to make it grow a bit bigger than normal. I have rarely felt my erection being as skin stretchingly hard as you girls get it to be."
"Well, it's bigger than my previous boyfriends; in a good sort of way."
She licked the length of my shaft, then took it into her mouth for about half its length...
"You don't have to do that you know."
"I'd like to. Is that OK?"
"If you want to."
She sucked it, thrust it to the back of her mouth and licked it for a good five minutes or more. It felt fantastic; enough to have me moaning. But with two recent monster downloads she couldn't get me over the edge. She looked up at me, a bit distressed...
"Doesn't it like what I'm doing?"
"It loves what you're doing. But recent events have made it climax resistant and now its owner is starting to worry about you, which makes it even harder."
"Let's try this."
She took it out and started titty fucking it. That felt pretty nice too and was visually exciting; but we still weren't going to get there, until she said...
"I know something that always works."
With a grin that suggested she'd just made a major scientific discovery, she stood up, rested her back against the walls and pulled my cock between her legs and had me penetrate her...
"OK, take me. Take me like you mean it."
I'd had enough shower sex with Annika by now that I knew what worked. As did she. Embracing her, I deeply penetrated her -- to the point the base of my shaft was firmly against her vaginal opening -- and then started what I suppose you would call jerking against and into her. The withdrawal and thrust was minimal, with a lot of the stimulation happening in the base of my shaft as it rubbed against her hard pelvic floor muscle, complimented by what was now a very firm grip. The jerks nearly lifted her off the ground and always elicited a bit of a groan; one that I had previously ensured was one of pleasure, not pain.
But the firmness of it and my control over it all certainly satisfied her demand to be taken.
She kissed me the, since we;d been under the shower for far too long, reached out and turned off the taps before indicating by her movements that I should withdraw my erection from her. Kissing me, she added...
"That was really nice. Thank you."
On the fourth day, it was time to depart on the more adventurous part of our trip. There'd be no more motels or glamping tents. From here on sex would be in the open or in the tent above the truck.
In recognition of that, both girls wanted what has come to be called pillow sex -- missionary sex with a pillow under their hips -- that morning. By 10 am we were off.
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We left El Questro mid morning. It wasn't that far until our next stop; even if we knew the condition of the road would keep us at a very moderate speed.
From here on we'd be in camp grounds, with the lack of privacy that entailed, so it didn't really surprise me that Laila wanted one more uninhibited fuck before we left; actually before we got up. And by uninhibited I mean -- actually if the truth be know, she means -- a fast, hard fuck delivered with an excess of enthusiasm and lust. One that makes her almost scream as she vocalises her own rising stimulation and climax and certainly has me grunting like some sort of neanderthal by the time I'd finished.
It's delivered missionary style, with her hips significantly raised by what had come to be known as the sex pillow; one actually specifically designed to present herself to me in a way that gives her g spot a good raking.
And rather than leave me loaded to attend to Annika afterwards, Laila's firm grip on me during and immediately after her climax made sure she got the cum shot.
Instead of waiting for my erection to refresh itself Annika got up for breakfast. It was only after we'd finished and Laila was getting ready to pack the truck, Annika sidled up to me and asked in a soft voice...
"Can you do the same for me before we go?"
I knew what she was asking for. She'd hinted the day before that she was inclined to have a go at the sort of sex that Laila likes most. Annika's idea of sex is more focused on intimacy and body contact; but she'd watch Laila getting truly hammered a couple of times now and had found it quite erotic to watch. It had seemed a bit full on to Annika, but she wanted to try it; trusting me to calm it down if she asked me to.
I took her hand and led her back into the cabin, sitting her on the bed and letting her shuffle fully onto it. Laila might have just laid on her back over the sex pillow, having already aroused herself, but I guessed Annika would like a bit more in the way of foreplay.
I straddled her lap, bending in to kiss her as I embraced her, easing her flat back onto the bed and laying half over her. My cock was pushed against her lower stomach and mons and as we rolled about kissing and caressing, the movement triggering an erection.
As my occasional brush through her crotch told me the gusset of her bikini pants were getting pretty moist and her labia had opened out and escaped the narrow gusset, I figured it was time to progress. I reached behind her back and pulled the bow on her bikini top, pulling it over her head. Then I bent down to strip her of her pants.
As I pulled the knot on the waistband of my swim briefs, she commented...
"I'll do that."
She straddled my thighs, slowly peeling my erection out of the stretched material that projected well over the waistband of my pants.
Bending down, she kissed my erection, then licked its full length before moving down my legs as she stripped my swimmers off.
With us both now naked, she lay on top of me, positioning the sex pillow where her hips will be as she rolled off me, then did just that; presenting herself naked with her legs spread and her hips elevated by the pillow.
I climbed over her suspending myself on my knees and arms as my erection was suspended by its hardness over her mons. Easing myself down I placed it between her legs where she guided it into her vagina. With a bit of a push, I fully penetrated her.
I gave her a bit of a kiss as I screwed it about inside her. There was a certain performance element about what I was about to do.
When having sex like this with Laila, she wants enthusiasm and lust and lots of it. There might be an element of that for Annika too, but her perspective is slightly different. She wants to see my muscles bulging and my sweat being flung all over her as the outcome of my athletic fucking of her.
In this weather, the sweat will come quickly enough. But what I wanted to do was get the muscle display at he earliest moment possible. Somehow I had to put even more effort into the sex, without the merely athletic being something close to violent. And that was all while making sure I didn't go off prematurely.
In the climate we were in, without the air conditioning on, just laying on top of her had made both our skins a bit sweaty, so that was a good start. I'd also tried tensing my muscles; almost exaggerating it as I raised myself on my arms to start the thrusting.
I made a few thrusts at a slow pace to get my muscle memory working; slowly working up to a faster pace. But this time I added a little bit of a mini pushup to my movements, knowing that would put more stress on both my arm and chest muscles.
The thing with this sort of sex is that it is very highly energetic. Well, that's the nice way of putting it. Others would describe it as giving the girl an absolute pounding.
It's not without its risks to both parties. The girl can be hurt if she's not properly prepared and, more importantly, if the guy isn't sensitive to the possibility that his fast hard thrusts can physically injure the girl; especially if he crashed his pubis into her vulva too hard. The guy can actually break his cock if he gets the angle wrong.
But, as I've learnt by surrendering to Laila's desire for that sort of sex, done right it can blow your mind.
I was using thrusts of about half to two thirds of my erection's length. Much more than that and the risk of painfully bending it as I pushed back in increased. The real trick is to know how and when to hit the brakes on full penetration. Contact with their pelvic floor can be nice for both parties; really crashing hard into her, not so.
That's why I start with a process of getting the muscle memory right.
As I worked up to full speed I took in one of the additional pleasures of this sort of sex; watching your partner rag doll under you. With her contact with the bed consisting only of her shoulders and the point at the top of the triangular pillow where her hips rest on it, Annika's body was easily pushed about. And that caused her breasts to wobble in the most erotic way.
Her grip on me, as my erection slid in and out of her body at high speed, was nice. Enough to pleasure my cock without sending me into something premature.
And by adding a bit more upper body movement to my thrusts, I was pretty sure I was soon displaying the sort of bicep and pec muscle display Annika was looking for; a conclusion reinforced by the fact her eyes barely left them -- a bit like mine barely left their view of her breasts - and she held her hand up to brush across them, grinning like a Cheshire cat. Besides which, they certainly felt like they were being worked hard.
As for the sweat, she got that too. I could feel beads of the stuff running down my back and her skin positively glistened with it. A shake of my head would send a spray of it down on her.
Annika doesn't moan and cry out like Laila does; or at least not to anywhere like the same extent. But she was still moaning; a sort of rolling moan that peaked with every thrust which, given how fast the thrusts were coming, had a sort of machine gun like cadence to it. My grunts were the same as are generated when I do this with Laila; maybe a bit mre intense, given I was working harder to fulfil Annika's fantasy.
Being used to Laila's noisy build up to an orgasm, I was caught by surprise when Annika suddenly climaxed. She didn't cry out and didn't throw her hips and I was too focused on what I was doing to notice if her breathing would have given it away; she just groaned a bit and tensed up as she brushed her hand through her golden locks of hair while I felt her contractions even as I continued to pound her.
But her grip on me didn't tighten as it would if she wanted me to bring this thing to a conclusion.
It's not that my cock wasn't enjoying itself as I kept thrusting. It was, and in spades. It felt super hard and stretched to bursting as it responded to the rapture of what I was doing. Just not quite enough to make me cum; something assisted by having emptied my balls into Laila not that long ago.
But it seemed Annika wanted more. So I kept giving it to her.
Certainly after her first climax, her moans became a bit more distinctive and a tad louder; but still nothing like Laila's.
By now my whole body felt like it was dripping and spraying sweat down on Annika and my muscles were burning. It was probably only the barrier to pain that come with a high degree of sexual arousal that stopped me from feeling the full effect of it.
My grunts were certainly getting louder and that sort of warm feeling that starts to infuse your cock as you brew up a climax was becoming noticeable.
My cock was starting to feel too nice; at least if Annika was to get her second climax. My erection was going in and out of her like a steam train and every muscle in my body was telling me they were approaching the limit of their endurance.
Annika was certainly responding. She was moaning in a way she never had before. But I had no idea whether I could bring her to a climax before my own orgasm exploded.
So it was with an enormous relief I felt Annika's second orgasm cross the threshold. This time she did throw her hips up and cry out; not like Laila, but close enough.
At the same time she tightened her grip on me. Almost immediately I felt my balls boil over. I had just a moment to bury my cock in her and hold it there before that first pulse of my climax rocketed up my shaft; eliciting from me something between a groan and a hum loud enough that I dared not express it anywhere near Annika's ear as I collapsed down, planting my face in the bed next to her head.
Rush after pulsating rush of my cum felt to me like it was filling Annika's vagina; whatever might have been the reality. It just felt so good; as sex with the girls always seems to, but this time multiplied enormously by the sheer energy that went into it.
And as was increasingly becoming the case, it left me with an erection that was in no hurry to go down. I could have laid on top of her, kissing, cuddling and enjoying her body's capture of my erection, for ages. But we were meant to be on our way by now. Reluctantly I withdrew, climbed off her and sat on the edge of the bed, slipping on the pair of loose legged brief running short that -- with a loose fitting t shirt - would be my sole item of clothing for the drive ahead in the hot climate we were in; the loose legs allowing some ventilation of my family jewels.
The girls did much the same, going commando under a brief mini skirt; something that created a bit of a distraction when I was driving and the pussy of the one in the back seat was clearly displayed in the rear vision mirror.
The only trouble with the shorts was, the three quarters erection I had to tuck into them looked even more ridiculous and obscene that when I'm wearing swim briefs; my balls just about falling out of the legs as the loose material was pulled up by the tip of my shaft.
It wasn't much better by the time we got in the truck for the next leg of our trip.
But as I sat there on the edge of the bed, pulling them on, Annika commented...
"I think I'm going to be a bit sore for a while after that."
I immediately felt guilty, even though I thought I was only doing as I was told...
"Was I doing the wrong thing?"
"No you were doing it right and it was insanely exciting. But it has its cost. I think I prefer the sex we usually have; although this might be OK as an occasional diversion."
As we pulled out of the El Questro turnoff, we turned left for what was really the start of the Gibb River Road adventure. And the adventure started straight away with the state of the unsealed road. It was the end of the season, just before the monsoons started, and it clearly hadn't been graded for quite a while. It was as rutted as it could possibly get; the truck and our bodies bouncing crazily as ones hands actually started to hurt from holding onto the bouncing steering wheel.
60KMH was definitely the fastest we could go, but we were often driven to slow down even more. But there was no speed at which the ride felt comfortable.
It was a couple of hours later we came to a river crossing. It was difficult to tell from the maps, but our best guess was that it was the Durack River. There was no bridge, just a causeway with moderately fast, but seemingly, not too deep, water flowing across it
On the upstream side of it was a rental company Toyata Landcruiser Troopie camper conversion, clearly stuck in some mud. Next to it, and staring plaintively at us, were two young women both in a version of a mini skirt and crop top.
Annika stopped the vehicle before we reached the water.
We got out and approached the girls and as we did, the taller of the two walked towards us. For a heart fluttering long moment, as she walked towards us, I thought it was the actress, Sydney Sweeney.
Perhaps her breasts projected more than the screen version of Sydney I'd studied so often, whose large breasts always seemed to be squashed into some garment, but I put that down to what was obviously the braless top she was wearing allowing her natural shape to show through. And show through it certainly did; in the perkiest way
Now Sydney has been my big crush ever since I'd seen her in the movie "Anyone But You". Almost an obsession actually. Her smile, her animated body in the movie and what just seemed to be the sweetness of her personality -- even though I recognised it might be confected -- were enough to drive me wild with desire for her.
On the rare occasion I jerk my self off, it's Sydney I used as my inspiration; either mentally or a picture of her in a plunging neck ballgown or one of her bikinis.
And this girl not only looked exactly like her, but had the same gorgeous smile and sensuous movement.
My hopeful illusion was shattered when she explained in a very heavy French accent...
"We are stuck."
Annika surprised me when she replied in French; although then I remembered she had a French mother. Then she turned to me...
"Let us see if we can get them out."
We both started circling the Truck; looking to find the extent of their bogging. It was bad. After they had initially got a bit bogged, they had kept revving the car in gear and simply dug the hole deeper. The back of the vehicle was down to the floor pan. But it also told me they gone into the creek in two wheel drive. As to why they were upstream of the road, that was a separate question.
Annika must have read my mind because, after a brief discussion with them in French, she turned to me and explained...
They thought by going a bit upstream they'd be less likely to be swept down."
"Lets get the shovel out. We'll need to dig them out first. And we'll need the mud boards too."
As we extracted what we needed from the rest of our gear in the back of the camper, Annika put a pair of bikini bottoms on and took off her mini skirts, leaving it in the vehicle and suggesting Laila followed suit. I left my t shirt in the back too, leaving me just in the small pair of loose fitting running shorts. This was going to be a very wet and messy job.
I wondered if I should swap a pair of speedos for my running shorts. They were pretty short and very loose legged. If I was flapping about on the ground I was bound to display the male equivalent of an upskirting... and there was nothing underneath. But I figured in the circumstances, it really didn't matter.
I went to the back of the vehicle, laid down in the water, and started digging out the mud up to the floor pan between the wheels. Annika...clearly a very practical and sensible woman, laid down in front of the downstream back wheel, and started digging it out with her hands.
Laila saw what was happening, and laid down next to Annika to help her.
The two French girls watched for a moment, saw what was required and they, to my amusement, stripped out of the mini skirts and crop tops they were wearing, leaving them only in small pairs of panties -- a thong for the Sydney doppelganger and a bikini brief style string sided one for the other, and went to the upstream side of the vehicle to do the same.
Did I say amusement? When it came to Sydney, probably fascination was more the term; at least for the brief moment before they disappeared behind the truck. I suppose I'd seen versions of her breasts, bikini covered, among the many women sunning themselves around the lifeguard tent as I was on duty. But never exposed like Sydney's now were. They still projected in an almost exaggerated perky manner. Instead of being orbs, or, like Annika and Laila, orbs with a sort of conical tops, these were like some 1960's version of a rocket ship.
As a reader of history, they reminded me of the ancient Egyptian Bent Pyramid, because of the way they projected out almost as a parallel sided tube, then curved in to a pronounced conical shape.
As a follower of a forum consisting only of pictures of the past, they also reminded me of breast displays of women of the 60's; often as a bra advertisement, usually in a tight fitting jumper, with the add offering a bra that would lift and separate.
I always wondered how that got those photos and what the bra was doing to give that shape. Now I knew. There were women who actually did have that shape.
Even more fascinating were her nipples sitting on darker brown areolas; much bigger than any girls I'd previously seen, which were seemingly fared seamlessly into the tip of the cone shape of her breasts.
But all that had to be taken in during the brief moment I saw them. It wasn't as though they stood there waiting for me to have a good perve before they bent down to the task of digging out the truck.
After about five minutes of digging, I felt guilty about being the one with the shovel while the others were using their hands. I went around to Annika and asked if she'd like it...
"No the back of the truck is the harder job. The shovel can be used for that. But I will take a turn."
She stood up, took the shovel off me and walked around the back, leaving me alongside Laila.
It wasn't that long before the had the wheels cleared. Laila and I stood up, now covered in very sticky mud and I walked around the back. I momentarily passed Annika, still digging out the back and circled around to the French girls. They were doing their best too and they seemed unfazed by a male standing over their near nakedness. But they were having trouble disposing of the mud they dug out. The flow of the stream tended to wash it back to where they'd just dug it from, forcing them to try and direct it around the vehicle; which in part meant over Annika.
I went back to relieve Annika, only to find Laila was now doing the digging at the back; a very muddy Annika standing over her. I asked Annika...
"Should I take over?"
"No. Our father likes us to deal with things ourselves."
It wasn't that long before we had the French girls standing next to us too. With the mud flowing away from them, they weren't as dirty as the other three of us. Certainly there was enough on display to attract my male gaze -- as subtly as I could of course -- to the attractive figures; especially Sydney's doppelganger. They were slim and pretty faced, even with their hair wet and straggly.
One was particularly petite -- I'd say no more than 150 cm (5 ft), the other 20, maybe 25 cm (10 inches) taller. The shorter one had rather small, although nicely shaped breasts and auburn hair.
The other -- well, looked like Sydney Sweeney with exaggerated breasts - and fell on the other side of Annika and Laila, in that her slim figure was much more filled out in a womanly sort of way; her hips more pronounced, exaggerated more by a very slim waist and her bottom and legs also more shaped. But, as i've noted, what really stood out -- in a very literal sense -- were her breasts. Beyond a C cup, I can't really guess their size; but these were big. Not humongous, in any gross sort of way, just big. If I had to guess, I'd say a DD, but maybe bigger. She was young enough they still projected in a very sexually provocative way, even as she stood there topless; but you had to wonder where they'd be in another 20 years.



But as I studied her I also came to appreciate she was probably a bit more athletically built than Sydney and, dare I say it, had bigger and perkier breasts than her. Her skin was a mid brown colour, with her darker brown and somewhat large areola and nipples right on the tip of her conical shaped breasts.
So, I reconciled myself, I was actually in the presence of an improved version of Sydney. Or at best, the version of her in the film; body toned and fully made up. Because some of the more recent photos of her had been less flattering.
After a few minutes of watching Laila do the digging, Sydney -- because that's what my mind had started thinking of her as - laid down next to her and, I assume in French, indicated she would take over. That of itself was a sight, as gravity seemed to greatly extend the size of her breasts even more as the hung down under her; at least until they disappeared into the mud.
I had a momentary desire to put my head under her and capture her breast in my mouth as she lowered herself into the mud.
Eventually we rotated the job of digging out with the shovel. I discouraged anyone from reaching in under the truck to help by hand. If the trucked settled further, I didn't want anyone under it.
When the floor pan had been released from the mud, we positioned the mud boards under the back tyres, since they were buried the deepest.
Then Annika and I explored the road where we would be crossing the creek. It seemed much firmer than the mud the French girls had got into. We decided it was safe to cross in 4WD mode. I let Annika do it. She rinsed herself off as best as she quickly could in the creek, before climbing in the cabin. As she drove across, I walked behind to get the snatch strap out of the back of the truck when she stopped, just out of the creek.
I connected the strap to the tow point on the front of their land cruiser, then to the one on the back of our vehicle. We were ready to give it a go.
It was clear Annika had studied up on how to do this. Both of us were using learned knowledge, rather than experience, so she knew as much as I did and seemed to be entirely competent.
I had Laila ask the French girls if they would like me in the cabin to show them what to do. They agreed. After we both had a quick rinse off of he worst of the mud, 'Sydney' put a towel on both seats, to minimise the transfer of mud and water into the vehicle this would entail.
Making sure Laila and the other French girl were clear of any spring back of a broken strap, I made sure the vehicle was set up for low range 4WD and then had the girl put it in first gear; her foot on the clutch, ready to go.
I signalled Laila, who signalled Annika.
Annika floored the vehicle, at least as much as a vehicle can be 'floored' in low range first gear, getting some momentum before the snatch loaded up, as I indicated to Sydney to quickly ease the clutch and drive it forward.
It worked beautifully. The vehicle lurched up out of the creek and back onto the road. It was only now a case of tidying up. Laila and the smaller French girl retrieved the mud boards, washed them in the creek, and brought them up to our vehicle, while I undid and rolled up the snatch strap.
As we gathered around the back of our vehicle, putting stuff away, 'Sydney' said something to Annika, who then turned to me...
"Angelique wants to know if we'd like a coffee and croissant as we rinse off in the creek."
That would be a hard offer to refuse, even if it was only instant coffee. I watched as 'Sydney' -- now Angelique pulled the kitchen unit out of the side of the truck. It was a really neat setup which very quickly gave her the use of a gas stove.
Four of us went and sat in the creek, upstream of the road, to let the refreshing, clear water wash over us. It had been a messy job; right down to the girls getting mud through their hair.
Laila asked me to help her rinse her hair; laying back between my legs, her head half resting on my stomach and my cock as I directed the water over it and stroked my hands through her long locks, trying to dislodge the mud. It worked pretty well, even if the sight of her laid out in front of me, her nipples on high beam and a pronounced camel toe in her bikini pants, was somewhat distracting.
But the quick rinse we'd done before moving the vehicles had been far from effective in removing the mud from our bodies. It had dislodged the heavy stuff, but all our bodies were still smeared in mud. So I ran my hands over her shoulders to brush off the residual mud there and let the water carry it away. When that worked pretty well, I moved down her arms. Laila, liking what I was doing, eased herself further down between my legs to let her whole torso be washed over by the flowing water.
I brushed my hands across her chest; spending a little more time getting mud off her breasts, well actually a lot more time -- even if the residual I was brushing off wasn't entirely visible by the time I'd finished. Then down her stomach, even going so far as to scrub it off the front of her bikini pants and down into her crotch.
That was about as far as I could reach while bending over her. She'd have to do the rest.
But Laila wasn't finished with me. She rolled over onto her stomach...
"Can you do my back too please."
That left her face basically planted at my cock. While I was doing her back, she started cleaning my pants, which of course, as she intended by the way she did it, ensured I grew a full erection. By the time I'd reached down to brush the mud off her bottom and the bikini pants that covered it, she was sucking the mud off my cock with her mouth.
I reached that little bit further to work my hands into her crotch and touch up her vulva for a few moments, but neither of us intended it to go further than a few playful moments.
While I was doing this, Annika had been in deep conversation with the shorter girl, who turned out to be called Cecile. But as it became apparent I'd finished with Laila's hair and body, Annika asked me to to the same for her; swapping places with Laila.
It was of course as much of a pleasure doing it for Annika as it had been for Laila. As I was doing it, Annika's conversation with Cecile continued, even as she laid on her stomach having her front done and following Laila's lead of cleaning the front of my pants -- again -- and its contents, the latter with her mouth; with Laila now being more of a participant in the conversation this time.
I'd just finished a satisfactory job on Annika, pulling my hand from her crotch as she extracted my erection from her mouth, when there was a bit of a pause in their conversation with Cecile, followed by a bit of a giggle. Annika swivelled her head up towards me...
"Cecile wants to know if you'd do her hair too?"
I hesitated for a moment. I had a full boner in my pants -- which when they laid down on their backs would stick into the back of the girl's neck or head, just from the contact with Annika and Laila. Cecile was topless and it wasn't as though I hadn't noticed her tiny red panties had gone fairly transparent in the water...
"The only issue might be I might have a male reaction to her leaning against me."
Annika giggled and translated the message for Cecile; who in turn laughed before answering. Annika turned back to be...
"She says that is OK."
Cecile stood up, moved to in front of Annika, offered her a hand to help her stand and then I noticed, took a good long look at the bulge in my pants and no doubt, given the erection was pulling the waistband up, the up-leg view of my balls. The reaction was mutual. I took a good long look at her transparent panties and the crease visible under them. One that struck me as not being entirely free from any sign of arousal.
She sat between my legs, easing her head down until my bent, aroused penis was a sort of head rest for her.
I lifted her head up a bit as I washed it in the swirling waters. But it was hard not to be distracted. Her breasts might have been on the small side to match her petite figure, but with her nipples extended by the cool water they had their own erotic attraction which sat right under my eyes; maybe nothing more than the erotic attraction of something I wasn't usually allowed to see.
It wasn't helped at all by the way the waist elastic of her panties kept getting lifted by the flow of the water, as if it was trying to completely undress her.
Whatever little control I previously excersied over my manhood, I lost and couldn't resist surging my full boner. It was still contained in my loose fitting shorts, but it stuck up vertically over the waistband and in the process, lifted the loose leg seam enough expose my balls.
When Angelique arrived with the coffees, I had to use the hand that had been supporting Cecile's head to take the cup, forcing me to ease her head back to rest on -- well basically the side of the erection -- so I still had one hand fee to run through her hair.
I was sort of saved -- for the moment anyway -- when Angelique then arrived back with Cecile's coffee; forcing her to sit up; still between my legs. She stayed there, sipping her coffee as Angelique came back for the last time bringing some croissants, before sitting next to me.
Angelique looked across the front of me towards Annika and they exchanged a brief conversation in French, with some input from Cecile.
Annika then turned to me and explained that Angelique was wondering what Cecile was doing between your legs and, having found out, wondered if you'd do the same for her. Oh, and Cecile asked if you can do her body too -- like you did for us.
"Did you warn Angelique about the male reaction? And does Ceclie mean exactly like I did for you?"
There was a bit more conversation in French...
"Angelique had already noticed. And Cecile says yes."
"And what do you and Laila say about Cecile's request?"
"We say yes."
So I did Cecile's body; breasts included, with a little more attention than they warranted. I was rimming her panties and starting to hesitate about going further when Cecile said something, translated by Annika to mean...
"You can do her panties too."
I had the choice of doing a wimpy quick brush of the not too erogenous areas or doing what I'd done with the other girls. I guessed she was asking for the full treatment, and gave it to her; feeling up a very aroused vulva in the process.
Cecile rolled onto her stomach. It seemed she wanted the complete deal; sans sucking my cock. So she got it, once again, right down to touching up her vulva again.
If Angelique hadn't already seen my erection, there was little prospect of hiding it as Cecile vacated the spot between my legs, leaving Angelique standing right in front of me. But then I was staring at an attractive topless women dressed only in a tiny thong that was now completely transparent.
She turned around, displaying her almost bare bum, as she sat down between my legs, leaning back; initially against my chest, but then repositioning herself to let her immerse her head into the water; just clear of my erection.
Her breasts, sizeable as they were, became quite a distraction. Flat on her back, they still poked vertically up, the water of the creek flowing around them like volcanic cones in the ocean.
Initially, my hands might have been washing her hair, but my eyes were firmly stuck on my view of her breasts with their large projecting nipples, now made even more special by what seemed to be the way her areola was puffed up.
When it became time to wash her breasts, they got the full treatment and more. I brushed over her nipples, and even tweaked them, numerous times; creating as I did tall, rock hard and highly projecting edifices of nipples. And I'd taken my time about it.
As I slid my hands down the underside of her breasts to continue the wash, Angelique brought both her hands up and put mine back on her breasts. The message was pretty clear. She wanted more nipple stimulation. But how much?
I tweaked, brushed against and lightly pulled at them, doing it in a way intended to stimulate rather than clean. But very quickly I recognised something I hadn't before. Angelique's breathing was very heavy; like heading to an orgasm heavy. I felt it against my legs more than heard it over the gurgling of the creek water, but it was unmistakable. Then she tensed, letting out just the slightest moan; barely heard by me and almost certainly not by the others.
She looked up at me, caught my eye and winked at me. This time when my hand moved down her breasts they were left to do the job.
Her vulva got a lot of attention too, but she seemed satisfied with what she got on that.
As she roiled onto her front, I noticed the movement of her head had pulled down the waistband of my pants. My erection was now fully exposed. But she didn't offer me a moment to correct that, instead resting her head on the side of it, her hands under my balls as they provided a resting place for her chin.
All the while, my manhood was reacting predictably; surging with the desirability of the woman in front of me; more so given her connection to my fantasy.
The real surprise came when I finished Angelique, as Annika immediately said...
"Lie back and now we will wash you."
She stood behind me, easing my head into the water, then leaving it to rest there. Before I knew it, I had four girls surrounding my body, scrubbing it and before I could say 'no' Laila was removing my pants, announcing...
"These pants attract a lot of mud."
About all I could say of what followed is that Cecile and Angelique didn't actually play with my erection, but it was the centre of a lot of conversation and merriment, even after they had me roll over to do my back.
As we finished and they told me to sit up, Laila declined to give me my pants back...
"They are too wet and dirty to sit in the car with. You can use something else until these dry."
But we couldn't sit here all day. When we finished our morning teas, I recall it was Annika who said...
"Let's get on the road."
We were both heading for the same place so, it turned out that a conversation in French between the girls resulted in Annika driving with Angelique in their truck, while Cecile came with us; just as a way of varying the conversation.
But before that, we had to make ourselves presentable for driving, without trashing the seats. By now, all modesty was gone, at least among the girls and since I was naked, I had nothing else to hide. All four of them simply stripped naked, to dry themselves off. They didn't exactly spread themselves out to do it. For all practical purposes, I was closely surrounded by them; largely due to the positioning of the trucks.
Anniika and Laila put on the mini skirts they wore commando, and their still damp bikini tops. Angelique and Cecile did the same by way of mini skirts; but they too changed down to bikini tops.
The only thing I had handy in the front cab of our truck was a pair of speedos, so that's what I put on; knowing full well I was under the gaze of all four of them.
The remaining drive to our next stop at Mt Elizabeth Station was uneventful. After sharing a lunch and setting up camp, the four girls and myself went for the 1.5km walk down to Wunnumurra Gorge.
I sometimes think that the girls -- or at least Laila and Annika have this obsession to swim in every Gorge we pass; or at least those without crocodiles in them. When going for a walk to any gorge now, they've long since given up on the bother of carrying towels. In this climate you'll either be dry by the time you walk back or, if its a muggy day, covered in sweat whether or not you dry yourself, so why bother.
The French girls followed Annika and Laila's example in just wearing a mini skirt -- or in Angelique's case a tight fitting, very small pair of shorts -- over their bikinis. Annika and Laila continued their pattern of thong bikinis, but I noticed -- because who wouldn't -- the French girls went for more conventional ones. Well, moderately conventional. Still small, and what I might once have called a Brazilian cut, but in their case, at least half of their bottoms had a covering.
The top of Cecile's bikini was little more than a large postage stamp; but then, it didn't have much to cover. That was in contrast to Angelique's, which did have a lot to cover and support. Still, it was cut away enough to show a lot of cleavage and side boob and remained an immense distraction.
Now their were four of them, it was nice watching the girls really come to life as they exchanged stories and conversations with the French girls. I couldn't understand most of their conversations and was happy to just walk along behind them - enjoying the view -- as they playfully chatted and frolicked along the path to the Gorge.
Occasionally Annika almost apologetically dropped back to talk to me, but I encouraged her to not worry about me and enjoy the moment. I had other things to distract me anyway.
Once we got to the Gorge and into the water, the frolicking went to a higher, more physical, level. Suddenly I became the centre of attention as we played games in the water; games that seemed to require a lot of physical interaction with me. Trying to tackle me over, tickling me; whatever excuse they had for being physical with me. As the instigators, this was nothing new for Annika and Laila, but now Angelique and Cecile seemed to assume an equal entitlement to get physical with me; the sort of games that would see them pile on top of me and me having to pick them up, and bodily throw them away.
No part of my body was free of their attention. They ensured that I not only soon had an erection but that it was unsheathed from my swimwear and projecting well over the waistband. And they thought it made a good hand grip for whatever activities they were trying to achieve with me. And while I couldn't always be sure who had it in their hands or was fondling it, as far as I could tell they all had a go; many goes actually.
So I applied a bit of reciprocity into the game; pinning the string tie of whatever part of their bikini garment fell into my hand as I picked them up and holding it as I threw them. The thought was the time it would take for them to tie it back on would slow them down a bit. Well, that didn't work for long. Cecile tied hers back on the first time I threw her, but Annika just placed hers on a rock and came back at me top less and that set the pattern for the rest of them.
And while only Angelique has string tie pants, when they came off she was no less inclined to add them to the pile of bikini parts on the rock.
Initially I picked them up to throw them by grabbing them under their arms. But that didn't give me much elevation out of the water for a good throw.
But given how much I'd been groped, I lost any inhibition about where to touched them. So I spread the palm of my right had through their crotch, which let me launch them further. For just a moment I wondered whether that was appropriate for Angelique with her nakedness, but I grabbed her there anyway and launched her the same as the others.
She wasn't the only one completely naked for long. Cecile being the smallest and lightest was an easy throw. By lifting her through her crotch, I could really launch her well enough that she'd enter the water in a dive position. Well evidently, one reentry stripped her pants half way down her legs. Instead of pulling them up, she pulled them off. When she came back at me naked, Annika and Laila decided we'd all be naked; not just adding their pants to the pile, but mine too.
The game went to another level when, again because she was so light, I lifted Cecile above my head, held her horizontally and threw her that way. Well, that impressed the girls. What had been a bit of a pile on quickly became a queue of girls waiting to be thrown that way; like I was some sort of amusement park ride.



In a brief moment of sanity, Annika admitted she was turned on my by displays of physical strength, which is why she started the game. All I can say is that the French girls seemed to be somewhat enamoured of my body too; at least if the amount and nature of their physical contact was anything to judge by.
I suppose there had to be some advantage in being 6'2" and having a swimmers physique of broad shoulders and narrow hips with a well developed torso and arm muscles -- thanks both to my lifesaving activities and my swimming laps of Bondi Beach a couple of times a week.
But I wasn't superman. The full body lifts, even though all the girls were slim and light, took a bit of effort. I eventually had to call time out.
The five of us moved to a part of the Gorge with a gently sloping sand shelf into the water. I sat down there, relaxing back into an almost lying position, half in the water, half out. The gradient was a little less than I expected, leaving my erection entirely out of the water and on display.
Annika came up and sat next to me; like in full body contact next to me. Then Angelique sat the other side of me, just as closely as Annika had, leaving Laila and Cecile to take the outside positions.
It was just as well I'd lost any inhibitions about my erection display, because it wasn't going down any time soon in the situation I was in; not just the physical contact, but the sight of the four naked girls lined up, their breasts and display and their mons floating just above the water line.
Were the girls aroused too? I could only guess at this from their intimate behaviour and raised nipples. Oh, and maybe brief glimpses of aroused vulvas as I threw them, and even as we sat there, some rather spread open labia, in Angelique's case very obvious from where the front of her crease ran up the front of her mons bulge.
The girls once again broke into animated conversation in French, looking across -- and I noticed down at -- my body as they spoke; Annika occasionally briefing me on what they were talking about so I wasn't entirely left out of the conversation.
After about three quarters of an hour of this, we walked back to camp, all of us wet, now dressed back in our swimwear but carrying whatever skirt or pants had been used to cover our swimwear on the way down.
When we got back, the five of us piled into our truck for the 10km rough road drive to the waterfall. Here again the girls and I frolicked under the falls; although not in the same roughhouse way. More just standing under the cascading water, trying to keep one's swimwear on as the falls seemed determined to take it off.
Once again, Angelique's bikini seemed particularly prone to being lost and again she gave it no second chance. Placing both parts of it on a nearby rock and spending the rest of the time playing naked under the falls and, I felt, flaunting herself in front of me.
My erection was again in plain view and the girls were happy to tease me about it; in a way that only made it bigger. What really fascinated them was holding me so that the falls cascaded down the front of my body, bending my erection, still sheathed in the spandex of my swimwear, down, pulling me back from the cascade, then directing me back into it to bend it down again.
After an hour of playing games we headed back to the campground for a shared dinner.
When we went to bed, it was clear that both Laila and Annika were pretty randy from the days activities. Especially Laila. There was something that had told me she'd been after a root from the time we were at the Gorge.
I brought Laila to an orgasm in missionary position over the sex pillow; but this time more a quickie and less energetic version of what I'd done to them that morning. I know she would have liked a lot more, but it was the best we could do in the truck in a campground. While Laila was far less noisy than normal, the truck still rocked and she was noisy enough I didn't doubt the French girls in their truck knew what was happening. Laila's grip made sure she got a cum shot, leaving Annika having to wait for my recovery before she could find her satisfaction.
In a way, that was OK with Annika, because she wanted what I've come to call 'cuddle sex'; sex where we intertwine our bodies side by side with me penetrated in her and she screws herself around on my erection as she brushes her nipples across my chest; with just a few little mini thrusts thrown in, mainly to make sure I stay fully penetrated as she squirms about. It is slow and intimate and really quite nice, especially with someone like Annika.
It is also quiet and doesn't rock the truck.
After Annika eventually brought herself to a heavy breathing climax, she tightened her grip on me and let me do my bit, which is partly mini thrusting and partly rubbing the base of my erection against the hard front wall of her vagina and its pelvic floor muscle.
My cock had been teased for most of the day; in a rather unexpected way. So the erection I brought to both Laila and Annika was a really hard and stretched one. The climax I got from fucking Laila had been a pretty good one. That I got from Annika was mind blowing. Why, it went that way, I don't know. You'd think Laila getting the first one off the back of some good hard thrusting with a nice view of her breasts as I did it, would win the prize.
But no, being wrapped in Annika's arms and against her body had its own effect and left me almost heaving as the pulses of my climax ran up my shaft; necessitating me twisting my head away so my groans weren't blasted into her ear; groans the French girls probably heard in their truck near ours.
But this time it was Annika who was overwhelmed by the endorphins triggered by her climax, binding me tightly to her and kissing and caressing me as my erection stayed in her vagina. It continued for quite a while, but even as she slowed down, she continued to bind me to her.
Frankly, I found it all rather nice and was in no hurry to break the contact, so resigned myself to finding a comfortable posture and staying there, even as I felt the events of the day catch up with me and my body started telling me it wanted to go to sleep.
I think it was Annika who dropped off first, but I probably wasn't far behind; still wrapped in her arms with a refreshed and very stiff erection buried in her; something I regarded then, and later, as a rather special treat.
I recall having some rather erotic dreams about the girls, and am embarrassed to admit that Angelique featured in some of them. And while the dreams made me feel as if I was close to an orgasm, the number of times my balls had been drained the previous day seemed to have given me some protection against having a wet dream.
But when I was woke about 4 in the morning to find Annika slowly and gently grinding her pelvic floor down on the base of my cock, ideas of protection evaporated.
The first thing I noticed when I woke up was just how big and hard my erection felt; leaving me wondering if it had been going up and down during the night, maybe in coordination with my erotic dreams, and had been triggered this time by Annika's movements, or if it hadn't changed since I'd gone to sleep. I doubted the latter, but clearly it had retained enough wood for my cock not to just fall out of her.
The second thing I noticed was just how firmly my erection was 'glued' into her vagina by whatever secretions her body had deposited to achieve just that end. Because of the number of times I've had a prolonged, non thrusting, penetrative hug with Annika, felt the effect and actually researched it, I knew this was how the female body worked; indeed, I'd even read somewhere the female body then produces copulins which affect male behaviour and makes them more attentive to the females needs and desires, and not just sexual ones. Which could explain why I've become particularly attached to Annika over the time I've known her. It also increases a male's testosterone, which might help explain how I've been able to keep up with the girls' sexual demands.
But I've never been penetrated for this long. It made me wonder if I might be turned in to a zombie like male under Annika's control. Although, it occurred to me there could be worse fates in life.
But these were fleeting thoughts as I recognised Annika was using my erection for sex; for want of a better way of putting it. In the process, she was ripping open the binding effect; a sensation that was not unpleasant.
I could have just laid there, pretended to be asleep, and let her do what she wanted. Indeed, I was tempted to do so just as some sort of experiment.
But I didn't. Instead I acknowledged my wakefulness by hugging her more tightly. That in turn seemed to give her permission to be more active in her sexual activity.
Annika started doing the full routine that is part of this cuddle sex; pushing down hard on me to get full penetration and then screwing my erection around inside her while grinding herself on my pubis, interspersed with brief periods of short thrusting.
Bringing herself to a climax, she tightened her grip on me, inviting me to find my own orgasms by the short thrusts and hard rubbing of the base of my erection against the firmness of her pelvic floor muscles that generally give me such a nice conclusion. Having being penetrated in her for most of the night and my sexual state built by a number of erotic dreams, It didn't take me long to dump my load in her too.
As Annika hugged me in our post sex state, it made me wonder if my erection wasn't going to spend the rest of the night in her; because frankly, I find with the girls that they have me so turned on that my erections usually take a long time to subside after I've climaxed.
In a way, my body decided for me. I'm a side sleeper -- whereas the girls sleep on their back. Being a side sleeper I need to turn over from time to time to let the blood flow back into parts of my anatomy -- usually my lower arm -- that go numb from being on my side. In this case that was exactly what was happening. My arm was numb.
I hugged Annika for a short while, then gave her a kiss as I rolled over towards Laila, in the process extracting my erection from her.
The real difficulty with this, in the tight confines of our three man tent, was there was nowhere for my upper arm to go, except over Laila's naked body. As gently as possible, I laid it across Laila's chest, just below her breasts as my torso pushed against her side. Oh, and as usual, my erection rested on her hip.
The roll was successful, in that it didn't awaken Laila and we all drifted back off to sleep.
When she woke shortly after six, I wasn't surprised Laila wanted sex again and happily gave it to her; missionary position over the sex pillow in the tent. But I sensed she was far from satisfied. Yesterday's activities had a cumulative effect on her libido. There was no denying it had been a highly sexualised day. Prick teasing for me and clit teasing for the girls; and it was pretty clear that applied to all of them. But Laila's libido runs at a higher level. You could tell her libido was running hot, really hot, and as much as she seemed to get a good orgasm from the sex we had in the tent, I could tell she yearned for the wild crazy stuff we've done before.
The five of us were sitting around between the trucks, having nearly finished breakfast when Laila took my hand and bent down to whisper in my ear...
"Put your sandels on and come with me."
I didn't resist as she pulled me out of my chair, leaving me sort of waving goodbye to the others as she led me down the path to the Gorge we'd visited yesterday.. The morning wasn't cold but had not yet heated up. I was in my swim briefs and a t shirt. She had on a pair of bikini pants and a plunge necked t shirt too; although the way her nipples poked through the t shirt on high beam suggested there was no bikini top under it.
It was only 1 1/2 km to get there and she led me at a brisk pace.
When we got there, she pulled my t shirt off me and then took hers off before leading me into the water and towards the sandy beach like area we'd all laid down on yesterday. It was obvious enough what her intentions were that my body had generated the erection she was about to use before we reached the beach. Indeed, I'd had a half mongrel in my pants before we got to the Gorge.
She put me on my back, half in, half out of the water and, kneeling across me, peeled the front of my swimmers off my erection, tucking the waistband under my balls. Then, pulling aside the very narrow gusset of her bikini pants, she penetrated herself with my erection.
Lying down on top of me, she kissed me and then whispered into my ear...
"I've been so needing this. The games we played yesterday left me crazy with a need to have you to myself, somewhere private where I could really enjoy some time with you."
She nuzzled my cheek, kissed me again and then sat up on me.
What followed wouldn't have been out of place at a rodeo with the cowboy's wops and hollers replaced by Laila's increasingly loud moans as she drove herself to her first climax. She rode me and rode me hard. It was sort of the reverse of the crazy sex I'd had with her the night before we'd left El Quatro. All that was missing was a hat for her to wave in the air as she bounced around on me.
One difference was, where I'd been really careful about neither breaking my penis, nor damaging her, Laila's movements were completely uninhibited. I used my hands, as best as I could, to make sure she didn't drive my shaft into her at some abnormal angle; but she was determined to make sure every penetration heavily raked her g spot.
The warm fluid that covered my thighs told me she squirted as she came, flattening herself out on me, still short thrusting to prolong her climax as she went into her ape-shit crazy pashing of me; her tongue thrust into my mouth and her hands all over me while her contractions pummelled my erection.
I felt lucky I'd survived that intact and assumed she now tighten her grip and bring me to my climax too. But instead she sat up on me again and started to go for another round. I decided I needed to take some control. I managed to induce her to roll onto her back then helped her to bring herself into what we have come to call the origami position; the one where her legs are folded up, so that her knees are next to her breasts.
It's one of her favourite -- and most effective -- positions and good for stimulating her g spot.
It was pointless me doing slow and careful thrusts. She clearly wanted high level action. So I gave it to her; the fast hard thrusts that seem to really, not just turn her on, but satisfy some deep yearning she has for wild and crazy sex. But at least this time I could make sure my penis was going in straight.
The volume of her moans certainly justified the 1 1/2 km walk to get us here. They were almost screams.
She squirted again with her orgasm, but this time I took no chances on her wanting a third round. As she was climaxing, I changed the angle of my thrusts to rub my shaft along on the hard pelvic floor muscle of her vaginal opening, bringing myself to a pretty good climax too; my own moans momentarily delaying the onset of her usual port orgasmic pashing session.
But once I felt her contractions subside, I unfolded her from her rather uncomfortable position -- for me as much as her -- and surrendered my body to her for the not unpleasant experience of her expending her flood of post orgasm oxytocin on me.
That took longer than I expected and, in the end, I had to break it off before she had the chance to feel my manhood starting to engorge again as a reaction to the full on body contact her pashing sessions entail. My manhood had delivered enough for one morning and I wasn't sure I was ready for another round, even if it was willing to grow a boner in response to the very intimate and sexual contact her pashing entails.
Standing up over her, I tucked myself back in and offered her a hand to help her up.
Carrying our t shirts, since our bodies were dripping wet, we headed back to the campsite; Laila entering it still bare breasted.
Nothing had to be said or asked about where we'd been or what we'd been doing; everyone knew, even the French girls.
Shortly after, we packed up camp to head to our next destination, this time Annika and Angelique travelling in our truck while Cecile and Laila went in the other.
It was early after noon when we reached the Mt Barnett Roadhouse and the camp site behind it. We topped up the fuel and paid our fee to stay at the camp site to find that we could get ourselves a site right by the creek and natural pool that flows through the site.
Cecile and Laila pulled in right behind us at the roadhouse, so, as we moved in convoy down to the camp area we were able to set up our camp once again next to that of the French girls; something Annika seemed quite keen to do.
I had opened out our rooftop tent and was pegging the poles and ropes that supported the opened piece when Annika squatted down alongside me...
"I have a question for you."
"Sure, what is it?"
"Angelique and Cecile would like to have sex with you. Would you be willing?"
I was completely taken aback. This isn't how my world usually worked; but then, I suppose nothing I had done with the two girls really fell into that category.
"What about you and Laila? Wouldn't you both be annoyed if I did that?"
"Not very much. While we are very attached to you, we don't own you, if you know what I mean. Angelique and Cercile were led to believe there'd be lots of nice French guys driving up and down this road that they'd meet and, well, enjoy their time with. But it seems we are too late in the season and there are none. And you seem to have had a rather powerful effect on them as you washed their hair and played with them, so they have rather taken to you."
"They are both very beautiful girls and very nice ones too. But I don't want to do anything that would be against Laila's and your wishes."
"I have spoken to Laila. It would be our wish that you see to their needs. It seems only fair if you are willing to do so. But of course, your willingness is important too."
I considered what I said next. It wasn't easy to express...
"As a male, being asked to have sex by a beautiful woman, I am willing. But as a companion of you and Laila, I am only willing to do so, not just with your permission, but your encouragement."
"You have our encouragement; although it would be appropriate for you to use a condom. The girls have some."
"Why are you so positive about the idea?"
"Because they are nice girls and we know how they feel. I think Laila's needs are somewhat contagious."
"Well, if that is so, I am willing."
"Good, I will tell the girls."
"Do you know when this was supposed to happen?"
"Maybe very soon; before we go for a swim in the creek."
Annika started to walk up to where the girls were waiting by their truck, hesitated after a couple of steps, and came back.
"I also told them you are a very good and kind lover and will do -- within reason -- whatever will make them happy."
Without waiting for my response she turned again and went up and spoke to the girls before returning...
"Cecile is waiting for you in the truck."
I gave Annika a raised eyebrows reply, nodded my head -- because I really didn't know what else to do or say -- and walked up to the back door of the truck. Angelique, standing outside, opened it for me and, with her hand, directed me inside, guiding me in with a hand on my bottom before closing the door behind me.
The sleeping area of the truck was under a pop up roof above the cabin. Cecile was already sitting on the end of it, naked, her legs dangling over the side and her pussy almost in my face. Wondering if she was going to want me to eat her out, my manhood was already reacting and I quickly found myself with an erection tangled in my speedos. I would have just taken them off, but the curtains in the truck were all open and I would have exposed myself to the whole camping ground. I stretched out the material to let it settle into an upright position.



But instead Cecile patted the bed, indicating I should climb up.
I joined her up on the bed, bent over, given the lack of headroom, wondering what was to happen next; especially given the language barriers. With a smile, I asked...
"What would you like to do?"
Cecile opened her mouth, as if to try and answer, hesitated, kissed me on the cheek, then took my hand and put it in her crotch; laying back and dragging me alongside her.
I felt her crease. I'd already seen it was fairly aroused when I stood looking at it. But it didn't to me feel ready for a full on clit fingering yet. I laid half over her, caressing the area between her navel and the back of her vulva as I bent over her to lick her already hardened nipple. At the same time I reached down with the arm under me to untie the drawstring of my speedos and try and drag them down.
I'd only just pulled the drawstring when Cecile's hand intercepted mine and took over control of my erection; wrapping her hand around the spandex sheathed tower.
I tested her crease again and decided it might be ready for a tentative fingering. Her bud was firm and moist, and her vagina seemingly receptive, so I played my fingers gently against her clit.
My initial lick of her nipple had been a bit of a test, to see if she liked or objected to nipple stimulation. Since I hadn't been brushed off, I started stimulating her nipple more determinedly, wrapping my lips over it and sucking it, while intermittently pulling back and licking it.
Cecile laid her head back and gave me some gentle moans; giving me some idea I was on the right track.
So I intensified the fingering of her clit; still in a relatively gentle way, but not with the hesitating approach I'd used when testing her. Then I shallowly penetrated her with a finger. Getting no adverse reaction, after a bit more clit play, I penetrated her more deeply with the same finger.
Cecile had been playing with my erection outside my swimmers, but now she slid her hand inside my pants, wrapping it around the bare flesh, using the back of her hand to edge my swimmers down off my erection. I lifted my hips, thinking that might help her pull them down further, but she missed the hint; presently satisfied just with an exposed erection.
Cecile's breathing soon became much heavier; each exhale accompanied by a soft sort of groan.
I kept stepping up my testing of her vagina until I had three fingers in, with my thumb now stimulating her clit while my fingers raked the front wall of her vagina, looking for a response from her g spot.
It wasn't long before her body was quivering under me; especially her thighs and that was simply a prelude to what seemed like a pretty powerful orgasm as she threw her hips up and swayed them from side to side; all while moaning just loudly enough to likely be heard outside the truck.
I don't think her orgasm had entirely run its course before she rolled us so that I went from half over her to her being half over me. She pulled a condom from under a pillow, rolled it on me, peeled my swimmers down onto my upper thighs and penetrated herself with my very willing erection; lifting herself up to a cowgirl position, although a bent over one, given the low headroom.
Then she half swivelled on me and stripped my swimmers off me with some bended knee help from me.
As she turned back to me and settled fully on me, I was sure I could feel the tip of my erection pushed against her cervix; making me wonder if she had a short vagina to match her very petite body.
That suspicion was reinforced when, instead of riding me with an up and down thrusting, she instead was rocking on me, screwing my erection around inside herself a bit and with a very short jerky bounce, that seemed to be directed to constantly banging my erection up lightly against her cervix.
Of course, I'd seen all this cervical orgasm stuff with Laila.
Almost from the outset, her reaction was different from a normally aroused woman and very much like Laila's response. It showed at first as an almost guttural soft moaning, quite different from what she'd been doing as I fingered her. And constantly too.
Then suddenly, she let out a low soft moan as she collapsed down on me, hugging me, clearly in some state of orgasm, unlike anything I'd seen before; more so since she was shuddering and quivering in her orgasmic state, instead of as a prelude to it.
But even lying on me, she kept up the somewhat fast, soft banging of the top of my erection against her cervix and screwing it about against it. As the initial shuddering of whatever climax she had settled, she started up the guttural moaning again
I was quite erotically turned on by it all; this was something special, something that translated into my erection feeling extra hard as she kept up the constant pace of cervical hammering. I wrapped my arms around her beautiful body, caressing her lovely skin, running my hand across her hard nipple, stroking her bottom and even tweaking her ear lobes. Anything I could think of that might intensify whatever was going on inside her body -- over and above the erection I had very pleasurably buried inside her.
Then she did it again, the same low soft moan -- but louder this time -- and the shuddering and quivering much more pronounced.
She flashed me a grin before, very quickly, it happened again. Louder, more pronounced yet again.
Whatever this was, was getting bigger each time.
For my own pleasure, I played my hands against her nipples; but I was looking for other erotic zones I might trigger.
I rubbed my hand against her coccyx as she put on another display, louder and more intense again.
I wondered what would happen if I touched up her clit. I slid my hand down between our bodies, crossing her navel as I went. Testing it, I stopped and fingered her navel.
The reaction was almost explosive. She almost screamed and moaned; her whole body vibrating on top of me as tears ran down her face. It went on for minutes before I felt her hand reaching out for a rolled up towel she put there earlier, pulling it next to her hip and rolling us both over, putting me on top. It was clear she'd learnt some English...
"Fuck me. Hard."
OK, I wasn't going to resist that invitation. As much as I was enjoying what was happening to her body, whatever she was doing wasn't going to bring me to a climax. But now it was my turn.
I could only guess the towel was a substitute for the pillows I use to let my thrusts stimulate the Swedish girls' g spots. I doubted the towel was high enough to do that. So supporting my upper body weight on one arm, I put the other under the small of her back and lifted her almost weightless, petite waist up.
Then I started thrusting, watching her light body, with minimal contact with the bed, rag-doll under me.
I'd call it enthusiastic, rather than hard. If my shaft was long enough to hit her cervix, I doubted she'd want me banging hard against it. So I stopped my thrusts just short of full penetration. But my cock had been inside this gorgeous woman for the best part of 40 minutes. The mere pleasure of what she had been doing with it certainly made it as hard as a rock and more than keen to dump its load in her. It just hadn't stimulated it in a way that was going to make me cum. So the enthusiasm was there in spades.
And I showed it as I pumped away at her.
But it wasn't all just fast pumping. I quite liked the feel of the base of my shaft pushed hard against vaginal opening and being screwed around inside her. The pleasure came from the bottom of my shaft, not from the bell being ground against her cervix; but if the latter worked for her so much the better. So every fourth or so pump, I stopped the penetration short of a hard bang and pushed it fully in and pleasurably screwed it around for a few moments.
The effect it had on her was electric. Already highly aroused and stimulated, it was quickly clear her g spot was sending out some pretty powerful signals. She was, well it was pretty close to yelling, something out in French which pretty well seemed to be to be the equivalent on an Aussie girl yelling an excited 'oh fuck' with every thrust. And then when I screwed my cock around inside her, she seemed to have one of those strange shivering, internal climaxes, that she kept having while on top of me; encouraging me to prolong the screwing about.
I'd probably been going at it for a bit more than about four minutes and was just starting to get that sense of brewing up, when her body froze in a arched position that lifted her hip up from my supporting arm, she pushed me into full penetration, and then squealed out loud as a prelude to prolonged groaning and moaning as her arms embraced me and held her tightly against me.
I was too close to brewing up at that stage to stop, so just kept thrusting -- seemingly intensifying and prolonging whatever orgasm she was having -- until my cock exploded in a way so intense that it felt like the pulses of my climax was hosing out her vagina with my cum. I would have bellowed out my enjoyment of it, except for the fact I knew we were in the middle of a crowded camping site in a canvas pop top. But I couldn't hold back a pretty loud groan and a succession of smaller ones. But given the show Cecile had put on, you had to wonder why I bothered suppressing it.
Even when Cecile's body relaxed and her orgasm seemed to have run out of steam, she held me tightly, now fully on top of her, with my erection still inside her.
I couldn't leave my weight unsupported on her, so rolled us both on our sides. There she clung to me like an oyster to a rock. With the Swedish girls, I can normally ignore my cock going flaccid if they do that -- as Laila usually does -- but with a condom, I need to make sure it comes out with my cock; which means withdrawing it before it goes too soft.
But doing that didn't entice Cecile to release me.
After a while, I ran my hand through her hair and hoped she had enough English to understand...
"We should join the others."
She looked me in the eyes...
"That was very nice."
I smiled at her...
"I am glad you enjoyed it."
She released me and sat up, looking around for her clothes; which she then remembered she'd left on the settee in the back cabin of the truck. She eased herself down into the cabin -- seemingly oblivious that, with the curtains open, she was exposed to the whole campsite. Unhurriedly, she put on a bikini -- which, with the natural pool at our doorstep and the hot, muggy air, seemed to be standard form of female dress at this site.
My swimmers had dropped to the floor of the cabin when Cecile had stripped me out of them. I waited until she was dressed and then asked her to pass them up so I could get dressed too.
We emerged from the back of the truck together, to find the other three girls sitting by the water's edge. Annika looked up at me...
"You two seem to have had a good time. Everyone in the park knows about it."
I only had to look around to work that out. Everyone was staring at us as we emerged. But there was little I could do about it. There weren't many kids about -- indeed, I couldn't see any -- so I suspected they were more looks of envy than anything.
As I went to sit down, Angelique slid to the side and patted the ground, indication I should sit alongside her, putting her hand intimately on my upper thigh and resting her head on my shoulder. Almost as soon as Cecile and I sat down, Annika and Laila engaged Cecile in intense conversation, in French. After a short while, she stopped and looked at me...
"Cecile says you gave her orgasms unlike anything she's had before. She thinks it came from stimulating her cervix. It made her whole body tingle inside and vibrate on the outside and they came in quick, unending succession, getting more intense each time. And then when you stimulated her g spot to orgasm she nearly burst with pleasure. Oh, and I don't know whether you know that the truck was rocking."
I smiled at her...
"It seems sometimes men can get it right."
She grinned back...
"Yes, but not often enough; although you do very well."
In talking to Annika and Laila, I had to look across Angelique, who seemed to make a point of dangling her large breasts in their small bikini top right in front of my line of vision. I can't deny it was a substantial distraction; but not half as distracting as the way she had rested her hand against my balls and had started stroking my initially flaccid cock. I knew she was testing my readiness to give her the turn she was waiting for.
And the readiness wasn't long in coming. The advantage of youth I suppose -- well of big breasts, small bikinis and a stunning body too -- but she soon provoked some swelling in my pants and continued to provoke it until she had a full erection stretching out the front of my swimmers, visible to -- and being stared at by - all the girls sitting alongside me. She had enough English to ask...
"Can we now?"
It wasn't really a question. Angelique stood up and offered me a hand I had no choice but to accept. I had to stand up and turn and walk towards the truck, displaying to anyone still watching our little group the erection enclosed in my swimmers that they would guess would soon be embedded in Angelique. Fortunately, that had become a minority; but it was no less embarrassing for that.
I walked briskly to the truck, opened the back door for Angelique so I could hide my erection behind it and followed her into the truck as quickly as I could. Still exposed to the world through the windows, I was equally quick in climbing up onto the bunk after she did.
And then came that awkward moment when I sat facing her, not quite knowing how to start this. It's nothing like instigating sex with a girlfriend, or even a date; or at least it felt different to me. In a way, I was providing a sexual service; so is it my job to come on to them, or simply let them come on to me. And in this case it was made more complex by the fact I felt I was about to fuck, if not the girl of my fantasy, a pretty convincing duplicate of her.
In my moment of hesitation, Angelique answered the question for me as she pulled me down horizontal and arranged for us to straighten ourselves along the bed, face to face our bodies intertwined. She embraced me, giving me that Sydney Sweeney smile as she caressed my back with her hands and ground the front of her bikini pants against the tower of an erection I had in my pants and her cheek against mine; announcing...
"You feel very nice to be against."
Instead of lying there frozen like a deer in headlights, I followed her lead, even taking it over, as I half rolled on top of her, caressing her stomach and lower chest, replying in words I hoped she would understand...
"It is very nice to be to be against such a beautiful and delightful woman."
Adding...
"What would you like me to do?"
"Keep doing what you are and go further is nice."
I interpreted her rather cryptic, broken English answer as indicating she wanted me to extend my caressing to fingering her and probably play with her nipples. I tested it by extending the length of my caressing to go over her breasts and down between her legs.
Unlike Cecile, she didn't make a grab for my erection, instead her arms stayed behind my back, running down from stroking through my hair to grabbing and rubbing my bottom, as she sort of relaxed onto her back with her legs apart, granting me full access to anywhere I was likely to want to go.
It seemed premature to go for a full on attack on her clit, so I surrendered to a desire I'd had since I had first seen her topless, to play with her breasts. I've always been attracted to slim girls, but with that tends to come smaller breasts. Maybe it was the reason I was so taken in by Sydney. Until this moment, those of Annika and Laila, as nice as they were, were about as big as I'd ever touched.
Angelique's were enormous by comparison.
I ran my hand across each of her breasts a couple of times, cupping them and feeling their texture and firmness, then with my finger, circled around and across her nipples until I had raised both of them to something of a hard edifice pushing up the thin material of her small bikini top made more attractive by the raised plinth they sat on with her puffy areola.
The temptation was too great; especially knowing she could get an orgasm from them. I brushed the triangle of her bikini top off her breast and suckled it, flicking my tongue across the tall hard nipple in my mouth; playing with the other breast and its nipple with my hand.
Angelique hummed in pleasure and held my head to her breast. The message was clear enough; keep sucking, which I in turn took to mean keep playing with her breasts. I was surprised by how aroused she seemed to be getting, just from my nipple play. I knew about 10% of women can have nipple orgasms, but it had still caught me by surprise when Angelique had demonstrated she was one of them.
She got more and more worked up -- judged by her breathing and little moans -- until the point she came. It wasn't loud or hip throwing, but there was little doubt it was a full on orgasm.
Her hand pushed my head into her breasts less firmly, so I thought it time to expand my repertoire; sliding my hand down her torso, under the waistband of her bikini pants and into her crease, to find a wet and swollen clit. As she reacted to that, I thought it time to do some undressing; small and flimsy though her bikini was; but there was an element of Sydney fantasy attached to that too.
Angelique's bikini was a plain red, but its style was very similar to a black one Sydney was often photographed in; a low rise, string sided bottom and a small triangled top. Angelique's was a tie sided bottom and a slide tri top, whereas Sydney's had no side ties and was more a bra-let style top. But it was close enough.
I'd blown up the photos of Sydney often enough to let me see the crotch and breast coverings of her bikini in exquisite detail; the shadow of her nipples, the crease through her pants and maybe a bit of crotch flesh of her mons.
Angelique's breasts I'd already satisfied somewhat my curiosity on. But now I didn't just want to de-pants Angelique, I wanted to visually enjoy myself doing it, as if it was Sydney.
I curled my body down, letting me kiss her still covered mons as I studied the deep crease my finger pushed into her pants, as I fingered her clit through the material, exaggerated in Angelique's case by her seductively raised mons. I kissed again the bare flesh on each side of her mons that action had revealed and ran my finger across her outer outer labia which had escaped the narrow confines of the gusset of her bikini.
I gorged myself in the visual delight of the slow reveal of her hidden sexual secrets as they ceased to be covered by her pants. Then sated at that level, I pulled the side strings of her pants and pulled them out from underneath her; directly fingering her clit and watching as I digitally penetrated her.
Yes, I was objectifying Angelique to pretend she was Sydney and so bringing to life my own fantasy. But she didn't know that, and never would and I was pleasuring her every step of the way.
Then I came back up to lie alongside her again.
Undoing the tie side of her pants was easy. It took a bit more effort to reach behind her back and pull the lower string of her bikini top, but having done that, I stripped her of that too.
Her now naked body was there for me to play with, even take. I suspect she wouldn't have complained if I'd just mounted her, but in a way, playing with such a beautiful body was as much fun as fucking one, even if my cock was impatient to join in the action. The fucking was going to happen eventually, why not maximise the enjoyment beforehand.



My fingers played in the wetness of her vulva; her firm, swollen clit responding to my stimulation of it and, as I grew braver, her receptive vagina. Oh, and the glory of playing with and between her cock burstingly, man teasing, breasts; sort of playfully motor-boating them (in a fairly quiet, subtle way - I wasn't sure she was familiar with that), sucking her nipples, caressing the flesh of her breasts with my cheek. I'd never wallowed before in such erotic breasts.
But all that was arousing Angelique even more than it was arousing me; my cock surging and pouring out pre-cum notwithstanding. More so for both of us as I started raking her g spot with my fingers.
As she got more excited, it almost seemed like Angelique was preparing for her orgasm and what she wanted to follow it. Without interrupting the flow of my fingering of her, she worked a pillow down from the top of the bed and slid it under her hips. Then she exposed my erection and capped it with a condom; not bothering to do anything more than peel the front of my swimmers to under my balls.
As she came, she didn't throw her hips up like Cecile did, but she certainly vocalised it enough to let the camping ground know about it. But almost immediately she cried...
"Now. Quickly."
This was while she was trying to use her hands to direct me on top of her.
I mounted her and, with a sense of urgency, she guided my erection into her body. In my mind, my fantasy of fucking Sydney was coming true. I moaned with pleasure as I slid easily into her; her contractions still powerfully bearing down on my erection.
Her hands pulled my butt up, encouraging me to bring the base of my shaft firmly up against her vaginal opening. Then a rotating movement of her hands directed me to screw myself around in her as she moaned in delight; seemingly dragging out her orgasm.
She held me there, as if the presence of my shaft in her body was critical to her full enjoyment of her orgasm.
Slowly her voice quietened, her contractions had ceased and her breathing had gone back to nearly normal. The upward pressure on my bottom to cement my shaft into her was relaxed.
I had a fair idea it was nearly time for me to start thrusting; but I bided my time, waiting for a signal. Then she pushed my butt down. I withdrew a bit, then thrust in; delighting in the feel of my shaft playing in her vagina. Her signals called for a repeat; increasingly now the signals becoming less firm and insistent, more guiding my speed, depth of penetration and firmness. And all of that, she quickly started to rev up; fast, deep and firm thrusts became the norm as she gradually increased the tightness of her grip on my shaft.
I lifted myself up on straightened arms, to give me a better range of movement and let me stare at her breasts.
She was starting to respond again; firstly with heavy breathing, then with little moans accompanying every thrust. I was grunting too; just with the sheer effort and wonderful feeling of what she had me doing.
I could feel myself brewing up; sort of wishing she'd grip me a bit less tightly; but didn't know how to communicate that to her. I let my grunting convey the pleasure I was feeling; hoping she get the message, even if it could be heard outside the truck.
She was rapidly working up too but not loosening her grip. It was becoming a race; one I wanted to lose.
But I couldn't. The fantasy I was engaged in added too much mentally to my physical pleasure. I was about to dump a load in the woman I was imagining her to be.
This time I couldn't help myself. Too much was invested in it. I bellowed out my pleasure as the first pulse of cum shot up my shaft. Determined to get her over the line too, I ignored every signal my body gave to to maximise my own pleasure and just kept banging away at her. She was starting to really vocalise her feelings. I knew we were close, but I had soon gone past the point of squirting more cum up my shaft and was starting to feel that sensitivity which is apparently natures way of telling me I should stop banging her because I'm displacing the cum I've given her.
My grunts were almost starting to be groans of discomfort. And the fate of my cum was irrelevant.
My erection was still hard, and while I had something to do the thrusting with, I was determined to get her there.
I was almost going crazy with my thrusting. The whole van was rocking with it. She was crying out in pleasure. We were so close.
And then, she took in an almighty breath and squealed as loudly as a stuck pig as she used her hands to pull my shaft into full penetration, raised her hips to make sure I had no more depth to give, and ground herself against me as she circled and rocked from side to side, tipping us over, putting her on top and continuing to grind so forcefully I wondered if she was trying to shear my shaft right off my body; all the time loudly groaning and moaning.
I just laid under her; spent and exhausted, my arms wrapped around her.
Her contractions pummelled my shaft; continuing for quite a while until she too, collapsed onto me, panting heavily.
We laid there a few minutes, both of us recovering. But when I started to go flaccid, it was time to withdraw. I rolled us onto our sides and extracted my rapidly shrinking shaft.
It would have to be one of the craziest endings to sex I'd ever had. It was wild, and yet, it was far from the best orgasm I'd ever had. Too much was happening for me to really get the best from it and the extreme sensitivity of thrusting with an empty cock sort of spoilt it.
But the fantasy made up for it. In a way, in my mind at least, I'd achieved a desire I'd carried around for the last two years.
Apart from the pleasure of cuddling up against Angelique, I was happy to wait a short while before we made an appearance outside. There was no denying we'd been noisy and I didn't doubt we'd made a scene. I'd rather everyone would have moved on by the time we emerged.
It was not to be. As we came out of the truck, we basically got a standing ovation from most of the park residents.
I blushed a deep red while Angelique waved back at them.
The other three girls were swimming in the rock pool and glided to the shore as we approached and joined them in the water. We moved back out into somewhat deeper water where there was yet again a long conversation in French; accompanied by lots of giggles.
Annika eventually turned to me...
"Angelique agrees with Cecile that you give good sex. They wanted to know if they can take you with them. I told them no, you belong to us. They asked how we met you and when I told them you were a lifesaver and how we wanted a picture of us getting sexed by one and you obliged, they have asked if they could get that picture too. I told them I thought I'd seen a lifesaver's swimsuit in your bag and that you might oblige them if they were lucky?"
Without being too worried about it, I was beginning to wonder whether Annika was my friend or my pimp. Still, I offered an answer...
"Yes, I do have one in my bag and maybe, if the right circumstances arise and you and Laila agree."
The rest of the afternoon and evening was a very pleasant and social affair. While the girls communicated mostly in French, they made a real effort to include me in the conversation with Angelique even doing her best to practice her English on me as she translated whatever she'd just said into English. The French girls made a superb dinner for the five of us and that a a bottle of red wine made the night a delight.
I felt I was somehow being shared around as different girls got to sit next to me; always in close contact, and sometimes even on my lap. Nothing directly sexual but certainly well inside my personal space. But as far as I was concern, that was not a bad situation to be in, especially as I made sure the French girls weren't actually trying to out compete Annika and Laila for my attention.
The difference in treatment of course came as we went to bed. Anniika and Laila shared there's with me, and as might be expected, both got the usual form of bedtime sex; the French girls did not.
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Come the morning Laila again wanted sex in the sex pillow missionary position, whereas Annika demurred.
Today was the day we - Laila, Annika and myself, with the French girls - were going to do the moderately long walk to Manning Gorge.
As I started to get dressed, Annika suggested today might be a day to wear my lifesaver swimmers; which sort of hinted it might be a busy day for me. In short, it told me this was the day I was going to fuck the French girls to let them get a photo of themselves being fucked by a Bondi Lifesaver; even if it was only a volunteer clubbie, not a professional one like they see on TV.
The swimmers themselves were my club ones, in the yellow and red colour of the lifesavers with 'Bondi" printed in very large letters across the back of them. So if filmed from on top while I'm doing them in the missionary position with the front of my swimmers folded down under my balls, there is a clear advertisement of who is doing the fucking.
I complied because, well, why wouldn't you. Yes, the amount of sex I'm having to have each day is ridiculous but I'm a young, randy male and I'm rather enjoying it. And my cock is keeping up its end of the deal. I suspect these opportunities will never come around again.
In a way, the first part of the walk set the scene for the rest of it. The path starts on the other side of the waterhole along which the campsite sits. You can walk around it, adding a couple of km to your trip, or put your gear in a provided polystyrene crate and swim across pushing the box along with you as you swim.
Naturally we swam across, leaving us all walking the rest of the distance in our swimwear and shoes. I'm not suggesting that's normal. The parties returning to the camp yesterday seemed to mainly have t shirts and skirts or shorts over their swimwear; removing them to swim back across to the campsite. But who was I to challenge the girls, especially when my main concern was snakes, and unless you were wearing long pants and good boots, then shorts and skirts aren't providing any more safety than swimwear.
Before Angelique and Cecile came along, a walk like this would generally see me walking between Annika and Laila, with them often holding my hand. That was a reasonably pleasant way of going. Some of the conversation would be stilted by the limitations of their English - impressive though it is - and sometimes they'd just be talking across me in Swedish; Annika occasionally updating me on what the conversation was about.
Either way, I'd have a delightful view of their highly distracting breasts in their tiny bikini tops as we went. Which, since I'm a normal male, greatly added to my enjoyment of the walk; more so since they often walked so close to me, their flanks brushed constantly against mine. And that's before I mention Laila's tendency to take our clasped together hands and play it against her mons.
But with the four girls, the conversation is now in French, because Cecile and Angelique have only very limited English. That means walking along, they tend to cluster in a group ahead of me, chatting away, often walking with an almost playful, dancing step; sometimes clearly as they interact with each other and respond to whatever the conversation is about, other times I'm pretty sure because they know I'm behind them and they are putting on a provocative display for me.
The whole scene was made more animated by the fact we weren't walking along a well defined track with a limited width. Rather we were traversing a rocky landscape of valleys and ridges with a sparse vegetation. The 'path', such as it was, was identified by a series of small plaques attached to the rocks at a spacing that was just enough for you to see one from the next.
But that's not to say they were easy to identify. Sometimes you had to search around for the next one, like a game of hide and seek; which is what turned a simple stroll into game I was delightfully watching the girls play out.
As to why do I think it is a display for me? Because they often turned towards me with a seductive look, wiggling their bums; either individually or, in some cases, as a group. With their flawless skins, slender but very feminine figures and tiny bikini bottoms, I have to admit, I can become transfixed on watching them as they walk; to the point I've tripped over a couple of time from not watching where I was going.
And it's not just their bottoms that are distracting. For some reason, watching the thin, fragile ties of their bikini tops, with their easily pulled bows, flick and flip around with their movements or blow in the wind together with their long hair, has a seductiveness of its own. Why? I suppose it's because of the knowledge that the slightest pull on those bows will reveal their gorgeous breasts.
Surely, one asks, when I've sucked and played with those breasts in their naked state, the bikini ties can't be all that alluring. Well, I'm not sure that's how the male brain works; because I find them incredibly attractive, teasing and alluring.
Each and every one of them had much to visually offer, but I can't deny that it is Angelique that stands out. Her figure from behind is a little more filled out in a very sexual way and, as a cause of something of an obsession - over and above her being a close doppelganger of a movie star I fixate over - the mons bulge between her legs is clearly and constantly in view because of her long legs and generous thigh gap and has something very sexual about it.
And she knows it; very deliberately finding reasons to bend over as they walk along - maybe picking a flower, maybe pointing at a feature or a plaque for the other girls, but the bending is always followed by a quick turn of the head and a grin back to me.
None of it was enough to generate a full erection in me. But I could feel my body flooded with testosterone and my manhood had a sense of fullness about it, multiplied by the knowledge I was being set up to give the French girls a fucking at the Gorge and Laila would probably want one of her screaming fucking sessions too.
From time to time, Annika would drop back, hold my hand as we walked along, and tell me what their conversation was all about. Even when one part of it was about me fucking the French girls at the gorge and them getting a photo or video of them being fucked by a Bondi Lifesaver.
But the girls were obviously enjoying their little chat club and Annika was always keen to rejoin them after she'd done her duty of keeping me happy.
What triggered it in this case, I don't know. About two thirds into the walk as she dropped back and started to ask me about whether I felt left out by the fact the girls were talking in French and ignoring me, and instead of walking alongside or just holding my hand, she embraced me with an arm around my back; which of necessity required me to reciprocate with an arm around hers.
It was nice; but maybe too nice. At the age of 22, and with a normal sort of sexual history behind me, I would have thought my body would be past responding to such a low level of physical interaction.
I mean, I do recall, many years ago, the first time I walked alongside a girl like that, when it was almost my first physical contact with a girl - or at least a contact that had some romantic intention. Embarrassingly, my cock almost instantly exploded into a full erection; a situation probably not helped by the fact it was summer and she was wearing a spaghetti shoulder string mini sheath dress with a deeply plunging neckline offering an impressive cleavage display. Fortunately, I was wearing board shorts with nothing under them. So, while there was a momentary very obvious bulge in my pants as it arched up, my cock had an easy path to the vertical, where the bulge at the top could hide under the bottom of the t shirt I was wearing.
Since then my cock has adjusted to accepting such contact as normal and not making a fool of the owner - me - by an excessive response.
So why it picked this time to respond, I don't know. But the sense of fullness I had in my cock turned to a half - make that three quarters - mongrel. And since I was wearing nothing but a tight pair of racing briefs, there was no path to the vertical and it poked out horizontally.
Maybe it was the buildup of having watched their cute little bottoms dance around in front of me, not helped by the fact that it was full flesh on flesh contact we were making. But again, that's not new. I've walked on the beach with near naked girls before - including Annika, and haven't had that reaction.
I saw Annika take a brief look down at it, but prayed the other girls wouldn't turn around until I'd got it under control.
I was grateful when the girls disappeared over a ridge, offering me a period, until I crossed the ridge myself, for the thing to go down. As it turned out, Annika had other ideas. As soon as their heads disappeared, she swung herself around in my arms to face me, letting my erection settle between her legs and pushed up against her crease, and kissed me; gently rubbing her crease subtly along the length of my shaft as she did so.
I willingly responded with both my arms and tongue to her embrace and kiss; but wasn't really sure what to do with my cock; especially since her action had turned it to a full, hard erection.
Annika looked over her shoulder to where the other girls had disappeared over the ridge, then to the side where a large boulder would offer a hiding spot if they backtracked...
"Lets have what you Australians call a quickie."
I was processing that suggestion as she sort of crabbed walked us, still embraced, to behind the boulder.
She's done 'quickies' before. That's why she knows the terminology. But here? When the girls could turn around looking for us and be with us in a few moments?
But Annika accepted my following her, and our continued kissing, as a consent. My slow thinking brain - no doubt hindered by the blood being used to fill out my erection - couldn't even respond before I felt Annika's hand between her leg, exposing my erection and guiding it past the pulled aside gusset of her bikini pants and into her vagina.
I was somewhat amazed by how aroused Annika was so quickly. I went in smoothly and without any resistance from her body. Once it was in there Annika gripped it tightly and started bouncing up and down on it, encouraging me to start thrusting.
Having got this far, I eased her back against the boulder and started doing the thrusting myself. That's one of the things about Annika. She gets off on having me doing the male role and, as far as she's concerned, doing the banging is one of those things.
Brushing the triangle of her top off her breast, I started tweaking her nipple before bending down to start sucking it.. The bending down, while making my penetration of her a little less deep, let me put my hips more between her legs, giving a better angle of penetration into her as far as stimulating her g spot was concerned.
Her grip on me was really tight and incredibly stimulating. She wasn't kidding about it being a quickie. I wasn't going to last long like that.
But I was more amazed by how she was responding. Annika doesn't make as much noise as Laila, but between noting her heavy breathing and the little moans, I knew this was having a strong effect on her too.
Annika climaxed just before I did; us both grunting, moaning or heaving under the pleasures our climaxes brought to us.
It can't of taken much more than a minute and a half
In a very business like manner, Annika kissed me, thanked me, straightened up her bikini top again and indicated I should withdraw from her.
A moment latter we were walking hand in hand at a fast pace to catch up with the other girls before they came looking for us; my cum running down Annika's leg and the half mongrel I tucked into my pants leaving damp stains on them as it slowly went flaccid.
But I felt I had to ask her...
"What inspired you to do that?"
She hesitated; I could see trying to formulate the right answer, and then convert it to English.
"I did not ask for sex this morning, but that did not mean I didn't desire you. I think you will be very busy at the Gorge and I will not be your highest priority, so I thought I would get in early."
"Did that quickie satisfy you?"
"It helps a lot, but there are times I wish I could have you to myself."
There was a warmth permeating to me through Annika's hand. He words mirrored a feeling towards her that I had. In a way, as far as Laila is concerned, I am just a sexual object. A bit harsh maybe, and certainly a sexual object she values. But there is not a feeling between the two of us that, when the time comes for her to go home, there will be a devastating sense of separation. I'm not sure that is the case with Annika. I have feelings for her well beyond enjoying the pleasure of fucking her. Strong feelings. And I suspect, even though neither of us feel brave enough to talk about it, I think she might feel the same way towards me.
In the context of the 3km walk, our absence hadn't even been noticed.
It was towards the end of the walk that Angelique dropped back and held me by the hand. Slowly, hesitantly, one word at a time, with sometimes not quite correct pronunciation, she attempted a conversation...
"I would like to talk but my English is poor. Thank you for helping us with our truck. Your friends Annika and Laila are very nice and kind. They seem to value your..."
Angelique struggled for the right word...
"I think, company."
I tried to reply in words that she would understand; reflecting the vocabulary she had used...
"They are very nice ladies. I would say wonderful ladies. I have enjoyed travelling with them. I am very lucky they invited me on this trip."
"I enjoyed the sex you gave me. You are very good at it. Do you mind us asking you for sex?"
"My main concern is not to upset Annika and Laila. What they say is OK becomes OK. If they do not want it to happen, then it cannot happen. But you are an attractive and nice woman and having sex with you was very nice."
"Annika has told you that you might give us more sex at the gorge so we can take a photo of sex with a lifesaver?"
"Yes. And that is OK, but my face should not be in the picture."
"Annika told us that. Would a video be OK?"
"Yes. If that is what you want."
Angelique seemed reluctant to leave my side or release my hand, even though our conversation has stretched the limit of her vocabulary. She was walking close enough to me to keep brushing against my side too; somewhat flaunting her very attractive breasts at me in the way she angled her body.
I saw Annika look back a couple of times; as if wondering what was going on between us. On the third look back, I extended my hand to her, inviting her to join us. Annika took the invitation, dropping back and taking my hand. I held it for a moment, before embracing her with a hand around her back, pulling her tightly against my side. It was a deliberate move, intended to make a statement about our relationship, since I was still only hand in hand with Angelique.
Annika seemed to have got the message, relaxing against my side and having a relaxed conversation in French with Angelique; which at times resulted in what was clearly bemusement between the two of them.
We were still walking like that when we reached the gorge; a delightful, reasonably large waterhole with a waterfall at the end.
I could see the girls cast their eyes around. While maybe taking in the scene, I had a sense they were checking to see if anyone else was here too. We'd left very early and I was pretty sure that was to make sure we had the gorge to ourselves for a while.
It was also clear they were looking for 'the right place'.
The waterhole at the camp site had a lot of sandy beaches. This was a rockier site, but as we swam around the gorge, the girls discovered a nice enough sandy 'beach'. And by 'beach' I mean nothing more than a gap of about three meters that had a gently sloping shelf of coarse sand into the water.
Once they discovered it, they didn't muck about. There was a conversation between the girls before Annika turned to me and asked...
"Would you mind giving Angelique and Cecile sex here to let them take the photo they wanted?"
There was a grin on her face, indicating she was well aware of the awkwardness of the request she'd just made. But the scene had already been set for it, so there were no surprises. I'd noticed that Cecile had brought a waterproof compact camera, on a strap around her wrist, with her and knew it wasn't to take photos of the waterfall.
Annika and Laila swam away around a rock, taking themselves out of view.
By this stage, knowing I was about to fuck both of them, my manhood was already responding; a pronounced swelling in my swimmers making that really clear.
Angelique, summoned me with her fingers as she positioned herself on her back on the sand; half in and half out of the water. I laid down on top of her in response to her outstretched arms before half rolling off her to give me a clearer access to her body for some foreplay.
I knew that Cecile was standing there behind me, but tried to put that out of my mind and just concentrate on...well, cynical though it sounds... preforming the sex act I was expected to perform on Angelique. That is perhaps a bit harsh because the fact is that Angelique is stunning and very sexually attractive; more so since she reminds me a a movie star I've always had a complete sexual crush on.
Angelique started kissing me and I responded in kind, while caressing her chest, stomach and down to her mons. I didn't know what state of arousal she was in, but had to assume that I needed to make a bit of effort to ensure my eventual penetration of her was comfortable and wanted.
Of course, being a male, I needed no such foreplay. My already swollen manhood had grown to a full erection the moment I laid down on her; twisted up in the wet stretchy spandex of my swimmers to an extent I had to take a moment to release it from the uncomfortable tangle it was in by stretching out the material to let it settle into a position of being tightly sheathed in the material of the swimmers as it extended over the waistband.
Knowing Angelique has sensitive nipples and can even be fairly easily given a nipple orgasm, I brushed the triangles of her bikini top aside and started sucking them; a delightful pleasure in itself.
At the same time, I extended my hand down past her mons and across her vulva to give me some idea of her state of arousal. Even through the gusset of her bikini pants, I could feel her labia spread, her swollen clit and her vagina being, at least partly, open.
Emboldened, I pulled aside the gusset and fingered her flesh on flesh. The wetness from our swimming made if difficult to see if she was well lubricated, but as I eased my finger into her vagina, there was no doubt it was receptive. More so as I added a second and then a third finger to rub the front of her vaginal wall where I anticipated her g spot would be.
At this point I was a little torn.
If my job was simply to let the girls take a photo or video of themselves being fucked by a lifesaver, then she was ready for the task.
But to me, that was a little too transactional - for want of a better word.
Just pounding her with missionary sex as the photo required, in the absence of some sort of pillow or other thing to lift her hips, was unlikely to give her an orgasm. I knew from the last time I fucked her, how giving her an orgasm with fingering or nipple stimulation would make her more sensitive to a second one when we get down to the full on fucking thing. And, of course, it gave me the pleasure of enjoying her body for longer.
BUT, and this was the rub, my little discussion with Annika had eroded somewhat my confidence that she truly was comfortable with me fucking the French girls, even if Annika had basically pimped me to them.



Maybe selfishly, I put aside my uncertain concerns about Annika's feelings and decided to do it properly. My cock was aching to penetrate her; after all she was a doppelganger of my male fantasies about Sydney Sweeney. But more fun could be had by taking my time and really enjoying the access to her body she was giving me.
Her breasts were the very pinnacle of any males fantasy. Big - bigger than any breasts I'd got to play with before, but largely because of my attraction to thin girls - but not unattractively humongous. My guess was DD, but as a male, what would I know. They were beautifully shaped, with nipples a bit larger than normal; but more attractive for it. Oh, and that puffy areola, which created a plinth on which her nipples stood, drove me crazy with desire.
I played with them to my heart's content; sucking them and always remembering what a powerful effect my stimulation of them had on her, but letting myself play sensuous games with them that I'd never been offered before.
And all the while I've got three fingers up her pussy and a thumb tickling up her clit.
This time, she just laid back and let me stimulate her; her moans slowly building and telling me we were heading in the right direction.
It was only as she came she put one hand on the back of my head as I sucked her nipples and the other over the hand I had penetrating her; making it pretty clear she wanted me to prolong her orgasm by continuing to do what I was doing.
Only when her orgasm had run its course did she meet the only requirement Annika had for making my body available to her as she slipped the condom packet out from where it was tucked in the waistband of her bikini bottom, unsheathed my erection from the spandex prison of my swimmers and prepared me for my penetration of her by rolling on the condom.
I climbed on top of her and surged my erection until I felt it lodge itself in her vaginal opening. Then I slowly pushed myself into her, moaning with the pleasure of my initial penetration of her; multiplied as it was by letting my imagination run wild that it was Sydney, not Angelique I was making love to.
From that point, it was a matter of putting on the show this whole sexual engagement was designed for; more so knowing that it was going to be videoed, not just be the subject of a still or two.
Lifting myself up on straightened arms, partly so I could stare at her breasts as I fucked her and partly to expose both them and her face to the camera, I turned my own head slightly away from the camera side to make sure I couldn't be identified as the fucker.
Angelique's hands were on my butt and I followed as best as I could what I interpreted as her instructions as to what she wanted; which in this case seemed to be hard, deep and moderately fast.
Initially Angelique's eyes followed Cecile as the latter videoed or photographed our sex. And that alone told me they'd pretty quickly gone for the between the legs shot of where my shaft penetrated her vagina. I'd seen Annika show Angelique her photo of that angle and, even though they were talking in French, got a pretty strong impression that was something Angelique - and Cecile for that matter - wanted as part of the show.
To give them a clearer shot I'd lifted my butt a bit and then made a point of going to town on her with very long thrusts while Cecile was videoing that. Then, as Angelique's eyes told me Cecile had moved back into a position where the focus was more on our bodies and Angelique's face, I sunk my hips down to give me at least some upward projection of my erection against Angelique's g spot.
From the top of her thighs down, Angelique's body was floating in the waters of the gorge. That made it pretty easy to get some rag dolling of her body with my thrusts; making her breasts wobble in a rather delightful way, which I hoped would entertain the camera as much as it did me.
I wondered if I could make it any better if I used one hand to lift her hips up; something which would both stimulate her g spot more firmly with my thrusts and reduce her contact with the sand, allowing for an easier rag dolling of her upper body.
She wasn't as light as Cecile, but I found I could do it and hold her there comfortably enough.
The effect was immediate. The low moans she been responding to every thrust with - to a point I thought she was just putting on a show - became much louder, more forceful and very persuasive. And I managed to get her body rag dolling impressively. Initially my thrusts seemed to drive her up the beach, requiring me to use the hand under her butt to drag her back.
But by changing my approach to being one of lifting her hips higher as I drove my shaft in, I instead triggered a roll through her torso, like a wave that travelled up to her chest and really threw her breasts about - probably intentionally exaggerated further by her - while at the same time increasing the intensity of the stimulation of her g spot.
Angelique wasn't the only one enjoying this. My erection was revelling in the pleasure of playing in her vagina; the excitement compounded both by the visual sight of the woman under me being fucked and the signals she was sending out that this was having a powerful effect on her too.
Fortunately her grip on me wasn't too tight. Every thrust was an absolute delight. But the effect of them wasn't compounding in a way that had me brewing up; a situation probably assisted by having dumped a load in Annika on the walk to the gorge.
When she came, Angelique put on quite a show. She threw her hips up, rocking them - and me with them - from side to side while crying out loudly a prolonged moan. At the same time she tightened her grip on me and her hands signalled I should up the pace.
That certainly started to brew me up, but at the same time had a pretty intensive effect on Angelique. I couldn't really tell if she was having another orgasm or had just really, really extended the previous one; but she was going almost insane under me both vocally and physically and the physically was making it harder for me to get my thrusts right since I was dealing with something of a moving target.
For me, it was quite literally a dream come true. I was on a complete high, madly fucking a doppelganger - and an improved model at that - of a celebratory I had fantasised and had wet dreams about for years.
It was a miracle I hadn't just prematurely cum. Instead I was getting a prolonged fucking of her as she squirmed about under me on a sexual high; my balls brewing up at a nice pace that really let me get the best of both worlds of getting a shot of enjoyment from every individual thrust while experiencing that delightfully warm buildup to a climax at a pace that maximised my enjoyment.
I could have happily kept it up for ages. But that wasn't natures way. As a male, my designated role was to dump a load in her and the moment came when I knew that was about to happen.
As is my way, I drove my shaft into full penetration and held it there as, accompanied by a pretty loud groan of my own, the first pulses of my climax rushed up my hardened shaft; two, three, four, five, six, seven enormous, mind blowing, pulses followed that had me groaning with each one. When they subsided, I thrust some more, triggering a further sequence of body shuddering pulses until I was spent enough that - camera or no camera - I collapsed down on her, still grunting as my shaft kept emptying my balls.
When my erection started to soften. I withdrew and rolled off her, laying on the sand beside her and looking up at Cecile who was giving every sign of already being highly physically aroused, still holding the camera.
Her nipples were on very high beam and the gusset of her wet bikini pants was sucked in to a hollow through her crease between some very widely spread labia.
Putting the camera on a rock, she quickly laid down, half over me on the side opposite Angelique, who was starting to sit up. There was an urgency in Cecile's manner as she stripped the condom off my shaft and handed it to a now upright Angelique; who rinsed the condom and tucked its floppy length into the side of her bikini pants.
She started playing with my balls and my now flaccid shaft; gently but purposely. At the same time she started kissing around the base of my shaft; caressing her cheek against my shaft as she did so.
While Cecile concentrated on my manhood, Angelique brought her own weapons to the task of getting me aroused again as she playfully leaned over me and brushed the top of her still exposed breasts across my mouth and face. Hanging vertically as they were, with the assistance of gravity, they looked even more enormous.
As her extended nipples passed across my mouth I extended my tongue, playing it against them, as she no doubt expected. And when one loitered there, I took it into my mouth and sucked it vigorously while flicking the immersed tip with my tongue. Angelique hummed in pleasure as she held it there.
Her other breast dangled unattended next to my ear, so I brought my hand up and started tweaking that one too.
She said something, I think directed at me, in French. I suspect it was something along the lines of 'that is very nice'. All I knew was that she was keeping her breasts where they were for me to stimulate her nipples and - maybe still sexually aroused and vulnerable from the sex we'd finished just moments ago - her breathing was becoming very heavy and the humming was turning to moans. I could feel her leg, in contact with my upper thigh, starting to quiver.
I suspect it was Angelique's actions, maybe more than Cecile's, that triggered my manhood to a fresh erection. Since Angelique's breasts were blocking and distracting my vision, I could only feel Cecile go through the motion of rolling a condom on my once again hard shaft and start lightly playing with it.
Cecile must have taken in Angelique's aroused state, because she made no immediate attempt to have her move away and start having her way with me.
But she didn't have to wait for long. Angelique froze and moaned as she climaxed; leaving her breasts where they were for additional stimulation as her orgasm ran its course. Then suddenly, as if they'd suddenly become uncomfortably sensitive, she lifted herself up. Sitting next to me, she bent down and kissed me before standing up and retrieving the camera Cecile had left on the rock.
As she did that, Cecile laid down on top of me; penetrated herself with my shaft and rolled us first to the side and then indicated for me to come over the top of her.
Cecile is a very petite 5ft tall and skinny, whereas I'm 6'2"; so 'come over the top' of her is a nice way of saying I didn't want to crush her with my weight and instead suspended myself over her. Cecile's actions left little room for foreplay, so I thought I should just get down to the action.
As I found out the last (and only) time we've had sex, she's so light I can easily suspend my self at arms length over her with one hand while lifting her bodily up with the other placed under the small of her back; leaving only the back of her head in contact with the sand and her otherwise effectively floating under me.
That angles her hips beautifully to really work over her g spot with my thrusts which, as we found last time, gives her a pretty good orgasm. It also has her torso doing something between a dance and rag dolling under me; although her small breasts put on nothing like Angelique's display as she does so. Still, it's an interesting sight.
I started thrusting slowly and gently at first, especially because of the lack of any foreplay. But as I felt her body easily accommodate my thrusts, they became a bit faster and more forceful. However, I'd found last time that her vagina is relatively short compared to my shaft and that if do thrust too hard and so deep, to the extent I crash against her pelvic floor, I'll also be hitting her cervix pretty hard with the tip of my shaft; and that's not a good thing.
So my thrusts sort of went from one quarter to three quarters deep.
That was fine by me. It still felt incredibly nice; not that this was really intended to be about me.
I also surged my erection with each thrust to add a little more pressure to the front wall of her vagina as I raked across her g spot.
For a while I sort of forgot this was being filmed by Angelique. But when I remembered, I realised all this was putting on a good show for it. Cecile's body was dancing under me - in an almost exaggerated way - as she vocalised her pleasure; so immersed in it she wasn't paying any attention to the camera at all. Indeed, it wasn't long before her eyes were half closed and rolled back and her mouth seemed to be in a perpetual circle of moans.
Cecile came pretty quickly and spectacularly; but when she did, I wasn't anywhere near ready for mine. And unlike I'm used to Annika and Laila doing, she did grip me any tighter. That left me with a bit of a quandary. Was I meant to just keep thrusting away, or should I just stop.
Cecile had her arms spreadeagled out on the sand, rather than her hands on my butt, so I wasn't getting any signals there. I'd dropped two loads already this morning, so it wasn't that I was desperate. I could have stopped, but thought I'd take it a little further; figuring if she wanted me to stop, she could tell me so, or at least show some sign of her intention.
For the first minute or two after that I was ready to stop. Then I realised Cecile was building to another orgasm; something not that difficult to discern given the noises she was making. Although her eyes were still half closed and not at all focused on either me or the camera, I could feel her body actually pushing back against my thrusts as if that was intensifying even further the stimulation my thrusts. gave to her g spot.
OK, so both Cecile and Angelique had shown they could get multiple orgasms when Annika first asked me to give them a fuck to relieve their sexual frustration. My mistake, and the source of my hesitation, was assuming this session was just meant to be a brief photo opportunity. Something, given the fame of the Bondi Rescue series, for them to boast about at home, even if I was only a volunteer clubbie lifesaver and not one of the professionals the series focuses on.
With that realisation, I put my heart and effort into giving her a second orgasm; even using my elevation of her almost weightless self to achieve a higher, and hopefully more entertaining rag dolling and dancing of her body.
This time when she came, it seemed it was more intense than the first. The vocalisation was louder, but this time, she planted her feet firmly on the ground and using nothing more than that and her neck, tensed and elevated herself off the hand I had under the small of her back. She couldn't actually push my weight up, but I elevated myself just enough to let her get the freedom of movement the reaction to her orgasm seemed to demand.
I kept thrusting because, well, that seemed to be what the girls preferred.
But still, even as the orgasm seemed to pass, she didn't give me a firm grip. It was time to take matters into my own hand, using an alternate method to bring on my climax. I gently pushed myself into full penetration of her. I knew this would bring the top of my erection into contact with her cervix, but past experience suggested that if it was done gently it was pleasurable and stimulatory for her, not painful; more so given her state of arousal. What it let me do was screw my erection around inside while rubbing the upper surface of the base of my erection against her hard pelvic floor muscle at the opening to her vagina. That and some very slow in and out movements to rub it back and forwards on the same muscle soon had me building towards my own climax.
But it sent her through the roof.
Had I not seen her reaction to cervical stimulation and orgasms before, I might have thought she was just putting it on for the camera. She was crazily squirming about under me as she moaned, groaned and even giggled quite loudly.
I know from dealing with Laila and her cervical orgasms, they can in theory go on for ever. But this time for Cecile they had an expiry date; namely when I dropped my load into her.
As is my way, when the last thrust told me I was about to cum, I buried my cock in her and held it there as the pulses gave me their rapturously erotic reward; pulse after pulse, causing me to groan loudly with each one in a sort of rolling song.
Even though it drained me completely, I couldn't collapse down on Cecile like I did with Angelique for fear of crushing or smothering her. Instead I lowered her bottom onto the sand and still held myself there on full penetration until I gave her a few more gentle thrusts to trigger the second stage of my orgasm and ensure my balls were fully drained.
What all that did to Cecile was insane. It triggered her to squirm all the more vigorously while crying out all the louder. There were moments I though her head would explode, she was so worked up.
And she continued well after my own orgasm had finished. With her hips pinned to the ground by my weight and my erection inside her, her movements reminded me of something like a giant python slithering about, trying to escape, as someone stood on its tail. Except in no sense was she trying to escape.
It may have been prolonged by the fact my erection stayed hard and was still in contact with her cervix, so that her movements were actually giving her additional stimulation.
Still, it wasn't going to stay hard forever and, as soon as I felt it soften, I withdrew and rolled off her, lying next to her as she came down from her orgasmic high. Making sure Angelique was no longer filming, I rolled the now full condom off my shaft, rinsed it and, following Angelique's lead, tucked it in the side of her bikini pants.
I had a sense that I'd spent long enough seeing to the needs of the French girls. My first duty was to Annika and Laila and I suspected, especially Annika, might well be thinking it was time I gave them some attention.
I kissed Cecile on the side of her cheek and looking up and Angelique, indicated to them in words I hoped they'd understand...
"Time to look after Annika and Laila."
With that I hitched the front of my swimmers back over my penis and launched myself to glide out into the waters of the gorge, looking to see where the girls were occupying themselves.
They were over near the falls, swimming about, and certainly close enough they would have heard everything. I swam towards them, but as I did, Laila separated herself from Annika and swam powerfully towards me.
When she reached me, she wrapped her legs around mine as we both trod water and, with a giant smile on her face, sort of demanded...
"Me too. A hard and fast one please."
I should have guessed. In fact I did somewhat expect it. Laila might have got a fuck and an orgasm that morning, but, in the confines of a tent in a crowded camping ground, it wasn't the sort of fuck she wanted if she was going to feel satisfied. She wanted a screaming out loud pounding and, no doubt, Cecile's recent performance made her desire for that all the greater.
As for me? I've got used to doing two in quick succession and found no problem in getting it up and delivering the second. But three? And that would make five since I woke up a few hours ago? Are men supposed to be able to preform like that? Let's face it, most men would never get to find out. Who knew just being a lifesaver (OK, with a good body) could lead you down such a path.
Did I mind doing it - assuming I could? I was certainly feeling a bit spent, but I had to admit, every orgasm I'd had that morning was absolutely fantastic. I thought I could cope with another.
But, there was one but concern. I looked up at the sky. The sun was getting rather high. We'd left the camping ground and got here early specifically so we had what would soon be a busy water hole to ourselves. The clock was ticking. It couldn't be that long before we had some company and there was nothing more certain than the fact that Laila's performance wasn't for public viewing.



One part of the equation was answered when Laila's body squirming against me produced an erection; hardly surprising since she had me pretty worked out in terms of how to arouse me.
Annika had been slowly breast stroking towards us. She knew her sister well enough to know what her request was. I looked towards her...
"Annika. Your sister wants some attention. Would you mind keeping an eye out for new arrivals please."
I directed Laila to a sandy gap between boulders further into the gorge. It was much narrower than the area we'd used for Cecile and Angelique; but then we weren't trying to film action while pretending we were still on Bondi beach and this location gave us a bit more time and distance if others arrived.
I was feeling in a bit of a hurry to get this done. I backed her up on the sand and helped her get into the origami position that she likes for these moments; where her legs are bent up until her knees are next to her breasts.
Then I pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants and brushed to the side the triangles of her bikini pants to expose her breasts - for no better reason than I like to stare at them while fucking her.
Laila had already aroused herself while squirming against me to produce my erection, so I pulled down the front of my swimmers to expose it and tucked the waistband under my balls. Kneeling down, I bent my erection down to shallowly penetrate Laila. Then I lowered myself down against her bent up legs, slowly moving to full penetration as I did.
As I always do when I'm giving Laila this sort of sex, I start with slow deliberate thrusts; first to make sure she's ready and secondly to make sure I'm thrusting at the right angle. You can break your cock doing what I was about to do to her if you get that wrong.
With all that set up, I went at her fast and hard - basically furiously - as she'd requested. Like really fast and hard.
Laila was soon squealing her guts out in response; squeals of sexual bliss, although from a distance that conclusion might not be so obvious. Pinned under me with her legs wrapped around her upper body, she wasn't going anywhere, making the thrusts all the more powerful.
Just out of curiosity, Annika had asked me for this sort of sex earlier in our trip. She reported that it gave her great sex, but left her sore afterwards and she happily went back to the more intimate sort of sex she likes. It seems Laila has no such pain barriers.
I wanted to bring her to an orgasm as quickly as I could. Fortunately she was sufficiently - well, whether the description is sexualised, randy or aroused by listening to my fucking of the French girls, I don't know - but she came reasonably quickly.
I wasn't going to take any risks about her wanting a second round. As soon as she started climaxing I went to rubbing the upper surface of my buried erection against her pelvic floor muscle to bring on my own climax. While it felt really nice, I was using the same spot I'd used with Cecile and, without being an expert in such things, well, it just wasn't working like I thought it should. Maybe it was worn out or desensitised. It was taking longer than normal.
I wanted to finish this before Laila tossed in for another round. Unless she gripped me more tightly, I had one of tow options. I knew I had a sensitive spot just under the bell of my erection,, but I elected for the other one; one I use with Annika.
I pushed myself in even more deeply; angling myself so that it was so deep, my pubis was pushed hard against - indeed into - Laila's crease. I could feel her labia pressed against my hairy pubis and didn't doubt her clit was in contact in there too. After all, that's how Annika gets her orgasms from it.
I was still using that hard pelvic floor muscle of hers, but now I was rocking and screwing the absolute base of my shaft firmly against it, with just the slightest in and out movement to add to my stimulation. Laila's noises told me it was having a strong effect on her too; possibly compounded by the likelihood I was also now stimulating her cervix. After all, she was the one who introduced me to cervical orgasms and the origami position is as good as any for getting my cock up against it.
But I was focused on getting my own climax.
As it turned out, it didn't much matter what I focused on, Laila came again anyway. But at least then she tightened her grip on me to add that last little bit to get me over the line. She was still climaxing as I came too.
Now I really was spent. I don't like putting my whole weight on Laila when she's folded up like that, so I withdrew and lay on my back beside her. What followed was as predictable as her request for sex. Flooded to an unusual extent (for others, but not for her) with oxytocin and whatever other endorphins her climax produces, she rolled on top of me as she started madly pashing me - kissing me and caressing my body with her hands and cheeks.
I responded as best my exhausted body could, at least accepting her French kisses. But my tongue was just about the only part of me that had any energy left. My arms remained spreadeagled out to my side as she ravished my body.
In a way, it was rather pleasant having her do it like that. Sort of like a Sultan asking one of the women from his harem to pleasure him without him having to do anything in response. But I let it go on too long. There was one part of my body, well used though it was, that I had no control over and when, after about five minutes, I felt my cock start to respond, I decided to call time out. Gently rolling Laila back onto the sand and gliding into the water, I excused myself with a...
"I'd better see what Annika is up too."
I found Annika paddling about with the French girls near the waterfall. Joining the group of them, I made every effort I could too show Annika my focus was on her; not because I wanted sex from her, but because she was the one who'd got the least attention from me that morning and, in many ways, was the one I felt closest too.
Mind you, in one way or another, Angelique managed many times to get her breasts to provide at least a visual distraction from my focus on Annika, even if the non reptilian part of my mind remained with Annika.
It was maybe ten minutes after I'd finished with Laila that the first group from the campsite reached the gorge; which at least protected me from any more demands for sex.
We frolicked in the water until morning tea time, when we came out and let ourselves dry and warm in the sun while we ate. Another frolic in the water gave me a chance to get Annika by herself to make sure she felt valued, rather than left out after the other girls got fucked. I didn't really mean to start anything sexual - especially given we now had company - but things happen and as our bodies found themselves embracing each other, I could feel her stimulating herself on my thigh. She'd been welcome to keep using my thigh, but seemed to prefer it when I fingered her instead. At least she seems able to suppress any sex noises better than the others.
She offered to play with the erection that engagement caused, but I figured it had had enough for the day.
Not long after that, it was time to set out back to the campsite, still dripping wet but at least that way offering a cooling mechanism for our walk as the day heated up.
I had a busy afternoon ahead of me; needing to devote most of it to going on line and catching up with my University work; somewhat distracted by the fact I was doing it while surrounded by four very attractive women in tiny bikinis. Such is life.
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We spent another couple of days at the Mt Barnett Roadhouse camping sight, using it as a base for other trips.
It was a pleasant site, with our vehicles right next to the waterhole; ideal for early morning swims and with easy access to the roadhouse itself where we could top up with supplies before we went deeper into the bush.
All it really wasn't suited to was Laila's screaming sexual activities. But our daily trips found substitutes for that.
Our stay there marked something of a turning point in my relationship with both Annika and Laila. Until now, our relationships had probably best be described as a friends with benefits one; with the girls certainly seeking lots of benefits. That's probably why Annika and Laila could tolerate lending me out to the French girls to provide them with benefits too; even if their access was limited.
The relationship with Laila didn't change much. We got on well, enjoyed each other's company and she got all the sex she wanted, as much as possible in the way she wanted. And that -- by my standards anyway -- was a lot.
It was Annika where I felt there was a change of roles. I sensed we were both being drawn to each other to an extent that went beyond being just friends. Neither of us, at this stage, felt brave enough to raise the topic, but the way we interacted with each other said a lot.
And that reflected itself in the sex.
The sort of sex Annika sought -- and I happily gave her -- increasingly put a lot more emphasis on intimacy. It was an intimacy that was pinned down, in a very literal sense, by my penetration of her. But that being achieved Annika sought out a prolonged, close embrace as we caressed and kissed each other. I found it rather delightful.
There is after all much to be delighted about.
She is an incredibly beautiful woman. Tall and slender while still being shapely in the most feminine way, her Swedish heritage has given her the most stunning long blonde hair and a flawless slightly olive tinged skin. Her face is heart meltingly gorgeous with a smile that can reduce any man to a wobbly kneed mess. And, being something of a breast man, I can't ignore her lovely, perky, c cup breasts. Not large, but nicely -- indeed generously, portioned for a girl as slender bodied as she was.
Our embrace left room for something much more than just sliding my hand up and down her back or paying with her breasts. I'd separate our bodies, and withdraw my shaft, just enough I could get a finger down to her crease and finger her clit; letting me feel at the same time the magical point where my erection entered her body and became one with her while she cupped and gently fondled my balls.
That slight withdrawal also let me bend down to suck and lick her nipples.
And then I'd fully penetrate her again and we'd roll gently about, screwing my erection around inside her while I felt her hardened nipples gloriously glide back and forwards across my chest as we kissed and pecked each other.
None of these actions, as delightful as they were, brought us anywhere near an orgasm and nor were they intended to. It was simply revelling in each others presence and closeness in a highly sexual way.
We'd happily go on like this for half an hour, sometimes an hour if time permitted; neither of us in any hurry to finish the engagement. But when it did come time to end it, Annika always wanted me on top; elevated over her as she caressed my bulging chest muscles with her hand as I stared down at her breasts and I slowly thrust us both to an orgasm.
And that was the funny thing about Annika. If we used what we call the 'sex pillow' under her hips, to elevate them, she'd come pretty quickly because my shaft would be strongly raking what was by that time her fairly well activated g spot. But even if we didn't use it, because often this would be the middle of the night and Laila would be sleeping right next to us, she'd come anyway. She'd take a bit longer, but not much, maintaining a lose grip on me until her orgasm started, then grip me more tightly, causing us both to be climaxing at the same time.
On the first night at Mt Barnett, after a very exhausting day, she'd actually fallen asleep before we got around to finishing things, leaving me penetrated in her and feeling pretty tied myself. Tied enough to go to sleep as well.
It left me sleeping with my face right against hers; our breaths exchanging the air we breathed, and my head turned down just enough for her breasts to fill my field of vision every time I opened my eyes. We woke in the middle of the night to finish the job, but even then left the residual of my erection in her body as we dropped back off to sleep; adding a whole new dimension to the concept of male nighttime erections.
Having established that precedent, for the last two nights, that's how she's wanted us to end our days; asleep, cuddled against me with me penetrated into her. The first night we finished with a climax in the middle of the night and again as we woke in the morning. For the next two there were two middle of the night ones plus the waking up one.
The other trick she seems to have added to the game is wobbling her breasts in time with my thrusts. The gentle thrusts I'm using certainy aren't going to rag doll her body. But, it would seem, she's detected my obsession with wobbling breasts and jerks her own body up in timing with my thrusts.
Now one might think that sort of sex is less exciting that having the opportunity to give a woman the absolute pounding that Laila asks of me.
And yes, there is a level of excitement in being in a position where -- at her request -- you are fucking her like there was no tomorrow. It sort of does trigger some sort of male response that makes you feel, well, more male. Very male. And the sheer effort and exhaustion that comes with it just reinforces that feeling of a male doing his duty.
But the sort of love making -- because that is what it really is -- Annika seeks offers a whole different reward. The intimacy and closeness might be the external features of that, but the sexual organs have their own response. Spending all that time basking in the wonderful feeling of being in Annika's vagina, my erection responds by becoming what feels like bigger -- insofar as it seems to stretch the skin of my shaft to near bursting -- while also making it harder; so hard and stretched, sometimes I think it's going to explode.
That in turn makes it more sensitive to every movement. And when the time comes to ejaculate, it just feels so warm and beautiful; like you are injecting some precious magic potion deep within her body; which in a way is what you are doing.
Overall, it might be Annika's re-balancing of Laila's much more demanding sexual activities.
But Annika has seemingly perfected another sexual outlet; one that seems to work surprisingly well for her. Standing up and leaning back against what could be a rock in the middle of the great outdoors, or the wall of a shower recess, or even just lying on her back somewhere random, she'll ask me to give her a fuck in the form of, what in Australia anyway, is called a 'quickie'; something I've never felt was all that rewarding for the woman, but seems to give her an orgasm every time.
As for Laila, well, she has made a name for herself, with her sister, the French girls and myself, for wanting, and being rather frustrated if she can't get each day, one or more hard and fast thrusting sexual encounters that leaves her coming to a screaming orgasm. And I do mean screaming.
That's not something you can really do in a crowded campsite (well, we have -- with the French girls too), but it tends to attract attention.
So whenever we explore a new gorge, Laila's first objective is to see if anyone else is there, and if not, to find a nice sandy water's edge.
If she finds it, she'll call me over, lay on her back and have me put her in the origami position (with her knees folded up against her breasts) and have me fuck her hard and fast. And by that, she really means hard and fast. The result was be a rising crescendo of sexual vocalisation that climaxes in actual screams as she has her orgasm, quickly followed by her tightening her grip to bring on mine and then rolling me onto my back and putting herself on top as she burns off the overdose of oxytocin her orgasm generated with a lengthy flurry of pashing and kissing.
We used the campground as a base for visiting several nearby gorges over those two days and the same happened at every gorge; the Upper Manning River gorge, the Galvans gorge, Adcock gorge and even when we doubled back to the Barnett River gorge. In each and every one she wanted the same fucking.
It might have been different if we were able to camp at these gorges and have the place to ourselves. Laila might have felt less pressure to take every precious opportunity for the sex she wanted. But, apart from the last one, all of them were clearly no camping and we thought the last one would be the same until we got there.
All the trips to the gorges, taken in our truck with the French girls in it (since theirs is only a two seater), entailed driving over some pretty rugged roads. The Gibb River road itself had clearly not been graded for a while and, given the wet season was almost upon us, was unlikely to be any time soon. It was rutted and bumpy.
When you turned off the main road onto the access roads, you were often in a different world again. Large rocks, deep wash-aways and all sort of other contortions of a decent road.
Laila suffers somewhat from car sickness in these conditions. So when Annika is driving that puts me in the back, with Angelique and Cecile either side of me.
Now I had observed that in the days following our filmed fuck, Angelique, in particular, was growing increasingly sexually frustrated. After all they -- she and Cecile - have to listen and sometimes watch, while I fuck Laila's brain out and can probably even hear, in the depth of the night when their truck is parked next to ours, Annika getting her needs fulfilled as well.
And, whether that affects Angelique's state of sexual frustration or not, I don't know, but every time we gather as a group -- which is most of the day in one way or another - you can be sure I'm going to spend a lot of the time with something close to a full erection on display in my swim briefs because, that's pretty well what the girls aim to generate in me.
In any other circumstance I'd be trying like hell to hide the thing and get it to behave. But with Annika and Laila I've completely given up on that. They provoke the erection by their physical and visual interaction with me and don't want it hidden; uninhibited by the presence of the french girls. And since I've given both Cecile and Angelique a good fucking too and they now seem to be part of our travelling show, rightly or wrongly, I've personally grown fairly relaxed about them seeing it too.
But this display of arousal has become mutual. The male arousal might be far more obvious, but there comes a level at which the female arousal is obvious enough.
That's nothing new with Annika and Laila. It has always been part of a sort of unspoken mutual agreement that it is to be encouraged, not hidden. Hard nipples in a warm room, damp stains in bikini gussets, camel toed pants and even open labia slipping out of the narrow gussets along the leg seams of their bikini pants have, almost since I met them, been part of the game. And that's before we talk about the pheromones their bodies waft in my direction.
It is less clear where Angelique and Cecile should fit in this. The fucks I was asked to give them were...well, I suppose you'd call them concessions. I am not in an ongoing sexual relationship with them; at least as far as I know -- since these things are governed by Annika and Laila, not me.
But nature has its own demands and ways of fulfilling them, and in Angelique's case, nature is clearly running rampant.
By the second day after I gave her the videoed fucking, you could sense in the air the strong female pheromones she seemed to put out in my presence as we sat around the campsite. And I heard her finger herself to a climax as they went to bed that night.
She seemed unable to take her eyes off me and her nipples were constantly on high beam; which in Angelique's case, given her puffy areola and the size of her nipples, was quite something to see as they created this enormous, sensuously shaped projection in the thin material of her bikini top.
And when she sat down, unless she kept her legs tightly folded -- which she didn't -- any ambiguity about the issue completely dissolved. If we sat around for more than around five minutes, the gusset of her bikini pants would be more than just slightly damp stained. They'd be wet. And while Angelique has this really sexually provocative mons bulge, in its aroused state it puts out quite a display, the already moderately thick lips of her vulva swollen and her bikini pants drawn into the void opened up between her labia.
Since, from the day we met them, I've never seen the French girls in any outer garment other than a mini skirt or gym shorts, I doubt she's got anything in her wardrobe to disguise her reaction. As we sit around the campsite, a mini skirt -- or at least the ones she has - offers a direct upskirt view of what's under it and the tight gym shorts highlight any wetness even more obviously and hides little in terms of the swelling of her erogenous zones.
I sensed Angelique trying hard not to actually flirt, although not always successfully. But she clearly finds it much harder not to... I suppose the mildest word I can think of is touch. But given half an opportunity by circumstances, grope and rub would be closer to the mark.
This became even clearer as we drove out each day to the gorges we wanted to explore.
Whatever speed you drive at on the section of the Gibb River road we were using for these day trips, the rutting caused a continuous, rapid, and almost violent, bounce in the vehicle, even after Annika had reduced the tyre pressure. And since bikini tops had become basically the sole upper body garment worn by all the girls, that meant there were four pairs of breasts bouncing in sequence with the truck. From the centre of the back seat, I had a reasonable view of all of them, but the biggest and bounciest pair belonged to Angelique; who was sitting right next to me.
Leaning into me, her shoulder and arm were rubbing against mine as we bounced and I had the strong impression she sitting with just a slight lean forward and turn in towards me to enhance my view of her bouncing.
Her nipples were tightened and her areola puffed up and in the cabin it certainly wasn't from it being cold. As they bounced, it looked to me as though they were in serious danger of bouncing out of her top; maybe only the projection of her nipples slowing the process as her nipples edged closer and closer to the inside edge; none of which Angelique made any effort to correct.
But every so often, even on the main road, there'd be more of a pothole or a ditch that would throw the car sideways and she'd end up across my lap, the hand she threw out to slow her fall all but wrapped around my cock or at least interacting with it in some way. And when we went into the back roads, low range 4WD engaged and dealing with much more frequent and deeper wash-aways, ditches or potholes and climbing over rocks, so the cars really getting thrown about even at a crawling speed, it seemed like Angelique spends most of the time sprawled across my lap; sometimes going down on it in a way I wondered of she was going to suck my cock.
And while I'd often find myself with a hand groping her breast as we got thrown about, it wasn't deliberate on my part, but I did sometimes sense the breast had been presented for groping; basically being placed where my hands were most likely to go.
I was left wondering where this would end up. It was clear Angelique was desperately randy. But my friends with benefits arrangement was with Annika and Laila, not with the French girls; at least until Annika and Laila said otherwise. And as I'd drawn closer to Annika, and I'd personally felt we slipped past even the mere friends with benefits relationship into something more serious, even that issue had become more complex.
On the one hand, it was clear that the French girls were enhancing the travel experience of Annika and Laila. I could tell there was a close bond forming between them just by the manner and tone of their talks and physical interactions. On the other, well, Angelique is desperately randy -- with Cecile being a dark horse on the issue - and it's a question of how possessive Annika and Laila are about me.
It was on the third day, and our last day excursion out of the Mt Barnett Roadhouse Campsite that the matter came to a head, and something of a conclusion. It was a long drive back to the Barnett River Gorge and for this one I was in the back seat again. It was the usually bouncy, rutted drive and Angelique was next to me. Normally for the drive, the girls at least put a mini skirt or gym pants over their bikini bottoms, but for this one, Angelique hadn't. She was just wearing to two parts of her tiny bikini. I could almost smell her sexual arousal as she took every opportunity to be in physical contact with me as much as I could sense her being torn between behaving herself and being a good guest to the hosting Annika and Laila were offering her and unleashing her feminine wiles against the male sitting next to her.
Her tightened nipples were pushing out the thin material of her small bikini top and I couldn't help but take the occasional glance at the way the lips of her mons bulge were swollen and separated to an extant they had half escaped the narrow confines of her bikini pants.
There were moments I thought I should just finger her to a climax as we drove along and get it over with. But of course, I didn't.
Following the usual pattern, when we got there, Laila's first objective was to get herself the fast and furious screaming fuck from me she can only get at these remote locations. After I was finished with Laila, Annika took me and led me out to the centre of the waterhole, away from the others.
Having got me there, rather than seeking any sexual favours for herself, she wanted to talk to me...
"We have a bit of an issue I need to discuss with you."
"Sure."
"It's complex and I'm not sure we should put you in this position."
I could tell, as good as her English is, Annika was having some difficulty converting her unusual discussion into English. Still she made a good effort at it.
"Angelique apologises, but she finds herself uncontrollably sexually aroused in your presence and it is causing her some distress. She even wonders if she and Cecile should go their separate ways from us to avoid any problems."
"What do you think?"
"I think we are all enjoying their company and I'm not sure that is the best answer."
"What do you think might be the best answer?"
Annika was blushing and hesitant as she replied...
"It is difficult. We don't own you but think that you are our companion on this trip. I don't think we can tell you what the answer is. But we might suggest that maybe she and Cecile be allowed to have sex with you every third day. It is only for a couple of weeks anyway. But that of course is if you are willing to give her sex. But Laila and I think that measured sexual access to you recognises you are more special to us than to Angelique and Cecile."
Annika was getting progressively lost in the word salad she was trying to slowly put together. It was an awkward topic at the best of times and her language limitations weren't making it any easier for her.
I took her hand and held it as I replied...



"Firstly, I am happy to accept, in a way, you do own me. I am here as your companion. I will not have sex with any other girl without your permission. Indeed, without your encouragement. But even then, I agree that my sexual engagement with them should be governed in a way that makes you and Laila more special, as you say. Every three days seems to allow for the limit of Angelique's ability to control herself, so that seems appropriate. And as for whether I am willing to have sex with her like that, yes I am, as long as it is with your permission and encouragement."
"You have our permission and encouragement. But they must still wear condoms."
"I have two questions. Firstly, do I need to seek your permission on every third day when it comes around, or is that given now so that things just happen on that day? Secondly, do we let Angelique flirt with me before the third day -- because you can see her struggling to control her instincts -- or require her to keep her distance. And if she is allowed to flirt, is it OK for me to respond in a natural way as long as the third day rule for sex is obeyed."
"The permission is given now and sex can happen on the day. I don't see it being fair or necessary to stop her flirting or you responding as long as we get priority. You accepting we own you, in a nice way of course, makes that much easier. If she sits on your lap and we want to, then she would need to vacate your lap for us to have."
I would have to say, along with the first discussion of whether I'd be willing to fuck the French girls, this would have to go down as one of the most bizarre conversations I was ever likely to have.
I'd raised the flirtation issue because, well I thought maybe giving Angelique permission to flirt would let her release some of the sexual tension that I saw holding back built in her. Apart from that, as Annika swam back to the other girls, followed at a distance by me, I wondered when I'd be called out by Angelique to fuck her.
I deliberately gave Annika time and distance to provide the answers to the other girls before I joined the group. I must admit, it felt a bit strange joining them; somewhat like joining a pack of lions who'd just been told I was there as their lunch.
Angelique approached me, more confidently this time. As I trod water, she approached my front, putting her arms around my neck as her body closed against me; us both kicking underwater to keep us afloat. There was a sensuous contact in her approach, over and above the sexual tension. Her breasts pushed against my chest and our kicking legs intertwined,;my leg leg between her thighs and her left leg between mine.
I'd long since got past the flaccid aftermath of the load I dumped in Laila. Knowing full well what was to follow, my manhood responded; a quickly hardening erection pushing against Angelique's stomach as it became entangled in the material of my swimwear.
Angelique didn't muck about...
"Can we? Now?"
She kissed me on the lips and tilted our intertwined bodies towards a nearby sandy space between two boulders. Doing a spot of breast stroke herself, I was left doing a backward paddle as her body floated over the top of mine, our legs now still and locked firmly together as our hands and arms took over the role of providing mobility. We were something like a two decked galley as our bodies pressed together; her arms the oars of the upper gallery, my backward ones the oars of the lower gallery.
It wasn't long before I felt my back pushing up onto the sand.
Angelique floated over me, wrapping her hand around my swimwear sheathed erection as she kissed up its length, then moving up my body, kissing my stomach and upper chest before she lay fully on top of my lightly biting my neck.
Arching her body, she brought her crotch over the top of my erection as it lay on my stomach, captured it in her crease and flattened herself out, leaving my erection deeply immersed along the line of her crease. I could feel the thick lips of her mons wrapped around my erection.
She lifted her crotch slowly up and down, running my erection through her aroused vulva, no doubt stimulating her clit, as she kissed me; squirming about on top of me and brushing her nipples across my chest as she did so.
Now she had my body, she didn't seem to be in a big hurry, taking her time with her foreplay.
But after a while she whispered in my ear...
"Naked time."
She floated back down along my body until her hands could grip the sides of my swimmers, grasping it and pulled them off me; throwing them up onto the sand above my head. Then she kissed up the length of my now bare erection before taking the tip between her lips and sucking half of it into her mouth. She held it there as her tongue painted the flesh of my cock with her saliva, thrust it in and out of her mouth a few times and then took the condom packet she had tucked into the side of her bikini pants and sheathed my erection in it.
She must have been confident that I'd agree to the proposition Annika put to me, because it wasn't there when we'd first entered the waters of the gorge. While Annika was talking to me, she must have gone back to her bag and got it.
Again, she kissed up the length of my body as she floated up over me; but this time, as the string ties of her bikini top came within easy reach, I pulled the bows and removed it from her body. I'd noticed when she'd first got into the truck that her bikini pants were also string tied at the side, the first time I'd seen them. As I pulled the ties on her pants as well, and took those off her, I couldn't help but wondered if she'd planned this outcome all along.
But she now had her 'naked'.
She put it to good use, quickly burying my erection in her vagina. She pushed down to full penetration and screwed it around a bit, but seemed more focused on biting and sucking my neck that rising up to a cowgirl or reverse missionary position to fuck herself. I just hopped she didn't leave a hickey. That might have annoyed Annika.
At this stage I was caressing her back and stroking my hand through her lovey hair, but she progressed things along as she straightened out her body, elevated it further up my own body -- half withdrawing my erection in the process -- and dangled her right breast over my mouth.
The invitation -- or maybe more likely, demand -- was obvious. I took her nipple between my lips, lashing my tongue against the part that projected into my mouth. Then I brought my hand up to tweak her other nipple as I sucked her right one deeper into my mouth; strongly sucking on it as my tongue whirled around it.
Angelique hummed in pleasure as I felt her rock her body in a way that was gently thrusting my shaft in and out of her; ranging -- as much as I could tell -- from a three quarters to one quarter penetration. She wasn't really gripping me, but I could certainly feel the thick, swollen lips of her mons rubbing against my shaft with every movement.
There was a beautiful mouth feel to Angelique's nipple; especially with the puffy areola it was attached to. That, together with the hard thickness of her nipple, made it easy to retain it in my mouth and stimulate it with my tongue; even sucking it in deeper until the top of her breast was in my mouth too. But that was compounded by the visual effect. Under gravity, dangling downward as they did from her chest, their already large size looked enormous; lovely, firm, perky breasts of the type every red blooded man dreams of.
Knowing Angelique could get nipple orgasms and that was what I was giving her made it even better. She was no screamer like Laila -- although I had got her worked up to that stage last time -- but her moans were getting louder and her breathing heavier.
When she came, she pushed herself back down on my erection to full penetration and laid on top of me; unmoving, but moaning as I felt her contractions push gently against my shaft.
It also told me she was far from finished with me.
As her climax passed, she elevated herself over me in a reverse missionary position; initially just grinding herself against the base of my shaft and my pubis, but as she worked herself up, thrusting too -- still with a very weak grip.
It felt nice, and of course there was the absolute joy of having a beautiful woman fucking me, but she certainly wasn't trying to bring me to my orgasm yet. What I did have was the visual delight of watching her breasts wobble with her movements. They were firm and perky enough they weren't doing full circles of crashing down against her chest, but they provided lots of entertainment just the same.
I was fairly passive in all of this. I played with my hands against her breasts, lifted my head to suck a nipple or just caressed her back as the moment took me; but for the most part was little more than a sex toy she was riding. I'm not knocking that. There was plenty in it for me and I was in no hurry to finish it.
Her moans and breathing was again announcing her building arousal and this time, as she climaxed and laid herself back down on my chest, her moans were louder and her contractions much more powerful; almost pummelling my erection as it enjoyed its capture within her body.
But since she'd made no attempt to give me an opportunity to climax, I wondered what else she had in mind; recognising she seemed determined to make the best of her 'every third day' permission. The answer came as she rolled us over, leaving me on top. She gave me some indication of what she had in mind as she desperately tried to convey in her limited English...
"Big sex. Like last time."
Cynically, I thought to myself, in terms of my erection, it's not getting any bigger. Angelique and Annika already both seem to bring the best out of my erections. When I'm having sex with them, it always feels harder and bigger; the latter being signalled by the skin of my shaft feeling really -- and I do mean really -- stretched. And boy, did it feel stretched as I laid there on top of her; and as hard as a hammer head..
But I knew that wasn't what she meant. She might not want a full on hammering like Laila asks for, but she wanted some pretty hard on sex.
The secret to last time was that her legs and some of her lower body was floating on the water's edge and I could put a hand under the small of her back and lift her high enough to have my shaft rake her g spot -- or so I assumed.
This time an even bigger proportion of her body was floating on the water; indeed, enough her vaginal opening was under the water; something I figured wasn't a great idea if I was going to pound her like she wanted.
So putting my legs outside her and kneeling enough I had room to lift her, I did the same; lifting her lower body with a hand under the small of her back, just enough to bring her sex clear of the water.
Because she's a doppelganger, and a sexier one at that, for a movie star I've long had a crush on, there was a special joy in fucking Angelique and I was going to make the most of it. My first thrusts into her were long and slow; really savouring each time my hard erection penetrated her body and basked in the feeling of her vagina embracing it; all while staring down at her gorgeous breasts.
I knew that wasn't the 'big sex' she wanted, but her grip on me was light and those initial thrusts weren't going to boil me over. I was enjoying taking my time with her.
Gradually I upped the pace, lifting her bottom higher and lowering my hips as much as I could to get the best upward thrust I could, to trigger her g spot.
Angelique is perceptive about what turns a male on and knows the power of her breasts. With my hand holding her bottom up and her legs all but floating in the water, her only real contact with firm ground was her shoulders; and that was on loose sand. So as my thrusts became faster, deeper and harder, her body started to rag doll under me; making her breasts wobble delightfully.
That's when she started to exaggerate the effect; and its sexual impact, although it was only later I realised she was also doing it for her own benefit as the whole process started with her tilting her hips up, putting more pressure on her g spot as I thrust in. Regardless, the crash of the base of my shaft against her vaginal opening would see her start a wave like motion running down her torso which really threw her breasts, and indeed, her whole torso, around.
And the grin she gave me when I managed to take my eyes of her breasts and look up at her face told me she well know what she was doing.
I was in no hurry to come. Yes, holding her bottom up with one hand while supporting myself with the other was a bit tiring. But there was a sexual energy from fucking her that made that seem not such a big deal; even if I was grunting rather a lot and loudly.
Like I feel with Annika, there's a lot more to having sex with Angelique than simply stimulating my erection to a climax. Annika is beautiful, but is increasingly making me feel a very emotional attachment to her as well, which greatly adds to my sex with her.
Angelique brings to the table pure sexuality, at least from my perspective. I don't suppose we can communicate, given the language barrier, anywhere near well enough to establish much of an emotional connection, but, objectifying though it may seem, fucking her body in its present state of youthful perfection is a dream come true. And, I suspect, for some reason, I seem to have the same effect on her, making the connection all the more powerful and compelling.
Every thrust, every wave like rolling motion of her body was just fantastic; creating a pleasure zone, not just in my shaft, but somewhere deep inside my brain.
That only intensified as Angelique herself became more aroused, her moans getting louder and her body progressively starting to quiver, even as she kept the rolling motion through her torso up. Having come once -- well, twice by this stage -- she just seems ready to keep coming. And watching her come -- watching any woman come under me -- raises the pleasure to a whole new level.
Her orgasm was probably heard right around the gorge -- which fortunately we still had to ourselves. But now her waving motion through her torso was overwhelmed as her body started shaking, even as her vagina pummelled my erection even more firmly than last time.
I slowed down my thrusts. I didn't want to come in some sort of mad rush finish. If she wasn't ready to grip me so tightly that I couldn't resist cumming, then I was going to extract every bit of enjoyment out of this that I could. If I've learnt nothing else from fucking the girls on this trip, it's that the longer I thrust -- especially when I'm on top and controlling it - the bigger and more mind blowing my own orgasm was.
She'd given up the body wave. Now she just had her head back, her eyes nearly rolled upwards, moaning, as she just kept taking my thrusts; her body now somewhere between quivering and shaking; rag dolling slightly as I finished my full length thrusts with a firm, very deliberate, push against her crease.
With a loud cry, she came again, her hips arching up, out of my hand and pushing me up too; or was it some sort of intensive wave of her last orgasm. I couldn't tell. All I knew was she was still making no effort to bring this to an end. And as tired as the hand I had on her bum was, nor was I..
She kept moaning. But everything had to come to an end. I don't think she tightened her grip, but I started to feel that buildup to my own climax; a sort of accumulation of pleasure with tendril like line of erotic sensations running up my shaft.
I slowed down again, determined to go that little bit longer. A little bit was all I got. As I buried my shaft in her and held it there, that first pulse of my cum jetting up my shaft was incredible. Mind blowing even. Maybe the most intense I've ever felt. A sort of reward for the endurance I'd shown. And that was just the start. The pulses kept coming, without losing any of their power. Pulse after almighty pulse that had me looking up to the sky, groaning like mad.
I don't know how many there were. More than I've ever felt before. Way more. When finally they subsided, and I laid down on her and surrendered to an overwhelm desire to give her a few more thrusts, they started again; not as powerful, but somehow just as sweet, in a way that left me shaking and jerking until it finally all subsided to nothing.
Except my erection certainly didn't subside. Maybe pleased with itself, but certainly turned on by the woman it was buried in and the load it had just delivered into her, it stayed hard.
Angelique had me in an embrace from her own sexual high and I wasn't in any hurry to withdraw it; at least before it went soft. Unable to communicate through words, Angelique communicated her thoughts by putting my neck in a near stranglehold as she kissed the side of my face. With my head to one side of her, that gave me just enough exposure of her breast on the other side to get my fingers on her breast to tweak her nipple. She hummed and tensed as I again raised her nipple to its full height, lying still under me as I felt her body start to quiver again.
I'd never previously known -- in the biblicle sense -- a girl who could get nipple orgasms. But we can't have been laying there for mush more than a minute and a half before she came again. Nothing spectacular, but her climax was unmistakable.
But it had an effect on me. I had felt my erection lose at least some of its hardness; like someone had pulled the plug on an inflatable mattress. But it hadn't gone anywhere near flaccid enough for me to feel hurried about pulling out my erection to make sure the condom came with it. It was still what I thought was a pretty good erection.
But her climax interrupted what might have been a continuation of its deflation and the next thing I knew it had gone full on hard again. What's more, it was accompanied by a degree of randiness that made me want to start thrusting again. I could only wish. I wasn't going to break Annika's one condom rule about fucking the French girls and I wasn't sure how firmly it was still attached, let alone worry about the fact it was full of my cum.
Reluctantly, I withdrew from Angelique and rolled off to the side of her, in water just deep enough that it was only my erection that broke the surface from my lower chest down; making a rather strange sight as the shaft, in all its glory arced over the water; more so when I could resist the urge to surge it and it pointed more skywards.
Angelique rolled over on top me; more floating in the gorge water, her head at the level of my stomach, her hand wrapped around my shaft. I could see her struggling to express herself...
"Sex very nice."
Accompanied by an enormous grin.
She rested he head on my stomach, looking up at me, until she raised it again and floated downwards a little to bring it level with my erection. There she rolled the condom off my erection, rinsed and emptied it and threw it up to where her bikini sat on the beach; leaving her hand wrapped around my shaft.
Floating her body back up again, she embraced my erection between her breasts; holding them firmly against the flesh of my shaft as she moved them up and down. My goodness, it felt nice. My exposure to titty fucking till then had been limited; partly by the small breasts of most of the girls I'd dated. Angelique's were more than big enough to do the job.
But I could also feel her hard nipples rubbing against my hips either side of my erection. She also had wrapped her legs around my right one and I could feel her mons moving against my lower thigh and down onto the top of my foot. I got the impression two of us were benefiting from this.
She seemed to know how to make the best of it from my point of view; her rubbing centred around the part of my erection just under the bell -- one of the parts I find most sensitive.



I responded with enough of a pleasurable hum to let her know it was working -- as in fact it was. But even as she kept looking up at me with a giant grin, she was moaning through her brilliant, and very attractive, smiling teeth display.
As nice as her titty fucking was, I was nowhere near coming when I felt her body tensing, then quivering and then, as she actually came, shaking; her titty fucking going a lot faster as she responded to her own orgasm.
It motivated her to go from titty fucking me to sucking my cock; sitting up on my lower thighs, bending down in a way that gave me a spectacular view of her dangling breasts and taking a pretty fair portion of my erection into her mouth.
She knew what she was doing too.
Getting head from a girl is not something I've ever pushed, so I don't have a large number of comparative experiences. But she had me boiling up pretty quickly. I was soon offering that well know warning...
"I'm about to cum."
Of course, she probably didn't understand the words, but the way she lifted her head and gave me a grin with that part of her mouth that wasn't circling my shaft, made me suspect she got the vibe of it. A moment later, I was laying with my head back moaning with the pulses of my orgasm.
My cock was still in her mouth, but after the load I'd dumped into her not that long ago, I doubted she was at risk of drowning in my cum. Whatever it was she swallowed it.
She seemed pleased with herself as she pulled my erection out of her mouth, smiled and said in a slow, strong French accent...
"Time to join others."
As she did that, she crawled up my body, leaving her breasts dangling over my face, as she reached for our swimwear. Collecting the bundle, she sat back across my hips over my still firm cock as it rested on my stomach, sorted my swim briefs from her bikini, put the former on my chest and tied her bikini top against her breasts. Then she slipped the pants between her leg and tied those on too; tucking the empty condom in the side of her pants. Only then did she lean back and float on her back away from me, watching as I put my own swimmer pants on and swam out to join her.
As we joined the others down the other end of the waterhole, Annika slowly managed to isolate me out from the group...
"That was a long and noisy fucking."
There was a slight challenge in her words. It circled around a concern I'd had since the first day Annika and Laila offered up my services to the French girls. Was my task to have with them sex that was reasonably uninhibited and enjoyable for both me and them, or simply and only just, to give them a quickie to barely satisfy the worst of their sexual frustration; this confirming their second class sexual relationship with me?
And the issue had become more important as I felt there was something of a developing relationship between Annika and myself; over and above what amounted to our friends with benefits one.
I'd adopted the former approach. I didn't want to dismiss her concerns, nor over react to them...
"She took a long time to climax. I suspect she will be very sore by the end of the day. It should keep her under control for the next few days."
Annika looked at me suspiciously before she wrapped her legs around mine...
"Maybe tomorrow, I would like you to give me what you gave her."
The reality was, what I'd given Angelique was little more than a toned down version of the sort of crazy, pounding sex that Laila demands; helped in Angelique's case by the sensitivity of her nipples and the fact she can be brought to a nipple climax.
Annika had already had a Laila like sex experience and had not wanted to repeat it since. Still, I wasn't going to split hairs with her. Whatever she wanted, she could have.
In the mean time, we all took our time exploring the gorge. After all, we might make a point of getting to these gorges early so the girls -- and especially Laila -- can have me fuck her so hard she screams her guts out before the other tourists arrive, but they are part of our holiday and are beautiful places to visit.
We stayed until we had our early lunch on the water's edge, then piled into our truck for our trip back to the roadhouse where the french girls had left their truck. It was time to move on to the next destination.
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We travelled in convoy the 90 or so km in total to our next stopping point, Charnley River Station. Which had a camping site at Grevilla gorge.
I noted that as we picked up the French girls' truck from the Roadhouse, and topped up our supplies there, Annika, very subtly, had put herself and Cecile in our truck, with me as driver with Angelique and Laila in the other. I wondered if that was strategically intended to separate Angelique from me for a while..
The road main was as rutted and bumpy as was expected, although the 40km access road to the station off the Gibb River Road was in better condition; maybe because it wasn't as heavily used.
The campsite was a base from which we knew we could explore a number of gorges and other interesting landscapes.
Again, being late in the season and somewhat off the mainstream of the tourist pathway, we found we had the campsite at Grevilla Gorge to ourselves. While it wasn't far from the homestead, it was still a nice change; especially after the Mt Burnett Roadhouse campsite, which while being far from full, never the less offered little privacy. And maybe just far enough away from the homestead for Laila's sexual screaming not to be heard.
It was just after lunchtime when we arrived, so our first objective was to set up the campsite for some food.
This is where the French girls -- especially Angelique -- really showed their value. It's not as though we are somewhere where you can duck down to the nearest boutique deli and get some exquisite food selection. You can basically buy the basics and that's about all.
But between what they brought with them in the first place, their skilled use of the more basic foods and their cooking and presentation skills, all the food seems to be special. And as I inferred above, what Angelique can do with food is just incredible. You could say -- although I certainly wouldn't, because these things aren't my decision to make -- she earned fucking rights just with what she's done for the culinary experience of the trip.
Annika sat on my lap as we had lunch and a glass of chilled white wine to go with it.
It was a hot muggy day and getting a bit late to go on any long walks of exploration, so we decided to go down to the waterhole closest to the camp site -- called the Donkey Hole - for a bit of a dip.
It was not as picturesque as the one at Mt Burnett; being smaller and fairly rocky with no sandy edges. But it was nice and refreshing and a pleasant enough place to hang around. We sort of floated in the water; standing or treading water, depending on how deep it was, as the girls chatted in French; Annika occasionally translating the more important aspects of the conversation for me.
I wasn't too fussed by not being a direct part of the conversation. There wasn't really a common language we could use in the group and it was rather nice seeing he girls enjoy themselves so much with an animated conversation.
But after a while, they seemed to start to get a bit bored and were looking for some activity to entertain themselves; and as a circle of giggling girls started to surround me, it looked as though I was likely to be the centre of that entertainment.
We hadn't brought any balls or other play toys, and the fact that I was going to be it was disclosed when Annika said to me...
"Laila has challenged the girls to see if the four of us together can strip you."
There wasn't much to strip me of. All I had on was a pair of racing briefs; which for once I'd tied the waistband of fairly tightly. They were already circling me when I asked...
"What am I supposed to do?"
"Try and stop us without hurting us."
That was an interesting challenge. I'm 6'2'' (188cm) with what you might call a swimming athlete's body. The girls range from 5' (152cm) to about 5'10' (177cm) and while all of them are slender and fit, none of them are athletic in their build.
Laila was the first to actually handle me; putting her hands either side of my waistband and forlornly trying to pull them down. I grabbed her around the waist, inverted her, putting her head momentarily under the water, pulled the bows on her bikini top, turned us towards whoever it was trying to attack me from behind -- Angelique as it turned out - to put her body between us, then held her bikini pants as I let her slide out of my hands; leaving her naked as she came to the surface.
The nakedness wasn't really that much of an issue -- we'd all seen each other naked before. But she did want to save her bikini so was momentarily taken out of the battle as she ferreted around for both parts of it and swam to the shore to put them somewhere safe.
But her initial contact with me had also aroused me; so now I have the most part of an erection making it even harder the the girls to just pull my swimmers down my legs.
As I'd dropped Laila in front of Angelique, I'd felt another pair of hands try to tug at my waistband behind me. I suspected the girls -- especially the French ones, since it wasn't as though Laila and Annika had stripped me before - were more familiar with mere elastic the waistband of their bikini pants and didn't realise male swimwear had string tie embedded in the waistband to keep it up tight, so a simple pull was never going to do it.
As soon as I dropped Laila, I put my hands around the back to find them encircling the waist of Cecile -- the smallest of the girls. I easily picked her up and held her wrapped around my hips horizontal as I stripped her, piece by piece, out of her bikini too; turning us both around so she presented a barrier to Angelique and Annika as they tried to reach in at me.
I tossed her bikini to the side then lifted her over my head and tossed her on top of them. She landed with a squeal, soon drowned out as she landed in the water and momentarily disappeared. I knew it was deep enough for a soft landing, but throwing her on top of her bikini would make the pieces harder to find.
But as I'd lifted her up, both Annika and Angelique had full access to my lower torso. Angelique, in front of me, had gone for tugging down my waistband with a hand on either side of my hips, but was getting nowhere.
Annika, more aware of what had to be done, had circled my waist from behind and gone for the draw string. But her path was somewhat blocked by the erection, sheathed in the stretched material, which projected well over the waistband right where the knot in the drawstring was. She was fiddling around, trying to get her fingers on the knot, but hadn't found the loose end to pull it.
With Angelique bent over in front of me, the bows of her bikini top were exposed on her back and I pulled both knots before inverting her too, quickly turning to put her between Annika and myself. Now Angelique was the biggest and tallest of the girls, so her head was deeper under than Laila's had been. I quickly grabbed her pants and let her slide out of my arms, leaving her pants behind, then tossed her pants aside; her top already floating around my upper thighs.
Annika had been displaced by Angelique drop, and had been somewhat entangled in her as she floundered about, but was now circling around me to get at me again. But she remained as my only protagonist; at least for the moment, since Laila, have disposed of her bikini, was coming back at me.
I picked her up, wrapping an arm around her waist, facing away from me and used my other hand to start pulling her bikini top off. She was the first one to kick and squeal a bit, crying out...
"No, no, no"
It didn't stop me pulling the top and its trailing strings off her before peeling her pants off her too. Tossing them to the side, I moved her into a two handed baby carry position, and tossed her to the side too.
By now Laila was back and neither Angelique nor Annika were going to chase their bikinis at the cost of missing stripping me. The three of them, soon joined by Cecile, were all over me like a rash. I could throw one at a time off, but couldn't stay ahead of the game. They soon had me tipped over in the water, offering Annika the chance to undo the drawstring, pull the waistband over my erection and start pulling my pants down my leg. Spreading my legs slowed them down, but with four of them, in the end, it was a losing game.
Annika pulled them over my ankle and waved them around over her head as she slowly backed away.
I tried to get up and chase her, but the other three tackled me down again before I could get to her.
Through all of this, I was getting significantly groped and generally felt up. It wasn't just my cock, although it was certainly a centre of attention. Some of them -- especially Angelique -- really get off on my athletic body, especially when it is pumped in the way this game had generated. So my chest, back and arms were getting a good touching up as well.
Now none of us had any extra clothing, or even towels, down by the water; only sandals. What wasn't found would result in us walking back, to that extent, naked and exposed. I was happy to be naked in front of the girls, but didn't really want to walk back to the campsite exposed, so I eventually chased down Annika and got them back; both of us sexually playing with the other as we did so. But, I didn't immediately put them on, knowing they'd probably be taken off again.
Having retrieved it, I simply threw it onto the small pile of bikini pieces already on the shore; soon added to as Angelique and Annika added theirs.
We all frolicked naked and aroused - well, I certainly was aroused and there was no way I could hide it since, even if it was under water. given I always found myself at the centre of the frolic, it was getting touched up a lot. But most of the others showed some pretty clear signs of it too; Angelique was particularly sexual in her contact with me, to the point I thought there was a moment she was going to penetrate herself on me. So was Annika, but I suppose I expected it of her. We did that for another three quarters of an hour or so before we headed back to the campsite.
We all put our swimwear pants on for the walk home, but when Angelique announced she couldn't be bothered putting her top on because it was now chilled, the other three girls followed suit. Annika stuck her top in the side of my swimmers to avoid her carrying it -- since we sometimes needed our hands to climb over rocks and before I knew it, four bikini tops had been placed there. That was a small price to pay for the entertainment that four pairs of exposed breasts, now wet and chilled by the breeze, offered me for the trip home.
What remained of the afternoon was spent sitting around the campsite, enjoying nibbles and wine; in moderation of course. And in my case enjoying the fact the girls still didn't put their bikini tops on.
One of the homestead staff ambled by and the girls were still unperturbed by their half naked state, merely waving to him and getting a wave in response.
Annika claimed my lap fairly early and didn't surrender it, leaving me spending most of the afternoon looking out at the others across her exposed breasts; a rather nice way to spend the afternoon, even if her bottom occasionally felt a bit bony on my thighs. Of course, the way she sat -- pushed up against it -- and the visual delight she offered generated another type of boner, which never really subsided while she sat there and was never given a long enough chance to go fully soft when she had reason to move off my lap; displaying it to the other girls.
But I was used to that.
Around 4pm she stood up and announced she was going for her shower. Standing outside the circle of us, looking in as she spoke,she caught my eye and did something of a flick of her eyes and a more subtle one of her head. The message to me was clear. 'Follow me'.
Being the obedient creature I was, I stood up and announced I was going to have my shower too.
All we took was towels and whatever toiletries we needed. Nothing more than soap for me, but a bag of stuff for Annika.
The showers were individual, unisex, enclosed cubicles. As soon as we'd rounded the corner and were out of sight of the others, Annika bailed me into the nearest one, closing the door behind us both...
"I hope you don't mind sharing a shower with me."
"I figured that's what you have in mind. Why should I mind?"
Annika dropped to her knees and took my swimmers off. As she stood up, I did the same to take her bikini pants off; hanging them both on the door hook.
Annika turned towards the taps, to get the water flowing, rubbing her bottom against my erection as she did so. Passing me her shampoo from the shelf while, still facing away from me, she asked...
"Would you wash my hair when I get the water temperature please."
As the water started running Annika immersed herself under it, moving far enough under the flow for me to get wet too; running her hands through her hair as she wet it down. But as she did that she continued to grind her bottom against my cock. Slowly and lightly, but with a definite sexual intent.
It still surprised me when she bent a little forward, put her hands between her legs, grabbed my cock and penetrated herself with it. Standing back up and flattening out her back against my chest, she suggested...
"When you;re ready on the hair wash."
I arched my back a little to create some room for me to start washing her hair. Annika's got really beautiful, blonde hair with just a touch of honey tint to it; although completely natural. It;s straight too and not prone to knotting, so running my hands through it as I washed it was an absolute delight; more so give the view I had of her sensuous back.
But Annika's penetration of herself hadn't been pointless. Supporting a slight forward lean with her hands on the wall of the shower recess, I could feel her gently rocking herself on my cock as I washed her hair; just subtle little movement which I could only guess were rubbing the front of my shaft on her g spot. '
I took my time with the washing of it; enjoying the feeling of running my hands through her hair even more than that of my erection being played with. But eventually I had to concede it had been sufficiently washed and it was time for a rinse.
Annika lifted her head back to bring her hair under the cascade of water, balancing herself with hands placed on my hips behind her back before she ran her own hands through her hair to rinse it well.
While she did that I used my hands to stimulate her clit and nipple; Annika's little moans letting me know she rather enjoyed what I was doing. Well, that and how long she took to rinse her hair. Eventually she gave up the game, instead putting a hand gently over each of the hands I had over her nipple and crotch; holding them there until, after a heavy breathing and more moaning, she climaxed.
Passing me another bottle, she asked...
"Would you put the conditioner on now please."
In a way, that simply was the start of a repeated cycle; rocking on my shaft as I applied the conditioner and worked it through her hair, me fingering her as she rinsed, and then having me finger and tweak her to another climax. But this time, her body already worked up, she came much faster and, by Annika's standards, a bit noisier.
Just as I was wondering what would happen next -- whether she'd bend over against the wall and let me fuck her doggy style -- she withdrew my shaft, and turned around to face me; tightly embracing my body as she turned her head up to kiss me.
I'd well and truly learned by this stage that sex with Annika is not something done in a rush -- unless she's dragged me somewhere for a quickie. And this clearly wasn't intended to be a quickie. With all the sex I'm getting, even though my cock ached to be in her again and fucking her like crazy, I can hardly complain. Anyway, the end game with Annika is nearly always more fun than Laila's heavy pounding.
As we kissed and hugged, she dropped a hand, lifted herself onto her toes and I once again found my, by now very hard and stretched, erection being guided into her very receptive vagina. But even now, she wasn't ready to lean back against the wall for me to fuck her. Instead she asked...
"Can I wash your body?"
"Of course."
With the soap in hand, she leaned back just enough, while maintaining full penetration, to let her run her hands over my chest. It didn't surprise me she took her time about it. The girls have always displayed something of a fascination with my body. With my height and a physique developed from a lot of swimming and surf lifesaving activities, I'm reasonably well built; a slender, muscled, v-shaped body - with going so far as having a body- builder's gym body.
The chest is usually just the start of their -- obsession is maybe putting it too high, but I can't think of a better word. Basically the whole of my torso and arms are included in it, with my butt often getting special attention. My legs, I don't know. For some reason they never get past the lower part of my torso and its appendage.
Annika, as she had with the washing of her hair, took her time; working down my chest until the merging of our bodies at our hips stopped her going further, then down my arms before wrapping her hands around my back to work down it too.
Through all of this she was brushing her nipples against my chest while twisting and turning her body, in synchronisation with her hands' movement as she washed me, in a way that screwed my deeply buried erection around inside her and moved the base of my erection around in her crease to an extent I could feel the lips of her labia against it.
There was little doubt she was arousing herself yet again. And yet, I had this strange feeling that something else was happening; something she was holding back, almost stalling for time while she worked it out. It was hard to pin down what it was, but it was there.
As she worked down to the cheeks of my bottom, she held them tight and pulled me hard against her; deepening even further my penetration of her. For the first time since she'd starting washing my back, she looked up at me; something in her expression telling me she was hesitating. Finally she blurted out...
"Am I allowed to say that I have feelings for you?"
"Yes, because I have feelings for you too."
"But I mean deep feelings, not just friendship."
"That's what I'm talking about too."
"You mean more than the other girls?"
"Yes, very much so."
She stared at me for a moment, then leapt upon me, kissing me passionately as she screwed and ground my erection around inside her; almost immediately bringing herself to an orgasm. It was a powerful one too, if the contractions I could feel told me anything over and above the hissing and moaning she breathed into my mouth as she kept kissing me.
As quickly as she'd leapt up on me, she dismounted and pulled me onto her as she lent against the wall...
"Fuck me hard..."
She and Laila both use that expression, although Laila much more. I'm never really sure what it means; not sure how 'hard' that 'hard' is. For Laila it's pretty hard and fast; for Annika less so. In any case we're standing up under a shower. That puts a different dimension on things.
I chose a version of 'hard' somewhat similar to the way I'd made love to her under a shower before. Withdrawing slightly, I used my upper thighs to thrust up firmly between her legs, lifting her off the ground as the thrust bottomed out on the base of my shaft as I pushed further upward. Then, I twisted my hips around a bit, screwing around my erection inside her. Annika had already been pretty worked up. Whether it was a residue of her last orgasm, a new one, or something completely different, I didn't know. But she cried out...
'OOHHHH...OOOhhhh...more... more again"
Her weight, light as she was, wasn't completely taken by my erection, or rather the base of it. My hands on her butt and hers over my shoulder took some. But, my erection took a lot of it. It meant my erection couldn't have gone deeper if you'd whacked it with a hammer -- which is not something I'm inclined to prove with a demonstration. I could feel her labia wrapped around the base of my shaft, maybe even feel her clit pushed against my pelvis.



She wasn't the only one responding. It was triggering me too. Not towards an early orgasm. Rather it felt as though my erection was stretching itself out even more than it usually does for Annika; like it was trying to reach out and enter her cervix; hard, stretched to bursting, stiff and unyielding.
For both of us, there was an emotional factor at work that overrode the physical.
I withdrew and thrust up again, triggering Annika to call out even louder...
"OOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHAAAAAAHhhhhhhh."
I kept thrusting at a moderate pace. Annika was in some sort of constant orgasm, her vocalisation peaking with my upward thrust but never quite silencing itself, even as I withdrew and readied for the next thrust; sometimes finding the voice to encouragement me to more.
I was on a high too; but it didn't come from my erection. Annika wasn't gripping me at all and my hardened shaft wasn't being stimulated with any great rubbing within her vagina. Indeed, to the extent the male erection can have a mind of its own, it was feeling quite randy in an unsatisfied way and was calling for me to put her feet on the ground, her back against the wall and fuck the living daylights out of her.
But I wasn't listening to that. My high was somewhere either in my brain or my heart, or maybe both. The intimacy of our sex, the pleasure I was giving her and us being able to reveal our feelings for each other and even just the extended hardness of my erection were all the reward I wanted for that moment.
We kept that up for something like five minutes. But even with a sexual high, it was hard work. I couldn't keep it up forever. I did as my cock had been asking me to do -- in part anyway. I left her feet on the ground and leaned her back against the wall.
I withdrew my shaft horizontally, dragging its length through her crease and across her clit, surging it, to put more pressure on it, as I pulled it back and then thrust it forward across her clit, before penetrating her again and burying my shaft all the way in. I was surprised how easily the tip of my shaft found her vaginal opening each time and my erection slid effortlessly into her vagina.
It also let me bend down and suck and flick my tongue across her nipple, my hand tweaking the other one.
Now my shaft was being stimulated as it glided across her crease, into, out of and within her vagina. Nicely, rather than abruptly. Very nicely in fact, but I was still far from coming.
Annika on the other hand went from merely noisy to ballistic. It wasn't that she became louder; indeed, while she moaned even more, it was a quieter moaning than before Now it was more a case of her breathing becoming extraordinarily heavy, almost hyperventilating, as her whole body shook. It seemed to me like one continuous, very lasting and very powerful orgasm she was having. She certainly wasn't telling me to stop. Quite the opposite as her hands exercised some control over both the movement of my shaft and my head against her nipple.
As my own response to the stimulation of my erection increased, I let it spend more time in her vagina, doing long thrusts interposed with those that actually withdrawn because, lets face it, that's where it felt the best. Slowly my erection started to get that warm feeling that is the start to a movement towards a climax. Tendrils of pleasure stretched up and down my shaft, gradually accumulating until they suffused themselves into more than half of my erection.
Finally there was that exquisitely, intensely pleasurable feeling generated by the last thrusts before. I buried myself deeply in her and groaned out loud as pulse after mind blowing pulse of my climax filler her vagina with my cum, then thrust a couple of times to activate the second stage of a couple more body shuddering pulses.
As my groaning and pulses stopped, I found myself tightly embraced by Annika, a stiff erection still joining us together. She stroked my hair...
"I like watching you climax. It's so intense and manly."
"Not as much as the pleasure I get from making you climax."
"I've never had multiple orgasms like you give me. It permeates every part of my body."
"I never given a girl multiple orgasms until I met you and Laila."
"Then why are all the girls getting multiple orgasms from you?"
"I can't answer that question. Maybe it's the circumstances; the fact you and they are on holiday and feeling less inhibited."
Annika rubbed her hand across my chest as she said...
"I think it's because you are every girls idea of the perfect male; both physically and personality."
"It would be nice if that was the case, but I think that is well over stating it. Speaking of which, how does what we've just admitted to each other change my sexual interaction with the others."
"I thought about that before I revealed myself to you. It doesn't. Our relationship with you started as a joint thing with myself and Laila. I can't just cut her out until she goes home. The French girls have been given limited access to a sexual relationship with you. They have made our trip a lot of fun. If you don't mind -- and I have to say that you seem to enjoy your time with them - they can keep that access for the couple of weeks we travel together. Well might not reveal our feeling for each other to the others by words, but you should feel free to physically interact with me in a way appropriate to a couple."
She grinned as she added...
"But no other girls can be added to your harem."
Annika's command of English, even though it is commendable, had trouble dealing with such a complex situation, sometimes leaving what she said sounding somewhat formal. But her intentions were as clear as they can be, except for one very significant thing...
"What about you? What happens when you go home?"
Her eyes stared deeply into mine...
"I am looking for ways that I don't go home. Dad has businesses in Australia and I'm hoping he can use me here. But we need to prey that can work."
Those last words and the look in her eyes completely melted me. We embraced each other in a passionate kiss.
My erection was still inside her. It had been through our discussion; binding our naked, wet, bodies together as we opened our minds to the other. It had lost its full hardness soon after I'd dumped my load in her, but had maintained a sufficient degree of hardness to keep it there.
Now I felt it fill with blood and fully engorge again; filling and stretching her vagina with its presence and my head with desire. I eased her back against the wall again as I started thrusting; slow, long thrusts as we kissed and squirmed passionately about in each others arms. She moaned into my mouth as I slid the shaft through her crease and across her clit.
We were both highly aroused before we even started.. She came quickly, letting me concentrate my thrusts in her vagina and maximising my own pleasure until once again those beautiful pulses of erotic pleasure rushed repeatedly up my shaft; depositing whatever cum was left over from my last one into her beautiful body.
I'd turned off the taps, down to an unintended drip, when we'd first started talking; not wanting to waste water. Now I finished the rush job and turned them off completely, leaving two wet, dripping, sexually aroused bodies standing in the shower stall.
I was in no hurry to separate from her, however much the others might be wondering where we were. But Annika broke the spell...
"I think we'd better get back to the girls."
Reluctantly I withdrew from her, passing her the towel hanging on the door.
We roughly dried ourselves. The only clothes we'd brought were the wet swimmers I'd worn over and the equally wet bikini pants Annika had.
Taking the risk that the campsite would be just as empty as it was when we walked to the shower, we returned to the others naked; the only problem being the still somewhat swollen, semi stiff, manhood that dangled between my legs. On the positive side it made me look incredibly well hung. More practically -- since they'd all seen me naked -- it announced Annika had got a good fucking under the shower
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Over the next 6 days we explored the rest of the sights along the Gibb River Road.
I lost count of the number of gorges and lookouts we explored. Which meant I also lost count of the number of times I fucked Laila on the edge of one of the gorges. It just became a Laila thing. I sort of understood why she might prefer sex in the great outdoors in contrast the the tight confines of a roof-top tent. That makes sense; especially if she's going to scream her guts out as she has me pound her harder and harder. But that doesn't explain why she had to be fucked at every gorge we visited; which some times was four a day. It was only the presence of other visitors at the gorge on a few occasions which stopped the fuck count being even higher.
And given how sore Annika said she felt after she had me fuck her in the same way Laila likes to get fucked, I don't even understand how she takes it.
But I was simply doing as I was asked. A not unpleasant task; indeed, a very enjoyable one.
On the third day, as one expected in accordance with the agreement between the girls, Angelique had wanted her fuck as well.
I can't deny it. Angelique is the most fuckable girl I've ever met. My physical attraction might have started out by my thinking of her as a doppelganger to an actress -- Sydney Sweeney -- I've had an obsessive crush on since I first saw her in a movie. But as I've got to know her, Angelique's beauty speoke for itself. Shapely, but slender, with significantly out-sized breasts for her build, a beautiful smile and heart meltingly attractive face and long, honey blonde hair.
And she knows it, without being stuck up about about it. Rather she knows how to flaunt and flirt in a way that would drive any male to sexual arousal; something I've much experienced.
So how does that fit in with my love of Annika?
Well, call me forward thinking. With Angelique only speaking French and me English, it is somewhat difficult to establish a deep relationship with her. But more importantly, because language difficulties can be overcome, there are aspects to her which, while they are amusing, entertaining and sexually provocative now, might not be as a basis for a permanent relationship. Lastly, but not least, we are all in our early 20's. Angelique might be stunningly beautiful now, but I sense she may not age as well as -- well - Annika. Those beautiful breasts are going to sag badly and I sense she's likely to fill out to a less attractive shape.
Is that a reason to reject her? No. But it explains why the temporary (very slight) physical advantage she might have over Annika now is in no way enough to let me be too distracted from my attachment to Annika.
As to what happened on the third day, well that of itself was an interesting development.
We've been swapping around trucks as we went from place to place. But, in what is probably her only 'protective' action, she has managed to make sure it is usually Laila and Angelique in the French girls truck while Annika, Cecile and myself are in our truck. A pity, in the sense at least that there is nothing more distracting than watching Angeliques breasts bounce as we drive over the rutted surface of the Gibb River Road and its numerous offshoots. Still, Annika's breasts are pretty interesting to watch in that context too, so I can't complain
Still, it means Laila and Angelique have become pretty close friends.
So when Angelique's 'fuck day' came around, as we all swam about in the refreshing waters of the first gorge we visited that day (there's been so many, I can't even remember which one it was) the two of them groped and handled me as they announced they'd decided to make it a proper threesome; I'd fuck them both together..
Frankly, when you only have one cock, I've never really been sure how to make that work; especially in a way that keeps everyone happy. But being the compliant person I was -- at least in this regard -- I let them guide me -- more like, quite literally, drag me by my erection - over to a nice little sandy 'beach' on the edge of the gorge waters.
They put me on my back, half in, half out of the water, as they both half laid on top of me, stripped me out of my swim briefs and engaged in what I suppose you'd call foreplay; kissing me and groping me -- especially the latter..
That went on for a bit until Laila rolled off me onto her back and instructed me...
"OK, time to strip us."
Angelique released me from the half of me she was holding down, letting me roll on top of Laila, and Angelique then promptly shuffled across so she was also on her back, pressed hard against Laila's side.
I pulled the triangles of Laila's bikini top aside so I could suck her nipples as my hands reached around behind her back to pull the bow strings.. Taking my time, I pulled the top off her and added it to my own swimmers to create a pile. Then I half slid, half floated, down her body to pull her bikini pants off; spreading her legs and tonguing up her already swollen clit for a bit before I tossed her pants on the pile too.
That left Angelique to be dealt with.
Floating up over her body, I once again exposed her breasts and then fumbled around with my hands behind her back to pull the strings of her top to let me remove it from her breasts. Knowing that Angelique can have nipple orgasms, I took a bit longer; well aware my sucking and licking would have a very powerful stimulatory effect.
Angelique's bikini pants had string tied sides, which gave me a 'difficult' decision. I could just pull the string ties and strip her while still sucking her nipples or I could go down on her and do it the long way. Both had their advantages from my point of view. Her nipples, sexually stunning as they are, are highly suckable. But then, she also has an extremely sexually provocative mons bulge which the front of her bikini pants only half covers, made more provocative by the pronounced crease that runs half way up its vertical length.
In a way, the fact I got to stare at that bulge and her exposed mons flesh every time she sat opposite me at the campsite settled the matter. I kept sucking her nipples as I reached down to her pants. But there was no reason to rush the issue. I ran my finger up the vertical crease, pushing her thin bikini pants into it and creating a very deep camel toe. And I loitered there, gliding my finger up and down it and deeper down through her crease until I could push the gusset of her pants into her vaginal opening.
Sated with my playing with it, I removed the condom packet she had held in the waistband and passed it to her, then pulled the strings and removed her pants -- all while I continued to suck her nipples.
Then I more seriously fingered her. Since she'd been swimming, her wetness wasn't going to tell me anything, but the feel of her flared labia, engorged clit and open vagina told me all I needed to know.
Angelique had had three days of build up to this moment. Three days of flirting with me, putting her tiny bikinis to good use, and exciting herself as she groped me. I'd even heard her, as I had before, masturbate as she laid in her truck overnight. She was as randy and ready for it as any woman could be. Since we'd entered the water, she'd been groping and playing with me; to the point there was a moment I thought she was going to try and have me penetrate her as we floated around in the water.. All of this reflected itself in how quickly she responded to what I thought was little more than foreplay.
Her excitement and arousal was so obvious, both by her heavy breathing and moaning, that I lingered longer than was appropriate for mere foreplay -- I was going to say in a threesome, but frankly I know nothing about threesome rules -- until with in a minute or two I got her to come.
She arched her back right up and moaned loudly and would have been all over me like a rash if I hadn't been on top and fairly quickly directed my attention and body back to Laila. She, as usual, wanted it in the origami position (as we call it); where her legs are folded up, to the point her knees are alongside her breasts. Laila likes it because it gives her a very deep penetration and good stimulation of her g spot.
So I had to kneel between her legs and help her bend them up that far before deeply penetrating her.
There's one way Laila consistently likes this sort of sex; best described as fast and furious. All very well for her, but I need to be careful I don't bend or break my cock with a misdirected thrust. So I always start slowly; making sure I'm properly positioned, and with the right muscle memory programmed in, to make the thrusts hit the target every time.
But this time was a little different. I interpreted 'threesome' as meaning I don't just ignore Angelique until I'm finished with Laila. I somehow have to engage her too at the same time. So in the work up stage, I tested how well I could finger Angelique and bend across to suck her nipples, while I fucked Laila.
Normally I try not to put too much weight on Laila in the origami position for fear of 'overbending', for want of a better description, her legs. And I do that by supporting myself on outstretched arms. That also gives me the best presentation for fast thrusting; or so I thought.
I playfully tested putting more weight on Laila as I angled my body slightly across to get my lips to Angelique's breast and test fingered her with the hand on her side. I found that, between a repositioning of my knees and a bit more effort on the far hand, not only could I not put too much weight on Laila, I could get a pretty good thrusting motion too; while maybe even getting a slightly deeper penetration into Laila.
From her 'cooing', it was clear Angelique certainly liked it and Laila didn't complain; moaning in much the same way she does at the normal start of this sort of sex.
So I started to ramp up my thrusting.
I quickly realised I couldn't get the almost insane level of pounding of Laila that she normally asks for, but it seemed to be enough. Laila was responding normally and wasn't calling out for 'faster and harder' as she did when this sort of sex first started. On the positive side, the depth of penetration and angle of approach meant I could actually feel the base of my shaft and the pubis in front of it, embedded momentarily in her crease as I pushed into full penetration -- her labia almost embracing it -- which very likely meant I was getting a stimulation of her clit that this sex didn't usually offer.
In the mean time, I'd managed to get three fingers into Angelique's highly receptive vagina to tickle up her g spot and my thumb rubbed her clit; lighting up all her significantly erogenous zones at once. Adding in my pounding of Laila, and the old saying about the difficulty of patting your head and rubbing your stomach at the same time comes to mind.
It was an interesting -- if strange -- sensation to have Laila 'screaming' as she usually does with this sort of sex, and Angelique moaning very loudly, all at the same time; both of them showing physical indications of high level of arousal with their own variations of what I'd call quivering.
The sex deprived Angelique came first. Spectacularly so. Her hip throw could have launched a rocket and certainly dislodged my hand as she cried out loudly and rocked her hips from side to side.
I kept sucking her nipple until I thought her orgasm started to subside; even if her hip was still in the air, then transferred my mouth across to Laila's breasts to suck her nipples too. She might not have nipple orgasms like Angelique, but they certainly add to her arousal.
I have to admit, trying to please two women at the one time is not my preferred way of having sex. As much as I enjoyed fingering and sucking Angelique's nipple while fucking Laila, it didn't leave me much time to enjoy the feeling of my erection sliding in and out of Laila's body, That part of me was almost on automatic. So the enjoyment might have registered in the brain, but less so in my cock.
Now I could focus more on Laila, I got a lot more enjoyment from fucking her. My manhood slipped effortless in and out of her body; now at something like the fast and hard cadence that Laila usually demands. She wasn't gripping me, so I wasn't brewing up, but that wasn't to say I wasn't on a sexual high with it.
Sex for Laila, at least while we've been on this trip, seems to be mostly about screaming. As in getting the sort of sex from me that triggers her into screaming orgasms; hard, deep and fast. It's why we can't do this sort of sex at crowded (or even less than crowded) campsites and she'd developed such a fetish about sex at these remote gorges.
This time was no different. She doesn't climax quickly like Angelique just did. It's almost like the longer that she's screaming, the better the sex is for her.
Angelique remained next to us as I kept fucking away at Laila, but she didn't just leave it at that. With her hand on my bottom and sometimes groping my balls between my legs, Angelique made sure she remained part of the game. As for Laila, her cries got louder and louder. Luckily Laila comes well lubricated or there wouldn't be any flesh left on my cock. It would all be worn off. I was getting to the point I was grunting pretty loudly myself; and while it was highly enjoyable, the grunts were largely an expression of effort spent rather than a high level of sexual excitement. When at last she came, her screams turned to loud moans and her contractions powerfully pummelled the shaft I continued to pound away at her with.
For a moment, I thought Laila wasn't going to grip me in a way that would bring me to a climax, and while I would have been able to change my approach to my fucking of her to increase my own arousal, I was instead thinking -- foolishly as it turned out -- she was leaving me still fully loaded to move across to Angelique.
No.
Before her contractions finished she gripped me quite tightly. She wanted the cum shot afterall.
Angelique would have to wait. I've been here before with Laila. She knows she can extract more pleasure for herself as I thrust myself to a climax. Indeed, sexually stirred up as she is, she's managed in the past to get another two orgasms by the time I'm finished.
I turned my body to the rather pleasurable task at hand.
No longer was I following her 'harder and faster' instruction. It was now my turn and instead I adjusted my thrusts to a cadence that gave me the greatest pleasure; one I'd had time to develop as I'd made this sort of love to Laila so many times. Half strokes drawn firmly against the firm front of her vaginal opening with a deeply penetrated finish, all at a much slower pace than Laila wanted. It strongly stimulated the front/top surface of my erection in a really nice way without driving me to an instant orgasm.
Even after my fast pounding of her, if she was gripping me right, I could get a highly pleasurable four to five minutes of this sort of thrusting before my balls would brew up and dump my load in her.
On this occasion, Laila came again about a minute before I did; tightening her grip on me even more to set me off. It was long enough to give me a pretty good orgasm; powerful pulses and plenty of them with Laila showing her usual post sex, oxytocin driven sexual passion afterwards as she swamped my body with her hands and kisses.
But I knew merely having brought Angelique to a couple of orgasms wasn't enough to count as her 'every three days' sexual entitlement. She had to be allowed a proper fuck. That wasn't an unpleasant prospect. Indeed, I actually felt guilty about how nice a prospect it was. It seemed incongruous that, if I loved Annika, I should enjoy so much the prospect of fucking Angelique. But as I said above, Angelique is the most fuckable woman I've ever met or are ever likely to meet.
But before that can happen, there was a slight -- but very important -- issue. I've just emptied my balls into Laila and I had a half mongrel of an erection that needs to refract before we can get on with the job. With enough playing with me, the girls can get me to refract pretty quickly, but it's not instantaneous.
Knowing that, Angelique joined Laila in pashing me, over my back, reaching for my cock to play with it. I rolled off Laila, tipping Angelique off as I did so. As they both positioned to pile onto me, I raised my hand...
"This is a threesome. We have to do it properly. You have to re-arouse me by the two of you making out together."
Laila understood my words. Angelique didn't; but I suspect picked up enough key words to get a vibe. Regardless Laila translated for her.
They looked at me, looked at each other and back at me, then back at each other. They exchanged something in French, before shuffling -- well, given where we were, almost floating; indeed, more floating than anything -- towards each other. Embracing each other with intertwined legs, they conversed again. Each of them reached down to the groin of the other.
There was an uneasiness in their approach. Clearly neither of them had found themselves in this situation before; but nor did I expect them to have. Indeed, I was surprised they didn't reject my proposition outright.
I was more surprised when Angelique, after another discussion with Laila, disengaged, sat upright on Laila's right leg while lifting her left one up and shuffled up Laila's right leg until their groins were joined in a scissor movement before she started rubbing their clits against each other.
As they got into it more, they each reached towards the others' breasts and tweaked their nipples.
I'd never seen girls making out together before. Indeed, before this, I didn't really think of it as being a particularly erotic sight. But as they got into it -- and they certainly started to really get into it - I changed my mind. As their bodies squirmed against each other, I quickly had the boner that the whole exercise was about; not that I was in any hurry to reveal it to them.
Sitting just above their heads, I let them scissor stimulate each other for a while longer -- they even started kissing when Angelique somehow bent down enough to bring their lips together. It made me wonder if Angelique hadn't been here before. But, while they showed signs of a high state of arousal, they seemed to be having trouble getting over the line. Angelique looked as though she was close, but Laila looked a long way off. I decided to offer them an out if they wanted it. I took away the hands covering my erection.
For a while they were too focused on each other to notice my boner. Then I saw Angelique cast a glance my way and say something to Laila who also looked at me. More words were spoken and they separated and moved on me, dragging me back, half into the water, where all the action was happening.
Angelique laid herself out on her back, legs apart, and used a phrase in English which, for some reason, she'd become very familiar with...
"Fuck me... Please."
I knelt between her legs and let her sit up and roll on the condom which is Annika's and Laila's condition for giving she and Cecile sexual access to me. As she laid back down, I took a moment appreciating the view. Her labia were widely spread, her clit swollen and her vagina a very open dark hole; that part of her made even more sexually alluring by her mons bulge and the vertical crease that ran up it. Between there and her breasts, her glorious body was laid out; slender, shapely and her stomach and its cute navel as flat as a pancake. Then there were her breasts; monsterous projections, at least by the thin girl standards I was used to - her hard nipples and the puffy plinth of her areola on which they stood, projecting meaningful into the air. Her gorgeous, smiling face and her long blonde hair completed the scene of a highly fuckable woman ready to be fucked.



My cock ached with desire. A desire that would soon be fulfilled.
I bent over her and penetrated her. The foreplay had already been done with. I slowly started thrusting. This was little more than missionary position sex -- my favourite by the way -- but of all the girls, Angelique seems to be the one who, with just a little extra effort, can be brought to a climax in that way.
In this case I didn't even need to make the extra effort. Already very worked up by her sexual games with Laila, it seemed -- to put it somewhat immodestly - it needed little more than my male body on top of her and my cock inside her to trip her over the edge. She came. Not spectacularly but certainly unambiguously. Did that count as her once every three days root?
It seemed a bit mean. She certainly hadn't lacked orgasms this morning -- good luck to her for being multi-orgasmic -- but I couldn't really say we'd had sex together yet. Anyhow, however guilty I might feel about it in the context of my relationship with Annika, I didn't really want to miss the opportunity offered to me of giving her a good root.
I put my hand under the small of her back to tilt her hips up a bit; something helped by the fact the lower part of her body and legs were essentially floating, making the lift easier. Supporting myself in an arched up position with my other hand, I started thrusting. Angelique had indicated previously she, like Laila, liked it hard and fast. But I suspected she didn't really know just how far Laila took that; so instead I've always adopted a more moderate pace with Angelique;something she's never complained about.
Anyhow, it's more fun for me like that too. I get to savour the full sensation of my shaft sliding into her body and sliding out again; something too easily missed when you're working at it like a steam train at full speed. And to focus on her beautiful body as I do it. In this case it is made even more seductive by the way I can get her whole body moving -- and her breasts delightfully wobbling -- with my thrusts because, between her legs floating and only her shoulders supporting her on the ground, there isn't a lot of friction to hold her in place.
Plus she, knowing full well I'm objectifying her body, exaggerates the movement by reacting to every thrust with a wave like movement of her torso, which really throws her breasts about.
With the angle of thrust stimulating her g spot and the deepness of my penetration at full thrust having some contact with her clit, she was soon moaning in the way she does when highly aroused.
In a way I was disappointed when she came fairly quickly. Not because I don't like to see her come -- I do. Rather because, once she's finished, it means I need to bring myself to my own climax. Not because she wants me too. I know from past experience she'd have me fuck away at her for multiple orgasms which she is very capable of having.
Rather it's because, well, we promised Angelique she could have sex with me once every three days, but that was notwithstanding I now have a committed relationship with Annika. So it was pretty good of Annika to make that allowance; even if she knows it is for a limited time until the French girls go their own way. But the question of what constitutes 'having sex' is far from defined. My conscience says, especially after the prolonged sex games we've played with Angelique and Laila, once Angelique has had a good orgasm, I should finish mine and bring it to an end.
Angelique wasn't gripping me, so I had to make my own adjustments to find a climax. I changed my angle of approach to drag my erection firmly across her hard pelvic floor muscle at her vaginal opening. That provided a lot of stimulation. I also thrusted a bit faster.
But Angelique wasn't finished with me. With her hands on my butt she made sure that at the peak of each thrust, when I was fully penetrated, she held me in her momentarily while she ground her clit on my pelvis. Enough for her to express her arousal with moaning again. She was still rolling her body with each thrust -- still throwing her breasts about, so still putting on a show for me. More so since her arousal had her nipples and puffy areola at full display.
I didn't resist her action; indeed, found it fairly stimulating myself.
I drew out my time playing my shaft in her vagina for as long as I thought was reasonable. I had some control over the matter by the pressure I put on my erection as I dragged it across her vaginal opening. It was always enough to move me towards an orgasm, but that wasn't to say I wanted to go there quickly. Every thrust was a delight, as was every moment I could spend looking down on her beautiful body as I fucked it. Objectifying her body? You bet, but no more than she was objectifying mine and we both knew it, encouraged it and enjoyed it all the more for it.
That's the thing about fucking both Laila and Angelique in this way It has so many wonderful feelings about it. Sure, a major part of that is the feeling of your cock sliding in and out of them, or being screwed around inside them, as the case may be. And the wonderful visual delight of being able too -- indeed encouraged to -- objectify their beautiful feminine bodies as they rag doll under your thrusts. But there's more than even that. There's something intensely masculine about it; something that's a testosterone high, or whatever it is. Something that makes your arm and chest muscles bulge with the effort and your thighs strengthen as they power up your thrusts. For someone as young as me, it, I suppose, makes me feel more manly; in a way that's very positive if the girls reaction is any guide.
But good things don't last forever. My cock started to fill with that pre-orgasmic pleasure; the one where every thrust feels absolutely delightful and makes you groan, but you know you're not going to last mush longer.
And I didn't. Last that is. A few more thrusts and I was laying down on Angelique, deeply penetrated, groaning as the beautiful pulses of my climax rushed up my erection. But Angelique wasn't finished with me. Grabbing my bum, she lifted her hips and ground and twisted my fully penetrated erection and the pubis it was attached to against her vulva until she gave herself another climax.
We both lay there panting for a few minutes before I decided it was time to disengage, put my swimwear back on and go and find Annika.
She wasn't far away, and even if she hadn't see the action, she certainly heard it. I swam into her arms where she asked...
"Well. Did that go OK?"
I gave her a droll...
"Yes."
"What about you? Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes. But not in the meaningful way I enjoy having sex, or even just a cuddle, with you."
Her tone wasn't challenging, merely enquiring...
"What do you mean by that?"
"It's hard to describe. When you love somebody, your interaction with them, whether it's having sex or just a cuddle -- I don't know how to put it -- but it sort of lights up the pleasure signals in your brain as well as your sexual organs, in a way sex with someone else doesn't. Anyway, I have sex with them only because you want me too. If you say don't, I won't."
"I know. And I still want you to do it. But it takes some adjusting. Imagine I was having sex with other men."
"I'd feel very uncomfortable about it. So if there's something I should do differently let me know."
"No, you're doing it right."
She kissed me, our tongues wrestling in my mouth as I supported her with my arms in water just deep enough for me to touch bottom.
Our relationship, recent though it was, was already obvious to the others. They all knew that emotionally, I now belonged to Annika. Since the others -- although I wondered about Angelique - only wanted me for my body, that wasn't a problem to them as long as it wasn't a problem for Annika. So yes, for them I was just a sex toy they borrowed from Annika from time to time -- or in Laila's case, an awful lot. And that was OK by me. From the outset, my role had been just that, a sex toy for Annika and Laila, with an extension to the French girls after they joined our travels.
And indeed, to an extent they were a sex toy for me too; although I could never have imagined what that meant in practice in terms of the number of times I had sex each day.
We stood there, kissing and cuddling for quite a while. She had her legs wrapped around my thighs, so my was erection pushing anxiously into her crotch; and I was pretty sure its point of contact was her vaginal opening and it had a shallow penetration, limited by hers and my swimwear. But Annika, on the whole, wasn't one for this 'sex in every gorge' thing and I was happy to leave my erection where it was. Occasionally she might like sex in the great outdoors, but more often, she was happy enough to do it more conventionally; in the truck, often at night, even if she has taken a liking to having me penetrated in her as we fall off to sleep, leaving our bodies joined, closely pushed together, for the whole night or until I have a wet dream.
After a while we were approached by a hesitant Cecile, who tapped Annika on the shoulder. I could tell whatever she said to Annika in French was in an apologetic tone, and I suspected with sexual overtones, but it was only when Annika turned to me and translated that my suspensions were confirmed...
"The morning is getting on. Cecile wonders if she might borrow you for sex before more people arrive?"
"And what do you think?"
"Yes, if you are up for it. After all, for her it's been six days."
Well, I already had it 'up' as Annika well knew from the object pushing into her crotch. Annika nobly offered Cecile my hand, making the answer clear. Playfully, Cecile led me to a beach not far from where Laila and Angelique had been fucked. But, of course, this time I had no translator to help me communicate with her.
As we first made contact with the beach, I tried asking...
"What would you like?"
I hoped that simple words might have conveyed the message. In a way they did. She lifted her finger to her lips, giving me with a smile, the 'be quiet' signal. It seems she already had her plan in mind.
She guided me to lay on my back, far enough up on the sand that the base of my erection was just lapped by the water. Then she glided over me; fairly quickly rubbing the gusset of her bikini pants along the length of my erection, still sheaved as it was in my swimwear.
On the upstroke, even though she was 5' and all of about 45kg to my 6'2", with my head held up and brought forward, that brought her breasts -- small though they were -- just within reach of my lips; or at least my extended tongue.
I pulled aside the material covering them and tweaked one, while licking the other each time it momentarily came within reach.
Cecile hummed a bit as her foreplay had its effect.
Siting upright on me cowgirl style, she exposed my erection, took the condom packet from the side of her bikini, opened it and rolled it on me, then pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants to penetrate me into her.
Now Cecile expresses the view that I'm 'too big'; inferring I'm bigger than normal. I'm not sure that's right. I suspect she only had small cocked previous lovers.
Practically speaking my erection is longer than her vagina seems to be, and thicker than she's used to. That's partly bad, partly good. The bad bit is if I tried having the sort of uninhibited sex with her that Laila and Angelique like, I'd be banging away painfully at her cervix. She also evidently feels somewhat stretched by the thickness of my cock.
On the positive side, she's worked out how to use my long cock to give herself cervical orgasms and the thickness of my cock makes it more likely I'll stimulate her to a g spot orgasm too.
Part of the foreplay was intended to ensure she was aroused enough to not feel too stretched by my penetration of her. Also by sitting on top she has more control.
I must admit, the penetration of her felt tighter than it does with the other girls, but, apart from a bit of a hiss from Cecile, it seemed to go in smoothly enough.
From there, her intentions were predictable, following our previous sexual interactions. Wrapping her hand around the base of my shaft to control its depth of penetration, she played the tip of my shaft against her cervix; giving herself numerous cervical orgasms. Having done a bit of research on the topic (when I was online through Star-link and supposed to be doing my Uni work) I tried touching up what might have been unexpected erogenous zones for this sort of sex. Her coccyx, navel, ear lobes; indeed any part of her body I could think of. As well of course as the usual nipples and clit.
The navel fingering got a surprisingly effect outcome; greatly multiplying the effect of a cervical orgasm it triggered and causing her to bend forward over me, doing a strange sort of moaning in my ear.
She did this for something like half an hour, during which I was little more than a flesh and blood dildo mounted on a male body. Yes, so just a sex object. It wasn't something I objected to or felt slighted or used by, just an acknowledgement of my somewhat passive involvement in her pleasuring of herself.
In theory, this sort of sex for cervical orgasms could go on forever; indeed, it seems it could be just one continuous, whole body orgasm with no end. But what she describes as my 'thicker' erection has its own time limit. Stimulating her g spot as she moves it around to stimulate her cervix -- with some help from some clit fingering from me - it eventually brought her to a more conventional orgasm; powerful enough to again cause her to bend over me; moaning much more loudly in my ear this time and letting me feel some pretty powerful contractions pummelling my cock.
Cecile accepted that as signalling the end of our sexual encounter and gripped me pretty tightly as she thrust herself in and out on me. By this stage she'd got confident enough I wasn't going to ram my erection into her, that she was willing to thrust without having her hand as a stopper; instead thrusting it in slowly until she brought my erection up against her cervix, screwed it around a bit, pulled it half out and repeated the process.
I'd had my cock inside her for half an hour. It didn't take long for her to trigger my climax; she just lying still on top of me as I blasted my cum into her; me doing the groaning this time. She continued to lay there for a moment after I'd clearly finished before kissing me, adding...
"Merci. Very nice. Very special."
She withdrew my shaft, rolled off the condom, rinsed it and stuck it, empty and limp in the side of her bikini pants before kissing me again and sliding off me back into the water; waving as she swam away backwards from me.
I rejoined Annika who, sort of kept me close for the rest of the day as we went from site to site.
We had sort of crossed a bridge with this day. It was the first day the French girls were given access to me since my relationship with Annika had become obvious.
Cecile had handled it well. Angelique had somewhat used her threesome with Laila as a bit of protection and permission of itself. Still, she was a bit less hands on that she usually was.
So for the next three days, there was a noticeable change in the dynamics of the group. Some aspects of Angelique's 'flirting' changed. For one thing, she groped less, but touched nearly as much; just not my cock. She liked to 'stand too close' when we were doing thing, whether it was sharing cooking or looking at a snake; her hips against mine.
And that sort of leads us to the other part of flirting, if that;s what it was.
As the monsoon season approached and we had the occasional rain squall, the dry heat turned to a muggy heat. Bikinis had already been basically the main form of clothing unless there was a really good reason to wear something more. And there almost always wasn't.
Laila however had started a trend of going topless as well; complaining about sweating under the bikini top, tiny though it was. That was something quickly adopted by the other girls as well; unless others were about. But the camping grounds we were using were becoming increasingly isolated and small, so that was becoming much less of a reason.
But with the same excuse, the bikini pants were also becoming smaller -- they were all digging into their seemingly bottomless selection of bikinis to bring out the ones with the smallest panels and the narrowest gussets or strings.
That had been the case almost from day one with Annika and Laila. After all, their objective had been to seduce me; something that clearly worked; although most days we were a little more modest than the ones they were settling into by this time.
Basically the width of the front of their bikini was little more than that of a bandaid. The gusset might hide their vulva if it wasn't aroused. If they were aroused, well, it all spilled out.
I had grown used to that. As we all acknowledged, I was their sex toy (and they mine only to the extent of satisfying their needs; which in any case were more than mine). I was only fully useful to them in an aroused state and they knew how to get me there; by visual means as much as physical ones. And my arousal would often trigger theirs; or the other way around.
Unlike Annika and Laila, the French girls didn't come with the specific purpose of seducing a male to use for their pleasure. Sure, it was pretty clear they had expected to pick up a good root or two along the way -- preferably French -- but, I suppose you'd call their method of seduction a bit more conventional. Flirting and some degree of visual tease, but with less emphasis on actual early exposure of their sexual organs.
But, maybe inspired by Annika and Laila and with some degree of competition for the one male, they'd dug deeper into their bag as the trip had gone on. Reasonably modest bikinis -- even if small -- had made way for even smaller thong bikinis. The front of theirs were wider than a bandaid, but being string tied ones with a sliding front piece, the already narrow front became even narrower as it was permitted to bunch up.
Angelique, clearly more sexually frustrated than Cecile, took it to the greater extreme. Letting the material bunch up until it was nearly as narrow as Annika's band aid gusset, she sit opposite, often staring down as whatever erection Annika had left me with as she sat on me, spread her legs and smile at me as I watched her grow aroused; her nipples hardening, her areola puffing up and of course, her vulva opening until her labia were fully on display. It's effect was multiplied by her mons bulge which simply highlighted. the sexuality of it all, especially when much of it was on display because the front of her bikini was way to narrow to cover it.
So the lead up to the sixth day I started this chapter with was fraught with sexual overtones.
The girls had been doing some reading up on our destination for the day -- tunnel creek. I very mush felt they had some special plans for it.
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That third day, the one I wrote about in the last chapter, was perhaps one of the -- what's the right word -- weirdest? No, weirdest doesn't cover it. Bizarre? Maybe.
Three days after Annika and I had admitted to each other a mutual fondness -- it took a while for us to use the word 'love' -- I found myself fucking the two French girls once each and Laila three times. It would have been four for Laila except for the fact there were already other people at one of the gorges that seem to be her favourite place to completely lose her shit while, at her request, I pound her in a way even I worry about.
All while Annika was close enough to hear it all, and for all I know, since I'm focused on other things, watch it. Of course, it was with Annika's permission; almost actually her instruction.
But of course, these things don't come without a price to be paid, - if you want to call it that - and unsurprisingly, Annika wanted hers.
As our feelings for each other had grown, and even before we'd admitted it to each other, Annika had more or less claimed the nights, which included evenings and mornings, as her time with me. She was less inclined to want the wild, crazy, outdoor sex that Laila craved and instead increasingly drifted towards lots of long cuddles, which turned to sex, which neither had the frequency nor the athletic approach of Laila's. Plus I suppose there were her 'quickies'; spur of the moment sex in all sort of places.
For much of the rest of the day after I'd fucked the French girls, Annika had claimed me for herself; except when Laila wanted a fuck at a new gorge. She was always with me, often cuddling me as we explored the gorges and other landscapes and otherwise hand in hand when a cuddle didn't work. But her libido was off the scale too.
At the same gorge the French girls were fucked at, Annika had me cuddling her, facing into me with her legs spread and wrapped around mine with, for the second time that day, my swimwear sheathed erection pushing into the gusset of her bikini, when she reached down, unsheathed my erection, pulled aside the gusset of her pants and sunk my erection into her body.
That made it a very intimate cuddle. She didn't at first, start thrusting or bouncing up and down on me. To those looking on, we were still just cuddling and kissing. But she did start subtly screwing her hips around to screw my erection around inside her and rock back and forwards in a way that achieved a similar result. All with a very tight grip on my cock.
The light kissing and pecking went to full on, deep penetration, tongue down my throat, French kissing as I sensed her breathing and a little light moaning revealing a very stimulated woman.
She still had her tongue down my throat as she came; her tight grip on my shaft making her contractions all the more obvious. Once she was finished she jerked my erection with very small, very tight movements until she brought me to a climax too.
After I'd finished my own groaning, she pulled her head away, gave me a big smile and asked...
"Was that a nice one?"
I didn't lie when I said...
"That was a very nice one."
That message was important to her; especially after I'd just fucked Angelique.
Later in the day, as we walked between the second and third gorge, admiring the landscape, she let us drop back from the others before taking me behind a large rock and leaning back against it to again unsheathe the erection in my swimmers, pull aside the gusset of hers and have me fuck her standing up. A quickies, as we call it. Her tight grip on me made sure I didn't last long; more so because this time I could use the longer, better angled thrusts that maximised both her and my pleasure.
But the real game started as darkness fell and we retired into our tent on top of our truck.
As usual, I gave Laila a kiss and cuddle before turning towards Annika.
Climbing into bed in a small tent between two naked and uncovered girls -- given the warmth of the nights -- was enough to arouse me in any case. It always does. After all, they're lying flat on their back and I'm climbing into the tent from their feet end; staring straight up their vaginas if there's the slightest spread of the legs -- which there always is. Above that are their breasts pointing skyward as I crawl between their beautiful, shapely bodies.
By the time I finish crawling up between them and lower myself down, I have a full erection dangling stiffly from my torso and starting to weep pre-cum.
Pushing against Laila as I kiss her goodnight only hardens it further as I smear pre-cum on her stomach. So, by the time I turn towards Annika, she, on any night, already has a full on boner pushed deeply into the flesh of her stomach; at least until Annika repositions it to a more intimate position.
The kiss and cuddle I have with Annika is way more intense than that with Laila; with intertwined legs and more than a little rolling on top of each other. So she's pretty quickly aroused too -- although I suspect, from the view I get as I crawl between them, she is before I even climb into the bed.
So in the process of that, Annika gets herself penetrated. And she makes sure with her actions that it's all the way in.
On this night Annika wasn't going to even wait for me to turn towards her. As soon as I finished kissing Laila and rolled onto my back, Annika mounted me. She must have been really aroused because there was no foreplay. Lying on top of me with her legs straddling mine, she quickly and easily penetrated herself with my erection.
What followed was an intense squirming about on top of me as she groped and caressed my body with her hands and she passionately kissed me; her squirming having the effect of rather pleasurably twisting, turning and slightly thrusting my erection around inside her.
I've always wondered, as Annika and I have sex alongside her, how Laila responds to this. When my back is turned to her, there would be nights she might not even know; our love making being more gentle and passive.
But on this night Annika was going to full measure on top of me as her right leg laid alongside Laila's; with Laila still facing towards from our goodnoght kiss.
Whatever it was, it didn't inhibit Annika. As her passions grew, her squirming turned to thrusting. It wasn't a grinding thrust like she might use cowgirl. Rather it was a very slippery in and out movement where she raised and lowered her hips so I could feel my erection bent and be dragged through her crease -- and I assume across her clit -- with both the withdrawal and re-penetration of her; with her labia sensuously caressing the sides of my shaft with each movement.
As it often does when having sex with Annika, my cock had that super stretched hardness, which made the pressure put on her vulva as my erection was bent upward by her movements, really firm.
Annika was quickly working herself up to a high state of arousal. Laila screams like a banshee. Annika, for the most part, does nothing like that. Her most obvious, and first sign of her arousal is her breathing growing increasingly heavy. While she can put on a show on some days, for the most part, this bedtime sex only elevates to moaning.
And fairly quickly, moaning she was.
Normally, her climax quickly follows. But this time Annika was dragging it out (I could joke, 'and pushing it back in', but I won't). Her withdrawals and re-penetrations were slow, wet and slippery and you could tell each movement was deeply pleasuring her; not in some sort of rising crescendo, but rather signalled by the depths from which her moans were drawn.
As for me? It was delightful. My shaft bathed in her copious juices and delighted in the softness of her body and the features she was working it across. But it wasn't building to anything yet. Annika knew how to make me cum quickly and how to delay my release and she was definitely going down the second path this time. So I just laid there and enjoyed it; playing with her nipples, even sucking them when they came within reach with her movements, and groping her lovely bottom as the inclination took me.
As she came, she used her hand to pull me into full penetration; making sure, if nothing else, my erection was pummelled by her firm contractions.
When she was seemingly finished, she rolled us over, putting me on top.
For a moment, I thought I was about to be given full reign to go for my own climax in my preferred position; a rare privilege in the confines of the tent.
But it was foolish optimism. Annika whispered into my ear...
"Can you try and give me a nipple orgasm?"
It might have come across as a question, but in practice it was a demand. It's not that I don't like playing with and sucking her nipples. I do. I love it.
But with all the new sexual experiences I'd had this trip, that Star Link I was using for my Uni studies was playing a secondary role.
I'd used it to explore Cecile's cervical orgasms; never having even heard of them before. And I'd used it to find out more about Angelique's nipple orgasms; because I'd never seen that before either. Well, it turns out about 10% of women can come to nipple stimulation alone. As a male, I thought it would be rather nice to have a girlfriend in that 10%. We all like a bit of innocent and sometimes playful nipple play; even in semi public situations. Imagine being able to bring her to an orgasm as you sat behind her, your arms around her chest sitting on the grass of -- say -- the side lines of a cricket game.
But that number 10% didn't give Annika a high probability of getting there. I'd done a lot of nipple play with her as we had sex and, while it was very clear it was very stimulating for her, I'd never sensed it was enough by itself to get her there.
But who was I to argue with a request that I play with her breasts.
Once Angelique came along, her DD (or bigger) breasts somewhat dominated the 'battle of the breasts', subtle though the battle was. Not just in size -- which was impressive enough -- but also in their puffy areola and large nipples.
But on her tall slender body, Annika's breasts, which I would guess are on the small side of a C cup, are not to be scoffed at. Indeed, with my preference for skinny women, hers are the second biggest pair I've ever had the luck to play with. So I happily took on the task I was given.
After all, breasts have more than a small attraction to men and actually being asked to play with them is something of a privilege; not just sucking and tweaking nipples, but caressing the breast itself, motor-boating them, even titty fucking them -- although there was no room for the latter in the confines of our tent..
But it would take an enormous amount of contortion of my neck to suck them while I was still fully penetrated in her -- as I was when she made the request. I worked down her body, leaving what I might guess as the top quarter of my erection in her as I reached the point I could comfortably get my lips over her nipple.
I licked her right nipples as my fingers tweaked her left one. Having got both the nipples tall and hard, I actually did take the right one into my mouth and sucked it vigorously for a while before taking even more of her breast into my mouth to flick my tongue against the nipple and play it against the roof of my mouth.
Having well and truly slivered up her right nipple, I moved my mouth across the the left; caressing the right one with my hand as I tweaked her now slippery nipples between two fingers.
Trough all of this, I was monitoring its effect on her. She was certainly breathing more heavily; even making little noises and hums indicating it was pleasuring her.
I also left myself room to enhance my own pleasure; doing a bit of playful motor boating while tweaking both breasts with my hands. So whatever I did to increase my own pleasure or playfulness, I made sure my stimulation of her was continuous.
To my surprise, I started to get the impression she was going to cum.
It was taking longer that Angelique took, but she was giving every indication of getting there. I again buried the top of her right breast into mouth and commenced a full on assault -- in the most erogenous way of course -- on her extended nipple with my tongue and the roof of my mouth.
Next thing I know, she quivering under me as a prelude to what seemed to be a pretty strong orgasm.
As soon as it started, I left the continuing of my stimulation of her nipples to my hands as I pushed my hard and now anxious erection all the way into her, gently biting her neck as she moaned in pleasure. It answered one question. I could feel her contractions even for an orgasm that was essentially nipple activated. Not as powerful as her last one, but certainly discernible.
Lifting myself on extended arms so I could stare down at her breasts, I thrust gently, hoping I'd now be allowed -- or better still encouraged -- to find my own climax. The hands she put on my bottom told me yes.
My thrusts weren't hard or fast. They were long, slow and deliberate; adjusted to make the most of the slippery, wet vagina Annika's own climaxes had created for me. I'd been in a hurry to penetrate and start having sex with her, but was equally happy to play the long game, rather than go for a quick climax. And with only a slight grip on me, Annika was allowing that.
As much as, in deference to Laila now asleep next to us, and the French girls in the adjoining truck, I could suppress the volume, I could not hold back, the need to groan. And groan I did. Groans of pleasure with every thrust and withdrawal.
Enough I think it was amusing Annika; this tall muscular (her works) man on top of her reduced to a groaning idiot by her vagina. Enough she was playing with my chest while grinning like a Cheshire cat at me.
My erection felt harder than ever; I could feel the stretched skin of the shaft desperately trying to find more length but not entirely succeeding as the flesh of it was stimulated more and more by my actions.
Annika was patient. It took something close to ten minutes before the inevitable consequence of what I was doing caught up with me; an intense build-up of the erotic excitement that had infused my manhood. As Annika noticed my groans getting louder and turning to grunts, she gripped me a bit tighter. It was all it took to push me over the edge.
Those wonderful pulses of my orgasm flooded my cock and my brain in what felt like an endless succession, leaving me face planted into the bunk alongside Annika's head, moaning my guts out.
As I finally stopped, she whispered...
"Stay in me..." as she rolled me onto the bed, leaving us both on our side facing each other in a tight embrace.
With sex that's lasts so long and feels so good, I always find my erection slow to go flaccid as long as I leave it alone; such as not thrusting again. This one was no exception. It even still felt stretched. Annika added...
"Let's go to sleep like this."
We've done it before. Many times;especially after an exhausting day.
It requires an intimate closeness. If I'm not going to arch my back uncomfortably, my nose is sort of under Annika's cheek; leaving me breathing in her sweet feminine breath. Our upper arms are over each other in a tight embrace. The lower arms are the tricky bit.
I let her fill the gap under my head between my shoulder and the pillow. Mine I have to lie on; tucking it under my arm pit with my hand nicely cupping her breast with her nipple between my fingers. It works. Sometimes I lose blood flow to my lower arm and have to roll over. But not often.
It had been a big day, so exhaustion caught up with us fairly quickly. Quickly enough I don't remember my erection giving up its existence before I joined the land of the sleeping.
We don't have a clock in the tent, so our nights are measure by the rising sun.
So I don't know what time it was that I was half awoken by Annika rocking gently on my shaft; her body lit up by a soft moonlight. The erection she was using was a full one; even with a touch of that stretched skin feeling, although I doubt it was the same one I went to sleep with. Nature doesn't work that way.
When she sensed me awake, she changed her pattern somewhat; holding me tightly and pushing down deeply while rubbing her vulva against my pubis and the base of my erection. It actually felt rather nice, especially when I felt her labia surrounding my shaft.
She must have got herself pretty aroused before I got woken because she came pretty quickly; immediately clamping herself down on my erection and throwing her body up and down on my shaft to bring me to a pretty quick climax too.
It was all over in a few minutes and I'd barely emerged from my drowsy state; although enough to enjoy my climax.
My shaft didn't retain the same full on degree of stiffness that the one earlier in the night did, but it was enough to keep me penetrated in her as we both drifted into sleep again.
It was still dark when I was woken again, but this time by the sound of Annika softly moaning. It took me a few moments to get my thoughts together and work out what was happening. Her body was still. She wasn't rocking on me or showing any signs of actively stimulating herself. On the other hand, I had a fairly full boner, half penetrated in her; a boner that went completely hard as I responded to having my erection in her body.
Still trying to work out what was happening, I slowly slid it all the way in; noting that in doing so I was breaking the vaginal mucus that previously had held it in place.
When I realised she was breathing heavily too, I concluded she must be having the female equivalent of a wet dream. We'd been here once before. It struck me as strange. From a male point of view, I'd always thought wet dreams were associated with a sex drought.
I didn't even know women could get them, but Annika bulldozed that thought the first time she had one. For her at least, intimate contact while we're sleeping seems to leave her open to them.
I was tempted to hurry it along by playing with her nipples, but, apart from pushing my erection in even a bit harder, I decided to let nature take it's course. My recollection of wet dreams is that the don't last long. The dreams seem to have a very short story line before you get woken up as your cum makes a mess of your bed; unless you can very quickly roll on your back.
But that's a matter of remembering a dream after you've woken; a not entirely reliable basis on which to judge.
Either way, Annika's was going a bit longer than I thought it would. When I could tear my eyes away from staring at her breasts, I watched her face as her breathing got heavier and heavier; the moans more like occasional interludes to whatever story her dream was giving her.
She grunted a bit as I felt her contractions signal her orgasm, her eyes popping open to find me staring back at her while in some automatic motion her hand reach for her crotch only to find my shaft in its way.
I was not entirely sure she was fully awake as, without saying anything, she rolled me on top of her, and spread her legs and arms in a sort of 'take me' pose.
Since my erection already filled her vagina, it seemed a reasonable thing to take what was offered.
I lifted myself on outstretch arms again and started thrusting. I'd expected her to grip me tightly to bring it to a quick finish. But she didn't. Indeed, once her contractions finished, it was like her body was completely relaxed; almost asleep again.
My erection was back to the fully stretched, highly aroused, mode that only Annika -- and to my shame, Angelique -- can trigger. So it was incredibly sensitive to the pleasure I had of sliding my erection in and out of her; but again, without her gripping me, not in a way that was brewing me up.




Annika was just laying still, receiving my thrusts. No hands on my bottom guiding me, her eyes closed, no playing with my chest and arm muscles as she usually does. Her body was responding, as her slippery, wet vagina told me; but I did start to wonder if I was fucking a sleeping woman, even if she invited me to.
I was trying to thrust at an angle that triggered her g spot, since I didn't want to use the deep thrust and screw around technique that stimulates her clit in her limp state.
After about four minutes, I realised I was getting some response from her; in that her moans and heavy breathing had started again. It encourage me to work a bit hard to bring her to a climax; surging my erection as I thrust in to increase the pressure on her g spot.
Whether that made any difference I don't know. All I do know is that she came. There was a bit of quivering, a groan and the pummelling of my shaft with her contractions, but apart from that, it was quite possible her body was in the physical lock-down state that accompanies REM sleep.
That made me think I needed to bring this to an end. She wasn't gripping, so I rubbed my shaft firmly against her vaginal opening to stimulate myself. It took what felt like another two minutes before I got there; suppressing my usual groans and follow on thrusts as the pulses of my climax pleasured both my erection and brain; but surprising me by triggering another climax in her.
I hung there on extended arms over her until we were both finished. Lowering myself slowly onto her, I rolled us both back on our sides to where we'd started, leaving my still firm erection in her. She put her arm over my hip and pulled me towards her, but apart from that I had no acknowledgement she was anything but asleep.
Deciding it would be something to work out in the morning, I surrendered myself to my now sleep deprived state.
You would think all that would have sated the sexual appetites of both of us. After all, since I'd got up that morning, I fucked the two French girls, fucked Laila three times and now Annika four times. That was nine ejaculations by my count. I'd lost count of Annika's climaxes, given she rarely came only once when we had sex, but it must have been nearly as many times.
So I was surprised just how randy I felt when I woke up.
In a way, that's not unusual. I assume I'm like most blokes when I wake up with a boner. What's more, it's with a boner that wants to be used; for some reason, mornings being the randiest part of my day. Which is always a disappointment, either because there's no women next to me to -- putting it crudely -- use it on, or if there is, she's asleep and I don't dare wake her.
It's one of the problems with me being an early waker; basically with the rising sun. And I get too restless just lying in bed. I need to get up if I'm not doing anything else; like fucking my girlfriend.
The issue is even more difficult when your erection is at its fullest, and it's already immersed in your girlfriend's vagina; or at least half immersed.
And, again to put it crudely, it was dying for a fuck, more desperately than usual.
By the time I'd awoken, my head was bent down under Annika's cheek, so the whole of my vision was taken up by her breasts. Now as much as I don't understand why males (or at least this one) randiest in the morning, nor do I fully understand our obsession with breasts. They clearly signal something to males because as far as I know, it's pretty well a universal obsession.
Womenlyness? Youth, if they are as perky as Annika's? I don't know. There's a dozen words you could use as an excuse; but they have a powerful effect on me; Annika's especially. At staring at hers wasn't helping my randiness, even if I refused to look away.
My erection felt like it was swelling even more, just looking at them.
I had a choice.
Wake Annika and ask for a fuck.
Start thrusting and hope she wakes up and embraces having a fuck.
Withdraw and get out of the tent and deal with it. For some that might be a wank; but I was more likely just to let it settle itself down.
Transfixed by the sight of her breasts, I took my prick teasing time to make a decision as I stared at her breasts. I gently withdrew from her.
I reached under my pillow to find the swimmers I (and the girls with their bikinis) keep there to put on first thing in the morning, since most of our gear is locked in the truck under the tent. I couldn't find it. All the activity last night seemed to have pushed it somewhere else and after reaching for every spot I could without waking the girls, I gave up and decided to exit the tent naked -- and aroused.
We were camped by a creek and the French girls were the only other people here, so I wasn't going to get arrested and they tended not to get up any earlier than Annika and Laila.
So I slipped out of the tent and went and sat on one of the camp chairs by the creek.
Neither the erection, nor the randiness, were going away. I played with it a bit, wondering how easy it might be to trigger a climax and bring it to an end. It felt nice, especially when I stroked the more sensitive parts, but after all the sex I had yesterday, it didn't seem to be ready to release without a full on wank. I even contemplated getting in the creek and doing just that; which seemed to offer me a bit more cover for doing it. But felt it beneath my dignity. Pride is a terrible thing.
I was still contemplating what to do when the back door of the French girls' camping Landcruiser opened, and Angelique emerged, dressed in nothing more than a tiny bikini bottom. With a quiet but chirpy...
"Good morning Tony"
She greeted me and came and sat on a camp chair facing mine. It was only then she discovered I was naked and aroused, and my embarrassment at being discovered wasn't enough to fix the latter issue; since I now had an all but naked Angelique with the most perfectly large breasts sitting opposite me.
Her English was very limited and my french non existent, so for a moment she just sat there looking at it. Eventually looking up, after satisfying herself it wasn't going down, she slowly commented in very broken and accented English...
"Annika asleep? Pity we can't fuck. Would fix."
I'm not sure Angelique wasn't testing me out. As she'd been watching, her nipples had hardened and her vulva opened, her labia escaping from the narrow gusset in her bikini pants and her mons bulge almost seemed to swell as the thick lips of that opened up as well. And I'm sure I watched her eyes dilate as she stared straight at me as she made those comments.
I thought I should attempt a reply...
"No. Can't fuck. Annika would not like."
"Yes, pity."
Angelique stood up, stepping down to the creek, making sure her bottom sashayed as she walked, before turning back as she entered the creek...
"Freshen up."
I suspect she wanted me to follow, and if the truth be known, after last night, a freshen up wasn't a bad idea. But once we're in the water Angelique tends to grope me as part of her permitted flirting and this was not a time for groping. Indeed, while Angelique normally sticks to the rules I even had the vibe that once she got me in the water, a fuck would at least be attempted.
None of these thought helped my erection go down, nor reduced my sense of sexual frustration. If anything the opposite.
Angelique swam and floated around in the creek, almost at my feet for maybe twenty minutes; sometimes floating on her back, making sure her breasts projected clear of the water, otherwise duck diving, sticking her bum in the air as she went down. She occasional stopped to exchange pleasantries to the extent her English would let her, letting her breasts dangle at my feet as she elevated them out of the water.
When she finally got out of the water, she ignored the fact her loosely ties bikini pants hung off her thighs, fully exposing herself and leaving behind any doubt she was pretty aroused herself. She'd only just pulled her pants back up and sat down opposite me again when Laila appeared...
"Annika wonders if you'd see her in the tent."
Hoping that might prove fruitful, I wandered over, climbing the ladder into the tent; still naked and still aroused.
I found her with my swimmers dangling from one finger...
"I wondered what you might be dressed in."
"I couldn't find them when I got up without waking you."
"So you've been naked and rampant since you left the tent? Were the French girls up?"
"Only Angelique."
"That's a big only. Why didn't you wake me up?"
"I would have loved to. I was even desperate to. But I didn't think I should."
"Are you still as desperate as your erection suggests?"
"Even more so."
"Well come and -- how do you put it -- have your way with me."
Annika flopped on her back, spreading her legs with slightly raised knees, and arms out to the side like she had during the night, before adding...
"And make it a big one, like you do for Laila."
"I didn't think you like that."
"I'm making an exception."
Her suggestion was the best one I'd had all morning. I just don't know why I felt so randy. But I did. Far from sating me, the last 24 hours of fuckery, and sleeping in the way I did with Annika, had left me desperate and it was driving me crazy. Put at its blandest, I needed a fuck and I needed it badly and now. It took all my control not to take up the offer which Angelique was fairly clearly dangling in front of me; but that would have been disastrous.
I knelt between Annika's legs and lowered myself down on her.
She was surprisingly aroused already, leaving me wondering how she got in that state. Do women wake up with a lady boner? But I was in no mood for wondering about the details. She used her hand to guide me into a very receptive vagina.
Normally mere penetration would substantially sate my sexual desires; at least for a while. But not this time; I had an overwhelming desire to start the fucking process. Don't get me wrong. I'd never do anything to hurt or debase Annika, but my need was strong.
I started thrusting, even as I sought clarity from Annika as to what she wanted...
"Do you want to do it in origami position like Laila does."
"No, just do it with the fast and furious passion Laila demands."
"Are you sure. It left you sore last time."
"I'm more prepared for it this time."
Until that point, I'd been thrusting pretty slowly; just long thrusts that felt fantastic.
I actually had no intention of going at it as fast as Laila had me do. Hers was verging on insane. But I could do a reasonable facsimile of it which I hoped would meet Annika's requirements. But even for that, I needed to get my shaft angle properly aligned. Otherwise my athletic thrusting might result in me bending my shaft and damaging it.
Putting the 'sex pillow' under Annika's hips, I adopted the 'elevated on outstretched arms' missionary position I'd be using and did a few thrusts; slowly upping the pace when I decided I was approaching at the right angle. The sex pillow of course was intended to lift her hips and cause my shaft to rake against her g spot. But it was this bent angle that made it all the more important for me to get it right.
Satisfied I had it well lined up, I upped the pace of my thrusts; each one crashing -- not too hard -- against her vulva.
Annika must have been just as randy as I was that morning. Not only was she ready to receive me before I'd even touched her, but she was quickly becoming very aroused; or at least that's what the moans told me.
She was vocalising more than usual; each thrust generating a machine gun like succession of moans...
"Oh...Oh...Oh...oh...oh...".
And louder too. Even at that point I wondered of she was deliberately putting on a show for the other girls. A sort of 'this guy is mine and I'm making the best of it' act.
Or, maybe she wasn't. Because I was surprised how quickly she came; and came hard at that. She's nothing like a screamer like Laila, but her loud, lengthy moan as she threw her hips up and rocked them about was quite a show.
And it was real. I could feel pretty powerful contractions pummelling my erection as I slowed the thrusting down during the period of her climax.
As for me, well, she was giving me nothing in the way of a grip. Her vagina was wet and slippery, so my shaft went in and out effortlessly (even if my hard worked thigh and back muscles might strongly contest the ;effortless' statement). The main stimulation I was getting -- apart from the shear delight of fucking her -- was the bell of my erection raking pretty firmly along the front wall of her vagina, and as a result, her g spot. But that wasn't enough to come anywhere near brewing me up.
Clearly Annika didn't plan this on being a quickie. As her climax subsided, she put her hands on my bottom and signalled to get on with the hard and fast thrusting again.
By this stage, I was grunting too; mainly a grunt of effort, with a bit of a moan of pleasure mixed up with it. I was dropping sweat all over Annika's chest and more than a little on her face. Slowing down my thrusts while she was climaxing had proved a much appreciated rest period. Now we were off again
As much as I was enjoying staring down at her wobbling breasts, she had her hands playing against my now bulging chest and arm muscles as she stared at those. So at least our passionate objectification of the other's body was mutual.
Her machine gun moaning was louder this time. Even as I kept fucking her I was starting to accept this was something of a show being put on for the other girls, who were after all, mere meters away on the other side of the tent material. That's not to say her responses weren't real. Nor was the grunting her demands were leading me to. It was just a deliberate swapping of her usual sexual preference for intimacy for what might be be described as a ;big bang'.
My cock, stirred up by the -- I'm only guessing -- testosterone boost of fucking away at this beautiful woman for so long, had gone into the super hard, stretched skin mode that only Annika and Angelique can generate in me. And that make my erection really sensitive in a strange sort of way; the sort of way that makes ever thrust feel really good but still isn't generating a path to orgasm.
I can only guess that this one went on for about five minutes. Five minutes of fast, hard thrusting that had her body rag-dolling under me, her breasts wobbling up a storm and her moans getting louder and louder.
At least this time, the quivering of her whole lower body gave me some warning of her impending climax. Which was lucky, because it was bigger again; bigger in the sound of her prolonged climatic moan, but more importantly in the almost violence of her hip throw. With my legs between hers, it wasn't so much a case of being lifted up by her as her movement substantially withdrawing my shaft from her body.
Using my lower leg and toes to elevate my hips higher, I thrust my erection into full penetration and held it there; the minimal contact I had with the bed permitting me to go with the flow of the movement of her hips -- both from side to side and up and down -- maintaining full penetration and getting the full measure of her even more powerful contractions pummelling my shaft.
As much as I was enjoying this sex, I sincerely hoped that after this one, she'd give me even the slightest grip, which felt like it was all that was needed to have me spraying my cum into her.
But no.
As she relaxed her hips back down onto the sex pillow it was like she rested there, collecting and regaining her breath, before her hands were back on my bottom again, asking me to start thrusting.
I complied, but as her machine gun moans became even louder again, I found myself looking for a way to change my thrusts towards triggering my own climax. The answer wasn't easy. Absent any grip from her, my best hope was a more elevated thrust, letting me rub the top of my shaft on the front of her vaginal opening. But the current movement was the opposite of that, coming up from underneath to rake her g spot. With her hips elevated on the pillow, coming over the top was neither easy, nor something I could do as subtly as I might have wanted..
I gave up on that thought and went with the flow; pounding her in the way she'd asked for. She no doubt had a plan. Surely she wouldn't have me doing this all day!
But all this action was accumulating in her response. This time around, she was almost violently quivering within about a minute and climaxed again a minute later; with the loudest and longest prolonged moan I've ever heard from her.
Now, it was her orgasm that seemed to last forever; her loud moans rolling out of her mouth like they had a musical tempo to them as her elevated body flailed about. Like last time, I was on my toes, trying to stay fully penetrated in her by following her movements; just occasionally finding the opportunity to add a couple of more thrusts because they seemed to throw her into an even more intense climatic tizzy.
For the first time with those little thrusts, I also felt at least some grip from her, encouraging me to do some more. My erection loved it; sending beautiful pleasure signals to my brain.
For Annika, this was the orgasm that just kept giving. Long enough my toes, which were being unreasonably asked to carry half my weight as I flat planked over her moving body, were really starting to complain. Unable to do it any longer, I sank back onto my knees, in the process lowering my own hips and forcing her squirming body back down onto the sex pillow.
Now I had a bit of grip from her, I unleashed my thrusting on her again; sending her into an even deeper climatic tizz.
But it flipped a switch in my body too. My erection was flooded in erotic pleasure signals. Really intense ones. What were previously grunts of effort suddenly become deep groans of pleasure; loud ones. Ones much louder, but uncontainable, than I'd even come close to doing before.
Five, six, seven, eight thrusts. I was about to explode. My erection, already ready to rip itself apart with the extremely stretched skin of my over extended, super hard manhood, was ready to burst into flames as my balls boiled over. All the frustration, all of the acute randiness I'd felt all morning, was coming to a head.
That first throbbing pulse as it rushed up my shaft nearly blew my brain. I let out an almost yelling...
"AAAAHHHHHHHHhhhhh..."
What followed was pulse after mind blowing pulse. Far from feeling like I was delivering the tiny little quirt of cum that surely must be all that was left after the last 24 hours, it felt like my erection was delivering Annika's vagina a high pressure hosing
And it seemed to me like the pulses just kept rolling. If they slowed at all, my body called for giving Annika another couple of thrusts and it was like a whole new orgasm overwhelmed me.
All the time I'm going...
"OOOUUUUUAAAAAHHHHHHHh..."
I collapsed down onto Annika's body, burying my face in the bed next to her head as the pulses and moans accompanying them continued. Way longer than they ever had before. Way more powerful too.
But it seemed I wasn't the only one caught in the grip of an orgasm. My brain had sort of been overcome by my own climax and my voice drowned out me hearing Annika's. I hadn't really been registering where Annika was at.
As I recovered my senses, even if my climax was far from finished, I because aware Annika was still climaxing too. I became more aware at it when lying on top of her with little regard to my weight, I thrust a couple of times to renew my own pulses. She almost went out of her mind and body; moaning loudly as she forlornly pushed her hips up against my immovable ones while screwing her hips around against me.



Eventually my pulses faded and stopped, leaving me still moaning into the bunk. I tried another thrust or two, but my climax was spent; although my shaft still radiated some sort of hot pleasure. Annika was still moaning too and her fading contractions could still be felt by my erection.
OK, that now took the top spot of the best orgasm I'd ever had in my life. Even much better than my previous best from when I'd fucked Angelique a few days ago. Mind you, the top 20 orgasms I've ever had in my life would all be since I've met Annika and Laila.
Why, this one topped Angelique's -- which was much the same sort of sex - I don't know. Yes, I find lots of time spent thrusting both makes for a better orgasm when it comes and leaves me with a prolonged post orgasm hard on. But I fuck Laila several times a day like this and get nothing like the sort of outcome I'd just experienced.
I speculated that actually loving someone makes for a better orgasm; but what would I, a 22 year old caught up in a strange sort of polygamous situation, know about such things.
I started to worry about my weight crushing Annika. I didn't want to withdraw from her yet, so holding tight her body -- still in the last vestiges of her orgasm -- I rolled her over, bringing her on top of me.
That sort of brought her out of her orgasmic focus. Pushing down hard on the erection still penetrated into her, she kissed me passionately, coming up for air after a few minutes...
"That is bigger than normal."
"What is?"
"Your erection."
I was surprised she had noticed the difference. I've never previously had the sort of erections that Annika (and to be honest, Angelique) induce in me. They certainly feel as though my body has pumped too much blood into them. As I've recorded before, they feel super hard and really, really stretched.
And while I'm not in the habit of putting a ruler on my erection to make sure I'm within some sort of specified dimension, I do know, from the finger test (how many finger widths between the top of my erection and my navel) that it's normally about a finger widths longer when in this super hard mode. As for diameter, I wouldn't have a clue. Maybe it's thicker, maybe it's not. Whatever the change is, Annika noticed it; although since she's had me in super hard mode before, it made me wonder if it hadn't gone further this time...
"There are times you make me feel super aroused in a way others don't. It makes my erection feel really stretched and hard. What it does to the size of it, I can't really say, but I'm surprised you noticed the difference."
"I certainly noticed the difference. It is still bigger. It does not want to go down."
"You know that happens when I have really good sex with someone I care about."
"What about love?"
"Even more so when loved. But it happened before we reached that level."
"And if I ask whether that means it wants more, you'll tell me it doesn't work that way."
"That's what mother nature dictates."
"Pity"
She kissed me some more, resting her breasts on my chest, all the while gently and subtly screwing my erection around inside her as she rubbed her vulva on my pubis and the base of my shaft. I half -- indeed, wholly -- expected that action would deflate my shaft; because even in a long lasting one, doing any sort of additional stimulation of it seems to trigger it into going flaccid; or at least softer.
But it wasn't and, as Annika kept kissing and pashing me, she lowly ramped up her stimulation of herself, with more pressure being exerted on both my pubis and the base of my shaft.
Even with her tongue thrust down my throat, she was starting to hum and breathe more heavily.
We've had 'follow on sex' before -- sex where I don't completely go flaccid or even withdraw my semi-hard shaft from her before having more sex. But a common feature is a sensation of having the plug pulled on my full erection and it deflating at least a little before I become aroused again.
Even though something like five minutes to ten minutes had passed with Annika kissing me since I'd finished my orgasm, I had not yet had that sensation. Indeed, it still felt as stretched as it was just before I ejaculated.
Annika was increasingly starting to work herself against my erection. It wasn't long before she lifted herself up into a reverse missionary, leaving me sucking her breasts as she rose up and down on it. Then she brought her knees under for a full cowgirl, bending my shaft up at ninety degrees with it forcefully pushed against the front wall of her vagina; a bend that the hardness of my erection strongly fought against.
As she started to lift herself up and down on that, she started moaning again. Not as loudly as before, but more than loudly enough to be heard outside the tent.
As she came, she clamped my erection tightly, moved back to the reverse missionary position and thrust herself up and down on it, even as she was still climaxing herself. It didn't take long. I was soon cumming, my grunting and groaning mixing with her moans as she lay flat on top of me and extracted every bit of climatic pleasure she could out of me by continuing to use my erection in whatever way prolonged her orgasm.
Kissing me again, she blurted out with a big grin on her face...
"That was incredible. Who said they can't be used a second time."
I still had some doubts about that. Maybe it refreshed without going down. I don't know. The intense sexuality of the situation I've found myself in is something completely new to me. Is the male body intended to have -- what was it -- something like ten orgasms or more within the space of a day.
That was the start of another five minutes of kissing and cuddling.
We hadn't been going for long before Annika took her tongue out of my mouth to exclaim...
"This has been a wonderful finish to a night of sex and sexual dreams. You would not believe some of the dreams I had, which included orgasms in my dreams. You have a powerful effect on me, as does the presence of your erection in my body as we sleep."
My first reaction was along the lines o f 'that's not a statement many guys hear from their girlfriends'. But it raised another question...
"How many times do you think we made love during the night after we went to sleep, but before this morning."
"One very beautiful time."
"I have to tell you that one of your dreams wasn't a dream at all. It was actually us having sex. While you were a keen participant at the time, I wondered if you were fully awake."
"Was that the one where you were on top of me?"
"Yes."
"Here I thought that was the nicest dream of all. We will have to do that more often."
Annika went back to kissing me, continuing to do so until that five minutes passes and the flaccidness of my manhood could no longer sustain its presence in her vagina. That seemed to be a signal to Annika to rejoin the others.
Both of us had to put on swimmers over very wet and sticky crotches and it quickly showed through the material.
As we climbed down from the tent, we were greeted with a round of applause with Angelique adding something which Laila converted to English for me in the sense of...
"We thought we were going to have to come up and rescue you at one time."
Both of us slipped into the creek to wash ourselves, and our swimmer bottoms, before sitting back on our chairs.
There followed a very animated and lengthy conversation in french, which after they were finished, Annika summarised for me as...
"They wanted to know what we were doing that took so long and made me so noisy. And they wanted it in a lot of detail."
"And you told them?"
"I didn't have much choice. They thought you did very well lasting for so long."
I gave her a smirking grin. The fact was, I didn't have much choice either.
But there was something in it all that confirmed my suspicion that Annika was at least a little driven by a desire to lay claim to me and my body. She got me in bed, where real love making occurs, and had me give her a fucking that exceeded anything that anyone else had got. It was a way of saying, 'he's mine and I get the best of him'.
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Road trip 10
Two days after what I've come to think of as Annika's 'he's mine' sexual performance, we arrived at the Windjama Gorge and set up camp at what is called the 'Quiet Campground' (no generators).
I wasn't sure whether that title covered noisy sex. Fortunately, this late in the tourist season, that issue never came to be debated.
The morning had been spent exploring the Lennard Gorge -- which was actually on the same river as the Windjama one, but further upriver and on a smaller scale. That had involved a fair bit of walking, and of course, swims in the rock pools of the Gorge.
And that meant Laila getting herself fucked by me on the water's edge in the usual noisy way. But because we knew the Windjama Gorge was unsuitable for swimming because of the freshwater crocodiles, Laila insisted on getting herself fucked twice in the Lennard Gorge; once at the start of the walk and again on the way out.
The Freshwater Crocodiles are not that keen about eating people -- unlike the salties -- but given the number of them in the Windjama waters, it's considered best not to swim there.
The Windjama Gorge is considered one of the jewels of the Kimberlies; one of the classic examples of world geology. They say that nowhere else are the relationships between the various deposits of an ancient reef complex so well exposed.
Of course, as we went on the lengthy walks that explored the gorge, that wasn't the only thing exposed. By now tiny bikinis and flip flops (or what Aussies call thongs) were their walking outfits If you want to play international word games, given the cut of their bikini bottoms, saying they had thongs on their feet and thongs on their bottoms wasn't far from the truth. As for their tops, well, given the scarcity of other travellers at this time of year and the hot muggy climate as the monsoon season approached, they were increasingly becoming optional.
Using as an excuse their sweating breasts, all of Angelique, Laila and Annika were inclined to remove them and carry them tucked into the string tie of their pants. Was it really that sweaty? I have my doubts.
There were games being played where, if you'll forgive what might appear as my immodesty, in Harry Potter Quidditch terms, I am something like the Golden Snitch.
With the biggest breasts, Angelique was the one most likely to first remove hers. But she was also the one most sexually frustrated.
I'd been brought along on this trip, supposedly as their male protector (from their father's point of view). But from Laila's and Annika's point of view, I had started out more as their toy boy -- and a very sexually orientated toy at that.
When we'd dragged the truck of the French girls, Angelique and Cecile, out of the bog and the girls had teamed up as a group, I was 'lent out' to satisfy their sexual frustration; since the French girls had come on the road trip expecting to find a lot of French males doing the trip too, but coming at the wrong time of year had found their expectations unfulilled. But Annika especially was reluctant to make it an open go on me. It was limited to once every three days.
For Cecile, that was enough.
For Angelique, it obviously wasn't enough; even if she tried to obey the rules. She's an irredeemable flirt. Not just subtly either. In an environment where the girls are already going around nearly naked, losing a few more items -- like her bikini top and pants -- barely registers as unusual for her. And she'll touch and grope whenever she gets a chance; and there's plenty of those as we swim around in the gorges. And she doesn't muck about with where she touches. My balls and cock are a constant target for her.
The biggest turn on for her is to induce a boner in me In a situation where I'm expected to follow their lead and run around in nothing more than a pair of swim briefs while mingling with a group of highly sexualised, nearly naked girls, that's not hard to trigger and impossible to hide. Even easier to induce if she's actually touching up my cock.
Now my relationship with Annika has gone further, there's no denying my role as a toy boy for four girls has become more complex. In her own little way, Annika has become far more defensive. So if Angelique exposes her breasts, and very deliberately -- I was going to say flashes, but really we're talking more about long term displays -- her breasts at me, Annika does too. Laila has less reason for following suit, but does anyway.
Anyway, by the time we settled around the camp for dinner that night, Laila had got her two screaming fucks, Annika had got herself a quickie pressed, standing up, against the rocks as we dropped behind the others and it was pretty obvious Angelique was as frustrated as hell. She positioned herself sitting on her camp chair opposite me, legs apart, topless with hardened nipples and her opened labia escaped from the gusset of her bikini pants.
I knew I'd be hearing her coming as she fingered herself pretty soon after we went to bed.
But she wasn't the only one who'd be responding to a climax that night. In our tent, at night, there seems to be an unspoken agreement between Annika and Laila that my body belongs to Annika; assuming Laila's had her turns during the day.
So as we climbed into the tent, the sex pillow went under Annika's hips and I went over the top of her; the g spot stimulation she gets from having the sex pillow under her giving her a powerful climax and giving me a pretty good one too.
While after that we slept in the narrow confines of the tent cuddled up, I didn't sleep penetrated into her.
The night was uneventful. Warm and muggy enough we were all naked and uncovered, but not so bad we couldn't sleep. Still, as I do, I woke up with the early dawn.
I lay there for a while, entertaining myself by staring at Annika's breasts; with a side serving of a shapely body and lovely mons. If I wanted variety, I had Laila's, nearly as beautiful body, awaiting my vision on the other side of me. But Annika's was my preferred viewing because it had now acquired an emotional aspect, over and above what others might think of as my objectification of her truly beautiful body.
I'd woken with a morning glory, and staring at her breasts had kept it as hard as a rock. And while a certain degree of randiness came from that, it was nothing like the urgent need I had two nights ago.
But there's a limit to everything. After about half an hour I started to get restless. One part of me wanted to stay and stare; the other wanted to get up and walk around or make breakfast. I started to ferret around under my pillow for the swim briefs I keep there for the morning.
Whatever movement I made must have disturbed Annika because I felt her hand reach out, slide up my upper thigh and wrap itself around my erection. I hummed in delight as she slid her hand lightly up and down it.
In a half asleep voice she whispered...
"Fuck me."
I always shudder a bit as the girls use what is somewhat regarded as a rude expression, rather than, for instance, ask me to make love to her. In part it has become the common expression because of the language differences and this represents a commonly understood request (or demand). But in part, it also is a result of the fact I was essentially originally picked up by them as a sexual toy boy. Fucking them was exactly what they wanted from me and any softer expression would simply have been hiding the truth.
"I don't need to you know."
"You've got a morning erection we will get rid of."
Well, I thought, that's one way of putting it. In part a language limitation, but I suspected she also didn't want me fronting Angelique, if she was up early, with the erection; as I have so many times before.
Her legs were already spread apart, waiting for me to mount her. Kneeling between her legs I started to reach clumsily for the sex pillow, tucked somewhat out of the way. It raises their hips so I can stimulate their g spot better.
Her hand reached out and stopped mine...
"No. Just fuck me."
Given her still half asleep tone, OK, I thought, this really is just about emptying my balls and turning my cock flaccid before I leave the tent. I laid myself over her, centring the tip of my cock in her crease. She was already somewhat aroused and, when I surged my erection through her crease the tip quickly found itself captured in her vaginal opening.
I pushed myself in a bit, but found she was not yet fully receptive. I started lightly jerking myself into her, seeking to slowly open her up with forcing myself into her. Annika had a different idea. Putting her hand on my bottom, she pushed herself down on me; overcoming whatever resistance her vagina offered to bring me to full penetration.
Then she signalled for me to start thrusting.
While I felt her vagina expand and lubricate itself, I also found she quickly applied a moderate grip on me. She intended that I cum quickly.
I surrendered to her signals. Raising myself on my arms so I could stare down at her breasts, I started fucking her; doing so in a way more intended to satisfy my pleasure than hers. But, that wasn't to say I didn't want to drag out the enjoyment, rather than go off like a cheap firecracker.
I took moderately long thrusts at a nice pace; enjoying every moment of my shaft sliding in and out of her wondrous vagina. But, even then, the grip she had on me was unrelentingly stimulating. I came after about a minute. In any other circumstance it might have been regarded as premature. But it was what she aimed for.
As she sensed my climax finishing she whispered...
"Suck my breasts."
Well, that was an interesting request. Her nipples were already well extended, partly from her general arousal and partly from the way I'd be sliding my chest across them as I fucked her. Annika had recently discovered she could get nipple orgasms and I figured that was how she intended I finish her.
To avoid twisting my neck to get my mouth over her nipples, I needed to withdraw my still somewhat firm erection from her; which was sort of all it took to make it go flaccid. Then I happily sucked and licked away at them, using my fingers to stimulate the other nipple.
But I cheated too. I used my other hand to finger her.
So when I fairly quickly brought her to a climax, it wasn't that clear what caused it; but she seemed pleased enough, pulling me up to kiss me before asking...
"Have you got your pants this time."
So, she didn't want me presenting myself naked in front of Angelique again, as I had last time. But I'd felt where they were just before she distracted me with sex, so could honestly answer...
"Yes."
I slipped them on and climbed down the ladder as I exited the car rooftop tent. It was just as well I had the pants on. As I finished climbing backwards down the ladder, I turned around and found Angelique sitting on a camp chair watching. I don't know. I've never found a bare male butt attractive, especially when looked at from below. A female one on the other hand, well...
She was topless, as she usually is in the morning and otherwise just wearing a very small pair of bikini pants.
I sat facing her, noticing her first objective seemed to be to see whether I had a boner in my swimmers. Thanks to Annika, I didn't. And having drained my balls, and absent something more stimulating that Angelique's near nakedness and obvious arousal, I had no sense I was going to grow one just yet.
There is a significant language barrier between the French girls and myself. I have almost no french and their English is extremely limited. Still, we managed to conduct some conversation about the program for the day.
In terms of where we were going, it was the much anticipated Tunnel Creek. The girls had read a lot about it and were keen to explore it. From some of the snippets of conversation I'd managed to decode when the girls were speaking among each other, I got a strong feeling a sexual aspect of that was part of the attraction.
Angelique also managed to remind me this was the 'third day'; a day where I was allowed -- expected is probably a better word -- to fuck her. But that too seemed to be closely tied to the Tunnel Creek adventure. Indeed, I'd had the feeling for the last week that our timetable had been deliberately worked to align the Tunnel Creek visit with the important 'third day'.
And last night the girls had made it clear we needed to get their early -- like before anyone else does.
It wasn't that long before the other three girls joined us; given we needed to have breakfast and break camp to get on our way for the relatively short drive the our destination.
We were in the final stages of packing when Annika sidled up to me and said...
"Can you change into your Bondi Lifesavers speedos?"
That said a lot. Something was being planned and, to the extent that what I was wearing was important, it suggested a camera was involved. Still, I did as was requested, leaving four girls in nothing but bikini pants and me in nothing but my club speedos piling into the two trucks for the trip to our next destination.
Somehow Angelique managed to wrangle herself into our truck with Annika and myself. Normally, when one of the French girls is in our truck, it's Cecile, since I suspect Annika regards her as less of a 'threat'. I shudder quote 'threat' because I'm not sure what the threat is or if that's the right word. In short, Angelique is stunningly attractive in a highly sexualised way. I suppose most girls might regard that as a threat.
Regardless, with me in the front passenger seat, Annika driving and Angelique sitting behind her, it only took me finding some basis for a conversation with Annika for me to enjoy the very attractive sight of four delightful breasts bouncing wildly -- with Angelique's nipples hard and extended and her puffy areola prominent - as the truck bounced over the heavily rutted road.
It wasn't long before we arrived at our destination. Fortunately, there were no other cars in the parking area.
As the name suggests, Tunnel Creek is a natural underground creek that cuts through the Napier Range. A bit less that a kilometre long, it contains permanent pools of fresh water and it is possible to walk its length. From the photos we'd seen it looked to be about 10 meters wide and about as high, with interposed massive rocks, some sandbanks and no shortage of deepish pools.
The girls decided it was prudent to don the tops of their bikinis, lest we run into other tourists; plus we'd read you needed flip flops and a water proof tourch. Plus Laila brought along her waterproof camera which had been a frequent companion at many of our water stops -- including Bondi beach where they first picked me up.
Once you got away from the entrance, the place was pretty dark; although less so with four torches leading us along.
It started in a pool of water about knee deep, then onto a sandbank and around a massive boulder, The sandbank want for a while with a shallow pool running alongside it, before we were forced by the path back into another pool; this one about waist deep.
It had been interesting hour much echo there was from the constant conversation the girls carried out in french.
I'd been walking, sort of hand in hand with Annika. As we discovered how deep the pool was, Laila approached Annika and whispered something to her. Annika turned to me...
"Laila and Angelique want you to fuck them in this pool."
The girls excitement about today had been obvious from the outset. After all, Angelique and Cecile had condom packets tucked into the tie side of their bikini pants. They wanted to be fucked in the tunnel and what's more to film it. Between the echo chamber and the horror film level of lighting, they thought it would make a good memory.
Knowing other tourists could turn up at any moment, some rules had been established to move things along. They only get one climax; not leaving me endless thrusting as they come time after time. After that they either grip me tightly to bring on my climax, or leave me aroused and ready for the next girl. Plus, I still insisted they not film my face.
I gave Annika a 'is this OK' look and she nodded her head.
Laila led me to the centre of the pool, where she told me what they wanted. They wanted to float on their back while I hold their legs up and bang away at them. Whichever of them wasn't being fucked would be filming from the side, looking down as my thrusts entered their bodies, underwater looking sideways and from my back.
Laila and Angelique have developed an interesting relationship and bond since we'd helped Angelique and Cecile out of they being bogged back towards the start of the Gibb River Road. I'm still a bit overwhelmed by the concept of them taking turns at watching and filming the other get fucked. By nature I'm more a 'fuck in private' sort of guy. I can't really imagine finding any joy in having another guy watch me fuck a girl.
Hell, I find it weird enough to have a girl watching me fuck another girl, even if Laila and Annika's antics somewhat accustomed me to it before the French girls came along.
Annika and Cecile moved further along the creek, just out of sight -- but certainly not out of hearing range - while Laila and Angelique set me up for what they wanted.
Laila went first. Floating on her back, she had me lift her legs up against my chest while I pushed myself into her crotch. Angelique was filming from the side as, pinning her legs with one arm, I pulled the narrow gusset of her g string bikini aside to expose the vulva. Even in the low, artificial, shadowery light of the torch and camera, I could see Laila was highly aroused. It had already been strongly suggested by the nipple projections showing in her bikini top, but when you're wading through water -- even if it is only waist deep, you can't be sure whether it is cold or arousal. Now there was no doubt.
The girls seemed to have been worked up by what they wanted to do in the tunnel, to the extent that foreplay wasn't necessary. Well, no more foreplay than their groping and playing with me, even as I walked with Annika. Her clit was visibly swollen and her vagina in a receptive state, seemingly just waiting for my cock.
As for my own arousal? Well, it's difficult not to get aroused when there's four stunning, nearly naked women buzzing around you, manhandling you when they can, knowing each of them is going to want you to fuck them in the next hour or so. Just from walking with Annika, I had a full boner in my swimmers even before Laila had approach Annika.
I unsheathed my erection from my swimmers and bent it down to penetrate Laila; Angelique focusing the torch and camera on my shaft as it entered Laila's body. I admit, I couldn't help but also watch -- and be further aroused by - my erection as it disappeared into her. There is something highly erotic about watching such a moment of primitive human activity and the intimacy it involves.
What followed was predictable. The purpose of this sexual position was to maximise the stimulation of Laila's g spot and Laila, being Laila, expressed her arousal in the most vocal way almost from the moment I started thrusting and just got louder from there. As expected, her cries were echoed around the tunnel, the end effect sounding more like a horror movie than an act of loving.
I wasn't really focused on what Angelique was doing; actually finding her by my side as I fucked Laila a bit strange. But I couldn't ignore the fact she certainly made the best of the view she had of my shaft being thrust in and out of Laila.
With Laila's body floating, it was almost violently rag dolled by my thrusting action; violently in the sense of a lot of movement, rather than the infliction of any pain. There was enough light cast from Angelique's torch for me to watch Laila's breasts wobbling and being washed over by the waves created by our movements; something I found quite erotic by itself.



Indeed, for me, the arousal and stimulation was almost more visual that physical. My erection was fully enjoying my fucking of Laila, but, being bent somewhat uncomfortably ninety degrees to its preferred angle and with almost no grip being applied by her, it wasn't brewing me up.
Indeed, I was starting to persuade myself that Laila was deliberately not stimulating me so that I could simply progress on to fucking Angelique when I'd finished her. After all, to stay ahead of other visitors to the creek, we were on something of a tight time limit.
But, after all the time I've spent with the girls, I should have known better. As I sensed her moving towards an orgasm -- with both her vocalisations and body making that pretty clear -- she suddenly put a tight grip on me. My arousal went from luke-warm to scalding hot in a couple of thrusts. Enough that I thought I might even come before Laila.
I didn't hold back on groaning as an expression of what I was feeling; if nothing more than as a way of indicating to Laila she might be overdoing it. She took the hint, softening her grip just enough to give me a bit more time to finish her.
To say Laila finished with a bang doesn't even start to describe it. Vocally, had we'd been in snow covered alps, she would have started a landslide. As it was, I thought she was going to bring the roof down; after all, it was a couple of million years old. Physically she was throwing herself around like she was possessed; reclamping my shaft in the process.
I let her ride me -- because even though I was the one with my feet on the ground, that's really what it amounted too -- until her climax subsided. In any other pose, she would have smothered me in kisses and other manifestations of the oxytocin and other hormones that a strong climax fills her body with, but all she could do as she lay there was float there recovering her breath.
That left me with a decision. She had brought me to the edge of cumming and was still gripping me tightly. I knew it wouldn't take much to set me off.
But now I would be expected to fuck Angelique. If I came now, we'd have to spend time getting me up again. I'm young enough and surrounded enough by beautiful, sexy women, that it doesn't take that long. But it is neither automatic nor instant.
On the other hand, I justified to myself, if I withdrew and tried to penetrate Angelique with my cock as it was, I'd probably go off like a cheap cracker.
I took the craven, typical male approach. With Laila already bouncing herself against me, I started thrusting again. Within four thrusts, my shaft was pumping out its seed in the most incredibly pleasurable manner as I added my own groans to the cacophony of noises we'd already inflicted on the tunnel (and Annika who I knew was not far away).
Standing there with Laila at ninety degrees to me was way too impersonal for what I was feeling. With my shaft still pumping and pulsing, I sank to my knees, drawing Laila's -- still fully penetrated - lower torso down with me and letting me wrap her in my arms, her beautiful breasts with their hardened, if now cold, nipples pressed against my chest and my head over her shoulder as my balls kept emptying themselves into her in the most delightful way.
That in turn gave Laila the opportunity to unleash her passions; kissing me, caressing my body and grinding her vaginal opening on the base of my shaft, with an extreme intensity that only Laila can show. We quickly found ourselves intertwined, more floating than kneeling, and rolling and twisting -- just the occasional kick of a foot on the sandy bottom keeping us close to the surface until we managed to beach ourselves in shallow enough water to lie on the bottom.
That just gave Laila licence to be even more intense with her pashing of me.
All the time, like a predator stalking it's prey, Angelique followed us, lighting up and filming our every move. Even at that point, I knew in a way that predator was a suitable description.
Eventually Laila's passions got themselves under control. With me on my back and her on top of me, she lifted her head and looked down at me...
"Well, I'd better give you to Angelique now."
Her words triggered mixed feelings in me.
The thing was, I love Annika. We no longer have to beat around the bush on that topic (perhaps an unfortunate way of expressing it). But we have admitted our love to each other and, I know for me, it is deeply felt.
And yet I find myself with something of a harem of women I'm meant to regularly fuck. It just doesn't seem right.
OK, so the harem was active before my love for Annika was fully developed, otherwise we would never have found ourselves in this position. I can only look to Annika as to what she wants to do about this and, so far, she's disinclined to tell the others 'Piss off, he's mine' -- or however they would express that in French or Swedish.
Laila is her sister and picking me up on Bondi Beach was, shall we say, a joint venture on their part. I feel little guilt about fucking Laila, even if I did wish she'd be a little quieter during sex.
The French girls? Well, they were pick-ups after we dragged their truck out of the mud. They quickly became good friends and entertaining companions of Laila and Annika -- if less so me, since I don't speak French and their English is pretty basic to non existent.
Desperately randy from the absence of the French guys they thought they'd meet on the trip, Annika and Laila sort of 'lent' me to them for the occasional root. And now Annika finds herself reluctant to withdraw the lending privilege.
Cecile is less of an issue. She doesn't ask for much and, while she's pretty enough to be a desirable sexual partner, she doesn't really trigger any inappropriate feeling in me.
Angelique is a whole different ball game. While respecting Annika's rules, she's avaristic in her sexual desires and, I suspect, has the hots for me.
And even that might be tolerable if it wasn't for a weakness of my own. Ever since watching the movie "Anyone But You" I've had a serious crush on Sydney Sweeney. Like a serious jerk off crush. And the moment I saw Angelique, I thought she was a doppelganger of her.
Things only got worse as I came to the conclusion that Angelique in the raw was actually both much cuter and attractive -- in a very sexual way -- than Sydney in her best film makeup and styling. Indeed, she essentially crushed my crush for Sydney.
Now I don't love Angelique and I can see she won't age that well, but as she is in her early twenties, she is compellingly sexually desirable.
Which makes having sex with her an enormous source of guilt, even if I'm asked to do it by Annika.
The erection I pulled out of Laila as she handed me across to Angelique was still pretty hard and full. It had shot its load, but it wasn't yet ready to go flaccid; a common case when I'm dealing with these girls. Angelique didn't waist time. Wrapping her hand around it, she judged it's hardness before taking Laila's place on top of me and squirming about on me; rubbing the bare flesh of her stomach on my erection and she flaunted her breasts across my face all while slowly launching us both into slightly deeper water.
She knew from past experience she didn't need me to go flaccid before I got it up again. If she got it to go harder, she knew she had a new erection. As she edged us back into water where we had to kneel, she groped me, rubbed against me, exposed and motor boat her breasts against my face and flaunted herself in every other way.
All now filmed by Laila.
It worked!
It was only a few minutes before her groping hand found it was rock hard again. What she didn't know, and what compounded my guilt, was that it wasn't just ordinary hard. It was super hard and stretched, something only Annika and Angelique with their sexual desirability can achieve.
As before, this time Laila filmed as I pushed myself against Angelique's floating crotch, lifted her legs up against my chest and bent my erection down to penetrate her.
Oh my goodness it felt good. That's the problem. Too good. Fucking Laila is like a chore. Not an unpleasant chore by any means. Indeed, a very nice one. But it is something I would not have the slightest inclination to want to do if I didn't have to.
Fucking Angelique is a different game. She stirs in me a wicked desire to want to fuck her. Not just fuck her, but enjoy all the pleasurable sins her body offers me. At the same time I'm reduced to shame by that desire. If I could, I'd have her taken away to remove the guilt filled temptation.
But if I have to fuck her, I figured I might as well enjoy it to the fullest.
After she put on the condom that Annika and Laila require I wear when dealing with the French girls, watching my erection enter her body is a whole new level of excitement compared to what I did with Laila. Even her vulva is a special delight to look down at and watch as I enter her body; the bulge of her mons bulging further, the thick lips of her vulva surrounding and embracing my shaft.
My super hard erection was even less keen about bending down 90 degrees than was the case with Laila, but by the same token it raked her g spot more firmly with every thrust.
I hadn't even got around to thrusting yet when I felt my cock respond to the visual stimulation alone; seriously making me wonder if I wasn't going to come prematurely. There is just something about her figure in all its features, her smile, her beautiful skin and even her flowing hair that just screams of a woman at the peak of her sexuality; at least for now, even if there are certain hints the next decade might not treat her well.
For now, as I looked down on her in the arc of the torch light, while I knelt pushed against her crotch with my erection buried deeply inside her, two features were highlighted; her vulva, including the vaginal opening which had swallowed my erection, and her large breasts, elevated as they were above the water.
I couldn't help myself; I started thrusting far more vigorously than I had with Laila. The water swirled around my bottom as I moved back and forwards, rag dolling her body much more profoundly than Laila's had displayed and in the process causing the water to wash around and over her body; especially her glorious breasts.
Vocally, Angelique started bunging it on; sounding more like Laila than her usual self. And the tunnel reciprocated by echoing the noise.
Laila was moving around us with her torch and camera, following much the same pattern Angelique had with her; the view of my shaft thrusting in and out of her body and her breasts being thrown about by all the action, being a major part of it.
Even if I knew she was vocally exaggerating, I could still read, from both her her noise and the expression on her face when the torch flashed across it, her state of stimulation. It soon became, almost extreme.
I lifted her legs slightly to let me thrust in a more upward direction, raking her g spot even more firmly. Angelique went ballistic; briefly screaming more loudly before going into what seemed to me like a crazy orgasm. She squirmed and shook herself about to the point I thought I could hold her any more; only just managing to keep my shaft in her.
In a way, what I did next surprised me.
I could have simply withdrawn; satisfied that Angelique had been given her turn.
I could have waited and let her grip me more tightly till I came in the bent erection position I'd just brought her to a climax in.
But Angelique's sexuality overwhelmed me. I was unable to resist the temptation to throw myself down on her and suck her breasts as I fucked her hard. No more bent shaft; my erection went in and out of her like a piston of a steam train, my hips sending tidal waves of water through the pond as they rose up out of the water and crashed back down on the surface as took another thrust deeply into Angelique's body.
Her breasts filled my mouth as my shaft filled her body.
Angelique's response was even more extreme. She was only supposed to get one orgasm. Whether she was getting another or extending the first I could tell, but there could not be the slightest doubt she was in an orgasmic state. No longer did her screams sound put on. They were real, as I felt her body actually tightening and quivering but resisting her need to throw herself about, so each thrust could slide straight as an arrow into her accepting body.
My own shaft was warming up as my balls boiled up the cum that was about to be shot into her.
When the moment came, I froze, letting that first pulse rush the length of my shaft undisturbed by any movement, letting me feel the full pleasure of it. What followed was almost animistic. I kept humping her as the pulses continued, but Angelique wasn't satisfied with just receiving them.
She flailed back at me, causing our joined bodies to start rolling in the water. One moment my head was pushed against the sandy bottom, my mouth sealed against her breast to stop any water ingress, the next it broke the surface as Angelique's head went to the bottom, momentarily silencing her cries.
The pulses started to fade, but my thrusts still brought forward enough pleasure I wasn't ready to stop; well, at least for a bit more.
When I finally stopped, I found myself on top of Angelique's body, my head out of the water, her hand supporting the back of my head, as my mouth continued to suck away at her breast like a leech that wouldn't let go, my hard shaft still fully penetrated in her.
With her sensitive nipples, it was enough to trigger another orgasm in Angelique. With a deep groan, she sunk back into the water, her hand pulling me down with her; my now still shaft able to feel the tightening and contractions running through her lower body.
Fortunately Angelique didn't intend to drown us both. It was for a moment an interesting novelty to be lying on the floor of the pool, completely submerged, joined to Angelique by my hard shaft and my sucking mouth. A real moment to be remembered. But still contracting, she released my head and brought our heads both back to the surface.
For another moment, we sort of sat there grinning at each other, my body arched back since I was still penetrated in her as she sat on the sand.
Slowly with Angelique, we've developed a broken English way of communicating a limited number of ideas, given she only speaks French and me only English. One was her post sex feelings. She broke into a broad smile...
"Merci. Very nice. Very interesting and powerful. Never forget it. You are still very hard."
I was still very hard, but wasn't going to last that way too much longer. I withdrew from her and floated my front up to the surface, exposing the condom covered three quarter mongrel that broke the surface. As seems to be the arrangement, Angelique slipped the condom off me and, after rinsing it, tucked the soggy length of it back into the side of her bikini.
Laila had been standing next to us, filming the lot; right up to the stripping of the condom.. I look at her...
"I think we'd better find Annika."
Annika was only one pool away, behind some rocks, waiting for us with Cecile. She would have heard it all; although I expected nothing different. She looked up at me; in the murky light her countenance possibly not a friendly one.
"You seemed to have enjoyed yourself. Perhaps too much."
The tone of the last sentence was certainly not angry. More, just maybe, a bit challenging.
I decided it was best not to lie. In any cases, the noises gave us away.
"Yes, it was nice. It's hard not to be."
Then I bent down to her ear, to add...
"But I'm really looking forward to the day that the only woman I need to make love to is you."
She looked back at me, almost in surprise...
"That doesn't sound like most males I know."
"Well, either you underestimate us, or I'm different."
"You're different. But why?"
We were now down to a whisper again, because I didn't really want the others to hear the conversation.
"Because I don't want the slightest inference I'm doing the wrong thing by you. I don't want you feeling hurt or angry. Once you're having sex, it's hard not to enjoy it, but sometimes you wish it never started."
"What, even with Angelique."
"Even more so with Angelique, for the very reason that surprises you."
She looked at me, pondering my last statement...
"Do you want me to bring the arrangement to an end."
"I want you to do what you want me to do. If it suits you that I fuck her, then that's OK. But if it causes you any angst, we need to stop it."
"I'm not hurt or angry. I might feel a little jealous, but that's not directed at you. The French girls have added a lot of fun and pleasure to our trip and, in a way, us letting them have a chance to have sex with you has multiplied the fun for them and, as a result, for us. And I can understand how hard it would be not to take full advantage of fucking Angelique if you are asked to. Can we leave it as it is for a while longer."
"If that is what you want, then yes.
"There is a possibility that will mean after we get back from your exam too. By the way, Cecile is waiting for you."
I was taken aback by Annika's suggestion it would continue after I came back from my exam. I had always though that would be the end of it. But as I looked up, I found Cecile was in fact waiting for me.
I offered her my hand and she took it, leading me back to the pool in which the other girls had just got fucked, followed by Angelique with her camera.
From the outset, I had wondered how this would work for Cecile. She's barely 5 ft tall and she seems to have a shorter than normal vagina (she says I have a longer than normal erection; but I suspect her past sexual engagements have been with short cocked guys). But whatever way it is, if I was to hammer her in the way I just hammered the last two, her screams would not be one of pleasure. She has a sensitive cervix -- one that can give her cervical orgasms if done correctly -- but that same sensitivity responds badly to hard thrusts.
Still, she knows that and I can only presume she has a solution.
When we got into the crotch deep part of the pool, she positioned me where she wanted me, then held her hands up in a sort of stop signal. With the limited English, she tried describing what she wanted...
"You stand still. I do all the moving."
Standing on her tippy toes, she managed to penetrate herself on my erection, then, asking for me to hold each of her hands, she levered against me to ease herself back to a floating position. Having achieved that, she hooked her legs around my waist and drew her floating body closer to me, evidently achieving the degree of penetration she wanted.
Still grasping both my hands in hers as a sort of support, she used the legs around my waist to effect a sort of circular motion of her own hips; almost screwing my erection around inside her vagina. I could see how the movement would stimulate her cervix if my erection was in light contact with it; which it felt as though it was. But I could also sense Cecile was using both her legs and her push against my hands to control the depth of penetration and was still searching for the optimum depth.
I felt her body relax as she achieved that; still using my hands to maintain a constant depth, but no longer fighting to achieve it.
It was a strange feeling -- as it always has been when I'm having sex with Cecile. It's not that a screwing sort of motion is not familiar to me. But with the other girls, it is generally on full penetration with the base of my cock being screwed against their pelvic floor muscle. Here my shaft is only about three quarters in; giving me a very different feeling to it.
I suspected that Angelique wasn't getting the same sort of footage she got for herself and Laila. The whole process was a lot more subtle. Cecile's actions created some movement of the water, but it wasn't the storm on the tea cup (or small pool to be more accurate) that my hard thrusting of the others created. It washed gently over her body and, with her breasts being small by comparison, didn't create the same erotic wobbling.



And while looking down my flank gave a picture of a partly exposed erection, there wasn't much in the way of vigorous movement happening.
But that wasn't my problem. All I was interested in was satisfying Cecile; or more correctly, her satisfying herself on my cock.
She was clearly going for a cervical orgasm; although the problem with them is, they don't really come as a big bang. From what I've read and seen, they might be incredibly intense but it is more like a fantastic, sexually erotic, massage than a g spot explosion. And the process can go on nearly endlessly. That's fine if you want all night sex; less so if you;re fucking in a public area with a time limit before you expect others to arrive.
My guess was we still had a while. After all, we deliberately got here incredibly early. But somewhere Annika was going to want a good long fuck too.
It wasn't too long before it was pretty clear Cecile was getting her cervical orgasms; her humming and moans, her quivering body, even the look on her face, all told me something was happening deep with her body. And that it was getting more and more intense.
I decided to give it some direction by stimulating the more conventional parts of her body. There was plenty of room to get a finger on her clit; or would have been if she wasn't still grasping both my hands. I brought my right hand to her mons -- still connected to her left hand -- and extended a thumb down to start fingering her clit.
It didn't seem to upset her balance or depth of penetration too much -- although it certainly gave evidence of intensifying her cervical orgasms. Since that went OK, I then brought my left hand -- with her right -- to start tweaking her right nipple.
When this started, I hadn't really intended to 'have my turn' and climax into Cecile. I didn't need to after all the cum I'd already shot today and thought I'd save it for Annika anyway.
But even with me fingering her clit, Cecile was taking too long. I just couldn't bring her to a conventional orgasm to bring it to an end; however intense and constant her cervical ones were.
I suppose I could have just withdrawn and said...'enough'. But that had a sense of meanness about it. But there was one other way out.
Her circling and screwing of my erection at a bit below mid length was certainly feeling nice. I decided I'd try and bring myself to a climax.
I added a very gentle thrusting motion to Cecile's circular one. There was nothing new about that. Until now it had always been part of sex with her and usually had the effect of adding additional cervical stimulation. But by rubbing firmly against the hard muscle at the front of her vaginal opening as I did it, I could greatly increase my own stimulation.
The light thrusting clearly increased Cecile's pleasure, but it had the desired effect on me too. It wasn't fast acting, but gradually I felt my impending climax build; rather nicely actually, since it resulted in the accumulation of the most lovely feeling in my shaft.
I groaned when I came; a groan of deep pleasure. But I managed to avoid my usual climatic reaction of driving my shaft deeply in.
Not really able to play with Cecile the same orgasmic, roll around, games as I played with Angelique, all I could do was stand there and enjoy it as my shaft pumped out whatever cum it could find after the morning's activities.
As far as I was concerned, Cecile's sex had taken up a bit too much time, so I didn't delay withdrawing a hard shaft from her and explaining I wanted to go and find Annika. I stripped off the condom and, as seems to be the rule, handed it to Cecile. Then I tucked my erection back into the stretchy material of my swimmers. It was still a full erection I displayed to Annika when I found her in the next pool. She looked up at me with a big grin...
"Is that a leftover, or is it mine."
"It's a left over. I want to make sure I brew up a special one for you."
"Well, in a little while we'll find a nice spot."
It didn't surprise me Annika wanted a delay. She's not as much of a screamer as the others, doesn't want to be filmed and is more inclined to a long, slow, loving fuck -- a horizontal folk dance - than a rapid pounding. And she likes the privilege of arousing me, not having someone else do it for her. It was still early, but even if other visitors start to arrive, we'll have ahead start on them and, knowing Annika will find somewhere to do it.
We moved along, exploring the tunnel with the advantage of five torches..
It certainly was an interesting walk through this underground river. But there was more to my enjoyment of it than just the inanimate scenery.
While it didn't take much, the tunnel, with its water pools, had forced the girls to wear nothing more than bikinis. There was no fear of sunburn, none of feeling under-dressed for the occasion. Walking next to Annika, and maybe just a smidgen back from her so I could enjoy the view, I was absolutely engrossed in the sight of her; her slight figure, beautiful breasts, glorious long blonde hair, shapely legs; you name it. Her small bikin pants and top simply highlighted her sexuality; sorting of teasing me with what little they held.
Sure, there were three other girls all dressed the same and each a stunner in their own right. But it was Annika had the effect. It was she my torch seemed to constantly light up as I flashed it around the tunnel.
If Annika expected to grow my erection in an act of foreplay, she was too late. Looking at her -- perving at her really -- kept me in a full and constant state of arousal.
I had let her lead the way for the two of us and when she dropped back a bit from the rest, I knew what her intentions were. As we walked through another waist high pool, she led me to a sandy bank between two towering rocks. Going down on her knees, she pulled me down before bringing us both to a prone position facing each other; half on the sand and half in the water.
She reached down and circled my sheathed erection with her hand...
"Is that a left over?"
"No, it's one I've grown just for you. Bigger and harder than anything Cecile had, it's a premium quality one."
Annika unsheathed my erection, exposing it in all it's hard, firm flesh and well stretched length and breath. Then she pulled the triangles of her top to the side, looking me in the eyes and grinning as she added...
"You like staring at these."
Pulling aside the narrow gusset of her bikini pants, she then penetrated herself with my erection.
Annika is less into wild pounding sex than the other girls. As I've noted before, intimacy and closeness seems to be her most preferred approach and I'm more than willing to let her have the lead on the sort of sex she feels like.
She bundled us together, on our sides facing each other, pushing down really hard, as if trying to penetrate me even deeper, and certainly pushing her vulva firmly against the base of my shaft and my pubis.
I've never really been sure if that is touching up her clit, or even her cervix, but she seems to savour it, so I can only guess it does something for her.
Then she started caressing my whole body with her hands; hair, face, back and bottom -- especially my bottom, something she gives a pull to now and then as if trying to make my penetration of her even deeper.
For those who like vigorous sex, this might sound a little boring. I suppose you can think of it as post penetrative foreplay. But I find it really arousing. After all, my erection is embraced in the warm wetness of her body, and I'm touching up and caressing every part of it.
Visually too it's arousing. I can look down her flank and take delight in the beautiful arch of her hips or the curve of her bottom, or with just the slightest movement back of my shoulder, look down at her breast as it sits provocatively between our chests; even play with it.
Sometimes I lift my hip away a bit and put a finger down into her vulva to finger her clit.
But as I said, all of this is just a bit of post penetrative foreplay.
The sexual side stepped up a bit when Annika tilted me to be half on my back, with her then half over me, and started brushing her body against mine as she continued to caress me. With a sort of squirming action, it brushes her nipples across my chest, while screwing my erection around inside her
She was letting out a bit of a humming moan as she did it, indicating to me she was stimulating something in the process. It could have been her clit, or her cervix, or even her nipples. The humming moan intensified, as did her squirming. It was a pleasant experience of what you might call full body sex. It wasn't just a case of an erection stimulating a vagina or clit, and being stimulated in return, it just felt like our full bodies were engaged; every bit of our skins involved in the sexual process.
Annika stepped it up again as she lifted her hips up and down and I felt the bottom half of my shaft get dragged through her vulva, clearly in a way that was stimulating her clit. I had to admit, nice though it felt, I did wonder how she managed to do it at that angle. Making love to Annika always seems to bring out the hardest erection in me, and it doesn't like being bent. And yet somehow it gets turned from something that I've always imagined (wrongly as I came to find out when I researched it later) was a vagina running immovably vertically up her body to one that ran horizontally through her vulva.
It was even more challenging when my erection slipped out of her a couple of times but easily slipped back in as she lowered her hips again; seemingly just slipping across her vulva and straight back into her vagina.
It wasn't for me to question whatever features nature has given us to procreate the species. It felt nice to me and was clearly getting Annika pretty excited. I looked to see if I could increase her stimulation further by tweaking her nipples, but as I focused on them, I could see that their hard projections were being brushed constantly across my chest. Annika already had that area covered.
She kept up that, getting more and more excited, and in the process going faster and faster, until she came. With Annika, there were no screams echoing through the tunnel. A few moans, some very heavy breathing and some mighty powerful contractions pummelling my erection were the main giveaways to her orgasm.
The rules of the day suggested I should now just dump my load in her and get on with the exploration of the tunnel. But the rules that apply to Annika are different from the others. She owns me -- something I have no problem admitting -- and so gets special attention.
Quietly, she rolled me fully on my back and moved herself into a reverse missionary position.
Elevating herself on outstretched arms, she started grinding her clit on my pubis as she alternatively pushed my erection deeply into her body and then lifted it just enough to give it some breathing space before plunging it into full penetration again.
Now her breasts dangled over my face; irresistible orbs just waiting to be sucked. I lifted my head to clamp my lips around her right one, flicking the hard nipple with my tongue, while tweaking the other with my fingers. Annika held herself up on one hand while holding the back of my head against her breast with the other.
This time Annika went pretty quickly; her contractions again pummelling the erection that filled her body.
Annika rolled us both over, putting me on top. She knows I like to finish in the missionary position. But I've learnt over time that Annika likes it that way too. In a sultry voice, she whispered to me...
"Do your man thing to me."
Positioning her torch to light up my chest as I this time became the one to hold my upper torso up on extended arms, she stroked her hand across my abs. Evidently she really gets off on watching my -- well, what she regards as -- my strong lifesaver and surfer body over her making love to her.
Her obvious enjoyment of this has greatly increased the pleasure I get from this stage of sex with her. I've always been one to worry about taking too long about it, even if I do enjoy dragging it out as long as my endurance will allow. Now Annika has given me an open go at it; for her the longer the better too.
She grinned at me as I started thrusting; slow deliberate thrusts of about half the length of my erection. She grinned at me again as her eyes caught mine after a prolonged staring at her breasts. She raised her head and whispered to me...
"You like looking at those don't you."
I had to be honest, because she knew any answer would be a lie...
"Yes."
After all, she had pulled the top of her bikini aside for the very purpose of exposing them to my lustful view.
She put her hand around the back of my neck, lifted herself up and kissed me...
"I love you."
As she laid back down, I replied...
"I love you too. Maybe more than you know."
Through all of this, I'd never stopped thrusting. I was taking my time. Every thrust felt great and I wanted to savour each one. I'd dumped three loads already in the past hour and a half and it had seemed to give me some relief from any likelihood of premature ejaculation, without robbing me of the pleasure of my sex with Annika.
I was groaning a little bit; expressing just how great it felt. But I was trying to keep it quiet too. I couldn't hear anyone else in the tunnel, but didn't want to attract attention either.
But I wasn't the only one responding. Annika gets off on this too. After already being wound up, it seems just staring at my body and getting fucked in what is often not a successful position for women, is enough to set her off. And she was moaning louder than I was groaning.
Just for my own pleasure of it, I bent down and sucked her breasts while still thrusting. But I underestimated its effect on Annika. She came. Quite vigorously; throwing her hips up and rocking them about. As much as I could, I kept thrusting. It seems to prolong her orgasm and I was really enjoying it.
Annika settled back under me, still moaning a bit.
My thrusts were gentle, but deep; her vagina offering enough grip to ensure my shaft received the massaging effect of each movement of my erection in and out of her body; triggering the receptive pleasure nerves which gave me a hit to the reward centres in my brain. And what a reward it was; just enough to be on the edge of boiling me up into an orgasm, without actually doing so.
I'd been going for -- I don't really know -- somewhere between five and ten minutes when I got that first signal that I was starting to brew up. Not immediately, but I knew with another five or so thrusts I'd be at the point of no return.
I wasn't ready to cum. I wanted more and the signals I was getting from Annika didn't indicate she was in any hurry.
I stopped on full penetration, laid down on her and kissed her, before lifting my hip and slightly withdrawing, just enough for me to get a finger on her clit and my lips around her nipple.
She was quickly moaning again and, way quicker than I thought she would, she came. I let her enjoy her orgasm and the contractions I could feel pushing against my erection, before asking...
:That was quick."
"i was about to come anyway. Why did you stop?":
"I was starting to come too and I wanted to go for a bit longer."
"How much longer?"
"I don't know. Maybe until you tell me to end it."
"We could be here all day."
"There are worse possibilities. But I suppose the moment will come I can't stop it anyway."
I could still sense that I was over sensitive, so instead of starting again straight away, I kissed Annika as we rolled around on the edge of the water; from me being on top, to her on top and back to me again; always with our bodies joined by the hard erection buried deep inside her.
When I felt as though things had calmed down, I rolled on top again, letting Annika set up the torch that provided a deeply shadowed view of my chest and her breasts, before I raised myself on my arms and started thrusting again.
My cock was sensitive and being stimulated, but only like it was before I started to brew up. Once again I was getting enormous pleasure from my thrusts; compounded by staring at Annika's breasts. Mind you she was just as much staring at -- and caressing -- my chest. So both our bodies were being objectified, in a rather pleasant way.
This round didn't last as long. I was starting to brew up again after, maybe, four minutes.
I repeated the process of laying on her as I fingered her clit and sucked her nipple; her spread apart legs making it pretty clear she was wanting what I was giving her. This time she took a fair bit longer to come; something I appreciated as it gave me longer to settle down a bit.
But as I raised myself up and started thrusting again, I realised the end was near. Almost immediately I recognised the sensitivity that proceeds a climax. I could have stopped again, but as each period got shorter, it was inevitable I was going to cum fairly soon, whatever I did.
So I decided to make the best of it.
I slowed down just a bit, to hopefully drag it out a bit longer. My louder groaning was also signalling my time was nearly up; something that didn't stop her from continuing to caress and objectify my chest and arms.
Every thrust was now bringing me closer to my climax. I could feel it; as if the pleasure of each thrust was putting more water in a dam that was already about to burst; unable to hold back the accumulated pressure any longer.
I'd already slowed down to the point that each thrust was almost standing alone; thrust slowly in, hold it there, pull slowly out and then wait a moment for the next one.
With a grunt and groan that echoed through the tunnel, I made the final thrust in that caused the dam to break. With a mind blowing pulse the first rope of cum sprayed itself into Annika's vagina; the first of many that left me moaning and groaning as I laid down on top of her, my face almost buried into the sand alongside her head.
But I was only half way through my climax when I felt -- and heard -- Annika climax too; lifting her hips to push harder against me and force my erection even deeper into her body as she somehow managed to lift my weight enough to sway herself from side to side.
For a moment I was too overwhelmed by my own orgasm to think much about hers. Even after mine had already pretty much finished -- although there are always a few more mini pulses to finish the show - and I was left feeling the contractions of her orgasm pulse against my shaft, it took me a while to question myself about why she'd climaxed.
The last ten minutes had been about my pleasure. I wasn't really doing anything that would normally stimulate her to one. Unless you've got some way of lifting her hips, missionary position sex is hardly renowned for satisfying the female partner.
But it was Annika who made the first move. Signalling for me to let her roll herself on top of me -- still penetrated in her by and erection that refused to surrender -- she smothered me in kisses before blurting out...
"I think that might be the best sex I've ever had."
My brain quickly scanned over some of the sex we've shared. She's had multiple orgasms before. I was chuffed that we'd reached a new peak, without quite knowing how to replicate it in the future. But a more urgent question teased my brain...
"What made you cum when I came?"
"I thought we'd talked about that before. Women's response to sex in as much in the head as it is in the body. I love having sex with you, especially sex as intimate as we just had. I love capturing your manhood in my body. When you arc up over me, thrusting your erection into me with that strong body of yours, it completely turns me on. And sometimes, that means when you come, it triggers me to an orgasm as well."



I left the question at that as we kissed a bit. But the others were waiting for us, we could hear the feint voices of new visitors in the tunnel and we couldn't just lie there all day with my somewhat persistent erection inside her. We physically separated, sorted ourselves out, and made our way deeper into he tunnel to find the others.
Sex may have dominated our initial occupation of the tunnel, but the fact was, it was an interesting experience. We were walking through a structure that was formed many, many millions of years ago. This wasn't a limestone tunnel eroded from dissolving rock, it was carved out of the hard rock by flowing water and formed as the ridge inside which it ran was pushed up over time.
Although, if I'm honest, even for the rest of the walk, there was a sexual element. The need to walk through pools of water inside the tunnel had more or less forced the girls to strip down to their tiny bikinis. In most other circumstances, at least in popular places, they might have felt obliged to at least have added a skirt to their wardrobe.
I might see a lot of them in their bikinis -- they are almost their standard dress for most of the trip; sometimes topless. But it is an immense distraction. I might have just fucked them all, but I still had trouble taking my eyes off their cute butts, delightful breasts and wondrous figures as we explored the tunnel, even though whatever I got to view was lit by nothing more than the flash of a torch light, with Annika, quite rightly being the most distracting to me.
But the time we started to make our way back -- passing those who started behind us -- I was certainly mentally aroused again, but also starting to be physically aroused. I was lucky the tunnel was dark enough that, I could for the most part, get away with it.
We piled back into the trucks to head back onto the Gibb River Road again; Annika and Angelique in our truck and Laila and Cecile in the French girl's truck. I'm at something of a loss as to why Annika had Angelique in our truck.
Yes, I know the mixing was to broaden their experience and get to know them better, but initially it was Cecile who we took into our truck. For good reason I always thought. Annika is well aware that Angelique is, lets say, the second most distracting girl in the group; at least in my eyes. And she's an inveterate flirt with high sexual needs. In short, a potential threat -- or she would be if I wasn't as in love with Annika as I am.
But in love or not, Angelique is still well able to induce an erection in me with her flirtation. And driving on the rough surface of the Gibb River Road, with her breasts bouncing wildly with her nipples hardened and projecting noticeably out, is certainly enough to trigger it; even if I'm watching Annika's breasts bounce too.
In this case there wasn't far to go -- bouncing wise at least.
Some 30km brought us onto a sealed road, which soon intersected the road from Broome to Derby.
In terms of our original plan, we were running quite late. Like weeks late. We had loitered along the Gibb River Road more than we had scheduled for. It had been fun and we had enjoyed it, but now we were being forced to skip a few areas -- or at least leave them to come back to.
My exam was on in two days time in Sydney. Tomorrow we'd be flying in Annika's and Laila's dad's private jet to Sydney to get me there. We initially thought it would be out of Kununurra -- some 700km to the West on our return drive. But between their dad's schedule and our loitering, we were now flying out of Broome.
So after a quick tour of Derby, we headed for Broome and the motel accommodation we had booked there. After checking in -- although we were too early to occupy the rooms -- we went for a walk around Broome and to get ourselves some lunch. At least for this the girls did add a skirt to their bikini wardrobe, with me donning a t shirt and a pair of shorts.
We explored the harbour -- with its long history of Pearl diving, and the famous beach with the camel rides. We even went for a brief swim at the beach; making it a somewhat wet walk home, since we'd come with neither towels or changes of clothes.
Annika had booked us into somewhat up market accommodation. Our rooms were more of an apartment -- with two bedrooms and a living room -- that what you'd normally expect in a motel; indeed it was more an upmarket resort than a motel. The French girls had booked into a somewhat cheaper motel almost next door, so after we'd all got our gear settled in our rooms, we met at our motel's pool for a swim and afternoon drinks.
It was after the drinks and while we were enjoying our ice cold beers that I first felt it.
Not an erection. I'd being fighting that -- not very successfully I might add -- since I was frolicking with some very frisky girls in the pool.
That of itself was a change from my previous existence. After all, I could frolic at the beach with my female friends from Uni or my female lifeguard friends without getting a boner. But then I wasn't in the habit of fucking them like had been the case with he girls in the pool after lunch; nor were my Uni and Lifeguard friends all over me like a rash.
And getting a constant boner had been pretty well a standard operating procedure since Annika and Laila picked me up at the beach. I'd got used to that; as had the girls.
No, what I was fighting was as extremely needy randiness. Like I really wanted to have sex with Annika now. Desperately wanted to.
I'd reached this point once before, a bit more than a week ago. But it just seemed all wrong.
With previous girlfriends I'd would have considered myself lucky with sex two or three times a week. And between girlfriends, well, let's just say I managed the situation without resorting to self pleasure. Most of the time anyway.
Since Annika and Laila picked me up, it's been more like 4 to 6 times a day; and sometimes even more than that when Angelique and Cecile get their turns with me. At first I thought it would all but kill me; it just didn't seem natural. Then my body seems to have adjusted to it. I just surrendered to their needs in a way, I have to admit, was quite enjoyable.
But now things seem to be getting out of control. From time to time -- OK, once before and now -- my body is desperately demanding more.
I've fucked four girls this morning and yet, as Annika sits on my lap, with my erection caught between her butt and my stomach, it's pretty well demanding I penetrate her as pre-cum oozes through my swimwear. If only it was that easy; sort of asking...'would you mind lifting yourself up and lowering yourself back down on my erection'. I could but wish.
I finally picked up the courage to quietly ask...
"Could we go inside for a bit of intimate time please."
She looked at me with a grin on her face...
"Are you having one of those randy moments again?"
"Yes."
"My goodness, you're turning into a sex fiend."
"I think you and Laila might have brought that about."
"Sure, blame the girl. But the answer is yes."
She stood up, taking my hand but also exposing my extreme arousal to the other girls. That was OK by itself, they'd seen it before, probably even expected it, but getting back to the room without displaying it to more random visitors was a different matter. I picked up a towel and tried to carry it nonchalantly across my lower stomach.
As we entered the apartment, Annika went into the bed room, laid herself on her back on the bed, slipped the sex pillow under her hips and looked up at me as she said...
"OK, have your way with me."
I was amused by the fact that, in the time I'd known her, she had picked up more English ways of speaking. The 'have your way with me' was somewhat out of my own playbook; given the girls' demands on me.
I dropped my swimmers to the floor, and crawled up the bed between her spread legs. She still had her tiny bikini on, so my first action was to kiss and push my tongue into her vulva as my hands pulled the string ties holding her pants up. The it was a simple case of pulling the pants away as my tongue flicked across her naked and swollen clit.
But it was nice to see she had already acquired a high state of arousal. My cock was impatient. It didn't really want to waste time on excessive foreplay.
I crawled further up, aligning my erection with her vaginal opening and shallowly penetrating her, before I laid down on her.
Her vagina had been somewhat receptive, but wasn't yet fully opened. I knew I could just push myself in without hurting her -- I knew her body reasonably well by now. Still, I preferred a more enthusiastic welcome.
As I fumbled behind her back to find the tie for the bikini top, I brushed aside the triangle covering her right breast and started sucking it. Pulling the lower tie, I managed to undo the bow and pulled the bikini top over her head before returning to the rather nice feeling of sucking her breast.
Merely getting some degree of penetration had reduced by a little -- if only a little -- my desperation. But as her body fully responded to my sexual signals and stimulation of her, I pushed myself into her now fully opened void.
Annika gave it a welcoming grip -- and didn't it feel fantastic - before loosening her grip again. So, she wasn't going to push me to a quick climax. It seems she wanted something out of this too.
As I started thrusting, Annika lifted her head to my arched up chest and licked, then sucked my nipple before biting it lightly. Then even managing to bend herself up far enough to bite my neck. The she relaxed down, spreadeagling herself out, inviting me to pleasure myself in her; only her right hand caressing my chest as she looked up at it.
I might have been randy and desperate, but after four ejaculations this morning, I wasn't in a hurry to come.
There was much less pleasure in banging away hard and fast at her -- as Laila has me do -- than adopting slow, measured, long thrusts that rewards every bit of your cock with what her body offers up to you.
I was sighing and moaning a little, a sort of release of the sexual frustration I'd felt, especially given how good it felt and what a sense of release it gave me. But the sex pillow was there to elevate Annika's hips and so help Annika get stimulated by my thrusts raking across her g spot. As a result, her gentle moans were soon melding with mine in a sort of sexual harmony. Indeed, especially inspired by Annika's moans, I was almost dancing with my shaft to the rhythm of them; pacing the thrusts to her moans and screwing my shaft around as something of a chorus to the music of her voice.
The initial release my fucking of Annika gave me, sort of let my moans fade somewhat; at least until the grunts and groans of my efforts and their feelings set in. But Annika's were getting more pronounced. It wasn't too long before I recognised she was about to climax. As she came, she clamped herself down on me; my thrusts immediately becoming climax inducingly powerful in their effect on me.
And so it was. Annika hadn't finished climaxing before I found myself firing my load into her as I did my usual thing of burying my head in the mattress, next to her head, and groaning loudly into it as my shaft pulsed inside her.
Probably unknown to Annika, it was still pulsing when she rolled us over putting her on top. She passionately kissed me, before asking...
"Does that feel better?"
"It feels beautiful."
"Have we suppressed your randiness?"
"You know, I constantly feel randy in your presence. It just have this effect on me. But, if you mean do I still feel...'I'm going to explode if I don't have sex' randy, yes, that has been, for the moment, suppressed."
"Only for the moment?"
"I can't predict the future."
"And to think you thought we were oversexed when we met. Looks like the shoe's on the other foot now."
"Maybe they're just matching shoes."
Annika rested her head on my chest as we fell momentarily into silence. My erection was still in her -- as it almost always is after sex with her. I'd felt that 'plug being pulled' sensation that, as fair as I know, indicated my erection is over, but it still had enough hardness and length to stay where it was and neither of us seemed in a hurry to remove it.
We had been laying there -- Annika on top of me, my erection still in her -- when we heard Laila come into the apartment. She was neither shy, nor quiet about what she did next. Entering our bedroom, she looked up the length of Annika's spread apart legs, no doubt displaying where I penetrated her, and asked...
"You guys have been here a long time. Can I have a turn please?"
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Laila's request for a turn means only one thing. She wants sex with me.
It's part of the strange situation I've found myself in.
As far as the girls were concerned, my role on this trip was to be their sex slave; even if their father thought my role was more as protector in the remote countryside.
And as a sex slave, I was, what you might call, jointly owned. I don't think it was ever expected that Annika and I would fall in love. But that doesn't change the fact I was still jointly owned, at least when it came to the issue of sexual services.
To be fair, Laila has graciously accepted and adjusted to our relationship. But that doesn't mean I'm not still hers for sex.
From the outset, Laila's sexual requirements have been greater than Annika's. Indeed, the fact that this will be only the second time toady we'll be having sex is almost surprising. So as much as her statement was expressed as a polite request, for all practical purposes, it was a demand.
I looked up at Annika who was still lying on top of me.
She nodded her head and rolled us both on our sides, allowing me to withdraw the erection which had been pleasantly loitering in her body for a good half hour. It wasn't the same erection as had dumped a load in her that half hour ago. That old one had passed. Not into flaccidness, but rather had just softened a bit; still long and hard enough to remain penetrated in Annika. Then, as we'd enjoyed the intimacy of each others' bodies, I'd been aroused to a new one.
So as I sat up on the bed, what was presented to Laila was a full erection.
I edged myself off the bed and stood in front of her. She grabbed my hand and, picking up the sex pillow off the bed, and led me into her bedroom. That of itself was a novelty. This would be the first night since I met them that we wouldn't be sleeping as a threesome. Laila had allowed us to have a separate room and bed.
Closing the door, she tossed the pillow onto the bed and embraced me and started kissing me. Whatever my relationship with Annika might be, Laila is entitled to the full privileges of love making; no holding back. And I'm not allowed to hold back either.
As our bodies squirmed against each other and we french kissed, I reached down and started to pull Laila's bikini pants down. But she immediately stopped me and pulled them tautly back up again. That was unusual, but I guessed it simply indicated she wanted to prolong foreplay; which was fair enough, even if I did already have an erection ready for her use.
She gradually eased us over to the bed, before tipping us both onto it. But here again, she continued to engage in a sort of rolling foreplay; our bodies intertwined, and our tongues in each others mouth as we rolled alternatively putting one or the other of us temporarily on top. My erection was caught between her stomach and mine and that seemed to be -- for the time being -- where she wanted it to be.
Rolling me onto my back, with her on top, she disengaged from the french kissing and instead started gently biting my neck. Lowering herself on my body a bit and with a slight elevation of her torso -- the combination of which left the length of my erection sitting in the front of her mons and vulva, her labia and the bikini pants that separated her flesh from mine, wrapped around the sides of my erection - she started licking, sucking and biting my nipples as her hands glided across my chest and arm muscles.
It left me little to do except run my hand through her hair and, when I could access them, tweak her still bikini covered nipples.
My upper chest seemed to provide her with some entertainment, because she loitered there for quite a while. But eventually she moved down again, sitting on my thigh as she poked her tongue into my navel and caressed across my stomach; a stomach I tensed my muscles for her, since that seems to turn the girls on.
Loitering there for a while, she eventually kissed down the length of my erection and back up again, and then worked up my torso, kissing my chest until she laid herself flat on top of me...
"Now you can undress me."
I pulled the strings of her bikini top and she lifted her chest enough to let me pull it out from under her. Then I rolled her over to pull her pants down. Spreading her legs, I put the sex pillow under her hips and laid back on top of her as I guided my erection into what was by now a very aroused and wet vagina.
Laila told me in no uncertain terms what she wanted...
"Fast and hard, like you do so well."
I knew that, on the whole, men are guilty of doing that and, women don't like it; often because it hurts....
"Are you sure. Most women don't like it.'
"I'm not most women. It blows my mind."
"OK, if that's what you want. Tell me if I'm getting it wrong."
All I could console myself with is that Laila was as wet and well lubricated as any girl I've had sex with (which to be honest, isn't that many). Maybe that's why she liked it.
Fast and hard can be as painful for the male as it can be for the female if he gets the angle wrong and breaks his cock. Indeed, more painful since it can be a permanent injury. So I always start slow and make sure I'm working at the right angle; a sort of muscle memory process. Fortunately Laila doesn't get too annoyed by that; as long as I don't take too long.
I slowly worked up to maximum speed.
Fast is one thing; hard is another. It means I'm crashing into her pelvic floor with every thrust. No last minute breaking; I'm hitting it with the full speed of the thrust.
It doesn't hurt me; indeed, the push of my pubis and base of my cock against her vulva feels rather nice -- in a harsh sort of way and as long as I don't get the angle wrong and bend my erection instead of hitting it square on the base of my erection.
But it ragdolls Laila's light frame like you wouldn't believe. I think to some extent, she might even be exaggerating it -- Annika certainly does with my more gentle sex with her at times. For me, that means her breasts are wobbling in the most provocative way; and I'm nothing if not a fan of breasts -- more so if they are wobbling. But for her I worry it might be hurting her.
But in the sex department, I am a mere slave to both of them. So whatever my reservations are, she gets what she asks for.
It didn't take long for Laila to work up quite a vocal response to my thrusts. She's more than a bit of a screamer. I suppose it goes with the hard and fast attitude. But I'm pounding away while she's moaning and yelling her guts out.
I'm not exactly silent either. It's hard work pounding her like that, however nice it might feel. But mine are more grunts of effort as my sweat sprays across her torso, rather than moans of sexual pleasure. For me, that will come later.
It wasn't long before she came; even more nosily than the build up. But that doesn't mean I stop or change what I'm doing. Evidently my thrusts prolong and intensify her orgasm, so I just keep pounding. And even when she's finished, I don't stop. Until she clamps, or at least grips, my erection more firmly I'm not going to cum and until I cum my job is to pound her. She has the control over that.
So, what does it feel like for me?
Pretty good.
It's a really nice feel having my manhood slide in an out of her; even at top speed.
It embraces and triggers its nerve endings in a really good way; as does almost any penetrative thrusting into a girl who's vagina is as receptive and lubricated at Laila's.
Not enough to trigger a climax very quickly -- if at all. But in a way, that's an advantage. It means I get to enjoy the pleasure of thrusting for much longer and that in turn seems to build a much more powerful climax.
But there's more to it than that., even if it is a somewhat dicey male perspective.
There is something about pounding a girl in the way Laila asks me to pound her, that -- what's the right word -- enhances a sense of manliness.
Your shaft is dominating her vagina, while you look down at her relatively tiny body ragdolling to your powerful thrusts.
In different circumstances, it might be regarded as one of the worst forms of toxic masculinity.
But when the girl wants it - has specifically asked for it because it turns her on so much -- it's a different situation.
It gives me this sense of getting pumped full of testosterone and even steroids -- or something like that -- as my manly muscles bulge with the effort and I put my erection to the purpose nature set for it in the most, well, masculine way.
And under me is a girl, not just enjoying the ride, but objectifying the male body -- my male body - doing it to her.
By the time of her first orgasm, I was feeling pretty pumped and chuffed.
My cock felt great and I was on a masculine high; even if I was throwing sweat all over her and grunting like a pig.
As she worked herself up to her second orgasm, I actually found the energy to pump her even faster; and maybe harder.
By the time we got through the second orgasm and were heading for her third, I must admit, my energy was starting to flag and my cock was telling me it was wanting to dump my load.
After we got through her third orgasm, I decided it was time to change the story. I changed the angle of my thrusts a bit so that the upper surface of my shaft got dragged firmly across her hard pelvic floor muscle at her vaginal opening. That necessitated I slow down a bit and make the thrusts more measured, least I break my shaft. But it stimulated my shaft in a way that just fast thrusting her without being gripped didn't.
But Laila quickly recognised what I was doing and the signal it sent.
She gripped me. I was going to say more tightly; but when she hadn't been gripping me at all before, that didn't need to be much. Not crushingly so, but enough to start brewing up my climax. That let me go back to straight thrusting again. And, oh my goodness, didn't it now feel even greater. She was gripping me just enough to make every thrust feel fantastic; brewing me up slowly instead of coming on in a rush.
But the end was inevitable.
The damn broke on my orgasm, the ecstasy of that first pulse making me groan loudly enough to offer some serious competition to Laila's noises; followed by many nearly as powerful.
Laila goes into some sort of hormonal, oxytocin driven passionate frenzy after she's had an orgasm; more so when she's had a few. Now with me having drained my balls into her while she was working herself up to a fourth one, she rolled me on my back to put herself on top and went to town on me; kissing me passionately as she ground her vulva on my pubis and the base of my still hard erection to finish her fourth orgasm and then going to town on me even more desperately with the additional oxytocin that gave her.
She had her tongue so far down my throat I thought I'd choke and her arm so tightly around my neck I thought she'd strangle me; still drawing whatever pleasure she could from the persistent erection that lingered in her body. Her free hand was caressing me hard enough to defoliate my skin as she brushed her projecting nipples repeatedly across my chest.
And that was no short phased thing. I'd guess fifteen minutes worth of it, even if she did ease up somewhat from her more extreme actions. I was even able to get my tongue in her mouth by the time she finished.
But she sort of knew the limits she could go to on my post climax cock. Overdo it and it will go as flaccid as a wet newspaper. Do it right and, after the monster orgasm it had just given to me, leaving it more plugging the cum inside her instead of stirring it up, and it will linger quite a long time. When I finally got to pull it from her and flopped, still panting, onto my back, it was still a pretty firm erection which splattered onto my stomach.
Which was all very nice. But I had an exam on in two days time and the afternoon was meant to be spent preparing for it.
I diligently did just that, the girls bringing dinner in to me as I studied at the sideboard in the bedroom Annika and I were sharing.
The girls left me alone until around 10pm, when it was our usual bedtime. Annika stuck her head into the room...
"I'm ready to go to bed. How much longer will you be studying? I could sleep with Laila if you want me to, or you could work in the living room."
I looked up at Annika. I was pretty studied out anyway. There's only so much the brain -- or my brain -- can process in one go anyway.
Besides which, this was absolutely the first night I'd get the share a comfortable bed with Annika, without Laila being in it too. That wasn't something to be missed, even if nothing happened.
"No, I'll come to bed."
Annika walked into the room. She was completely naked; glistening somewhat from the danpness of her skin...
"I had my shower in the other bathroom."
As I stood up, she walked across the the bed, pulled back the sheet and laid down on it. We had well and truly got into the habit of, not just sleeping naked, but for the most part uncovered in the tropical climate we were travelling through. The apartment was air-conditioned, but dressed in nothing but swimwear, we'd resisted using it, so even at night, it was still pretty muggy.
"OK, I'll have a quick shower too."
I ducked into the bathroom in our room and did just that; a cool shower with a good soap down to take away that sweaty feeling from our day's activities. Drying myself off, I walked back into the bedroom to find Annika what I thought was asleep. It didn't entirely surprise me. We'd had another quite active day.
So I walked around to the other side of the bed, pulled the sheet right off it and laid down on it too; initially on my back.
A somewhat groggy Annika quickly laid herself on top of me, her legs spread out to each side...
"How's the study going?"
"Good. It was a productive afternoon."
"We all had a nice day today. The Tunnel Creek was very interesting."
"Yes, I enjoyed it too."
"You fucked four girls in it. I'm not surprised."
"That's not what I meant."
"I know, but you still fucked them and enjoyed it too."
Her laying on me having triggered an erection, Annika squirmed about on me until she'd penetrated herself on it. We kept talking about the day; a still groggy Annika pausing between topics to let her head rest on my chest, before coming up with a new one.
Until she didn't and I realised she'd fallen asleep.
That left me wondering what I should do. We've slept penetrated before. Annika has a real thing about being penetrated by me, even if we aren't indulging in vigorous sex, and there was nothing difficult about that. And her light figure wasn't the slightest bit uncomfortable on top of me. Indeed, as I had an embrace around her waist and bottom, it was rather delightful.
The problem was I have trouble sleeping on my back; a touch of sleep apnea.
I propped my head up with another pillow and drifted off; after all I'd had a pretty full day too.
But someway into the night I found myself woken by something between a gagging and an obnoxious snoring. It was a wonder I hadn't woken Annika, but she was still sound asleep. But I knew I couldn't keep sleeping like I was.
Holding her tightly, I rolled us both on our sides. I thought I'd pulled of a successful transfer until I tried to extract my lower arm from under her waist. She stirred; half awake again...
"Fuck me."
She flopped slowly onto her back weakly pulling me; but in any case forcing me to follow if I wasn't going to lose my penetration of her.
We could have a discussion about it, or I could just comply. Even though we've been here before and the answer is always the same, the conservative part of me insisted on some confirmation...
"Are you sure?"
"Yes."
I felt the mucus bindings that had formed between my shaft and her vagina shredded as I first withdrew from her. This was no Laila like pounding, it was a slow, loving, making love.
But she had a tight grip on me. With that and whatever accumulation of stimulation had come from my prolonged penetration of her and the erotic dreams that induced, it only took about a minute before I was emptying my balls into her; going through what had almost become the boringly familiar groaning into the pillow alongside her head as my shaft kept pumping it out. Boring for her maybe -- but never boring for me.
The strange thing was, she came too. Well strange by my experience with other girls -- but less so Anniika.
She turned her head to my ear next to hers as my final shuddering pulses finished their business...
" I was dreaming I was fucking you when I woke up."
With that, she signalled for me to roll back on our sides, holding my bottom firmly into her to maintain penetration of her. And, just like that, she fell asleep again. I took a bit more time, but got there eventually.
The sun was well up in the sky when I slowly work up from my sleep to see Annika staring intensely into my eyes. Gradually I registered my situation. I was still penetrated in Annika with what felt like a fairly full erection and, this time for a change, my arm was under Annika's neck; which meant it wasn't crushed to a tingling state by being pushed under her body. Her lower arm was laying between our torsos. She waited till my eyes were fully open before greeting me...
"Good morning."
"Morning."
"Did we have sex last night or was it a dream?"
"We had sex. You told me to fuck you."
"I thought so, but I wasn't sure. I certainly had some interesting dreams."
"As in sex ones?"
"Yes. Some quite erotic, over the top, sex ones actually."
"Erotic in what way."
"I'm not sure I remember all the details, but it involved some really wild sex."
"Wilder than what we've done on the holidays?"
"That's the way it made me feel."
"Did it create some fantasies you want to put into action?"
"If I could remember the details I might; but I'm not sure I can."
She held me tighter and kissed me, before pulling back and asking...
"Can you make love to me in a really nice way?"
That was one of the first times she asked me to make love instead of just fucking her. I'm not entirely sure what the actually difference was, but the words mean something emotionally at least.
"Do you have a position you'd like me to make love to you in?"
"You on top is good."
I reached for the sex pillow to put under her hips to give her better stimulation. She stopped my hand, telling me...
"No. I want the closer feel of your body. The pillow tends to separate us."
It has become increasingly obvious to me that, for Annika at least, penetration and intimate contact is a more important aspect of what she calls love making, than is the climax. She's right in that the pillow which elevates her hips turns the sex into something of an elevated thrusting game.
I laid of top of her, intertwining our legs as much as my penetration of her would allow. We started off kissing and caressing with our hands, but gradually we started -- what I call - squirming against each other. It twists my shaft around inside her without withdrawing it, brushes her nipples across my chest and generally causes our bodies to rub against each other at every point of contact.
It's not really intended to bring either of us to a climax, although sometimes Annika will orgasm if she gets sufficiently emotionally worked up.
I must admit, I rather like it. There's just something about being in such close, all embracing contact with her naked body. Having my shaft inside her compliments that, but is far from the be all. From time to time, I'll look down between our bodies and see her glorious breasts brushing across my chest; her nipples hard edifices which bend with her movements.
But nice though the feeling of being inside is, there's nothing close to the sort of stimulation that will brew me up.



Annika on the other hand proved to be more worked up. After about fifteen minutes, she climaxed. Not a throw your hips up, yell out loud one; but enough for me to feel her contractions and have her go into something of a kissing frenzy.
It was about another twenty minutes before she climaxed again. Despite her explanation, I still don't really know what triggers it, nor why the girls I'm with now have multiple orgasms whereas I always considered myself lucky to make any previous girlfriend climax once. We mostly got there, but it was often a near run thing.
This time she looked across to the bedroom clock...
"We've got a plane to catch. You'd better finish yourself by giving me a good fucking."
I again reached across for the sex pillow, attracting a...
"No, no. As we are."
I lifted myself up on straight arms -- presenting Annika with my now worked up chest and arm muscles and me with a view of her breasts, and started thrusting. Her grip was moderately tight, meaning my shaft went from dealing with a nice massage to some really stimulating slides in and out of her.
Stimulating enough that I blew my load within a minute; with the prolonged capture of my shaft within her body once again leaving me moaning loudly into the pillow alongside her head. She rolled herself on top of me, looking me in the eyes as she instructed...
"Well, we'd better get up and get dressed. I think a shower would be wise after all that. Let's share one."
She climbed off me, leaving my still firm erection to flop nosily onto my stomach. Offering me a hand, she dragged me up and led me to the bathroom. A shower was probably wise. It had been a muggy night and there was no doubt that a certain part of my anatomy could do with a good wash, given what it had been through during the night.
After setting the water temperature we both climbed under the shower, our bodies in close contact to let us both get wet. As we have done before, we soaped and cleaned each other; a rather nice process, given it let me play with her breasts and explore other parts of her body.
My manhood, already a little stiff just from the close contact with her, grew a full erection as she spent quite a while washing it. For me, that was merely something to be expected; two naked bodies pushed together and manhandling each other will do that. Given what we'd just had as we woke up, it never really occurred to me that it might instigate sex.
But after washing her hair -- and mine -- with the erection still there, Annika embraced me, lent back against the tiled shower recess and -- well, almost demanded...
"Let's have a quickie."
A 'quickie' is an expression Annika had learnt while travelling with me, but comes across funnily with her Swedish accent. What really floored me was when she added...
"We don't want you displaying an erection in your pants when you meet dad."
Not because there's a fair chance the erection would have settled by the time we got to the airport several hours from now, but because it was the first I had heard about her dad being there. I must admit, given how much of a fucking his daughters had got from me, I felt some trepidation about about the meeting. After all -- at its worst - billionaires can easily afford a hit man to take care of someone who has compromised their family's name. And if promiscuous sex is enough to do that, then I was in deep shit, even if the girls were the leaders of the whole thing.
Plus there was that little thing about whether we really wanted sex, given our activities in bed. It still surprises me how many times a day they want sex; and Laila's much worse than Annika. I mean, if we were just on a dirty weekend, I could understand it -- although even a dirty weekend with my past girlfriends would do well to have sex any more than once each day -- but they've, I mean we've, have been at it for a month or more now.
But these were just random thoughts which invaded my brain as Annika, grinning broadly, pulled my erection between her legs and located it within her vaginal opening before pushing herself down on it to get full penetration.
There were so many questions I wanted to ask her about the meeting with her dad but instead I found myself embracing her wet naked body and receiving her french kiss as I pumped away at her. The grip she had on me certainly was consistent with her call for a quickie. It was pretty firm and, given the signals her hands were giving to my butt, there was no way it left me room or time to position myself to stimulate her in the way I normally would.
Indeed, when -- I suspect because I'd had sex with her not that long ago -- I was still going after about a minute, I felt her clamp down on me even more firmly. That did it. With a loud groan, I came; holding my erection in full penetration and almost lifting her off the ground, while the pulses of my orgasm did their thing,
I kissed her for a moment, then as I went to withdraw my still hard erection, she pushed my bum back up to get full penetration again and said...
"Wait!"
Followed by
"Ah..."
"Ah..."
"Ah..."
"Ooooooouuuuuuuuuuu...aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh..."
I felt her contractions as her legs almost collapsed under her, leaving my erection doing a lot of the job of keeping her upright; at least until I could position my hand to come to the rescue. There was no point asking what triggered the orgasm. We've had that discussion before and I've basically been told it's all in her head. But it still baffles me.
When she recovered her composure and had a bit of a kiss and a pash, I playfully asked her...
"Can I pull out now?"
"If you have to."
"I thought we were in a hurry to catch a plane."
"Not that much of a hurry."
My question didn't matter much. My cock went flaccid and did it for me. I stepped out of the shower and, grabbing my towel, then passed her hers.
Two and a half hours later found us parking our truck at the airport.
I'd dressed in a buttoned up, collared cotton short sleeve shirt and a tailored pair of cotton shorts with sneakers. I was commando under the shorts because in the humidity, I could do with the ventilation that provided.
Annika had gone for a mini skirt and tied front crop top, which displayed all of her stomach and most of her chest, worn braless and a pair of sandals. At least I knew she had thong panties underneath her skirt. Laila was dressed much the same, although the brief upskirt glimpse I'd got suggested she was commando under her skirt.
They led me to the Qantas Lounge which, evidently, they were members of and somehow how had access for both them and me, even though we were flying on a private jet.
They quickly found their father. He was tall, slender for his age, but at the same time strongly built. Far from my image of him as likely to be in a dapper suit, he was dressed in the work clothes usually associated with open cut miners in Australia; a high viz shirt and long dark blue pants with steel capped boots. Just maybe a bit cleaner than those worn by miners after a long, hot day's work.
The girls ran up to him, giving him a touchingly enthusiastic hug. I've always understood the Swedes are a stand-offish nation; making what the girls did unusual. But I could only guess it was something picked up from their French mother.
By the time they'd finished their hugs, I'd closed the gap and was standing behind Laila as she released her father and stood to the side the reveal my presence.
Their father eyed me over before extending his hand. As I shook it, he said...
"You must be Tony. The girls have sung your praises in many ways. Indeed, I understand you may have won the heart of one of them. I can tell you that is not something Annika surrenders to readily, so you clearly are someone special. Thank you for looking after my daughters and keeping them safe."
"It's been my pleasure sir. I must say though, you've raised some incredibly independent, intelligent and sensible daughters. I suspect they are quite capable of keeping themselves safe in most circumstances."
"I can't argue with that, but there are times it's nice to have someone stronger around, just in case. As for sensible, well, most of the time, you're right. But I suspect their sexual activities might horrify some parents."
He was looking at me with a broad grin. Very much the one Annika uses when she knows she's got the drop on me. Annika had hinted her dad was getting the full story of what was going on and now their dad was making it clear, he knew.
Having dropped that bombshell, he looked towards the food table, indicating, lets get ourselves a coffee and have a quick chat. The plane's refuelling and you'll be on your way soon.
For about fifteen minutes, the girls downloaded on their father more details of their trip; filling in the gaps that their telephone discussions hadn't time for. He expressed his pleasure at their sense of adventure.
When the pilot came in and indicated the plane was ready for departure, he stood up, offered me his hand again and added...
"Good luck with your exam. I'll see you all here when you get back."
That was finished with another round of hugs from his daughters.
The pilot led us out onto the airport tarmac, to the plane. I'm no expert on planes. It was way bigger than what I thought the usual Learjet like plane should be but smaller than the sort of Boeing 737 style plane I'm more familiar with. Whatever it was, it was an impressive size for a private jet.
As we bordered the plane I was a bit surprised; more by ignorance than anything.
I suppose you expect a private jet like this to be something like a luxury apartment in the air. It was certainly in top condition and nicely set out, but I would describe it as more functional that ostentatious. At the front were a couple of rows of seats that (having no knowledge of such things) I thought might be more like one of the better business class seats in a public plane. A single row on one side, with all the seats facing forward and a double row on the other, with the front two seats facing the two behind them, creating what I suppose was a conversational area.
Behind the 'top of the line business style seats' were what I might have thought to be second tier business class seats; certainly more spread out and with nicer -- wider -- than seats I was familiar with in cattle class.
The hostess directed us to the 'conversation seats'; Annika and Laila in the backward facing ones and me facing forward, offering us a small glass of champagne while we waited for the plane to be prepared and cleared for takeoff.
I would have thought the girls might have seen the inside of this plane before and know where they were likely to sit; but as we sipped our drinks, one thing was very much on display to me and something of a distraction. Laila was in fact commando under her mini skirt and every part of her was visible to me. She knew it too as she kept catching me with my eyes on it and grinned at me each time.
Not that Annika's was that much more modest. Her thong panties were drawn into her vulva in a way that displayed nearly as much and the front tied cropped shirt she had on was slowly slipping even more open across her chest, exposing more of her breasts.
Once we were in the air and the seat belt sign was off, the hostess came around again and folded out a table; serving something between a late breakfast and a very elaborate morning tea. This was unlike any experience I'd had in the cattle class section of any plane I'd been on. I can't say I didn't enjoy it and I certainly made the most of it.
The table had sort of blocked the upskirt view I'd had of the girls; probably just in time because they'd made no attempt to close their legs. Indeed, it was almost as if they'd deliberately spread them to display themselves to me.
But soon after we started eating, Laila dropped off her sandal and folded her leg to bring her foot up onto the chair. That exposed her again in a move so blatant that there could have been no doubt it was deliberate. Noting her action, Annika copied her, the asymmetry of the way that made her sit opening up her shirt even further until the edge of her right areola was showing.
This was all too deliberate and as much as the conversation as we ate was pleasant and innocent and what they were displaying to me wasn't something I hadn't seen -- and more -- on an almost uncountable number of times over the last month, my body was responding to the provocation.
When we finished, the hostess came around again to clean up, folding up the table again after asking us if that was what we wanted. The girls had dropped their feet back to the floor as she'd approached and, I noted brushed their shirts back along their upper legs, but that of course didn't stop the upskirt view from where I was sitting.
The intention behind all this became a little more apparent when Annika asked me...
"Do you want to have a bit of a rest in the bunk room?"
I looked at her puzzled for a moment, but something in my befuddled brain had the sense to answer yes, Garbing a small carry on bag she'd brought, she stood up, offering me a hand to do the same. Then turning back to the hostess, she pointed to the back of the plane, before leading me there.
A portion of the back end of the plane had been sealed off by a bulkhead with a closed door. I really hadn't paid any attention to it as we bordered or until now; I suppose just assume it was a luggage area or something.
As she opened it, it revealed exactly what she'd called it, a room with two double bunks, one along each side of the plane. They were generous in their size and as generous as they could be in the spacing between the bunk and the one above it; helped by having the lower one only slightly elevated from the floor.
I noted the underside of the upper bunk was well padded; I assumed to allow for any clear air turbulence event.
Again it defied what I imagined something like this in a private plane might be like; my expectation being more along the lines of a queen bed. But like the front part of the plane, it was functional first and ostentatious second. Annika turned to me as she closed the door behind us...
"Dad and some of his executives often has to do long overnight flights, so he's set up the plane to accommodate that."
Which was about all the explanation I got before she untied the front of her shirt to expose her breasts and started undoing the buttons on my shirt...
"Mum and dad joined the mile high club in this room. I thought we might too."
There seemed to be no secrets in this family. By the time Annika removed my shirt and undid the front of my pants and the fly while I slipped her shirt down her arms, she exposed a full erection.
As my pants dropped to the floor, she knelt down to remove my shoes and let me step out of my shorts. Since I was commando under my pants, as she stood back up, only her skirt and thong remained as any form of clothing on either of us. I untied the waist band of her skirt and let that drop to the floor too.
The beds were made up with sheets and a doona. Annika bent overt to fold the doona well out of the way, leaving only the sheet on the bed. But in doing so, she'd bent deeply over. I couldn't resist the temptation of the sight that gave me. I playfully pushed myself against her bottom, placing my erection in the fold between her legs; following her moves as she dealt with the doona. Since she didn't adversely react to that action, I then folded my erection down and placed it along the length of her crease.
With the doona out of the way, she stood up, her back fully pressed again my chest and the tip of my erection poking out the front of her mons. She half turned her head to me...
"Well, that's not a bad way to start, so lets do it that way."
I hadn't intended to instigate doggy style. It wasn't a favourite position for either of us. But the word 'start' at least suggest it was only the entree for what would follow [entree in Australia is the first course. I gather it can have a different meaning elsewhere].
Personally I like something face to face. It's more intimate and I love being able to stare down at Annika's beauty and her sexually erotic body. That's not to say there's not a considerable beauty in her back too. After all, it displays her shapely figure with its flawless skin, her very cute butt and her beautiful long hair as it cascades over her shoulder.. But not to put too fine a point on it, I love staring at her breasts as we make love.
She slowly knelt down, me following her down to keep my erection where it was. Once she was on her knees and bent over the bed, I pulled back to remove her thong before putting my erection back through her crease and bending over her back, playing with her breasts. I hadn't simply penetrated her because we hadn't had any foreplay and she may not have been ready to receive me.
But the teasing that she and Laila had given me seemed to have had a two way effect. My shaft found a very wet and slipped vulva and her nipples were already pretty hard by the time I cupped her breasts. It was only a few moments later that Annika guided my erection into her vagina; pushing hard back on me to quickly get a full penetration.
I started thrusting. Nothing too fast or hard. Just like I usually do with Annika, long, medium slow loving thrusts. One of my hands tweaked her nipples while the other fingered her clit.
Favourite or not, it was clearly very quickly working a treat for her. Annika was soon moaning in a very persuasive display of being highly stimulated. Fortunately, given we were on her dad's plane with a hostess in the front of the plane, she wasn't a screamer like Laila.
Being triple stimulated like that, it took about three minutes to bring her to a climax. Me? Well, as usual I'd enjoyed the thrusting as did my cock. But her lose grip on me did nothing towards bringing me to a climax.
She withdrew, laid herself out on the bunk and pulled me on top of her. Reaching over the side of the bunk for the travel bag she'd brought in, she pulled out an inflated neck ring you use on long haul flights and placed it under her hips to elevate them and then pulled out a small damp hand towel. She'd obviously planned ahead for this.
I started slowly thrusting again to find that this time, Annika was gripping my shaft somewhat. Enough to brew me up, but not enough to do it quickly.
We playfully fucked each other; by which I mean, as I thrust, Annika rolled her hips around, adding a different cause of stimulation to our sex and very much making a two person thing instead of me as the male simply banging away at her.
Through it all she played with the muscles of my chest and arms as I stared down at her breasts; we were each in the habit of erotically objectifying the others upper torso and each of us loved the other taking that approach.
Every now and then I'd be overwhelmed by a desire to suck her nipples, so I'd withdraw a bit to limit the contortion I had to use to get my mouth over one, then suck it crazily while still slow thrusting her; albeit more shallowly than when I'm thrusting with extended arms.
It was truly lovely sex. It felt great on my shaft and that sent wonderful signals to my brain, but it was also inclusive and dynamic. It signalled our attraction to each other -- emotionally and physically.
It was while I was sucking her nipples for what I think was the third time that she came again. She went a bit hips throwing, but since I was lying on her more firmly as I played with her breasts, my weight somewhat suppressed that. But I felt her grip on my shaft go a bit firmer.
That was the signal it was time to bring it to an end with my own climax.
Arching up on my outstretched arms again, I stared down at her breasts as I savoured the absolute pleasure of those delightful thrusts that would bring me to my climax; each one more powerful in its effect on me than the one before.



Then the moment comes where you wonder if you should risk another thrust and maybe get caught by that first pules as you are half withdrawn or bury yourself deeply and assume nature will take its course. I usually do the latter and did this time; waiting that precious moment when you can almost feel your balls and cock brewing up without any further stimulation required before your climax explodes up the length of your shaft; eliciting a loud groan which is impossible to suppress.
As my pulses pumped my cum into Annika's vagina she reached up and pulled my head down, kissing me passionately before she directed my head onto her right breast. I was still groaning into it as I took the hint to suck on her nipple.
Well, I did more than just suck on it. I took as much of her breast into my mouth as would fit and flicked her hard nipple with my tongue while at the same time playing it against the roof of my mouth.
I was still shaking and jerking out the last of my climax when I triggered another one for her. Wrapping her arms tightly around me, she squirmed and shook in climatic rapture, eventually rolling us both over to put her on top where she could give full vent to the hormonal and pheromone forces flooding her body; kissing me as her whole body rubbed, squirmed and intertwined itself against mine as she screwed my erection around inside her.
As her passion subsided, she lifted her head up, looked me in the eyes and gave me a broad grin...
"Welcome to the mile high club."
"You too."
She fell on me again with more kissing and body grinding before her energy was spent and she just rested her head on my chest.
As always seems to be the case when I make love to Annika, my manhood was drained but still pretty hard as it rested in her vagina; neither of us in a hurry to remove it.
She stayed there for maybe five to ten minutes, by which time I'd felt my erection refresh itself.
She lifted her head again...
"I'd better send Laila in."
"Won't the hostess be a bit suspicious?"
"She's already more than suspicious, she knows what happening. You'd have to be pretty naive not to work out what two people in their early twenties are doing when they move into the bunk room in the middle of the day."
"And she won't tell your dad."
"Dad has not the slightest doubt already that we'll use this trip to join the mile high club. And yes, he would know that you are going to fuck Laila too."
I could do little more than admire their father.
Annika dismounted from me, letting my erection flop onto my stomach. Grabbing the damp cloth she'd brought, she wiped herself and then me down, making sure we didn't leave any stain on the sheets.
Getting dressed, she encouraged me to lay where I was, turning to me as she exited the room...
"Laila won't be long."
Well, Annika was right about that. The door had no sooner closed then it opened again as Laila came into the room.
She immediately looked at the erection bisecting my lower stomach as I lay on my back on the bunk...
"I see you're ready for me; excited in anticipation maybe."
I took the cowards way out...
"That must be it."
She dropped her skirt to the floor and straddled my erection, wrapping it in her crease, as she took off her crop top shirt and dropped it to the floor too. Bending down she kissed me, before asking...
"How do you want to do this?"
"You know me. I like to do it the way you prefer."
"Well, if I'm going to join the mile high club, I'd like to do it with a bang. That's much better then trying to do it standing up in the smelly toilet of a crowded airline plane. So, fast and hard please."
Fast and hard is becoming more or less all Laila wants. But doing it in a plane makes it a bit more difficult. If I really get into it and get it wrong, I can break or injure my penis. In the case the movement of the plane increases the risk of error. So, without making I fuss about it, I decided it was going to be not as fast or hard as Laila was familiar with. Safety first as they say.
Laila rolled off me and spreadeagled herself alongside me -- or at least as much as the confines of the bunk would allow. As I got up to mount her, she finished the job of spreadeagling herself; legs wide and arms out too.
She watched me in what seemed like anticipation as I laid on top of her; centring my erection in her crease and surging it; quickly finding the receptive opening to her vagina. I gently eased myself into full penetration.
By Laila's standards, what followed was quick and quiet. It seemed that registering as a member of the mile high club was more important than the sex itself.
I fucked her as hard and fast as I thought appropriate to our circumstances to find that, for once, she had a moderate -- OK, more slight -- grip on my shaft. Which meant, not only was I getting the pleasure of fucking her with each thrust, but I was actually getting stimulated in a way that was going to bring on a climax of my own; rather than me endlessly fucking her to multiple orgasms.
She came after -- I'm only guessing -- about four or five minutes of pounding. She vocalised it, but barely enough to be heard over the engines. Immediately -- while she was still contracting and moaning - she gripped me really tightly and given I'd already had a build up, almost just as quickly triggered my climax.
In a very Laila sort of way, she rolled us over to put her on top while my orgasm was still pulsing and went to town kissing and otherwise pashing me; but even that didn't last long.
Then she simply gave me one final 'thankyou' kiss and dismounted me; wiping herself, and me, down and otherwise making sure we didn't leave any mess. Getting herself dressed, she offered me, still laying naked with a residual erection resting on my stomach, a hand to get up and dressed as well.
Then we both rejoined Annika in the main cabin, trying not to display naughty grins.
An hour before landing in Sydney, the hostess served us lunch. Here again I was getting an experience outside my league as to what I would normally expect for aeroplane food; but I was happy to enjoy it while I could.
Once we landed, the girls organised a Uber to our hotel in the city; one of the fancier ones. As I might have guessed, with a king sized bed and a nook where I could study, it wasn't your standard hotel room.
Leaving me to study, they went out on a shopping expedition; although in reality I suspected they were really just leaving me in peace to prepare for the exam the following day. They aren't extravagant girls and came home with very little. And to my surprise, they let me study until bedtime, only stopping for dinner.
Which made it -- with only three fucks -- pretty well the least sex day I'd had since I met them.
The three of us shared the king size bed, Laila unperturbed by the fact I was cuddled up against Annika. Indeed, the only sexual moment I had before the exam was when Annika watched me wake up with a full morning glory at about 6.30 and asked me if I'd like a fuck. I surrendered to her suggestion (actually I accepted it with pleasure).
To avoid waking Laila, I brought Annika to a climax with fingering her and sucking her breasts -- something I really enjoy doing at any time - before mounting her and, with not too much bouncing of the bed, have her tight grip bring me to a fairly quick orgasm; very much a quickie as she's learnt to call it. Still, it made for a very nice start to what was an important day.
I left early for Uni, deciding to do any last minute revision on campus.
The exam itself didn't feel that challenging and made me feel as though the extra effort I'd put in was worthwhile.
After a brief lunch with some of my Uni friends, by 2pm, I was back at the hotel.
Well, I suppose they had to make up for denying themselves at some time, and as soon as I got home from the exam the 'making up for it' began.
I'd phoned them to let them know I was on my way -- to check that they were at the hotel rather than to expect any special greeting. As I walked in the door I was greeted by two naked women holding a bottle of french Champagne and three glasses. Laila had me hold a glass while she filled it, while Annika went around dropping my pants to the floor, quickly followed by my undies, and pulling my t shirt over my head.
Retreating to the lounge, Annika sat on my lap, with Laila pushed up by my side while we enjoyed the first glass, and then the second; Annika's hand never releasing the grip she had on my erection with her spare hand. That was enough to reduce inhibitions without reducing our libido or ability to perform.
When I finished my second glass, the girls quite literally sculled theirs before putting their glasses down. It what had to be a premeditated approach, Laila got off the couch and knelt next to it as Annika laid me out on it.
Next thing I know, Annika is sitting on my erection cowgirl and Laila is leaning over me; presenting her deeply dangling breast to my mouth and whispering...
"Suck and finger me."
I can feel Annika's hands resting on my lower chest as she starts riding me; the sensation of the front of my erection raking across her g spot and her then coming down, leaning forward and grinding her clit against my pubis, before going through the cycle again, making it pretty clear what her intention was.
But I can't see any of that as my vision is blocked by Laila's other breast; almost sticking in my eye. I've taken the one presented to me as far into my mouth as I can to let me flick my tongue against her hard nipple and play it against the roof of my mouth while my fingers are exploring a very wet clit.
I've never seen any evidence that Laila is capable of nipple orgasms, so making her cum was very much a function of what I'm fingering, even if the nipple stimulation hurries it along. She was already aroused by the time my fingers found her clit (it's not that I didn't know where it was; more a matter of contorting my arm over the edge of the couch and bending it down to between her legs). She was wet and as I reached further I found her vagina ready to receive my fingers.
I tried to stimulate both her clit and g spot, but with the angle of approach of my hand, couldn't make them both work so went for the more certain approach of clit stimulation.
Laila's position left her breathing into my ear and, as she became more aroused, that breathing turned to moans, which in turn became -- well, screams is too dramatic, let's call them cries. Either way, they became uncomfortably loud. So I was rather pleased when I brought her to a climax; even if the culmination was the loudest moment of all.
But the punishment of my ear with her climatic cries were very momentary. Almost immediately her breast was torn from my mouth as she threw herself back onto the floor where she writhed about, throwing her hips up and throwing them from side to side while she moaned and cried.
I thought it was something of a melodramatic show. After all, all I'd done was finger her and suck her breast. Goodness I've pounded her into the ground while giving her multiple orgasms and never had a reaction quite as showy as that. But she assured me later it was real; just something her body needed to do. I wasn't pinning her down and I just happened to hit the right things at the right moment to give her an incredibly powerful orgasm that needed that sort of release.
Anyway, it momentarily opened up my view of Annika; her breasts wobbling delightfully as she bounced up and down on me. Our eyes met and we exchanged grins as I reached up and tweaked her nipple.
Her eyes drifted down to watch my hand on her breast as she moaned just a little more firmly. I could see her orgasm wasn't too far away either. Certainly not cries, really barely even moans. More heavy breathing than anything. But it certainly told me her orgasm wasn't far off.
But I didn't get to watch her climax. True to form, once her orgasm settled, Laila got up and threw herself over my face, kissing me madly and caressing my hair and face; Annika's positioning stopping her from going any further than that.
I was rather pleased when Annika came. She couldn't kiss me because Laila was blocking my face, but I could definitely feel her contractions as they played against my erection. She waited until it passed, then dismounted me, leaving a still hard erection ready for Laila to use. She didn't need a second invitation. Annika was barely off me before Laila was on; lifting my erection up to sink it into her body. I pleaded, only half jokingly...
"Be gentle with me."
"Don't worry I won't break you."
Now it was Annika's turn to dangle her breast over my mouth and let me suck it while I fingered her.
Laila was certainly more aggressive in her use of my erection to bring herself to a climax, but fortunately didn't break it. Unable to throw herself down on me with Annika in the way being fingered and sucked, Laila was left panting and lightly moaning still sitting up in the cowgirl position as her contractions conveyed to me the power of her climax.
I was enjoying myself stimulating Annika. There's something about her breasts which are that little bit more erotic than Laila's, both for looking at and sucking and the fact they can of themselves bring her to a climax is icing on the cake. And I suppose I feel a more powerful sense of -- lets call it ownership -- of her vulva and vagina in fingering her. In other circumstances, I might have been happy to keep stimulating her for much longer.
But I knew if I didn't bring her to a climax soon, Laila would start riding me again and, well, I was really hoping we'd finish this with me giving Annika a good fucking. That's how we usually finish group sex with Laila, she allowing Annika that privilege given our relationship. And both my brain and my erection were hoping that might be soon.
If Laila worked herself up to another round, that would both risk me going off prematurely and delay my fucking of Annika.
As Anniika bent over me, this time I'd managed to position the arm and hand bent over the edge of the couch to finger her to be able to both penetrate her well enough to stimulate her g spot and finger her clit at the same time. And instead of dangling the unsucked breast over my eye -- as Laila had -- Annika left the other one dangling over my neck, letting me get my spare hand to it. So I was enjoying working on both her breasts and her g spot and clit.
Fortunately, with all those spots being stimulated, I managed to bring her to a climax pretty soon after Laila's broke. Annika didn't provide the same performance as Laila had. She just stayed bent over me, breathing heavily and hissing as I prolonged her orgasm by continuing to stimulate her.
Recovering from that, she laid herself spreadeagled on the floor, look up at me still laying on the couch and suggested...
"Your turn."
Laila dismounted from me, leaving me free to accept Annika's invitation.
It must seem strange, but I felt a certain reluctance to oblige her. Oh, I was going to; I really couldn't say no. But as my relationship with Annika deepens, just sticking my dick into her and ejaculating seems a bit -- I don't know - crude maybe. More so when it's on a hotel room floor.
I wanted her body, there was no doubt about that. But what I really wanted was to pick her up, carry her into the bedroom, lay her down on the bed and intertwine our naked bodies. At some point I would penetrate her and eventually cum into her. But that would be the end point of a much more complex and prolonged engagement.
The fly in the soup of that idea was Laila. We were in the middle of a threesome. Laila might concede that Annika gets the cum shot, but stealing Annika away for a bit of private rolly polly might be seen as a breech of threesome rules.
I got off the couch and mounted Annika, penetrating her receptive vagina. As I did so, she put her hand around the back of my head, lifted herself up to me and whispered in my ear...
"Take your time. You don't have to hurry. You'll know if I think it's time for you to go."
That was Annika's way of saying she understood that I often feel as though I'm taking too long to cum when it's my turn and that I needn't worry about it; which is nice of her. But in this case I've got Laila sitting on the couch, watching me fuck her sister; and with a rear end view of my butt as I'm doing it.
I tried to put Laila out of my mind as I lifted myself up on outstretched arms and started thrusting. After all, there was no shortage of things to distract me laying right under me. Annika understands -- and indeed encourages -- that this part of our engagement is principally about pleasuring myself. She doesn't expect me to adopt some sort of contorted angle of approach to stimulate her. And in any case, if I did that, I'd have to do it for Laila too.
By now, I know what feels best when I'm fucking Annika like this; reasonably slow thrusts going from a full, deep penetration to a withdrawal of only about a third of my shaft. And on full penetration, adding a bit of a grind of the base of my shaft and my pubis against her vulva. I think that gives her some stimulation too, but as I said, this is supposed to be about me.
If Annika doesn't grip me -- and that's usually how it starts -- I can go on almost forever; sometimes having to grind myself more firmly against her vaginal opening and pelvic floor muscle to eventually trigger an orgasm. With a bit of grip, I can go on for quite a while, but will get there without having to adopt more extreme approaches. If she grips me too tightly, I'll likely go off like a cheap cracker.
Annika knows all this by now and approaches me accordingly.
After a very pleasurable five minutes, I figured it was time to bring myself to a climax. I changed the angle of my thrusts to rub against her firm pelvic floor muscles. Annika picked up on my change and gripped me more firmly. Not enough to bring me to an almost instant orgasm, but enough to get me there within a short while.
With that change, I went back to my original approach. Every thrust now was enhanced by the way it added just that little bit more accumulated stimulation towards my climax. It was nice enough for me to give in to my need to moan; if only to signal to Annika the effect she was having on me.
She was pleased about it too; since every time I tore myself away from my fixation on her breasts, I was greeted with a knowing grin.
When you've been thrusting like that for a while, I always find the orgasm when it come to be a monster one. It's like all that thrusting is building a dam of pleasure that all breaks at once. And so it was this time; monstrous pulses that brought forth groans that would have burst Annika's ear had I not turned my head away from her; followed by the most exquisite, body shaking, after waves.
Now it was my turn to lay there panting; wondering whether I should engage in a kissing and pashing spree with Annika or be inhibited by Laila's presence and find some dignified way of withdrawing from Annika and getting up without putting my bum even closer to Laila's face. I chose the latter; although I felt I failed the dignity bit.
After we cleaned ourselves up, Annika suggested we catch an Urber down to Bondi Beach. Since there we no objections, we changed and headed on down there. For me, it was a way of cleaning my brain from the cobwebs of my studies; to the extent the orgy with the girls hadn't already done that.
Frolicking in the surf with them, in their tiny thong bikinis, was a delight. Yes, in a sexual way given how tactile they are, but just as importantly in a playful way; one that reminds me I'm still young even if the end of my University day are near and I'm about to have to the face the reality of the world. They have a lack of inhibition that beings out the best in every moment.



Time just flew and it was with some regret we realised it was time to head back to the hotel. With our clothes wet or damp, we went by bus. It took longer, but it had its own playful side. And in the course of it, the girls announced they were taking me out to a fancy celebration dinner.
When I'd packed to come back for this exam, I really didn't consider such a possibility. About the best clothes I had were those I met their dad with when we went to the airport. I wondered if that was good enough for what they had in mind.
It didn't seem to bother them what I wore. They very much doubted we'd be kicked out because I was wearing tailored shorts and sneakers. But they had packed for the event.
It was the sheath dresses they'd worn, the first time they'd taken me out to dinner while we were still in Bondi. The ones with spaghetti string straps which held up small triangles of material that barely covered their breasts, with a plunging neckline and a mini length bodice; all so tightly drawn against their bodies I could even see the bulge of Annika's mound if she stood up straight, let alone the projection of their nipples.
There's something profoundly unfair about the effect that can have on males within their orbit; especially me.
I mean, I've fucked their naked bodies and played tactile games with them dressed in tiny bikinis all afternoon, and yet I just can't take my eyes off them; nor really control the tendency for a bulge to grow in my pants.
As we walked down to The Rocks where the restaurant was, I had one of them in each hand. We started off walking with me have an arm around the waist of each of them, but that somewhat slowed our pace; so we went back to holding hands.
As we talked, I really couldn't help staring down at their cleavage while turning my head to them. It was like a powerful magnet that just wouldn't release my eyes; except when I left them drift far enough ahead so I could look at their butts. Annika's dress especially tended to fold into her bum crack, making the sight of her walking with her sculptured bottom almost irresistible; visually and - well -- lets be blunt, sexually.
And so it was as we ate dinner; a feast of food -- taken in moderation of course -- and of eye candy. The food may have been light and consumed in moderation, but I couldn't say the same about our consumption of champagne. Two bottles of the stuff went down with the food; the girls hitting it somewhat more than I was, although I was no slouch.
To say it was a wobbly walk home is an understatement. This time they wanted to walk with our arms around each other, so I did; almost as much to make sure they didn't fall over as some sort of romantic or erotic stride. As they slouched against me, their dresses tended to be tugged at -- unintentionally let me say -- with their cleavage slowly opening up until Laila's nipple fell out. Annika was displaying just the edge of her areola; her hard projecting nipple captured by the hem of her dress, stopping it from going any further. I pointed out to Laila her exposure, but she was non-plussed and not in any hurry to tuck it back in. The street was fairly empty, so I didn't push the issue until we got back to the hotel where I persuaded her it wasn't a great way to walk through the foyer.
Once we were in the elevator, they were all over me like a rash; almost leaving me carrying them out of the elevator to the door to our room.
And once we were in the room, they immediately went to drag me into the bedroom. Having a fair idea how this would end -- especially in their drunken state -- I indicated I wanted to brush my teeth first. The three of us then ended up in the bathroom, all attending to that at once. I'd visited the rest room on the way out of the restaurant, but they hadn't so I left them in there to attend to whatever other matters they needed to.
The moment they came out -- together -- they took me into the bedroom and stripped me. What they found when they dropped my pants was a full erection; not surprising given what was happening and how tactile they were about it.
Stripping them was a lot quicker then they found stripping me was. No buttons, no zips or belts, no socks or shoes and in their case, no bras. They'd kicked off their sandals and all I had to do for Laila was pull the stretchy material of her dress over her head. To my surprise I discovered she'd been commando all night. While I was pulling Annika's dress off, Laila went down on me sucking my cock. Since Annika had a thong on, I had to try and pull that down while working around Laila's head bouncing up and down on my erection.
Once they were both naked I was pushed onto the bed and immediately had two female bodies on top of me. I said early that I wanted to be intertwined on the bed with Annika. Now I was intertwined with both of them. With my face covered by breasts and lips trying to kiss me, it was hard to know exactly what was happening down below.
My erection went into one of them and was buried pretty deeply. Since Annika had her breast in my face and Laila was trying to make room for a kiss, I figured it had to be Laila. She ground herself around on me; jerking and twisting my erection inside her. The girls were giggling drunkly as I felt Annika's hip push Laila's hip aside and in the process, pull my erection out of her only to quickly have it penetrated in Annika.
Annika wrapped herself as tightly around me as Laila's invasion of the other half of my body would allow, pushed herself down hard on my erection and stirred it slowly around inside her; a far more intimate version of what Laila had been doing, but very much Annika's style.
Annika in turn was pushed off by Laila and I felt my erection go into her.
And that was the interesting thing. It was all feel. My field of vision was entirely the girls faces and breasts; the latter being very much used as an erotic weapon against me; and rather effectively too I would add. Annika especially likes her breasts being sucked; but of course, can't easily have it both ways -- or is that both ends. If she positions her breasts over my mouth, her vagina can only just reach the tip of my erection.
With my arms wrapped around both of them, and laying flat on the bed, what was happening down below was largely conjecture; although there's little to guess at when your erection is swallowed by a lovely warm vagina.
As far as the girls were concerned, it seems to be something of a game; interspersed with drunk giggles and 'my turns'. I could feel them often stimulating themselves by rubbing their wet vulvas on the top of my thigh, but apart from that, the lower bit seemed to be a battle for my cock. But at least I started to work out who was using it at any one time, since it could only be Laila stimulating herself on my left leg and conversely Annika on my right; although she was just as inclined to have her breasts sucked.
I've always wondered what a Roman orgy really looked like; now I thought I knew -- just with a lot more people.
However, the girls were getting a bit careless on how well they gripped me. Usually they know when to tone it down and when to tighten it. If they wanted prolonged sex, they needed to tone it down.
They weren't. Annika was riding me with a modest grip, while I could feel Laila stimulating herself on my thigh. But Laila's hip was interacting with Annika's upper leg -- or something like that - in a way that was adding extra stimulation to Annika's thrusts. I could feel myself brewing and there was little I could do about it.
With a noisy groan, I came into Annika; a sort of auto response causing my hips to thrust up into her. In one of those reactions I still don't understand, however often she explains it to me, that made her cum too. Laila, aware of what was happening, went crazy on my thigh, bringing herself to a climax before ours were finished and leaving me with a pile of female bodies on top of me giving vent to their post orgasmic oxytocin highs with almost suffocating kisses and caresses.
I thought that might have been enough -- given their state. But no. After they'd finished kising me, Laila moved down my body, pushed aside Annika's hips which still embraced a moderately firm erection and, without even cleaning its cum and juice soaked surface started sucking my cock.
She knew from past experience she could fairly quickly refresh my erection -- a benefit of youth I suppose. And she got it. But I think that made her feel it was hers to use, because she laid back on the bed and said...
"Fuck me. Hard like you always do."
I wasn't sure she was in a proper state for that, but I had little choice. Leaving Annika laying alongside her, I mounted Laila and penetrated her. I wanted to get her to come as quickly as possible, so a put a spare pillow under her hips.
I didn't thrust as hard or as fast as she usually asks for, but she was groggy enough to either not notice or be too lazy to complain. What I did do was try and direct my thrusts firmly against where I thought her g spot was and, by resting a hand on her breast, tweak her nipple.
I worked well enough. It may not have set any records, but she came quicker than usual and, least she thought there'd be another round, I withdrew as I bent down to kiss her. She gave me a slurred...
"Can I have more."
"It's Annika's turn."
Whether or not Annika wanted that would be up to her, but it gave me an excuse to move across and lay down gently on top of Annika. She embraced me with a grin...
"So it's my turn is it. Why are you just laying there then?"
"I had to make sure."
"You can be sure."
I did want to make love to Annika, whereas doing so to Laila was more of an obligation. Not an unpleasant one, but an obligation just the same. I wanted to do to Annika now what I would have liked to do earlier in the day; some really intimate love making instead of just a hammering of her.
As I lay on top of her I manoeuvred my erection into her crease and then surged it to find her vaginal opening. Finding that, I penetrated her; although since she did a lot of the pushing, it was more a case of her penetrating herself.
Having got there, I intertwined our legs, held her in an intimate embrace, and kissed her. Not a quick one, but a prolonged loving kiss; tweaking her nipple between the fingers of the hand I had cupping her breast on her right side with me being more positioned on her left.
Annika put her hand around the back of my head, pulled me tighter and reciprocated, screwing my erection around inside her as she ground her vulva against my pubis in little bursts; making sure in the process I was buried in her as deeply as was humanly possible.
I loved the feeling of her naked body so close and intertwined with me like that; our skins merged into one in so many places; the feeling of her warm left breast and hard nipple pushed against my chest. My cock surged involuntarily in her; triggering that sense I have when making love to Annika of my cock swelling and inflating itself to a new level, stretching the skin of my erection and making it feel bigger and fuller.
With most of my weight carried by the bed when I was half tilted to the side, I let Annika take the lead of what movements our bodies should make against each other, figuring she knows better that I do what movements will stimulate her.
For want of a better description, it's a sort of squirming, jerking movement that we engage in with this sort of sex. It's not a case of a dominate male thrusting away at his mate, nor of him being ridden by her. It's two bodies merged; small, subtle movements enhancing the intimacy of our engagement with the stimulation of our most sensitive zones.
At our hip level, I could feel Annikas movements seeking a degree of penetration that brought the base of my shaft and my pubis firmly against her vulva, where her slight movements were -- I could only guess - stimulating her clit. Higher up, she squirmed in a manner that rubbed her left breast against my chest. I could feel its hard nipple bending one way and then the other as it slid across the hairy flesh of my upper torso,
But there was more to my enjoyment of it than the mere stimulation of our erotic zones. There was something about the way that flesh of her thigh and lower leg moved against mine which was no less delightful than anything that was happening higher up. And while we weren't actually kissing, the brushing of her cheek against mine and my gentle biting of her neck created a frisson all of its own.
Still, at the centre of it, there was a big, hard erection embedded in her body, binding us together. Annika's movements weren't stimulating it in any way likely to bring me to a climax. But they constantly reminded me of the privilege she gave me of me invading her body so deeply; the stirring motion she induced in my shaft gently feeling out the organs surrounding it and warming it at the same time.
It's a sensation that's largely missed when a sexual engagement is based on thrusting. It's one that I never really appreciated until I fell in love with Annika; but since then I yearn for it more than any other form of sex, but only with Annika.
Annika's breathing became heavier; telling me that whatever she was doing was working for her. As she started moaning I knew she was about to cum.
Her body tightened and she embraced me more firmly as I felt the waves of her contractions break against the length of my shaft. I kept tweaking her right nipple, but otherwise let her govern what she did to prolong her climax.
As it subsided, she put her hand around the back of my head and pulled my lips against hers; her tongue invading my mouth in a passionate French kiss.
I suppose I could have started thrusting my shaft into her at that point. I could have even rolled her fully on her back to bring us to my favourite missionary position; arcing my back up on outstretched arms so I could stare down at her wobbling breasts as I thrust myself to an orgasm.
But that would infer I was in a hurry. I wasn't. As much as my cock might have called me to let it dump its load in her, the rest of me was in an unhurried state of contentment. We rolled gently against each other as we kissed and caressed.
It was Annika who started the movement that would finally bring me to a climax. She started squirming and jerking again, but this time there was a firm grip on my shaft as she rocked the base of it against her pelvic floor. The movement was minimal, but its effect was powerful.
Initially it felt as though my erection was swelling and lengthening in her even more. The skin of it felt super stretched, as if to bursting point, as it seemed to reach out and touch parts of her anatomy it had never felt before. But then that sensation of a building climax set in. Slowly at first; slow enough that I could still focus on the joy of our intertwined bodies and that special privilege of my deep penetration of her.
But Annika's rocking was unrelenting. The build up might have started slowly, but it pretty quickly then rushed to a conclusion. Now it was my turn to hold her tightly as the powerful pulses of my climax delivered my seed into her as it flooded my brain with erotic pleasure and caused me to involuntarily moan and groan.
As the pulses subsided, I had this irresistible need to thrust my shaft into her; triggering a second wave of delightful pulses and more groaning.
But even the best climaxes must come to an end. As mine did, I took stock of where we were.
Laila had passed out -- and I mean passed out, not just fallen asleep -- shortly after I'd finished with her. But she was lying down the centre of the bed, leaving Annika and myself only half its width. Annika's state was pretty borderline too. Not as drunk as Laila, but moving in and out of full, if playful, consciousnesses. My erection was still in her and there was a temptation to leave it there. After all, we slept the whole night together with me penetrated in her before.
But I thought with the state the girls were in, and the narrow confines of the bed, it was not the night for it. We'd be cuddled up close anyway; that was enough.
We had a mid-morning flight back to Broome tomorrow. It was best we try and get some sleep.
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The one thing that could be said about my night's sleep was that it was a sound one. Whether it was the excess champagne, the sex or the post exam exhaustion and come down, I don't know, but I slept uninterrupted until 7.30.
And that was despite the tight, rather cosy, confines of my sleeping arrangement.
The hotel we were in was one of those fancy ones that think you only need a doona without a sheet. If you use the doona, it's so warm you have to have the air conditioning on to avoid cooking yourself. Or you can do what we did which is turn the air-con off and sleep uncovered. Which when you're sleeping with two rather attractive girls otherwise naked, has other advantages.
So that really wasn't the problem with the sleeping arrangement.
Rather it was that Laila had passed out cold in the middle of the bed, leaving Annika and me in a rather compressed state. Yes, we could have slept either side of her, but that wasn't what we wanted to do. It was like being back in the camping tent -- after something had made it shrink!
If sleep isn't your first objective, that can have advantages. After all, my back was pressed firmly against Laila while Annika and I were pushed even more firmly against each other; face to face.
So I woke up with her face against mine and my night erection in the thigh gap between her legs; somewhat pushing up into her crease. But there wasn't enough room behind me to pull my hips back to release it from that position.
I could feel no movement from Laila and rather suspected she was going to wake with a hangover.
Annika I could see was still asleep; her breath somewhat smelling of the champagne from the night before. Mind you, I doubted mine was any better.
Annika's got the most beautiful, attractive, soft, feminine face. While it's a delight to look at, so are her breasts. I was stuck where I was, so to help the time pass, I pulled my head back just far enough to look down at her breasts as they pressed against my chest. They weren't squashed there; just resting firmly enough her nipples were pushed aside a bit; as far as I could tell in a hardened state.
That gave me about fifteen minutes of pleasure; enough pleasure I had to constantly fight my cocks desire to surge itself against Annika's crease.
But eventually a desperate need to pee and a dead arm from it bring compressed under my shoulder with nowhere to give it any room to let the blood flow back into it, meant I had to get up. There was no easy way to get up without waking at least one of them.
If I tried climbing over Annika, not only would I wake her up, I'd probably roll her off the bed.. And I was facing the wrong way to climb over Laila and too tightly packed to be able to turn around and face her.
I tried squirming like a worm down the bed. That meant I was dragging my body against theirs and my erection was initially being pulled down through Annika's thighs until it escaped her clutches and rested against my stomach.
All of which meant there was Buckley's chance of not waking one or both of them. My head had got down as far as her breasts when I heard Annika softly ask...
"Where are you going and why is there an erection between my thighs?"
"I need to go to the bathroom and my night erection grew into the gap between your thighs while I slept."
Annika rolled half off the bed, letting her sit up and releasing me to be able to get off the bed too. As I stood up, I bent down to kiss her...
"I might have a shower too. I'm a bit sweaty after sleeping pushed together like that -- not that it wasn't nice."
Retreating to the bathroom, I had to deal with the peculiarly male problem of peeing with an erection; because even that brief interaction with Annika made sure it wasn't going down any time soon. That means standing back from the bowl, bending deeply and holding it down aiming at the bowl and hoping you've calculated the range correctly. In retrospect, I should have simply peed in the shower, but I didn't.
Having finished and flushed that, I brushed my teeth; well aware of my 'night breath'.
Almost as soon as I started running the shower, Annika came into the room. As I adjusted the shower and stood under it, Annika sat on the bowl...
"Sorry. I was a bit desperate too."
Finished with that, she stood up and gave her teeth a quick brush before turning to me...
"Mind if I join you."
Annika climbed into the shower; embracing me. Before she pushed her body against me, she bent my shaft down and located it between her leg and through her crease. Showering together is nothing new; and nor is her doing it with my erection between her legs. It is something Annika has liked for a while. But often that has been in outback showers where water is scarce and we knew we had to limit our time under it.
Now we were in a fancy city hotel. Australians are brought up not to waste water, but just this one time I felt reasonably uninhibited about timing.
We washed each other's bodies in the most tactile way; paying a lot of attention to the others erogenous zones. I have to say, I love washing Annika's breasts.
When we finished that, Annika embraced me and held our bodies close together, turning her face to me to kiss me. At first we just swayed and rocked against each other as our hands caressed the others flesh and we passionately kissed.
But slowly Annika started to rotate her hips in a way that was very clearly stimulating her clit by sliding my erection across it.
I decided to add to her stimulation, and my own enjoyment, by bending my head down and sucking her breast while flicking my tongue across her nipple. It meant there was a repositioning of my shaft to do that. Instead of our pubis's being in close contact and her stimulating herself on the base of my shaft, our hips were now separated and it was the top part of my shaft sliding across her clit with a slightly upward force. Annika made the effect more accurate by holding the base of my shaft with her hand and positioning my shaft where she wanted it as she moved her clit across it.
It's hard to be sure of these things, but I'll swear she was flicking her clit across the edge of the bell of my swollen shaft.
It wasn't long before her breathing told me she was heading towards an orgasm. As she came, she kept stimulating her clit for a moment or two before she slid the tip of my erection back through her crease and I quickly found my erection half buried in her body. All I had to do was straighten my knees again to fully immerse myself and find myself in Annika's firm embrace; her contractions bearing down along the length of my shaft.
I love that moment after Annika climaxes. Actually I love it after any of the girls climax. Laila after all gets completely out of control and all but eats me in her uncontrolled passion. But Annika is special to me. To give her pleasure like that is wonderful. Like Laila she is flooded with endorphins and oxytocin and she seeks what can only be described as moments of extreme intimacy with me, kissing and cuddling.
But whereas Laila's response comes across as satisfying her extreme need to throw her body against the nearest male -- which I accept may be an unfair description -- Annika's comes across as wanting to share her moment of erotic high with me. Her response is more controlled, more sharing, more -- I don't know how to explain it -- appreciative of me as the person who gave her that ending.
It might not be accompanied by the mind blowing rush of pleasure I get as the pulses of my own orgasm shoot my cum into her body, but it is still my favourite part of making love to her. As we stood up, pressed against each other, my erection binding us together as it buried itself deep within her torso, she kissed and caressed me in the most wonderful way; her body swaying in a beautiful, feminine, erotic dance of love against me, the flesh of her thighs, her torso, her breasts and even her arms, brushing delightfully against my own sensitive flesh and making it tingle.
It's not stimulating my manhood. It's not intended to. But it triggers my own hormonal response; emotionally making me love her more while my manhood responds to that emotion by swelling to a new height where I can feel it thickening and lengthening; stretching the skin of my shaft to a degree it feels like it will burst inside her.
As her endorphin rush subsides, Annika's dance against me took on a new dimension. My shaft, which had been essentially static and unstimulated during her initial period of passion -- although I'd have to add, in the most wonderful way -- started to become the focus of her movements.
Normally she'd lean back against the shower wall to let me -- not to put too fine a point on it -- fuck her. But this time it seemed she wanted something more romantic.
She was adopting something closer to how we sometimes finish an intimate sex session in bed. Although still pushed closely against me, her dance included and sort of undulation through her lower torso, which had the effect of causing a slight withdrawal and push back in of my shaft as she gripped me tightly and rolled it firmly against her hard pelvic floor muscle at the front of the entrance to her vagina. It was almost, if not actually, something like a rocking motion.
Each time she did that, it really caused a rush of pleasure through my cock. Had she'd done it quickly I would have come in an instant. But in this case, she was drawing out my build up by spacing her roll movements. Her hands were all over me -- but often on my butt drawing me more deeply into her body, her breasts were sliding across my chest, the hard nipples bending to the side as they moved and her kisses conveyed a degree of loving passion. And the flesh on flesh contact with the whole front of her body was heavenly.
As it progressed, I couldn't help letting out a moan -- essentially into her mouth -- every time she rolled it like that. And I could feel her lips against mine express a wide smile in response.
But the build-up was unrelenting. My moans were getting louder, and she knew it. There came a point I knew it was about to happen. For fear of -- I'm not quite sure -- I pulled my mouth away and turned my head to the side as I let out...
"OOHH...OOHH...OOHH..."
And then it broke. I'd sort of developed a view that the longer I spent thrusting, the more powerful the orgasm. But with this technique, Annika has taught me otherwise. As the dam burst and my seed was pulsed up my shaft I climaxed with an almost deafening...
"AAAAAHHHHHHH...OOOOOHHHHHHH...AAAHHHHHHHHh..."
Involuntarily, I thrust into her so hard I all but lifted her off the ground, holding her there. Pulse after pulse of this powerful orgasm flooded my erection and brain with the most incredible pleasure, one so overwhelming you couldn't suppress a need to vocalise it. Just as I thought I had control of my reaction, another wave of it washed over me, once again causing me to express it loudly with another...
"OOOOOOAAAAWWWW...AAAAHHHHHHH...OOOOOOWWWWW..."
The third wave was just as powerful -- and noisy. It was only after that the waves subsided a bit; slowly petering out to body shaking groans. Finally I pushed her against the wall, still somewhat suspended on my cock and arms, kissing her passionately and thrusting out the last vestiges of my climax.
It was only then I realised she was climaxing too; signalled to me by the contractions I could feel against my cock and her moans.
After a prolonged kissing, Annika finally pulled her head back and with a big grin, noted...
"That seemed to be a good climax you just had. Hell, your cock is still as hard as a rock too."
I smiled at her...
"It was a monster. What about yours?"
"Which one?"
"Either or both."
"Good, but you've given me better."
"Well, this was shower sex. I can do a lot more when I've got you flat on a bed."
"I know. It wasn't anything like a complaint. Just answering your question."
Annika was right about my cock being hard. And it was still providing a lot of the force holding her on tippy toes against the wall. I bent my knees to ease her back to a flat footed stance. But after a while that became uncomfortable and I pulled it out of her.
She wrapped her hand around it and slid it up and down -- in a rather nice way -- as she rinsed it under the shower...
"I suppose we'd better get out and ready for our flight. I wonder how Laila's doing."
"I suspect she'll have a hangover when she gets up."
We enjoyed drying each other, in much the same way we'd soaped each other under the shower; even if, by the time we'd finished, my erection had refreshed itself. Walking naked back into the bedroom, we found Laila still asleep.
Annika and I quietly went about dressing for the flight back to Broome; wearing exactly the same clothes we'd flown out in -- a mini skirt and cropped, tie front shirt for Annika and a pair of tailored shorts and button up collared shirt for me. Half way through, Laila began to stir.
She moaned a bit; and this was not a moan of pleasure.
Annika went and sat on the bed next to her...
"Are you OK?"
"Oh, my head."
"Why don't you get up and have a shower. You'll feel better for it."
While not wishing ill of Laila, in a way I didn't regret her state. I'd just had fantastic, loving, sex with Annika and in a way it would have been spoilt -- maybe less meaningful is a better way of putting it - if I had to finish it by fucking Laila too. And there would be nothing less certain than Laila would want a fuck if she wasn't in the state she was in.
Nursed along somewhat by Annika, we got Laila showered, dressed and into the taxi to get us to the airport.
When we got to the private plane departure lounge, it was crowded with about 8 workers in the standard hi vis yellow shirts and blue work pants that the mining workers seemed to have as their uniform -- the girls' dad included.
Annika recognised a number of them and had a chat with them, introducing Laila and me in the process. They in turn introduced Annika to other of the workers in what felt like a very friendly atmosphere..
It wasn't long before we were called to board the plane. The girls and I were allocated the same seats at the front we'd come across in. Two guys were given what you might call the 'business class' seats opposite us, the rest were in the less salubrious seats behind that.
With this sort of company there was no likelihood of another mile high episode. Instead, it was interesting watching Annika work the plane; in the sense that the first guy she talked to her got up and walked her the length of the plane, introducing her to those she didn't already know. It was clear she was being introduced as the daughter of the company head and owner; but it was interesting watching Annika take the time to meet her father's workers.
As she sat next to me again, she indicated...
"I worked in the company office last year and got to know a few of the guys. It's always good to make the effort to get to know the company staff.".
Laila was still half dazed in her hungover state; recovering, but not yet with her usual enthusiasm.
The plane landed at Kununurra and all the other's disembarked. Once we were back in the air again, the cabin crew -- the same lovely lady we'd had on the trip over -- served us a really nice lunch; unlike anything I've had on a plane before. She then took a moment to ask how my exam had went.
Laila, until this point slumped in her seat, almost inert, with a pair of head phones on to block out the aircraft noise, gathered herself enough together to enjoy her lunch and -- whether deliberately or not I don't know -- lift her right leg enough to display the fact that, like on the trip over, she had nothing on under her mini skirt.
The lunch was enough to make the rest of the trip to Broome pass pretty quickly.
It was after we landed the trip took an unexpected turn. The girls' dad was waiting for us at the airport. Dressed in the same work uniform as all the other guys, that wasn't the unexpected turn.
He asked my to come to the Qantas lounge, leaving the girls outside. Collecting me a beer, and one for himself, he led me to a quiet corner of the lounge. He went straight to the point...
"So, the trip with the girls finishes in about a month. Have you considered what will happen to your relationship with Annika after that?"
"Sir, it is a question that has not left my mind. I don't have an answer. And it is something I've discussed with Annika without a solution. She will be half the earth away from me and it tears me apart to think that I will be in no position to frequently visit her."
"Do you believe you;d like your relationship with Annika to be a lasting one?"
"If I could make it work it would be forever. I've never felt about any woman the way I feel about Annika."
"It is possible Annika will be given a senior position in managing our Perth office. She is young, but she has impressed me with her managerial abilities when I have given her a go. I know the law firm we use is looking for good young lawyers for their Perth office. Would you be willing to move there if I got you a job with them?"
"Without a moment's hesitation sir."
"I was hoping you'd say that. It is clear that Annika is more than just smitten with you. She is seriously in love and it is not like Annika to react like that lightly.
"Let me see what can be worked out. No doubt the girls will want to know what this is about. Nothing is certain yet, and I don't want to put you in a position where you have to lie to them. When they ask, simply respond that I asked you whether you wanted to stay in touch with Annika at the end of the trip with a view to seeing whether that could be made possible. If they push it further -- which they will -- just say I've asked you not to go further with the discussion and I will talk to Annika when I can think of a solution."
He stood up and shook my hand...
"Well, I have a plane waiting for me and you have a couple of women. We'd better get on our way. I'll be in contact."
Their father wasn't wrong about the girls interrogating me as to what our conversation had been. I gave them the answer he gave me and stuck to it however much they pushed for more. This was one possibility I didn't want to muck up.
We collected the camping truck and went back to the motel we'd been in before. The girls had made it a continuous booking, even though we'd be away for a couple of nights.
By the time we got there, Laila's hangover was pretty well over and she had been getting fairly frisky. As we entered the unit, she took my hand, looked to Annika and asked...
"Can I borrow him please?"
Annika rolled her eyes and nodded her head...
"If it's OK with him."
The thing was, I didn't really have much say in the matter. It was pretty well my main reason for being taken on this trip with them. So I rolled my eyes back at Annika and let Laila lead me into the bedroom.
Laila had me stripped naked in a mere moment. I'd undressed her too, but with a skirt that could easily be dropped to the floor and a top that slid off her with the slightest pull, my task had been easier that hers.
She climbed onto the bed, put one of the spare pillows in the centre of it, rolled onto her back with the pillow under her hips and spreadeagled herself with her legs wide apart. Grinning at me she teased...
"You know what I like. Come and give it to me....Please."
Now I might sound hesitant about this whole caper. I am in fact a bit torn. In a way, it doesn't seem right given my love for Annika. But she's the one who permits -- even wants me to do this. I can tell you I'm even more torn when fucking Angelique and Cecile.
BUT, and it's a big but, my body has no hesitation. I had a full boner from the moment she started undressing me. My cock, which seems to have a mind of its own, couldn't wait to get into her. I was a guy in his early twenties being offered sex with a really attractive girl who liked wild sex. What can you expect?



With a desperate attempt at displaying genuine enthusiasm, I climbed on top of her, sucking her right nipple as I surged my erection through her crease to locate the tip of it in her vaginal opening.
Foreplay? As far as Laila is concerned, undressing me gives her all the foreplay she needs. Indeed, leading me by the hand into the bedroom probably did it. She's made it clear before that, absent any signs to the contrary, she wants me in her and banging away at her with all the lustful urgency I can muster.
I pushed my erection into a vagina that was more than ready to receive it.
'Hard and fast'. That's what she meant when she said I know what she wants. It's not my favourite approach really. A bit too toxic male and somewhat lacking in romance, but if that's what she wants, it's not for me to judge; although I have managed to tone it down just a smidgen from our first encounters with this approach, without her seeming to notice. And it's better than when she wants to go crazy cowgirl on top of me and I have to keep reminding her not to break my cock.
As usual, the first couple of thrusts are taken more sensibly as I make sure the angle of my approach is best for both her and me.
Then, on outstretched arms that let me stare down at her breasts, I started going for it.
The whole sexual engagement goes through stages.
The first stage, and one of my favourites, is to get her body rag-dolling under me; making her breasts wobble in the most incredible way. It's meant to be a function of the 'hard sex' and to an extent is. But it is helped along by her hips being elevated on the pillow, reducing friction with the bed, and I suspect some exaggeration of it by her; knowing how much it entertains me.
It makes me wish I was shorter than I am. I'd love nothing more than to be able to comfortably bend down and suck those wildly wobbling nipples. But the measurement from the base of my cock to my mouth won't permit that without contorting my neck and torso in the most uncomfortable way.
I do it -- contort myself that is -- because of the fun of sucking them. But I can only hold it for a few seconds before I have to lift myself up again for fear of doing permanent damage to my neck. So I go through cycles of uncomfortable sucking and just staring down and enjoy the sight of those babies wobbling.
The next stage is when my raking of my shaft across her g spot -- thus the need for a pillow -- starts to have effect on her. Laila doesn't hold back. When she starts getting stimulated, you know about it. Moaning is just the start.
But this fast and hard thrusting comes at a cost in energy expended. The girls, wanting they and me to be able to hang around in swimwear all day, don't turn on the air-conditioning; relying on dressing down to nearly nothing to keep cool. But when you start exerting yourself hammering away at Laila like she wants me to, let's just say, you work up a sweat. Quite a sweat after a while. A big enough sweat it starts spraying all over Laila.
Evidently both Annika and Laila are as inclined to objectify my body as I am theirs. And for them, a big, muscled lifesaver working up a sweat and spraying it all over them as they get fucked by me is something of a treat. Laila certainly seemed to think so, caressing my pecs and upper arms as if she was spreading my sweat around.
Oh, and did I mention the grunting that goes with all that effort.
Indeed, I have come to understand from subtle little hints from her that her desire to be fucked fast and hard is as much because of the stimulation she gets from seeing its effect on my body as the more direct stimulation she gets of her g spot and clit; not to mention that periodic sucking of her breasts and nipples when I bend into her.
Whatever might have been the case this time, she was soon working up a storm and vocally making it known to me and everyone else in hearing distance.
She came with a scream, one quickly followed by the feeling of her contractions pummelling my shaft and long, loud, prolonged moans from her.
As for me well, as is her way, she was offering no grip on my shaft as I fucked her. My shaft was slipping in and out like a well oiled piston, It felt nice, but not in a way that was going to bring me to a climax.
As I've said before this sort of sex comes with other -- I'll call them benefits, but with some reluctance. Banging away at her like that, watching her body rag-doll under me and her breasts wobble like jelly cakes plated on a rolling boat, does something very positive to my sense of masculinity. Some might regard it as being in a toxic sort of way, but when the girl is -- actually and really -- asking for it, that hard to fully justify. To me it feels like some sort of a testosterone boost. As if, after you're finished, you want to kneel up, beat your chest and youdle out like the star of a Tarzan movie.
But Laila has her ways. By not gripping me, she knows this can go on nearly forever; giving her orgasm after orgasm, although only she knows how sore she must be afterwards. But with Annika waiting in the lounge room and listening to all of this, I have my own ideas.
I changed the angle of my thrusts and withdrawal to rub the base of my shaft firmly against the front of her vaginal opening; shortening the thrusts to increase the effect. I know this will bring me to a climax, whatever grip Laila might or might not give me.
Laila noticed the change and responded with a medium to light grip on my shaft. I knew Laila well enough to know this wasn't to give me a faster climax. Rather it was a request to go back to the hard and fast thrusts of before to give her a good chance of a second orgasm, while still working towards my own. I relented and did just that; still able to enjoy the rag-dolling of her body under me and the occasional dive down to suck those beautiful wobbling breasts of hers..
Now the feeling of my thrusts were tinged with that additional bit of pleasure that builds towards a climax. My grunts similarly conveyed not just the effort I was putting into the banging of Laila, but the rapture each thrust gave me; something Laila could read to time her own advancement to her second climax.
She was moaning pretty loudly again, but something told me at the present pace, I was going to climax before her. She must have judged the same, because her grip went from medium to light. It was enough to encourage me to keep going as I was but slow my own progress at the same time.
Laila's moans got louder until she cried out with her second orgasm; thrusting her hips up against me, although unable to actually lift me any higher.
Almost immediately, while I was still thrusting in a way intended to prolong her climax, she gripped me really hard. That's all it took. Laila has started to show a thing about triggering simultaneous orgasms and in this case she'd hit the jackpot. I was down, laying on top of her groaning with the hedonist delight of the pulses rushing up my shaft.
As Laila wanted, we were sort of in an orgasmic battle; me timing additional thrusts which extended and enhanced my own climax while she pushed her hips up and ground herself against the base of my shaft to enhance hers. She forcefully rolled us over, putting her on top, giving her more freedom of movement to surrender to the sexual desires of the orgasm still wracking her body; forcing herself down hard on my shaft and screwing it around.
I was still able to thrust when my climax called for it, but with no more depth to penetrate her, its main effect was simply to lift Laila's hips up instead. Still, it served the purpose I wanted and triggered another series of rapturous pulses.
I was still groaning when the final stage of Laila's orgasm cut in; the overwhelming effect of the oxytocin and other endorphins her climax generates. Her tongue penetrated my still groaning mouth as she wrapped one arm around my neck in an almost strangling hold while caressing the side of my cheek and my hair with the other, entwining our legs as she continued to screw my cock around inside her and rock us both from side to side.
All I could do in response was wrap my now free arms around the delectable feminine flesh of her shapely body - which was pleasurable enough of itself -- as she continued her intense pashing of me.
When she finally expended her passion on me I was left with her almost limp body covering me, my erection still hard and buried in her. I gently rolled us both on our sides, depositing her on the bed as I withdrew my shaft from her. Sensing I was about to get up, she pulled me back for one more kiss...
"That was fantastic. Thank you."
All I could do was reply, honestly... "It was fantastic"
In a way, that was the problem. As sex went, physically, it was fantastic. Mind-blowingly so. But for my innocent self, it just didn't seem right I should be having that sort of sex with my girlfriend's sister.
Now we were back in sweltering Broome, we were also back in swimwear territory. I slipped on a pair of speedos as Laila put on one of her tiny bikinis and we went back into the lounge room to find Annika had already changed too.
She looked at the erection still bulging in my swimwear...
"That thing of yours seems to spend more of its life in an engorged state."
I smiled at her...
"Well, whose fault it that?"
"You tell me."
I walked over to her, embraced her around her waist and upper back and dipped her over almost horizontal as I kissed her as my swimwear sheathed erection rested on the beautiful skin of her stomach...
"Yours."
She looked up at me with a grin...
"Oh really."
"Yep."
But she was right about one thing. Around the girls, I do seem to be an a constant extended state of arousal. With the sex I have with them, unless I thrust for too long after my climax, my shaft seems very reluctant to go down. More so if it lingers in their body for a while after we have both climaxed; like it is plugging my seed in their vaginas. And half the time, when I am in the sort of close intimate semi-naked contact I often find myself in, it has refreshed to a new erection before the old one has gone completely limp.
I wasn't even sure whether what I was displaying was a delayed softening of the one that just fucked Laila or something new. Time would tell.
It was Annika who suggested...
"Let's go down for a swim."
With my body still covered in sweat, that seemed to me a pretty good idea. And I managed to get my erection to go down enough I could get to the pool with a modicum of dignity. Which is preferable to holding my towel across my front in a very obvious 'trying to hide something' way..
After my exertions with Laila, it was certainly refreshing; even if the pool water in this area seems to be lukewarm.
From day one, spending time in the water with the girls has never been about swimming. They tend to be all over me like a playful rash. It's more than hugging and kissing because some sort of game is involved; however inane in might be as a justification for some fairly intimate contact. And they expect me to provide the contact with them as much as they grope me.
I'm not complaining. Any male my age, asked to behave like that with two beautiful women would consider himself in some sort of young male heaven. But in the public sphere, things can be pushing the tolerance of others sometimes. Their bikinis are fairly flimsy and, giving the groping they get, their breasts can often be exposed. Their pants have a tendency to get pulled down over their thighs too; but at least that part of their bodies' anatomy usually remains under the surface until it is readjusted; except maybe a glimpse of bare butt as they swim away.
But the inevitable consequence is, I get an erection again; and if I don't the girls work harder to make sure I do. On the bright side, it makes it really hard for the girls to pants me. The speedos tend to get hooked up on my hard shaft. On the down side, if others are sharing the waters in a way that gives them a good view underwater, we can at least stop that part of the game that leaves exposed erogenous zones. But I can't make an erection disappear in an instant; so I'm left displaying one as the strangers swim past. Much to the amusement of the girls.
We'd been in, or hanging around the pool area, for about an hour and a half - Laila going upstairs to our room to collect some snacks and soft drinks - when Angelique, Cecile and a guy turned up and joined us. Evidently Annika had arranged this before we'd come down to the pool.
The guy -- James -- was introduced as Cecile's new boyfriend. One part of me was glad that was one less girl I had to -- for want of a better word -- service. And yet, in a way, I wished it might have been Angelique that had found herself a guy. Cecile's attitude to having sex with me was more relaxed than Angelique's. It seemed to me, she went along for the ride -- pun intended -- more or less because Angelique did.
Angelique on the other hand has a rapacious sexual appetite for me. Oh, she's gorgeous enough. I've always thought of her from the moment I saw her as being something of a doppelganger for Sydney Sweeney; an actress I had a major crush on since I saw her in Anyone But You. Now the crush for Sydney has dissipated somewhat since I've met Angelique, having seen photos of Sydney older, heavier and without makeup. But Angelique is Sydney at her peak and then some more.
Large, firm, still perky, breasts -- like really large -- on a really nice figure, a soft friendly face, really nice skin and beautiful long hair. And that's before you take in some more minor details like an incredibly erotically attractive mons and rather sexually provocative puffy nipples.
So why would I wish her away.
Because, way more than fucking Laila, fucking Angelique, however beautiful and inherently fuckable she might be, it just seems wrong.
I was 'lent' to her by the girls before my relationship with Annika really developed. A sort of polygamous arrangement to stop her from feeling sexually deprived when they joined us in our travels and Laila and, to a lesser extent, Annika were frustrating her with their loud and frequent sexual activities with me.
And while not objecting to that, it was the equivalent of pimping me out -- even if no cash was involved.
Anyway, James had brought some beers and the equivalent of something between a cheese platter and a anti-pasta, so we sat around enjoying the food and drinks; Annika, Angelique and I having a beer while the rest of the girls settled for soft drinks.
I suppose we'd been sitting around eating and chatting for about 45 minutes -- limited by Cecile and Angelique being limited to French -- which it turned out James could speak. Which sort of left me as the only one not fully participating. Then I noticed Angelique whisper something in Annika's ear.
Annika look up at me, before closing the gap and whispering in my ear...
"Angelique wonders if you might...well, you know."
"You know that's really up to you. If you want me to, I will. If you don't I won't. I feel very guilty in doing it."
"I know, and I understand that and I think you are wonderful because of it. And I suppose you know why I'm willing to say I'd prefer if you did; given she's been really good company for our trip."
"Annika, you know I'd do anything for you. Your wish is my command."
Annika looked over to Angelique and nodded. Angelique stood up, amply displaying her sexuality in the tiny, tie sided bikini she was wearing, and I signalled her to join me as I got up and headed in the direction of our rooms. I'm never really sure how to deal with Angelique in this situation. I mean, you'd think I might at least take the hand of a girl I was about to fuck; but somehow that seemed wrong, so we walked side by side. As we entered our rooms, I used my arm to guide Angelique towards the bedroom, following her in.
It was only then that things turned sexual. Angelique embraced me and rubbed her mons against the bulge of my cock in my swimmers. The result was almost instant and quite predictable; in that, since I was already primed by watching her alluring body as I walked alongside her, she got the erection she had been seeking.
When she felt me undo the string ties of her bikini top, she unsheathed my erection and put on it the condom which was a condition imposed by Annika -- very reasonably I think -- of having access to me. She knelt down -- now topless -- to pull my swimmers to the floor and took them off, playing with my cock as she knelt on the floor and making it surge as she teased it with her hand wrapped around it.
As she stood up, I tipped her onto the bed, somewhat dragging her across until we were fully positioned on it.
Quite intentionally, only then did I curl myself down to her hips to start pulling the strings on her bikini pants. As I mentioned, Angelique has quite a sexually provocative mons bulge with a crease that runs up half its vertical length. When she's wearing anything in the way of tight fitting pants, it tends to suck in whatever she's wearing. Not a full camel toe; more an alluring crease.
When she's wearing a narrow fronted bikini, it's even more provocative since, not only does it suck in the material, but the narrow front of her bikini pants isn't wide enough to fully cover her mons; leaving exposed flesh either side.
But before taking them off, I wanted to indulge in some visual and tactile pleasure which might also count as foreplay to her.
For the moment, visually captured by her mons, I ran my finger along the exposed flesh of her mons, edging the seam of her bikini pants, then continued that down through her crotch where the gusset of her pants wasn't wide enough to cover her pelvic floor. Crossing over her gusset, I ran my finger up the other side; discovering her aroused outer labia had escaped the confines of the gusset.
Then I slid my open palm sensuously across her bulging mons and repeated the circle. This time, as my fingers brushed against her swollen labia, it was clear both of us were getting some benefit from this game.
This time, as I slid my hand across her mons bulge, I stopped half way across and ran my finger lightly down through the fold in the material where it had got sucked into her crease; continuing all the way through to the length of her vulva. In the process, I felt her engorged clit and her receptive vaginal opening.
As I brought my hand up along her crease again, I pushed it in more firmly; taking a moment to circle her vaginal opening with my finger, pushing the taut gusset of her bikini pants shallowly into her vagina in the process, before moving further up and playing momentarily with her clit; eliciting from her a soft cooing. I continued the movement of my fingers back up to the front of her mons bulge, the deeper penetration of my finger now leaving a very pronounced camel toe in her bikini.
Lifting my head, I took a moment to enjoy the visual results of my playing with her; a deep, wide, camel toe through her mons and a wet gusset plastered to the floor of her vulva, her outer labia sitting outside the leg seam.
It was time to get more serious.
Slowly, teasingly, I first pulled the string side tie of her bikini pants next to me; watching as the previously taut material retracted provocatively across her mons. Then I pulled the other side tie and pulled her pants from under her.
Straightening out my body again, I brought my head up next to her breasts as I started fingering her very moist clit.
As a guy who prefers skinny women, I have been somewhat deprived of the joy of dealing with breasts which, if not humongous, are at least very large. Lets say DD and bigger, because beyond that I don't know how to rate them. I mean, Annika's C cups are delightful and impressive on her slender figure. Angelique's are in a whole new class. They are plump and firm and sit beautifully on her chest, whether she's standing or laying down. I would guess they are bigger than DD, but not so big as to look unbalanced or out of place on Angelique's lovely figure.



And like her mons bulge, there's a special treat of her puffy areola on which sit her rather long -- when teased up hard -- and thick nipples.
Nipples which I proceeded to suck and flick my tongue against. Angelique can be given nipple orgasms, so playing with them as I finger her will move things along quite nicely.
Angelique was soon moaning. She's not quite a screamer like Laila, but she vocalises her arousal loudly enough.
With her well worked up, I digitally penetrated her vagina with, first two, and then three fingers, looking to stimulate her g spot, while still fingering her clit with my thumb.
Why was I fingering her when I was invited to fuck her?
Well, firstly, it was going to end in a fuck. Angelique would feel deprived if it didn't. But my conscience was still torn about my sexual engagement with Angelique. By fingering her to an orgasm first, the fucking part of it would be shortened somewhat.
And since, if my relationship with Annika goes the way I hope it will, Angelique will be the only big busted woman I'll ever have sex with. Fingering her gives me a chance to enjoy aspects that just jumping aboard and fucking her denys me.
And one of those is motor boating her. In a way, it's silly. And I certainly don't see it as stimulating Angelique all that much -- if at all. But mid way, I couldn't help myself from motor boating her breasts as I switched my attention from one to the other. At least it caused Angelique to giggle between moans.
It wasn't long before I could feel Angelique's thighs and hips quivering with pent up arousal. Her moans, louder, were starting to merge from individual moans to a sort of a single rolling, machine-gun moan, broken only by her need to breath in occasionally.
Since I had my head over her chest, but nothing pinning her hips, as she came, she threw them up almost violently, swaying them from side to side as she pinned my head firmly against her breast and continued to moan loudly. I'd managed to keep my fingers in her as she threw up her hips, so I kept stimulating her to extend her orgasm; at least until, as the most powerful stage of her orgasm started to settle, she pulled them out.
She was still in the throes of her orgasm when she rolled herself on top of me and penetrated herself on my erection. In a way, she beat me to it. Having given her an orgasm, I had intended to mount her and finish the job as quickly as possible.
Instead I found myself fulfilling her desire for a second climax.
That's not to say I didn't enjoy it. As she worked her clit against my pubis, using small motions to thrust gently in and out in the reverse missionary position, her breasts hung suspended over me, their size seemingly greatly enlarged as gravity grew them longer while they rocked back and forwards with her thrusts.
I lifted my head -- not very far given how deeply they extended -- to suck her right breast while tweaking the nipple of her left breast with my hand. To offer a bit of change, I lifted my hands up to bring them as close together as their firm flesh would permit, as swung my mouth from nipple to nipple, like a kids trying to eat two melting ice-creams at the one time. I even took a moment to motor boat them.
Already highly sexually aroused, Angelique didn't take long to work up to a second orgasm; her moans somewhat louder than was the case with the first one. I wasn't going to risk a third round. Unless the girl is really trying to get that result, I rarely find the reverse missionary position will bring me to an orgasm.
Her contractions were still bearing down on my shaft when I rolled myself on top of her, leaving her flat on her back.
As I started thrusting, Angelique's grip on me was only light. But I wanted to cum and bring this to a conclusion, rather than make it an extended orgasmic game. Using the trick I usually use with Laila when she gets too frisky, I changed the angle to rub the front base of my shaft firmly against the hard pelvic floor of her vaginal entrance.
It didn't change Angelique's grip, but it certainly changed my level of stimulation. After about six thrusts I was groaning in rapture as my shaft pulsed with climatic pleasure.
I gave her some time, kissing and cuddling, but as my erection started to subside, I withdrew. And sat up on the bed. Since that left my back to her, she arched across the bed, to wrap her arms around my lower torso, her hands resting against my still firm half erection...
"That was nice. Really nice. Thank you."
I couldn't ignore her in those circumstances. I turned and kissed her on the lips...
"It was my pleasure. It was nice for me too."
I passed her up the parts of her bikini, which had ended up on the floor; picking up my swimmers too and, after peeling off the condom, putting them on as I sat there...
"OK, I think we should go down and join the others."
I stood up facing her; a substantial bulge still in my swimmers, as I watcher her dress. Then offered her a hand to help her off the bed. The bulge I decided I could deal with, thinking it would quickly subside. It didn't. Fortunately I didn't pas any strangers on the way back to the pool, but it was still on display when we joined the others; Annika and Laila taking a special visual interest in it.
Rather than stand there being gazed at, I announced...
"I think I might go for a swim."...diving in before anyone responded.
Standing right behind me, Angelique followed. As I came to the surface, I sort of ignored Angelique; not in a rude way, but just placed myself so were weren't close to each other. Instead I watched as Annika stood up and dived in my direction.
She surfaced right in front of me. As she surfaced and stood in front of me, one hand went under the water and cupped the bulge in my swimmers; inevitably turning it into a projecting rod...
"So, you must have enjoyed that."
"What makes you say that?"
"The residue of your erection."
"That's a bit tough. Yes, sex with all the nice women you put in front of me is enjoyable. But actually I withdrew as quickly as I could and got down here as fast as was polite. Because the only sex I really aspire to is sex with you."
"I know that's the case. I shouldn't have teased you. You are only doing what I have asked you to do and I appreciate that. I'm looking forward to the time I have you all to myself."
"So do I."
Annika lent in and kissed me. When she'd teased up my cock again, it was caught in the wet, taut material of my swim briefs; causing it to project straight out horizontal, rather than upward. As Annika came in close, she'd straddled it with her upper thigns.
Now it was pushed against her crease and as she stuck her tongue down my throat, I could feel her rocking her clit in the end of it.
She talked into my mouth as she continued to kiss me...
"Hmmm. That feels nice."
For me, that was yes and no. I love any opportunity to get intimate with Annika. But what she was doing made it really hard and full and the sensation of her rubbing the edge of the bell as she rocked on it did feel good; but it was fighting the material of my swimmers in a vary uncomfortable way. Like someone was trying to push my horizontal erection back through my pubis, or shear the thing off completely.
It was lucky we were in deep enough water -- up to our chest - that the back and forward movement of Annika's crotch wasn't making little wavelets revealing what she was doing. Because what I thought would be a brief peck of a kiss was turning into something more prolonged. So we could get away with looking like a couple merely engaged in a PDA.
The reason for that became more obvious as Annika's breathing got heavier.
Her kissing got more intense until she blew a suppressed moan into my mouth as her rocking became more intense to drag out her orgasm. I couldn't help but observe...
"That was pretty quick."
"Knowing you were up fucking Angelique, I was well and truly randy before I started."
She stepped back, looking down into the water at my projecting manhood and grinned...
"You might have to swim that off. Or would you like me to trigger it into an ejaculative deflation."
She raised her eyebrows, pleased with herself at her made up description of bringing me to a climax as a way of deflating my arousal. The fact was she'd been rubbing on quite a sensitive spot on my shaft, just under the bell. She'd actually stimulated it quite a lot to the point I thought I was going to come.
But I know from experience that ejaculated sperm and lycra swimmers don't go well together in water. The sperm have a tendency to break down the fabric.
"I'll swim it off thank you."
She gave me a mock disappointing look, but wasn't wrong about otherwise needing to swim it off. There was no way I could get out of the pool in my current state; at least not while others were within visual range. Annika leaned against the pool wall while I did several laps until I was at least half decent again.
When we were all collected back poolside again, there was a discussion about dinner. The French girls wanted to get takeaway, whereas Annika and Laila wanted to go out somewhere nice. It may not have been obvious to the others, but it was clear to me they wanted to wear their figure displaying dresses again. I obviously had to side with the Swedish girls.
The French girls (and the new boyfriend) conceded without too much of an argument, or any obvious sign they'd been forced into something they didn't want; so we all retreated to our residences to prepare.
When we collected at the restaurant. Annika and Laila had on their erection provoking, body hugging, cleavage displaying dresses, with me the daggy element of our group who couldn't do any better than tailored shorts and a buttoned up, collared shirt. Cecile and her partner were in jeans and a t shirt. Angelique had her own take on a dress; an ultra mini in a floaty fabric, flared below her hips in a way that showed everything in the slightest breeze or sitting angle, with a drawn in bodice that flared out again at her breasts, leaving them all but falling out. It might have been quite a sight with a fancy bra on display. But what was actually on display was a pair of breasts.
It was a very pleasant evening; with much merriment and good vibes, even if I couldn't understand the French that dominated the conversation -- with Annika translating for me when necessary. Laila, still a bit in the throes of getting over her hangover, took it very easy on the drinks; although with us all hitting the road again tomorrow, no one overdid it.
Both Cecile's boyfriend and I had a night of gazing at breast displays. I could see he was as distracted as I was. Personally I think the Swedish girls' cleavage display was much more classy that Angeliques open breast display, but that wasn't to say hers wasn't a rich eye-candy; especially with those puffy areola of hers.
I was somewhat relieved by Laila not demanding sex when we got home. I suspected the handover was still loitering in her body. It made me wonder if I should try and get her falling-over drunk more often.
That meant Annika and I had the night to ourselves in our own room. A very special treat on this trip.
One might think that would be taken as an opportunity for wild, passionate sex. Well, it was an opportunity for sex, but not that sort of sex.
Annika and I have developed a sort of sex where I penetrate her, often as we lay on our sides facing each other, and then we spend time embracing each other, completely intertwined so as much of our naked flesh as possible is against the naked flesh of the other, caressing each other, even just talking. We'll occasionally do a little bit of thrusting to keep every thing hard and hot, but its momentary before we edge back into enjoying just the intense intimacy of the moment.
I might suck her breast -- and I'll certainly be tweaking her nipples as part of my caressing of her -- I might even finger her clit a bit. It's harder for her to 'caress' my erogenous zone, since its mainly already inside her; but she might rock the base of my shaft against her pelvic floor muscle to give it a bit of stimulation.
It's beautiful, but in the process, something builds inside you. A desire maybe, a sort of randiness, a passion. There come a moment the desire overwhelms you; a desire to bring your partner to an orgasm and have one yourself.
Sometimes that can be subtle; little more than me fingering her while sucking her breasts -- but this time to a climax -- and she in return gripping my shaft tightly and rubbing her pelvic floor muscle firmly against the bottom part of my shaft.
Other times it can unleash a more passionate, athletic form of sex. You might call it wild, but that might suggest uncontrolled; which this is not. It's very much directed at a loving desire to give great pleasure to your partner.
On this night, in a rare moment of privacy, it morphed into the latter. It started as a restlessness displayed by Annika; an obvious need for more sexual stimulation. She rolled me, from our side to side position, to on top of her. I was tempted to roll her in turn into a cowgirl or reverse missionary position, giving her more control. But I knew Annika well enough to know that, if that is what she wanted, she would have put herself there.
She wanted something more caring, more loving; one where I looked after her an gave her what she wanted.
I could have put a pillow under her bottom and, raked my thrusting erection against her g spot. But that separates our bodies, and again, if that is what Annika wanted she would have reached for it to bring it close to us so I could put it under her.
Instead, I withdrew my erection just enough to give me a reasonable access for my fingers to reach her clit and my mouth to comfortably cover her breast and slowly fingered her and sucked and licked her nipples, while staying as intertwined with her body as possible. She was quickly moaning in pleasure; holding my head to her breast and encouraging me to do what I will to her nipples.
I would momentarily surge my half buried erection and thrust it in and out a bit, hoping the bell of my erection, swollen and pressed up against the front of her vagina by my surging and positioned as it was, might rub against her g spot.
There is something special about feeling up her wet clit with my finger; something the mere thrusting of an erection misses out on. The nerves in your fingers are much more sensitive and convey a much more intimate sense of providing pleasure to her; especially as her moans and breathing tell you you are succeeding in your intent.
The build up, that long period of caressing and kissing, the building of desire, primes you for a powerful climax. When Annika's came, it was a monster. I've never heard her cry out as loudly, nor felt such a powerful throw of her hips; one that lifted us both off the bed and had us both swinging from side to side.
Fairly quickly Annika pulled my bottom up, indicating I should go back to full penetration, wrapped her arms around me and kissed me passionately as I felt her contractions pummel my shaft. We hugged and kissed for quite a while before I felt Annika start to rub her vaginal opening firmly against the bottom of my shaft, while gripping me tightly.
So our bodies were still completely intertwined, our arms tightly around each other and just one part of Annika's body was the only movement between us; her hips moving back and forwards just enough to very firmly rub the base of my erection. I didn't know that part of my shaft could be that sensitive until my relationship with Annika. Now I was seeing just how sensitive it was.
I might be a bit of a groaner when I'm putting a whole lot of effort into fucking one of the girls, but the groans the shear pleasure of what Annika was doing to me was in a whole new universe. We've had sex like this before, but for some reason -- maybe a final chance at privacy -- this was at a new level. When it broke, my orgasm went on and on; wave after wave of really intense pulses, leaving me loudly groaning trying to jerk my shaft into a vagina it was already fully pushed into.
Annika just lay there, almost still under me, taking whatever movements my orgasm pushed me to, her arm wrapped around my neck in an almost stranglehold. It was only after we'd finished that I found out she'd cum again in response to my climax -- something she seems to regularly do these days. But I was too overwhelmed by mine to have even noticed.
When I was finished, I rolled off to the side, letting Annika unleash upon me the passion brought on by her orgasms; once again caressing and kissing me as she rubbed her mons against my pubis and the base of the hard shaft that still filled her vagina.
As her passions subsided, we unwound our twisted limbs and separated our bodies slightly; well, except for my erection which still plugged her. I contemplated leaving it there. After all, we've slept some nights with me penetrated in her before; with some interesting outcomes. It seems by the time whatever erection fucked her subsides, my night erection is primed to take over, so it sort of stays where it was left.
But I felt the need to be able to roll over tonight, so I withdrew it. Annika asked...
"You don't want to leave it in?"
"I thought we might sleep better if I didn't."
"Your call, but it's there if you want it."
As it turned out, I slept soundly through the night; so it wasn't an invitation I had a chance to catch up on; at least until the morning.
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I'd been laying awake facing Annika's naked body since dawn.
It was, as it always is, a sight that can drive a man's libido to total frustration. She lay right next to me, way over on my side of the Queen bed, where I'd given her a final kiss goodnight after we'd had a lovely fucking session.
There's always a certain elegance to Annika's sleeping posture. She lays on her back, her arms by her side, almost as if she was to offer the most perfect display of her gorgeous body. Her face, has this wonderful expression of relaxed beauty, her blonde hair cascading off each side. Her breasts rise up out of her chest in the most erotic way; teasing me with their sexual perfection marking the point from which her torso extends firm and shapely down to her mons.
I'd woken with a morning glory, on my side, facing her. Whether the boner that I needed to periodically surge to somehow control the urge to wake Annika so I could fuck her was still a morning glory or a rampant arousal at the sight of her ceased to matter. It was starting to completely control my thought process.
I decided it was time to get up.
I wanted Annika to have her sleep. There'd be a morning fuck soon enough. There almost always is. Laying there frustrating myself wasn't going to make it happen any faster.
I rolled facing the other side, eased my feet to the ground and sat upright on the side of the bed. Reaching over to the bedside table I picked up the pair of speedo style swim briefs that was likely to be the major part of my clothing for the day; in much the same way the girls would be in bikinis.
Sliding them up my feet, I hooked the front of it over my erection, then stood up to pull the back of it over my bum. But doing it that way drags my erection down to a horizontal position; a giant Pinocchio nose, tightly sheathed in the spandex of my swim briefs, the legs seams stretched out in a way that lets my balls dangle out to each side.
That way of putting it on in the morning is an old habit. Practically speaking, it's a way of avoiding hoping around on the floor while I try and guide a foot into the small confines of the briefs, but it also provides a momentary bit of sexual stimulation provided by the tight sheathing of the erection by the stretchy material of the briefs.
If I have the house to myself -- or like now, my partner or house mates are still in bed -- I'll walk like that out to the kitchen to get my breakfast; using it to close draws or even rest the milk bottle on. And, yes, I have been know to wrap my hand around it and give it a few jerks.
I hadn't heard Laila being up yet, so felt no need to reposition it. I was going to walk the Pinocchio nose out to the living area of the motel rooms we were in.
But Annika looked so sweet laying there I just felt myself compelled to bend over and give her a light kiss on her forehead before I left the room. Very light. Light enough not to wake her.
I slowly and carefully bent over the bed, a single hand on the edge of it making sure I didn't fall forward on her. As my puckered lips made contact with her forehead I felt a hand wrap itself around my sheathed, projecting erection and tug it forward.
Annika's eyes opened and she gave me a smile as her hand pulled my erection and the body it was attached to onto the bed and her other hand wrapped itself around the back of my head.
I surrendered to her tug, following her lead as my head was directed to her breasts and my sheathed shaft was pushed between her thighs as she twisted her lower body in my direction. But the positioning of my erection was only momentary. Where she put my head was the real indicator of the sex she had in mind; what you might call 'finger and fuck.'
Annika's breasts are incredibly sensitive to stimulation; enough to give her an orgasm by themselves, so being directed to them like she just did is usually an indication I should bring her to a climax by fingering her while I suck her nipples. Then I fuck her; not having to worry about giving her an orgasm as I find mine.
It has become what Annika has come to call, in her adaption to Australian lingo, one of our 'quickie' forms of sex.
As she flattened out her lower torso again, but still with her holding my shaft, I started sucking her left nipple -- the one closest to me. Then I gently and slowly slid my fingers through her crease. It was open, but pretty dry, so I caressed her lower stomach between her navel and mons and softly ran my hand across the top of her labia to provide some foreplay to moisten up her clit.
After a short while, I tested her crease again. Her vagina was open, her clit firm and her vulva sufficiently moistened that I felt it appropriate to stimulate her clit. Annika hummed as I started to play with it.
There is a reason this fingering and sucking comes within the realm of our 'quickies.' With Annika's nipples providing so much additional stimulation, she tends to come to an orgasm fairly quickly, and so it was that morning.
She threw her hips up, clamped my head to her breast with one hand and my hand against her clit with the other as she rocked from side to side and groaned somewhat loudly.
She was still climaxing as she unsheathed my erection with the hand that had hand pinned mine against her clit and, with some degree of urgency directed my erection into her vagina; something that required me to climb on top of her.
I could feel her contractions as I easily penetrated a vagina that was open and primed for my shaft's presence. As far as I could work things out, when my erection is hurriedly pushed into either Annika's or Laila's vagina as they are climaxing, it is because they want my erection there, rather than because they want me to immediately start pounding them. As if they want a shaft their contractions can bear down on; but that is just my guess.
I pushed my erection deeply into Annika and held it still there while hugging her, giving her time for any oxytocin generated by her climax to be directed towards our merged bodies. Annika hugged me tightly as she pushed her hips against mine and ground her pubis against the base of my shaft, twisting it around inside her; making a very soft sort of moaning noise, confirming she was finding pleasure in what she was doing.
After a short while, her hands on my bum gave me the signal to seek my own climax; pushing me down and then up indicating I should start thrusting.
With the first withdrawal and thrust, I felt her put a medium grip on my shaft; confirming this was meant to be a quickie.
I raised my upper body on outstretched hands, letting me look down at her beautiful face and erotically gorgeous breasts. With a big smile on her face, and knowing its effect on me, Annika grossly exaggerated the rag dolling effect of my thrusts, making her breasts provocatively wobble.
It certainly increased the pleasure of my experience.
Annika is pretty good at interpreting my grunts when I'm over her like that; how much is effort and how much is arousal and how likely I am to cum quickly. If I'm taking to long, she'll tighten her grip. But nor does she want me to go off too quickly. If my grunts are ahead of where she wants to be, she'll release her grip for a while.
In this case -- maybe because it was the morning and it might have been a long lasting night time arousal I was fucking her with -- she correctly read that I was going to go rather too quickly. So suddenly I found I was thrusting against almost no grip. She let that run for a minute or two before reapplying a grip, a bit softer than the one before.
All the while, her grin was telling me she was absolutely enjoying playing me like she was.
With her softer grip reapplied, the build up to my climax started again. Not as quickly as before, but it was certainly going there.
It was a pretty good one when it came; leaving me, as I usually do, groaning loudly into the pillow next to Annika's head, adding a few more thrusts from time to time to extend my climax and finishing with the jerking final mini thrusts that somehow leave me with a quivering finale to my orgasm.
Annika waited until I was still and silent, still laying on top of her...
"That seemed like a good one for a quickie."
"They always are with you."
She pondered for a moment...
"Yes, I can't think of one where you didn't put on a show for your climax and nearly deafen me. Does that mean your cock won't go down?"
"Probably not very quickly. It always wants to linger when I make love to you."
"So, we were making love, not just fucking each other?"
"I prefer to think of it that way."
"That's unusual for a guy isn't it?"
"I think you're being to harsh on guys."
"Maybe bad examples in the past. Speaking of which, I had a talk with Cecile about her new boyfriend in the ladies room last night.
She's a bit paranoid about him finding Angelique more attractive and going for her instead; even though she was with Angelique when they met and he clearly went for her.
Anyway, she's basically told him he can have as much sex as he wants; anywhere any time to try and keep him focused on her. She's been fucked by him five times in the last 48 hours, so he seems quite keen.
The good news is that his cock is shorter than yours so it doesn't bang against her cervix when he gets over keen about fucking her. The bad news is she can't get the cervical orgasms from him that you evidently gave her. Indeed, she said hes not nearly as good a lover as you were; so there's a nice compliment for you.
The other bad news is Angelique is getting quite frustrated having to watch all this. Cecile wondered if Angelique might be given more access to you."
I took a moment to ponder Annika's last comment before Annika added...
"So what do you think about fucking Angelique more often?"
"I think the real question is what do you think?"
Knowing we've been around this circle before, I thought I'd lay my cards directly on the table...
"Look, Angelique is a beautiful woman and a great fuck. But every time I have to make love to her I feel this terrible sense of guilt which spoils it. I am by nature a monogamous guy. I love you and, however much fun it might be to fuck Angelique, it is you my body desires. I mean it's strange enough I'm having sex with someone up to five or more time every day. I've almost got used to that; it's not the issue. It is really is just the fact that doing the right thing by you overwhelms every other desire I might have."
Annika gave me a broad smile..
"I know, and I understand and let me say, in any other situation I'd expect you to be completely monogamous and that applies to me too. But our relationship bonded after the sharing of you had started. It just feels wrong me charging in, taking full possession of you and telling the others to fuck off and stay away from you. And you know, it is a sign that I completely trust you that I don't even feel jealous when you're fucking one of the others. And trusting you doesn't mean you're not allowed to enjoy the sex with them. Enjoy it. This is a once in a lifetime opportunity. But in the end, remember you belong to me as much as I belong to you. We're the team and, I suppose, the team gets first priority."
Annika paused for any reaction from me, but I had none to offer. So she added...
"I'm thinking we might let Angelique have you every second day. And, if she's sitting on your lap, or just getting handsie like she does, you're allowed to finger her or otherwise play with her whatever day it is -- assuming that's what she wants. Of course, if I want you, then I get priority. What do you think?"
"You are a remarkably kind, generous and understanding woman. I don't think there's any other woman in the world how would think like that. But if that is what you want, then so be it. But recognise I'm forever yours and yours alone. If you decide to change the rules to something less intimate with her, you only have to tell me."
Through all of this, Id been laying on top of Annika, trying to take some of my weight off her as a very hard erection still loitered inside her. Annika asked...
"Is that a new erection or the one you fucked me with?"
Since I thought it had momentarily softened a bit before the intensity of my conversation with Annika fully aroused me again, I replied...
"I'm pretty sure it's a new one."
"Then fuck me with it. Nothing fancy just...what do you guys call it... blow your load."
Compliant to Annika's instruction, I lifted my upper torso on my straightened arms and made a first gentle thrust. Annika's grip was fairly tight. She meant this to be a quick one too.
I kept thrusting; every one of them sending messages of erotic bliss to my brain as my shaft wallowed in the pleasure her vagina was giving me. Had I not just finished fucking her the first time, it felt as though I would have climaxed before I got ten thrusts in; it was that nice. But I seemed to have got a little more resilience from our recent engagement. So I found myself thrusting while my erection was building the sort of rapture that makes you feel like the whole thing is going to explode and tear itself to pieces; and grunting louder and louder as I felt it.
I took my eyes off Annika's breasts for a moment to look up and see her staring at me with the sort of smile that isn't so much intended to warm your heart as to tell you her plan for you is coming to fulfilment; almost evil in its intent, if exploding your boyfriends cock inside you is evil.
But my resilience was limited, particularly given how fantastic it felt. I'd slowed the thrusts down, but it still only let me get to about twenty before the first pulsing rush of my climax filled my shaft and I cried out...
"OH GOD...AAAAARRRRRRRRRRR...AAAARRRRRRRRRR..."
Collapsing on her and, as I do, burying my head in the pillow next to her head and turning it away, I continued to loudly groan through a most incredible climax.
Overwhelmed by my own climax, it took me a moment to realise Annika was climaxing too; something she's started to have happen nearly every time I climax, for reasons and in ways she can't explain -- other than to say women's climaxes are generated by the brain, not the groin - but certainly isn't complaining about.
I sensed her pushing her hips up against mine and grinding it, but completely immersed in the effects of my climax and finding myself flooded in oxytocin and other love hormones, I wrapped my arms around Annika and rolled us over, putting her on top, letting my hands caress her whole gorgeous body as I gently bit her neck; only the fear of morning breath stopping me from thrusting my tongue down her throat.
"As much as I like keeping you in me, were hitting the road soon and we need to have breakfast and maybe look after Laila."
Looking after Laila meant giving her a fuck. She has actually been quite good about acknowledging my relationship with Annika. After all, our time in Broome has been the first time Annika and I have had a room to ourselves. But acknowledging, and being deprived of the sex I was originally brought along for, are two different things. Annika is right, Laila will be wanting to slip a fuck into our preparations for hitting the road again.
I withdrew a still hard erection from Annika and as I did she slipped the front of my swim briefs from under my balls, where she'd tucked it, to over my erection. I was about to get off her as she added...
"Hang on a second."
She stuck her hand down the front of my swimmers and pushed my erection to the horizontal, Pinocchio nose display again...
"Laila will like that."
I got off the bed and watched as Annika got up and dressed herself in nothing more than a bikini bottom; and not much of one at that. My first objective was to get to the bathroom and brush my teeth to get rid of an morning breath and have a pee; the latter not made any easier by have the best part of an erection limiting the firing angle of my penis..
Having glimpsed Laila, also in nothing more than a bikini bottom, in the kitchen part of the room as I charged towards the bathroom, I readjusted the lay of my shaft to the position Annika had put it in, before entering the living room again.
As I exited the bathroom, Annika entered it, leaving me alone with Laila.
Laila's eyes fixated on the erection in my swimmers...
"I hope that means you're glad to see me."
I decided to play nice, so with a smile, I replied...
"I'm always glad to see you Laila."
Laila approached me, took me by the hand and led me into her room. Laying on the bed, she signalled for me to join her. As I laid on the bed next to her, she wrapped her arm around my neck, drew my mouth in to kiss it, while turning her body to take my projecting erection between her thighs.
I caressed her breasts and teased up her nipples as she squirmed against me in a passionate kiss. In the process she pushed her vulva firmly against my projecting erection. As she became more aroused, I could feel her locating the tip of my erection on her clit, before she rocked back and forwards as we kissed, playing it against her clit.
If there'd been any doubt about whether the erection was a residual of my fucking of Annika or a new one for Laila, the issue was brought beyond doubt as I felt it swell to a new hardness. Laila must have felt it because it seemed to cause her to rock against it with additional pressure. I could feel the moistness of her vulva penetrate though both her swimmers and mine to register on the sensitive tip of my erection; more so when, while rocking, she caused the tip to momentarily lodge itself in her vaginal opening.
It was a bit unusual for Laila to take the approach she had that morning. At least when we're in a bedroom, she's more of a strip and fuck person, getting down to it quickly, rather than one who will leave clothing on -- even if it is only swimmer bottoms.
I slid my hand down along her flank with the intention to pull the bow of string side of her bikini pants. But sensing what I had in mind, she intercepted my hand with hers and lifted it back up to her breast.
Instead she kept stimulating herself on the tip of my erection until I felt her thighs quivering against mine as her breathing became more intense and moans were blown into my mouth as she kept kissing me.
Suddenly her thighs clamped themselves around my erection where it projected between her legs as the louder groans of her orgasm took the place of the more subtle ones of the buildup.
All of this was a bit unusual for Laila. Normally she's a lot nosier and dynamic in our sex. She kept squeezing my erection between her legs until she commented with a smug grin...
"Well, that was a nice bit of foreplay. Now you can strip me and fuck me. But you have to strip me with your teeth and then let me do the same to you."
Well, taking her bikini off with my teeth, when its it held on by bows on either side, would be pretty easy. I suspected she'd have a lot more trouble dealing with the Pinocchio nose erection I had in my swimmers.
I eased myself down her body, still tweaking her nipples as I applied my teeth to the string tie of her pants on my side and pulled the bow. The previously taut front of her pants retracted across her mons, exposing it. Then I lent over her and pulled the bow on the other side. With the pants now loose, I took the centre of the waistband between my teeth and tugged at it. Laila lifted her hips to let me pull it out from under her; although, with the thong style bottoms she was wearing, that was barely necessary.
As soon as I had them off, she instructed me...
"Lie on your back and I'll take yours off too."
I did as I was told. Laila straddled herself over me in a 69 position.
The first thing she did was take the top half of my projecting erection into her mouth, stretched spandex and all, sliding her lips down it, wetting and compressing my swimmers against my hard shaft as I felt her saliva penetrate and wet the thin material.



I let out a little groan of pleasure and involuntarily surged my erection as she did that, which encouraged her to slide up and down it a few more times.
With her crease right over me, I felt this had to be a two way thing. So wrapping my arms around the her bottom, I lifted my head to let me flick my tongue against what was already her very wet clit. She acknowledged my action with a little moan and a hum of her own.
But Laila had no intention of bringing me to a climax that way. After about four strokes, I felt her slide her tongue under the waist band of my swimmers, to let her get her lower teeth under it. Since the waist tie wasn't done up, and indeed was quite loose after Annika had tucked it under my balls as I fucked her, she initially she had little trouble in lifting it off my stomach.
But, while I couldn't see anything because at that stage I was staring straight into her vagina, I quickly sensed she wasn't able to stretch it far enough up to get it over my projecting erection. There was an acute pressure of waistband on my back and her nose kept brushing against the erection she was trying to get it over. Indeed, the brushing caused me to surge it, which resulted in it ending up in her eye socket at least once.
I could feel her trying to force my swimmers off by effectively flattening my erection down between my legs and using sheer force. I even lifted my bottom for her to facilitate that. But it just wasn't working for her. As brief as my swimmers were, they were more than the tiny little pieces of material that constituted the girls bikinis and the stretchy material had ways of frustrating her efforts.
Thinking she might have felt obliged to strip me that way, I took a momentary break from licking her clit to ask...
"Would you like to just take them off with you hands?"
"Fuck no. I'm enjoying the challenge and playing with it. Keep licking my clit."
She gave up on the mere force approach and the next thing I felt was her taking bites of the material between the tip of my projecting erection and the waist band, stretching the material up and progressively releasing my erection to return to its more normal position against my stomach. It took four goes to get there, but she fairly quickly achieved that part of her objective.
Now she just had to get a good teeth grip on the waistband in the vicinity of where my erection was. Which had the slight problem that y erection now, still sheathed in the stretchy material, projected a couple of inches above the waistband.
I could feel her sliding her tongue under where my erection rested against my stomach, trying to collect the waistband and bring it out from under. Boy could I feel it as she rubbed her tongue against my shaft. That too induced me to surge it, but in the process it lifted it up from my stomach just enough to let her get her nose under my erection and lift it up a bit.
With a bit more licking of my shaft -- including against the flesh of it as she got her tongue under the waistband, she had the waistband between her teeth. Now she could pretty easily pull the waistband over my erection and release it from its entrapment.
I lifted my hips to let her pull it down my legs, but the timing was -- unfortunate is too harsh a word. I'd still been licking her clit, and it was at that moment, she was distracted by an orgasm. She'd been moaning enough as she tried to strip me, but it had given me little guidance as to how far along she way she was.
She froze, moaning a bit more loudly, with my erection released, but my swimmers still no lower than under my balls. Everything stood still while she had her orgasm,, extended somewhat by me continuing to lick her.
When she came down from her orgasmic high, she went about taking my swimmers off with it between her teeth with a renewed vigour. But she was not satisfied with just crawling down my legs as she did it. Instead, she dropped her chest lower, picking up the freed erection which was hovering above my stomach, first with her shoulder, then with her right breast and bent it 180 degrees down, to instead be between my legs.
When you've got a really hard erection -- and her games had certainly made it that -- it's not the most comfortable place for it; even if the act of getting it there had a degree of stimulation to it.
As she continued down my legs, she kept the erection in place with her torso; commando crawling, instead of being on hands and knees. By the time she got my swimmer off my feet, the tip of my shaft was pushing firmly against her mons.
Once she'd disposed of my swimmers, she lifted her hips just enough to let her wrap her hand around my shaft, then moved down my legs just enough to penetrate herself with it. As she pushed back, my erection deeply penetrated her, leaving her torso laying along my legs, with my manhood bent double and pushing very firmly against the back of her vaginal wall as it sought to unbend itself into a more comfortable position.
She bent her head back to give me a cheeky grin, trusting it in and out of herself a few times...
"How do you like that?"
"It's a bit bent."
"Not doing much for me either, but I thought I would try it."
I thought 'thank goodness for that.' If she started going crazy on me in that position, she's likely break my cock. Spreading her legs either side of my hips, Laila eased herself into a reverse cowgirl position.
For me, that wasn't much better. Yes, some of the pressure on my cock was released, but again, Laila's tendency to crazy sex still left me vulnerable.
Having achieved that without losing penetration, she did a few tentative thrusts in that position too.
'No. Still not working for me."
She lifted herself up, turned around, and re-penetrated herself in the normal cowgirl position. Brushing her hand across my chest as she sat there, she observed...
"That's better. I can lust over your body and I can already feel your erection putting pressure on my g spot."
But instead of starting to madly bounce up and down on me, she just sat there, caressing my chest and occasionally bending down to kiss my nipples. After a while, she looked up at me...
"You know, I think I would like rolling, bear hug sex."
"What's that?"
"I'll show you."
Laila laid down on top of me, putting one hand around my neck to capture me and using the other to caress my flank and back while bringing her left leg between mine and intertwining it around my right leg. I well recognised this as essentially the sort of sex Annika and I have, even if we've never put a name to it. Instinctively, I embraced her in return pushing my erection as firmly into her as I could.
She started a sort of rolling motion of her hips which pulled my erection out of her a short distance and felt as though she was dragging the bottom of my shaft through her crease and against her clit. With next to no grip on me, it felt nice without stirring me up to much. I couldn't work out why my erection didn't feel bent as she did that. Like it so often does when I'm having this sort of sex with Annika, it almost felt like her vagina had realigned itself at an angle sloping backwards; but who am I to work out the anatomy of a woman.
Then Laila changed the rules...
"Now we start wrestling to be on top. But you have to let me win half the time."
I could sort of see the fun in that. I tired to roll her over, but found she was resisting; making me try a bit harder; while she continued the short thrust my shaft along her crease.
I managed to at least get her on her side and half on her back, letting me add a little more spice to the game by curving my torso enough to let me comfortably suck her nipple. But that also opened a gap between my pubis and her crease that let me get my fingers in there, even though I was deeply penetrated.
Laila moaned a bit as I started fingering her clit. I knew it wasn't quite what you would call bear hug sex, but it was a lot more effective in stimulating Laila. She put up a small resistance to my breech of the rules of her game, but quickly surrendered as her body reacted to my stimulation of her.
I did so without guilt. I knew Laila and her sexual responses well enough by now that once she's really worked up, and preferably had her first orgasm, she's much more responsive to other stimulation. We might not have known the name of it, but when Annika and I have bear hug sex, the orgasms are almost the least important part of it -- even if they are fantastic when they eventually come. Instead it is about prolonged -- very prolonged - periods of extreme intimacy. Unless she's completely changed her personality overnight, that's not Laila's modus operandi. So I could justify this as being in her interests.
Besides which, I love sucking her breasts and fingering her.
Laila completely lost her interest in the rolling game, or even bear hugging, as her legs began to quiver as she approached her orgasm, somewhat noisily as she usually is.
As she came, I took my fingers away, straightened out my body into the bear hug again and started the short thrusting of my shaft through her crease again; trying to emulate the dragging of my shaft across her clit which I assumed she was doing before. It must have been effective because it certainly extended her orgasm.
Indeed, long enough that I thought I would change position. I rolled on top of her; mainly because it really let me deeply penetrate her in a way I was finding difficult with us on our sides. The sort of deep penetration that has your pubis so firmly pushed against her that it's almost like you're pushing your balls up her too; even if that is a slight exaggeration.
That let me continue the short, slow, deep thrusting, but now I had enough control to circle the base of my shaft within her crease, adding to the stimulation a mere back and forwards movement could achieve.
Plus I could lift my chest off hers just enough to circle it and move it from side to side in a way that brushed her hard nipples across my chest while letting me look down between us and look at her breasts and enjoy the sight of her projecting nipples bending one way and then the other as they moved across my chest..
When you're trying to do this, unfortunately your erection doesn't offer much feedback as to whether you're achieving your desired result. But Laila was making up for that in spades. She was going ballistic. I don't know whether it was a continuation of her first orgasm, or a new one, but she had me in a strangle hold with an arm around my neck as she squealed into my ear and her whole lower body shook in some sort of rapturous state while I felt her contractions bear down on my erection.
I was beginning to wonder whether this would be some sort of orgasm that never ended. From my point of view, it felt quite nice what I was doing and it certainly wasn't expending a lot of energy. If it wasn't for the risk of being deafened by Laila's screams, I could have gone on forever.
Fortunately, it was Laila who took the next step. She brought her lips to mine and started deeply French kissing me. She was still moaning quite loudly, but at least now it was being blasted into my mouth instead of my ears -- which somewhat muffled it.
Taking that as a signal to stop stimulating her, I stopped the thrusts and just pushed my shaft in a deeply as I could and held it there.
That didn't entirely suit Laila. She started twisting and circling her hips against me, maintaining the deep penetration, but seemingly twisting my shaft around inside herself. Finding herself fighting the weight of my body on top of her, she rolled us over and put herself on top.
There'd been a slight pause in her orgasmic screaming, and her contractions, which at least told me it wouldn't go on forever. But Laila's post orgasmic, oxytocin driven behaviour has an intensity of its own. Her tongue was stuck firmly down my throat as she caressed my head and flanks with both hands and squirmed around on top of me like a woman possessed.
And she was back to the slow, rolling, short thrusting dragging of the base of my shaft across her clit; this time added to by a circling or side to side motion within her crease. Plus she'd decided she'd liked the way I'd been brushing her breasts across my chest, because she was now doing that too. But added to that was a screwing around of my erection inside her on full penetration.
Indeed, as she continued to french kiss me, it was a different sort of moaning she was breathing down my throat. It made me think she'd found a degree of cervical stimulation which we've achieved before, but has quite a different orgasmic outcome. That seemed to be confirmed when she stopped pulling my shaft out of her and simply kept it fully and firmly buried as she screwed it about; at the most doing very -- and I do mean very -- short jabbing thrusts as if she was gently pounding the tip of my erection against her cervix.
Laila has a truly beautiful body; nearly as beautiful as Annika's. And being slender and light, it's always a pleasure to have her on top of me. More so when my erection is inside her. She was in no hurry. I knew that once she gets into a cervical orgasm cycle, it can go on for quite a while. It's not a case of banging away to a massive, short live orgasm. Rather -- so I'm told, since I've never experienced it -- a continuous process of full body orgasms which which are like shooting stars exploding inside you. Or something like that.
Laila was deeply immersed in it. No longer screaming, instead she was emitting deep throated moans, still mainly into my mouth as she continued to french kiss me. Her body was shaking, but differently to the way is shakes in an intense conventional orgasm. More a vibration than an earthquake and affecting the whole of her body, not just her hips and legs.
My role in all of this was essentially passive. When I could -- as she lifted her chest enough to sway across mine -- I would tweak her nipples. But apart from that, she was in control. Which was just as well since, as a mere male, I had no idea of what really worked for her in this.
I could tell these internal orgasms were becoming more intense; not, this time, because she was screaming increasingly loudly, but because her moans were becoming deeper and more prolonged as the vibrations of her body became more pronounced.
If there is a problem with this, it's the fact it has no identifiable ending. It ends when, either Laila has had enough, or I climax, reducing my shaft to flaccid uselessness. There was no sign of the latter happening unless I did something deliberate. She had no grip on it and the movements, while delightful, weren't stimulatory.
A quick look at the bedside clock told me I'd had my cock in her for a good three quarters of an hour. We were meant to be getting on the road soon.
I rolled her over to bring myself on top. At first I mimicked the short jabbing thrusts she'd been using for her cervical orgasms, but, using my legs between hers to spread her legs further apart, while angling my hips up a bit, it also let me get a finger back on her clit without making my penetration of her any less deep.
At the same time I bent my upper body forward to brush my chest across her projecting nipples.
I was hoping Laila was sufficiently worked up I could induce another conventional orgasm fairly quickly with my fingering of her. Fortunately, that was the case.
As she started coming, I started thrusting more vigorously, rubbing the bottom half of my erection firmly against the hard front wall of her vagina and the pelvic floor muscle supporting it; a sure fire was of bringing myself to a climax however light might be Laila's grip on me.
Laila took the hint and gave me a moderately firm grip. That let me go to more conventional thrusting. Lifting myself on outstretched arms, I looked down on her still convulsing body, her breasts now wobbling a little with my thrusts, her contractions evident against my shaft even as it plunged in and out of her.
With a fifty minute vaginal warm up, my shaft was telling me this was going to be a monster if I did it right. I slid my shaft in and out of her at a moderate pace; enjoying every stimulating moment of my erection being firmly caressed by the wet slippery embrace of her vagina. I could feel my climax building; telling me there wasn't long to go.
Then came that delightful moment that you know it's about to happen. I pushed myself in hard; burying the length of my shaft in her body. A second later the first pulse of my orgasm exposed up my shaft; accompanied by a loud prolonged grunt.
Don't ask me how or why, but there are times my body tells me to push it in and hold it there while the first half dozen pulses of my orgasm expend themselves, and other times it tells me to thrust madly. If I listen to it, I get a great orgasm, if I don't it can turn into something of a wet blanket of one. This one told me to thrust madly, so I did.
I cried out a rolling grunting, groan as my thrusts seemed to multiply and extend the pulses of my orgasm, creating this feeling I was almost hosing out Laila's vagina with copious cum delivered with fire-hose like pressure -- which of course is impossible, however it felt. But the feeling was real and I kept banging at her while uncountable pulses created intense hedonistic, rapturous sensations in both my shaft and my brain.
When it told me to stop, I did and still felt what might have been the final drops of cum oozing from the tip of my shaft. But my body wasn't finished with me yet. Responding to an overwhelming desire to thrust some more, I did, triggering another round of delightful pulses through my shaft.
I collapsed down onto Laila, still moaning, only then to realise she was still climaxing too; or having another one -- it's hard to tell with her.
I lay on top of her panting as she kept moaning and pushing her hips up against me; grinding her crease against the base of my shaft.
The end of Laila's orgasm doesn't of course mean the end of her engagement with me. Laila's post coitus behaviour is, to say the least, intense. Overwhelmed by oxytocin and other love hormones -- more so when she's had the multi orgasmic sex we'd just engaged in -- Laila engages in passionate kissing and caressing until it burns itself out. For her sexual partners -- although I can only really speak for me -- there's no such thing as 'wam, bam, thank you mam', or is it, 'eats, shoots and leaves.' Whichever, an early escape is considered very bad form, assuming she gives you the chance to escape in the first place.
Predictably, Laila rolled herself on top of me and started kissing and manhandling me. I willingly complied. After all, she a gorgeous, sexually desirable woman; even if my interactions wither her are inhibited by the fact I'm in love with her sister.
BUT, and this is a big but, after sex like we've just had, my erection is very reluctant to go down and neither it's owner nor the girl currently in possession of it is in any hurry to withdraw it from the warm moist embrace of the woman's body. As long as it's not used for thrusting, it can stay like that for -- on a good day -- maybe ten minutes. But that is long enough for me to -- if being sexually stimulated -- recover from post sex flaccidness and have another boner.
Often it's felt as a sort of a bit of a release of the old erection -- I describe it as like momentarily pulling the plug on a blow up mattress -- which then rehardens before losing much of its size.
There are days that can be nice -- especially with Annika. But when you're in a hurry to pack the truck and get on the road and dealing with someone with a sexual appetite as big as Laila's, it can raise some challenges.
I was laying there, happily responding to Laila's French kissing and body handling when I felt that sensation of the plug being pulled on my erection. But almost immediately, I also felt a new erection take it's place -- hardly surprising with a beautiful, naked, woman squirming about on top of me.



I resisted a very strong urge to surge it; which definitely would have given the game away. Instead I gave Laila a few more minutes of pashing before suggesting...
"I think we need to get up and help Annika pack the truck."
She reluctantly agreed, after a brief pause, getting off me, and in the process, releasing my erection. She looked down at it as it crashed firmly against my stomach, making a bit of a 'splat' noise as it did so, since she lifted herself off me vertically, bending my erection up in the process.
Touching the top of it between two fingers, she observed...
"It's still really hard."
As nonchalantly as possible, I responded...
"Yeh."
"I think it wants more."
"Maybe on a day we've got more time, but I think we need to get going."
I quickly pulled on my swimmers, tucking the erection into the fully stretched, taut, material so that it projected over the waistband, but lifted up the leg seams, letting my balls somewhat fall out the side. Still wet and sticky from Laila's body fluids and my cum, a dark dampness soon permeated the material.
Which of course, attracted Annika's attention as soon as we entered the living room. As Laila disappeared into the bathroom, Annika observed...
"That was quite a fucking you gave Laila."
"You know what she's like."
"That's a fresh erection, isn't it?"
"Don't tell Laila."
"Is it going to go down?"
That was no easy question to answer. It was firmly stimulated by Laila and now I was in the close presence of two beautiful women with exposed breasts and tiny little bikini pants who liked touching me. So far it hadn't surrendered anything of its hardness.
"Hard to say."
"Hard is the right word."
"I'll put some board shorts on."
"It will show through that."
"What about a shirt hanging over it?"
"You don't have one that will hide it."
She took my hand and led me towards our bedroom...
"Let's have a quickie and you can fuck it off."
Now they are not words a guy hears from a girl very often -- even if Annika has suggested it once before. It's becoming her go to solution for an inconvenient erection; and given the environment I'm in, they can be pretty common.
She climbed onto the bed, pulling me onto it with her, pulled down the front of my swimmers then lay face up on the bed, pulling aside the gusset of her bikini pants as she pulled me over her. Her hand guided my erection into her vaginal opening which was at least partly ready to receive it.
Positioned over her, with my knees and elbows taking as much of my weight as I could, I very gently short thrusted until she fully opened to me and I could comfortably fully penetrate her. She gripped my shaft as tightly as she's ever gripped it, grinned up at me and said...
"OK, fuck it off."
The message was clear enough and couldn't be rejected -- and why would I.
I started thrusting, elevating myself on straight arms to let me stare at her breasts. They were half length thrusts, starting from and finishing with, full penetration.
With the grip she had on it, it wasn't gong to last long. Every thrust came with a powerful stimulation that quickly accumulated towards a climax. By the eighth thrust it was ready to go. I pushed it in a waited a moment for the release that was to come.
It came alright. With an almighty groan I signalled a very powerful orgasm; thrusting some more after a break to get the most out of it.
As I was left panting into the pillow next to her head, she indicated...
"Might be a good idea to get off before you get another one of those erections."
"What about you? Don't you want to come too?"
"I did. As you came, so did I. You know you have that effect on me. I just didn't make the same fuss about it."
I lifted my head to find her grinning in amusement at me with her tease. She pushed me off, dragging my still hard erection out of her vagina as she rolled away from me. As she turned back to me and watched me pull the front of my swimmers over what was still a pretty full on erection...
"I'm sure it will go down much quicker now."
She stood up, repositioned the gusset of her bikini pants and walked around the other side of the bed to pull me off it, observing as she did...
"See, it's getting smaller already. Now, we have some loading to do."
Laila and Annika at least had the dignity to put their bikini tops on as we loaded up the truck in the motel courtyard. As we were doing so, Cecile walked up to us from across the road where they'd been loading up their truck. What she said to Annika and Laila (in French) was obviously making her sheepish about it. It was only after she'd left I found out from Annika...
"Cecile was letting us know that James (her new boyfriend) wanted to join the group for the next section of the trip, but their truck only has two seats. She wondered if one of them could come with us. I told her yes."
Given the circumstances, it didn't surprise me when it was Angelique who came sauntering over to join our truck. She was travelling light. A very small and tight fitting pair of gym shorts over her bikini pants and a bikini top plus a small little handbag.
As we hit the road, Annika took her turn at the wheel and, without asking anyone, Laila took the other front seat. Well, it's their trip and they are paying for it, so I could hardly complain. I'm sort of just the bodyguard and sexual toy. But that left me sitting on the back with Angelique. I suspected this wasn't going to end innocently; a conclusion reinforced when, as she first sat in the truck, she took off her gym pants and bikini top, turning to me and explaining in what little English she had...
"Too hot."
Well, I thought, that depends on how you define hot.
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Was it really such a big deal that Angelique took off her tiny gym pants and bikini top as she got in our truck; leaving her dressed in just a bikini bottom?
After all, that's all that Annika and Laila had on since they too had dumped the top as soon as they got into the truck. Too hot, too sweaty in the tropical climate they claim. What happened to air conditioning?
While we were driving in the deep outback, moving from gorge to gorge, with plenty of swimming, that made sense. But we were still in Broome. A small to medium size outback town maybe, we might have been about to drive out of it, back into the outback, but there was no shortage of people who would see us on our way. And I myself had nothing on other than a pair of speedo like swim briefs. We must make an unusual sight.
In part, Angeliques presence in the truck caught me off guard. The sudden inclusion of Cecile's new boyfriend in our entourage when Cecile and Angelique were using a two seat converted Landcruiser Troopie, meant something had to give.
But if I strip away all the self righteousness, I have to put my reaction down to two things. The first was her lustful looking at me as she stripped herself out of the excess clothing items. The second was the knowledge that Annika had given her new, more liberal, entitlements to get sexual with me.
All the rooting that Cecile and James were doing was making life difficult -- well, frustrating - for Angelique. So Annika has given her penetrative sex access to me every second day and, basically groping and fingering rights any time that isn't intruding on Annika's wants as my true love interest.
I know. All this comes across as a bit whinny. As if I'm being reluctantly prostituted out.
That's not the issue. It is just knowing what is right or wrong. This is all new to me. Well it would be strange and new to just about any 22 year old guy. You girlfriend is encouraging you to root other women -- her sister and Angelique - as a way of generously looking after their sexual needs while driving around the most remote areas on earth.
Do I, to take an old saying, lay back and think of England, or do I approach it with all the lustful enthusiasm any guy would have towards fucking two such beautiful women. I know that sitting in the back seat with a near naked Angelique is going to quickly turn into some very intimate handling.
With Laila, I feel as though I've crossed the bridge. She after all was sort of the one that captured me as the holiday sex provider to her and her sister in the first place. I suppose it was never really intended that Annika and I should fall in love in the way we have. But it still took me a while to approach Laila in a lustful way once my relationship with Annika developed.
Now, after Annika's recent talk to me, I've decided Angelique is entitled to the same approach instead of me treating her like I'm holding my nose and doing it reluctantly which, as much as I've tried to hide it, is pretty well my approach until now.
We managed to drive out of town and into the outback remoteness without creating too much attention. As is usual with these three girls in the car together, the conversation is in French, with Annika translating for me anything that is interesting. As the conversation became more intense, Angelique used it as an excuse to move herself into the middle of the back seat; supposedly so she could lean forward between the other girls to enhance the conversation.
But it also put her in full body contact with my flank, with a hand on my thigh and her impressive breasts dangling provocatively in my line of sight as she leaned forward.
The hand moved slowly, and I suppose she hoped, seemingly innocently, until it rested against be manhood, which until that moment I'd managed to keep fairly flaccid. But as the side of her hand pushed against the tip of my manhood, laying as it was to the side of my swimmers, it reacted in the expected manner.
Caught in my swimmers, it extended to the side, over the top of her fingers, capturing her fingers and the back of her hand between my thigh and erection. With just the slightest movement of her fingers, she made sure it was no half mongrel, getting a full hard on. One that was not too comfortable, given the angle it was forced to grow at and the retaining pressure put on it by my very stretched swimmers.
I tried to pretend I was oblivious to it all. After all, with Annika and Laila running around me all but naked and physically interacting with me all the time, an erection is more or less my go to position for at least half the daylight hours and, from what I can discern, most of the night. But I didn't know what her intentions were. Was she just playing with me, or did she have something else in mind.
She certainly seemed pleased with the reaction; looking down at it and then turning to cast a cheeky grin at me.
I would have liked to readjust the way it sat in my swimmers to give it a more comfortable vertical positioning, but that would have given away my attempt to be oblivious about it, not withstanding the grins.
When Angelique moved to the centre positions, she all but sat on my hand, which had been resting on the car seat. I had quickly moved it away, putting it along the back of the seats, given how Angelique was leaning forward. I noticed as she turned about to look at me, she cast her eyes to find where my arm had gone.
Turning to the front again, she sat back firmly against the seat, capturing my arm between her neck and the head rest base. Instinctively I quickly pulled it away; which turned out to be exactly the reaction she wanted. As I looked for somewhere innocuous to put it -- the options being limited by the hand she had on my thigh -- she grabbed my hand and placed it very high on her upper thigh pushing in my fingers firmly into her crease, before crossing my lower arm with hers, and capturing it, as she again rested her hand in the space between my erection and my thigh.
OK, so that was her intention. I should have known.
If nothing else, it gave me clearance to adjust the sit of my erection. I pulled out the front of my swimmers, which released my erection from its entanglement in my swimmers, and let it sit vertical, then adjusted my swimmers to stretch out and cover it as it projected above the waistband.
Having lost direct contact with it, Angelique moved her hand across just far enough to stroke the lower part of my erection and my balls.
We had many hundred of km ahead of us. She surely didn't want me to finger her all the way. For the time being, I just left my fingers rested where they were. Even as Angelique had placed them there, I'd noticed that her labia were open and could feel both her swollen clit and vaginal opening under the thin, damp gusset of her bikini pants.
We had a long drive on a proper highway (The Great Northern Highway) for our next overnight stop. But unlike highways most non Australians would be used to this was one where you could travel for hundreds of Km and not see another vehicle, and forget about roadstops, Fuel up before you leave or expect to be stranded.
The good part of that was that you didn't get your body shaken to pieces over gravel roads. The bad part was I didn't get the watch the girls breasts bouncing madly as the rough roads threw us around.
We were still in the habit of stopping every two hours for a break, boiling a cup of tea or coffee on the camp stove -- or a cold drink - and changing of drivers. As we were there, Annika took me aside...
"Was Angelique groping you after she moved next to you."
"Mildly. But she also put my hand in her crotch. I think she wanted me to finger her."
"That doesn't surprise me. I didn't want to translate it for you in the car, but she spent a lot of time telling us how Cecile and James were fucking each other during last night, with Angelique laying in the shared bed next to her. It is driving her wild with frustration. She feels like she's the only one without someone to fuck, even though she now has access to you every second day. If you decide you don't mind fingering her as we're driving, don't hold back. You certainly have my approval for it."
I acknowledged Anniika's suggestion, even if it felt pretty strange. She didn't want us separated from the others for too long, so I didn't really get a chance to discuss it any further.
Laila had the next driver duties, once again leaving me in the back with Angelique, with Annika now sitting directly in front of me. Having established a good reason for sitting in the centre seat, Angelique settled herself into it again, spreading her legs wide across the drive shaft channel and once again placing my hand in her crotch before putting hers on my upper thigh. At least this time my flaccid cock was aiming in the right direction if Angelique teased it up again.
As she settled my hand into position, Angelique had made sure my fingers were resting in her crease. If she'd lost some degree of arousal during our break, it didn't stay that way for long. I actually felt her labia spread, her clit swell and her vagina open even as my finger rested fairly still where it was placed.
I could feel Angenlique rocking her hips back and forwards, ever so subtly, but just enough to induce a tiny movement of my fingers against her crease.
That was enough of a signal to indicate beyond even the most conservative doubt, that she wanted me to actually finger her. Very gently, I started stroking her swollen clit through the thin material of her bikini pants; which was already slippery and wet with her arousal secretions.
It elicited from her what might best be described as a sigh. She turned her head towards me and gave me a smile. But as she turned back to the front, she placed the nipple of her left breast -- the one closest to me -- against the the bicep of the arm fingering her.
One of the things that had been inhibiting me was the fact Angelique, when I'm fucking her, can put on quite a vocal show. Not as loud as Laila, but pretty loud just the same. But it seemed, as I sensed her becoming increasingly aroused, she was at least suppressing that behaviour. There was the very occasional soft moan or hum; but barely enough to be heard in the front seat.
Perhaps the biggest indicator of her state of arousal was the hand she had on my thigh, brushing against my penis; probably disappointed she hadn't manage to induce anything more than the slightest firmness in it. But I could certainly feel her hand tense against the flesh of my thigh.
Emboldened, I slipped my fingers under the gusset of her bikini; the narrowness of it offering absolutely no resistance.
I have to admit -- if only to myself -- there is something quite delightful about fingering Angelique. Her mons bulge leads into some very thick lips of her vulva, which have quite a sensuous feeling to them as I slid my finger through the depth of the valley between them. That and feeling her nipple go hard against my bicep where she rested her breast against it finally triggered me.
Angelique got the full boner she was aiming for. She felt it before she saw it, but then turned her head again, raising her eyebrows as she gave me a grin of satisfaction.
Sometimes you have to guess stuff instead of knowing it. And my guess had been she wanted sexual stimulation from a man more than just an orgasm. That and the fact it was a long drive told me to play with her, gently and in a way that didn't excessively rub her clit, rather than furiously finger her to a quick climax.
And, apart from a bit of a hand cramp if I didn't move it about enough, I enjoyed it more that way too.
So she's leaning forward, chatting with Laila and Annika in the front seats, while I'm fingering her and, occasionally, digitally penetrating her. She seemed content with what I was doing. With her poor English and my non existent french, it's not as though she could tell me what to do. I'm used to her physically directing me; putting my hand, cock or mouth where she wants it. And she wasn't. Which meant, everything was as she wanted it.
She would occasionally tense up or even let out a bit of a moan and her breathing was getting heavier, even as she chatted with the girls. But on the whole, is seemed like merely getting some sexual attention from a male was helping her overcome she sexual frustration.
If there was any issue, it was how wet she was becoming. It felt nice to me, but the gusset of her bikini pants had maxed out on their moisture capacity and she was now leaving quite a damp stain on the seat of the truck.
It was some 45 minutes since we'd changed drivers that she climaxed. Thank goodness she didn't squirt. Instead she just tensed, vocalised a suppressed moan and squeezed my upper thigh tightly enough I thought she cut off the blood supply. She might have thought she'd been subtle enough for the girls not to recognise it, but Annika putting her arm back between the passenger seat and the door to give me an 'OK' hand signal told me otherwise.
With the next two hour stop, it became my turn to drive the short distance remaining to our destination for the day. Angelique and Laila took over the French girl's Landcruiser to give Cecile a break and Cecile and James moved into our truck.
Our target for the day had been the camping ground at Eighty Mile beach. From what we'd been told, it was supposed to be a lovely campground on the beach, the best part of a full days drive from any civilisation, which offered spectacular views of the sunset over the Indian Ocean.
And since we hadn't passed more than a half dozen vehicles during the course of a day's drive, we imagined it as being an isolated and serene place of meditative quietness. Goodness, did we get that wrong.
What we drove into was a fully packed caravan city with grey nomads setting up with their tables and chairs arranged like they were in a garden back home while others drove their tinnies around the campsite with their ATV's and quad-bikes; heading out to, or coming back from doing some fishing.
The campground was divided into different sections. We were allocated a spot in the area without power access and where generators weren't permitted, because that was all that was left. It didn't bother us because our backup battery would run the fridge overnight and we were only staying one day; but it gave you some idea of just how crowded the site was.
So, there went the girls' idea that they'd get to run naked along the endless beach (it's not called eighty mile beach for nothing). Indeed, I had a sense the girls were going to find the site somewhat frustrating, given how noisy some of their sex can be and how closely packed the site was.
Still, the day's drive had been a relatively short one compared to many we'd done. We'd arrived in he middle of the afternoon and there was plenty of time to explore the area. Dressed only in swimwear and with towels and -- for some of us -- stinger suits - at hand, we walked through the break in the sand dunes down to the beach.
There we found long lines of fishermen (and women) with their lines extended out into the glassy smooth ocean.
We'd prepared ourselves for a walk. All that told us was that it was going to be a longer walk than we thought if we wanted to get away from the crowds. We turned to the South and set off; James walking hand in hand with Cecile, me with Annika and leaving Angelique and Laila to walk, lets say, with free hands.
By now I was well used to all the conversation being in French, even starting to understand some of it -- but not enough. I didn't mind. I could see how much the presence of the french girls added to the vibe of the trip, and even understood why Annika had wanted me to fuck them. Annika translated for me anything of real interest; other than that I was content just to be in Annika's presence. Oh, and to be able to stare at the near naked bodies of the beautiful girls.
A solid forty minutes walk took us well away from the crowds and worked up quite a sweat. The girls decided it was time to go for a swim. This was no small issue. The water was glassy, which at least mean there shouldn't be much in the way of rips. It was also crystal clear, which made it so inviting.
But being Australia, there were other considerations. We were still in box jellyfish and inkandji jellyfish country; especially the former, since the inkandji prefer deeper water. And on the cusp of the season where they appear. And the of course there were sharks and crocodiles.
The latter we felt better about because of how clear the water was. And Annika, being the planner she was, anticipated us swimming in these areas and got us stinger suits; thin, body hugging, Lycra suits that cover you from head to toe. But James and the french girls had only their swimwear.
Annika was the first to start hurryingly putting on her suit, but surprised me when, as she pulled the suit up over her bum, she undid the side ties of her bikini pants and removed them, taking her bikini top off as she pulled the suit up further. Laila did the same. It occurred to me they must have preplanned this, because most of their bikini bottoms don't have tied sides.
I innocently started to pull my suit on when Annika stopped me...
"Take your swimmers off first."
That meant stripping naked in front of everyone. I suppose Cecile and Angelique have seen me naked before and I shouldn't have been prudish about stripping in front of James, but still I asked...
"Why?"
"It looks sexier with nothing underneath."
Well, they weren't wrong about that. Annika's and Laila's suits were stretched so tight, you could see right through them. Let's just say, very little was hidden. But, I did as I was told, took off my swimmers and wiggled into the stinger suit.
At least with speedo like swimmers, the front lining sort of smooths out the bulge of your cock. In these stinger suits it was like they were heat shrunk onto my cock. Every bulge and vein was on display. I suppose if that is what the girls call sexy, I can live with it. But I knew they were going to play with me in the water in a way that gave me an erection. It wasn't hard to imagine the display that was going to cause.
It was decided those with the stinger-suits would go in first; wading in a some sort of very crude testing of the waters. The box jellyfish are hard to see, but if they were there, we should be able to feel them as we waded into the water; even if their stingers couldn't penetrate the suit.
Getting confidence in the suit and simply making sure your exposed face didn't go under, the girls started frolicking with me in chest deep water. And playful though it might be, with them, frolicking usually means sexual play; rubbing their bodies against me, giving me a full boner and then...well, that depends on their mood.
In this case they wrapped their legs around my thighs and rubbed their clit up and down along the vertical bulge of my hard cock; taking turns at it before hanging off my shoulders as they floated in the water while I fingered their clits through their stinger-suits; one each side of me.
It was nothing if not novel even if it did require some hand and back contortion to finger both of them at once.
I was pleased when Laila came first. It let me drop her off to float around us as I then got to bend over Annika and kiss her as I finished fingering her.
We'd sort of ignored the french girls and James as we'd did our frolicking. But that's not to say that in the back of my mind we weren't committing a blatant act of sex in front of them. For Angelique and Cecile that was maybe something not entirely new. But I did wonder what James thought of this, even if Cecile was probably as likely to have dragged him down here for sex, away from the camp full of grey nomads, as much as that had been Annika's and Laila's objective.



I noticed they were playing around in the shallows; probably playing it cautiously, even tentatively, with the possibility of stingers.
Predictably, Annika and Laila hadn't finished with me. After all, I had an erection still displaying itself obscenely in my stinger suit and they were clearly still as randy as hell. Fingering for them is just foreplay. They took me by the hand and led me out of the water, passing closely to the other three.
Picking up their towels as we passed the point where we'd left them, they led me up into the sand dune. Now normally, one might look for a gully or something to minimise the exposure of what was about to happen. The problem here was, it wasn't that sort of sand dune. Formed by a combination of strong sea breezes, big tidal ranges and what would often be large waves along the coast, and with no creeks or water runoffs to carve out a gully, rather, it was like one continuous, unbroken, wave of a dune, extending all the way back to the campsite; maybe twenty feet tall. There were some bumps and irregularities, but not really enough to completely hide yourself in.
They picked a point on the crest of the dune which had a bit of a recess. Deep enough it hid you from the side, but didn't fully hide you from either the seaward or shore side; especially if you were standing a distance back.
The girls laid out the towels as I watched -- something which, while they were in those suits, was a pleasure it itself. Then, as I still stood there, they pressed themselves against me, surrounding my front and flanks as they wrapped their arms around my back.
Annika came in for a kiss, which I gave her; a long, passionate french kiss as she squirmed her body against me. Laila soon got impatient. Already squirming against me too, as far as I could tell, rubbing her clit on my thigh, she pushed her face in against mine and stole my tongue from Annika. I gave her what she wanted; maybe without the degree of passion I'd given Annika.
But frankly, I was keen to get down on the towels and start the fucking. I hate to admit it, but my cock was getting rather impatient to be put to use in its own sort of way.
I brushed back the hood of material covering her head and started pulling down Laila's zipper as we were kissing.
I don't know whether the girls had some idea of playing a kinky sort of sexual game in the suits, but one thing was clear; I wasn't going to be able to get my cock into them while any of us were wearing them. And nor would they be very easy to remove while we were wrestling each other on the ground.
As her breasts popped out of the stretched material, I brushed my hand across and fondled them as I put my hand inside the garment to push it off her left arm -- the one wrapped around my front.
Annika took the hint, and started undressing me and, as soon as Laila's left arm was free, she started working on Annika's suit.
With a bit of co-operation from all of us to free up our arms, the suits were soon dangling off each of the girls hips and Annika had taken the additional step of fully exposing my erection and balls, which meant my bottom was also on display.
Pulling my suit down as far as my knees as I bent down, I knelt in front of Annika and started the process of removing her suit entirely. As I exposed her mons, I kissed it, sliding my fingers through her crease to tease her swollen clit.
Pulling it all the way down her legs, Annika put a hand on my head to balance herself as she lifted each leg to get what was now a tangle of material off her.
Turning to Laila, I repeated the process while Annika knelt behind me and had me lift my knees one at a time while she stripped me.
As soon as the three of us were naked, the girls had me on the ground and were all over me. I didn't know what they had in mind, or how this was supposed to play out, but as we rolled intimately around I felt the tip of my cock shallowly penetrate Annika's very aroused vaginal opening. With a firm thrust of my hips, I penetrated her as deeply as I could, leaving my lower half laying across Annika and the upper half across Laila; my face conveniently placed in front of her breasts.
I started licking her breasts and stretched my arms down to finger her clit.
I'd just started when I sensed a shadow over me and heard Angelique's voice. Annika translated it when she'd gone, but she was asking to borrow the stinger suits because they'd felt uncomfortable going into the water without them.
With that momentary -- if bazaar and rather embarrassing -- distraction, I went back to fingering and nipple stimulating Laila as my cock rather passively loitered in Annika's body. With the one spare hand, I did start tweaking Annika's nipple, but I was doing so at a rather awkward angle; so while she has very sensitive nipples and can have nipple orgasms, I wasn't able to make the best of it.
I really didn't have a clue whether this sort of approach to group sex was what the girls wanted. But they were going along with it. So when I managed to get Laila to climax -- somewhat more quietly than normal -- I swapped positions, withdrawing from Annika, turning my body to the opposite angle across them, penetrating Laila and now fingering and sucking the nipples of Annika.
It felt quite strange -- again! I get a bigger kick out of stimulating Annika. I love her and it means a lot more to pleasure her. Sucking her breasts excites me more and her crease, as I finger and digitally penetrate her, just feels more erotic; like she's wetter and more receptive, whether that's actually the case or not. And yet my cock, the primary sexual organ, is buried in her sister.
Laila wasn't being as passive with my cock as Annika had been. She was squirming under me, rocking in a way that generated mini thrusts of my cock and more puzzling -- since I was concentrating on Annika and I only found out what she was doing later, lifting her hips up in a strange way.
Annika didn't take long to bring to a climax either; but I finished her with a prolonged kiss, cuddling her and caressing her face.
Laila interrupted my moment with Annika with a tap on my shoulder and a -- really demand...
"Now fuck us. Me first so you can finish in Annika."
I pulled my head back so I could see Annika's face. She nodded in agreement.
As I moved my body over Laila, it turned out she had been packing sand under her towel, crating a ridge which elevated her hips; which sort of told me how this sex would play out. Missionary -- my favourite -- but with it delivered at an angle that would stimulate her g spot.
With my erection still in her and me hovering over her body on knees and elbows, she squirmed about to put herself in the right position. Then she put her hands on my bottom to indicate she was ready for me.
Since she hadn't instructed me to go hard and fast, I didn't. It wasn't what I liked to do and I had some reservations about its effect on the girl even if that ask for it; and Laila usually does. So instead, being careful to angle my thrust in an upward direction, I did thrusts, from about three quarters in to one quarter depth, intended to spend the maximum time raking against her g spot.
Laila put on the vocal show she usually does. Loud moans that are nearly in the screaming register. On the top of the sand dune like we were, it must have travelled some distance. And there's something about them that makes it pretty clear this is a sexual response. I looked around to see if we had attracted the attention of any other humans. But only James, Angelique and Cecile were in immediate sight, still frolicking in the water in our stinger suits, so I went back to watching her breasts wobble to my thrusts.
In a way, as nice as it felt and as visually stimulating as it was, I was in a hurry to bring Laila to her climax. I was much more interested in fucking Annika and I didn't want my cock brewed up too much before I got to her.
By surging my erection with each inward thrust -- in a way intended to put more pressure on her g spot -- it only took a few minutes to bring her to what seemed to be a pretty powerful climax. Laila had a strong oxytocin response to her climaxes, so I laid down on her and let her go to town on my body; deeply kissing me as she caressed every part of me she could reach.
When the peak of that response seemed to pass, I whispered in her ear...
"I think it might be Annika's turn."
I withdrew my erection and elevated myself back onto my hands and knees. Giving her a final kiss on her lips, I moved across to Annika, laying next to us and until that time, resting on her side watching me fuck her sister.
Annika laid onto her back and pulled me on to her, fairly quickly locating the tip of my erection in her vaginal opening and encouraging me to get to full penetration. I hoped that she didn't want a quickie. I wanted proper love making with Annika, so was pleased when, as I expected, Laila stood over me and announced she was heading back down to where we left our gear.
I cuddled firmly against Annika, turning us both onto our sides so we had free hands and movement to caress each other. I particularly enjoyed the feeling of her beautiful breasts pushed against my chest and brushing my chest across Annika's hard nipples as either she squirmed against me, or I against her; all as my erection subtly got screwed about in her vagina while on as full a penetration as our positioning allowed. But it went beyond erogenous zones. Every bit of the front of our bodies were pushed together; intertwined, the soft flesh of her thighs and legs as arousing as having my shaft inside her.
We kissed passionately; she caressing my flanks as I brushed my hand through her soft, long blonde, hair.
My feelings for her were incredibly strong. There was no comparison between making love to Annika and fucking any of the other girls, even if the movements were sometimes the same. The love and attachment I felt towards her changed my perception of what sex was really all about. I couldn't resist saying...
"I love you to extent you can't comprehend."
With a sigh, see flipped me onto my back, putting her on top...
"You think I don't feel the same way about you."
It wasn't a question. It wasn't a challenge. It was a reciprocation; one that had her tongue down my throat as she passionately kissed me.
It was like she couldn't wait any longer. She laid down on me, hugged me tightly into what I have now found out is called the bear hug position (at least for some people), gripped my erection firmly, and started rocking her hips against me in a way that strongly stimulated my shaft.
I have to say, I'm not quite sure how this works. I don't think she's actually slightly withdrawing and thrusting back in my shaft, and yet it feels like it is; or maybe she's just rocking the hard pelvic floor muscle at the front of her vaginal opening against it. At the same time, her crease is firmly pressed up against my pubis and the base of my shaft and she seems to be stimulating herself as well.
Annika was getting quite excited and carried away by whatever she was doing.
Her heavy breathing and moans made it pretty clear she was becoming highly aroused; which given the effect she was having on me, was just as well. As she came, she accelerated her rocking, quickly tipping me over the edge to as I filled her vagina with my cum and we both moaned and groaned in a sort of climatic chorus.
Normally it is Laila who goes into a post climatic oxytocin driven frenzy of passionate engagement, but this time Annika put on a show of an intensity which exceeded anything Laila had ever done; passionate kissing, hands all over me and all while screwing my still hard erection around inside her as she squirmed about on top of me, brushing her nipples across my chest and winding her legs around mine into what felt like -- with only a slight exaggeration - a Gordian knot.
It was delightful to have Annika throw her body at me like that and display such an intensity of feeling. With Laila it always feels like some sort of automatic reaction to an orgasm. With Annika it felt more like I had triggered something deep and more meaningful within her.
The cock that I was lucky enough to have within her felt physically fantastic too. For a long while it absolutely refused to go down or soften; wallowing in the erotic glory of her body almost as if her emotional release was being hormonally injected into my shaft.
It was only after, I can only guess, four or five minutes, I felt that little release that signals my post ejaculative erection had expired but it was quickly replaced by a refreshed one; quick enough Annika didn't even notice.
She kept pashing me for quite a while longer until the peak of her oxytocin rush slowly subsided; eventually leaving her draped lightly over my body. I rolled us both onto our sides, still embracing, caressing and lightly kissing her. After a while I made an attempt to withdraw my erection, but he placed her hands firmly on my bottom and pushed it back into full penetration...
"Is that a new erection?"
"Yes."
"Then make beautiful love to me."
Annika looked to the side where Laila had been, then shuffled our joined bodies across to where Laila had left a mound to elevate her hips. Annika worked her way onto it, laying on her back...
"Now you can be my lover and my man. Excite me with your strength, show me your lust for my body and use your powerful manhood to excite me with your shaft."
Well, I thought, that was a tall order. Yes, the girls really get off with my tall, well exercised, muscular body. They even love me spraying sweat all over them as I fuck them in the missionary position. But of course, there was more to that request than the mere physicality.
I've made 'beautiful love' to Annika before. I have a reasonable idea of what that means to her and, strangely, lusting over her body is at least part of that. Taking it slowly, doing more than just thrusting away and being fully engaged with her are all part of it.
I elevated myself on outstretched arms, then bent in to lightly kiss her. Raising myself up both lets me stare at her breasts and lets her stare at my muscular chest and brush her hand across it should she be so inclined.
I thrust a few times; long, slow thrusts where I surge my erection with each inward thrust to rake the tip of my erection along her g spot more firmly.
Then I bent down to lightly bite at her neck, sliding my cheek across hers a few times while still slowly thrusting before bringing myself up on out-stretched hands again. Annika rewarded me with a hum of pleasure which progressively turned to moaning as I kept thrusting; nothing suggesting a climax was near, just enough to tell me I was on the right track.
She ran her hands across my chest as I did my thrusts; each surge enhanced inward thrust acknowledged with just a slightly louder moan and gasp of air, which again told me I was having the right effect.
Annika -- like Angelique -- is one of that 10% of women who can have an orgasm from nipple stimulation alone and the temptation to suck hers was just too strong. I bent down, slightly contorting myself but also slightly withdrawing my shaft from full penetration, to take her right nipple between my lips.
Annika put her hand over my head to pin it to her breast, while letting out an even louder hum, as I started flicking my tongue against it before taking her breast partly into my mouth where I could pin her extended nipple against the roof of my mouth and slid my tongue constantly across it. Having slobbered it up and brought it to maximum projection, I moved across to her left breast and did the same, Lifting the fingers of my left hand up to tweak her right breast with them while still supporting myself on my elbow.
All the while, I'm still thrusting; the shallower penetration actually likely raking my thrusts across her g spot more constantly.
Annika was really starting to brew up. Her breathing was heavy and her moans -- although mellow compared to Laila -- were getting louder and almost desperate. I felt her lower body shuddering against mine.
As she came, she pressed my head almost suffocatingly against her breast while I could feel her trying to stretch her body down to get a deeper penetration of my shaft; which was already feeling her contractions. I did my best to contort my body further to push myself in more deeply; but there was a limit to both how contorted I could get and how long I could hold it there. Eventually Annika went for depth of penetration over nipple stimulation and released my head. I deeply penetrated her and held it there, giving a few orgasm extending jerks, as I laid down on her and kissed her; giving her the access she needed to my body to play out her oxytocin high.
But I only intended the nipple orgasm to be the entree, not the main course.
As soon as I thought it appropriate, I lifted myself up again and started thrusting. This time they were just a little faster and harder -- but not much. But now I really concentrated on the surges as I raked across her g spot; well that and, as usual looking at her breasts.
Fairly quickly I had her building to another orgasm. Her moans were almost staccato, each one accompanying an inward thrust.
"Oh...Oh...Oh...Oh..."
Now her hips and lower body were really shuddering under me. This was showing every sign of being a big one -- or so I hoped, because I love watching her come and the effect it has on her.
When she came, it was a big one -- or so it seemed to me. She threw her hips up -- and me with them -- while letting out a prolonged, loud moan. Then she grabbed me, pulled my face down to hers and gave me a long kiss as she rolled her hips around, and the erection I had in her in the process, and her contractions pummelled my cock.
As she quietened down, she whispered in my ear...
"Your turn. Have fun and throw your sweat all over me."
I'd never quite had a girl put it in those terms. Clearly the instruction was to put a bit of effort into it; which is fun enough. But Annika isn't one for 'hard and fast', so there needed to be a happy medium. But she is tolerant of me taking my time to get there; indeed, her light grip often leaves me little alternative.
And as I raised myself back up, a light grip was all she was offering. Enough to stimulate me and get me there eventually, but I wasn't going to set any records for a fast orgasm unless I took my own steps to get there.
There's an understanding between us, only partially verbalised. She likes me playing the strong dominant male, fucking his lover and putting so much effort into it that I'm spraying sweat all over her; not hard to achieve in a tropical area in late spring. She knows I love the sight of her under me; her beauty generally, but compounded by watching her breasts wobble as her body get pushed about by my thrusts.
Now I'm not going to throw my whole 80kg weight at her as I furiously pound her like I was hitting her vaginal opening with a hammer.
Instead of lifting and dropping my bum, I thrust with my whole body -- driving my motion with my shoulders and knees. That takes a lot more effort and quickly works up a sweat while pumping up to some degree my pecs and biceps. But, whatever the speed and length of the thrust is, I brake it just before I go full depth, achieving full penetration with a slow finish and then pushing her gently, but firmly with my pubis. When her hips are elevated like there are, and there are only a few points of contact with the ground, her body is easily thrust forward. Then she deliberately exaggerates the movement, making sure her breasts wobble in a spectacular manner.
So we both get the turn on each desires, playfully amusing each other, without there being any issue about objectification or such modern judgements.



And, I can tell you, it feels great.
I'd been thrusting away for a few minutes when I felt this irresistible desire to bend down, kiss her, gently bite her neck and have a bit of a suck of her nipples. As I lifted myself up and started thrusting again, she asked...
"What was that for?"
"Because I love the whole of you, not just the bit my cock is in, and I wanted to express that."
She let out a short giggle...
"Well that's a step forward for mankind."
Both the effort I was putting into the sex and the fantastic feeling of it meant I'd been vocalising my pleasure too. Something between grunts and groans; not loud enough to attract attention, but clear enough Annika could read the situation. But, focused on her breasts and my own efforts, I'd missed the fact she had been breathing rather heavily; something I only noticed as she interrogated me.
That heavy breathing was a prelude to another orgasm; after all, her hips were still elevated and both a g spot and clit were getting stimulated. The sucking of her nipples might have pushed it along too.
I slowed down my thrusts and did some twisting about of my erection on full penetration while she went through her orgasm. When I started again, I felt a tighter grip on my shaft. Suddenly I was starting to brew up. Not rapidly, but the additional stimulation certainly felt fantastic. My grunting and groaning acquired a very pleasurable tone to it.
I looked up from Annika's madly wobbling breasts to see her wearing this giant grin. She knew what her body was doing to me and was very pleased about it.
Annika lightened her grip a bit, so it was, maybe, about three more minutes of thrusting before I felt running through my whole shaft those incredibly erotic bolts of pleasure that indicate my time is up. I got three more thrusts in -- each more mind blowing than the one before it -- before I knew my cock was about to explode. I pushed myself into full penetration and held it for the nano-second before the first pulse of my climax detonated., causing a fulmination of pleasure that flooded my shaft and brain all at the one moment.
The cry I let out would have deafened Annika had my mouth been near her ear, so it was lucky I was still in my elevated position. But as the pulses continued -- each accompanied by a new groan -- I felt this desperate need to be in more contact with Annika. I laid down on top of her, embraced her with an arm around the small of her back and held my body against her as I responded to whatever signals of thrusting or not thrusting my body instructed me to do to draw out my orgasm and the hedonistic high it gave me.
I was still thrusting when I sensed Annika climaxing under me; something she more recently has started to do nearly every time I climax.
Our climaxes merge into one; as if we were sharing what each other felt. As Annika sensed my thrusts fading, she rolled us over, putting her on top...
"That was the best sex I've ever had."
I sort of knew what she meant. I've had some pretty powerful orgasms while making out with her and this would have been near, if not actually, the top of the list. But what I felt -- and I hoped we both felt -- was more complex than that...
"It was for me because I keep loving you more and more."
Moved by my response, she buried her tongue in my mouth as she kissed me passionately and squirmed about on top of me. As that need fulfilled itself she simply rested on top of me, her light weight a delight to bear as we exchanged sweet nothings reinforcing our feelings towards each other.
As is usual when I have sex with Annika -- indeed, as has been the case almost every time I'd made out with any of the girls on this very strange trip -- the strength of my climaxes seem to leave my erection hard for quite a while. We've got past the 'does it want more' joke which at first accompanied it. Annika especially regards a lengthy after period as a compliment in itself.
In this case it was only when Annika, after some time, rolled us both on our sides I felt the little release that signalled it's end. But with Annika still embracing me and the rapture I feel as I'm pressed against her, the transition to a new erection soon arrived. The benefit of being young I suppose; and surrounded by beautiful, barely dressed women.
Annika felt the slight softening and re-hardening of my shaft...
"Do you have a new erection?"
"Yes. You have that effect on me."
"That is good to know."
She twisted her head back, looking out at the ocean...
"It is a beautiful view from up here."
Indeed, by twisting our head back, we had a lovely vista of both the ocean and the length of the beach; part of it for me (because we were each looking in different directions along the beach) was Cecile getting fucked by James in a little nook further along the beach.
We lay together watching the scene for a while, commenting on different aspects.
All the while Laila and Angelique could be seen sitting on the beach at the bottom of the dune we were at the top of; both now back in their bikinis.
I saw Annika look down at them...
"You know Angelique is having a really tough time now Cecile has a boyfriend?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well, you know Angelique has a very strong libido. And yet, she's now the only one without a man to turn to to get some attention."
"You let her have me every second day."
"Yes, but it's not the same. Look at her there. Until Laila went down to her, she was sitting all alone on the beach while everyone else got fucked. That was really hard for her."
"You really have a strong empathy for Angelique, don't you?"
"I know, because you don't understand french, that you miss a lot of our conversations, but she's a really nice and entertaining girl. She has added a lot to our trip since we rescued them from the river. I really like her and it pains me to see her neglected. I know she feels it deeply. She deserves better."
Annika paused before adding...
"Would you be willing to go down and offer her sex?"
"Isn't tomorrow soon enough for that. After all, that's when it becomes her turn."
"It's not the same as participating now in an activity everyone else has participated in."
I looked seriously at Annika.
"If that's what you want, then yes. Indeed, I'd already decided I had to put a lot more...I was going to say heart, but that conveys the wrong meaning -- let's say attention to my time with Angelique. Try and make her feel less patronised and more looked after in future. But if you want me to do it now, yes I will. But only because you want me too."
"I do."
Annika leaned towards me and kissed me.
"Let's go down and you can ask her."
Annika didn't waste any time. She immediately extracted my erection from her body as she stood up, then offered me a hand to stand up myself. I bent down to pick up the towels. After all we were completely naked and, since Angelique had borrowed the stinger suits, had nothing to put on. But Annika interrupted me...
"Leave them here. You can use them with Angelique."
So Annika had us walk, arm in arm down the face of the sand dune completely naked; my slight discomfort about the fact I was displaying a full erection extended by our close body contact and the fact she stopped us half way down, brought us face to face in a close embrace and gave me a prolonged kiss as she rubbed her stomach against the erection that was pressed between us.
I even wondered if she intended I be displaying it as I propositioned Angelique. Because it was certainly still there when we reached the place Laila and Angelique were sitting facing out to sea.
As we closed the distance to them, Anniika smacked me on the bottom and directed me around Angelique's side of the pair as she went Laila's side with a final instruction...
"Go ask her."
With as much dignity as I could muster in the circumstances, I presented myself in front of Angelique, noting her immediate focus on my erection as she registered my presence, and asked...
"Angelique. Would you like sex?"
It was one of the few combination of English words I could be sure Angelique would understand. She looked up at me, looked down again at my erection and looked up at me again...
" oui je le ferais ...pardon...yes. »
I offered her a hand, which she took to help her stand up. As she picked up her beach bag, I then picked up my swim briefs which were on the towel the girls were sitting on where I'd left them as we'd changed into stinger suits. I wondered whether to put them on.
Scanning both ways on the beach, there was no-one within easy visual range of us who might be offended by my aroused nakedness; except maybe James who seemed to be finished with the task of fucking Cecile and was sitting still naked with her in the little recess in the dune they'd had sex in. I figured he was in no position to judge me.
Fairly quickly, Angelique wanted to hold my hand and walk close enough to me that my hands kept brushing her side or even ending up in her crotch as we scaled the sand dune. Since that was the side I had my swimmers in my hand, I amused myself -- and Angelique -- by hanging them on my erection, freeing up my hand to hold hers.
When we got to the top of the dune and the little recess in which I'd fucked Annika and Laila, Angelique quickly knelt down on the towels. Facing me, I thought for a moment she was going to suck my cock -- for health reasons, not one of the permitted actions under the deal with Annika. Instead she grabbed the swimmers hanging on my cock in her two hands and crossed over the draped material to tighten its grip on my shaft; playfully sliding it up and down my shaft as she looked up at me, grinning like a Cheshire cat.
That was a mere introduction to her collecting her breasts in her hand and starting to titty fuck me,
Having her do that with breasts much bigger than those of any other woman I've had sexual engagement with felt completely different. Normally hand jobs or other external flesh stimulation of my manhood doesn't do much for me. Too dry maybe, unless they use a lot of lube, but for whatever reason it's rare they'll get me to come.
But the way Angelique's breasts effectively embraced and surrounded my whole cock was a different sensation.
I soon realised that Angelique actually had me slowly brewing up.
It was clear she was stimulating herself too. Very much so.
They way she held her breasts had her hard nipples rubbing up and down against my hips and stomach. And, like Annika, Angelique can get nipple orgasms.
Plus I'd extended a leg forward between her thighs to let her rub her crotch on it. Whether it was at an angle that would stimulate her clit, I couldn't really tell. But she was certainly using it and with a fair amount of pressure too.
With the triangles of her bikini top pulled aside to facilitate her stimulating herself on my body, I figured she didn't need the top any more and pulled the tie strings to remove it.
I was starting to contemplate whether I should let her make me cum; it had reached that level of stimulation. Whether it was what she wanted or I'd be regarded as premature, I wasn't sure and of course, I knew she'd still want a proper fuck so the pressure would be on me to get it up again. That hasn't been an issue until now, but you never know.
I resisted the urge to stop her for quite a while because it was clear she was highly aroused too; both moaning and breathing heavily as she rubbed herself up and down. But as I got closer to an orgasm I was feeling a degree of anxiety and on the verge of deciding to stop her and finish her another way when, fortunately, she climaxed. And OMG, did she climax! Some of the girls' climaxes can be a bit over the top, but this one almost set a new record.
She dropped to the ground on her back, moaning loudly as she then violently threw up her hips and tried to rock them from side to side; still, to a certain extent, rubbing her crotch against my leg which was still positioned between her very tense thighs and took the brunt of, and limited the arch of, her attempts to rock from side to side.
Unable to fully give vent to the rocking, she instead squirmed about on her shoulders -- wobbling her breasts in the process -- and started to repeatedly drop her hips a bit and throw them violently up again; all while rubbing her crotch on my leg.
There was a certain pleasure in just standing there and watching the product of what was clearly a very intense erotic rapture.
But I decided to be more proactive than that.
Gently freeing my leg, I laid down half on top of her, trying to keep my erection out of the way because it was still very sensitive and likely to be triggered if I put myself in a position where it received more stimulation.
Instead I started sucking her right nipple and fingering her clit through the thin material of her bikini pants.
That intensified her orgasm as she pinned my head to her breast with one hand and my hand to her crotch with the other as she gasped and started moaning more loudly and squirmed about more violently.
A moment came when she decided to take control. She forcefully rolled us over, bringing a halt to both my nipple and clit stimulation of her and putting herself on top. Suddenly my previously protected erection was squashed between her stomach and mine as she still squirmed about and started biting my neck; something of a substitute for deep tongue kissing, an act somewhat discouraged by Annika.
My erection was trapped. Her squirming was stimulating it in a way I couldn't escape -- I suspected intentionally by her. I tried slipping it out to the side, but she had me too pinned for that. It was brewing up and I couldn't stop it. Apart from being worried about a premature ejaculation and not being able to get it up again for the fucking she'd expect, I thought it likely to be something of a disappointingly dud one, given the circumstances.
The sensation had become intense. A cock full of pure pleasure, ready to burst. I tried holding it back, but knew from previous experience it was pointless. One you get past a certain point, it's going to happen.
The next thing I knew I was squirting my cum all over her and my stomachs. It was no dud. It was a pretty powerful one and accompanied by an involuntary moan loud enough to be heard by the girls on the beach and it just kept giving as pulse after pulse accumulated my cum on our stomachs.
Angelique was rocking her stomach on me, as if to squeeze out every last drop of cum.
When she sensed she'd cleared my cock of every last drop and the pulses had stopped, she lifted her head and looked down at me...
"That good?"
"Very good."
"Now you finger me while waiting. But wait. Not finished."
Angelique had gradually been gathering some words of English to speak to me in, albeit with a heavy accent; especially words associated with sex. Her sentences were truncated to the most meaningful words, but you could usually discern what she meant. I could guess what she was waiting for.
She rolled off me. Kneeling next to me before I could make much of a move, she bent down over my stomach and started licking up the streaks and puddle of milky cum that covered my lower torso. She took her time about it; lifting her head to grin at me periodically. Then she finished by lifting up my still half hard cock and licking the end of that clean too; taking enough time about it to make me realise she was trying to stimulate to a new erection..
Then she laid down alongside me, once again specifying...
"Now you finger me."
It made me realise it had been no accident that she'd brought me to a climax. By doing that, she had greatly extended her time with me and the sexual games she would play as she had me.
I rolled onto my side next to her body.
I've observed before that Angelique must be one of the most fuckable women alive. By that I mean she has this erotic, sexualised beauty about her.
She's got a beautiful smile and lovely face, gorgeous long hair, and her figure is well -- just incredible. Certainly her breasts stand out; quite large, without being ridiculously ponderous, on a body that's relatively slender but shapely and filled out. On top of that there's a few extra features; namely a sexually inviting mons bulge with a vertical crease half way up its length, thick lips at the front of her labia and seductively interesting nipples with a slight puffiness of the areola and quite large nipples.
When I first met her, I mistook her for an actress I'd long had a crush for -- Sydney Sweeney from "Anyone But You", but actually Angelique leaves her for dead. She's younger -- which is quite an advantage - slimmer and has a beauty that doesn't require make up or styling; perhaps in contrast to the more recent pap photos of Sydney. Now Angelique might not age as well as, say, Annika, but at 22 she's firm and pert and able to show off her figure in its youthful perfection.
When Annika first asked me to provide sexual services to Angelique after Annika and I became a couple, I approached doing so with some reticence which impacted on both my and Angelique's outcomes. Yes, we got orgasms -- even good ones -- but there was something missing.
Recently I decided I might at least put a bit more effort into enjoying it myself.
Now I was determined to accept my role and make it as good as I can for Angelique too. In essence, not be inhibited by the conscience which says this is somehow not right.
Angelique still had her bikini pants on; although the gusset was wet with something other than ocean water.
There is something distinctly arousing about being able to study close up the front of her bikini pants while they are still on her body. Or at least I think so. And, since arousing was just what I needed, I took the liberty to do that. Her mons bulge is pure sexuality; the Goldilocks of mons bulges, just the right size to be provocative without being gross. And her bikini front is not wide enough to fully cover it, so you get these strips of mons flesh extending from either side of it.
Then there's the crease that extends half way up the front of it; a crease that draws in her bikini pants to something less than a full camel toe, but obvious enough to offer itself as a doorway to her sexual organs.
I couldn't help myself. I just had to play with it. Resting my chin on the edge of her hip, I extended one arm to tweak her nipple with while I slid my fingers along the edge of her bikini pants; teasing myself and arousing her at the same time, more so as I pushed my finger under it.
I pushed the thin material of her pants into her crease, turning the feint line of it into a full on camel toe, then slid my fingers past the thick lips of the front part of her labia and into her crotch where I felt through the thin material of her pants her swollen bud. I played with it, stimulated it, teasing her with the lightness of my touch and then testing out her vaginal opening to find it open enough I could push my fingers and the material separating our flesh, easily into it.
I was in no hurry to progress. It was a game I played for several minutes; stimulating Angelique enough that she had no reason to tell me to get on with it.
But the moment came I felt a desire to finish stripping her. Kissing the front of her bikini pants, I started to peel it off her, dropping it over her mons before pulling the bows of the tie side of her pants and pulling it out from under her.
Now my fingers were free to ravage her sexual organs -- in the nicest possible way of course. I slid my middle finger through her crease from the front, enjoying the sensual feeling of it pushing through the thick lips at the front of her labia to slide across the top of her clit; working it gently back and forwards as I heard her give out little moans of pleasure.



My visual exploration of her vulva and mons could have gone on forever, but there were other things to explore. Without interrupting my fingering of her, I repositioned myself to let me suck her nipples; playing with her breasts, even doing a little bit of playful motor boating as I moved from breast to breast, bringing both nipples to their towering best. And keeping them there
Anglique can have orgasms on nipple stimulation alone. When combined with fingering her, it becomes a pretty powerful combination. But I didn't want to bring her to too quick a climax. Her body was already worked up by her first climax, I wanted the next one to be drawn out; something that gave her a prolonged pleasuring without rubbing her erotic zones to a point of annoyance and me plenty of time to enjoy playing with her like this.
And that included digitally penetrating her to stimulate her g spot.
My own erection had revived; a hard rod of manhood ready to be used. But I was in no hurry to bury it in her. There was plenty of fun to be had before I took that step and I kept its hardness away from Angelique, leaving her too busy enjoying my fingering of her to wonder about its status.
As I always try and do, I listened to the noises Angelique was making to get some idea of whether I was getting it right. I knew she didn't put it on; so between the moans and her heavy breathing it was clear she was being pleasurably stimulated.
Then there came a turning point; one that signalled she was building to a climax. That was reinforced when her thighs started quivering.
I figured it was time. I changed what had been a slow and steady fingering of her clit, to a faster one. Within a few seconds she was orgasming spectacularly. Once again she had her hips in the air; thrusting it repeatedly, forcefully up with tensed up thighs, as if trying to escape some sort of force pushing her down; all while moaning loudly again. Her hand covered the one I had in her crease, almost ripping my arm off as it was stretched out by the force of her thrusts.
Her free hand sought out my erection, found it and grasped it, then reached for her bag. Pulling out a condom -- Annika's requirement for us having sex - and pushed it into my hand...
"Put on. Fast!"
Biting open the packet, I sheathed my erection in it.
"Sex. Please. Now!"
The language, said with a strong accent, may not have been perfect, but the meaning was clear enough.
Her arm was pushed under me, putting pressure on for me to mount her. I got myself on top of her and her hand quickly guided my erection into a full penetration. She wrapped her arms around me and pushed her body up against mine, as if trying to lift me up; all the while moaning and humming in a sort of deep, sexual, satisfaction as it seemed to extend her orgasm.
I put my arm....around her. Here the English language lacks an appropriate adjective. For Annika it would be a simple 'lovingly'. What is appropriate for Angeliique when I'm now trying to display an almost enthusiastic willingness, but not an emotional connection over and above friendliness.
'Lustfully'? Maybe, but not how I'd want to publicise it.
'Kindly'? A bit woolly.
Whatever, I wanted this to be more than me taking my turn at a climax. I looked across to the hip mound that Laila had built. Pointing it out to Angelique, I withdrew from her and indicated she should move across onto it; trying with hand signals and simple words to get her to optimally reposition herself -- at least as far as I could tell from Annika's a Laila's placement on it.
But after a moment, Angelique put her hand up in a sort of policeman's stop way.
Holding it there as long as she could, she turned herself over and presented herself on all fours; invitingly wiggling her butt.
OK, so she wanted it doggy style. It wasn't my favourite. It lacks the visual signals and excitement I get from being face to face and, to me, is less personal. And while many would find Angelique's butt very seductive, for me it is more heading down the Kardishian model than the cute little butts like Annika's that I really get off on.
Plus we were on top of a sandy ridge and our elevated bodies were now probably visible from miles away.
Still, this wasn't about me. If that's what she wanted, that's what she can have.
I mounted her, pushing myself into full penetration and then wrapping an arm around her hip to finger her clit and reaching out with the other to tweak her nipple. Here again, the lack of an ability to communicate was inhibiting. As far as I knew, doggy style always seems to be delivered in a short, jerky, hard and fast ways. I would have liked to confirm that with her, but neither of us had a sufficient familiarity with the others language to have that conversation.
So that's how I started while fingering her and playing her nipple at the same time. The only thing I added to that was keeping my cock in a surged state as much as I could to increase the pressure on her g spot over and above what I hoped I was achieving with my angle of approach.
After about I minute, and with her already starting to -- as far as I could read it -- moan, I stopped for a moment and asked...
"Is OK?"
"Is very good."
That was all the encouragement I needed. I went back at it with a more confident enthusiasm.
It worked. About two minutes later, after a noisy, moaning buildup, Angelique came.; crying out loudly as she squirted profusely, tensed her whole lower body and started circling and rocking her butt as she buried her face into the towel and moaned for a good minute and a half. All the while powerful contractions were pummelling my shaft.
I'd stopped thrusting, because it was difficult, even bent over her as I was, to follow the movements of her butt, but continued to finger her and stimulate her nipple; getting no signal from her that did anything other than pleasurably extend her orgasm.
As she recovered from that, she raised herself back on her arms and asked...
"More please."
She had almost no grip on me, so it was clear she wasn't yet ready to do anything to bring me to my own climax. I could have done it myself, but wasn't really in any hurry -- indeed, given the cum shots I'd already delivered that day, could even go without..
I started thrusting again; causing her to immediately start moaning and this time bringing her to a climax in what felt like less than a minute. She squirted like before and this time he whole thing seemed more powerful. Her moans were louder, and her body tenser and the contractions I felt certainly said something about it being pretty full on.
Uncertain of where this was going, I held back on the additional stimulation; merely riding her butt as she twisted and turned it about.
She took longer to recover before lifted herself back onto her extended arms and asked once again...
"More please."
I wondered how long this would go on for. I really love seeing any of the girls I'm fucking cum; even way more so when it's Annika. There's just something really nice about seeing and feeling them in that orgasmic state and the hormonal effect it can have on them afterwards. But I'm not in any way used to this multi-orgasm thing that the girls on this trip seem so prone to. I know, in theory, it's one of the advantages females have. But in my limited previous sexual history of two girlfriends, I'm more used to a her turn/ my turn situation with it sometimes being far from certain we'd actually achieve giving her, her turn.
Nor can I really get over the way they seem to cum harder and faster with each fuck, when I find, even after my slow recovery, my next orgasm takes a lot longer to achieve.
Still, I was here to pleasure Angelique, so attended to my role with the same enthusiasm I'd given to the first two.
This one took a bit longer than the second one, but was faster than the first. But it, as far as I could read the situation, it was a monster. Her moans were so loud, I wouldn't have been surprised if they could be heard all the way back in Broome. Her butt was cock crushingly tense while her contractions felt like they were giving my cock a full massage and her butt was dancing around in a way that left me feeling as if I was riding a bronco at a horse riding contest.
All I could do was hang on and ride it out. But far from subsiding, it suddenly seemed to intensify. Spreading her legs wide, Angelique went to ground; laying herself flat on the ground and grinding her mons into the towel and the sand under it with me still mounted on and penetrated in her, and her moaning crazily.
After an indeterminable time (because I was concentrating on what was happening), she suddenly pulled herself forward, pulling herself off my cock, then forcefully -- because I was on top of her -- rolled over. Pointing jerkily at her crotch, she cried...
"Yes...yes...yes..."
When I didn't respond quickly enough to her calls, she wrapped her hand around my cock and pulled it into her vaginal entrance. Immediately bouncing her hips on my cock, her cry turned to...
"Go...go...go..."
A bit overwhelmed, I managed to discern that she wanted me to thrust; and I assumed somewhat hard and fast; or at the very least, with enthusiasm. My goodness, did that ever have an effect on her. Whatever orgasm she was going through flared up like I'd just thrown a bucket of petrol on a bonfire.
Still moaning loudly her whole body shook and squirmed under me; her thrusting hips keeping in time with my thrusts to make sure the end of each thrust achieved a crashing hard and absolutely deep penetration of her as her breasts -- a distracting feature as I lay over her on extended arms -- wobbled all over the place.
But this time, she had a grip on me. Just enough to start me brewing up; brought on further by the sheer erotica of what was happening under me. My groans must have alerted her to that fact, but it didn't change her own responses. Her grip remained as it was and she continued to batter her hips against my thrusting cock, even as my groans stepped up in volume and intensity.
As a prolonged groan signalled the first intense pulse of my climax injecting my seed into her, she pushed her hips down to get as deep a penetration as she could, tightened her grip on me and sort of rocked her hips against the base of my cock as if, as my pulses continued, she was trying to squeeze out of my body every last drop of cum.
When, completely spent by the power of my climax, I eased myself down flat on her, she immediately rolled us over, putting her on top, where she continued to squirm about on top of me, emitting a sort of guttural groan as she ground and circled her mons and vulva hard down on the base of my cock; seeming twisting and churning my still fully hard erection around inside her.
I recognised she was very likely stimulating her cervix with the tip of my cock, giving herself cervical climaxes on top of the more conventional ones she's just hard. Or maybe, given the performance she'd put on, she'd been getting both types of orgasm all along. Who was I, a mere male, one to know what the hell had been going on inside her. And given the language barrier, I was never likely to know.
Because of the extended period of sex and the strength of the climax, my erection was in no hurry to subside. I know from previous experience, it will if I try and thrust, but if I just leave it where it is, still plugging her, it tends to have a lengthy afterlife. The twisting and squirming seemingly didn't count as thrusts, and Angelique spent quite a while -- as far as I could tell -- pleasuring herself on it.
But all good things must come to an end. When I felt it start to lose its hardness, I lifted my hips and withdrew from her - pinning the condom in place to make sure it came out with my cock -- then relaxed down again, leaving her on top of me.
The endorphins release by her multiple orgasms were still affecting her and she was in no hurry to let me go. She continued to lay on top of me, caressing me, kissing me and squirming her body against mine, for longer than I was really comfortable with. More so when it was long enough and intense enough to trigger another erection.
Not wanting to go through the whole sexual cycle again, I indicated it was time to go and join the others, giving her a gentle upward push as I did so. It was reluctantly that she got off me, taking a moment to grope my erection as she did so.
At least this time as I walked down the hill with a full erection it was tucked into my swimmers and hidden behind the towels I was carrying.
As I sat myself down next to Annika, she leaned into me to note...
"That was some fairly noisy and lengthy sex you gave her. I hope that's satisfied her for the day."
For the day? I rather hoped it might have satisfied her for the week; but knew that was optimistic. But I deadpanned my response...
"So do I. But I would have liked it much more if it had been you I was making love to instead."
The walk back to the caravan park and our vehicles was mostly uneventful. I even managed to arrive without an erection being on display; which I noticed was more than James achieved since Cecile had been fooling around with him for most of the walk back. Mind you -- and I don't mean to be bitchy about this -- his smaller erection is much less pronounced in his pants that mine is.
As we sat around the camp having dinner, it was also good to know the sleeping arrangements were better than I might have feared. It was something I was wondering about ever since James became a last minute addition to our group.
The upper pop up bunk in the French girls' Land Cruiser Troopie conversion in definitely only big enough for two. In theory, our tent is advertised as a four person one. But, the reality is, that would assume you're packing in like sardines in a can. Three is crowded enough that our naked bodies are in substantial contact through the night and having sex there is reliant on a certain amount of stacking of the bodies.
I was worried Angelique might be added to our already crowded roof top tent.
Fortunately the French girls' Land Cruiser has a sort of settee along one side of its length which might not be intended as a berth, and may not be all that comfortable, but is better than trying to squeeze in with us. Whether it's Angelique who gets it or James, I don't know or care. Really a case of no longer my problem, although knowing Cecile, I suspect it will be Angelique.
It was only as we retired to our tent for the night that the surprise of the day came along. I was just settling in between the girls with the light still on when Annika held up a dressmaker's measuring tape and said...
'Cecile and Angelique want to know the length of your erection."
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It has been a while since I've added to this story, but Amy and Ellen are too interesting as characters to leave the story hanging too long.
................................................................................
Amy and I didn't go and clean up the yacht for nothing. Sure, we couldn't just leave it to rot; dad would never have forgiven me for that.
But what finally pushed us to get over our traumas and go and do something was the pressure we were getting to get the sailing happening again, if only as a distraction from the emptiness all of us were feeling after the car accident that killed both my wife and my father; my father being the lover of both Amy and Ellen; and Liddy too.
You see, after coming home from his trip around the Pacific, three of his crew -- including Amy and Ellen who are no older and even younger than me -- ended up being in a long term polyamory relationship. And now, as we got over our mourning of our losses, it's Amy, Ellen and myself sharing that relationship.
We settled on the race on Saturday week as being a good starting point and spread the word to the previous race crew members.
The morning of the race started normally; at least what now counts as the 'new normal' around our house. I had sex with Amy and then with Ellen.
Amy is always up early, to go for her exercise run and she generally makes sure I go with her. Sometimes I'm awake before her, sometimes she needs to wake me up. I can't deny, that when you're in bed with a naked, beautiful woman either side of you with, during summer, not even a bed sheet as a covering, there is some advantage in being the first awake. Many a morning, I've lain awake just staring at their beautiful bodies, the morning erection I woke up with hardened and surging in response to the sight before me.
But on this day, it was Amy who woke up first.
She gently woke me up in her usual way by edging herself in full body contact against my sleeping self, stroking my morning erection and whispering into my ear that I should wake up and come running with her.
That can have a number of outcomes; sometimes depending on which way my sleeping self is facing.
Of course, one way is I simply wake up and we go for a run. It can happen that way, but not often.
If I'm facing towards her, she might be stroking my erection as she has the tip of it pressed against her vaginal opening, or even in it, and the first thing I know when my eyes open is that I'm penetrated into her and we have something of a quickie. It has to be a quickie because my erection has already been brought to a very sensitive state by her stroking and, if it's anything more than that, Amy will wake Ellen up with her orgasmic screaming.
If I'm on my back or facing Ellen, she'll stroke my erection, get me out of bed, get half dressed ready for our run, then have me do a quickie fuck against the outside wall to suppress my erection before we go for the run.
This time I was on my back. Whether I took longer than normal to wake up, or I was already in the middle of a sex dream when she started stroking my cock, I don't know. But I do know that I woke from a sex dream on the edge of coming. Amy, sensing it, hitched her leg over me and tired to have me penetrate her. But it was too late. All she got was a vulva full of fresh cum as I ejaculated prematurely.
We both got out of bed, Amy needing to clean herself up before dressing for our run.
She runs in just a small bikini bottom and about the smallest, most revealing top that you still might call an exercise bra. After all, she needs something to offer support to her impressive (for her slim build) breasts. And she makes me run in a pair of speedos; embarrassing and daggy for someone my age, I know, but Amy is not someone who is easily ignored. Anyhow, it has its benefits. Running behind her, watching her body move in that small bikini bottom is an ample reward for submitting to her demands.
As for any more sex, well, after running down the hill to the exercise park on Pittwater we ran back up the hill again until we came to a small waterhole that has over time established itself across the narrow bush path we traverse. For some reason, especially during the summer months, that has become Amy's favourite place for morning sex.
Why is hard to know. Certainly by that time we are dripping in sweat and overheated; but the reality is Amy has always had some sort of fetish about sex combined with bikinis and water. After all, she's even made me make love to her in the shallows of Pittwater itself, in open view to the world, even if it was quite early and devoid of other people.
In this case, Amy's approach was none to subtle. She simply stopped at the hole, turned to me and asked me to make love to her; actually I recall she asked me to fuck her. She took off her top, took me by the hand and laid herself down, half into, half out of the cool, clear water. Then pulled me on top of her, kissing me as she waited for my manhood to respond with an erection.
It didn't take long. In fact it had pretty well decided to engorge itself from the moment she asked me, She pulled the drawstring on my swimmers, pulled out my erection, pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants and had me penetrate her. There is something about Amy that has a powerful effect on me. My manhood had been pulsing with desire well before I started to penetrate her and the sensation of having her body embrace it was fantastic.
Then she asked me -- no, told me -- to go the animal on her.
Which means, as has been drummed into me since I took up with Amy and Ellen, she wanted me to give her a good, hard, passionate fucking in the missionary position. Since I'm told the whole exercise is one of unleashing my lust on her, I've been given permission to include a lot of breast sucking in that; which is handy, given she'll come to nipple stimulation alone.
But she also one of those small number of women who will climax to just normal penetrative sex, as well as responding even more explosively if I can manage to get a pillow, or the edge of a sandbank leading into a waterhole, under her hips to stimulate her g spot.. She'll have multiple orgasms as I'm banging away at her, at times so many they'll overwhelm her, leaving her wanting to curl up, repeatedly climaxing without any further stimulation until her body can catch up with it all.
This day was one of the latter; that edge of the sandbank being just one reason Amy likes this spot. Having me all to herself is another.
I'd been delightfully thrusting away into the lose grip of her well lubricated vagina, enjoying every moment of it while not yet at risk of brewing up. She'd come a couple of times, screaming away as she does when highly aroused and more so when her g spot is the centre of stimulation.
As she called out 'broken vagina'... her signal that she'd reached the point of being overwhelmed - she squeezed her vagina tightly on my cock, having me flatten out her curling body while thrusting myself to a climax, then keep my erection in her, supporting my weight just enough over her that she can respond to the shaking, quivering and body curling triggers until the process wears itself out. All while she's still screaming like a banshee, as she always does while we're having sex.
I'm always just hoping no one comes along the track while we're doing this. It would take a lot of explaining. But there also no denying, it gives me fantastic orgasms too.
Then we rinsed ourselves in the water, and ran the rest of the way home; Amy often not bothering to put her top back on; leaving me to admire her bouncing naked breasts as well as her cute butt.
Ellen is well aware that Amy's runs with me often have a sexual interlude. This being a house of equal opportunities, that usually means -- and did this morning -- Ellen wants sex too.
Knowing I'll be dripping sweat Ellen, like she often does, positioned herself in the pool area, since we need to come through there after climbing up the back paddock of the property. She then simply pulled me aside, dragged me onto the poolside double width sun bed that Amy long ago had installed there for just this purpose, and had me give her 'go the animal' sex too; before we shared a quick and rather intimate dip in the pool.
So before 9 am I'd ejaculated three times
Anyhow, by mid morning, I found myself walking down the marina stairs, Amy and Ellen almost dragging me down them as they each took a hand and hurried along. Liddy followed at her own pace. As we passed the marina office, Amy led us into the office to say hello to Julie, the young, attractive, lady who runs the marina and is renowned for her encyclopedic knowledge of all things nautical. She's also renowned for her mini skirts and plunging neckline t shirts which highlight her large breasts.
There was good reason for visiting Julie. Julie, without being asked and out of the goodness of her heart, had taken it upon herself to look after the boat as we all curled ourselves up into balls of misery as we dealt with our losses; keeping it clean and in good condition.
As we entered the office, Julie rushed from behind the office desk to give Amy a hug. As I found out last time, there's nothing superficial about Julie's hugs. Wrapping her arms around Amy's torso, instead of her shoulders, she pulled Amy's body tightly against herself and held her there; rocking slightly from side to side for what seemed like a full minute. Then she moved across to Ellen.
Now Julie is one of Amy's best friends and Ellen knows her pretty well too. So the hugs were pretty expected, even if top of the range. I stood back waiting. While she'd given me a big hug on the day we came down to clean to boat, it was what you might call a consoling hug; one intended to express a shared sorrow about the loss of my wife and my father in a car accident. But really, I barely knew her.
So she caught me off guard when she moved across to me and embraced me too. Now I may have mentioned that Julie is attractive; and she is. A pretty face and a nice, slim figure. But she's also short -- I'd say about 160cm (5ft 3inches) tall -- and has very large and perky breasts; bigger even than Amy's.
So I found myself in an embrace as she held me around my waist, with her breasts pushed firmly against my lower chest and the bulge of my manhood pushed into her stomach. I'd automatically responded in kind, but was a bit concerned as she started rocking that the movement of my manhood against her stomach might have some effect. In a way, it did; but fortunately, maybe with the help of all the sex the girls had imposed on me that morning, not too much. Whether she felt it, I don't know. But I'd also guess she didn't care.
Liddy had bypassed the office, so she was already on the boat and stripped down to her bikini as we arrived. While I'd seen it before, I'd have to add, there wasn't much of it; as in, it was a very small bikini. Rather small triangles covering her breasts and very small front and back panels on the tie side bikini bottoms; all in a mid blue colour, like all the garments worn on the boat.
This was another aspect of my new relationship I was still getting used to.
The girls that dad was cruising the Pacific with were all having sex with him. Now, while super fit, he was no spring chicken; and I gather their sexual demands were pretty full on; something I've discovered since I've taken up with Amy and Ellen. So, as they put it, to keep his testosterone up, when they were wearing anything at all, it was only the smallest, sexiest bikinis they could get their hands on.
When they got back and started racing the boat, they decided to give it what they called a vibe; reinforced when they took the yacht to the Hamilton Island Race Week. And that vibe was a mostly female crew running around in the smallest bikinis -- in a blue colour that matched the boat - they could find as they rigged the boat and then put on tight little gym shorts and equally tight fitting, long sleeve, plunging neck polo neck tops as they headed out to the race. The uniforms were taken seriously enough that, if you thought you'd never seen tops like that for sale, you'd be right. Amy had them custom altered.
There were additional variations for cooler conditions, but they were just as provocative.
I'm told that the substantial press presence that was attending the race week spent a lot of time interviewing the girls on the boat.
And to maintain the vibe, the dress rules are imposed -- in the nicest possible way -- on all crew members; including the males. Like the way they make me dress at home, the guys were made to wear blue speedo style swim briefs and shorts and t shirts that matched the style of the girls. I'm told getting the guys to hang around the marina in speedos took a bit of pushing, since, apart from Ned, they were all much younger and were not of the 'speedo generation', so regarded them as daggy at the least. I can relate to that. But the girls were unrelenting and, since they guys were all partners of the girls, had their own way of rewarding compliance, so the rules were established.
So, I had little choice when we got to the boat, and dutifully followed Amy and Ellen's lead as I slipped below and stripped down to my speedos as they stripped down to their bikinis. That was quickly followed by me dutifully covering them in sunscreen; something they insisted be done very thoroughly and with the sort of invasion of their bikini outfits that would get me arrested had they not insisted on it. Then I let them reciprocate in screening me up too; not without a degree of sexual touching that I actually don't remember giving permission for, but had no cause to complain about; other than a half mongrel in my swim briefs that was not that keen to go down.
All the sails had been stripped off their usual positions and stored below during the yacht's long period of non use, so we started to prepare the boat by bringing them up on deck. We were soon joined by Adam and Shelly. In their late 20's, they were both relatively late additions to the crew during the days my dad was alive; in the sense that they weren't part of dad's cruising around the Pacific and instead had been picked up as additional crew later. I'm told they weren't lovers when they joined the boat, but soon became that and are now engaged.
Again, while I'd heard nice things about them, I'd only really met them once before at dad's funeral and wake.
They too ducked below and very quickly came up on deck, Shelly in a bikini, Adam in swim briefs.
What quickly struck me was they they we both tall and fit. Being male, I couldn't help but observe Shelly was also pretty attractive. Maybe not as attractive as Amy, but pretty close to it. And I don't know what it was about dad, but he seemed to gather around him women with big breasts; because Shelly's certainly were, almost falling out of her small bikini top. It was only later I found out that the girls were actually the ones who made the choice about who was added as crew; and yes, Ellen admitted they chose both Shelly and Adam for both their looks and abilities. As she repeated; it's all about the vibe.
Adam was tall, slim and very obviously strong; again I only found out later he was a national competition level swimmer. But what I immediately noticed was that Adam's cock looked enormous. His balls seemed to fill a pouch on his swim briefs that bulged out like a very large egg and his very thick shaft lay horizontally across the front of his briefs all the way to the side seam of his pants.
And the pants themselves seemed too small for him; the material barely able to stretch itself around his shaft near the sides.
I nudged Amy, who was working alongside me, and whispered...
"Is Adam aroused."
"No, that's his flaccid cock. You'll know when you see it aroused; and I can assure, with the games the girls play, you'll get to see it aroused."
"Then why does he wear such small pants?"
"Because he's skinny and needs tight leg elastic. If he goes a size up, his cock falls through the leg elastic because it's too lose."
I was beginning to realise what an interesting world dad had created for himself; or had created for him, if what Amy and Ellen tell me is right.
As we kept working, the crews from the other boats started coming along the marina finger wharf, greeting us and welcoming us back as they passed, some stopping to banter with Ellen in what would be regarded as a sexist manner about their state of dress, if it wasn't a case of Ellen batting it straight back at them in what was clearly a well practised routine.
Having put the sails back in place; the main on the boom and the Genoa on the roller at the front of the boat, we had settled down for a light lunch before departing. I had a mouthful of sandwich when I noticed Julie -- the girl from the office -- running along the jetty in the same blue bikini as the girls were wearing, carrying what I guessed were her shorts and t shirt. I watched with some fascination as her breasts bounced vigorously in her small bikini top; threatening to release themselves into public view.
As she climbed over the railing and aboard the boat, I noticed the bouncing had repositioned her top enough that her areola were partly exposed; only the projection of her nipples, seemingly hooked on the inner seam of her top, stopping her breasts from falling out completely.
It was very obvious her bikini was a size down from that of the other girls. That might have meant her short height allowed the vertical coverage of her garments matched the others, but it took no account of her horizontal coverage. The coverage of the other girls was minimal enough. That of Julie's left almost nothing to the imagination. Her bikini top was barely wide enough to cover her nipples and, while her mons wasn't as provocative as Amy's, what there was of it was half exposed.
No one had told me she was going to be part of the crew today; although all the others knew her pretty well.
She ducked below to dump her shorts and t short on a bunk, and then came up with a bottle of sunscreen. Still panting a little, she passed me the bottle, turned around and sat herself straddling my right knee before asking me to cream her up.
I could feel her crease was wrapped around my lower thigh.
I looked at Amy, next to me, to try and get some reading on how I should react. With a flip of her hand and a grin -- like this was entirely normal -- she indicated I should proceed.
As I rubbed it in, I noticed Julie rocking herself gently on my knee; responding to the pressure of my hand; almost certainly in a way that was at least partly stimulating herself. As I worked down her back, I came to the point that going any further might be intrusive. Her bum crack was already peaking out of the top of her pants and I didn't think it was anywhere I should go near.
But Julie reached around her back, peeled her pants down further and asked if I'd do along that line to stop her getting a burn strip there. I looked at Amy, who almost laughed at me as she nodded her approval.
Having preformed the task, I pulled the back of her pants back up and extended my hand to offer her the bottle. Instead, she stood up, turned around and sat on my knee again, facing me...
"Could you do the front too please?"
Now it was Julie grinning at me, as if offering me a challenge. Even though Julie was staring at me, I turned to Amy again, who just shrugged her shoulder and nodded her head again. I looked across to Ellen who read my quizzical expression and nodded her head too. Still, I asked...
"Wouldn't you prefer one of the girls to do that?"
"No, you're good. I trust you."
I wasn't really sure who should be trusting who and was wondering why she didn't just do it herself. Still, starting at her neck, I moved down the front of her torso, giving her breasts a wide berth. Once I got below her navel, I started to hesitate again, a situation Julie solved by peeling down the front of her pants too; making it very clear I should attend to that area.



After that I went to pass the bottle back to her, only to have her pull aside her bikini top triangles...
"Don't forget the puppies. They're going to need protection today. It's a big fleet that going to turn up at the starting line."
I wasn't quite sure what that had to do with creaming her puppies. But did it anyway; causing her nipples to harden as I brushed my hand across them to spread and work in the sunscreen. Until then I hadn't had any physical reaction to this interaction with her. But as her nipples hardened under my hand, I felt my manhood react in response; not a full erection, but certainly a hardening which I was glad would be hidden in the folds of my pants.
This time I handed her the bottle, she took it...
"Thanks John. Great job. I didn't want to get my hands greasy when I was going to work up the bow."
By this time, all the other crew were in their shorts -- although Ellen was in a mini skirt the girls usually wear after the race - and tops, but Julie moved up the bow as we cast off, still in her bikini. As I stood next to Ellen at the wheel, I asked her...
"Why did Julie have me put her sunscreen on, especially on the front, and right down to her nipples?"
"There's a few parts to the answer of that question. First of all, it was almost like she had a school girl crush on your dad; probably, actually almost certainly, enhanced by what Amy told her about our sex life. Mind you, she's too old to be a school girls and I doubt any parent would feel comfortable with how that manifested itself. The reality is that she really came to admire your dad, especially after she sailed with us at the Hamilton island Race Week regatta. They became mutual close friends, not withstanding the age difference. And she really felt the loss when you father died. For her, it was just a lot of very extreme flirting, like she does with you; because you are now your dad's substitute. She wasn't and isn't trying to get Ned or you into her pants. It's a game. One both she and Ned enjoyed and did so with our consent. As for why she needed the sunscreen on there, and she's still in her bikini, you'll see during the race the answer to that question."
"What if she arouses me doing that. I mean I could feel a reaction. If I hadn't had so much sex this morning, I might have put on a full display."
"Then the slate would be even. Didn't you notice how damp the crotch of her bikini pants was. She and the rest of the crew would be neither surprised nor concerned. Indeed, she'd be pretty pleased. The fact is, the males on this boat are always prone to erection displays and the girls are only too pleased to cause them. Get used to it. You being the owner doesn't make you immune. But if you think plenty of morning sex gives you some sort of inoculation against it, just let me know and we'll give you all you want."
As we cleared the dock and headed out into the bay, Julie came back to the cockpit and disappeared below. She reemerged with three head sets; those little things which have a small mike in front of your mouth and ear pieces.
She handed one to each of Ellen and Amy and put the other on her head before returning to the bow.
For this race, I was essentially a passenger. Everyone else on the boat had been part of the race crew for some years, and a good number of them part of dad's crew as he cruised the Pacific. I'd done little more on the boat than gone on family picnics with dad. Yes, I knew how to sail the boat' but racing it was a whole different game.
I was supposed to help out when needed, but the main task designated to me was watch and learn.
Ellen was on the helm. That accorded with dad's stories about her sailing skills. Liddy was on mainsheet.
Amy was the crew boss. I understand it was her job to make sure everything ran smoothly. That's not to say she didn't pitch in and help. You wouldn't know it from her slender appearance, but she's probably one of the strongest crew members and could grind a winch faster than any of the others -- me included. She's also got this gentle leadership style that makes everyone want to follow her instructions, and any male nearby want to soak in her sexuality; if not forlornly want to engage with her more carnally.
The rest had their winches to grind and tasks to perform.
I wasn't quite sure what Julie's task on bow was, but I was about to find out.
Ellen had me sitting on the cockpit seat on the windward side, just in front of the steering wheel which had a diameter which went the width of the whole cockpit. Leaving Ellen standing, steering, right behind me.
We tidied up the boat, hauling in the fenders which kept the boat from grinding against the dock and, once we were out of the marina and into the bay, started to haul up the mainsail. I watched as Julie stood at the mast, vigorously hauling up the main halyard -- her breasts bouncing wildly in her small bikini top - while Shelley took in the slack on the winch before, once the loading increased, grinding it the last metre to the top.
As the sail filled and the boat started to heel, I looked around to find myself amazed by the number of boats out for the race.
I turned to express my surprise to Ellen, only to find a completely different sort of surprise. As the boat heeled, she put one foot up on the cockpit seat to keep her balance, her elevated thigh leaving me a view straight up her mini skirt, to find she was commando; her pussy fully exposed -- at least to me where I was sitting. I watched momentarily as she started to show signs of arousal, before her voice distracted me...
"You know I'm up here!"
I looked up at her...
"Yes, but your body is telling me that's not where you want me to look."
She grinned...
"That obvious is it?"
"Do you always go commando on the boat?"
"Not for races. This was a special treat for you."
"I feel privileged. But what if I have a reaction too?"
"You've got your pants on. I can assure you, with Amy, Shelly and Julie running around the boat, you won't be the only one...and by the way, you can feel whatever you'd like."
I gave her a quizzical look before the penny dropped as to the innuendo in her reply.
"Won't that distract you from your sailing?"
"I'm a woman. I can multi task."
I slid my hand along her thigh and glided my fingers through her crease; her body reacting by completing her arousal spreading of her labia and exposing her firm clit. I lightly tickled her clit with my fingers, eliciting from her a sigh of pleasure, but causing her to respond...
"Maybe we'd better wait until after the start and we're more straight line sailing. I might not be able to multi task as well as I though I could."
We sailed with eased sheets up towards the start line, well to the north of the marina, nearly at the heads of the bay. As we reached the start line, still with twenty minutes to go, I heard Julie, from her position on the bow, ask Ellen...
"Roll out the Genoa and lets work down the bay a bit to get a reading on the wind."
Ellen followed Julie's instruction; bringing us hard on the wind and heeling even more. From time to time, I could hear Julie advise...
"Boat on starboard at three o'clock"
Or...
"Tack now."
After about eight minutes, Julie advised...
"OK, lets get back to the start."
Adding...
"The wind is oscillating 25 degrees every 4 minutes and 35 seconds from 050 to 075."
And after a brief pause, adding further...
"The wind should oscillate to the east about 20 seconds after the start. If they are starting on time, I recommend we go for a lee end start."
This was all dutch to me, but clearly Ellen understood it, replying with a 'roger' as she steered the boat through the crowded bay towards the start line.
I had to admit, the whole starting process was somewhat terrifying to me. Boats were coming from everywhere at us. Julie was giving us instruction about who was coming from a direction where the sails blocked the view of those in the cockpit and how to respond, but on the whole, while everyone was concentrating, it was something they were taking in their stride.
I was starting to understand what Julie's role was although, with only a few minutes to go until the start, I noticed, as she sat on the bow railing in plain view of all the other boats, her right nipple had escaped from her bikini top and most of her breast was exposed and her legs were spread so far apart as she straddled the railing that the narrow gusset of her bikini pants left her labia exposed, the narrowness of the gusset multiplied by the deep camel toe which ran through her mons and vulva; something she seemed oblivious to.
With minutes to go, Julie's instructions were nearly continuous, pushing us up into gaps that I didn't think existed, in situations where my natural instinct would have been to drop back and let everyone else go first.
With a bit more than a minute to go, I noticed we were heading at full power down to the left hand side of the start line, whereas most other boasts seemed to the grouping and floundering about around the start boat on the right hand side.
With about 20 seconds to go, the sails suddenly backed and we were forced to bear away noticeably. Looking back, most of the other boats were forced to do the same thing. Suddenly, the boats that were almost alongside us were now somewhat behind us, due to the change of angle. As the gun fired, I heard Julie call out...
"Tack now."
The crew worked like demons to get a fast, smooth tack that let us keep our speed up through the tack. I knew enough to know we were now on port tack and all the boats coming at us had right of way. I watched as Julie gave a wave to boats that cut close across our stern, letting us only just make it safely past them.
Many of the boats that might otherwise have called us, tacked onto port too; realising it was now the favoured tack.
Suddenly, we found ourselves leading.
Now we were a large cruising boat relative to a lot of the other competitors. So boats that were bigger than us, or smaller but more race orientated, started to catch up or even overtake us; leaving us again in crowded waters.
Julie seemed able to anticipate every change of wind and have us tack onto the new lift almost as soon as it hit; usually ensuring we had clear water to do it with. So by the time we got down to the bottom mark for a rounding, we were still in quite a crowd of boats; most of them serious race style boats that, by all rights, should have been well ahead of us by now.
Julie brought us exactly onto the starboard tack layline at a safe distance and then made sure no other boats coming up on port tack were able to tack under us and squeeze us out of a position that let us cut across close to the buoy. She'd called for a port tack spinnaker setting, when I could see all the other boats were setting their spinnakers for a hoisting on the other tack. By this point, I'd learned to trust Julie.
When the wind lifted just before the buoy, Julie had Ellen bear away to it, letting us cut the buoy close. The crew worked beautifully to have the spinnaker up and drawing almost before the boat had moved away from the buoy.
It was only then that I noticed the brilliance of Julie's tactics. The lift, just before we rounded, meant all the boats with their spinnakers on starboard tack were now sailing more across the bay, instead of down it as we were. One by one they started to gybe, losing ground in the process and often pinned in by other boats blocking their ability to gybe onto port, where they had no right of way.
We were actually able to run quite deep, meaning that we could leave ourselves room to come up a bit as the wind next shifted more towards the south.
With her job done for the moment and clear water around us, Julie retreated momentarily back to the cockpit for a drink of water., sitting in intimately close contact with me, even though there was plenty of room to spread out, and leaning back in a way that left her exposed right breast in my view.
I tried to keep my focus on her eyes as I asked...
"How did you know when the wind would change like that?"
"With a southeaster and a high pressure system overhead, the wind oscillates at a very predictable timing; so you just work out what it is and use your watch to know when the next change will be. Although, it you're planning ahead, you have to do some quick mental calculations to guess when the third or fourth oscillation into the future will be."
She showed me her watch, which had a stop go timing function on it.
Eventually, if only to avoid the distraction it was causing me, I had to comment...
"You know your right breast is exposed do you?"
"Yes. That's why I had you put sunscreen on it. It's a distraction to the male skippers and crew. They get distracted and don't work as efficiently and will often let me sneak through or give us a bit of latitude in a close situation. It works nearly every time and you get to know the cranky bastards who won't gave a lady a bit of leeway and lets you keep out of their way. But it works best when it looks like an accidental exposure."
With a sarcastic voice, she added...
"You know, these small little bikini tops can get displaced so easily, and you don't even notice and the gusset is so narrow, who knows what the crew on the other boats can see as I have to brace myself legs apart on the bow rail. Up at Hamilton Island, it's a different thing. I'll happy go topless. Hell, I'd go naked if it helped, but that might be too obvious and going too far."
Without adjusting her top, she finished with...
"Well, I'd better get back up the bow, we'll need to gybe soon and I'd better get it set up."
I watched as Julie went about collecting and setting out a number of sheet ropes that I had no idea what they were for. It was about ten minutes later as we were closing on the eastern shore, I heard Julie broadcast to Ellen and Amy...
"OK, time to gybe. We've got some clear space below us."
Ellen called out...
"Get ready to gybe."
The crew sitting along the rails suddenly got up and attached themselves to a number of winches. I saw Liddy grind in the mainsail as someone released the brace, letting the spinnaker pole move forward and dipping down a bit. Julie stood precariously on the bow rail to release the pole from the brace then brought the end of it down to the deck where she attached a sheet leading to the other side of the boat.
With a rattle of winches, the pole rose, connected itself to the other side of the spinnaker,and Ellen turned the boat, letting Liddy ease out the mainsheet.
Whatever the crew were doing, they did it spectacularly well. But my ignorance was very much showing. Certainly a lot of stuff was happening and everyone seemed to have their role, but I had no idea of who or what. I looked back quizzically to Ellen, trying for the moment not to stare up her skirt. Reading my mind (or at least that part of it not driven by sex), she explained...
"That was a dip pole gybe. Amy and Shelly had to keep the spinnaker floating and set while the others moved the spinnaker pole to where Julie could capture it and put on the lazy sheet. We'll have to gybe again soon to make it out of the heads. Actually, it would be good if you would tail the mainsheet for Liddy"
I sort of understood what that meant, so when the call for the next gybe came, I picked up the tail of the mainsheet and got ready to pull it on as Liddy did the grinding. But, before we made that gybe we had to navigate our way through a line of boats that had right of way over us.
Julie was up on the bow, judging those boats we would need to change course to avoid, those that we'd squeeze past and those that the sight of a beautiful almost naked woman sitting on the bow would allow some leeway for.
The second gybe put us on a course out of the bay and into the ocean. There was now a long run to a buoy out to sea. But, being exposed to the ocean, we were starting to take water over the bow as an ocean swell at the entrance to the bay hit us from more or less straight onto our course. Julie was tidying up the bow area before coming back to the cockpit when a wave that had bounced off the landward side of the bay interacted with the incoming ocean swell to make a double height wave right under our bow.
It exploded under the boat, causing a cascade of water over the bow which momentarily swallowed Julie under it. As the water drained off the bow, I was pleased to see Julie still there, even if she was more or less stripped out of her bikini by the force of the wave; both breasts now exposed and her pants dragged down to her upper thighs.
Julie seemed unperturbed by the event or her nakedness, repositioning her bikini bottom and top as she casually idled back to the cockpit.
Sitting, dripping wet, next to me, with her nipples on very high beam and her bikini plastered to her body in a very provocative way -- deep camel toe and all - she asked...
"So how do you like this yacht racing thing?"
"I like it, but I can see I have a lot to learn."
"We all start somewhere. And since you're the owner of the boat I'm sure Ellen and Amy and all the rest of the crew will be only too happy to help."
"That was some impressive work you did up on the bow. You've obviously been sailing for a long while."
"Long enough. Dad owned a TP52, which is a completely race orientated sort of boat, and pretty well threw me in the deep end in terms of making the most of it. But I hope you can now see why I needed my body, and especially the puppies, sunscreened so well."
Ellen stepped in, making her own observation...
"I suspect John thoroughly enjoyed helping you with your sunscreen and especially the puppies. I think we should designate him the official sunscreen applier; especially for the women."
The conversation turned to elements of the race so far and the tactics going forward. I found myself turning from my view of Julie with her wet, nearly naked body, projecting nipples and camel toe to Ellen with the view I had up her skirt and the absence of any under-garment. In both cases I found it nearly impossible to keep my focus on their eyes; although it was easier to get away with it with Julie because the angle between her eyes and her exposed body was just a few degrees. With Ellen there was no hiding it; yet in a way, up her skirt was where she wanted me to look, so there was no real sin in that, except that caused by my own conscience.
As the wind came up a bit, the crew members who weren't needed at their stations started to move to the side rail to put their weight there. Ellen suggested I did that too, as Julie indicated she needed to put a top on and would join the rest of the team there.
As she came back on deck, she positioned herself next to me -- again intimately close. Her wet bikini top had dampened her overshirt, making it stick to her body too and still presenting projecting nipples. But she hadn't put the usual gym shorts on, leaving the camel toe in her bikini pants a continuing distraction as we talked.
The three of us sat chatting as Ellen steered until we approached the turning mark. Julie call...
"Time to get into action."
Then she moved up the front again. As the boat kept crashing into oncoming waves, it was a wet place to be. Several times she seemed to disappear under a cascade of water that broke over the bow. But it didn't seem to faze her at all.
The fleet was now sufficiently spread out that the rounding wasn't going to be crowded. Julie's exposed breast and spread legs were not her most important role. As we came into the mark, the pole was eased forward and dropped a bit, so that, as Julie stood on the bow railing, she could reach the tack clip and she fired it -- which basically meant she released it.



Suddenly the spinnaker few off to the side and the rest of the crew executed a beautiful 'letter box' drop; the spinnaker disappearing below like a puff of smoke, while the rest of the crew ground on the mainsail and hoisted and ground on the Genoa as we turned the mark.
After tidying up the foredeck, Julie scampered back to the cockpit, dripping wet, where she now took up a position standing behind Ellen.
It was only here that, as I joined what might be called the aft party of the crew -- now Ellen, Julie and myself -- I was able to make sense of a tactic Julie had insisted on earlier. Heading Northish, with the wind, Julie had directed the boat to stay close to the shore, rather than make a direct line to the mark.
Now, while still picking lifts and knocks to take something close to the most direct way home, she was trying to keep us out to sea. And I came to realise the reason for that was the East Coast Current -- a flow of water that runs from North to South (as anyone who has watched Finding Nemo would know). The maximum current changes position from time to time, moving closer to or further from the coast; although with the number of headlands and shallower water, very close to the coast is generally fairly protected from the current. Julie had studied its present flow and was trying to keep us in it for as long as possible.
As we made the heads and entered the bay, Julie went back to picking the lifts and knocks. I was amazed by how accurately she was able to picking the time of the next wind shift and have the crew ready for it.
The bottom line of all that carefully chosen course and tactics was that we found ourselves crossing the finish line among a number of boats we had no right to be near; fast race orientated boats that should have been well ahead of us. And those that should have been with us were nowhere to be seen,
As we pulled into the dock again, the crew stripped down to their swimwear and started unrigging and securing the boat. Julie had the VFH radio on, listening to the finishers and their times as they were reported back to the clubhouse. With the boat all but ready to lock up, we sat below, listening as the results came in. After one particular boats finished, Julie turned to us and said...
"We won."
Boats are handicapped according to how fast a rating suggests they should be. Julie already knew our handicap had put us ahead of any boat ahead of us. But she also worked out what boats might have a chance of still beating us, having looked through their ratings and working out when they had to finish to be ahead of us.
I didn't really realise how important the race had been. It was actually one of the club's premier events -- which explained the size of the fleet. It also explained how excited the crew were about the result. Julie started it by basically throwing herself at Ellen; giving her the sort of body contact hug you could get arrested for, given the way she rubbed her mons against Ellen's.
As she then turned and threw herself at me, the cabin became one big hug feast. All very well for the girls, but causing something of a problem for the guys. By the time Julie let me go I had the best part of a boner in my swimmers. By the time Ellen, Amy and even Shelly finished with me, it was a full erection. They were deliberately sexual hugs. Mine at least stayed within the confines of the heavily stretch Lycra of my swimmers.
Adam had no such luck. Now I knew what the girls were talking about. He did have an erection of a size best described as two beer cans stacked one on top of the other; both in length and girth. And there was no way any swimwear was going to contain it. Apart from his balls and the short bit of his shaft at the base of it, it was on full display over the waistband of his swimmers.
Yet I was the only one who seems surprised by it. Even Adam seemed fairly relaxed about it; although as we vacated the cabin and went on deck to finish clearing up, I noticed Adam and Shelly stay below.
As I worked alongside Amy, since she seems to know everyone's stories, I asked...
"How does Shelly cope with that?"
She had no trouble knowing what I was referring to....
"Well his two previous girlfriends wouldn't let it near their vagina. They just relied on, let's say, external activities. Shelly decided if her vagina could cope with a baby it could deal with that. After all, it's no different to vaginal fisting. She says, it feels stretched but gives great stimulation to her g spot and even widens her enough to let her clit be stimulated. And let me tell you, they fuck like rabbits, so it must have some benefit. The length is more of a concern as hammering her cervix could be really painful, but Adam's a gentle lover. He knows the limits; besides which her can use the length to give her great cervical orgasms."
After a moment, she added...
"And what you don't know is that his cum squirts more than two metres. He'll hit the roof if he's laying on his back on a bed and you aim it skywards."
It was a perfect display of how Amy extracts every bit of a story from her friends, but is equally willing to give up our stories too; which I can see is part of why Julie is so flirtish towards me. By now, my erection had settled, even with Amy next to me, her breasts hanging temptingly in her small bikini top...
"Why aren't they on deck yet. Does he have trouble getting it down."
"It depends. He's younger than you and more vulnerable to stimulation. Sometimes Shelly has to get him to ejaculate to get it down."
"What, have him fuck her?"
"Sometimes. A hand job won't do it, but in a situation like on the boat, she might bend it down and rub her vulva along it. They even carry some lube to help them. Only trouble is -- if you call it that -- it gives Shelly multiple orgasms before he comes. They usually do it in the shower recess so they can wash it down easily."
As if on cue, I could hear the feint noise from down below of Shelly vocalising a climax. It was clear she was trying to suppress it, but there was no doubt as to what it was. She must have been working well on it, for soon after that the grunts of Adam's climax was just as obvious.
Amy looked at me with a smile...
"Now Shelly will come up on deck so her presence doesn't delay his return to flaccidness or provoke another erection."
Sure enough, a moment later Shelly appeared out of the companionway, adjusting the sit of her bikini pants before she joined those securing down the rolled up mainsail. It was two minutes later before Adam appeared, already dressed back in the boats blue shorts and top, which at least partly hid what was still an oversized bulge in his crotch.
With the boat fully secured, Julie suggested we use the marina's tender to go down to the club for the presentation. It was easier than piling into the cars and finding a parking spot down there.
Fortunately they were fairly efficient about getting the presentation going. And Julie was right. We won, by a big margin it seems. The result was us walking away with a very large silver mug held on a perpetual trophy basis -- with the names of previous winners engraved all over it -- and a smaller trophy for us to keep.
It was then I discovered another sailors tradition. Our whole team -- but especially Ellen and Julie -- were led down to the end of the clubs jetty, picked up and thrown into the bay. We swam back to the beach and emerged dripping wet; the girls in their rather provocative outfits even more provocative as their small garments clung to their bodies.
Julie took us back to the marina again, still in our wet clothing and with none of us having any back-up. Ellen and I were wanting to get home to spend some time with our kids. Amy wanted to come with us while Liddy, Shelly and Adam wanted to go back down to the club to celebrate and socialise, given there was something of an after race function on. Those staying wrung out their clothes and accepted it would be a damp evening. And when Julie said she'd drop us home, we were able to leave the car for Liddy to bring herself home at the end of the evening.
So that left the four of us in Julie's car. We stripped down to swimmers and sat on towels to minimise the wetting of her car seats.
Ellen had Julie stop at a bottle shop on the way home and disappeared into the shop -- bare footed and in her wet bikini, as only Australians in beach side locations can get away with - to buy three bottles of french champagne, indicating we were going to have our own celebration when we got home.
But the first priority when we got home was our children; or at least mine and Ellen's. We'd been away from them for too much of the day and we wanted to make it up. Pre-schoolers and primary school kids, we all spent the afternoon playing in the pool with them and,apart from Ellen and myself, that included their much love au pair, Amy and Julie.
Amy is a favourite of theirs at any time. She has a way and an empathy with kids that draws them to her and makes her decision to not have kids all the sadder. But Julie was a new novelty to them and she certainly made an effort to entertain them too; something they quickly took a liking to.
It was several hours we spent in the pool before Ellen and I got out to get dinner ready for all of us while the other adults looked after the kids.
Dinner was had, with everyone still dripping wet, around an outdoor table warmed by the slowly setting sun. And this was accompanied by the first bottle of champagne; shared among all the adults, including the au pair.
Then it was time for Ellen and myself, with the help of the au pair, to get the kids ready for bed and settle them down. They are all good kids and the time in the pool wore them out, so it didn't take too long to get them asleep and leave them in the hands of the au pair.
We found Amy and Julie still sitting outside taking in the last rays of the sun with another half bottle of champagne consumed between them. As we returned, Amy turned to Ellen to let her know...
"I've explained it to Julie and she's more than willing to participate."
Ellen replied...
"Good."
Then turning to me explained...
"We want to celebrate our success today with a drunken orgy and, given she was really the one who won the race for us, we thought it only fair that Julie got to participate."
I looked at Ellen slack jawed. I'm still getting used to the sexual environment in this household; but an orgy with a, well, if not a stranger, at least someone from outside our circle. I asked...
"And everyone is OK with this?"
"As long as you are too, yes."
I was aware that crews on dad's boat came and went as they sailed the pacific and, at least after Amy and Izzy became the crew and his lovers, they were all part of a fucking circle with dad as the only male. They might be used to bringing new people into their circle, even if only for a night, but it was another step into the unknown for me. Still, I didn't really have much choice...
"If you are happy, so am I."
Amy set out the rules she'd discussed with Julie...
"So Julie knows she has to put a condom on John for any penetrative sex. We have some in the top bedside draw; but there's already a couple on the table. Also no french kissing. In short, nothing that might risk an STI transfer."
Ellen pushed a glass of champagne into my hand as she settled down on my laps with one for her. Julie might not be allowed to french kiss, but after two sips of the champagne, Ellen turned and buried her tongue down my throat as she stripped off her bikini top with her spare hand. From the narrow view I had around Ellen, I saw the bikini tops of the other girls come off to and be thrown on top of Ellen's in the centre of the table. The next thing I knew they were sitting each side of me, their hands all over me, including two of them jerking my cock to -- fairly quickly -- generate an erection.
Amy unsheathed my erection by peeling down the front of my swimmers, then worked around Ellen's torso to start sucking it as only Amy can; really deep throating me. Julie was attacking my mid torso, flicking her tongue against my nipples; which unfortunately didn't provide quite the buzz that the stimulation of hers does, but felt nice just the same.
Amy decided that the three of them trying to interact with me as I sat on a chair wasn't really satisfying. And yet we were still all fairly wet...
"Let's take him down to the pool lounge."
History has it that Amy had my dad install this double bed style pool lounge specifically for the purpose of fucking him. And she and Ellen still love to use it for the purpose of fucking me.
Amy tugged at my arm, signalling for the others to release me as I got pulled down to the pool area, the others following, Ellen with the remaining bottles of champagne and glasses and -- because I don't know how they otherwise got down there -- some condoms. As I got laid out on the bed, Ellen once again filled the girls' glasses, each of them downing half of their glass as they sat around me before putting them on the table that sits next to the lounge.
I'd demurred on any more champagne. Being drunk is not a great way to maintain the sort of erections I guessed I'd need for what lay ahead. But the girls had been hitting it hard and were showing it; being very giggly, playful and randy in the way they dealt with me.
Once they put their glasses down, they piled on top of me. Whether she was invited to it, grabbed it or just ended up in that position, I couldn't tell from the maelstrom of female flesh that overwhelmed my body, but Julie ended up in the centre and thus directly on top of me. I could feel her mons, still in its wet bikini pants, at first just laying on the naked erection still exposed from Amy's pulling down the front of my swimmers.
The other girls were rubbing their crotches on my thighs; three pairs of hands all over me and three pairs of breasts rubbing themselves against whatever part of my anatomy they could make contact with.
By this stage the girls were fairly tippsy; giggling, playfully contesting to gain that central position on my body and stimulating themselves however they could.
The wet bikini pants certainly weren't enhancing the situation; however much Amy might have a bit of a fetish about bikini sex. As my hand brushed against the side tie of Amy's pants, I pulled the bow, feeling the pants scrunch up and be worked down onto her thigh as she continued to...
I'm not really sure what word described their actions. 'Rub' is a bit...plain. It doesn't really catch the vibrancy of their actions. A mental picture of a pack of hyenas eating their prey would be closer to the mark, even if no loss of flesh or blood was involved.
Ellen's bikini pants were the next to go as I finally got my hands on the side tie of hers. Julie's was harder to reach, since my arms were pinned under the torsos of the other girls. She'd managed to maintain the central position and, as well as now vigorously rubbing her crotch on my erection, she was pretty clearly rubbing her tits across my chest.
It also meant Julie was the first to reach a climax in the melee of activity. It was nothing spectacular, but noticed by everyone as she laid herself down on me and moaned for a minute or two. Amy decided to move things along. With a sort of announcement to the world of...
"It's time to de-pants John."
She abandoned her position on my left hand side and next thing I knew, she was between both my and Julie's legs, pulling my swimmers down off my legs. That freed up my arm to pull the string tie on Julie's pants too. But it also let Amy gently push Julie off to the side and gain the central position on my body. With Amy and myself now completely naked -- the other girls still had their pants half dangling on their thighs -- the next thing I felt was Amy penetrating herself on my cock.
She half followed Julie's lead in that she started brushing her breasts across my chest. But she had one up on Julie in that, penetrated as she was, she was also rubbing her clit against my pubis. She must have been pretty worked up by her previous interactions with me because she came pretty quickly -- lets say about a minute -- even by Amy's standards. And of course, Amy wasn't one to hold back vocally. Julie had suppressed her moans. Amy let them rip.
Which signalled to Ellen to push her off and take her position. Amy's rubbing of her clit on my pubis had been pretty subtle. Her breasts actions were far more obvious. But then Amy has really sensitive -- in a stimulating sort of way -- breasts.
Ellen's anatomy is different. Her breasts are reasonably good for stimulating herself, but not nearly as much as Amy's. On the other hand, Ellen's clit is positioned in a way she can stimulate it as she thrusts herself on my erection. Which is exactly what she did; putting on a full-on reverse missionary show.
I would have like to have been able to play with her breasts, but my arms were still pinned by the other girls. Whenever she lowered her torso enough for me to lick them, I did; but Ellen tends to ride me with a higher stance.
By this stage, what had started as a bit of a pash-in was now a full on sexual orgy. I was getting humped by Amy and Julie and fucked by Ellen. And Ellen wasn't holding back. The grip she had on me was designed to make me cum; even more so after she reached her orgasm. As soon as her orgasm started, she put a grip on me so tight it ensured I was coming with her; my groans in harmony with her moans.
I know Amy came again by humping me, but that was no surprise. Once Amy comes for the first time...well, she just keep coming and, as always, makes a big vocal show of it. I think Julie did too, but are less certain of that.
Almost as soon as Ellen had finished her orgasm, Amy separated herself from me, pulled Ellen off me and, as she did so, suggested...
"Lets go into the bedroom and do a 41."
Ellen responded...
"Good idea."
Adding as we all sat up and Ellen and Amy tugged at me...
"But we can't put this to waste."
She passed the remaining champagne bottle and the glasses to Julie; leaving me being led to the bedroom by what was now three naked women. I had to ask...
"What's a 41?"
"You'll find out. It's something like a 69 for a quadsome."
That didn't tell me much. It sort of made me think it was something like a circle of bodies with each licking or sucking the cock or clit of the next in line. But I was about to find out it was nothing as bisexual as that.
I got pushed flat out on the bed as Ellen poured each of the girls a full cup of champagne; emptying the last of the three bottles in the process and then encouraged them to scull it.
As soon as she'd finished her glass, Amy went down on me; sucking and stimulating my initially flaccid cock to a new erection. Once she got it, she sheathed it with a condom and turned to Julie...
"You can have first go on his cock. Sit on it and sit up straight."
Julie didn't hesitate. She soon had my erection embraced by her warm body. Without saying anything, Amy and Ellen played a quick game of paper, scissors rock. Amy won and, after making sure my arms were tucked between her legs and my torso, positioned herself over my face, facing back to Julie. Then Ellen sat on my stomach.
Easing herself back, so that she could look straight down at me, past her breasts and between her legs, Amy explained...
"So this is how it works. You suck me and finger Ellen while Julie rides you and I suck Ellen's nipples. When we've all had an orgasm, we rotate positions and start again."
Mind you, she was slurring her words. By now, all of the girls were quite drunk.
Amy moved back over me; positioning her clit at my lips, while bending forward to let her mouth reach Ellen's breasts. I had to wiggle my arms and hands from their constrained position up onto my stomach where I could reach Ellen's clit with her repositioning herself to let me play against it.



Once we were all in position, Amy called...
"Ok John, suck and finger away."
I felt like I was starting up some complex piece of machinery. Sucking Amy's clit is always a delight. She has one of the most beautiful vulvas I've ever seen -- even if I haven't seen many. And she seems to put out some sort of pheromone while I'm down there that has this most incredible effect on me.
In fact, those pheromones soon became a major issue. Amy has always been 'wet' and this was no exception. With her sitting backwards over me and the tip of my nose all but stuck in her vaginal opening, I was nearly drowning in her juices
At the same time, I'm fingering Ellen's clit. Since hers is a bit bigger than normal, it was a good one to start on, given I was coming in from a difficult angle and had absolutely no view of what I was doing and -- to put it crudely -- had to grope around her vulva until I felt the right spot. And speaking of no view, my one regret was I couldn't see Amy's breasts as they dangled down with gravity exaggerating their size, while she bent down to suck or lick Ellen's breasts.
As for Julie, well, at first, I felt like nothing more than a living dildo as she rode me completely out of my sight.
But that was where the pheromones Amy was putting out started to cut in.
It's hard to find a word to describe their effect. Although, dangerous would be one of them.
Stimulating? Well, no, I wasn't going to cum any faster. That was still going to be dictated by the cock I had -- for the moment -- buried in Julie.
Randy? Sort of, but I'm not really sure that's the right word.
Amy has driven me to aggressively instigate a desperate fucking session on her once before with those pheromones, when we were crawling around the floor of the yacht cleaning it and I constantly found myself with my nose in her bottom with only a small pair of bikini pants dividing her from me. Fortunately, it is what Amy wants me to do. Both she and Ellen think I am too passive in instigating sex. But in a different context, that aggressive instigation could be viewed more critically.
What I felt this time made my cock feel bigger and stretched. But that was simply a prelude to this urgent desire to lay them all out on the bed and madly fuck them all at the same time. How I do that I wouldn't know. Pheromones as strong as Amy's do strange things to your sexual senses.
The reality was, pinned down as I was, I was driven to play a far more active role in what was happening.
Instead of just letting Julie ride me, I soon had this undeniable desire to thrust hard and fast from below; or at least as hard and fast as Ellen sitting on my lower chest would let me. At first it caught her off guard; not really synchronising with what had been effectively the rising trot she been riding me with. It nearly threw her off.
But she recovered from that and joined my more vigorous delivery; at the same time her quiet moaning turning into, well, nothing like Amy's screaming but a pretty loud show with no shortage of praises to a god I know she didn't believe in.
And I was equally motivated to somehow get my fingers into Ellen's vagina where I could stimulate her g spot while still fingering her clit with my thumb. I suppose I could have used my other hand for the second part of that process, but it was too busy tweaking the nipples on Amy's dangling breasts.
It wasn't surprising to anyone that Amy came first. Her moaning as I stimulated her was, as always, very motivating and encouraging to keep going. Her climax was not as loud as she sometimes is -- she saves that for g spot bangers (as we've come to call a particular sexual positioning that heavily rakes her g spot), but loud just the same. But for Amy, the first orgasm is just that; the start, not the end of her sexual indulgence.
So my role was to keep licking and sucking her clit until the others had finished.
Julie came second; ramping up her moaning show as she tried to remain sitting on my cock with her fairly powerful contractions pummelling my erection. She paused, still just sitting on me when her contractions and moaning finished before lifting herself off my cock and moving to the side, unrolling the condom off my cock. Ellen wouldn't need it.
Ellen followed soon after.
That led to a rotation; Julie sitting on my face, Ellen on my cock and Amy on my torso.
Julie wasn't as wet as Amy; being shorter, she had to bend over further to suck Amy's tits, which meant I got to stare up at her vaginal opening instead of having my nose stuck in it. Her vulva was cute; cleanly shaven, her labia wide open and her vagina a large black hole almost begging for another cock to be put in it. As I reached up to play with her breasts, I felt there was a certain sort of novelty in doing so. Amy's and Ellen's breasts are well mapped into the palm of my hands. Julie's are bigger and younger than theirs and just felt really different, in a nice sort of way.
I was still strongly affected by those pheromones. Whether they were the residual affect of Amy's or Julie's I didn't know. I suspected they were still Amy's.
Amy was all too keen to have my fingers penetrate her. Her g spot is located more shallowly than Ellen's, so was easier to access and could be rubbed more firmly. With Julie sucking her tits and my thumb playing against her clit, she was being triple stimulated. The result was easily predictable; multiple screaming orgasms.
It ended up in what she calls a 'broken vagina' where she becomes so overstimulated that she is overwhelmed by her orgasms. Before either of the others had come, Amy had rolled off me to the side, curled herself up and was moaning loudly as orgasm after orgasm racked her body.
That left me with two hands to play with Julie's tits.
Ellen in the mean time had been riding my frantically thrusting hips. She'd come once, but just kept riding me through her orgasm. But as she came the second time, it was like she'd reached peak orgasm. She collapsed down along my torso, arching off to the side where Julie blocked my head.
But I was still pheromonely driven to keep thrusting. It was too much for Ellen and she rolled off me too, ending up over Amy.
For a moment, that only left Julie on top of me. I could tell her orgasm had been building; not just from her moaning, but her breathing was becoming intense. The nipples I'd been playing with were hard as rocks and, although she hadn't started off all that wet, she was by that stage nearly as wet as Amy had been -- although no-one can actually match Amy.
When her orgasm came, it was a monster. Like Ellen had, she laid down along my torso; almost planting her mouth on my erection; coming pretty close to a 69er position. But she must have felt a great need to curl up like Amy was, because she too rolled off me and curled herself up, her hands between her legs, into a moaning ball of womanhood. Why she had to roll off to the same side as the others, I don't know. But the result was an untidy pile of moaning femininity.
My own needs were becoming a little desperate. Those pheromones were still driving me.
It was pointless me thrusting into the air, so momentarily my hips came to rest. But as I turned towards the pile of them next to me, I again had this overwhelming desire to throw myself on top of them and fuck them all like crazy. Fortunately I still had just enough control left to stop myself from doing that and that Ellen managed to extract herself from the pile to smother me in kisses before she started to position herself over my face.
That set the others off to also reposition themselves for the next round.
What I'd been waiting for was for Amy to mount me and penetrate herself with my now very stretched and rather full cock. It was primed and ready to explode. I knew Amy would barely grip me at first, so I didn't go off like a cheap cracker. But I also knew she was there to receive the cum shot and I was pretty sure it was going to be a big one.
It was lovely feeling her vagina embrace my manhood. There is something really special about the feel of Amy's womanhood; maybe only in my imagination, maybe not. But it certainly feels good to me.
Ellen's clit is a bit bigger than (what I know of as) normal, making it much easier to suck and tongue it, with her vaginal opening a bit closer to it too, which is why she can have an orgasm on missionary sex.
Although she's tall, she too had to bend down further to reach Julie's breasts; given her smaller stature, giving me more of a view than a nose stuck in her vagina. Mind you, that same tallness meant Julie had to sit further back on me, making me stretch out further to reach her clit and somewhat precluded digitally penetrating her.
But the real action was with Amy. My description of sucking Ellen and fingering Julie might sound rather passive, but that in no way represented the testosterone -- if that is what it is - driven desire coursing through my body. Or what was happening.
Much to her enjoyment, Amy was riding a bucking bronco. I hated to think what my back was going to be like at the end of this.
She was screaming in stimulated pleasure as only Amy can; mostly able to synchronise with me, but occasionally missing it and, with a yelp, nearly falling off.
Predictably, she came fairly quickly, but absent any call from her -- and knowing what she's like -- I just kept pumping away.
Julie climaxed, and rolled off me, letting me thrust my hips up further and more forcefully and also freeing up a second hand to play with Ellen's tits.
By that stage what was happening to the lower part of me had become the centre of everyone's focus. I was grunting like mad, even as I sucked Ellen. It was some crazy sex, and it is probably why Julie settled on a single orgasm.
When Ellen came, she slid off me too; leaving only Amy, who by that time had reached her third orgasm.
Amy laid down on top of me, encouraging me to roll over away from the other two, into a missionary position; all magically achieved while barely missing a thrust. I was, I admit by that stage, somewhat out of control. Amy was taking a hammering -- quite happily from what I could see -- but a hammering just the same. Thank goodness she's as wet and lubricated as she is. I could almost feel her juices splashing everything with every thrust as I grunted loudly away.
It was only then she tightened her grip on me.
That changed everything. Suddenly I was brewing up. Like seriously brewing up.
The next thing I knew, this incredibly powerful pulse shot the first rope of my cum up my shaft and against Amy's cervix as I kept hammering her. The sensation was overwhelming. Completely outside my control, I found myself vocalising...
"Fuck... oh fuck....oh fuck...OOOOOoooooohh...oh fuck...OOOOOOOhhhhh...AAAAHHHH...oh fuck
Pulse after pulse followed. Normally I stop thrusting when I'm coming, but this was crazy. I just kept hammering, the pulses kept coming and now Amy, who always seems to have an orgasm in response to my climax, was screaming too.
I don't know how long it went on for. But I think it was longer than any other orgasm I've had. Even when I thought it had stopped, I had this overwhelming sense of needing to thrust more, only to find I'd triggered another series mini pulses, leaving me moaning and quivering away on top of Amy.
I could still feel the last dribbles of cum being deposited in Amy when Ellen reached across me and, with one hand on my hips and the other under my arms, pulled me to roll me off Amy; drawing my erection out of her and having it flop against my stomach with a squelch. In typical Ellen form, she commented...
"Well, that was quite a show. I wasn't sure whether you both would spontaneously combust, explode into a shower of blood and flesh or you'd just rip Amy apart. You guys could make a fortune if you monetised displays like that."
It turned out, the show wasn't quite over. Full of oxytocin, Amy threw herself on top of me, pushed her tongue down my throat in a deep and prolonged French kiss and had her hands all over me as she gave vent to the forces now dictating her behaviour.
As her legs straddled me, her vagina found the tip of my still hard erection and she pushed it in. In terms of coming, it had nothing more to offer, but it still felt nice. And it turned out, it lasted for longer than I would have expected.
But Ellen must have noticed when it gave up its hardness and started to shrink out of Amy, because as it did, Ellen flipped Amy back off me, commenting...
"OK, times up. The rest of us are going to be extremely traumatised if we have to keep watching this. It's time for a group hug."
Ellen laid down on top of me, leaving room for Amy to cuddle in from one side and Julie from the other.
First Amy and then Ellen finally decided to sit up in the bed. Julie had been laying the other side of Ellen, so I could now see her, still laying down on her back, her breasts standing out from her slender body like volcanic cones in the middle of a plain.
Amy had been stroking my cock since shortly after my last climax, so I was in no hurry to sit up and somewhat uncertain as to what would follow. But with it now cleared of female flesh, Amy mounted me in a position that might be thought of as a prelude to a 69er; in short, she sat on my upper chest, facing my feet.
Amy leaned into Ellen and whispered something into her ear. For a moment Ellen looked contemplative. Amy whispered something more, causing Ellen to break into a smile before turning to Amy and nodding her head in agreement to whatever Amy had said.
Ellen turned to Julie and asked...
"How would you like John to give you a really good fucking?"
"You mean like a full on, go the animal, fucking; like Amy just got?"
"That's exactly what we mean."
"But isn't that meant to be driven by lust?"
"I would think with a body like yours that John can generate the lust he needs for the job."
I'd still been laying their quietly, Amy still stroking my cock, as my future was being negotiated. So it was nice when Julie raised the obvious question...
"What does John think about that?"
It was Amy who leaned over me, inches from my face to ask...
"Well, what does John think about it."
At least I had a few moments to think about how I approached my answer...
"I have a deep love for Amy and Ellen and I would never betray or cheat on them. They felt it to be appropriate for us to have this orgy and, given their past with my dad, I can see how it was within the realm of normal for them. If they want me to finish it by giving Julie a good fucking, and that's what Julie wants, then I'm happy to do it. And Ellen is right. I think I can find the lust for the job. But mind you, I've just emptied my balls into Amy, although I suspect she's about to fix that issue."
Amy reached out and took a wet cloth off the bedside table -- with what goes on in this room there is a constant stack of them. She wiped down my still flaccid manhood before tossing the cloth back on the table and bent down over me. The next thing I knew, my flaccid cock was in her mouth -- just about all of it, balls and all - where I felt her tongue swirling it around.
But now her vagina was hovering just over my nose again. I just laid there, enjoying Amy's playing with my cock while once again taking in the pheromones that were infusing my system. It was the pheromones that cut in first. I felt myself feeling really randy; charged with testosterone or whatever it is that makes a man desperate for sex.
That in turn activated my manhood. It quickly hardened and elongated inside Amy's mouth, stretching down her throat. Amy's an expert on deep throat oral sex, but I couldn't help feeling some anxiety about how far she let it extend, and how long she kept it there before she released it from her mouth.
Sitting up, I suspect quite deliberately sitting her vagina lightly on my nose, she declared...
"He's primed and ready for use."
Slipping off me to the side, she extended the now sticky hand that had been stroking my cock to reach out for my hand and pull me into a sitting position. We all then shuffled around on the bed to position Julie in the centre of it. Ellen then put a hand under and lifted her butt to position the pillow under her hips that we use to maximise g spot stimulation.
Then Ellen pushed a towel under her thighs just down from the pillow, looking at Julie as she said...
"I can be a bit of a squirter, so its a precaution we use."
Ellen's statement was only half right. There's been plenty of times our sex has been so urgent that the precaution wasn't implemented. The mattress under Julie was deeply stained; something fortunately hidden by the sheet and mattress protector.
I hadn't for a moment forgotten the rule, but it was Amy who first raised the issue...
"We better put the condom on."
Amy reached for another one on the side board and rolled it onto my shaft. Then Ellen and Amy just sat back on the bed, either side of where the action was to take place as if members of an audience to the performance I was supposed to put on. A year ago I would have been mortified by the prospect of that and probably gone flaccid; but somehow it has now become just an ordinary part of a polygamist relationship.
Still, I didn't know Julie that well. While the sort of sex I was supposed to deliver had been made clear enough, I was completely unsure about the preliminaries. Was she aroused? Should I do foreplay or just penetrate her and get on with it? What sort of foreplay does she like?
As I knelt between her legs, I could see her vulva was open and her labia spread, displaying an open vagina.
Still, I thought I should go through some preliminaries. She clearly had sensitive nipples and responded well to their stimulation -- enough, like Amy, to bring on a climax. And, sitting at the top of her breasts, they were certainly lust inducing. So I positioned myself on all fours over her, my hard cock dangling teasingly over her body, and bent down to suck and lick her right nipple.
Julie moaned and put a hand over may head, indicating she was pleased with my opening move. The nipple had been firm before I started, I quickly made it rock hard and projecting to its full height. Then I moved to her left breast and did the same, Julie's hand allowing the move but still indicating she was pleased with the process.
Another circle of the breasts -- back to the right and then back to left -- had her clearly aroused and well stimulated; her moans leaving little doubt about it. While still sucking her left breast, I asked...
"Are you ready for me?"
"Oh god yes. Please!"
I lowered my hips, brought my erection up against the floor of her crease, felt the tip of it was a bit high as I sensed it was pushed against her clit and slid it down her crease until it lodged itself in her vaginal opening.
My erection slid into her, both effortlessly and delightfully.
I've been schooled long enough now by Ellen and Amy as to what 'going the animal' requires. I just hoped that Julie knew what it meant too. I was now meant to unleash my built up lust in the form of some pretty vigorous sex.
It somewhat lacks subtlety, because frankly, sucking Julie's breasts were just as much of a lustful exercise as what I was about to do. But Ellen and Amy wants the action to be demonstrably lustful; like I'd waited a whole month to fuck them and my cock was aching with an insatiable desire to sate its needs in their vaginas.
Common sense and self protection requires a bit of a work up to the full on action. I always do a couple of slow deliberate thrusts first to make sure my angle of approach is working and I'm not going to break my cock by bending it in two or hurt them with the angle of penetration.
Then I started to work myself up. Normally for me, 'fast and furious' doesn't really capture what it is all about; even if it might look that way to an observer -- and of course, in this case I had two of them. Long strokes, delivered at a pretty fast pace maybe; but normally I avoid a crushing collision of my pubis against her vaginal opening by slowing it down at the last moment, to make it more of a push. And that push certainly can contribute to the lust, because with her hips elevated by the sex pillow, with just her shoulders and ankles on the bed, it rocks her body, which it turn wobbles her breasts. And wobbling breasts are a major turn-on.



But I was still overwhelmed by Amy pheromones. When I said I was hammering Amy, I was really hammering Amy. As I said, almost out of control.
To a large degree, I was pretty well still out of control when I mounted Julie. She saw what Amy got and, I allowed myself to believe, she was expecting no different. So that's what she got. A hammering.
Given their size relative to her body, Julie's breasts were soon wobbling like you wouldn't believe, even if -- given she's much shorter than me -- I had to look down between our bodies to take in the wonderful vista they presented.
Even though I was drunk on Amy's pheromones, I still had a conscience. I got a bit worried as Julie quickly started to moan with each thrust, with an ever louder voice...
"AH...AH...AH...AH..."
It sounded like a moan of pleasure, and, like Ellen and Amy do, she had almost no grip on me as if wanting to prolong things, but I wasn't sure it wasn't one of discomfort. I asked...
"Is this what you want?"
"Lovely....... Keep going."
Her hands were now around the small of my back; using them to almost elevate herself off the pillow, changing the angle of my thrusts and increasing the force of my shaft raking her g spot. It also meant her body was rag dolled a lot more since she was no longer anchored by her hips being on the pillow. And that meant her breasts wobbled even more provocatively.
Fairly soon, the individual 'ah's' that announced each thrust started to merge into something more continuous and certainly more clearly a moan of sexual pleasure. I sensed it building, but still, it caught me by surprise when her thighs tensed as she let out a prolonged moan. I felt her contractions start to lightly pummel my shaft as she used the hands around the small of my back to elevate herself higher and lock her mons against my pubis.
My thrusts no longer caused any significant movement of my shaft within her body. Instead, her whole body was carried by them as she in turn swayed and jerked in accordance with her body's response to her orgasm.
But there was still some vaginal movement, even if it was more a rocking of the base of my deeply buried cock against the hard flesh of her vaginal opening and the underlying pelvic floor muscle. Whatever it was, it caused her orgasm to find a higher peak. Suddenly, she moaned even louder and tensed more tightly as I felt her squirting...
"Oh my god...aaaaahahahhhahhahoooooohhhhhhhh..."
That lasted for...well, I don't really know how long, let's say a minute. Then she went limp, let go the wrap she had around the small of my back, flopped down onto the sex pillow are she threw her arms out to the side and, with what had suddenly become a soft but still assertive voice, demanded...
"Fuck me more...fuck me harder..."
She stayed limp as I followed her instructions, but her limp body now rag-dolled even more to my thrusts, her breasts wobbling in a way that would drive any man to a lustful desire. But once again, each thrust was greeted by that chopped up...
"AH...AH...AH...AH..."
She had just enough grip on me that I was feeling a slow brewing of my cock. Nothing that was going to happen too quickly, but enough to make me hope I could give her a second orgasm before mine brought things to an end.
Fortunately she co-operated, reaching a second orgasm faster than the first one, throwing her hips up at mine again as she again wrapped her arms around the small of my back and rode my thrusts like she was hanging onto the back of a horse. I thought I detected traces of a second squirting, but if so, it wasn't very substantial. I don't know why powerful orgasms seem to trigger profanities in women, but again she cried out...
"Oh god..oh my god...aaahhhhh...oh god...oooohhhhhh..."
My cock had brewed up enough I figured it was time for me to finish things. If she wasn't going to grip me, I'd learnt from my dealing with Amy and Ellen that if I rubbed the lower part of my erection against the same hard pelvic floor muscle at the front of her vaginal opening as I had before, I could trigger my own climax.
She was still moaning and holding her hips tightly against me as I essentially forced the thrusts that would do it, staring intensely at her wobbling breasts to provide additional stimulation. While it may have intensified the orgasm she was still dealing with, it also did the job for me. I felt my cock warm with that lovely, extreme sense of pleasure sufficing it's whole length and girth.
In the moment before it released, I thrust my shaft in and held it there before groaning loudly as the first pulse of my climax rushed up my shaft. Now it was my turn to groan -- even if Julie was still making her own noises. After three or four pulses I responded to a need to lower myself into full contact with her body, embracing her, even letting her take the my weight, as additional pulses sent shots of pleasure to my brain. As they subsided, I thrust some more and triggered another wave of delightful pulses until I was left shuddering out the last throes of my orgasm.
I wasn't ready to withdraw or let her body go. In any case she was still expressing her own response to the oxytocin endorphins that were flooding her system, kissing my cheek, biting my neck and rubbing her hands all over me. To avoid crushing her, I rolled us over, putting her on top. It let me embrace her body even more intimately, rubbing my palms across her bottom and generally making the best of this moment when I was allowed to enjoy my contact with her nubile body.
I hadn't forgot Ellen and Amy were sitting either side of us watching the activities. But I had barely noticed them: Julie's breasts had been quite a distraction. But now they were pressed into my chest and, in terms of enjoying Julie's body, my other senses had taken over from the visual, I turned my head towards Ellen. In her usual drool tone, she commented...
"Well, that seemed to go down fairly well. Are you going to let her go?"
I lifted my hands off her bottom...
"Is that what you mean. It doesn't seem to make any difference."
"That's not all that's pinning her to you."
I knew Ellen was referring to the erection I still had buried in her. It was nowhere near going flaccid yet...
"True, but I don't have any control over that."
Julie stopped gnawing on my neck for long enough to turn to Ellen...
"Can I just have him for a few more minutes. I've never had sex like that before."
Julie turned back to me and asked...
"Where did you learn that?"
I gave her the safest and easiest answer I could think of...
"Amy and Ellen taught me."
The fact was, I didn't think I was really such a great lover and I wasn't sure there was anything that special about what I had done. Rather I think it was a legend -- largely spread by Amy -- that had become accepted as reality. Julie had expected a certain outcome and her brain -- rather than my skills -- had given her that outcome. Still, I let it pass when Julie replied...
"Well, they've taught you well."
Julie rested her head on my chest, as if reluctant to remove my erection from her body and get off me. Then she lifted up her chest, moved up to let my manhood slide out of her and climbed off to the side.
As she sat on the bed, Julie looked around at the three of us...
"Well, I suppose I'd better leave you to your evening and take myself home."
It was Amy who chipped in...
"No, we've all drunk too much champagne. You'd better stay the night with us."
"But I don't have anything to sleep in."
"We all sleep naked. There's plenty of room on the king bed we have."
I could tell Julie was chuffed with the invitation and put up no further resistance. We all took turns having a quick shower and Amy found a tooth brush for Julie to use. One by one we climbed into bed; Julie getting an outside position next to Ellen.
But it was here the other side of Amy emerged. Not in a bad way; I don't think I've ever seen anything bad about Amy.
But while she is generous and thoughtful to a fault, in some respects, she also has a sense of possession.
A key one is that her vagina is mine. It sounds like a meaningless statement, but it dates back to when dad was trying to get her to at least consider hitching up with someone more her age; even having sex with younger guys. She did as Ned suggested, but found it unsatisfying.
But it left her in a hurry to have dad penetrate her again; reclaiming her vagina and making it his again, as she put it. The reciprocal side of that is that my manhood is at least in part hers; although shared with Ellen.
Which sort of explained why, as we settled down for the night, Amy had me facing her, induced an erection in me and penetrated herself with it as she cuddled up against me. She wasn't seeking sex; at least in any climatic sort of way. Rather she wanted my erection reset as something which she possessed.
We've slept before in a penetrated position like that -- it is one of Amy's many little sexual fetishes -- and so it was going to be for that night; at least until one of us found a need to roll over. But a common outcome of that is that I end up have a wet dream and ejaculating into her, and that's what happened during the night this time.
As is the routine, I just leave my erection there. If it goes flaccid, it slips out of her and we get cum on the sheets. If it doesn't go flaccid, or at least not quickly, it can refract and there's been mornings when I awake to find myself still bound to Amy by an erection deeply buried in her.
This night turned out to be one of the latter.
I work up to find Amy already awake and staring at me, her hand on my bottom, awaiting my own arrival into the land of the woken. She whispered at me...
"You came."
"Yes. How do you know?"
"Because it triggered me to come too."
"I didn't sense you being awake."
"I wasn't. It triggered a sort of female version of a wet dream with a real orgasm."
I had to admit, I did sense that some contractions followed my coming, so she was probably right. In a way, it is just another of Amy's rather unique sexual responses. We decided to get up; both of us being early risers. Mind you, I've simply been trained to be an early riser by Amy demanding I get up and go for a run and exercise with her.
As is our routine, she put on a bikini and, in accordance with the girls' demands, I put on a pair of swim briefs; having to pull it up over my morning erection and hope that it will go down before I have any public exposure. It was Amy who suggested...
"Tell you what. How about we do some laps of the pool instead of the run."
That was fine by me; even if for Amy a 'few laps of the pool' means at least 45 minutes of solid swimming, followed by push ups, my push ups being magnified by Amy laying underneath me and binding herself to me so that I have to lift both her weight and mine.
For Amy, that little trick has both a sexual and a practical element. It was one she started with dad, using keeping him fit and strong as an excuse. Amy's fitness and strength fetish goes back to her preparing herself for the day her abusive former partner found her and, as she anticipated, tried to kill her. Instead he found himself in hospital with a cracked skull, broken arm, dislocated shoulder, a crushed ball that had to be removed and multiple contusions and then the recipient of a lengthy jail sentence. Her story of that day can be found at A Threesome In a Covid 19 World, Chapter 9.
And while he might now be neutered and in jail, she still regards her exercise as an important part of her life.
But there's also clearly a sexual side to what she does. She very deliberately teases me with her sexuality as we run and the push ups, with her under me, is just one of a few exercises where she pushes her body against me, making me extend the exercise with her weight, but at the same time rubbing her mons against my cock to trigger an erection and, no doubt, to pleasure herself.
But it meant as we dried off and went back inside, I still had an erection in my swimmers. That is something Ellen is used to seeing. So is the au pair. But when we walked into the kitchen, it was Julie pouring herself a glass of water.
Dressed only in a wet bikini bottom, she turned as she heard us...
"Sorry, I didn't come prepared for a night away. The only clothes I have are my very wet sailing gear and the bikini top was so wet and cold when I tried to put it on, I hoped you wouldn't mind if I didn't wear it."
The cold spoke for itself. Her nipples were hard and well projected. Mind you, she'd also pulled up her bikini pants -- small as they were -- into a deep camel toe too. As she focused on us, her gaze moved down to where my erection lay covered, but in no way disguised, in my well stretched swimmers...
"Amy's been teasing you has she?"
"Exercising me. But it has the same effect."
"I can well imagine."
Amy interjected...
"Let's have some breakfast."
She opened the cupboard so show Julie our selection of breakfast foods. The three of us settled on cereals and coffee, Amy serving up the cereals while I made the coffees. Then Amy suggested we sit outside at the patio table where there was a warming sun.
I noticed her remove her bikini top and hang it in the sun on the door handle as we went outside. When she determined which side of the table I was going to sit at, she guided Julie to the opposite side and then sat next to her.
It all seemed quite normal and reasonable. Yet I detect it was also carefully planned by Amy. For all her generosity, I know Amy plans forward to anticipate problems and ensure everyone is comfortable. Her abusive partner certainly experienced the first part of that when he came all the way out from England hunting for her.
But I could also sense Amy had set things up to minimise my physical contact with Julie while offering me a selection of naked breasts to stare at. And she was savvy enough to know that, while Julie's were bigger and very attractive, hers, with their perky, glorious shape, puffy areola and particularly beautiful nipples, came with a degree of enhanced sexuality that trumped both the size and youthfulness of Julie's.
And she was right. I got to stare at both as we ate and chatted, but as much as I wallowed in her beauty often enough, Amy's still dominated my interest as in typical male fashion, I had difficulty maintaining my focus on their eyes as we talked.
Ellen joined us twenty minutes later. She must have noticed that Amy and Julie were both topless before she came out, because as she sat next to me, she also was wearing nothing more than a bikini bottom.
Ten minutes after Ellen arrived, it was time for Julie to go home to get ready for work. She'd put her bikini top out in the morning sun. It might not have been fully dried, but it had at least warmed up. Donning it, she gave us a wave as she drove off in her car.
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I have to admit. I was a bit taken aback by Annika wanting to measure my erection at the behest of Cecile and Angelique. As far as I know, I've got a pretty standard dick. Size is not something that I've even thought about before.
I know Cecile found mine a bit long and prone to hit her cervix too hard if I wasn't careful. But I thought she was the odd one out there and, as much as Jame's erection seems to me a bit of a short pencil dick, if that's what suits Cecile, then fantastic. Not something to make a fuss about either way.
Of course, to measure it, there needs to be an erection. But when you've just climbed over two completely naked beauties to get into the tent and onto the bed, nature has its own way of dealing with that. As she laid me on my back between herself and Laila, I already had a three quarter one and it only took a bit of handling of it with her kneeling next to me and her breasts dangling down in the exaggerated size that gravity gives them when she bends over me, to got what felt like a full one.
I suspect that some of the really stretched erections I get when Annika really stirs me up might be a bit longer, but I didn't feel like I was in any competition here.
Lifting my erection nearly perpendicular to my body, Annika pressed the base of the seamstress measuring tape firmly against the upper base of my shaft, then slid the tape up along my shaft. Pinning the tape where it aligned with the tip of my erection she turned the tape to read the size...
"20 centimetres." (about 7 3/4 inches)
"So?"
"Cecile says that's enormous."
"No it's not. It's normal. I thought 10 inches was the 'enormous' size, and that's about 25 centimetres."
"Have you ever compared yours with others?"
"No. But you've never said anything before."
"Well, we always thought it was bigger than what we've seen before. Just didn't realise how big the difference was. It certainly touched places we hadn't felt before, and felt a lot thicker."
"So what's Jame's thickness?"
"11.4 centimetres diameter." (about 4 1/2 inches)
"Well, so, it looks a bit small. But Cecile likes it."
"Actually it's more or less the average size. Haven't you noticed how relatively small to yours that of other guys is?"
"I don't really get to see other guys aroused. So unless they get a boner in their swim briefs, not really. And if I do see one and it looks small like that, I just assume it's half mongrel."
"Probably not."
Annika bent down again and measured the circumference of it.
"Hmm! It's 14 centimetres." [about 5 1/2 inches]
"So?"
"That's pretty big."
"Where did all this 'normal' stuff come from?"
"Cecile looked it up on line. She wanted to know what the difference was and Angelique wanted to know why she was getting such powerful multiple orgasms from you. And I suppose, we wondered too. The only thing was, the research said women don't always like cocks that are too big; it can hurt them."
"Does mine hurt you? Or Laila or Angelique for that matter?"
"No. It stretched us and gave us new sensations. It hurt Cecile, but then, now she's concerned she can't get the cervical orgasms you gave her. To the contrary, it seems to really turn us on in ways we've never felt before."
"It didn't have that effect on my previous girlfriends. It seemed neither good nor bad. I always thought it was pretty well normal sex. Most of the time they climaxed, sometimes they didn't. And I've never seen the sort of multiple orgasms you girls get."
"So, you've got three freak girls all fucking you together who think you are some sort of Adonis because your thicker, longer cock can get places and stimulate in a way others can't. And, the reason your girlfriend often cums when you have your orgasm probably has a lot to do with your pulsing bigger cock stimulating me more than would otherwise be the case. You should be pleased. And look on the bright side. Once this trip is over, you'll have one girlfriend madly in love with you who also loves making love to you. A lot!"
Annika mounted me, laying on top of me with her legs spread apart and then pushed herself down; taking a moment to locate the top of my erection in her vaginal opening before pushing it down to full penetration, whispering very quietly in my ear...
"Now that girlfriend wants to feel you inside her body."
She gently kissed me, mainly on the lips and the side of my cheek, rather than by thrusting her tongue down my throat, as I felt her very subtly rocking and bouncing the tip of my erection against her cervix.
As it often does when I'm having sex with Annika, I felt my erection go into the stretched mode; where it feels bigger -- both longer and thicker -- to the extent the skin of my whole shaft feels stretched to the point you wonder if it isn't going to rip itself apart. It also then feels more sensitive. It's not something I ever felt until Annika came along; although Angelique can occasionally generate the same reaction. I jokingly wondered to myself whether I shouldn't ask Annika to take it out and remeasure it in case I'd gained a couple of centimetres.
Laila, who had settled back down into a sleeping position alongside us, asked...
"You're not going to fuck him are you?"
"No, just cuddle."
Right, I thought, a cuddle with a dick in your pussy. Laila very likely wasn't aware of my penetration of her. Still, it meant there's be no cowgirl riding of me; but I very much suspected she was going for cervical orgasms.
That turned out to be correct.
Annika is very light -- about 50kg -- so having her naked body laid out on top of me is an absolute delight. It's the most delightful intimacy, with or without my erection inside her. Feeling the push of her breasts on my chest and the rise and fall of her chest as she breaths makes me feel so close to her.
The very gentle -- almost indiscernible - bouncing and a sort of rocking and twisting movement of my shaft within her, matched with the firmness with which she retained full penetration, had a purpose. They were stimulating her cervix. It's meant to be something not all girls get off on; but all four of them on this trip have got it from me at one time or another and was frankly something I'd never heard of until Annika and Laila picked me up off the beach. Now, Annika tells me, Cecile laments she can't get her shorter dicked boyfriend to give it to her any more.
All I know is that it gives them a very prolonged and intense full body orgasm instead of the more localised and shorter lasting peak of a more normal orgasm. Annika tells me it's like a galaxy of stars bursting inside your body; whatever that means. And, I might add, they don't cry out -- some would say scream -- in the same way Laila, and to a lesser extent the others do -- as they build to and experience their normal orgasms. It tends to be more a soft, gutteral moan, often accompanied by their whole body shaking and shivering.
And did I mention is sometimes makes them get all emotional and shed tears or even break into giggles?
My suspicion was confirmed when Annika started shivering on top of me. She wasn't cold, she was in a state of orgasm; something confirmed by the soft moans she breathed into my ear as she caressed her cheek against mine.
There wasn't much I could do to contribute to her state. When she'd settled on top of me, I'd found that the nipple of her left breast was bent to the side of my chest and I had placed a hand against it to slowly stroke the nipple. Apart from that and placing my other hand in the small of her back, I was just a body on which she was pleasuring herself; a role I was more than happy to play.
It had been a long day and I just let myself drowse in and out of a shallow state of sleep as she did what she wanted to do until I discovered in the course of one half conscious moment that she too had gone to sleep.
Sleeping against each other with me penetrated into Annika is nothing new. Annika loves it, as do I. But more often than not, it is side by side. I wondered if I should roll us both onto our sides. But the on top position wasn't unknown and, given her lightness wasn't uncomfortable, so I left it along and surrendered to a deeper sleep.
But that degree of intimacy when you're sleeping has its cost -- of maybe reward, depending on how you look at it. As often occurs when we do this, I found myself waking in the middle of an erotic dream ejaculating into Annika with the pulses of a strong orgasm. I managed to suppress any loud groan or inclination to thrust; just laying there, barely awake but very much enjoying it, as it ran its course.
What surprised me was I was pretty sure Annika reacted to my orgasm with one of her own. And by pretty sure, I mean I know she did.
Now, she has more recently shown a capacity to climax in response to any penetrative climax of mine. She described it as something of an emotional response of an already aroused person and, given everyone seems to be researching the strange sexual goings on of our group, my research indicated that's not too uncommon; although it didn't identify it as an emotional response.
The thing was, Annika didn't wake up. She moaned in a sort of strangled, cut off way and her body shivered on top of me for quite a while, as her initial moans turning to something deeper; which gave signals of both a conventional orgasm and a cervical one. The way she was on top of me left her very deeply penetrated by me, so the latter was theoretically possible. But the initial moan and the contractions I felt pummelling my erection, suggested a more conventional one; or both. But it left me wondering if a sleeping person can respond emotionally like that.
Without wanting to disturb her, and with her presence on top of me offering no discomfort and a lot of lovely intimacy, my only real response could be to leave her on top of me, my still hard erection inside her, and try and go back to sleep. Sleeping is one of my strengths, so I was soon back in the land of the not awake.
I awoke to the morning light to find a beautiful, smiling girls inches from my face; a rather pleasant way to wake up, I must admit.
She seemed in a hurry to tell me...
"I had the most beautiful dream last night that we were making love on the beach and I had this most fantastic and prolonged orgasm; like my clit and g spot exploded in pleasure and my whole body was invaded by a cervical orgasm."
I wondered for a moment how to respond...
"It wasn't a dream. You did climax and I'm pretty sure it was a bit of both. I had a wet dream and as soon as I came, you came too."
"I told you how sensitive I am to your climaxes. There's all the proof you could need. Were you fucking me in the dream?"
"Yes."
"Where?"
"On the water's edge of a lagoon."
"So we both have beach obsessions. I suppose that's where we picked you up, so it's no surprise."
We had to get up soon and get on the road, so I gently tipped Annika on her side, onto the bed. But that was not to say I withdrew from her. For a while, we quietly kissed, caressed and cuddled, both of us doing a bit of pleasurable thrusting of my shaft, but neither of us with an intention to generate a climax.
As we heard Laila stir, we stopped and I withdrew my now very sticky erection from Annika's body as I turned to face her. Greeting her with a kiss on the lips, I sat up and started sliding out of the tent, explaining...
"We'd better get things moving. It's an early start today."
My action had been deliberate. I didn't want the morning turning into an orgy. We had a long day ahead and our intended destination was likely to be a far more suitable place for noisy sexual activities.
Putting on a pair of swimmers, I climbed to the ground to find Angelique already at the stove, frying eggs and preparing some filtered coffee.
The slide out 'kitchen' on the French Girls truck is incredible and really practical and useful. It can be set up in moments if we stop by the roadside for a break and is much more friendly and comfortable to use than the portable gas stove we have.
Angelique was dressed just in a bikini and greeted me with a kiss on both cheeks before turning back to the eggs and pointing to the coffee and asking...
"You finish?"
We'd slowly been developing some means of communication between her only French and my only English language abilities; normally short, truncated requests or instructions in English.. Her request was clear enough...would I finish the process of pouring the hot water through the coffee filter. It was right next to where she was working and, whether she planned it or not -- and I suspect she did -- it meant I was standing right next to her, trapped between the body of the truck and her. Which meant her hips, shoulders and thighs were pressed firmly against mine.
Predictably, she used that contact as much as she could. She attended to the eggs in an animated way; rubbing against me. And when I turned towards her to get some cups off the table next to her, I found her hips rubbing against the front of my swimmers.
This was typically Angelique and I just accepted that's the way it was. She extracts whatever pleasure she can by interaction against me and if she can generate a boner in my pants than, so much the better.
I was saved from the boner by Annika who appeared, also dressed in a bikini and took over my role.
I went about packing our vehicle until the girls served up breakfast.
Once breakfast was over, we were on our way. The next leg of the trip was largely through uninhabited, remote areas, so once again, the girls in our truck -- which for this leg included Angelique -- went topless.
With Annika and Laila being the hirees of the truck, and therefore the only ones entitled to drive it, I was once again in the back with Angelique, who had now taken to sitting in the centre seat so she could talk more freely between the front seats to Annika and Laila; or at least that was her excuse. In practice, it also meant she could grope me; accidentally or inadvertently of course.
It was a relatively short trip down the sealed Northern Highway before we turned off onto the dirt track called the Goldsworthy Road. Our destination was a hot water springs known as 'Running waters'. This road was in relatively poor condition, so we were thrown about a fair bit as the vehicle went along a well rutted track. Which gave me the entertainment of three women with wildly bouncing breasts and the -- not sure if it was burden or benefit -- of Angelique falling over into my lap quite a lot from where she had to place her hands in all sorts of inappropriate places to help her right herself.
The consequence, as I'm sure she intended, was me displaying a boner for much of that part of the trip.
Goldsworthy Road took us down to Marble Bar road and thereby into the small town of Marble Bar itself.
Marble Bar is a well know name, if only because the nightly weather report often identifies it as the town with the highest national temperature for the day. We had intended to stop for a break here, but found the town uninviting. After a quick roadside conference with Cecile in her vehicle, we decided to move out of town and find a clearing to have our break in instead.
A little out of town Laila, now driving, spotted a large clearing with a small waterhole well towards the back of it. We pulled in, with Cecile following us in the second truck and piled out of the vehicles to pull some refreshments from the fridges. When we pulled in, the clearing and waterhole were devoid of other people, so the girls hadn't bothered to put on their bikini tops.
The waterhole wasn't that appealing, so we stayed around the trucks.
But about ten minutes later a group of teenage Aboriginals came down and started playing in the waterhole. We were nearly ready to hit the road again, so instead of the girls putting their tops on, we all moved around the other side of the vehicles out of direct sight of those swimming.
The next stage of the trip took us deeper into the remote part of Australia.
The first leg was along Ripon Hills Road, which was at least sealed because (as far as we could tell) if seemed to lead towards a mining area. But as we took another turn towards our destination, it was onto an unsealed road, with all the bouncing and rolling of the truck (and groping by Angelique) that entails. And then, for the final stage, we turned onto was was little more than a pair of wheel ruts in the form of a track.
Here we lacked signage or any indication of where we were going, our navigation complicated as the tracks branched off in a number of directions. Traditional GPS wasn't of any help, since it didn't map this area with any detail. And nor was our large map of the area much use in finding our way, since most of the tracks weren't shown on the map.
In the end, we had to switch to using our latitude and longitude, which we are able to extract from our GPS, and then take whatever track seemed most likely to be in the direction of the latitude and longitude of the billabong itself.
There were moments we felt like we were circling the waterhole, rather than going towards it, but in the end, Angelique and I, holding the map in thee back seat, with Angelique's hand placed indecently high on my thigh to -- so she would have me believe -- balance herself as she bent across the map, got us there.
The final decision was whether to take the last 100 off metres of very rough track down to be right alongside the waterhole instead of setting up camp in the clearing where we'd come to a stop. It was tempting. It was a nice spot down alongside the water. We walked down the track to investigate it. While it had clearly been used by braver souls than ourselves, it entailed a lot of navigating the trucks across some large boulders. We decided risking damaging the underside of the trucks not worth it.and set up camp at the top clearing.
We intended to stay for two nights. We were miles from anywhere and from any other person in a little visited location. Still, I was a bit surprised when Annika and Laila declared it was to be a naked campsite. I suspect their background is one where nudity is nothing special and I'm now used to their habits in that regard and, to be honest, since I've fucked all the girls many times, can hardly worry about my modesty in front of them.
The French girls showed some reluctance but quickly folded. It was only James who was somewhat mortified by two days of running around naked, but Cecile overcame his resistance.
So it was shortly after that four naked females and two naked males sat around our campsite enjoying a very late lunch.
By now, I was used to displaying an erection in front of the girls; some thing that Annika and Angelique, by sitting on my lap and other provocative actions, soon ensured I displayed. James on the other hand was obviously disconcerted by Cecile's arousing of him; probably not helped by Cecile raising the issue of cock size.
The lunch was leisurely, but once we were finished it was time for us to go down and have a dip in the hot springs.
Now, some might suggest I'm overly cautious here, but this was one circumstance where I wanted to enter the water already aroused. In the back of my mind I was aware that hot springs can contain bacteria or viruses -- or something -- that can get inside you and make you sick.
I had no intention of sticking my head under the water, but it also occurred to me that if I grew a boner while in the water, maybe -- just maybe because I'm no expert on these things -- the nasties might get sucked into my cock as it grew. And nothing was more certain than the fact that the girls -- all three of Annika, Laila and Angelique, were going to be doing stuff to me that would grow, or maintain, a boner. We were well into the afternoon and none of them had been able to engage me for sex yet. There was a friskiness in the air that was sure to be put to use while we were down by the spring.


For the same reason I also had no intention of having sex in the spring. But there was no shortage of soft edges tot he spring that I suspected were going to be put to good use.
I thought I would have to walk close alongside Annika and in a act very tactile way to get the boner which -- for one time -- I wanted. That was naive!
Annika, Laila and Angelique were all over me like a rash, even as we walked down. A criminal being taken down by three burly policemen was the nearest equivalence I can think of; one on either side with Angelique walking in front of me rubbing her butt against my front.
When we got to the water, they tossed me in off a rock ledge and then piled in on top of me; their hands, legs and breasts all over me. And they all wanted one thing.
I barely had a chance to register the delightful warmth of the spring; about 34 degrees C I would guess as I somehow responded to their intimacy, trying to make it both playful and erotic at the same time; touching up many breasts and crotches in the process.
But obviously Annika had to get priority.
As, for a moment, I found her in my arms in front of me, I asked...
"Do you want to move to the shore and -- well, you know?"
"You know they'll be queuing up behind me."
"I figured that. But everyone seems rather anxious and in a hurry. But you get to set all the rules. If you'd like to wait until we get back to the trucks, that's fine by me."
"Hell no. I want you now. The others can watch from a distance, then have their turn."
Annika's response gave me a little shudder. It said so much about the strange situation I was in; having sex in public, then having a queue of girls waiting their turn to also have sex with me also in public. It meant I would have to do some mighty fast recovery from any post-sex flaccidness and the love of my life would be watching me fuck other girls.
Indicating to the others that we wanted some time to ourselves, we breast stroked to the far end of the spring, where we'd spotted and area of coarse sand partly covered in sparse grass. From the shallows I surveyed the spot. I didn't want to find ourselves annoying a snake half way through our love making, or having sex on top of an ants nest.
It seemed to be clear and clean, so we slid up onto the sand, our feet still dangling in the water, but our torsos out of it. Annika manoeuvred me onto my back and mounted me in a reverse missionary position; making sure she was as deeply penetrated as she could achieve. I let out a little hum of pleasure as my erection was embraced within her beautiful body.
But instead of immediately starting to thrust or ride me, she laid down on top of me, nuzzling my cheek before engaging me with an aggressive French kiss, rolling gently back and forwards across my body with an increasing passion. Coming up for air, she exclaimed...
"I've been waiting for this all morning. The wet dream I had just made me want to put it into reality. I would have taken you at morning tea if I had half a chance."
Before I could respond, her tongue was back down my throat, her bodily movements becoming increasingly erotically and erogenously focused.
Working herself up, she raised herself on her arms, starting to thrust and grind her clit into my pubis, presenting her dangling breasts, wobbling with her actions, as a delightful sight. I lifted my head to suck her right breast while tweaking the left one with my fingers; pulling back occasionally to let me watch the beauty of her breasts at their sexual best.
Annika must have been fairly randy because she came pretty quickly. Moaning, she collapsed down onto me, French kissing me again as I felt her contractions play against my erection. Almost breathing the words into my mouth in a moaning cadence as she continued to kiss me, she indicated...
"I'm not finished yet. I need more. Much more."
Letting her orgasm run its course and allowing a bit more, she raised herself again, this time into something closer to a cowgirl. But she showed no intention to ride me. Instead I sensed her pushing me deeply into her, clearly going for contact with her cervix. Finding it, she started to rock herself gently on top of me, the occasional light bounce offering her a different form of stimulation of it.
Lifting my head, I could see her clit was in contact with my pubis, her action causing a slight movement against it. But it was clear Annika's attention was more internal. The guttural moans and shuddering told me she was achieving what she wanted. The rolling action wobbled her breasts, but not as actively as before. I held my hands up to her nipples, letting her stimulate them against my open palm.
I love Annika using my body for this sort of erotic pleasure. I love seeing Annika in such an elevated state of arousal and, almost with this sort of sex, continual orgasm; although an orgasm of a different nature -- more intense she tells me.
As I've noted before, this sort of sex has no natural ending. There is not some big bang of a climax to indicate time is up. It can go on for as long as the girl wants it to and her partner is willing to indulge her. With Annika, she can take as long as she wants. If I have any reservation, it is simply that it might encourage Laila and Angelique to want the same and I just don't feel quite the same obligation to them, even if there is a certain joy in pleasuring each of them.
But for the moment, my attention and focus was on Annika. Her eyes were almost rolled back in her head, her breathing heavy, her mouth an almost static circle as she gently expressed whatever rapture flowed within her body. Clearly she was experiencing cervical orgasms. It was beautiful and heart warming to see my lover in a state of such rapture.
My erection was being warmed by her body and teased by her slight movements. But the tease was delightful in itself; infusing my manhood, in a way that only a lover could understand, with a taste of the sense of pleasure she was feeling.
The nipples that were brushing against the hands I held against her breasts were tightened to their projecting maximum; lovely towers of erotic female flesh that bent against my palm as they moved across it.
I lifted my head to look down along my torso at where her vulva sat on my pubis. The spread of her labia and the lightness of her sitting position let me see both her swollen clit and where the engorged base of my penis entered her vagina.
I brought a hand down off her breast to slide a finger in against her clit.
Annika responded by pressing down against it and rocking more vigorously; moving her clit along my finger.
I can only guess that she had already been primed for something big, because very quickly she let out an explosive, loud, very un-Annika like cry...
"OOOOOOOOHHHHHHHH"
I could feel her squirting onto my thighs as she collapsed down onto me, laying along my body with her head almost buried into the sand alongside my right ear as she continued in waves, fortunately a little more quietly...
"oooohhhhhh...ooooohhhhhhh....oooohhhhh... "
I felt her body tense with each wave, her contractions bearing down on my shaft.
After about four waves she forcefully rolled us both over, leaving me on top...
"Fuck me...fuck me quickly...now..."
It wasn't an instruction I was likely to ignore. Annika has done this before. She seems to like being fucked while still in the throes of a powerful orgasm.
I did as I was told, thrusting into her, now finding a light grip was stimulating my manhood.
It seemed to reactivate Annika's orgasm with a refreshed intensity, Annika responding to each thrust with a reasonably loud...
"Aaahhh...aaahhhh....aaahhhh..ooohhhhh.....ooohhhaaarrr..."
All the while she's playing the game of wobbly breasts, letting my thrusts throw her body about in an exaggerated way, making a sensual display as I stared down at her from my elevated arm position.
Gradually, her cries got softer, her response seemingly petering out. She was not yet completely settled before she tightened her grip on me, considerably accelerating my brewing up. That hot, full, wonderful, sensation, that momentarily fills my shaft before I come, built to a grunting crescendo, inducing my manhood to swell to the stretched out erection that only Annika and Angelique can induce in me.
I groaned loudly as the first pulse of my climax hosed out Annika's vagina with my cum. But that was nothing compared to Annika's reaction. As it often does, my orgasm induced another in Annika, but this was no normal one. It seemed to re-trigger her previous one, pushing her hips up against mine enough to lift me up as she repeated her earlier performance...
"OOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHH...AAAAAAHHHHHHHH"
From there, we cried and moaned in harmony as my pulses continued and we each experienced powerful climaxes.
Midway through Annika wrapped her arm around the back of my neck and crushingly drew my head down to hers...
"Fuck me more."
I'd stopped thrusting to let me get the best feel from pulses as they slowly diminished. But Annika wasn't to be denied. I gave her some long, moderately fast thrusts with an erection that was sill operating at its full length and girth, stretched out and very hard fleshed.
It triggered her again; another hip throw, another prolonged repeat of her vocal performance, this time delivered straight into my face as she pinned me there; almost like she was yelling at me. For me it induced those shuddering mini climaxes that would normally have come when I was a bit closer to the pulses subsiding. Nice, but nothing like Annika was feeling and her loud moans were only replied to with the softest little groans.
My orgasm had fully petered out, reduced to nothing but an odd sensation of cum dripping from the tip of my cock. It was still full hard as Annika continued to ride it from below, grinding and twisting her hip to screw it around inside her.
While I was rather pleased with the intensity of the orgasms I'd induced in her, both in a sense of pride way and in the absolute pleasure of seeing someone I so loved in a state of such rapture, there was little more that I could do except leave my erection where it was for her to draw whatever stimulation she needed from it.
As things calmed down, she lifted her head the very short distance required to thrust her tongue down the back of my throat as she passionately kissed me. Maybe misunderstanding a slight movement I made to make sure my weight was distributed on my elbows and knees and not on her, she whispered into my mouth...
"Leave it there. It feels so good."
We were still in that position -- tongue down my throat included -- when I heard Laila's voice behind me...
"Are you finished. I'd really like to satisfy some very needy parts of my body."
We'd been making out for quite a while and, with the performance Annika had put on, it was maybe no surprise that it had stirred up the passions of others. Annika withdrew her tongue and lifted her head to address Laila...
"Sorry. Yes. But we'll have to refresh him."
My erection had gone through the sensation of something like a plug being momentarily pulled on a blow up toy. It was no longer rock hard, but still most of a three quarter mongrel. Half pushing, half signalling, Annika had me roll over onto my back, she, still penetrated by me, following me to end up on my stomach.
She withdrew, sliding down my body to immerse herself in the hot spring, until her head was level with my manhood. Laila slid up alongside her. Splashing some of the spring water across it, the girls hand washed and rinsed my dangling cock.
What followed was a technique that had never failed them. Laila went first, taking the whole of my cock -- right down to my balls - into her mouth, letting it's malleability having it curl in her mouth, rather than being pushed down her throat. What followed was something like a washing machine as her tongue swirled around it.
After about a minute, she surrendered it to Annika who did the same.
It was as Laila did it the second time that my manhood decided it was ready to give sex another go; quickly straightening out in Laila's mouth, for a moment making me wonder if I could get the curled length of it past her teeth as it pushed out her cheek.
Casting a look around the site, Laila then bent over my body and whispered into my ear...
"Fuck me. The way I like it."
Rolling off me, she positioned her hip over a slight drop of the sand into the water; leaving the water half way up her thighs before disappearing under the surface and her hip elevated.
In her words, 'how I like' it would be described as hard and fast. But over the last few months, I've discovered that's not really what it is all about; with some relief since I never really liked the thought of banging her hard. It has a deeper meaning than that; something closer to 'with excessive enthusiasm and lustful passion'. In some ways they might look a bit the same from a distance (and having other people watch our sex has become part of the ordinary), but the delivery is somewhat different and certainly less violent.
And all of the girls seem to get off on my throwing sweat all over them when I'm in an elevated missionary position; which in the hot, muggy environment we're in, comes somewhat automatically, when I'm in an elevated missionary position fucking them with 'excessive enthusiasm and lustful passion'.
I also noted that Laila, by hanging over the edge of a sand drop into the water, had presented herself in a way that let me rake her g spot as I fucked her.
While it was clear that Laila was randy, I wasn't sure how aroused and ready for that sort of sex she was. So I lay half over her and caressed her torso and breasts until I worked my way down to her vulva where my fingers slid through her crease to touch up her clit.
It was swollen and, as I slid further along her crease, I found that her vagina offered a receptive opening. But I was in no hurry. In my current situation, I never have to feel in any rush to penetrate and ejaculate. I get more than enough of that. There's more than one way to enjoy Laila's body in all its beauty and let her enjoy mine. In any case, if she really wants a g spot orgasms, it is better to warm her up first.
Taking in the vista of the delightful feminine form laid out before me, in all its glorious, erotic beauty, I started sucking her nipple and fingering her clit. Her moan and the way she held my head to her breast confirmed she was willing to go down that path.
Laila is way more vocal that Annika and she was soon making it pretty certain she was heavily aroused. I thought it was time to warm up her g spot too; digitally penetrating her with three fingers and raking where I thought her g spot should be while still stimulating her clit with my thumb. And, of course, still sucking and tonguing her nipples.
It took a few more minutes, but she was soon enough brought to a climax.
It was predictable what would follow. Even as she climaxed, she pushed my thigh in a way that told me to move on top of her and penetrate her. Unsurprisingly, my penetration of her found not the slightest resistance; she was open, wet, slippery and receptive.
Then with her body still squirming under me, she signalled with her hands for me to start fucking her. As is the case with Annika, and indeed, Angelique, this seems to extend their orgasms.
I did some long and slow thrusts that had the desired effect; not just of extending her orgasm but intensifying it. But I was deliberately a bit parsimonious in my approach. The sex she wanted from me usually ends in quite a scene generated by a powerful response from her.
Had I just started to go for it, it was likely to quickly, simply blow up her first orgasm and bring the whole thing to an early halt.
I wanted Laila to enjoy the first orgasm, let her settle and express the oxytocin rush she gets with any orgasm, and then start again aiming for the big one. As was predictable, that oxytocin rush manifested itself in the form of a period of intense kissing and caressing.
As she settled from that, I started thrusting quickly working myself up to the state of excessive enthusiasm and lustful passion that I needed to satisfy her desires. What does that mean in practice? Well, it certainly involves a high degree of animation by me and, yes, that means the thrusts are long and pretty fast. But here it's important to remember that I'm targeting her g spot. With her hips over the edge of a slight dip in the sandy bank, I'm thrusting in an upward direction, trying to rake the tip of my shaft against that sensitive area. Although, now after being measured up, I''m told the thickness of my shaft does a pretty good job at that.
As for the rest of it, grunting with the effort, very obviously lustfully drooling over the beauty of the woman under me, occasionally going to ultra full penetration, pushing her torso around and grinding her vulva against my pubis, thrusting by moving my legs and extended arms - rather than just lifting and dropping my butt -- which provides the workout for me to start throwing my sweat all over her, together make for some pretty lustful passion.
I noted she wasn't gripping me very tightly; a signal that she might have preferred multiple orgasms, not counting the first one. After a long drive and a late lunch, and spending nearly a delightful hour fucking Annika, the afternoon was getting on and I wasn't sure I was ready to spend an hour on Laila too. The reality was I was keen to get back to Annika.
So I took matter into my own hands by dragging the upper surface of my erection firmly across the hard pelvic floor muscle of her vaginal opening each time I withdrew. That let me stimulate myself towards an orgasm in a way I could control. I didn't want to go before her, but I wanted to make sure I was on the edge of one when she came, so that I could quickly finish myself while she was still in the middle of her orgasm.
Because I also had Angelique waiting in the queue for when I'd finished with Laila.
The foreplay fingering of her to a climax had done its job. Laila responded fairly quickly; and the way she moans and cries out as she gets worked up leaves nothing to the imagination. It was soon to the stage that every thrust generated a loud, almost crying, moan from her. Reading her situation, I was intentionally brewing up my own orgasm, my grunts now carrying with them something of pleasurable moan too.
She came with a loud prolonged, repetitive scream. I kept thrusting, now really putting the effort into bringing my own orgasm on -- and extending and intensifying hers - with some powerful thrusts. She was still screaming when with a loud grunt, I felt the first pulse of my climax rush up my shaft.
As I usually do, I buried my face in the sand next to her head, turned it away from her so as not to deafen her with my grunts and enjoyed the repetitive pulses of my climax, adding some extra thrusts when I sensed they'd extend it.
When my orgasm was over and I sensed Laila's was settling, I rolled off her; extracting my erection from her in the process. This was intended to signal to Laila that the sex was over. Had I loitered with my erection in her and me on top, she would have had me wait for a recovery of my erection and a second round.
I knew that Laila would have to expend her oxytocin high on me, but with my erection extracted and going limp, even when she covered me with her body -- as I knew she would -- and started pashing me, it would be a more complex process to start again; more so if her noisy orgasm attracted Angelique to join us.
It worked out as I anticipated.
Laila threw herself on top of me, passionately kissing and caressing me. I happily reciprocated. I rather enjoyed the intimacy of the whole process; even more so when I knew it wasn't the foreplay for another sexual engagement.


And soon after Laila started pashing me, I sensed that Angelique had been drawn to us and was standing at our feet, waiting her turn.
Laila was entitled to her moment of pashing. I didn't hurry her, but as I sensed it calming down I drew Angelique's presence to her attention. Reluctantly, but gracefully, she climbed off me, making a comment to Angelique in french which I suspected translated to something like...
"It's going to take some work to get his cock hard again."
As she knelt down next to my prone body, Angelique bent over me and gave me a broad, seductive, smile, saying something in French which, given what followed, I suspect equated to...
"Well, we'd better get that erection up again."
But she didn't immediately go for my cock. Kneeling alongside me, she started by caressing my chest; rather nicely really. In any other circumstance, that alone, in conjunction with a knowledge of her intentions and the delightful sight of her large breasts dangling over my torso, might have aroused me. But having dumped two loads in the last hour, this time it wasn't going to be that easy.
Of course, there was something in it for her in all of that. The girls have always made a fuss about my swimmer's torso; muscular in a very swimmer's athletic (rather than body builder's) way. And I could see her lusting over mine as she caressed me, loitering over the more muscular areas; now somewhat hardened by my exertions while fucking Laila..
She worked slowly down my torso until she was caressing the line between my navel and pubis; as if she's trying to tease my manhood to action. A year ago, that would have given me a pretty quick hard-on. But after just finishing Laila, it wasn't so sensitive.
Moving between my legs, Angelique bent down and, holding her breasts together, started titty teasing my still pretty flaccid cock; noticeably rubbing her already hard nipples on my thighs and hip as she did it.
I could feel that start to have an effect. It wasn't springing into action, but I could feel that sense of my manhood taking the initial steps to filling. I was quite happy to lay back and enjoy it; simply lifting my head a bit so I could watch Angelique's exquisite breasts in action.
As my cock started to harden and elongate, Angelique extended herself over me, laying on top and spreading her legs so that my erection, as it completed its inflation, pressed into her vulva.
I don't know whether she intended to penetrate herself with it that soon; certainly she hadn't yet sheathed it in the condom that was a part of the deal with Annika. In any case, I had other plans. I rolled her over, putting me half on top of her.
Like I had with Laila, I wanted to finger her to an orgasm before we got into the serious stuff, because that seemed to intensifies the serious stuff -- especially if they are going for g spot or cervical orgasms -- and, if I'm honest, it's fun to play with her sensitive breasts.
As I've noted many times before, Angelique is almost every man's idea of the perfect sex body. As if she was generated by AI. Reasonably slender, but very, very shapely, with very large breasts, still perky at her youthful age. Pretty face, beautiful smile, lovely hair, flawless skin all go with the deal. And then you get down to the really sexual stuff, with her interesting, only slightly large nipples set on a somewhat puffy areolas and a sexually inviting mons bulge to die for.
It's is, if you'll forgive my crudeness and momentary objectification of her, almost more fun playing with and fingering her body than it is to fuck it.
Now it was my turn to caress her torso, initially running my hand up from below her navel to her far breast. Gliding my hand over the top of it, I gently played my fingers against her nipple, raising it to full hardness as I nibbled at her neck.
Sliding my hand then across to her nearer breast, I brought up the nipple on that too.
Anglique hummed in pleasure, giving me some indication she might be ready for some more invasive touching. Moving my head to cover the top of her nearer breast with my mouth, I slowly caressed the length of her torso as I moved my hand back down to her mons.
Her mons has this lovely feel to it; one that I could happily play with for ages. I didn't have ages, but I certainly had time to move my hand around it, feeling its soft but firm flesh and using my finger to open up the crease that ran down the front of it, while my lips vigorously engaged with her nipple as my tongue flicked across the captured tip of it.
Angelique's hum became a little louder, signalling I was still on the right path.
Almost reluctantly, I moved on from her mons, slowly gliding my finger from the vertical part of her crease at the front of her mons, down between the delightful feel of the thick lips that guarded the entrance to the deeper part of her vulva into the inner sanctum.
There I found her clit; swollen, moist and seemingly awaiting my attention.
As I started touching up her clit, I moved my head across her chest, playfully taking a moment to motor boat between them before moving across to the further breast to suck its nipple. My interaction with that breast was more, lets call it fulsome, taking as mush of the top of it into my mouth as I could, pushing the tip of her hardened nipple against the roof of my mouth as I flailed it with my tongue.
That also let me bring my, until now, free hand up to play with her closer nipple.
Like Annika, Angelique can be brought to an orgasm on nipple stimulation alone, so to observe that my more aggressive approach to her breasts triggered a response in the form of a moan and much heavier breathing from her, would be an understatement.
With my forefinger still playing against her clit, I extended my middle one down to judge the state of her vaginal opening. As might be expected, it was open and wet; but for the moment I kept my concentration on her clit.
It was clear that what I was doing was highly stimulating to Angelique. With a sort of 'when you're on a good thing, stay on it', approach I just kept doing what I was; my ears telling me, between her heavier and heavier breathing and the tone of her moans, that she was building to an orgasm.
From the first sucking of her breasts until her thighs tensed, her hips rose and she placed and hand to hold my head firmly against her breast as she climaxed was, I would say, less than five minutes.
Angelique probably thought that after that, I'd mount her or let her mount me. But that was never my intention. It wasn't hard to guess Angelique would want to use me for cervical stimulation. I strongly suspected it was part of why she and Cecile had Annika measure my erection that morning.
And from what I've managed to discern since this whole cervical orgasm thing arose, it works best when the girl is highly aroused.
It wasn't that making out with Angelique wasn't fun. Its just that I wanted to get back in the arms of Annika. So I wanted to try and shorten Angelique's period of riding me in a way that can be timed out by heavily stimulating her before then. Or at least that was my logic for doing what I did next.
When her orgasm subsided I moved what I might describe as 'more aggressively' over her laid out body. For the first orgasm I'd been laying with my body more resting against her, rather than over her. Yes my head, and therefore part of my chest had been over hers as I sucked her nipples.
Now I rested closer to being on her. Somewhat to the side, such that my legs straddled her nearer thigh rather than both her legs, but now my weight was on her.
As I did that, I digitally penetrated her, looking to stimulate her g spot while I momentarily, what might be best called, wallowed my face between her breasts; somewhat motor boating, somewhat caressing her cleavage with my cheeks.
Angelique tensed as my fingers penetrated her; not I sensed in a rejecting way, rather I thought from her vocalisation, it may have inflamed the last embers of her previous orgasm. The play between her breasts was nothing more than a prelude to an even more dynamic assault on her very sensitive nipples.
The whole thing got a good reaction from Angelique; her hand back holding my head to her breasts, while leaving me room to move from nipple to nipple and stimulate them in a variety of approaches,
and she moaning and breathing more or less in the way we'd left off with the last orgasm.
I would have liked to press her breasts together, bringing her nipples as close to each other as I could so I could flick from one to the other, but that required two hands to bring them together. The fingers inside her vagina seemed to be doing a good job and I was reluctant to withdraw them for more than a moment.
Instead I used that hand to move her hand into a position that pushed the breast on the far side in, while my spare hand pushed the other. Angelique got my intention and did as I asked, letting the wet fingers of the other hand return to her vagina.
As I worked at stimulating her g spot, my head hovered over that pair of delightful breasts, her nipples almost touching each other, letting me dive onto one, suck it, lick it, even draw it into my mouth and flail it aggressively with my tongue, my cheek moving against the other hard nipple, and then effortlessly move across to the other to repeat the process.
I don't know whether it was the nipple or g spot stimulation which was doing it -- or maybe the combination -- but Angelique was strongly responding.
There was no doubt that all that interaction with Angelique's beautiful body was having an effect on me. My conscience says that it should only be Annika who can cause my cock to go super stretched hard. It is something I'd never experienced until I fell in love with Annika; a sensation that my erection becomes so aroused that the skin on it feels as though it will rip apart as both the girth and width try to exceed their proscribed parameters. With all the fuss the girls are now making about measuring the thing, I suppose I could suggest it's now growing an additional 15mm in both directions, but the truth is, I don't have a clue. All I know is it feels bigger and the skin is stretching because of that.
But a second person came along to trigger that effect in the form of Angelique. You've heard it all before. Angelique is a doppelganger for a movie star I've long had a serious crush on, in the form of Sydney Sweeney; except, in the flesh and given her relative youth, Angelique is actually a very much improved version of Sydney.
Wrong as it is, as Angelique approached her second orgasm, my cock was signalling its desire to penetrate her by stretching its skin and surging a lot.
Angelique's second climax was more powerful than the first. Her moans were louder, and her hips lifted more strongly, a matter of no small significance given I was half on top of her and straddling her thigh with my legs.
Had it been Annika, or even Laila, I would have penetrated her and started thrusting; but my fucking of Angelique is governed by different rules.
I rode out her orgasm, let her express her oxytocin high and then straddling her whole torso, moved up her body and presented my erection for the fitting of the condom, the packet for which I had long since noticed -- like since we left the trucks to go down to the waterhole -- was tucked into the band of her waterproof watch.
Moving back down her prone body, I slid my legs between Angelique's well spread ones and fully penetrated her very receptive vagina. It was a rather nice feeling; one my cock had been anticipating for some time.
Angelique was laying in exactly the same position as Laila had been in; with a slight dip in the sand heading down to the water at the point of her hips; providing something like the effect of a pillow under them, and so well positioned for a good banging of her g spot.
That was exactly what I wanted. However stretched my cock might be, I was anxious to get back to Annika. I figured this would let me quickly give her a good g spot orgasm, dump my load in her and then get back to Annika.
But Angelique had different ideas. I was about to execute my plan when she forcefully rolled us over, putting her on top. Yes, I could have fought against it, but I didn't.
Repositioning herself to a cowgirl squat over me, without losing my penetration of her, she sat upright, grinning down at me.
It was what I feared and I should have anticipated, given the cock measuring that went on last night. She wanted to play for cervical orgasms. Which is all very nice, but as I've observed before, it is a form of sex that has no defined end, neither triggering my manhood to a climax, nor creating the big bang for her that lets me take over and finish the job.
Within myself, I had vowed to deal with Angelique's sexual needs nicely and with enthusiasm, instead of reluctantly and with the guilty conscience that comes from my love of Annika. But this moment was more a time thing. I wanted to be with Annika; frolicking with her in the hot spring. We'd driven most of the day and the afternoon was getting late and, apart from her turn at getting fucked, I'd barely had a free moment with her.
Funny, isn't it. I have a once in a lifetime period of opportunity while we are on this trip to fuck three girls daily -- which must be every guys dream - and all I really want is to be left alone to have time with Annika.
Still, I relented to my vow to give Angelique good sex, so I initially laid there and watched as Angelique got herself positioned and worked up to find the cervical arousal and climaxes she was looking for. The woman being already sexually excited helps this process, which made the two fingering orgasms she'd already had a good start. But to provide more immediate assistance, I reached out to brush my hand across her right breast while caressing her mons and gently sliding my finger through her crease to tickle her cilt with the other hand as she rocked herself around my cock.
Angelique knew how to cervically pleasure herself on my cock. We'd been here before. I watched as she worked herself up to her first climax; accompanied by the guttural moans and strange bodily contortions that seem to accompany these orgasms. From there it was a sort of continuous process of orgasm after orgasm; or maybe just the same one washed out in a series of waves.
After what I guessed was about fifteen minutes of these, I decided it was time to bring it to an end. I'd been gently playing with her clit and nipples as this had been going along. Now I more earnestly started to stimulate them. It took a while, but Angelique's guttural moans started to be tinged with the sort of moans usually associated with her conventional sexual moans.
As her clitoral orgasm broke on her she groaned loudly and dropped her body down on me, laying on top of me as her thighs tensed around my cock and her contractions pummelled it internally.
Now I had to give myself an orgasm to bring this sexual moment to an end, before she wanted to start another cycle.
Still underneath her, I started using what I've come to know as the 'bear hug' technique; holding Angelique tightly as I started to firmly rock the back of my cock against her firm pelvic floor muscle at the front of her vaginal opening with subtle little thrusts. I knew it could be quite effective in giving me an orgasm; and quite a nice one too.
Angelique sensed what I was doing and decided instead to wrap her legs tightly around mine and roll us both over, putting me in a missionary position over her.
I was quite happy to let her do that. It gave me my favourite finishing position.
Because we'd started on the edge of the same little drop off as the place I'd fucked Laila, we had the same advantage of having Angelique positioned as if there was a pillow under her hips. It might have been my turn to come, but I was more than willing to make the best of it for her too.
So, I lifted myself on outstretched arms, stared down at her wondrous breasts, and enthusiastically fucked her with an upward thrust, intended to rake her g spot.
It worked for both of us.
Already highly aroused and worked up, Angelique came quickly, nosily and spectacularly; putting on quite a vocal and physical display. That complimented what was already a pretty good display of her wobbling breasts as she rag-dolled to my thrusts -- partly real and partly put on by her.
I took a bit longer, but enjoyed every moment of it.
But as soon as I'd finished groan into Angelique's ear as the pulses of my climax subsided, I withdrew, gave Angelique a bit of a kiss and indicated it was time to get back to the others.
Swimming back to the other end of the waterhole, we found Annika sitting on the bank, only her feet in the water...
"The others got all wrinkly from spending too long in the water and have gone back to the trucks. I thought I'd wait for you."
"That's nice of you."
I sat up on the bank alongside Annika, watching as Angelique exited the water too and indicated she was going to join the others. It was nice to be left alone with Annika...
"And what about you? Are you all wrinkly too?"
"No. I stayed out of the water so I could wait for you."
"That was very thoughtful of you."
I bent in to kiss her and the next thing I knew was that she had wrapped her arms around me and we were rolling around on the ground in a passionate embrace.
You might think that after spending something in excess of two hours fucking three girls, I might have been a bit over that, but nothing could be further from the truth. To be back in Annika's arms was something I'd been longing for since she left me to deal with the other two girls. It wasn't about sex, although the proximity to her naked body induced another erection, it was about loving... intimacy... the feel of her flesh against mine... a whole lot of stuff that raises a relationship well above merely sex.
As we lay there kissing, she asked...
"You've barely had a chance to swim in the waterhole. Will we slip into it?"
"I'd like that. After all it's why we came all this way."
Instead of getting up and walking the half metre to get there, we embraced each other and rolled into it, our bodies initially separating as we entered the water as we positioned ourselves in a non drowning posture. But standing in chest deep water, we re-embraced each other; kissing and caressing as lovers do.
I was glad I'd got the erection before I came into the water. Annika's close press against my naked body was certainly arousing me; indeed, it had gone to super-hard mode. Had I not got it before hand, I certainly would have been growing it now.
But sex itself was still not on my mind and I certainly wasn't going to do it in the water.
We frolicked, kissed and cuddled, swan around a bit and kissed some more -- a lot of kissing. And not for a moment did my cock soften.
Eventually we were going wrinkly and I suggested we get out and join the others. Drink and snack time was approaching and we'd had enough time in the water. As we emerged from the water and approached the bank, Annika asked me...
"What about a quickie. It'll get your erection down -- at least for a while?"
Still in knee deep water, she rested herself seductively against a tree that had its roots in the water and pushed her mons forward, inviting my erection to meet it. I stood in front of her and held her hands...
"Are you sure that's what you want?"
I hadn't brought her down here for sex. Well, it wasn't my intention. I'd just wanted time with Annika. Time to enjoy the love I felt for her. Yes, time too to feel her beautiful naked body pushed against mine. But that doesn't always have to end with my manhood inside her. Randiness wasn't part of the equation. But Annika had different ideas.


"It's what I wanted all the time you were swimming about. I just knew you needed a break from it."
She released her right hand, extended it to grab my erection and brought in under her crotch, dragging me forward so she could locate the tip of it in her vaginal opening. Pushed it in, merging with her body at full penetration.
I looked her in her eyes. There was a smile in them, a pleading for me to pleasure her. Of course, I was never going to deny her, but in that moment, something else passed between us. I can best describe it as passion; a passion that overrode all other feelings. It wasn't randiness, it wasn't some urgent need to dump a load in her. It was a desire, based in love, to satisfy her.
What followed was -- the only word I can think of is dynamic. Embracing her, nibbling at her neck, it wasn't pounding, but it was certainly sex delivered with an enthusiasm; but equally received with enthusiasm by Annika. The onlooker would have seen what appeared to be my energetic thrusts into her body and noted the rise and drop of her whole torso with each thrust; but there were two people putting on that show.
Annika was into it; throwing her body up and down in response to my movements, grunting like she was involved in some primitive ritual and multiplying the effect of my every move. Needing to support her and keep her stable through all this, I was grunting too; grunts of effort mixed in with grunts of pleasure and intense passion.
Annika came first and kept coming for the extra minute it took my overworked cock to find its climax and then, with a much louder and more volatile response to whatever sensations she felt as my cum jetted against her cervix, Annika either came again or intensified her first orgasm. With feverish passion I kept thrusting and Annika kept the game of responding up and we both kept grunting and moaning until, after a longer time than normal, our climaxes subsided.
We were left giggling at each other until our passions demanded a long session of French kissing.
As we returned to the camp, Angelique and Cecile were preparing the dinner.
I can't deny that it was an interesting scene watching everyone eat dinner completely naked. This was no nudist camp. There were no rules -- written or inferred -- that suggested starring at the others wasn't permitted. With every movement, every mouthful of food, my gaze inevitably fell on one of the others. I'd seen each of the girls naked many times -- usually as I was fucking them. And their breasts are almost never hidden from me. But there's something very different about seeing them in this setting.
At least I didn't grow a boner doing it; which is more than can be said for James. Apart from momentary glimpses the previous day, I'd never actually seen a rampant, naked male before. I'd seen guys who fell asleep on the beach with a boner in their pants, but this was different. So it was the first time I'd really got to - well since the girls had made a fuss of it -- compare sizes. And yes, he was smaller, but I somehow couldn't move on from a view that he was small and I was normal, rather then him being the normal and me being big. Oh well!.
But the girls were no better. Laila and Angelique seemed to spend most of the time eating dinner starring at my torso and cock; having very deliberately -- and obviously, as they moved their charis - positioned themselves to do just that; which of course left their vulvas, with their legs apart, open to my view. I think they were a bit disappointed when, after we finished eating, Cecile sat on James lap; provoking Annika to sit on mine -- blocking their view.
Fortunately, as we went to bed, Laila only wanted -- or at least only asked for -- a prolonged cuddle and kiss. That I willingly gave her; not really wanting it turn turn into an orgy.
Annika wanted a long cuddle and kiss too; one long enough to justify my erection penetrating her. It wasn't for sex as such; more something to grind herself against as we passionately squirmed against each other's body as we cuddled and Annika dragged her sensitive nipples across my chest. But as we finished and decided to go to sleep, she asked for it to be left there.
That was nothing new; but it resulted in the inevitable middle of the night wet dream as I woke to find myself ejaculating into her. In accordance with what was now the accepted protocol, I left my still hard cock where it was to find myself with a full erection still inside her in the morning. As for Annika, she admitted to erotic dreams that resulted in dreamt orgasms that she wasn't sure weren't actual ones.
The only other disturbance during the night was the sound of a number of heavy footprints approaching the camp and then going through it. It woke both Annika and myself. At first it was worrying; after all, we were out the back of nowhere. But then we worked out it was a herd of cows moving through the area. I was glad we'd parked the two trucks in an L configuration; hoping it stopped the cow from going through our camp area and knocking over all our gear. So with another kiss, cuddle and grind, we let ourselves go back to sleep.
The following day was something of a repeat of the first -- without the long drive.
In the morning, Laila, Angelique and Annika all got fucked on the water's edge, right were we'd done it yesterday. It was handy, because it tended to be out of the sight of the others; even if they could hear the girls' moaning and my grunts
In the afternoon, Laila tried to have me fuck her standing in chest deep water; but uncertain about the wisdom of that, I guided her to the edge of the water to do that; finally fucking her standing up in thigh deep water.
Annika, quite reasonably, wanted something more personal, so she got a prolonged and very loving afternoon fuck on the water's edge we'd used before. And another quickie against the tree as we hung back from the others as we returned to the camp.
The following morning we broke camp early, packing up to start the long, ruggered, drive to Karijini National Park.
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Slowly our life after Ned's death has settled down. It's had its up and downs; moments of joy and moments where we've sadly contemplated what we've lost.
But the bond between Ned's son John, Ellen and myself has slowly firmed into real love.
Fortunately sorting out his will was a relaxed process. John's two siblings were happy to let John buy out the property we'd spent the last near decade living in. Mind you, Ned's estate was financial enough that it still left John with a cash top up.
Liddy, Ellen and I weren't supposed to benefit from the estate. We'd told Ned from the beginning we didn't want to complicate his will or undermine his children's entitlement. Each of the three of us had already bought a house along the nearby coastal strip; in each case well before the current, post COVID ridiculous increase in their values. So we had no, or little left to pay out the mortgage and were making nice incomes, over and above our professional incomes, from renting them out.
Even so, Ned left the three of us the yacht. His children raised no complaint about that. They knew how much it had become part of our life with Ned.
Liddy was confronted by difficult choices. She considered herself too old to sensibly think she could be part of the polygamous relationship with John, that Ellen and I were now in. We made it clear she was more than welcome to stay in the house with us, but eventually she decided that didn't really work either, almost leaving her as a mother figure.
But the question then became for her, one of whether she should stay in Australia and move down to her Mona Vale house or move back to New York where her children and grandchildren were. In a way, the two years she'd spent in NY after she got caught in the COVID lock-downs answered the question for her. She'd loved her children and their presence, but had hated NY. She felt she no longer had any connection with either the city or the country.
The friends, indeed the community, she once felt strongly connected too in the orthodox Jewish community, and that she'd spent most of her life in, were no longer accepting of her after she left the husband who had physically abused her. And she no longer felt comfortable amongst them. And she'd found no pathway to an alternative community in which she felt at home. All her connections, apart from those of her children, were now in Australia.
So, she decided to stay in Australia. She was well enough off that she could afford to visit them and, indeed, one of her kids, and their family, were talking of moving to Australia anyway.
So now our household was down to John, Ellen and myself; with of course, John and Ellen's children and the brilliant au pair that, by looking so well after the children, let John and Ellen do a great job with their careers -- fortunately mostly from home -- without putting the kids in day care.
What I didn't reveal to the others was that there was one other thing starting to stir the pot of our lives.
My story with Ned was that I never wanted to have children. It was more than the fact he was too old to be a father. I just never felt the mothering instinct that makes a woman want to have a baby; so I never felt there were competing interests.
But more recently, that has changed. For the last few months, a feeling is brewing within me that I do want to have a baby and be a mother, with all the issues I've watched Ellen go through -- good or bad -- that entails.
I have a body almost made for sex- responding with orgasms to almost any stimulation of my erogenous zones -- and with I am told, a body that every man would love to implant their seed in even as I approach 40. And at the most basic level, sex is after all about having children.
Already it's threatening to disturb our sexual patterns.
Ellen and my demands for sex from John are at a level he's never experienced. Not a couple of times a week, more like -- between us - four times a day. And that's on days I don't capture him for a quickie or two. Some guys might thank that's some sort of male heaven. But that's not always the case and John has had to adjust to it.
I don't doubt it helps that, as we did for Ned, Ellen and I almost go out of our way to keep him in a high state of arousal. We flaunt our bodies at him in the smallest, sexiest bikinis we can find when around the house and in eye catching revealing clothes when out with him, sleep naked either side of him and manhandle him almost constantly when he's in our presence.
That seems to drive up whatever hormones within his body that drive his sexual needs.
But my maternal instinct are starting to drive my desires higher. I don't know whether most women surrender to that effect, or whether once again I'm on the outer limits -- probably the latter. But I want more sex. Specifically I want more of his cum.
Already I am capturing him for quickies more often than I did; in the pool, while we are doing our runs along bush paths, against a wall in a hallway, in the shower, even sitting on his lap as he sits on his office chair. This is not for long, multi-orgasmic sex. This is for me collecting his cum. From the moment he penetrates me, I grip his erection firmly and drive him to a climax. Since my body responds to his with one of my own, we are quickly both moaning out our orgasms.
Of course, at the moment it's pointless. I'm still on the pill. But that doesn't stop my desires.
And as to whether constantly draining his cum is better than letting it build up in his gonads for a bigger download, I wouldn't have a clue. My justification is that the human body adjusts to its circumstances. If we are keeping him highly aroused in a very sexual environment, then I figure his body is responding by flooding his gonads with sperm.
What I needed to do is build up the courage to raise the issue with John and Ellen. I certainly wouldn't do it underhanded. And I don't really doubt they'd say yes; but after denying any inclinations to be a mother for nearly ten years, it is going to look strange for me to change my mind.
And why Ellen? Well, we've always had a long standing understanding that in group sex, we take turns to receive the cum-shot. Call me greedy and obsessive -- and I won't deny being obsessive -- but until nature does its bit, I'd like to be the one to take all the cum-shots. Plus there's the politeness of letting her know I want to bring another child into our extended family.
I woke one morning with an absolute determination to make the first move; planning on raising the issue with John as we did our morning run.
The previous night Ellen, John and I had a threesome.
It was meant to be one of those where we take turns riding John in reverse missionary or cowgirl, while the one riding him fingers the one who is not.
But I managed to make sure that wasn't how it turned out. Instead we did it in the 41 position (as we call it). One rides him cowgirl, the other plants her clit over his mouth to be eaten by John while bending down and sucking the breasts of the one going cowgirl. I would have liked to be the one who went second on John's cock so I could take the cum-shot; but it was Ellen's turn.
There was method in my madness.
I've become aware -- well really it's become bleeding obvious -- that my body has started putting out sexual signals, which I assume are some sort of endorphins, which are having a significant effect on John. It seems to have started when my first inclination to want a baby permeated my mind.
The effect on John first really manifested itself when he aggressively fucked me as we were crawling around the insides of our yacht, his nose all but stuck in my butt, cleaning up the effect of the neglect the yacht suffered after both Ned and John's wife were killed in a road accident.
He also tells me he finds his aroused cock has started to feel as though it is stretched to a harder and bigger erection. My vagina tells me that not entirely wrong. And my eyes tell me he's aroused more often and more fully as the three of us swan around the house in nothing more than swimwear; and that's saying something given the effort Ellen and I make to keep him aroused so his testosterone level can keep up with our sexual demands.
The 41 position meant that John was getting a strong dose of those endorphins. With what I had in mind for the morning, that was good.
But the evening before, Ellen got the most benefit from it. From the noises both Ellen and John were making, it was pretty clear to me that stretched cock was in action and when John climaxed; well, let's just say it was a big one.
I woke at first light to find John rolled on his side towards me, still asleep, with a full morning glory on display on his naked body. Being in the middle between Ellen and myself and having rolled towards me as he'd settled into his current position, he was close to me; close enough that our thighs and feet were in contact. I lay there staring at him for quite a while; growing increasingly randy as I kept looking down at his erection.
Even more so when I touched it to find it was as hard as a rock.
There is, between us, an accepted time for us to get up for the run. I'm usually awake well before then, whereas John actually has to be waken so we can start our run on time. It was about ten minutes before I would have had to wake him anyway that I surrendered to an urge that had been building since I woke up.
Spreading my legs by lifting up the upper knee, I pushed my crotch forward and with nothing more than the tip of one finger touching it, slowly brought the top of his erection out and up until I could lodge it in the opening to my -- by that time -- very receptive vagina.
All so slowly, I pushed down to have it penetrate me.
It wasn't the first time I've done this, so John has experienced it all before many times; although my urges to do so have become more frequent recently. Sometimes he wakes up and we have a nice, if short, sexual engagement. Other time it triggers a wet dream and he comes prematurely.
I had him about two thirds in when he let out a sleep muffled groan and the first pulses of his climax started to fill my vagina with his cum. Quickly wrapping an arm around his torso, I held him tight as I quickly pushed him right into me, the rest of his cum pulses directed straight at my cervix.
As my body -- well, I understand it is a combination of my body and brain -- did its normal response of climaxing in response, we embraced each other and moaned quietly so as not to wake Ellen.
This was not the place or time to raise the issue. I'd have plenty of time during our run and exercises. I wanted his attention and to tease his sexual desires, so wore the most provocative bikini combination I had for running. A small bikini bottom and a string bra-let bikini top, instead of the plunging, high rise crop tops I usually wear to control at least to some extent the bounce of my breasts.
Bounce wise, the bra-let would be better than most of my string tie tops, but only to a degree. But I knew John would love every minute of watching them.
And he was made to wear a pair of swim briefs. Nothing more, other than his shoes. That is always a bit of a battle -- one I usually win -- because he knows he's going to be aroused during the course of our run and have an erection fully on display. My only defence against that argument is that we are out early before most people are up and for the most part running on a bush path. The real issue is down at the park at Pittwater where we do the round of exercises.
All I can do is promise to use my body to cover his display if we run into anyone; a process he doesn't exactly trust.
Dressed and ready to go, we moved outside to put our shoes on. This has become a routine. He sits and I kneel down and tie his shoes up and then I sit and he ties up mine.
From my point of view, and indeed, Ellen's when she participating, it has its benefits. As I tie his, my head is directly in line with his cock and it's surprising how just staring at it will often provoke a reaction; not a full boner, but a definite stiffening. When he ties mine, it's a whole different game. Yes, he is offered up a display of a very deep camel-toe through, what I'm told is, a very seductive mons bulge. But that's not where the real power of the game is.
It turns out John is now deeply affected by my pheromones. Put him anywhere near my crotch or butt when I'm even slightly aroused and I turn him into a man desperately wanting sex, and showing it. This morning, I hadn't even put my shoes on my feet -- leaving him to do that too to draw out the process and made more provocative by having them under the chair I was sitting on. So he had to bend forward between my legs to reach them. I brought my knees together, trapping his head between my thighs as I ran my hand through his hair. Looking for an excuse for having done that, I suggested...
"I hope you're feeling fit this morning. I'm going to work you hard."
He probably thought I was talking about the exercise. I had something different in mind.
Not only was he dealing with a woman who's just been fucked. He's dealing with one suddenly and desperately wanting him to be the father of her child with her hormones going crazy.
The effect was obvious. By the time he stood up, he's fully aroused and pre-cum is oozing through the thin material of his swim briefs. The arousal is a pretty common thing and has become so routine neither of us comments or feels embarrassed about it. We just start our run.
On this morning, the extent of the pre-cum says something about it being at a higher level. Unlike Ned, if you tease John enough he'll make the first move to sex; sometimes quite an aggressive move; nothing rough, violent or excessively forceful, just presumptuous in a way Ned never was, even though we encouraged him to be like that.
As we made our way across the pool area and down the slopped back of the property to where we crossed the road to enter the bush path, I flirted and prick teased him with every opportunity I had, brushing my breasts against his shoulders, making sure he had a good view of them bounce as we crossed the open paddock and ran along the road and backing up against him and his projecting cock as I opened the gate.
I could tell something was building in John. It was having the desired effect. The pre-cum continued to flow, and his erection kept surging in his swimmers, but it was more than that. I could sense the battle inside him; between the desire to take me aggressively against his more passive nature; something so passive he even regards asking for sex being too pushy.
And I kept doing every thing I could to throw more fuel upon the fire of his desire; running ahead of him with my butt moving seductively, flicking my long hair from side to side, looking back at him as we ran single file along the bush path to give him a seductive grin and even running backward, pretending to converse with him as my breasts bounced before his eyes.
We were only about 100 metres along the track when I felt his arms embrace me around my waist from behind and his still swimmers sheathed erection thrust between my legs, laying along the length of my crease with the tip projecting slightly out of my mons.
Already rocking his shaft along my crease, he asked...
"Can we have sex?"
Looking back, I teased him...
"What already?"
"Yes, you've got me feeling as randy as all hell. I can't resist it any longer."
"Well, we've got to do something about that. But do we still get to have sex at the water hole on the way back?"
"The way I feel, we'll have sex there and three other places before we get home."
I turned around and faced him, letting his shaft, held horizontal by his swimmers, slip back between my legs. I looked around. The floor of the track was uninviting for naked play, so I backed up against a smooth barked gum.
Pulling his shaft out from between my legs, I stripped it out of his swimmers, pulled aside the gusset of my bikini pants and let him penetrate me.
But I wanted him to more than just dump a load in me, even if I knew that would likely give me an orgasm.
Pulling aside the triangle tops of my bikini, I whispered in his ear...
"Suck my breasts."
John is definitely a breast man. Well, he likes my mons and legs too, but breasts are high on his agenda, So it wasn't a big ask, even if he could only maintain about two thirds penetration as he bent his neck down to access them and I knew it would therefore prolong the sex; at least for him.
As for me? Well I can get nipple orgasms and his shallower penetration meant it was stimulating my g spot somewhat. Not like a g spot banger, but maybe enough.
Even as he sucked my nipples he was slowly thrusting. I had him on a very light grip; once again to discourage an early ejaculation.
I held his head gently against my right breast as he sucked the nipple, flicked his tongue against it and sometimes took the whole top of the breast into his mouth and rubbed the extended nipple against the top of his mouth. All as he tweaked the other nipple with his hand.
It was having an effect on me, as my moans revealed. So were the thrusts against my g spot, although John wouldn't have know what was working; only that I was moaning.
Merely having my vagina embrace most of his erection seemed to take the urgency out of his sexual needs.
Personally I wanted the g spot orgasm. It would be more intense. I wasn't interested in slowing down his nipple stimulation, but I did bend my hips forward to present the front wall of my vagina to his slowly moving thrusts.
In the end, I got what I would have preferred, or at least I think I did. The nipples were pretty sensitive and ready to go off, but it certainly felt to me as though the orgasm was in my vagina. A nice one; nice enough to get me to groan louder than I like to, even on this little used path.
I released John's head and he pushed his whole body against me as he buried his shaft fully into me. I gave him a firmer grip as he started long thrusting me; his grunts indicating his own pleasure. It didn't take long. He froze and I felt the pulses of his climax pumping his cum into me, triggering within me what was either a new orgasm or an extension of the previous one.
He was left panting over my shoulder, a very hard erection still fully buried in me long after he'd emptied his balls. Like a caring mother, I patted his head...
"Does that feel better."
"Somewhat. But you have an effect on me at times I just can't control. I'm not sure it has entirely worn off. As I said...or maybe I should ask...what if I need more?"
I was in the mood to play all innocent...
"That's flattering. What do you think causes it? And, you know me, I'm usually good for more, as long as we can get some real love sex at the waterhole on the way back."
"What causes it? I don't know, but any time my nose goes anywhere your crotch or butt, my cock seems to go crazy."
"Sounds like fun. Maybe I should sit on your face more often. Here I thought us girls were the ones setting the sexual demands."
I was deliberately getting him to loiter where we were with him still penetrated in me. I'd felt, as we were talking, his manhood lose its full hardness, but there was still enough of a half mongrel to keep him inside me. I gripped it tightly, hoping I could keep him there long enough to trigger his next boner.
Usually with John, if you offer him enough provocation, you can get him to refresh pretty quickly. And with two near naked women all over him most of the time, he's generally not lacking in provocation.
As he hardened and extended again I indicated...
"Well, we'd better get back on our run."
I pulled my crotch back to release his manhood, and tucked his fresh erection back in his swimmers.


Straightening up the sit of my bikini parts, my prick teasing of him continued as we ran; at least as much as one can when running in a single file along a bush track. You'd think that, with all the energy needed for the running, his body might have drained his erection to put the blood engorging it to a more immediately productive use.
But no. He maintained his erection all the way down to the short bit of road that led to the exercise park. That was something new. Normally his manhood would be alternating between going hard and semi soft depending on just how much he was being teased; even if the teasing was limited to butt sashaying and hair flicking as I ran. Whatever dose of pheromones he got last night and this morning was certainly a powerful one.
John closed up the gap between us, still in single file, as the only way he had of hiding the erection if someone went past us. I sensed him surveying the park as we arrived, looking to see if anyone else was there.
He was almost frantic in how quickly he wanted to get into the chin ups that we start our exercises with; not because he wanted the exercise, but because it was the routine that most exposed him to the public, or would except for the fact that I was standing on his feet and embracing him; making him lift the weight of both of us but in the process hiding his erection.
Not just hiding it, since my mons was pushed firmly against the base of his cock and there was a certain degree of movement against it as he lifted himself up and down.
Me adding to the weight he has to lift is part of the standard routine we go through each morning. The hold I have on him is quite intimate and involves a full body contact with only my head arced back to that it pops up the other side of the bar as he brings his chin over. If he doesn't have an erection before we start it, he certainly does at the end.
This time he'd gone into it fully aroused and quite randy. I didn't really allow for that in my calculations and I ignored what I only later recognised as his attempted to reduce the contact between my mons and his cock. Half way through, he tensed and ejaculated into his swimmers.
To his credit, he finished the proscribed number of chin ups. But he was somewhat mortified by what had happened. Internally I was disappointed. It was a wasted ejaculation as far as I was concerned. My own randy self would have preferred the ejaculation to have been in me, not in his pants. But the fault was mine, so I mollified his feelings and, since we still had the park to ourselves, suggested he rinse out his swimmers at the tap near the edge of the park.
Meanwhile, I went about my own exercise routine and let John go through his until it came time for the push-ups. Here again, my weight is added to his to make his lifts more challenging. Some people might do that by laying on his back, but, as you might imagine, that wasn't my style. I positioned myself under him; my legs wrapped around his calves and my arms around his chest.
So following our usual routine, I laid down on the area we used for it and waited for him to lay on top of me. After he'd positioned himself, instead of binding myself to him, I indicated...
"Hang on, there's something in my pants."
As he hung almost motionless over me on extended arms, I squirmed out from under him until my crotch was more or less in line with his face. Then I arched up my torso -- more or less putting my crotch in his face -- as I ferreted about in the back of my bikini pants.
There was of course nothing in my pants except for one very aroused and randy woman who'd pulled her pants up tight to create a deep camel toe and who could just about feel and sense herself her pheromones wafting up from up from her vulva.
Still, I fiddled about in there for a few moments, making sure he had a good serving of my offering; both visual and olfactory. Then I lowered my hips again and eased myself back under him, wrapped my lower legs around his calves and, as he lowered himself down onto me, gripped him firmly around his upper torso.
Unsurprisingly, the penis that pushed against me as he lowered himself was hard as a rock.
I did my best to avoid triggering another ejaculation on his part as he did the push ups, and in that succeeded. So, when he'd done his proscribed push-ups we got up and prepared ourselves for the run home.
Along the road, we could run side by side and I could sense he was rampant. Really rampant. It was more than a mere erection. He was trying to control himself, and doing a reasonable job given my prick teasing of him. But I couldn't see us making it to the waterhole up on the plateau without some sexually orientated interruption. The bay where we sometimes swim might be one spot he chooses; otherwise it was going to be against a tree again.
As he cast his eyes around as we approached the bay indentation we sometimes swim in, I could see he was planning it to be in the Bay. The tide was high and the water beautifully clear. He was looking to see if there was anyone else around to interrupt what he had in mind. There wasn't.
As we approached the break in the rock wall that gave access to the water, he suddenly stopped and grabbed me around the waist, pulling me face to face to him, his erection surging against my stomach...
"Can we go for a swim?"
I smiled...
"Is a swim all you have in mind?"
"No."
"Yes."
He led me anxiously down to the little sandy beach against which the ripples coming across the water broke. Dragging me as he charged waist deep into the water, shoes and all, he suddenly stopped, turned to embrace me and tipped us both into the water. Finding the camel toe between the lips of my mons and embedding itself in it, almost immediately his sheathed erection was rubbing itself through the valley of it; drawing itself through the came toe and then squashing itself against my stomach and then repeating itself.
Amusingly, I could tell his need was almost frantic. But I didn't want him cuming into the water of the Bay any more than I wanted him coming into his swimmers. I needed to take control. Rolling us over so that I was on top, I drove him towards the beach until his bottom was anchored on the sand, in water deep enough that his erection was just breaking the surface.
Unsheathing it, I once again pulled aside the gusset of my bikini bottoms and gently penetrated myself on his manhood. As before, that action of itself seemed to tone down his desperation a bit, because I wanted something out of this too. Or at least something more than a quickie dumping of his load.
Pushing down until the base of his cock was pushing hard against my vaginal opening, I kissed him...
"Can we take a bit of time on this one?"
"As long as no one comes along. But you've got me really worked up, I can guarantee that I can control things."
I sometimes see John as a poor vulnerable male under the heel of two very sexually demanding women. I don't mean that in a pejorative way. He's lovely and kind. Rather it is, well, almost a statement of fact. And I'm the worst offender; more so with recent events.
I would have liked to just lay lovingly on his chest, maybe slightly screwing his deeply immersed erection around inside my vagina. Maybe even looking for a cervical orgasm. But it wasn't really the time or place to be able to do that.
Instead, I pulled aside my bikini top and went elevated reverse missionary on him. For my age, my breasts are still reasonably perky when I'm standing up, but like all breasts if they hang vertically down from your chest, it almost looks like they are twice the size. And I knew that John was always mightily impressed by the sight and only too keen to play with them.
I bent down and whispered...
"Suck them again."
He did more than that. It seemed like he took half of my left breast into his mouth and massaged it against the roof of his mouth with his tongue. And the other one he played with with the palm of his hand.
While he was doing that, I started a gentle, long thrusting of his manhood within me, using only a very light grip; grinding my clit against his pubis as I did that.
I was quite enjoying what he was doing. Both my sensitive nipple and my clit being stimulated in a position that felt much more intimate and loving than being pushed against a tree.
I was working towards a climax, but I sensed John was too; however light my grip was. He was tensing up and I could tell he was suppressing his usual groans, but he was groaning just the same.
A full tensing of his body and a hard thrust from below and a sense of his pulsing shaft and jetting cum signalled his orgasm. I gripped him harder as his climax in turn triggered mine, but I wasn't willing to simply lay down on top of him and just let the contraction of my climax play out. He'd teased up my breasts to the point of breaking, and I wanted to draw out of it everything I could...
"Keep sucking."
I lifted my hips enough to let him thrust from below, as he sometimes likes to do with a powerful orgasm. He did, prolonging mine until it was displaced by what I read as my nipple orgasm and groaning loudly with the effect it had on him. My body is crazily sensitive, so I can't really say it was a different orgasm or some re-explosion of the previous one. But it was pretty good just the same.
With my body full of endorphins and the intended father of my intended child laying under me, I wondered if this was a good time to raise the issue after all. But the water hole had been my choice because it was private and we could take our time discussing the issue. Here, we could be interrupted at any moment. I decided to wait and just hope that he had enough residual randiness to have more sex there.
Still, I took the precaution of laying of top of him long enough and giving him a breast visual strong enough that after I felt his erection lose its full hardness, I felt it harden again in a new manifestation of itself. That was a good start.
We straightened up our swimwear, drained the water out of our running shoes and started out again. At least until we reached the path through the bush, and indeed, for some distance into it, we could run side by side.
My sideways glances told me his erection remained hard and was rocking with his running and his eyes kept angling across to my bouncing breasts. They were both good signs.
As we went back to single file I did everything I could to offer him a visual delight as I ran ahead of him.
I was a woman with a mission and a raging desire to fuck John's cock off as I asked him to father a baby for me. So I might have been running a bit faster than normal. Whether that was a good way of keeping John's desire for me up, or more likely to drain the blood from his cock to meet his body's needs elsewhere, I didn't really contemplate.
Casting an occasional look behind me and offering him a seductive smile told me there was still quite a boner in his pants.
I contemplated what would happen when we got to the waterhole. What I wanted to do was basically tackle him to the ground and get into it, without much fanfare. Foreplay? Forget it. My nipples were on high beam and my vagina a dark warm hole waiting to be filled; probably leaving a trail of pheromones behind me as I ran. Or so I hoped.
But when we got to the waterhole, that wasn't quite how it played out. Standing in the place where we usually make love, I stopped and turned to watch him as he took the last erection bouncing strides towards me. Embracing me and holding my body tightly against his, he kissed me; a deep tongue thrusting French kiss as his erection pushed firmly into my stomach.
We did that, rocking gently, for a few minutes before my need to get down to the dirty part overwhelmed the pleasure of his embrace. Almost speaking into the tongue he had down my throat, I begged...
"Strip me. Strip me down to nothing."
It was a necessary instruction. For reasons buried in my past, I'm well known to like bikini sex of the 'leave it on and brush it aside' type, even as we fuck at this waterhole. But this time I wanted it to be raw and primitive and nakedness was the first requirement for that.
John didn't question my request. Still kissing me, he felt behind my back and discovered the clip holding my bikini bra-let style top together. Releasing it, he slipped the shoulder straps of the top off my shoulders, exposing my breasts.
Sliding down my body, he collected the top as he stopped at my breasts and sucked deeply the extended nipple of mt right breast. I held his head against my breast and moaned in pleasure. But John was on a mission. After a short while he ignored the implicit instruction the hand behind his head gave him and slipped further down my body until, on his knees, his head was level with my crotch.
With his hands around my bottom, he pulled my mons towards him; first kissing the taut bikini material covering my mons before sliding his tongue through the deep camel toe that ran through it; the tip of his tongue touching up my swollen clit. I moaned even more as he bent his neck back, pulled me closer and and went under my crotch for a full on assault of my clit with his tongue.
Only then did his left hand start pulling down the right hand side of the string waistband of my pants, pulling it down to my upper thigh. Unable to pull it any further, he swapped hands and pulled down the other side, his tongue momentarily holding the gusset up before he pulled his head back for a moment, let the gusset fall away, and pushed his head back under to continue the assault against the bare flesh of my clit.
His head was now trapped between the bikini pants hanging mid thigh and my vulva. Both of them were drenched in a combination of my sweat and the endorphins that I just knew my desperately sexually in need body had been pumping out as I ran ahead of him.
John was going at it with a will; probably encouraged by my moans which became more intense the longer he did it. But he was planning forward too; slipping off his shoes one at a time and pulling his swimmers down onto his thighs; releasing his rampant shaft. Then even as I came closer to an orgasm, one at a time, he lifted my foot and took of my shoes too.
I bent over him as I came; moaning loudly. John took the interlude to stand up and slip his swimmers right off; tossing them and my bikini into a pile on dry ground. I saw a devilish degree of lust in his eyes as he lifted my bent over body in his arms -- one under my knees and the other under my arm pits, with an erection poking into my bum cheek - spun me around and lowered me gently onto the sand at the water's edge, only my lower thighs and the rest of my legs in the water.
With my contractions still raging, I grasped him around his neck...
"Hurry. Fuck me. Fuck me hard."
The eyes told me he didn't need an encouragement, but I still pinned him by his neck as he laid the rest of his body over me. I felt him surge his erection through my crease looking for the inviting warmth of my vaginal opening. It was almost like it sucked him in, penetrating me smoothly and quickly.
John hesitated before he started thrusting. Wanting to prolong my orgasm, which was starting to trail off, I started throwing my hip up to get the same result.
He got the hint. Like his father, he's very reluctant to actually fuck me hard, even in his most aroused state, but he tried to do a decent imitation of it. Enough it had the effect I wanted. Which was it stimulated me to a bat-shit crazy level.
I was already at an emotionally high level of stimulation. Combine that with already having been driven to one orgasm and still being sensitive to its tail end and a vagina which of itself will respond to sexual thrusting, he had me in a state of almost continuous orgasm.
And my almost screaming moans let him know that.
John was over me in an elevated missionary position, thrusting furiously as he stared down at my breasts; which I made sure wobbled seductively with his thrusts. And at this stage I'd given him little in the way of a grip of his erection. He was thrusting into a wet, slippery and very receptive vagina.
To an extent, this was all routine. John knows I usually want the sex to last as long as possible, so an initial light grip on him helps him not go off too soon. But this time the light grip was almost no grip. Not to put too fine a point on it, he was hammering away at me, keeping me in an intense level of orgasm while his shaft was no doubt enjoying the receptiveness of my vagina, but wasn't getting from me any help in brewing up.
John has never hidden from me the fact that, in recent times, he's found, when having sex with me, and just sometimes just in my presence, his erection has felt almost painfully stretched out and bigger; both in length and circumference. I'm pretty sure that started around the time I first contemplated wanting a baby -- and that went back to before we had that day cleaning up the yacht where he all but jumped on me for sex.
And I'm also pretty sure that it was around the time my pheromones went feral; probably because of my baby ambitions. It's hard to say when you're not on the receiving end, but my body certainly felt different and my sexual needs -- already excessive by anyone's standards -- started to go through the roof.
As he kept fucking me, John had reached the point where he was grunting loudly with the energy he was putting into his thrusts. His chest and face were red with exertion and a lather of sweat; sweat that was raining down on me.
Whether it was the stretched state of his erection increasing its circumference, or he'd dropped his hips to rake it, I couldn't tell but he was strongly stimulating my g spot. I was still in a state of orgasm and contractions from my previous climax when I felt a monster new one building around that stimulation.
The increasing tempo and volume of my moans should have warned John of what lay ahead, but it even caught me by surprise. It was a monster alright. I screamed as loudly as I'd ever screamed at an orgasm as I felt myself squirting -- not something I usually do -- and almost autonomously grabbing John butt cheeks and lifting my hips up against his weight and screwing them around from side to side.
Much to my body's disappointment, I couldn't hold that stance for long, so let my hips collapse back down onto the sand where John, acting on long held instructions, kept thrusting as I basically screamed and moaned my head off.
I've had no shortage of pretty full on orgasms, but I felt that one topped them all.
It was minutes before the peak of it passed; minutes where I was completely engrossed in the orgasm, unable to focus on anything else -- including finally giving John enough grip to trigger his climax.
When I finally found some sense of control over my brain and body, even though my contractions continued, I finally gave John's cock a bit more of a grip. Not enough to instantly trigger him, but enough to get him there pretty soon.
John's performance as he brewed up and finally came was almost as spectacular as mine. The grunts which had accompanied his thrusts turned to groans; loud prolonged ones which increased in volume and length as his climax approached. The climax itself came with a bellowing groan which matched any performance of mine; a rolling cacophony of groaning noises as he first stayed suspended on his arms over my body and then as he collapsed with his head next to mine.
The first powerful pulses of his climax, and the jetting of his cum against my cervix, predictably triggered me into another orgasm, but nothing like he was going through. At first his thrusts stopped and he froze. But as he dropped his head he unleashed another burst of thrusts which brought on a deepening and increased volume of his groans. There were four, maybe five, cycles of that; a burst of thrusts, another round of loud groans and then a tapering out of his groans until he thrust again.


After that, he lay still and silent on top of me until I felt a shivering, jerking movement of his shaft -- indeed, his whole body - which triggered another round of groans. That led to him simply breathing heavily amongst traces of residual groans. Finally finding his voice, he admitted...
"I've never had an orgasm like that before."
"I think that was the most powerful one I've ever had too. And that's saying something."
There was silence for a minute, before I added...
"John..." I hesitated... "Would you father a baby for me."
"I thought you'd made it clear you never wanted a baby."
"I did. But something has changed. I've thought about it a lot. With Ned, he was too old to be a father. It wasn't that I felt I was making a choice between a baby and my relationship with him. I valued his love and devotion to me and the thought of a baby never even came into the equation.
But now things have changed. You are of a fatherly age and my body has sort of sensed that and overwhelmed me with maternal instincts.
And it feels like my whole body is responding to that change of thought. My sexual needs have increased and I suspect my body is releasing some sort of endorphin that is having an effect on you too."
"Arr. So you're the cause of my over stretched cock? Amy, the answer is yes. It would be a privilege.
You know, dad always said that you not having a baby was depriving our world of some very special genes not being passed on.. He said you are such an intelligent, kind, gentle, generous and thoughtful person and the world needed more people like you. And he couldn't even suppress adding to that the thought you were too beautiful not to be reproduced. Now since I'm going to be providing half those genes in a baby, I can only hope all your good ones override any defective ones I produce."
I kissed John, penetrating my tongue deeply into his mouth. After a few minutes, I reclaimed my tongue as I felt I needed to add a warning to the road we were going down...
"John, I suppose I should warn you, things could get a bit crazy. I'm already feeling an increase in my sexual needs. When I go off birth control and my normal cycles cut in, things could get fairly demanding. I almost hesitate to think about what I'll be like when I start ovulating. It's one of the reasons I need to discuss this with Ellen because it's likely to affect her sex life too. And it might be prolonged because I think it would be prudent to - let's say take precautions -- during my first cycle, given I've been on birth control for most of my adult life. I don't know how to put it, but I want to make sure my baby gets a clean start."
John smiled...
'Yea, I can imagine that will be the case. There's probably a limit on how many fucks a man can have in a day, and I suspect you'll be testing that limit. I'll do my best."
In that moment, I was overwhelmed in a feeling of love towards John. While we'd been talking, his manhood had lost it's hardness and half shrunk out of me, then in what was clearly his refraction, hardened and fully perpetrated me again; so much so I could feel him against my cervix.
I rolled us over, putting me on top, gripped his manhood reasonably firmly, and started thrusting; about a quarter withdrawal before thrusting him back against my cervix, screwing it about a bit...
"John, I love you. Thank you so much."
There were so many emotions raging through me, so much in the way of oxytocin and other hormones rampaging in my system, that I quickly gave myself a cervical orgasm; it was like a galaxy of stars exploding through my whole body.
In that moment, I didn't want to do anything other than lay on top of him and pleasure myself on his cock. But time was moving on. He had kids and work to look after and I needed to get back to start my working day too.
With a kiss and a cuddle, I reluctantly got up off him and we dressed and tided ourselves up to finish our run.
As we probably expected, when we got back to the property, we found Ellen waiting for us in the pool area in nothing more than a pair of bikini pants. Actually, she wasn't waiting for us, she was waiting for John for her turn on his cock. With me having got off him while he still had a refreshed erection, and my cock teasing of him for the rest of the trip, John presented to her with a full erection in his swimmers.
I watched as Ellen looked down at his cock as she commented with a slightly irritated voice....
"You two are very late today."
I responded...
"I know. I'm sorry. It's all my fault. There's some really big news I have to share with you. Can we have a chat when you're finished with John."
Ellen looked at me with a degree of puzzlement...
"Yea....Sure."
I left them to complete the usual morning cycle of sexual activity with Ellen and John fucking on the poolside bed. I suspected it was going to be a quickie.
It was ten minutes later Ellen came into my office room, still in what was now a somewhat dishevelled bikini bottoms...
"OK. What's going on. John wouldn't tell me anything."
I looked her in the eyes, a bit worried about how she would respond...
"John's agreed to father a baby for me."
Ellen stood there silent and momentarily still. Then she stepped forward and embraced me...
"I thought you were never going to have a baby. Never wanted one."
"Something changed in me. Probably because John was of a more sensible age to be a father. But I found my maternal instincts suddenly kick strongly in."
"How long ago was that?"
"Maybe six months."
"And is that why you've been so sexually demanding recently."
"That's what it feels like and is why I needed to discuss this with you. I suspect when I go off the pill and my cycle kicks in, it will only get more so."
Ellen was sufficiently insightful to know what that meant and knew we well enough to understand those forces would be pretty strong -- almost irresistible.
"Yep, I can see that. Amy, you are so kind and generous towards others, I think I can stand aside and let you surrender to those needs. Just don't fuck John to death in the process."
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John had returned to his family's New South Wales North Coast home at the end of the first year of his engineering course at Sydney University. He was, by nature, a bit of a home boy; so there was never really any doubt he'd return home for the long Christmas break.
It was summer, but even then he preferred the warmth -- some would say heat -- of his coastal town and its semi-tropical environment.
He also liked his sailing. Sydney might have one of the best harbours in the World, but John hadn't managed to find the time to get engaged with a Sydney sailing club. So one of his first actions when he got home was to go down to his club on the river and go sailing.
He found the club was having trouble satisfying the demand for learn to sail classes. There was a big backlog of persons wanting to participate in the two programs each year. So John found himself volunteering to run midweek classes where he took one of the club training boats and gave individual lessons to the one or two people that could comfortably fit in the club's boats.
Because it was midweek, it somewhat limited the people who could participate. After all, most people had to work. But university students were one group who seemed likely to be part of it, as were people working on irregular timetables. He drew the line at children -- or anyone under 18 years old -- for the simple reason there would be no rescue boat covering his activities.
The club would earn a fee for his efforts, but John's activities were purely voluntary.
Over the first two weeks, during which he'd run six classes, John had noticed two girls in bikinis, and carrying surfboards, riding a E-Bike along the walk and bike path that ran between the club grounds and the river. There'd only been glimpses; as he was launching the boat or even as he looked in the direction of the club while on the water.
While they looked attractive from a distance, he only ever regarded their passing as a slight distraction.
At the same time, Caroline and Kelly were back in the same coastal home town at the end of their first year at University. They hadn't initially intended to spend the whole of their summer break back with their families, but life had sort of driven that way.
Caroline had broken up with her boyfriend three weeks before the end of term and Kelly had to drop her school sweat heart mid term, so their families seemed like a good refuge for the summer.
On the boy front, Caroline had found out her boyfriend had been cheating on her while she still remained a virgin. It's not that sex was off the table for Caroline, she had actually had an implant just before they broke up; and her boyfriend knew that. But he was impatient and as far as Caroline was concerned, that was the sad end of it.
Sex wasn't the problem for Kelly. Indeed, it was the best part of her relationship. But her boyfriend had fallen in with some bad influences and got into drugs. Kelly wanted no part of that and broke it off half way through the year; leaving her extremely sexually frustrated. But her feelings were a sense of loss, not one of betrayal.
But that was only half the issue. In a way the real problem was that Caroline and Kelly were both keen surfers. They'd had been since they were 13. You would think that would give them access to an almost unlimited number of guys. But there is a vibe amongst surfers which isn't all that favourable to girls; especially girls from out of town. And while in Sydney, they were certainly regarded as out of towners.
Many surfers resented their presence out on the break line because, well, they think they just get in the way and take the waves they wanted.
And in a city like Sydney, and its famous Bondi Beach, the number of surfers out there on most days is overwhelming; increasing the guys' annoyance with female surfers.
And, as Caroline found out the hard way, they tend to play around about a bit.
At least back home in their North Coast town, the crowd out the back of the surf break wasn't as numerous and it was their home turf.
For the first couple of weeks back home they'd ridden Caroline's electric bike down to the beach each day, she steering, Kelly on the back holding onto her with one arm and the boards with the other. It was a fairly short ride along the riverside walking track to get there from the Kelly's home, so, with the hot weather, they'd tended to just ride down in their bikinis. They even only shared one towel. After all, most days they rode home wet anyway, so clothing and even another towel was just another burden on the bike.
Most days, they'd noticed, as they went past the town's sailing club, there had been a single boat on the water sailing back and forwards near the club. They hadn't paid much attention to it, except to notice there were three people in the boat each day; a young single guy with a mop of blond hair and a variety of others out there with him. So it looked like the blond headed guy might have been giving sailing lessons.
It was the end of the second week, when they had been riding home a bit later than normal, that they noticed the boat was up on the grassy area in front of the club; the sails no longer on the boat. The blond headed guy was the only one near the boat. They guessed that their assumption about him being an instructor was correct and maybe the students had gone home.
As they approached the club area, Kelly lent forward and asked Caroline to slow down; indeed come to a stop before they'd crossed the concrete ramp that went from the car park down to the river, the other side of which was the club yard.
They'd seen enough of the guy to have gained an interest in him, so didn't want to go flying past the club area like they usually did. As they'd discussed on previous occasions, from a distance, when he was out on the water, he seemed to them to be young and nicely built, but really as he sat in the boat, it was hard to judge. This was their chance to get a better look.
He seemed to be busy tidying up the boat, his back to to the girls, his clothing dripping wet. From the back he displayed a slim, tall figure with broad shoulders, but that was all they could discern. Kelly was about to suggest to Caroline they move forward when he stood up and pulled his wet shirt off, turning towards the river as he did it.
OK, so now they had him in profile and it was quite a sight. A beautifully sculptured body and, at least from the side, a masculine jaw to die for.
Yes, Kelly had completely objectified him. Why not she thought? Guys do it to us all the time. Caroline and Kelly considered themselves, if you'll forgive their immodesty, attractive enough to suffer being constantly blatantly and obviously objectified. It's their one weapon against the surfers who'd prefer women didn't surf; even if it only half works. They might hate the girls on the water, but hit on them all the time on the beach. Ineffectively they might add. The surfers' bodies might be attractive, but their personalities and their desperation to fuck the girls weren't. Or at least for most of those the girls came across.
Caroline had been quietly making her own observations as Kelly stared at him. Kelly leaned forward...
"Let's go and ask him if he gives lessons."
"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?"
"I can only guess the answer to that is yes."
They cycled up to the point where they stopped just short of blocking his view of the river but right alongside him.. Kelly boldly asked...
"Do you give sailing lessons?"
Whatever had taken his attention out on the river hadn't been enough to stop him from noticing their presence. He was facing the girls as they approached, smiling as he replied...
"Yes. Why? Are you interested?"
Oh my god thought Kelly. Front on he was every woman's idea of Adonis; or at least hers. And his face might have been masculine but there was something about it, the smile that accompanied his response and his voice, that spoke of kindness and gentleness.
Kelly could feel her pussy responding to his mere presence and her nipples tighten. She'd never, ever, had this response to just meeting a guy before. Hell, her past boyfriend would have had trouble getting that result at any time
Caroline and Kelly answered virtually as one...
"Yes."
To which Kelly added...
"What's the deal?"
"I do it as a volunteer over the university holidays to help the club, but there is a fee payable to the club of $50 per person for a morning's lesson. Usually three sessions is enough to teach you the basics of sailing a boat like this and if you do the three, it comes with club membership for the year."
Kelly couldn't help but ask...
"What university are you at?"
"Sydney."
"So are we. What course are you doing?"
"Engineering."
"We're doing law. We just finished our first year. Tell you what. Are you finished for the day. Why don't you join us for a coffee at the Riverside and tell us how this sailing thing works."
"I've just got to put the boat back in the yard, so I'm finished and I'd like to, but I'm all wet."
"So are we. We can sit on their outdoor tables. We do it all the time on our way home from surfing."
"What about not having a dry shirt?"
"Hey, we're in bikinis, I think you can do without a shirt."
"OK then. Give me a sec to put the boat in the yard and lock it."
"I'll give you a hand."
Kelly got off the bike, put the boards on the grass and took the other side of the trolley handle, letting him steer the boat and trolley into its spot in the yard. Then quite intentionally stood well inside his personal space as he locked the gate to the yard.
He walked alongside the girls as they slowly rode the 200 metres up to the Riverside Cafe, all three of them in bare feet in what is almost an Australian tradition.
As they claimed one of the outdoor tables on the grassy yard, Caroline asked him...
"What would you like?"
"No, my shout. What would you like?"
"We asked you to join us. I think its fair we pay."
"Yea, nah. The guy pays. I like a coffee and a muffin. What about you two."
Kelly looked at Caroline. Then responded.
"That's very nice of you. We usually have cappuccinos and share a muffin."
"So be it."
As he returned to the table, it occurred to Kelly to ask...
"I don't know your name."
"John. What About you two."
"I'm Kelly and this is Caroline."
Until now, Kelly had been impressed by the fact that John had managed to maintain eye contact since the girls first spoke to him, even though both of them were showing a fair degree of cleavage bulging out of their not very high coverage bikini tops. They just covered enough of their breasts to have a good chance of not being dislocated in a surfing wipeout if you tied them down really tightly enough.
Indeed, Kelly felt John had been doing better than her, who had found the build of his torso completely distracting, let alone studying the bulge in his wet board shorts.
But as John sat back down, Kelly noticed his eyes repeatedly drift down to both their breasts; only slightly disappointed that Caroline's larger breasts seemed to attract his attention a little bit more than hers.
The truth was that John had been doing his own reconnaissance of the women before him. They had struck him as both being stunning. Tall and slender, which was somewhat his preference, like most -- indeed all - males, his first evaluation of them started with their breasts. Bulging out from their tightly tied, somewhat small bikini tops, they were large for such slim girls. judging only from his sister's size, he guessed Kelly was a B cup and Caroline a C.
But there was much more to them than that. Both of them had beautiful faces, Caroline's surrounded by long blonde hair, Kelly's by sun bleached auburn. Although slender, their figures were very feminine, with a nice turn of the hips and long legs. But, in John's eyes anyway, there was a difference to them, which came through both in their appearance and manner.
Kelly was reminiscent of a runway clothes model. A beauty that was somewhat sculptured. Caroline on the other hand might best be described as cute. Very cute. And part of that cuteness was very distracting. Both the the girls had their nipples on high beam, no doubt due to the wet, thin material of their tops. But Caroline added to that. There was a bulge under her nipples; something John came to know as a puffy nipple. And her pants displayed a very obvious camel toe.
With the three of them circling a very small table which didn't hide anything, Kelly also noticed John's attention drift down to the camel toe in Caroline's bikini pants; something she was famous for, given she had thick lips on the front of her labia and, as they both wore when surfing, very tight fitting bikini pants.
What followed was a very pleasant conversation which went on for far longer than the girls' normal coffee stop.
Buy the time John had to excuse himself to head back to the club, the girls had arranged for John to give them a sailing lesson the following morning and, without admitting it to each other, both of the girls were completely aroused. And, as distracting as Caroline's camel toe was, Kelly was left wondering was sort of display she was offering through the crotch of her bikini pants, given the opening of her labia and the fact she'd noticed his attention start to be drawn to them as well. Not that she was inclined to cross her legs. Her feelings were that if there was something to look at, he was welcome to look.
As soon as John left them and the girls boarded the bike, Kelly couldn't help leaning forward and whispering in Caroline's ear...
"I want to fuck him. Hell, I want him too; all of him."
"You're not alone in that. What are we going to do? Can we share him?"
Kelly had been scared from the outset that Caroline might have been no less affected by John's presence than she was. Her thought of him being an easy target for herself instantly evaporated. She had to ponder it for a moment and suppress her disappointment before she answered...
"We'll have to."
They rode the bike down to the club the next morning dressed only in the bikinis they used for jet-skiing. That was something they'd decided on the previous evening.
The surfing bikini bottoms were low slung and tightly fitted in something of a Brazilian cut; they sort of half covered your bottom and had a decent triangle of material at the front; because you don't really want them ripped off in the surf.
For some reason, which they felt uninhibited about copying, the jet ski world seems to go for something more along an even briefer style. Strange, since falling off a jet ski at speed -- or the donuts being towed by it - will drag at your bikini even more than being dumped in the surf. Many a girl has lost her pants completely -- to the point Caroline and Kelly keep a spare one on the jet ski - and rarely is there a dumping that doesn't expose your breasts.
Even so, many of the girls they saw on their days out jet skiing got right down to a string thong. And the tops were tiny compared to the girls' surfing ones. Maybe its a case of the less material there is, the less there is to drag at.
Caroline and Kelly went for something in between; a small triangle at the front of the pants with just enough material at the back to fill in your bum crack with a bit of a whales tail at the top of it. The bikini tops were smaller than their surfing ones, but a fair bit bigger than a postage stamp.
When she'd dressed in her bikini that morning, Caroline had decided to go a bit further. He mons bulge had always resulted in a camel toe display in any bikini pants that were pulled up tight enough to stay on. This time she chose a pair of pants with side ties and pulled her pants up as high as she could; burying the material deep into the crease which ran down the front of her mons and into her vulva; sexually weaponizing a feature that was, in other circumstances, more often an embarrassment than a benefit.
Then, as she normally would, she put on a mini skirt over it for the E Bike ride to Caroline's place.
When they arrived at the club, the girls could see John scan them as they got off Caroline's bike with no obvious bag where they might have more clothes. Not even a towel; his eyes having difficulty not drifting down to their somewhat exposed breasts and even down to the tightly fitting small triangles of the front of their bikini pants; Caroline's with her ever present but now very prominent camel toe...
"Is that what you are wearing sailing?"
"Yep."
"Won't you get sunburned?"
"We got ourselves well creamed up before we came down."
"You might find the non-slip surface on the boats a bit abrasive. I can lend you some wet-suit pants if you'd like."
"No, this in fine."
John surrendered to their story and proceeded to have them help him get the boat out and start the rigging process. To say the girls invaded his personal space as he went through showing them the rigging process is a monstrous understatement.
Basically every time he was showing them something, or doing something towards the rigging, he had them on either side of him, their flanks overlapping and pushed against his in a way that basically captured him between them and the boat; their hands resting on his shoulder.
Whenever she could Kelly studied the bulge in his board shorts, trying to determine whether they were having any physical effect on him and finding herself somewhat disappointed that, as far as she could discern, it remained a flaccid cock in a pair of board shorts with nothing underneath.
Before the boat was launched the girls were made to put on lifevests; somewhat spoiling their breast displays, but understandably necessary.
In the compact cockpit of the training boat, John got the girls to sit on the side the wind was coming from -- the windward side as they soon found it to be called -- and he sat on the other side -- the leeward side - with Caroline or Kelly steering the boat and the other one of them trimming the front sail which they learnt was called the jib. In a slightly fresh wind, leaving the girls to do all the work, guided only by what the girls felt was his seductive voice, that was taking quite a risk.
For a while it seemed to work. Caroline had first go at steering, leaving Kelly in a position where she was sitting opposite John, perving at him when she had the chance, even sometimes getting a look up the leg of his boardshorts; which she soon managed to confirm had nothing under them except his cock.
In the confines of the cockpit, there was no room for the modesty of keeping your legs together; not that the girls ever intended to do anything other than display what they had. But John's legs were spread too; which was what gave Kelly a good view up the loose leg of his board shorts.
At first John was studiously watching Caroline's attempt at steering, and giving her instruction but as things settled down and she seemed to get the gist of things, John became increasingly distracted by the girls' bodies. Kelly managed to watch as his focus drifted down to Caroline's crotch where an impressive camel toe awaited his attention. But his eyes would also turn to Kelly. She'd quickly turn away, looking forward in the boat, leaving him an open invitation to look at whatever he wanted; the sight enhanced as she sat up on the narrow sidedeck of the boat and leaned out to balance the boat against the force of the wind trying to blow the boat over. That basically gave him a front row view of the whole length of her crotch and the very narrow gusset that ran through it.
There was a certain sexual frisson which Kelly felt from just letting him have that view, which started to arouse her. Far from inducing a concern about modesty, the thought that her spreading labia was likely to escape the gusset of her pants and present itself to him only hurried the progress of her arousal.


Every so often the girls would be instructed to 'go about'. That required everyone to change sides, giving Kelly in the crew position an opportunity to brush past John as they swapped sides, even grope him -- accidentally of course -- as they moved past each other in the confines of the boat.
After a while Caroline and Kelly swapped places, letting Kelly have a turn at learning to steer. For a while her concentration needed to focus on the process of steering, leaving Caroline to do the perving at John; something Kelly noticed she was putting a lot of effort into as Kelly looked forward across her body to watch where the boat was going. But at least being on the helm meant that John spent most of his time looking at her.
After a while Caroline took the helm again. But the girls had only just settled down from the change over when Caroline pushed the rudder the wrong way, causing the boat to go into an unexpected go about. With the weight of the girls on the wrong side of the boat - light though they are - it capsized.
The girls flipped backwards into the water as the boat tipped over. John, sitting opposite, was thrown on top of Kelly. Fortunately he managed to slow down his fall by putting his hands on the boom, but that wasn't enough to stop him from softly landing on Kelly in a way that pushed her momentarily under. As a surfer, she was used to getting dumped. It was no great drama. But as she broke the surface, she found herself entangled with his legs and both of them entangled in one of the sheet ropes.
John's thigh was up against her crotch and Kelly's thigh was up against -- well, she could feel it was something other than the crotch itself; more a matter of balls and cock.
What might have been a simple matter of disentanglement if it was only their legs, was considerably complicated by the sheet rope. I felt like their legs were knitted together and the front of each of their crotches glued against each other. And with the narrow space they were within -- between the capsized hull on its side and the boom -- there wasn't much room to thrash about without Kelly doing a lot of damage to his manhood and him, well, maybe it might have been nice if Kelly got to ride his leg, but he wasn't taking any chances.
They both tried to reach down to try and get the sheet line from between their legs and since that reaching down was made through the space where their crotches joined, a certain amount of groping was required.
John was so careful about inappropriately touching up Kelly; more so because of the uncontrollable swelling cock he knew Kelly could feel against her mons, that he wasn't getting anywhere. Kelly had no such inhibitions. By the time she got them free, her hand, fore arm and mons had been in enough contact with his cock that he had a full boner and a blushing face.
Freed from the rope and untangled, they both swam to the back to the boat where Caroline was already waiting for them. John led them around to the capsized underside of the boat and guided them to climb on the centreboard to use their weight to bring the boat upright, then helped them aboard.
But with both Caroline's and Kelly's bodies constantly in his personal space -- as in rubbing against him -- as they floundered about in the water before getting on the board, and flashing their all but naked arses at him as they climbed over the side, John still had something of a boner in his pants as he climbed aboard too.
Having grown one and still looking up the crotches of two barely dressed women, Kelly noticed it never really fully subsided for the rest of the session. Personally the girls were rather pleased with the outcome; but poor John was clearly uncomfortable with it.
The lesson continued for most of the morning. During it Kelly subtly managed in the course of the conversation which ran over the top of his instructing, to confirm that he presently had no girlfriend. So, he was free for the taking and Caroline and Kelly had every intention of doing just that.
As it finished and they put the boat and life vests away -- yet again very obviously and in a highly tactile way invading his personal space -- John indicated we were welcome to use the showers in the ladies' room if they wanted to. It was the opening Kelly was looking for...
"Why don't you join us in the shower?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know. The three of us all shower together."
John looked nervously befuddled; caught off-guard by an invitation Kelly was sure he'd never had before. He looked and Kelly, then across to Caroline; hesitatingly asking...
"Are you sure?"
"Of course."
Before he could properly process the invitation, Caroline and Kelly each took one of his hands and all but dragged him around to the ladies. They'd had reason to visit there before they'd gone out sailing, so knew it had an enclosed cubicle for each shower head; so some degree of privacy would be maintained even if someone else came into the bathroom; in any case an unlikely prospect at this time of a midweek day.
John remained in something of a state of shock as the girls took him into a shower cubicle and started running the water; not resisting, but in something of a state of disbelief. Caroline and Kelly stripped him of his wet shirt and board shorts; revealing a very ripped naked body and an impressive erection.
Kelly whispered something in Caroline's ear before they both rested side by side back against the wall of the cubicle under the shower pulling John's now naked body closer to them...
"OK, take our bikinis off and finger us both together.; one on each hand."
John was slowly realising what he had signed up for. This was new to him. Having schooled at an all boys school and being somewhat shy about looking for sex even when he dated a girl, the fact was he'd never been in the presence of a naked girl before; let alone fingered them or had sex.
Knowing the girls would be something of an arousing distraction, he'd masturbated before coming down the club. Now he just hoped that earlier release would help in him not embarrassing himself by an early release.
Complying the the girls direction, he took off Kelly's bikini top and then Caroline's before kneeling down and stripping both of them out of their bikini bottoms.
As he stood up, Caroline and Kelly both wrapped their inner hand around his erection, pulling him against the girls bodies, positioned centrally such that his hands basically were located right at their crotches. As for John, he'd never before had a girl wrap her hand around his manhood. As they drew his bare chest against the naked flesh of their naked breasts and projecting nipples, he managed to suppress a sigh of excitement as he erection involuntarily surged in pleasure.
Relying entirely on what he learnt in sex education classes, he tentatively stroked both their vulvas; testing what sort of state of arousal they were in as Kelly wrapped her outer hand around the back of his head and held him in a prolonged kiss. Kelly knew what state she was in; ready, willing and wanting. John found Caroline in the same state because as he started fingering them he applied the same movement to them both.
John's education meant he knew where the target was and knew how to handle it. Kelly breathed a sign of pleasure into his mouth before she released his head to be grabbed by Caroline; who just about choked him with the depth of her tongue's penetration of his mouth.
Kelly gave Caroline a reasonable time kissing him before Kelly pulled back his head to herself this time pulling his head down to her breast and holding it there. John willingly took the hint; flicking his tongue against her hardened projecting nipple before he took the whole top of her breast into his mouth to rub and lashed his tongue more vigorously against the nipple.
Caroline gave Kelly a decent turn at his head before claiming it back for herself; holding him against her breast. John was getting passed around between the girls like a shared goblet and enjoying the privilege and, if the girls' reaction was any guide, doing a damn good job of it.
Kelly was surprised to find out what a moaner Caroline was. After all, they'd never shared a sexual experience before and generally any sex Kelly had with her previous boyfriend had been at her parent's place (when they were out) and in their University lodgings. She was a bit shocked to find out just how noisy her response to sexual stimulation was; hoping no one else would come in the women's change room.
What neither Kelly nor John knew was that Caroline was as virginal as John and was quite happy to follow Kelly's lead; giving her a bit more confidence to participate in her first real sexual experience and letting her know what to do.
John started to get a bit more confident; digitally penetrating both girls; rubbing his fingers against the front wall of their vaginas, looking to see if he could trigger their g spots while staying alert to any reaction suggesting he was doing the wrong thing and still using his thumb to continuing stimulating their clits. He was successful on both of them; Caroline moaning loudly as he activated that point of sensitivity and Kelly making her positive reaction more subtly, in both cases encouraging him to stimulate it even more intensely.
John sensed Kelly was getting very aroused by his efforts, while Caroline seemed to be starting to go over the top. He could feel it through her hand on his cock and right through the rest of he body in contact with him. Caroline's arms and legs were nearly shaking with some sort of pre-climax tension and her hand had started rubbing furiously up and down that part of John's shaft. And her moans were getting louder and louder.
With a loud, prolonged cry, Caroline went over the top; thrusting her hips forward and back again, nearly throwing John off balance. With what seemed like an extended climax, she repeated the hip throwing and prolonged cry three times before she collapsed onto the floor of the shower in a limp heap; still moaning away.
That left John a little uncertain as to what to do. Her collapse had disengaged his contact with her. But there was little more he could do for at the moment without leaving Kelly half finished.
So he brought all his resources to Kelly. He could penetrate her a little more deeply with an additional third finger, stimulate one nipple with his spare hand and go to town on her nipple and breast with his tongue and mouth.
John could tell that was accelerating Kelly climax as her heavier breathing and slightly louder moaning told him all he needed to know.
But then he felt another hand surround his manhood and bend it down. A moment later something warm and wet embraced the top half of it; not tightly, but intensely pleasurably. Caroline had never given head before. But neither had any masturbation or anything else given her an orgasm like the one she just had. She wanted to hug John; to smother him in love. But he was busy with Kelly. So she expressed it in the only way she could think of, even if she wasn't sure of how to do it.
She took his manhood into her mouth as deeply as she dared, clamped her lips around it and pushed and pulled it in and out across her lips; wrapping her tongue around it as it traversed her mouth.
John's manhood had been desperately aroused since he started fingering the girls. He was on the verge of a climax; an event only held back by the girls fairly static treatment of his shaft -- at least until Caroline went feral on it. That had primed it.
Caroline's sucking of it pushed it over the edge. She'd only pushed it in and out three times before he had to announce...
"I'm about to cum."
Caroline took the shaft out of her mouth and deliberately directed the ropes of John's cum at her breasts while John found himself groaning into Kelly breasts as the glorious pulses of his climax did their thing.
Maybe triggered by John's climax and the sounds and reactions to it, or maybe it was just an accident, but Kelly's climax followed a moment after. It wasn't as spectacular as Caroline's had been but it left no doubt it was real. Overcome by the oxytocin the climax generated, Kelly grabbed his jaw, brought his face up to hers and French kissed him while grinding her body against his.
As her passion subsided, she pulled her head back from John's and suggested...
"Why don't you come up to our place for lunch."
Caroline interrupted the question as she stood up, almost proudly displaying the cum covering her breasts and now starting to run down her chest...
"That's a lot of stuff you squirt out."
Kelly and John turned to her. Kelly's reaction was that she was right. She'd see enough ejaculations to judge that was more than she was used to. But John was surprised too. He'd never really studied the result of his masturbations. He was usually more in a hurry to stop it running onto his bed...
"Sorry. I'll help you wash it off."
He stepped aside to let Caroline stand under the centre of the flow of water from the shower, then brushed her breasts as he wiped his cum from them...
"I hope that's better."
Caroline gave him a big smile...
"Thank you. But I wasn't in a hurry to wash it off. But it would be nice if you joined us for lunch at Kelly's place."
"Sure. That would be great."
Fifteen minutes later, being delayed a bit by having to tidy up the club, saw John parking his car outside a waterfront house five blocks from the club. Without any anticipation of how the day was going to pan out, his wet boardshorts and equally wet polo shirt, were still the only clothes he had.
Still dresseed in her bikini, Kelly answered his knock on the door, twirling a pair of speedo like swim briefs in her hand...
"I thought you still be dressed in those wet boardshorts. I bought you these on the way home to let you be more comfortable. A bit taken aback, John thanked her as she almost forced them into his hand...
"You can change into them in the bathroom through there."
John did as he was told, ripping off the tags still attached to the swimmers and hanging his wet gear over the side of the bath. But the swimmers felt a little different. He didn't often wear this style of beach wear; only when doing laps in a public pool. But these ones seemed to display a lot more than his normal ones; the material being a lot more stretchy and clingy to the extent they almost moulded tightly to his cock and balls.
He slipped them back off and looked at them. They were lacking any lining. There was simply a single layer of thin Lycra. Looking more closely, he could see that the lining had actually been cut out.
Not one to make a fuss about anything, he slipped them back on and exited the bathroom to find Kelly there ready to lead him into the backyard facing the river. The backyard consisted of a grassy forecourt with something of an infinity like pool adjoining the riverside, with just a narrow path on one side leading down to a boat house and jetty that extended into the river.
Caroline was already sitting on a rug spread across the grass, a basket of lunch items sitting in the centre of it. Kelly sat him down in front of the basket; snuggling herself cross legged against him while Caroline repositioned her self equally close on the other side.
Leaning forward, Kelly spread the lunch time offerings out before them; something of an antipasta serving, then passed Caroline and John a small plate and keeping one for herself...
"Go for it."
What followed was one of the most pleasant and entertaining gatherings John had ever experienced. Sure, the food was nice, but the girls were interesting and funny. It started as they drilled John for more information about himself, disclosing more than would be expected about themselves in return. But it was also clear that the girls had a sense of humour they shared which let them turn just about every story into running joke; causing so much merriment John found himself falling backwards on the blanket with laughter.
But there was another side to the girls -- especially Kelly. They were very tactile. In a way, that was nothing new. They had been since the moment he'd first talked to them. But as they first sat there, Kelly had placed her hand on his thigh and, as the conversation went on, it had slipped further us his thigh until it came to a stop against his cock and balls. Caroline had been slower, but following Kelly lead her hand too had soon found itself on the other thigh against his manhood.
The outcome of that was predictable. A full on erection filling out and very much displaying in it, his swimmers. Since the action was deliberate and the outcome intended, John simply ignored it, letting the girls play with it as they wished.
With a girl either side of him, he didn't have a spare hand to reciprocate their groping of him; nor was he certain that was appropriate. But once he'd put his plate down Kelly answered the unasked question. She pulled the hand on her side against her crotch and reached across and put his other hand on Caroline's.
For a short while the talk and merriment continued, but John soon found himself on his back with a girl half over him on either side. The conversation was continuing but the girls now had their hands around the tight sheathing of his swimmers around his erection and his fingers softly stroking their clits through their now quite damp gussets of their bikini bottoms; kissing his neck and caressing his chest with their cheeks.
The moment came when Kelly moved into a kneeling position, took John hand and suggested...
"Lets go into my bedroom."
She stood up, pulling John to his feet, telling Caroline...
"We won't be long. I'm sure John will be ready for you afterwards."
It was pretty obvious to John what Kelly had in mind. But this was new to him and he tried to hide the nervousness that accompanied his compliance with Kelly's request. As they entered Kelly's bedroom, Kelly embraced him and gave him a French kiss as she backed him up to the bed. Looking for some guidance, John asked...
"What works for you?"
"That's a nice change. I generally get told what my former boyfriend liked. Personally I prefer reverse missionary."
Of all possible answers, that was the one John most hoped for. Encouraged by it, he wrapped his hands around Kelly's back and untied the strings of her bikini top, exposing her breasts as he dropped it to the floor. Then, still standing, he pulled down her bikini pants as far as his arms would reach, letting Kelly drop it the rest of the way under gravity and kick it off her legs.
Kelly pushed him onto the bed, guiding him to turn and bring his feet onto the bed and move across enough to give Kelly the room she would need. Then she climbed onto him, straddling his upper thighs. Stroking his still sheathed erection, she commented...
"Well, time to remove these too."
As John lifted his bottom to let her start pulling it down his legs, he found the courage to ask...
"Did you cut out the lining?"
"Arr, you noticed. I suppose you're going to ask me why?"
"The thought had occurred to me."
"If I'm attracted to a guy, I like to see the whole of him whenever I can. If I can't see him fully exposed, the next best thing is something that clings to what it's hiding. It's a bit kinky, I know, but it turns me on."
John accepted the explanation and watched as Kelly removed his pants completely, lifted his erection up and sheathed it in a condom, smiling at John as she said...
"I don't want to get pregnant."
She lifted his erection up again as she brought her crotch over it and slid it easily into her body. This was a new experience for John and he suppressed a moan of pleasure as, for the first time he felt a woman's vagina embrace his erection. Kelly added...
"If you're wondering why I'm not going for any foreplay, I've been turned on since I sat down next to you for lunch. I've been waiting for this moment since the start of the day."


Kelly bent forward as she started rocking herself on his cock. John could sense she was rubbing her hairless clit on his pubis. He felt somewhat relieved that her movement wasn't very stimulating. It was nice, but that alone wasn't going to rush him to any premature ejaculation; probably helped by what seemed to be a light grip on him and -- he thought - the fact he'd had two orgasms already that day.
As she settled into her stimulation of herself, softly moaning, her bent over posture left her breasts dangling almost in front of his eyes. Gravity made them look bigger and John couldn't resist raising his head and sucking, first her nipple and then the top of her breasts, the latter letting him lash her nipple with his tongue. Putting one hand lightly around her back to help keep his head comfortably in place, he tweaked her other nipple with his spare hand.
Beyond that, he could leave Kelly to find her own pleasure on his body. And whatever she was doing was clearly having the intended effect. The soft moans soon turned to grunts, accompanied by increasingly heavy breathing.
John could feel her thighs starting to quiver against his hips. Then with something between a squeal and a groan, she came; momentarily rubbing more vigorously before collapsing down on him, rocking herself around his erection, still captured fully within her vagina, and then kissing him passionately, all as her contractions grabbed at his manhood...
"Oh my god, that was fantastic. Do you want me to finish you or would you like to change positions?"
"You can finish me."
Kelly rose back on straight arms into her reverse missionary position again. This time John felt her grip on his shaft be much firmer. She started rocking again, this time with a bit more of an in and out movement. Now John was getting the sensations that might lead to his orgasms. His shaft felt much harder and longer than it had with her light grip, as if stirring around inside her body. He was glad Kelly was in control. Had he been on top he might have been worried those same movements might have hurt her.
She was grunting again, but John didn't hold back on his own groans of pleasure as he felt his body build to a climax.
Unsurprisingly, given this was his first experience of real sex, he came fairly quickly and powerfully; groaning loudly as his cum rushed mind blowingly up his shaft and ejaculated itself into her body. But it seems Kelly enjoyed it too, she once again grunting loudly as she collapsed down on hims, the contractions of another orgasm wracking her body as her contractions pummelled his still pulsing shaft...
"Oh, wow. Two in a row. I've never had that before."
Kelly buried her tongue in John's mouth, once again rocking gently on his body and caressing him wherever she could reach. His shaft stayed hard for longer than John expected, but as it turned flaccid, Kelly pulled it from her body, laying down next to him and rolling him towards her for another kiss and cuddle. After a few moments, she pulled her head back and commented...
"Well, I better get you ready for Caroline."
Getting off the bed, she took off the condom and disappeared into the bathroom in the hallway, reappearing with a warm, wet rag...
"Just cleaning you up a bit."
Having given it a good clean, she draped the cloth over his flaccid manhood as she put her bikini back on, instructing as she left the him...
"Stay there. I'll send Caroline in."
John laid there, contemplating what had just happened in his life. His introduction to sex hadn't been as embarrassing as he thought it would be; mainly, he was willing to accept, because of Kelly's openness. Now he had to get another erection in good time for Caroline. He knew as a 19 year old, that shouldn't be that hard. But he also knew that the more he worried about it, the less likely he was to preform.
It wasn't long before a knock on the door preceded Caroline's entry. She came and sat, what appeared to be somewhat nervously, next to John's still prone body on the bed. Bending down, Caroline whispered in his ear...
"Kelly doesn't know this, but I'm a virgin. I'm a bit nervous. Can you be gentle with me."
"Yes, but I'll tell you what. Lie down on top of me and I'll tell you something that will take away all your fears."
Still in her bikini Caroline draped herself across John's body. John whispered in her ear...
"I'll keep your secret. But until half an hour ago, I was a virgin too. And Kelly doesn't know that either. We can do or not do whatever you want. But if you want to have sex, why not do it in reverse missionary so you have control."
With a soft thank you, Caroline smothered John in kisses and caresses before it occurred to her.
'You know, that means we don't need to use a condom. I had a pregnancy implant a short while ago for -- lets say -- an event that never occurred and since you had one with Kelly, that means we are both clean."
"If you're happy with that, so am I."
John contemplated the rather nice position was in before he asked...
"Should I undress you."
"Yes please."
John untied the strings of her bikini top, pulling the triangles covering her breasts out from between their bodies...
"Can I roll us over to take your pants off?"
With a 'yes' Caroline instigated the roll, leaving her on her back, although John did his best not to bring his weight onto her slender body. Kneeling across her knees, he took a moment to admire the sight of Caroline's deep camel tow in her pants before pulling the side strings that held them up. Then he pulled her pants off her bottom; visually admiring the pronounced mound of her mons and its thick lip as he backed up until he was down at her feet...
"Caroline, you went down on me earlier to day. Would you like me to give you a bit of head as foreplay?"
With a nervous giggle, she responded...
"I've never had that before. Yes please."
Caroline's crotch was as bare as Kelly's had been and was displaying what appeared to John, full arousal, so despite his lack of experience, there was no difficulty in locating her clit. Moving up between her spread legs he gently separated her labia just a little more and flicked his tongue against her clit; at first softly lashing it but, as he gained more confidence, with something closer to rubbing his tongue against it.
Caroline responded with the sort of moans he'd heard in the club bathroom; encouraging John. He asked, wanting to make sure she didn't interpret it for something else...
"Can I finger your vagina as I do this?"
"Yes."
This was all as new ground for John as it was for Caroline. But Caroline's earlier response made him think he'd hit her g spot. He wanted to know if he could repeat the outcome.
He put a pillow under Caroline's bottom to lift her hips enough to comfortably gets his fingers in. The reaction he quickly got when he stimulated both her clit, and it seemed from the response, her G spot, was pretty intense. Like had happened before, her thighs and even her hips were quivering strongly as her moans became louder and her breathing almost frighteningly heavy. But in a way, that was good. John's erection had reformed. It was ready for a penetration of her if she was willing.
It was almost a cry out she gave as she came, throwing her hips into the air and rolling them from side to side; holding them up there and moaning out for quite a while. Even before she lowered them, she cried out...
"Let me get on top of you."
John quickly laid himself down next the her and she instantly threw herself on top of him; smothering him with kisses and caresses as John felt her vulva squirming about seemingly searching for the erection which was pushing against it. She located the top of his erection in her vagina opening and penetrated herself in a shallow manner...
"Don't come in me yet."
It seemed to John that the penetration, shallow though it was, somehow steadied the passion that the original jump on him had displayed. She kept kissing and caressing him, but more softly and with greater meaning; if you can have such a thing. As she calmed down, she extracted his erection from her vagina and sat up on John's thighs.
"At least I know it can go this far."
John knew the erection she was penetrating herself with was as hard and swollen as his had ever been. From his limited experience with self pleasuring and night erections, he knew an erection can run between merely stiff and very hard, that latter usually meaning an erection that's a bit thicker and longer. He worried it might be too big for her. He watched silently as she eased it into her body; occasionally bouncing gently with a slight lift and a push down a bit deeper than before. She wasn't expressing any hurt, but maybe a bit of discomfort. Still, there was no indication she didn't want to go through with it.
What he could feel, in the absence of a condom, was the delightful sense of the wet slipperiness of her vagina and of his shaft pushing aside what felt like the soft curtains of her vagina as it opened up to him.
Caroline fully penetrated herself with John's shaft, then pushed down a little further to make sure there was nothing more to insert. Then she leaned forward, dangling her breasts over John's face.
For a moment, John was almost overwhelmed with what she presented to him. He hadn't seen enough naked breasts to make broad brush statements, but as far as John was concerned, hers were perfect. Big, especially on her slender body, but in no way pendulous or gross. Almost sculpted in their shape; a beautiful cone which gravity had now elongated to almost reach down to his lips. And nipples sitting on what seemed to John to be some sort of puffy areola; nipples that were hard and projecting like cut off telegraph poles.
Kelly's breasts were beautiful enough to give him an erection. Caroline's were beautiful enough to have that erection blow it's load; or at least that was John observation as he tried to hold back doing just that.
He turned his head to the right just enough to let him flick his tongue against Caroline's left nipple. Caroline let out a little hum in return. Encouraged, and thinking that stimulating her nipples might prepare her for the penetrative sex, he took the whole bottom of the cone into his mouth and used his tongue to push the extended nipple against the roof of his mouth; rubbing it with his tongue. He tweaked the other one with his left hand. With his right hand gently embrace the small of her back, as he waited to see if she would take the sex any further.
Caroline was vocally responding to the nipple stimulation; reassuring John he was at least getting that right.
After a brief period of preparation, and settling in the stretched and slightly uncomfortable feeling of John's shaft being inside her, Caroline rocked herself on John's erection, rubbing her clit against his pubis as she knew was the proper way of finding a climax in this position. John's stimulation of her nipple had helped. It seemed to open her vagina a bit more, maybe overcoming the tightness that her uncertainty and discomfort had generated.
It didn't take long for her to not just accept the feeling of his shaft within her body, but actually find pleasure in it. Maybe not the sort of pleasure that would give you a climax, but rather the pleasure of a sort of extreme intimacy; one that she had wanted from John almost from the moment she met him. The moment where she had decided, without telling anyone, that John should be the guy she loses her virginity to.
As her confidence built, she could concentrate more on stimulating her clit, moving from merely rocking to a slight in and out movement; burying and grinding his shaft ever more deeply into her body on every end of her thrusting cycle.
John, delighting in his playing with her breasts, could feel the movement. Caroline's grip was tighter than Kelly's had been at this stage. It left him just slightly worrying he might go off prematurely. He hoped that the orgasms he'd already had that day might give him more endurance because he knew that, if Caroline, sitting on him as she was, had been his first sexual encounter, his manhood would already be emptying his balls.
But for the moment, he had things under control.
Caroline, as she found an increasing level of pleasure, matched her technique with an increasing level of enthusiasm. While her delightful breasts blocked any view of what was happening, and his concentration of them somewhat distracted his attention, John felt her thrusts get longer and faster as she push more firmly down on his pubis.
And while Caroline might not have been a screamer, John had already learnt that day that she was definitely a moaner. And her moans were telling him she was rapidly building to a climax. But even the moderately firm grip she had on him was having its effect. His shaft was being stimulated in a way it hadn't been with Kelly's lose one. He started to sense this was something of a race; one he wanted to lose.
He surrendered to his need to groan; one that was genuine in expressing his pleasure, but also one intended to tell Caroline there was a risk he might climax before her. Her response, or maybe just her own increasing excitement, was to thrust even faster and longer.
John felt an enormous sense of relief as as with a very loud moan, Caroline's climax burst upon her. But she didn't stop. As if to extend, or maybe enhance her orgasm, she basically went crazy on top of him; thrusting and rubbing in an almost manic way. That triggered John, who suddenly found himself enjoying another mind blow orgasm as Caroline continued her manic stimulation of herself.
John's last shuddering pulse of his climax finished shortly after Caroline's manic behaviour had worn itself out and she was flat on his chest, all but forcing her tongue down his throat. However inexperienced he was, he knew enough to know that Caroline was in a state of oxytocin driven passion.
Kelly had done a bit of the same, but Caroline's was more intense and went for much longer. It was a pleasant enough experience that he was happy to both receive it and respond to it. After all, this was the day of his first experience of having a naked woman on top of him, let alone one in a moment of extreme passion. He was more than willing to lap it up.
After a short while Caroline found an ability to vocalise her feelings...
"That was beautiful. More than that, it was the most exciting feeling I've ever had. Thank you."
"You don't need to thank me. It was a shared experience."
"Do you mind if I lie here and cuddle you? Am I too heavy?"
"It would be my pleasure to embrace you where you are."
Caroline rested her head on the top of John's chest, his erection still inside her body. After a few moments, she jiggled her body on top of him, before raising her head and looking John in the face...
"It's still hard. Does it want more?"
It was true that John erection is still pretty long and had enough stiffness to keep where it was. But John had felt the more extreme hardness already dissipate...
"I think it has shot its load. It's very much enjoying where it is, but has lost it mojo."
Smiling at John response, Caroline rested her head back on John's chest for a few more minutes until she felt a movement in her vagina; the movement of a shaft hardening and lengthening. She raised her head again...
"I think it has found its mojo. Do you want more now?"
John had felt the change in his shaft too. He didn't doubt it was a new erection. He knew it was one of the privileges of youth to be able to achieve that, even if it never previously occurred to him that he might actually benefit from it...
"What do you want?"
"I want you to fuck me on top of me."
"Are you sure that won't hurt you? And you know that's not as good for giving you an orgasm?"
"I don't feel stretched or discomfort from the sex we just had and, while I know it's not a great position for woman, I just want to have the experience of a beautiful, strong man like you really fuck me. I'll let you know if it hurts."
John was a bit taken aback. The pillow he'd put under her bottom earlier was now right next to her hips. He rolled them both towards it, relocating Caroline's bottom in the elevated position the pillow provided...
"The tighter you grip me the faster I'm likely to climax, so in a way, you can control how long this lasts for."
John was surprised to find, as he elevated himself over her with outstretched arms, that her grip was even less than she'd started the reverse missionary with. As new to this position as he was, he was aware that, with her elevated bottom, if he managed to angle his thrusts and the curve of his shaft the right way and concentrate on the bottom half of her vagina, he might stimulate her g spot, giving him at least some chance of giving her an orgasm.
He started thrusting, slowly and deliberately, in a series of shallow thrusts interspersed by a deep one, accompanied by a twisting of his shaft at full penetration; all while looking down at the glorious vista provided by Caroline's breasts. He noticed their slight wobble and then realised that was caused by Caroline rocking her body in sync with his thrusts. He raised his eyes up to meet Caroline's. She'd been staring at John's eyes, watching his focus on her breasts and had deliberately enhanced his view. Now as John looked her in the eyes, she gave him a beautiful smile...
"Do you like what you see."
John could only grin at being caught...
"Yes, they're beautiful."
"I'm glad you're enjoying them. You have my permission to stare at them as much was you want."
But John had another concern. John's body's response to this new, extremely sexual, experience was very much affecting his cock. If he'd know the difference between a mere stiffy and a hardened erection before, what he was feeling now was off the scales. It felt as hard as a rock with a sensation that it was longer and thicker than he'd ever felt it before. The sensation was beautiful for him, but he again worried about Caroline and her body's response to her first sexual experience.
"Is what I am doing hurting you?"
"No. I can feel you are exciting my g spot and it's starting to have an effect. It feels really nice."
Satisfied with Caroline's reassurance, John felt he could focus on the sex -- and on Caroline's breasts. He continued the thrust pattern he had started with; short shallow thrusts with an upward angle, interspersed with full penetration thrusts.
For John, it was one of the most delightful sensations he'd ever felt. Not just the embrace by, and the caressing of, his manhood in Caroline's vagina but the whole experience of such intimate engagement with the soft feminine flesh of such a beautiful woman.
His pleasure was enhanced further as Caroline's moans told him he was bringing her to a climax. It sort of made him feel as though he was doing what a man ought to do, instead of just using her for his own pleasure.
As she started to quiver in the same way she'd done before, John sped up his thrusts a bit, something that seemed to accelerate Caroline's arousal. When she came, she attempted to throw her hips up, in the manner she previously had. But this time she had to push against the weight of John's body. So instead she found herself pushing John's erection into full penetration and grinding herself against his pubis.
Elevating his hips just a bit to give Caroline room to move, John momentarily held himself in place, letting Caroline's do whatever she wanted to do to enhance her climax. But as the peak of it passed and the hands she had on his bottom instructed him to do so, he started thrusting again. This time Caroline's grip was a bit tighter.
Each thrust and each withdrawal had him expel a soft hum like moan as a rush of pleasure surrounded his shaft; the warm, wet, slippery embrace of Caroline's vagina triggering every nerve fibre in his hardened manhood. It felt like nothing he'd ever felt before as he discerned it was slowly but oh so blissfully moving him to a climax.


The last two thrusts brought him to the boil. The slow build suddenly rushed forward with sensations that almost overwhelmed him. The bliss turned to an intense momentary rapture before the first pulse of his orgasm released itself to rush up his shaft to fill Caroline's vagina; John involuntarily letting out a loud prolonged groan which softened and then repeated itself with every new pulse.
Five, six pulses of an intensity entirely new to him, left him suspended on his outstretched arms, almost drained of energy, still looking down at Caroline's breasts. He eased himself down onto Caroline, using his knees and elbows to reduce the weight she had pressing down on her as numerous additional pulses faded to nothing.
Something in his body told him to thrust again; nothing brutal, just a slow in and out movement. It triggered a new response; an unexpected shuddering wracked his lower body as the sensation of a series of mini climaxes finished his orgasm and left him moaning into the bed sheet next to Caroline's left ear.
Caroline waited until she perceived John's orgasm had completely run its course...
"Well, you seemed to enjoy that."
"It was unlike anything I've felt before."
"That makes two of us. I think we might be sexually made for each other."
As she had watched John's orgasm and his response to it, that last sentence was something she'd carefully constructed. Oh, it was an honest statement as far as she was concerned. But it didn't lay a claim on him for love or even affection, even though she had already started to find John completely alluring.
It simply offered sex. Sex she wanted more of; not with anyone, just with John. Sex that might over time capture his heart, not just his manhood. The fact she might have to share him with Kelly was something she'd have to put up with; because every one of Kelly's actions since they'd stopped the bike and spoken to John had told Caroline that Kelly had the hots for him too. Caroline had from the start found him attractive. Very attractive. But she knew from the beginning that Kelly was after sex and soon, leaving at that first introduction, a nervousness about the act of surrendering her virginity.
It wasn't a nervousness driven by any sense of guilt or probity, it was one of fear. That moment was behind her now, and far from leaving her traumatised or reticent about future sex, it had drawn her into a desperate need for more of it.
She was pleased when John raised his head, smiled and answered her suggestion with...
"I think you might be right about that."
Kelly was waiting for them outside, so they reluctantly got off the bed, dressed in the swimwear they entered the room in and went back outside to join Kelly...
"You took took your time."
Caroline had been expecting this. She'd already decided on an approach to calm Kelly's concern...
"I went into the room a virgin, so we had to take things slowly."
Kelly raised her eyebrows in almost shock...
"What about James?"
"We never got there. I was about to, but it seemed James couldn't wait and, actually, I doubt he would have been loyal even if I had."
"Was it good?"
"It was beautiful. John was very careful with me."
"From what I heard, he enjoyed himself too."
"That was the nice thing about it."
"OK, we're all a bit sweaty after this. Let's go for a swim."
The next half hour was one of groping, embracing and kissing as John was overwhelmed by the girls' attention to him. He was beginning to understands Kelly's fetish about him wearing the racing brief swimwear and the removed lining as the hands of both girls wrapped themselves around the sheathed erection they quickly managed to induce as he in turn enjoyed the sensation of running his hand through their crotches and playing with their breasts.
But John had other things he had to attend to that day, so at the end of the half hour, indicated he had to leave.
He put his board shorts over the swim briefs for the trip home, but as Kelly waved goodbye, she announced...
"Don't forget you're wearing the speedos for tomorrow's lessons."
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Caroline had ridden her bike directly to the sailing club from the local Coles Supermarket, where she had a holiday job doing the morning stacking of the shelves.
When she arrived, she found the training boat already on the grass facing towards the water; indicating John was probably already down there somewhere.
Regarding her Coles uniform as perhaps the most un-alluring outfit in the World and wanting to make a good first impression when she first met John for the day, she tested the door to the ladies room so she could change into her bikini. It was locked.
Testing that to the men's' change room, she found it unlocked. Sticking her head in the door there was no immediate sign of anyone being in there. It was early on a mid-week morning. She figured the only person likely to come in was John. And as far as she was concerned, he could see anything she had to display if he happened to come in while she was changing.
In fact, John was already in the change room, sitting naked on a bench seat, typing out a text in reply to one he had just received concerning another couple who wanted to sign up for a sailing course. Caroline hadn't seen him -- nor he her -- because he was sitting on a bench seat in front of the island locker panel that was in the centre of the room, facing away from the door.
He'd sensed someone else had entered the room, but wanted to complete the text before he reacted to their presence, concerned he'd waste ten minutes of typing if he accidentally deleted it.
Finished with the text, he put the phone on the seat and walked around the island locker panel. The club's change rooms were small and completely lacking any real privacy, so being caught naked by another guy there was not something one even thought about as strange. But instead of another guy, he found Caroline there, stark naked, about to put her bikini pants on. She dropped the pants back on the seat as she explained...
"Sorry, the ladies room was still locked. I wanted to change out of my work clothes and figured no one would be in here at this time of the morning. At least, no one except you."
John stood there momentarily lost for words. Not because of any privacy matter or even some feeling she shouldn't be there. No, he was simply transfixed by the overwhelming, alluring, beauty of the young women who stood there fully exposed to him.
Yes, he'd seen her running around in her small bikini. Yes, he'd stripped her and had sex with her yesterday. But none of that had given him the full body display he now had of her. Tall, slim, shapely, with a light olive skin which showed no tan lines, indicating that was the colour of her skin. Her breasts, larger than one would expect for such a slim body, stood proud, their conical shape pointing perkily horizontal, capped by puffy areolas from which projected delightful nipples which seemed to project further out as he watched them. And her beautiful mons bulge and thick labia lips, with the crease running vertically down it that produces such a wonderful camel toe in her bikini pants.
She stood their; proud, erect, showing not the slightest sign of embarrassment as she stood there naked.
But then, nor did John feel he had to hide his nakedness from her.
Recovering his presence, he responded...
"No problem. You're right about no one else being likely to be here. Sorry I didn't have the ladies room unlocked for you."
Caroline watched as his previously dangling manhood filled out, lengthened and thickened as it slowly rose from its drooping position, to horizontal, to vertical as the head of it reached up towards his navel. She'd never seen that process before. Smiling at John, she replied...
"I'm not sure that you are really sorry about it. What was that old movie saying...I don't think that's a gun in your pocket. You're just glad to see me."
She stepped towards him, brushing her hand across his muscular chest...
"And I suspect my nipples are telling you I'm glad to see you too."
She wrapped her arms around him, pushing her breasts against his chest and her mons against the hard erection which ran up his stomach...
"That was a lovely introduction to sex you gave me yesterday. I don't think anyone else in the world could have given me the experience you gave me."
John embraced her too as he replied...
"Well, that was a pretty good experience you gave me too."
Their embrace lasted a minute or two and extended into a French kiss before Caroline asked...
"Can we...you know...here?"
John had no doubt about what she was asking for...
"If you want. Standing up?"
"Yes."
John, still embracing her, guided Caroline backward into a shower cubical where there would be a wall to lean against.
They kissed and caressed each other until Caroline pushed John erection between her legs, then stood on her toes to direct the top of his shaft into her vaginal opening; slowly easing his manhood into her as she lowered her feet, the velvety folds of her vagina opening delightfully as his shaft moved deeper and deeper into her body.
John knew this wasn't likely to be an approach which would let him give her an orgasm. He contemplated he could get one for himself and then withdraw and finger her; but that seemed the wrong way around.
While deciding what to do, he kissed and caressed her again, while moving his body against hers, without doing any thrusting. The best that might be said was that he was screwing his erection around inside her as he used his chest to stimulate her hard nipples, while minimising the stimulation of his erection; nice though it felt in the embrace of her body.
Twisting his hip, he opened a small gap between her mons bulge and his pubis; just enough to get a finger down between them and reach her clit. He kept up the kissing, caressing and body movement -- pashing in Australian lingo -- while he played his finger gently against her clit. Her hums told him is was making some progress, but it was uncomfortable and difficult to keep his finger on her clit.
Deciding to take a different approach, he withdrew his shaft and slid it length back and forwards through her crease and across her clit. That got an instant reaction from her; a forceful moan and she dropped her hand onto his shaft, guiding it and making sure she was getting the best of each thrust as he kept sliding it against her clit.
At first it felt like every forward thrust ended by penetrating her vagina in a shallow, but significant manner, leaving John wondering how that was happening given the angle of his thrusts. But gradually Caroline repositioned the placement of his shaft and he felt his shaft buried deeply in the folds of her labia, the thick lips of her mons almost embracing his shaft in the most delightful way.
Having found an approach that was obviously working, John bent his head down and sucked the end of her breast, with its puffy areola and extended nipple, into his mouth, flailing his tongue against her nipple and sometimes pushing it against the roof of his mouth and rubbing his tongue more vigorously against the trapped nipple. Caroline's holding of his head against her breast with her spare hand only confirmed it was increasing her pleasure and stimulation.
It wasn't long before Caroline was showing signs of an imminent climax. Her thighs and hips were shuddering like John had seen them do before. As she came with a loud moan, she slipped John erection back into her vagina in an almost desperately fast way; like having it there was almost a necessary part of her orgasm.
John certainly felt her contractions against his shaft, or at least he did until Caroline started pumping his shaft almost manically. John wasn't sure whether she was trying to bring on his orgasm or was doing something which enhanced hers. All he knew was that, while it felt nice, it wasn't working for him. He let her keep pumping it until she stopped, kissing and embracing her in response to her passionate neuro-chemical reaction to her climax.
And even then he gave Caroline the space to continue pashing him.
When she slowed down he decided it was time to find his own climax with a manhood that was hard, swollen and anxious for a release.
Using long, slow thrusts, with every upward one pushing deeply into her body, he found an approach which let the embrace of Caroline's slippery, wet and now more tightly gripping vagina trigger every nerve in his shaft. Now it was his turn to groan as every movement sent rushes of pleasure to his brain as the warm euphoria which was filling his erection brought him closer to an orgasm.
It broke upon him with the same intensity as it had with Caroline yesterday; one that induced a loud, prolonged groan as pulse after pulse of his climax jetted his cum onto Caroline's vagina, leaving him weak kneed but still with the strength to deliver those extra thrusts that drew out and enhanced the final vestiges of his climax.
Caroline looked into his contorted face...
"Another good one by the sound of it."
"A very good one, but I hope yours was good too."
"Better than I ever felt sex could be."
"We'd better get dressed before Kelly gets here."
As John slipped on the swim briefs Kelly gave him the day before, he could help being entranced by the sight of Caroline putting her bikini on. She knew he was watching and deliberately took her time with each of the small number of steps to achieve it. After pulling up her pants and tying on her bikini top, she turned to John...
"Would you like to run your finger through and give my bikini pants a more comfortable sit in my mons?"
Caroline thrust her mons forward, letting John slide his finger through the crease in the front of her mons, burying her bikini pants deeply in it and creating quite a camel toe. She looked cheekily up at John...
"I suppose you're going to be distracted by this for the whole of our lesson."
"I suspect you'd be disappointed if I wasn't."
"Yea, probably."
As John went to put his board shorts over the swim briefs, Caroline interrupted...
"I think Kelly is expecting you to just be in the briefs. She'll be disappointed."
Reluctantly, John surrendered on the issue, then reached for his shirt...
"I think we'd both prefer if you went bare chested, just like us."
"But we'll get sunburned."
"Kelly and I will lather you in sunscreen."
"OK, I give up. Let start getting the boat ready."
Kelly arrived five minutes after the others had started rigging; dressed in the same semi-thong bikini she'd had the day before.
Caroline gave her the details of the process of John's dressing acceptance. Kelly walked over to him with a smile, cupping his balls and the bulge in his briefs...
"That's nice of you. I know Caroline and I will enjoy the morning much more like this."
For John, at 19, and with limited sexual experience, that was more than enough to trigger an arousal. Kelly held her hand there as she felt and watched his previously flaccid manhood swell and lengthen into the better part of a full erection, Kelly stretching out the front of his swimmers to let the shaft move from its previous down facing position to a fully vertical one...
"Even more enjoyable if you can keep that up. And I'm sure, the way we'll cream you up, that we'll be off to a good start on that."
They weren't kidding about the way they lathered him in sunscreen. Made to stand up out of sight of those walking past the boat yard, they covered every part of his body with a groping, body brushing enthusiasm that, thanks to the constant attention to the area near his cock, left him with the hard vertical shaft Kelly had originally induced in him.
As she wiped her hands clean, she wrapped her hand around John's tightly sheathed manhood, looked him in the eyes, and commented...
"So, now you know why I like the sight sort of men in unlined swim briefs. But I suppose we'd better get the boat in the water and let you give us some training."
The morning's training ran much the same was as the day before; the girls taking turns on the tiller with John giving instructions from the lee side of the boat. With lifevests on, the distraction of their breasts was largely limited. But from John's point of view, that of their crotches wasn't.
He no longer felt an obligation to look them only in the eyes. Apart from an important need to keep sufficient visual awareness to keep the boat and girls safe, he found his eyes constantly drawn down to the gussets of their bikini bottoms. Caroline's camel toe was a complete show of itself, but it also soon became apparent that the gussets weren't wide enough to completely hide their spread vulvas as their outer labia escaped their coverage.
It wasn't just what he could see that was arousing him. It was the knowledge that what he was seeing was the effect of their arousal. And if the girls were to form, that arousal would manifest itself in something serious after the sailing lesson was over.
That in turn left John in a fairly constant state of arousal with its consequent erection display; which in turn fed the girls' arousal.
But even then, John underestimated what he was dealing with. No sooner had, at the end of the training session, put the boat on its trolley and hauled it up into the club yard, than Kelly asked with an urgent voice as she threw off her lifevest...
"Is the ladies room open?"
"It should be."
"Good."
Without saying anything more, she stood against John's front, pulled his lifevest over his head while pressing -- more like rubbing - her mons against the bulge in his swimmers, grabbed his hand and started dragging him towards the ladies room.
It caught John completely by surprise, even though he passively responded to her movements. As for Caroline, she watched more in bemusement; wondering whether she should follow for the entertainment, join the queue for what she knew would follow or just wait outside.
As they entered the ladies room, Kelly grabbed a small sachet from the carry bag she'd left there, led John into a shower cubicle, pulled down the front of his swimmers to reveal his erection, sheathed it in the condom she pulled from her bag, turned her back to him, pulled aside the gusset of her bikini pants and put her hands on the cubicle wall. Turning her head to him, she simply said...
"Fuck me."
When John had got dragged into the ladies, he'd expected to be asked for sex. But he envisaged something more seductive; a bit like Caroline's approach that morning. It wasn't that he objected to being told to do something -- he recognised that was part of Kelly's game. It was the...well, he couldn't quite put a name to it. Maybe it was the lack of anything approaching a foreplay.
He used his hand to guide his erection between Kelly legs, feeling out her vaginal opening and inserting the tip of his erection into it. Then he slowly penetrated her.
John knew a penetration from the back was more likely to trigger Kelly's g spot if he got the right angle. Using the back of vaginal opening to lever the tip of his erection against the front wall of her vagina, he slowly started to thrust in and out; shallow penetrations that were intended to rub the tip of his erection against the lower part of her vaginal wall where her g spot was most likely to be.
She responded with a receptive hum; hums that continued with every thrust.
The she asked him to do it faster.
He responded; noting that she was starting to press herself against the cubicle wall, instead of balancing herself on it with her hands.
She asked him to press his body against hers and do it harder.
Her hums changed into little squeals, matching every inward thrust. John normally would have taken that as a possible signal that he was causing her discomfort and backed off, but she was still asking him to push more firmly against her and thrust harder, until the point was reached he had her pressed firmly and spreadeagled against the cubical wall and his erection was almost pounding her.
Caroline heard the squeals coming from the ladies room and figured -- at the very least -- she might go in and see what was happening. By the time she got in their and located them in the cubicle, John's body was pressed hard against Kelly's, squashing her against the wall, Kelly's squeals had become more of...
"Oohh yes...more...yes...oohh...yes..."
Caroline felt that the way John's bottom was moving with his thrusts reminded him of the action of a male dog fucking a bitch. To her it looked a bit brutal, but she'd heard enough of Kelly's instructions to know John was simply doing as he was told.
Kelly's encouragement of John's action had been rising to something of a crescendo; her breathing getting faster and louder too. Suddenly she almost froze, letting out a loud prolonged groan. John stopped thrusting as he sensed Kelly's freeze; holding her there as he felt her contractions pummel his shaft.
Then she suddenly went limp, sliding down the cubical wall until she was on her knees, then squatting on her bottom, still moaning; Johns erection having been pulled from her body as she slid down. Caroline recognised the response and understood the feelings that brought it on. John had left her in that state after fingering her g spot the day before.
John looked across the Caroline, his erection now fully on display with the side on view she had. His expression was one of looking to know what he should do now. Caroline indicated...
"She's good, just a bit overwhelmed and drained by the intensity of her climax."
Kelly looked up at Caroline...
"You finish him. Then we can both eat him."
Looking up at John, Caroline explained...
"We're not going to eat you. Kelly's just letting you know that she full of endorphins that makes her want to pash you in a way you've never been pashed before and figures I'll be in the same state if you want me to finish you."
"What do you want?"
"I'd like to finish you, but maybe a bit more gently that Kelly likes."
Caroline walked over to John and kissed him, rolling the condom off his shaft and dropping it on the floor, then turning to the cubicle wall next to where Kelly was, she bent over and put her hands on the wall, like a suspect about to be frisked by a policemen; remembering at the last moment to pull aside the gusset of her bikini pants.
She looked back at John as he moved behind her. John asked...
"Are you ready?"
Caroline knew she was ready. She'd been in somewhat of a state of arousal for most of the lesson; an arousal refreshed as she watched Kelly get pounded to an orgasm...
"Yes."
She felt John's erection penetrate her receptive vagina. Not yet gripping John's erection too tightly because she wanted her climax first, she felt the tip of John's erection rub in and out across her g spot location; firmly but slowly.
With her body bent over like that John could wrap one arm around her upper thigh and finger her clit and the other arm around her upper torso and stimulate her nipple, at the same time. The clit stimulation made her moan a bit, even though John hadn't yet brought her g spot to life. But she knew he was working the right spot and that it took a while to activate.
Caroline moaned more loudly as the stimulation of her g spot activated it and added to her arousal.
Kelly sat there under her, watching Caroline's jaw slacking into a O shape as her moans got louder and louder with every thrust of John's shaft. John had pulled the triangles of her bikini top aside and Kelly could see the length and hardness of Caroline's nipple as John rolled it gently between his fingers.
Kelly had enjoyed the almost brutal and forceful from behind fucking she'd made John give her. The sexual game of a dominant male fucking the female forced to submission was a game that powerfully turned Kelly on, even though she'd essentially had to make John do it. What she was watching now was almost the opposite; the male doing everything he could to give the female the best possible sexual experience. Kelly pondered whether, if they ever got in this position again, she would change the narrative, then decided she wouldn't. She liked what John had given her and the game he'd payed with her, however good Caroline's orgasm might be. To each their own she thought.


And as Kelly sat there, it was obvious Caroline's was going to be a monster of one. She was now moaning as loudly as Kelly had ever heard her do so, quivering and breathing incredibly heavily.
Caroline's orgasm came with a bit of a scream and, as Kelly watched, Caroline squirting onto John's upper thighs and the pulled down front of his swimmers. Caroline continued to moan as John continued to thrust his shaft slowly in and out of her body; a rather interesting view of things from where Kelly sat.
John could feel the contractions of her orgasm pummel lightly against his erection. While Caroline responded to it, he kept up the same pattern of stimulating her, hoping it pleasurably extended her orgasm. But as that subsided and he felt Caroline's vagina grip his erection more tightly, he changed his approach. Until now, his thrusts had been shallow, targeting Caroline's g spot.
Now he thought he could look to his own pleasure. He thrust more deeply; as deeply as he could achieve. Still the same slow thrusts in and out, but deep enough he thought he could feel his balls come up against her clit and wondered if he was even brushing against her cervix.
Now it was his turn to grunt; or so he thought until Caroline started moaning again as if this too was stimulating her to another orgasm. He felt Caroline loosen her grip a little as if she was wanting to slow him down. That didn't impair John's pleasure in what was happening. Indeed, he hoped it might extend it; because every penetration and withdrawal of his manhood was one of complete bliss.
He sensed what felt like an accumulating rapture in his shaft; one that would eventually spill over into an ejaculation and bring this sex to an end. But for the moment he was willing, indeed, wanting, to wallow in the pleasure it was giving him. This was more so if he was pleasuring Caroline again as it gave him permission to extend the sex, instead of worrying about getting something of a 'get on with it' signal.
Both Kelly's and John's reading of Caroline's situation was right. John's long thrusts were stimulating her in the direction of another climax. She wondered why and could only guess that John's long, thick shaft was still triggering her g spot while she felt that the contact of his balls against her clit was adding to her stimulation. And yet, she felt there was something more; was what she felt a brushing of her cervix at his full penetration, or maybe the thickness and length of his shaft was finding sensitive areas of her vagina she didn't know about.
Whatever it was, it felt great, which was why she'd tried to delay John's climax.
But John's manhood had by now been doing its bit in the vaginas of the two girls for nearly half an hour. That accumulating rapture was approaching boiling point; something John's groans were making quite clear. Nothing John could do would delay his climax any further as he suddenly felt it boil over. With two final, exquisitely pleasurable, thrusts, the pulses of his climax rushed up his shaft, converting his groans to an almighty, almost crying, sigh as he wrapped his arms around Caroline and held himself on full penetration until the sequences of pulses burnt themselves out.
Caroline's response was just as powerful. Caroline, surprised by how forceful John's ejaculations had been when she pointed his shaft at her breasts the day before, and the quantity of cum he'd covered her in, had done a bit of research on line. John's had been at the top of the range. Regarding it almost as a privilege to receive that sort of discharge, in both her mind and the sensation she felt, the pulsing jets of his cum spraying against her cervix was enough to complete the building climax that Caroline had been feeling. Not as powerful as the first one, but enough to leave her bent over John's hold on her as she moaned yet again.
Both of them stood there, bent over, until they recovered from their climaxes. John's finished first, easing himself into a more vertical position while his erection still fully penetrated Caroline; his hands stabilising her hips. He felt somewhat uncertain as to what he should do. A quick withdrawal seemed too much to him to be something of a fuck and run approach that men are accused of, even if he had no actual intention to run.
Caroline was equally uncertain. She wanted his erection to stay in her as long as possible, but wanted to turn around and kiss him. She couldn't have both. She gave it a minute, then moved forward to let his erection slide out of her, before quickly turning and embracing John before going a full pash on him.
Kelly had been watching all this with her own intentions. But by the time the intensity of her orgasm had subdued enough to let her stand up and satisfy her own desire for a post sex pash, John had been buried deeply into Caroline, fucking her. It wasn't really the time or place to give vent to the endorphins flooding her body.
Wanting something more than a continuation of this shower recess frolic, she stood up, trying to separate Caroline from John as she suggested, let's take John back for lunch.
Fifteen minutes later saw the three of them parking back at Kelly's parents place.
It has to be admitted that Kelly does a nice lunch. Smoked salmon sandwiches and a variety of fruit. As they had the day before, they sat out on the lawn, overlooking the river; the girls sitting either side of John.
John hadn't come here expecting there'd be another round of sex. After all, until yesterday he'd been a virgin. He'd had sex with both girls already that morning -- twice with Caroline. He thought that was all that would be intended in one day and he was there to enjoy their very pleasurable company. He anticipated that might included a sufficient amount of fondling and groping -- that seemed to be the nature of the girls -- and was something he looked forward to as well; more so since they were still all dressed in their swimwear, the girls breasts bulging out of their small tops, their nipples on high beam and Caroline's camel toe as prominent as ever..
He didn't know that wasn't Kelly's intention; even if the extended nipples should have given him a warning.
As had happened the day before, as lunch came to an end, John found himself on his back, displaying a rampant erection as a result of the groping he'd already received, both girls laying half on top of him; one on each side. Kelly was playing with his erection as she french kissed him. Caroline was left kissing his cheek and caressing anywhere her hands could reach. However there was a reward for Caroline's sacrifice. As John had been pushed onto his back by the girls and quickly mounted by them, his right arm, on Kelly's side had remained free to wrap around her back. The left arm, on the other hand, was captured under Caroline's body.
Since he was being groped by the girls, he figured he might as well put his left arm to good use. His hand was right under Caroline's bikini pants, so he simply turned his hand upwards and slid his fingers through Caroline's crease.
John found there was something quite erotic about burying his fingers in Caroline's deep camel toe, feeling, if only through the thin material of her pants, the soft flesh of the thick lips of her outer labia, as he extended his fingers up to her clit. Caroline's response was to whisper in his ear -- as if not to alert Kelly...
"That's nice!"
So while Kelly was dominating his manhood and upper body, Caroline was getting herself fingered.
John was surprised how quickly Caroline's pants became, first damp, and then actually wet and slippery, as he fingered her and her juices permeated through her pants. He could tell Caroline was trying to suppress the moans that normally accompanied her arousal; the heavy breathing and additional encouraging comments in his ear like 'lovely' and 'wonderful' somehow satisfying her need to vocalise her pleasure.
As tends to be the case as she approaches a climax, Caroline's thighs started quivering, her climax signalling itself by a heavily suppressed but prolonged moan in John's ear. Caroline's endorphins over rode any politeness about wrestling access to John lips from Kelly. She moved her head across, gently pushing Kelly out of the way as she invaded John mouth with her tongue, squirming about with her body against his, but for the time being, leaving Kelly in change of playing with his manhood.
Kelly's fondling of John had, as far as she was concerned, being merely foreplay. She wasn't sure what made her induce John to give her a face pressed to the wall fucking. It had been a spur of the moment thing. Something she'd never tried with her previous boyfriend. She'd never intended it to merely be a doggy position fucking either. She'd deliberately introduced an element of, well, what might have been interpreted as forced sex if it wasn't for the fact Kelly had forced it.
She knew John was a relative innocent when it came to sex; gentlemanly, kind and gentle. And yet his tall, muscular, fit body induced in her a desire for just the opposite; even if she had to lead the game. The orgasm she'd had that morning was something new, something special. It had been powerful in a way that was different from anything she'd experienced before. That was why it left her helpless on the floor when she was finished.
It hadn't been all about the positioning; although the doggy style had worked nicely. It was about John dominance as he fucked her. As she'd pashed him after lunch, she'd been thinking about how else she might get John to play that game. She'd considered some form of bondage, but she felt it was too early for that and in any case didn't have the bindings needed for that. It was something for the future.
She could lay face down on the bed. But that was too much like the morning.
There were many other positions she considered, but they weren't really dominance, just trying something different.
As she got ready to take John by the hand and lead him into her bedroom, she decided missionary was going to have to do it. That of itself was almost a novelty to her. With her previous boyfriend, she'd only done cowgirl or reverse missionary. But she was going to make John deliver with a forcefulness that was of itself a display of dominance. John had followed her instructions once that day. She assumed he'd do the same for her now. And she was going to enhance it by having Caroline pin her down. It meant she'd have to reveal her fetish, but she was confident Caroline would cooperate.
"Let's go into my bedroom. You too Caroline. I need your help."
John and Caroline both looked at Kelly. John asked...
"What have you got in mind?"
"Well, sex, but I want to try something different. Come on, let's go."
Kelly grabbed John's hand and dragged him up. Caroline, somewhat uncertain, decided to follow anyway. As they entered the bedroom, Kelly pulled down the front of John's swimwear, sheathed his already hard erection with a condom and then laid herself out on the bed face up...
"Caroline, I want you to pin me down while John strips me and fucks me. And John, I want you to do it with, lets call it with real enthusiasm, like you ended up doing this morning."
Caroline looked a little bewilded at John, who simply shrugged his shoulders and nodded back. So Caroline sat on the bed above Kelly's head and pinned down the arms that Kelly offered her. John straddled her upper thighs.
He lent over her pinned down body, reached under her lower chest to find the tie string of her bikini top and pulled the string, letting him pull her top over her head. Then he started to pull down her pants; finding Kelly was resisting a bit by not lifting her bottom. Forcing the issue, he simply slid his hand under her bottom to overcome the friction of the bed and pulled them right down her legs.
He looked down at Kelly's sprawled out naked body. It was an arousing sight, not that he needed any more arousal. Lovely figure, beautiful face, gorgeously long auburn hair and breasts that would hold any mans attention. Enthusiasm wasn't of itself a problem. His manhood was drooling over the prospect of fucking her. It was Kelly's interpretation of enthusiasm that was a concern. He knew she really meant pounding her. That's what she'd had him doing that morning.
To provide some semblance of looking after her, he forcefully lifted her bottom and placed a pillow under it, hoping that would help stimulate the right areas, even if he wasn't able to use the more shallow thrusts that would target it.
Kelly offered neither assistance nor resistance as John guided his erection into her vaginal opening. It was ready for him, letting him slide his shaft into full penetration without the slightest friction or resistance.
Whatever Kelly's instruction was, John wasn't just going to start a hard pounding straight away. He wanted to make sure his thrusts were right for both him and her, so he started with a few long, moderately slow, thrusts and half withdrawals.
Then started upping the tempo and depth.
It wasn't long before the hums and heavy breathing were signifying the sex was having a positive effect on Kelly.
As for John, the lose grip and three previous ejaculations already that day meant he wasn't climaxing any time soon; and he suspected that was how Kelly wanted it. But that's not to say there wasn't considerable pleasure in what he was doing; both pleasure derived from his shaft as it slid in and out of Kelly's warm, slippery, embracing, vagina, and visual as he stared down at her beautiful breasts which were starting to delightfully wobble quite significantly. The wobbles were partly from the way his deep presentation was pushing her torso around a bit -- elevated as she was on the pillow -- and just the rocking of the bed. Indeed, when he looked up at Caroline, her breasts were wobbling too; enough that he wondered if they might be slowly creeping out of her bikini top.
Kelly might not be as much of a moaner as Caroline is, but she was vocalising enough to let John and Caroline know she was close to a climax. When it broke, it was more of a groan than a moan that accompanied Kelly automatic attempt to thrust her hips up against John weight. Not gaining much by way of elevation, she screwed her hips around instead, siring up the erection still penetrating her.
John held himself penetrated in her, waiting for what should come next. He was more concerned about whether he should find a climax in Kelly or keep his current erection for the benefit of Caroline. Her light grip and his three previous climaxes that day had given him the endurance to offer those possibilities; although the final decision would rest with the girls.
But Kelly's immediate needs were more imperative. She grabbed John around his neck and pulled him forcefully him down to her face in what was almost a strangle hold; kissing him passionately as one arm pinned John in place while the other caressed his back.
John's sex education had given him some forewarning that women like to have physical engagement after their climax, but over the last two days John had learnt that was a far more intense process than he'd expected. Kelly held him down pashing for close to ten minutes -- John Erection still filling her vagina - before she looked up at Caroline who was still sitting just above her head watching the whole process...
"Will I leave him to you or will I drain his balls?"
"You can leave him to me."
Kelly looked up at John...
"You heard Caroline. You'd better attend to her. You don't mind if I just lay here and watch, do you?"
John looked up at Caroline, who gave him a sort of 'come and get me' raised eyebrows and slight turn of her head.
Realising Kelly was playing a real threesome game, he withdrew from her and then, still straddling Kelly, raised up and walked on his knees until his now vertical, somewhat dripping, erection loitered over Kelly's chin. Leaning forward, he embraced Caroline. They kissed and pashed for a while before John undid the string ties of Caroline's bikini top and she stripped the condom from John's erection and tossed it onto the bedside cabinet.
John pondered the possibility of fucking Caroline right where they were; kneeling over Kelly's head. It would have given Kelly an interesting view.
But it wasn't what he wanted and he doubted Caroline wanted that too. He felt Caroline's approach to sex was closer to his than Kelly's was. John preferred intimate sex that brought both participants together in a whole body and mind sense. Kelly's fetishes were interesting and novel and John was a willing participant, but the fact Caroline had now twice been left to take the cum shot -- so to speak -- said a lot about that sort of sex.
Carefully lifting his knee across Kelly's face, he drew Caroline out to the more spacious part of the queen sized bed that Kelly was laying on. Embracing her, John eased her body down onto the bed, their heads at the foot end of the bed, simply because that had been the easiest was of laying Caroline down.
Still embraced they kissed and pashed for a while before John started tugging at Caroline's bikini pants. She lifted her hips, letting him pull them down to her lower thighs, from where John hooked them on his toe and dragged them all the way off her. Caroline reciprocated the process with John's swimmers.
Rolling towards Kelly, still laying on the bed, he tugged at the pillow under her bottom...
"Can we borrow this please?"
Kelly raised her hips, releasing it and watched as John slipped it under Caroline's bottom.
Caroline and John continued to pash, laying on their side, as Caroline guided John's erection effortlessly into her vagina. John asked...
"Do you want to be on top?"
"No. You've got the on top bit worked out. We'll do it that way. But there's no hurry."
Caroline kissed John again, rolling him softly back and forward as she intertwined all her limbs with his; brushing her extended nipples across his chest.
That's what John liked about Caroline. He gladly engaged in her sexual pre-game, he delighted in the feeling of her nipples brushing across his chest, the sensation of so much of her soft, feminine flesh -- in their intertwined posture -- in contact with his and he wondered as Caroline periodically pushed his erection even further into her body whether she was brushing her clit across his pubis.
His manhood -- as hard and swollen as much as it had ever been -- revelled in the warm embrace of her vagina joining their bodies as one. But it was not a pleasure that was brewing his erection towards an orgasm. Indeed, it was almost the opposite; giving it a chance to drain some of the sensitivities that the act of fucking Kelly had imprinted on his shaft and giving him more confidence that those sensitivities wouldn't prematurely lead to an orgasm while he was still pleasuring Caroline.
Signalling it was time, Caroline instigated a roll, pulling John over the top of her, opening her legs to let John's position themselves on the bed.
As John raised himself on his straightened arms, he looked down on Caroline and her beautiful body. Yes, in some sense this was starting in the same position as he'd just had with Kelly. But what would follow from that was very different.
He half withdrew the erection from Caroline's vagina and thrust it gently back in a small amount. He was trying to position himself to trigger Caroline's g spot. He realised it was too deep, so pulled back a bit further. The next thrust seemed to run the upper part of his shaft across the front wall of Caroline's vagina more or less where John had success with giving her a g spot orgasm previously.
He started thrusting; slow gentle thrusts which never the less put a reasonable degree of pressure on the spot John was trying to target.


It wasn't long before Caroline was moaning; as she does when she's being properly stimulated. That always encourages John; letting him know that he's getting it right -- or at least right enough. His thrusts came a little quicker; still not fast, but not as slow and deliberate as his starting ones had been. Caroline's moans became faster and louder; her breathing becoming noticeably faster and louder too.
John wondered what sort of view Kelly had of this. With Caroline's legs spread wide, the pillow under her lifting her hips and his hips lifted slightly off the bed to get the right angle for his thrusts, she may well have been able to watch his thrusts entering and withdrawing from Caroline's vagina. He wasn't going to turn around and look, but the slightly rolled position of Kelly's legs certainly suggested she had positioned herself to do just that.
But at that moment his view was focused on Caroline's gorgeous breasts. They were wobbling. Wobbling as Caroline's chests moved up and down in time with his thrusts and to an extent he'd never seen before. John knew his thrusts weren't forceful enough to do that; they were nothing like those he'd delivered to Kelly. He recognised Caroline had noted his enjoyment of watching wobbly breasts and was greatly exaggerating the situation.
Warmed by her thoughtfulness, he bent down and kissed her cheek. She turned her head enough to offer her lips for a second one which John willingly accepted. Then he bent his back and contorted his neck to have as long a suck of her right nipple as the uncomfortable position would allow him.
As he straightened his arms again to once again look down on her breasts, he noted Caroline was exaggerated the wobble even more. Or maybe that was just because her moans and breathing was telling him her orgasm was close to imminent.
Caroline's thighs were shivering; a sure sign that something was about to happen.
Her climax was accompanied by the usual loud moan. John kept gently thrusting, having found before that it prolonged her orgasm. She moaned and twisted her hips for quite a while. Then as if her orgasm was subsiding, she grabbed John around his neck and brought him down to her face to french kiss him.
Kelly's post climax pashing in one thing; almost violent, but relatively short. Caroline's is more like she wants to own you forever and is reflected through her whole body. As she kissed and caressed John, again she was rolling slowly and gently from side to side, brushing her breasts across his chest, pushing down even more firmly on his erection and grinding her vaginal opening against his pubis and the base of his shaft.
As her kissing and caressing subsided somewhat, she started thrusting her vagina up and down his shaft. Only small movements, but the sort of one that signals she was ready for John to discharge his load. John played the game for a while, doing some thrusting of his own; mainly because while it was nice, it wasn't boiling up his cock. But it wasn't how he wanted to finish.
He stopped responding to Caroline's thrusting; playing something of a dead bat to them while softly pushing against Caroline's grip on his neck. Caroline took the hint and released him from the grip she had around his neck, letting him rise again onto his outstretched arms. Now at least he could control his thrusts to maximise his own pleasure.
He glimpsed Caroline looking up with a broad grin as he started thrusting; long, moderately slow thrusts which went to full, balls against her vulva, penetration of Caroline; stimulating every nerve in the length of his shaft. Caroline's grip had become a little tighter. Enough to slowly boil him but not enough to send him into an instant orgasm; not a bad result given his shaft had spent the best part of the last 40 minutes in the girls vaginas.
There are moments he thought he could feel his fully penetrated shaft touch gently against Caroline's cervix. He knew he shouldn't hit it firmly, but was also aware some women find a pleasurable stimulation if more softly applied. Caroline didn't seem to object. Indeed, her responses suggested to him that something was starting to stimulate her again.
Caroline doesn't hold back in vocalising her arousal, but this had a slightly different tone to it.
But for them moment John was focusing on his own pleasure. He wasn't in a hurry. What he felt was something far more than just pleasuring his manhood. It was the intimacy and connection he felt with Caroline that gave him a sense of rapture that infused his whole being. For as long as Caroline was willing to keep smiling at him and let him enjoy that connection, he was willing to keep doing what he was doing. And in that he found some comfort from the fact that Caroline knew she could accelerate his orgasm by gripping him more firmly, but wasn't doing so.
But, to John's surprise, something was definitely stirring in Caroline too. He wasn't intentionally targeting her g spot as he'd done before, and yet she was responding to something. Differently than before -- it was more a guttural sort of moan; quite unusual given Caroline's soft, very feminine voice. But definitely something.
Caroline's whole body was sort of shaking. She was still intentionally wobbling her breasts but that was on a bodily foundation that itself was vibrating enough to be felt through the bed.
John was still thrusting, although he'd decided to be more through about getting full penetration on his inward thrust and touching up Caroline's cervix. Indeed, he'd shortened the withdrawal to make more frequent touches against it.
Let's face it, he'd only seen less than a dozen female orgasms in his whole life -- and all of those in the last two days -- but never seen or heard of anything like Caroline's present reaction.
As she climaxed, her usual loud moan was accompanied by the more guttural reaction, the latter continuing well after the moaning had calmed down; the sort of hesitant, shaky, uncertain noise someone might make if they were at risk of falling off a cliff.
John felt her vagina grip his shaft more firmly. Still thrusting, still going for full, cervical contact, penetration, his shaft started to heat up in that way that says a climax is imminent. His grunts of exertion became groans of pleasure as a sort of blissful euphoria filled the full length of his shaft. Then came that moment -- no more than a single thrusts worth -- where that euphoria explodes into sense of extreme pleasure, that no word can describe, as a prelude to the pulses of his climax filling Caroline's vagina with his cum and his brain with a level of rapture no other experience can duplicate.
After the first two pulses, John eased himself down to lay flat on Caroline beautiful body, turning his head away from hers so the loud groans of his climax wouldn't hurt her ears. But no sooner was he on top of her than Caroline either climaxed again, or had a second wave of the earlier one; moaning and squirming her body against John's as she wrapped her arm around his neck and pinned him to her.
As John's pulses subsided, he thrust a couple more time, past experience telling him that he might trigger a series of mini climaxes as a result. In this case both the pulses and the mini-climaxes provided a degree of pleasure greater than anything he'd had in the last two days; and given his past experience, that was saying something.
By the time John's mini-climaxes petered out, both John and Caroline were left drained of energy and panting as they laid flat on the bed.
Kelly couldn't help herself...
"OK you two, what was all that about?"
John replied...
"Just a sec."
Reaching across the bed away from Kelly to see if there was enough room to roll Caroline on top, and finding there was, he added...
"I just want to roll Caroline over so I don't crush her."
Of course, he could have just disengaged and sat up, but Caroline was still in her endorphin induced pashing stage and frankly, John's erection was still hard and rather enjoining the embrace of Caroline's vagina. In any case, Caroline was the one with a story -- if there was one. John had only been doing the typical male thing; more or less.
Caroline managed to find a break in the pashing long enough to address Kelly's question...
"It's hard to say. I think I might have had a cervical orgasm or something like that. Then I found that if I'm stimulated enough, John erection doesn't have to concentrate on my g spot. His erection seems thick enough to stimulate it anyway. I hadn't really raised this issue because until now it wasn't something I thought was important, but John's erection is much longer and thicker than my ex's and I think he's stimulating areas that a smaller one couldn't."
Caroline thought she should quickly add for the benefit of John...
"Don't worry, all I ever did to see his erection was give him a hand job. We were about to move on to the more serious stuff -- which is why I got a birth control implant - when I found out he was cheating."
Kelly thought about it...
"Yea, actually he's bigger than mine was too. I'll have to test him out to see if I can get the same result."
John was somewhat bemused by the whole conversation. He'd never given the slightest thought to his penis size -- erect or flaccid. If it gave the girls good sex, that was great. It was certainly giving him good sex.
He felt his erection lose its full hardness. It was still pretty stiff and swollen and didn't seem to be in any hurry to subside further, but it was the first indication that his manhood was on a path to a flaccid state. He pondered what Kelly meant by suggesting she would be looking for the same result. Did she mean now or was she looking to another day? He wasn't sure that he really wanted more sex then and there. And that made the question of whether he continued to keep what was left of his erection in Caroline's vagina important. Yesterday it had refreshed itself while still in her vagina. If it did that again now, Kelly might well take advantage of it.
John rolled Caroline onto her side, withdrew his semi-erection and sat up on the bed...
"All this sex has made me a bit sweaty. Do you think we can go for a swim?"
The girls had been all over him like a rash in the pool the day before; but at least there it was limited to groping and pashing; something John was more than happy to succumb to. The others agreed and the three of them put their swimwear back on and headed down to the pool.
John managed to keep them there for what was left of the day -- before he had to go home and Kelly's parents would be back. Yes, he spent most of the time in the pool getting groped and pashed and with a full erection, but it was limited to that.
As he declared it was time to leave, he knew they'd be down for another lesson tomorrow and wondered where that would lead.
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Alex slowly emerged from his deep sleep. Laying on his back and mindlessly looking up at the ceiling, the first thing that he became aware of was his morning erection. It should not have attracted his attention the way it did. It was, after all, an every day feature of his getting up.
But this one was different. It was harder, stiffer, maybe even bigger than his usual morning erection. It was also randy. It wanted attention.
Thoughtlessly, he wrapped his hand around it, sliding it up and down the length of his shaft a couple of times; shuddering with the burst of pleasure that caused, while noting a sense of stickiness that seemed to cover the shaft.
It was only after that, that his wakefulness grew to the point he became aware of where he was. It wasn't his own bed, nor the house he lived in. His naked body was covered by nothing more than a sheet, and even that only came up as far as his navel; the tip of his erection cheekily peeking out from under it.
He was in Kate's bed. The beautiful, wonderful lady he met last night at the North Sydney Leagues Club's dance night.
He turned to the right to find her awake, rolled on her side, her stunning, perky breasts exposed and pointing at his chest, her smile offering a warm welcome as her eyes drifted between his eyes and where he had his hand still wrapped around his erection...
"You know. There are other ways of dealing with that."
She extended an arm and caressed his chest as she bent in and kissed him on his lips. Alex rolled towards her, throwing off the bed sheet and bringing them into a close embrace. Alex felt a condom being rolled down his shaft as a prelude to Kate bending it down and bringing it into her vaginal opening.
The sensation of his shaft sliding effortlessly into the warm embrace of her body left any self-fondling of his manhood for dead.
Putting a pillow under her bottom, Kate induced a roll that left Alex on top of her.
It seems Kate knew how to stimulate her G-spot; or at least get her partner to do it, something all the more effective with her sensitive nipples.
But he'd also learnt to take his time with her. His shaft might be buried deeply in her body, but it wasn't yet time to bang away at her. It might not have taken much foreplay to make her receptive to his shaft, but it took a lot more to make her G-spot receptive to his thrusts.
It started off kissing; deep, French kissing, accompanied by a squirming of their bodies against the other. Alex found it rather delightful as his naked flesh moved against the soft feminine beauty of hers. The squirming screwed his shaft around inside her vagina; something that was pleasurable, but not likely to bring him to a premature climax.
But that was just the start.
Withdrawing his shaft by about half its length let him crane his neck in a comfortable enough way to suck her nipples. She loved it and he loved it. As Alex had discovered the night before, she could be brought to an orgasm on that alone; something that he found was as rewarding for him as it was for her. There was a beautiful sensation of her climaxing under him. But his pleasure was compounded by the sucking itself. Her breasts were glorious. Not large, although on her slender figure, they weren't small either. But they were perky, stood proud of her chest and her nipples responded to his sucking by hardening into large projecting edifices.
Opening the gap between his pubis and her mons also let him finger her clit. He found circling it, or slowly drawing a figure 8 around it, really had a powerful effect on her.
For Alex, feeling Kate's legs quivering under him as she approached a climax was a delight in itself. The sensation of her climaxing under him, throwing her hips up and engaging in a prolonged passion set his own passions aflame; not in a way that demanded his own climax, but rather in a way that made him feel one with the beautiful woman under him.
Still not in a hurry, he gave her another climax before the hands Kate put on his butt told him she was ready for the final scene. Alex started thrusting. Deep thrusts that explored the deepest most part of her body while his chest brushed against her nipples. Kate's g spot had come to life with Alex's previous foreplay. Her vocalisation told him her state of arousal was one of a burning flame. His own shaft was revelling in the pleasure her vagina was giving him; a slow accumulation of the sort of pleasure that makes a climax inevitable.
But Kate came first; legs that were quivering so much he could barely keep thrusting, a cry so loud she would have been heard next door, squirting that soaked Alex's thighs, contractions that pummelled his shaft; all as Alex kept thrusting, partly to extend her orgasm, partly because his own was imminent.
Alex's climax was brewing. The sort of brewing that tells you that you only have a couple of thrusts left. His shaft was infused with something like a hot pleasure through its whole length. Then the moment came. That moment, and it is only a moment, when the feeling of ecstasy was so intense, so exhilarating, that you know you're about to blow your load and there's not a thing you can do about it however much you would to prefer to extend the moment.
That first, cum squirting, pulse, sent pleasure signals to his brain that triggered a prolonged loud groan. One loud enough Alex had to turn his head away from Kate to avoid deafening her. Pulse after pulse wracked him, each one extending his groans, until they settled into a sequence of mini climaxes; something that felt like his body was cleaning out his balls to extract and deliver into Kate's vagina every drop of his cum.
When they finally stopped, Alex rolled Kate over on top of him; letting him continue to enjoy the sense of his erection in her body without having to worry about crushing her with his weight.
Kate laughed...
"I've never squirted before. I'm going to have something of a mess to clean up."
But we've got ahead of the story. The story didn't start with sex. It started on a dance floor the previous night.
Alex had only recently moved to Sydney from a large country town. The RSL club in that town had run Friday might dance events; just a local band playing everything from rock and roll to waltzes. He'd picked up enough dance skills in his later years at school to be able to put on a reasonable show and attract enough dance partners to make each night something worth going to.
Now in a big city, with few contacts, he heard about dance nights held at a Football club a few suburbs from where he lived, and decided to give it a go. Before that, he'd tried out some dance events closer to home, but found them not quite to his style. He was used to the dress standard being more ballroom than barn yard; collared shirts for the guys and dresses for the girls, rather than jeans and T-shirts. And the music was more country than rock and roll. They'd been OK, and fun enough, but he yearned for something more like he'd had at home.
He turned up to the Football Club event dressed as he would have back home; chinos, a button-up collared shirt, tucked in and proper dance shoes. As he entered the auditorium, he surveyed the scene.
There was a good number of people on the dance floor. Dress was a spectrum of swing dance skirts down to jeans and some sort of top for the girls and, more commonly, something less dressed up for the majority of the guys. Still, the band was playing some pretty good swing music and there was some pretty good displays of dancing styles to go with it.
It was better than anything else he'd been to in Sydney.
The next step was to find a way of blending in and finding some dance partners. He needed to pick out who were couples and who might be there single enough to accept a dance invitation; something that was no small task.
He'd been watching one young lady in a simple, body hugging, but very dance style dress doing some great dance moves; made all the more interesting by the way the hem of her short dress flared out as she did spin turns, revealing a very attractive bottom and a pair of red panties.
As she came off the floor with her dance partner, he noticed they separated and went to different tables. Of course, even if she was otherwise willing to dance, he knew there was a good chance she'd come off the floor for a rest. Still, if he waited, she might be asked by someone else. Building up courage, he approached her...
"Hello. That was some great dancing I watched you do. I wonder if I could ask you for a dance?"
The lady looked up at him; at least offering him a broad and rather attractive smile...
'Sure, but give me five to recovery my breath first."
"Sounds good. Can I get you a drink or other refreshment?"
"Just a glass of water would be nice."
Alex went to the bar and brought back two glasses of water. Sitting down, he pushed one across the table to the lady...
"Are you a regular here?"
"Yea. I come with a group of friends."
The lady waved her hand in the direction of the table, indicating those sitting at the table were the friends she was speaking of, even if many of them were up dancing.
"What about you?"
"My first time here. I've only recently moved to Sydney. I'm Alex by the way."
"Well, you're welcome to join the table. I'm Julie."
After finishing their glasses of water, the couple walked onto the dance floor. Alex thoroughly enjoyed his dance with Julie. It was just the sort of dancing he'd come here for. But it was intensely fast and active. After about ten minutes, Julie suggested they retire to the table again.
They'd only just sat down when an attractive lady in a pink dress stepped into the space next to Alex's chair...
"Hi, Jules. Who's this guy? He seems like he actually knows how to dance."
"Yeah, he's pretty good and new to the area. His name is Alex."
"Well, Alex, how about you give me a bit of a dance too?"
Julie might have been dancing for a while, but Alex was just starting. He had plenty of energy to dance with...
"Sure, I'd love to."
As he stood up, he excused himself from Julie as Kate took his hand and led him onto the dance floor.
As he trailed just a little bit behind her, he had his first chance to actually get a look at her. And what he saw he regarded as somewhat stunning. Alex was 182cm (6ft) tall. He guessed Kate wasn't much shorter; maybe 170cm or around that, and that was after subtracting the high-heeled dance shoes she was wearing. Her figure was -- well -- stunning. Slender but with very feminine curves and very long legs, both highlighted by the body-conforming cut of her tightly fitted mini skirt. Her blonde hair cascaded half way down her back and from the side view he had as he walked with her, she seemed to have a very cute face and rather nicely pert breasts.
They reached the centre of the dance floor as a swing dance number played.
Alex quickly felt something very special about dancing with Kate. Yes, she danced wonderfully, as well, if not better than any other dance partner he'd ever had, but it was more than that.
And yes, now he had a proper front-on view of her, as he spun her out and back into his arms again, she was definitely stunning. Cute was definitely the best word to describe her overall appearance. And the deep curve of the front of her dress certainly presented a beautiful view of her breasts. What he hadn't noticed before was how the static electricity in her dress had drawn the front of it into her thigh gap, making quite a display of her mons bulge.
But something else gnawed at him which he couldn't quite put his finger on. Something that went well beyond the mere visual. The smile that was constantly radiating from her face and directed straight at Alex helped. It seemed to convey something about her personality. But again Alex felt there was something much deeper drawing him to her.
The swing music was followed by something more Latin, Kate's seductive rumba completely turned him on. What might be called the dance of love, when executed by Kate, triggered feelings in Alex that went far beyond the pleasure of dancing. And there was nothing shy about Kate's approach to the more intimate aspects of the dance. When she closed the gap between them, it was with full body contact.
Increasingly Alex felt the dancing was becoming sexual. Certainly his manhood thought so as it swelled in his pants.
With the music loud and the pace of the dance somewhat fast, there hadn't been much opportunity for Alex to actually converse with this woman who was having such a strong effect on him. So far, only the light in her eyes, the smile on her face and the seductive movements of her body were doing most of the talking.
Things changed when the band moved down to a softer, slow waltz. Kate moved into to a highly intimate stance. No stiff armed distance with her head turned to the side. Her body melded against Alex's; her right thigh between his legs leaving nowhere for his left thigh to go except deeply between her legs while her face turned towards Alex's...
"I don't usually dance a waltz so close to my partner, but you seemed like someone who would dance well that way."
As they, now joined together, picked up the timing of the music and started to rise and fall as they rotated around the dance floor, Alex found his thigh brushing against Kate's crotch as her leg brushed against the top of Alex's manhood as it draped down in his pants.
Kate, ignoring the almost sexual contact, continued her discussion...
"So where have you moved from?"
"Albury."
"What brought you up here?"
"Better work opportunities."
"Where do you now live?"
"Manly."
"You have spoilt yourself. It's a lovely beach, but you've come a fair distance to go dancing."
"I have always liked dancing and this seems to be the best venue for it. And what about you. Where do you live?"
"Just a few blocks away."
Alex was finding the contact between the top of his thigh and Kate's crotch was becoming firmer and, as the waltz continued he felt as though a dampness was permeating through his pants where they made contact with it. He certainly knew his manhood, now trapped pointing down the leg of his pants was growing. Not fully, but enough for Kate to have felt it with her thigh.
Still, Kate continued the conversation, asking delicately while exploring his past and giving in return about the same level of information as she extracted from Alex; enough to hint they were both single, well educated and reasonably financially secure, while not going into a full cross-examination.
It was a full hour they spent dancing, their bodies getting closer, their movements more intimate and sexual, until the band called for a break. Returning to the table where Julie and other friends were already seated, Kate pulled the only remaining seat out and basically told Alex to sit there and mind the seat while she got some water for both of them. Alex suggested he be the one who should get the water but Kate all but demanded she do the water collection.
As Kate left, Julie looked across at him...
"You guys must be exhausted. That was some pretty intense dancing."
"Actually no. I think I would have preferred if the band kept playing."
"You know, Kate is normally pretty shy. She's a great dancer, but you've really brought out something in her."
Alex would have liked to know more, but Kate returned with the water, placing two glasses in front of Alex. Looking up and down the full table, she asked...
"There's no spare chairs. Do you mind if I sit on your lap?"
"You're welcome."
More than welcome, Alex thought. She put one arm around Alex's neck as she sat across his lap. It was another 20 minutes before the band came back on. During that time of intense conversation Alex certainly got to know more about the friend group from the local dance school which represented most of the people at the table, ranging in age from the low 20's -- like Kate, Julie and Alex -- to, Alex guessed, their 50's.
Also during that time, Alex had to fight back the tendency of his manhood to grow an erection; not helped by either Kate's hips resting against it or his view of Kate's dress which gave him a vista down the front of it between her breasts and the occasional display of a nipple when she bent forward to pick up her glass.
After half an hour, the band came back out and started playing again.
Kate and Alex were almost immediately back on their feet and onto the dance floor.
Neither of them had ever enjoyed their dancing so much. Swing, Rock & Roll, Latin American, Waltz, for the next hour they danced them all; enjoying the close intimacy of the slow dancing and what, in a very strange way, became the sexual innuendo of the faster ones. Alex had danced with many women; many stunningly attractive, more than a few with large breasts dangling out of barely their tops or skirts so short they revealed everything. After all, dancing has always had a sexual overtone.
But there was something more about dancing with Kate. Yes, he found her attractive. Very attractive. But he felt something much deeper than, well, lustful attraction. The way Kate danced some of the dances of love projected a completely different message from the jerky, displaying movements that had permeated from the competition floor onto the social one. There was a teasing display that somehow seduced him; physically and, more importantly deeply within him. The movement of her body, the look in her eyes and the promising pursing of her lips ignited feelings he'd never really felt before.
In the back of his mind he worried whether this was just good dancing or Kate really was building a connection with him. But Julie's comment about Kate normally being shy gave him some hope that he could build a connection with Kate.
As for Kate, well, if Alex had know her feelings, he wouldn't have had to worry about anything. Kate's movements weren't for displaying to everyone else on the dance floor. They were a display for Alex. They'd come to her naturally in a way she'd never felt before. Her body had taken control of her dance moves and released all inhibitions. She was dancing like she'd always wanted to dance, but never had the courage or motivation to do so in public. Now the public didn't matter. It was only Alex who mattered. While dancing and sitting on him, she'd felt his erection come and go as her body brushed against it. She knew she had his physical attraction, but it was only intuition that gave her a sense she had his emotional one as well.
Half an hour after they come back onto the dance floor, Julie walked up to Kate and announced into her ear over the noise of the band...
"It's time for me to go home. Are you coming?"
Kate had a momentary temptation to offer her a sexualised response, but instead replied...
"No. I'm pretty sure Alex will drop me off, it's on his way, and if not I'll walk."
"OK, be careful."
After another half hour, the band had finished for the night. As Kate and Alex walked towards the now already near-empty table, Kate asked...
"Would you mind dropping me off. Julie had to leave early."
"Sure. My pleasure."
As close as it was, Kate felt like they had got back to her unit almost as soon as she'd closed the car door; somewhat disappointing since she wanted more time talking to Alex. As he stopped outside her place she asked...
"Do you want to come up for a cup of tea or coffee or a beer or glass of wine. I'm sure you're a bit thirsty after all that dancing."
"That would be nice."
Alex followed Kate up the stairs of the unit block to the top floor. As Kate opened her door, Alex could see she had quite a nice two bedroom unit with the South facing windows in the lounge room offering a nice view out into Sydney Harbour; or at least a bay of the harbour.


Kate pointed Alex towards a three-person lounge chair as she asked...
"Does a beer suit you best?"
"That would be fantastic."
Kate disappeared around the corner into the kitchen area before she came back with two bottles of pale ale and a coupe plate half filled with Macadamia nuts; placing them all on the coffee table in front of the lounge as she sat close to Alex...
"What brought you up to Sydney?"
Alex felt remarkably at ease as he commenced a discussion with Kate about Albury and the factors which brought him up here. It was more like catching up with a long-standing best friend, rather than knowing what to do or say as he sat in the lounge room of a girl he'd just meet and who he found himself very found of, let alone aroused by.
When Kate had sat down she'd left a gap between them of little more than the thickness of an old style wooden ruler. Alex was aware that, as they spoke, often with a lot of arm movements, that gap had disappeared and he was now pressed against her side; their arms almost intertwining as they swung about like those of two Italians having an intense, if lighthearted, debate. He wasn't aware of deliberately moving, but then, nor was he aware of Kate doing so. It was just like they were magnetically drawn together.
The conversation was easygoing, light, amusing and often one that revealed each others deepest secrets; often accompanied by the silliness of whatever it was they felt guilty about.
They'd been drinking their beers slowly, but as Kate put her empty bottle on the coffee table, she put her hand on Alex's thigh and asked...
"Can I kiss you?"
"Yes."
Kate didn't muck about. She put her arm around his neck and engaged in a deep French kiss. But her angle of approach to him was one that was pushing him into a lay down position on the lounge. Alex didn't resist. He soon found himself with Kate flat on her back against the back of the lounge with Alex on his side, lifting his head over her to continue the kissing, with Kate's arm still wrapped around his neck.
Both Kate and Alex had managed to slip their shoes off as they flattened out on the couch.
Alex crossed Kate's stomach with his upper arm, coming to rest on her hip. As Kate started caressing his chest with her free arm and even opened a couple of buttons to give her access to the bare flesh of his chest, Alex caressed her bare upper thigh, sliding the hem of her dress up a little until the upward movement of his hand came against the side string elastic of her panties.
That continued for about five minutes, with Kate starting to caress the side of his face and his hair as she started biting and sucking his neck in a way likely to leave a hickey.
By this stage, Alex had a full erection sitting very uncomfortably in his tight pants. Momentarily, he lifted his hand from Kate's upper thigh so he could try and feed a bit more cloth through the crotch of his pants to give his erection a bit more space. It helped a little, but not much.
As he put his hand back on Kate's thigh and slid it up, it came against a barrier that hadn't been there before. It took a moment for Alex to realise his hand was now against the gusset of Kate's tightly fitted, and very brief, panties.
Kate had bent the leg away from Alex so that her knee rested against the back of the lounge, opening up a significant gap between her legs. But Alex, still with his eyes focused on her upper body, hadn't noticed that.
In that moment of doubt and uncertainty, he recognised that Kate was in no way resisting the contact. Indeed, he was pretty sure it was an invitation -- as it in fact was.
Alex felt through the thin satin like material of her panties to feel out her clit. Kate hummed a little to indicate her pleasure as he softly glided his fingers repeatedly against it.
Alex figured that, if she was willing to be fingered, he was probably likely to be allowed to play with her breasts too. As he felt the gusset of her panties become increasingly damp, he momentarily brought his hand up to the thin spaghetti strap of her dress and brushed it off her shoulder far enough to completely expose her breast.
As he returned his fingers to her clit, he lent over Kate's chest to flick his tongue against her already extended nipple. When she hummed again in response to that, he thought he could be a bit bolder; actually taking the top of her breast into his mouth to partly suck her nipple and partly rub his tongue against her nipple within his mouth.
Kate relaxed her head back down on the couch; clearly surrendering herself to the pleasure of Alex's actions. His hand was still searching out the buttons on Alex's shirt to open it up, but she was distracted enough from Alex's pleasuring of her for it to be a slow paced project.
Emboldened even more, Alex slid his finger under the leg hem of Kate's panties, stroking his finger across the flesh of Kate's slippery wet clit.
By this stage Kate was moaning a fair bit; nothing loud or demonstrative, but enough to signal to Alex his actions were appreciated and having effect.
Testing some more, Alex moved his fingers down to penetrate her vagina. It was open and receptive and Alex took a few moments to rub his fingers against the front wall of her vagina. But he knew searching out her G-spot was a less certain approach to stimulating her clit, so he returned to the former.
What had started out as a kiss was, as far as Alex was concerned, now a matter of giving Kate an orgasm. And the noises she was making -- soft as they were -- were telling him that wasn't far off. Kate had got as far as undoing his shirt buttons and even had undone his belt to try and get her hand down his pants. She'd flattened out her hand and slipped it down his pants; just managing to touch his erect manhood. But, but it was all too complex in the position she was in to be actually able to wrap her hand around it. Anyway, she was increasingly distracted by her impending orgasm.
Kate's orgasm was a powerful one. She threw her hips up and swayed them from side to side; Alex's continued stimulating of her clit and sucking of her breast, significantly extending the length of it.
As the intensity of it started to peter out, Kate rolled herself towards Alex, embraced him tightly and started passionately kissing him. All Alex could do was reciprocate Kate's passion with his own; his anxious erection having to wait to see how things would pan out.
As the immediate effect of the oxytocin generated by her orgasm wore off, Kate suggested...
"Let's go somewhere more comfortable to finish this."
She gently pushed Alex off her, leaving them both momentarily standing next to the couch. Taking him by the hand, she led them into the bedroom. As they stood next to the bed, Kate turned towards him and started to peel his shirt off, then undid the waist buttons on his pants. Kneeling down in front of him, she peeled off his socks, then pulled his pants to his ankles and leg by leg, peeled those off too.
Alex now stood there dressed in nothing but his briefs, his erection prominently displayed, the top of it poking over the waistband.
Kate stared at it as she pulled his undies down to his feet, letting Alex step out of them...
"That's an impressive display."
She wondered if Alex would expect her to give him head. But that wasn't her intention. She stood up, pressing herself against the now fully naked Alex as she kissed him.
As she expected and wanted him to do, Alex slid his hands under the bottom of Kate's dress and lifted it over her head. Then he pulled the waistband of her panties over her bottom and down onto her thighs. From there gravity took over, letting them fall to Kate's feet where she delicately stepped out of them.
Kate directed Alex onto the bed and had him lay down on it. Mounting him across his thighs, she explained...
"I'm afraid it's the wrong time of month to have sex, unless you want to be a father. I've never ever before brought a guy home for any sort of sexual activity who I wasn't in a relationship with. And there's only been one of them, so I'm not, shall we say, prepared for it. But there's another way I hope will satisfy you."
Alex looked up at the stunning woman sitting on him. He thought she looked perfect in her body clinging mini dance dress, but sort of assumed it would have hid some imperfections. But not only was she lacking any imperfections, she was even more sexually attractive in her naked state.
Her figure, her breasts, her face and it's perfect smile, even her hair. He was aroused and stimulated just by looking at her; already feeling as if it was ready to ejaculate. He was slightly amused by the tan lines around her nipples and mons. The rest of her body was flawlessly lightly tanned. But the peak of her breasts and the triangle around her mons were pure white. In fact it looked like she used two differently styled bikini tops since, instead of a perfect triangle, the white section was four sided, instead of three sided, indicating the different shape of two bikini tops.
Kate moved forward, bringing herself to sit on the lower half of his erection. Leaning forward, she started sliding forward and back on it; her vulva sliding along the whole length of Alex's hard erection. Kate's own arousal and recent climax had well lubricated the length of it, giving Alex a very pleasurable ride.
In her bent over state, Alex was able to lift his head to suck on Kate's right breast, stimulating her nipple with his tongue inside his mouth, while tweaking her left breast between his fingers.
Alex's arousal had been building all night. Even before Kate sat on him, he had this sense of a shaft full of cum ready to shoot its load -- even if that isn't how things work. Kate's sliding on his cock quickly took effect; pleasuring his shaft, then building it towards a climax.
With a groan, Alex found his chest and upper stomach being the landing zone for rope after rope of his cum. Kate's breast was still in his mouth, but as he started too pull away, Kate begged...
"Please keep going."
She was still riding him and from the noises she was making, ready to have her own climax. It didn't take long. With a prolonged moan, Kate bent down over Alex, hovering just above his cum smeared chest as she passionately kissed him and still kept rubbing her clit on his cock to prolong her climax.
As both her climax and the oxytocin passion wore off, Kate sat back over Alex's thighs. Reaching across, she pulled a small towel from the draw of her bedside table. Holding it momentarily up, she noticed something else in the draw. Lifting up a packet of condoms, she explained...
"How about that. I'd forgotten I had it."
Putting the box back on top of the table, she wiped Alex's cum off his chest. Bending down and whispering into his ear as if conveying some national secret, she asked...
"Do you think you can get it up again and we can do it properly?"
"I think I can manage that."
Kate started lightly brushing her vulva along the length of Alex's still half-mongrel manhood...
"Does that feel nice?"
"Yes. But watching you doing it adds to the effect."
Kate shook her shoulders, causing her breasts to wobble...
"Does that help?"
Alex smiled as he replied...
"Am I allowed to admit that it helps a lot."
"In your case, yes."
It took about five minutes, but Kate's movements was effective in bringing Alex's manhood from its half-flaccid state to a full hard erection. But five minutes of rubbing her clit along his shaft -- even softly -- had its effect on her too. As it hardened, she pushed down on it a little more firmly and almost immediately bent over Alex's face and moaned out an orgasm.
She could feel her contractions still happening as she ignored her strong desire to throw herself down on Alex and kiss him passionately and instead sat up and sheathed his erection in a condom; immediately penetrating herself with the full length of his erection.
Picking up her phone off the top of the bedside table, she picked a music file on her phone and started it, adjusting the sound level before putting it back on the table...
"Are you feeling in a hurry to blow a load, or can we have slow sex to the music?"
Alex had just blown a load, so he could easily say...
"Not in a hurry."
Kate positioned herself in a sort of reverse missionary; one where she used her elbows and knees to suspend herself just over Alex's body. It was just enough to let her move to the music, while still brushing her nipples - dangling as they were at the end of her gravity-extended breasts -- across his chest and able to grind her clit against his pubis.
The music she'd put on was a waltz and almost immediately she started swaying and circling her torso across Alex's body in as much of a duplication of the movements she'd make if they were standing up as her positioning would allow.
Alex responded as much as he could -- pinned to the bed as he was.; embracing her in something akin to a dance hold and rocking in synchronization to Kate's movements and,as much as that would allow, the music. He could pleasantly feel Kate's hard and extended nipples and breasts brushing across his chest in a sometimes circular, sometimes merely back and forwards, movement. He could also feel his erection being rocked and twisted about within Kate's vagina as she rocked her hips and ground her vulva down on the base of his shaft. From Alex's point of view it was all very nice. Very, very nice. It was intimate, It was personal. It was a significantly nicer way of having sex than merely pounding away. It certainly didn't leave him in a hurry to bring it to an end. To the contrary; even if he did amuse himself with the thought of the expression 'horizontal folk dancing'.
Kate, with more freedom of movement, almost went into a dancing trance. She imagined herself, dancing a waltz around the ballroom, completely naked and joined to Alex by the erection that fully immersed itself in her vagina. The rise and fall of a waltz increasing the pleasurable brushing of her nipples and rubbing of her clit..The mere thought excited her.
Her movements were much more stimulatory to her than they were to Alex. Her nipples were sensitive and the grinding of her clit on Alex's pubis was having its effect. She responded with a pleasurable hum. Something between a sexual moan and the mere humming to the sound of the music.
After about ten minutes, she climaxed. Her hum became a groan. A soft melodic groan. As she continued to dance upon Alex, and continued to stimulate herself, her orgasm extended itself as if it became part of the dance and merely deepened the trance she felt herself in.
Alex sensed her climax by her groans, but more so by the contractions he could feel pummelling his erection. He looked up at her face, her eyes closed, her mouth in a seductive circle as it turned a groan to a sort of song line. He was amazed by how the climax just continued. He looked down at her breasts, gliding as they were across his chest; the nipples bending one way and they the other with her movements.
There was something really special in what he was feeling and seeing. But then, everything had been special since that first dance with Kate.
He dared not interrupt it; continuing to match her dancing moves as best he could.
It was maybe another five minutes that things changed.
Kate's twisting and of his cock and grinding down on the base of his shaft became more intense, before the movement turned to a more in-and-out one; still grinding down her clit on his pubis with very deeper penetration. Then her grip on it became stronger.
Now the tendrils of pleasure that proceeded his own orgasm began to grow. Slowly at first, but then in a way that filled his whole erection with a sort of pre-climax build up. Now Alex was the one who couldn't hold back a groan.
It wasn't long before those super intense sensations that momentarily filled his shaft before his climax, took over. Seconds later the first pulse of his orgasm shot a rope of cum into her vagina, followed by pulse after pulse. It was more powerful, more intense, than any other orgasm he'd ever had. He cried out in a way he never had before...
"Oh my god...OOOoooooooohhhhhhhhhh...OOOOOhhhhhhhhhhhh...OOOOohhhhhhhh."
After about five pulses, he couldn't resist his manhood's instruction to thrust firmly into Kate's vagina; three, then four powerful plunges which required him to lift his hips -- and Kate's in the process -- to deliver them. That triggered another round of pulses; not as powerful, but of a type that left his whole lower body quivering in response
Kate responded by herself exploding with a new climax -- or an extension to the one that she'd dragged out for the last five minutes. One far deeper and more intense than what had gone before.
For a prolonged moment, they were both fully engrossed in the experience of each of their own orgasms.
While Alex's might have finished first, it was Kate who took the next move. Almost throwing the full weight of her slender body down on him, she thrust her tongue into Alex's mouth and deeply French kissed him; wrapping her arm around him and rocking both their bodies from side to side as she caressed his naked flesh with as much enthusiasm as her positioning would allow.
By the time Kate's oxytocin rush had burned itself out, both of them were completely exhausted by a night of dancing and intense sex.
They simply rolled over and fell asleep in each others arms.
It was the event of the following morning that this story started with.
As she disengaged from Alex that morning and swung out of bed, she offered him a hand, inviting him to get up too. Alex complied, unable to take his eyes of the beauty before him.
Pointing Alex towards the kitchen, she indicated...
"Make yourself a coffee if you'd like. I'm going to take a quick shower after all that sweaty activities we've been up to. Then I've got to do a bit of cleaning on the bed."
Alex was still standing naked in the kitchen, not sure what to do, when a still damp and naked Kate emerged from the bathroom...
"Sorry I should have let you have a shower first. Or even shared one with you. I wasn't thinking. Here's a clean towel if you'd like to freshen up too."
"That would be great. But I was thinking, or maybe wondering, whether you might like to come down to the beach with me. It's a beautiful warm day and I'll drop you back here when we've finished."
"Yes, please."
Alex disappeared into the bathroom. He emerged ten minutes later to find Kate just finishing cleaning up the bed and dressed in a tiny bikini...
"As you can see, I'm already ready for the beach. Come on, let's get breakfast."
Kate took Alex's hand, leaving him no time to get dressed and instead led him naked into the kitchen...
"WeatBix or eggs or both? And I assume you might like a coffee."
"What are you having?"
"Eggs and coffee."
"That will do me."
"OK, grab a seat on the bar stool in front of you."
Both the cooktop and the espresso coffee machine were on the island bench Alex was sitting at, so he had a grandstand view of Kate as she went about presenting breakfast. In her bikini, it was a erotic display. The bikini top must have been the taller one, since it covered up the low-slung tan line that constituted the fourth line around the white skin of her breast. But 'tall' was a relative concept. In actual fact it struggled to cover her very obviously extended nipple.
And when she stepped back from the bench, the sight of the taut, small triangle of the front of her bikini bottom, with something of a narrow camel toe running through her mons bulge, was an equally distracting sight.
The combination of them, combined with Kate's graceful movements around the kitchen, gave him the best part of a full erection; one that fortunately -- as far as Alex was concerned -- was hidden by the bench under which his stool sat.


As she finished preparing breakfast, she pushed the plates and cups across the bench and came around to sit next to Alex; standing a little bit back for a moment in an action that was very obviously directed to judge the state of his manhood.
As she sat down, close enough for her arms to rub against Alex's, she asked...
"I didn't know you'd get that excited about my cooking."
Alex smiled...
"I can assure you, it wasn't the cooking."
"I'm flattered! Have you noticed my nipples?"
"I've been watching them for a while. I didn't think the room was that cold."
"It's not, so we're sort of even."
They sat chatting as they ate the light breakfast before them; taking about what might be their plans for the day. As Kate finished and put her cutlery on the plate, she slid her hand under the bench and wrapped it around Alex's manhood...
"What are we going to do about this. We can't really have you walking though the unit's car park displaying it, can you."
"I was going to put pants on."
"Yes, but I've seen that outcome. It's till a bit too much to display."
Alex raised his eyebrows...
"What do you have in mind?"
"A bit of a quickie."
With a broad grin, Kate stood up, swivelled the stool Alex was sitting on around to face her and straddled his lap. Reaching across to a beach bag she'd left on the table, Kate pulled out a condom packet. As she sheathed his manhood in a condom, she asked...
"Are you going to undress me or do I have to do it myself?"
Alex took the hint, pulling the strings, first on her bikini top and then the side strings on her pants. Kate lifted herself up enough to penetrate herself on Alex's erection, sliding down its length with a degree of receptiveness that surprised Alex.
Kate went straight into riding him, lifting herself up and down on Alex's shaft with what Alex thought was a rather firm grip. Had she done this yesterday, Alex thought he would have climaxed embarrassingly early. But with four other ejaculations in the past 14 hours, his body seemed to be able to accept the stimulation she was giving him -- at least for the moment.
Kate's breasts were bouncing up and down right in front of his face, so he took one into his mouth and presented a palm against the other to let Kate rub her nipple against it with the rise and fall.
Kate wasn't wrong when she described it as a quickie. Far sooner than Alex had ever seen a woman climax before, Kate climaxed with quivering thighs and a somewhat loud moan, tightening her grip even further as she kept bouncing on Alex's cock to bring him to a climax too. As she finished kissing Alex with the intensity that seemed to go with every orgasm he gave her, she commented with a bit of a giggle...
"There you go. I told you it would be a quickie. Now we can head off to the beach without you displaying an erection. Although you might need some clothes."
"Thank you for reminding me. There's nothing so annoying as walking down to the car having forgotten to get dressed."
As Alex went into the bedroom to get dressed, Kate gathered up what she thought she'd need for the day. Yes, a towel and sunscreen. But she suspected the day might go longer than a mere swim at the beach, so she added a few extras.
Alex on the other hand had nothing more than he'd entered the unit the previous night; pants, shirt, undies and shoes. Seeing Kate's bag he teasingly commented...
"It looks like you're taking the whole house."
"You never know how things might turn out."
Putting on a yellow sundress of almost transparent material, with string shoulder straps, a plunging neckline and a length that only just fell lower than her crotch, Kate joined Alex in his car for the drive to Manly.
The drive at least gave them the opportunity to find out more about each other. Kate started by asking Alex straight out how many bodies he had on his tally. As it turned out, it was only one. A two and a half year relationship with a girl he went to school with. From a Catholic school, they were both virgins when they joined up and it was several months into the relationship before they'd had actual sex; instead of the fingering and hand jobs that had preceded it.
She'd broken it off when he found he needed to move to Sydney for his career; although by then he'd discovered he was dating a very intense narcissist; so in a way it was a good point to escape the relationship.
That meant Kate had to reveal her own past. She too had only one previous partner. But his history was somewhat more sexual than Alex's had been. He was notorious for bedding every woman he could get his hands on. He'd promised Kate he'd change his ways; but given his history and his refusal to get tests done, she'd insisted they use condoms. And she soon enough found he was cheating.
Eventually she realised he was nothing like the right man for her and broke it off. She'd dated a lot of guys since then, but she wasn't one -- at least until last night -- to have sex with a guy she wasn't in a relationship with and none of them had gone that far. She admitted she'd had to do a lot of self-pleasuring in the meantime.
But that opened up a discussion on each other's perspective of what had happened last night.
Alex found the bravery to take the lead...
"You know, I fell for you the moment we started dancing. I can't explain it. It was more than lust, although you were very attractive. It was sort of something that struck me deep inside my body. When I started dancing with you and your body came in contact with mine, it was like I melded with you; like you became part of me. And I knew that was a pretty presumptuous suggestion. And every moment I've shared with you since, that feeling has simply deepened. When you invited me into your bed, I didn't feel like I was accepting a one-nighter. I felt like I was being invited to make love to the woman who was just right for me. And if that means I have to admit I fell in love with you -- even though I know how dangerous that admission can be -- it is what I felt. I hope you won't hold that against me."
Kate smiled...
"I know that feeling. It's what I felt too. Why? I don't know. It just happened. Never, ever had I thought I'd asked a guy to come into me bed even a month after I'd met him. You, I just felt was the man I had to make that exception for. That, if I didn't bring you into my bed then, that somehow I might never see you again and I couldn't risk that. I have never enjoyed a dance night like last night. But never have I also felt sex was so complete, so intense, so personal.
You know, I think the most sex I ever had was three times a week, and never twice on the same day. And I only ever managed to climax about two thirds of the time. I know women's orgasms can be driven by the brain, but you had me climaxing almost at the drop of a hat. And it just seemed natural to go around a second time, or even a third time. It was like what I was made for. So you don't have to apologize."
They stopped at Alex's unit block, which itself was four blocks from the beach. Kate followed Alex as he walked up the stairs to the third story. As Alex unlocked the door to his one-bedroom unit, he stood aside to let Kate go in first...
"Grab a seat. I'll go and get changed for the beach."
Alex disappeared into the bedroom and emerged wearing a tee shirt and a pair of boardies (board shorts for those not familiar with Australian slang) with thongs (flip flops in other countries) on his feet and a towel in his hand.
"OK, ready to go. Did I see a bottle of sunscreen in your bag or should I bring one. By the way, if you want to leave anything here, you can dump it on my bed."
"Yep, there's a bottle in my bag. And there are a few things I might leave behind."
When Kate was finished lightening the contents of her bag, they walked down to Manly Beach. Taking a spot between the flags, Alex took off his tee shirt while Kate stripped off her sundress before asking Alex...
"Do you want me to cream you up?"
Alex turned his back to her...
"That would be great."
Kate has put sunscreen on his back and was sitting in front of him doing his chest when Alex commented...
"You know you've given me a boner doing this."
"Do you think you're alone in that. Have a look at my bikini top."
Alex had noticed hard, extended nipples pointing out from the thin material of her bikini triangles. 'High beam,' as they say, while he felt Kate touch up the erection in his pants, judging just how full it was, before sliding her hand up the leg of his pants...
"Yea, that's a pretty big one. But you've got an inner layer. At least I can claim it's due to the cold. But then, maybe the cold water will deal with yours."
"Well, I figured I'd have a bit of trouble displaying things in your presence. The board shorts are pretty thin and stretchy. So, contrary to my usual approach, I put on a very old pair of speedos I had to try and minimise the display. And as for your attempt to explain the high beams with cold, it's 31 degrees at the moment. Anyway, do you want me to cream you now?"
Kate handed him the bottle and sat on the towel with her legs folded.
As Alex completed creaming her back and worked on her front -- including paying a lot of attention to her breasts and the hems of her pants -- Kate added...
"You realise this is making it worse."
"Tell me about it. It feels like my pants are going to get torn open by my cock. I'm going to have to sprint down to the water if I don't want to get arrested for an obscene display."
"I don't think there's anything obscene about it. But, OK, I'll give you a race."
A sprint to the water was exactly what they did, throwing themselves down into a wave as soon as they could. Their time in the water was spread between body surfing and, well, lets call it body groping; the latter mainly out behind the wave breaking line.
At first, the body surfing was the principle activity, but as time passed they found themselves increasingly drawn towards each other for physical interaction until it dominated their time; their bodies intertwined with their hands playing with the most intimate parts of the other's body. It was Kate who suggested...
"I think it might be time to go back to your place."
Kate exited the water freely enough. But as Alex stood up after riding a wave to shore, he realised he had a significant problem. The wet material of his board shorts clung tightly to his erection. He tried pulling them away but, almost like they were driven by static electricity, they simply dropped back into a tightly clung position...
"Kate, I think I'd better catch a few more waves before I join you."
After three waves, Alex figured it had gone down just enough to get out of the water. Something about Kate left his manhood almost constantly at some stage of arousal, but at least he'd achieved a state that might be mistaken for well hung instead of obscenely aroused.
Gathering up their gear, they headed up to the line of shops behind the beach. Kate hadn't bothered putting on her sundress, instead just walking in her bikini -- a common sight near the beach -- while Alex put on his T-shirt, hoping its length would do something to hide whatever his manhood might do on the way home, even if that did mean the bottom part of the shirt became as wet as the pants it was resting against.
Passing the gelato shop, Alex bought them both an ice cream, figuring the distraction of eating it as they walk up the four blocks to his home, might provide additional cover.
As they entered his unit, Alex suggested...
"How would you like an iced espresso coffee? It's my specialty."
"That'd be great."
"OK, grab a seat on the verandah and I'll bring it out."
Kate left her gear bag in the lounge room and walked onto the verandah. In an old fashioned building style going back to the mid 1950's, the verandah was closed in by brick walls on three sides, while the north-facing, open side, had a full brick fencing. It was a small area, slightly cluttered with a single lounge bed and a small metal table with two metal seats. The verandah faced north, so the lounge was lit up by the sun, whereas the table and chairs in the western corner were shaded from the sun, but had a great angle of sight down along the road to the beach, where you could actually see the waves breaking.
Kate stood leaning against the verandah fence, looking down at the ocean.
She turned around as she heard Alex enter the verandah, a tall glass of iced coffee in each hand but now dressed down into nothing more than the Speedos he'd mentioned before they left for the beach.
"That's a nice view you've got there."
Alex replied.
"Yea, it's nice being able to see the beach."
Kate grinned...
"Well, that's nice too, but wasn't what I was commenting on."
Kate was looking down at his speedos where an excessively long penis pushed down vertically between his legs. A sort of half mongrel trapped by the speedos and directed downwards with the material looking decidedly stretched and somewhat transparent.
"Yea, sorry. Can't help it when you're around and more so when you're dressed in a bikini. The speedos are very old and when the washing machine tore the lining a year or so ago, I had to cut it out completely. I suppose I should get a new one, but I don't use it very often."
Kate took the ice coffee in one hand and wrapped her hand around the half mongrel in the other, predictably causing it to grow to nearly full length, still pointing most of the way down as it fought with the material to stand vertical...
"Don't change them on my account,. I think it looks rather nice."
They both stood leaning on the verandah brick fence, contemplating the ocean as they drank their iced coffees. Kate observed...
"A really lovely view. I can see why you chose this place."
She put her empty cup on the brick fence next to the one Alex had just put there, turned to him and embraced him, letting his extended erection, now with something more like a 30 degree angle from the perpendicular, set between her legs and against her crotch.
They kissed. Deeply penetrating French kisses accompanied by a twisting and rocking of their body as their hands ran up and down the largely naked bodies of each other. Alex backed them up until the back of his knee made contact with the sun lounge. He sat on it, moved his bottom up to centre him on the lounge, then pulled Kate down on top of him as he lay back.
They kissed some more, Kate's crotch grinding itself on his bent down erection.
Kate pulled back her head...
"Would you like me to go down on you. I've never done it before."
"Nor have I had someone do it to me. But if you go down on me, then I'll go down on you too."
Kate slid down the lounge until she could kneel on the floor while laying over Alex's legs. She pulled his swimmers off his erection and took it in her hands, bending it to an angle that would let her take the tip into her mouth. She slid it in and out, going in as deeply as was comfortable for her, holding her lips tightly against his shaft and drilling her tongue into the bottom of the bell of his shaft where it joined the rest of his shaft.
Alex lay back, softly moaning with the pleasure Kate was giving him.
It was only a matter of a few minutes before Alex had to announce...
"I'm about to cum."
Kate eased the shaft from her mouth and vigorously slid her hands up and down his now saliva-wet and slippery shaft with a firm grip. Almost immediately, Alex groaned as the first rope of his climax ejaculated from his shaft, rose two-thirds of a metre (2 ft) into the air and fell down on Alex's stomach. Five more jetting pulses followed, each a little less powerfully before it settled down to dribbles of cum rolling over the top of his shaft and running down his shaft.
Alex was still breathing heavily when, as far as Kate could tell, there was nothing more to ejaculate.
"That was lovely. OK, it's my turn to go down on you."
Kate got off Alex and let him stand up. Then she laid down on the lounge and let Alex, after tucking his now fairly flaccid manhood back into the speedos, take up the position she previously had...
"We'd better take this off."
Alex pulled her bikini pants right off then bent into her crotch...
"You know, I've never done this before either. So tell me if I'm getting it wrong."
"I would if I'd ever had it before. We're both learning here."
Alex used his fingers to spread her labia a bit further apart. Finding her clit wasn't difficult. It was there, swollen and ready for use. Alex bent in and flicked it with his tongue. Kate's little moan of pleasure gave him some confidence he was hitting the right place.
Alternating what might be called rubbing with his tongue with flicking it, he settled down the process, using as much firmness as seemed appropriate.
He'd heard of people lifting it with their lips and gave it a go. Kate seemed to like it, but it was difficult for him to know how to proceed from there, so he went back to licking and rubbing.
But he had a spare arm, so he deiced to use it to extend it up along Kate's body to reach for her breast. Brushing aside the triangle of her bikini top, he started tweaking her already hard and extended nipple. Kate's moans and heavier breathing signalled to him that was accelerating her stimulation, so he kept it up.
It took longer to bring Kate to an orgasm than it had Alex, but soon enough the quivering of her legs and the sounds Kate was making gave fair warning of the climax about to be unleashed upon her.
When it came, she threw up her hips and moaned loudly as she rocked them from side to side; Alex's head, now caught between her thighs, was forcefully rocked with her thighs, but that at least gave him some ability to continue stimulating her with her tongue.
As Kate's orgasm subsided, she pulled Alex up over her and passionately kissed and cuddled him, burning off the oxytocin the orgasm had given her.
As Kate's passions simmered down, Alex lifted himself back off her, bent down and picked up her bikini bottom, suggesting...
"I suppose I'd better put these back on for you."
Kate lifted first her legs and then her butt to let Alex put them on. Then she took the hand Alex offered her to help her up. Alex offered...
"We've barely eaten today -- unless you count the meal I've just had of you. How about I make some smoked salmon sandwiches for us?"
"That would be great."
Retreating into the kitchen, Alex prepared the promised meal; Kate always standing in physical contact with him, something Alex took no effort to avoid.
As they sat back on the chairs on the verandah, eating their sandwiches while watching the ocean, Kate asked...
"Why do you think we were so drawn to each other so quickly and are constantly in a state of arousal in each others presence?"
"I agree with your statements, but I don't have an answer. I could say I just find you incredibly sexually attractive -- which by the way I do -- but I don't think that comes anywhere near answering the question. Maybe its some sort of hormonal connection. Maybe we both just felt we had a lot in common. I mean, even just sitting here and talking to you about such an intimate question has me displaying a full erection, and while looking at your breasts contribute to that, I've never had that sort of reaction before."
Kate bent down to look under the table...
"Well, that's an impressive reaction you've got to sitting down and talking to me. But then, I'm sure you've yet again noticed my nipples. The top might still be wet, but, as you've observed before, it's too hot to be from the cold and, I can tell you, it's not."
"Kate, I'm scared of saying this, even though I've mentioned it before. What I feel towards you is love. I can't deny, it a love deeply immersed in lust as well. But that sort of lust doesn't come easily. It's tied to far more significant feelings."


"There's no need to be scared. I know what you feel and feel much the same. And as for the lust, I've been thinking about our sexual interactions. Firstly, I want you to know my body reacts to you in our sexual engagements in a way that is completely different to what it has with any other man. My body just explodes when I have sex with you. My nipples become hypersensitive -- enough to give me a nipple orgasm by itself -- and every other part of my body responds unlike any other experience I've had. And I only used the word 'men' because I have only had sex with one man, but have had fingering interaction with two others; only one of which even managed to get an orgasm from me that way. The other thing is, I've only ever had sex with a condom and you've only ever had unprotected sex with a virgin. Apart from the not insignificant issue of creating a baby, we should be able to give up on condoms without any concerns about STD's once I get a prescription for the pill. Would you be happy with that?"
"It certainly makes things less complex. But it's your body and your decision."
"God Alex, I'm feeling as randy as hell. Can we?"
"You're not alone. That erection isn't there for nothing. Let's go inside."
As Kate stood next to the bed, Alex stripped her of her bikini, then waited while Kate removed his speedos. Then he took her into his arms and softly placed her on the bed. Kate sheathed his erection in a condom as he laid himself gently on top of her before rolling them both over to put Kate on top.
Kate's penetration of herself with Alex's manhood went in so easily that it confirmed to Alex that Kate was as aroused as he was.
But she didn't immediately start bouncing up and down on his. Instead she rested her head momentarily on Alex's chest before raising it again and looking him in the eyes...
"You know, we're opening up to each other, so I'll let you in on another secret. Even the concept of lust seems different when I'm with you. I desperately wanted to have sex with you again. But once I'm against your body and your manhood is filling my vagina, that seems to largely suppress the urgency I previously felt. I want an orgasm, but not urgently. I want to draw out the time during with I have you manhood captured."
Alex smiled...
"I know what you mean. You asked me before if I was in a hurry. The answer then was no, and it still is. I love being in contact with your body. I love caressing it and I love the warmth and feeling your body gives to my shaft. I suppose what I'm not sure of, because I've never been here before, is what to do. Do we just lay still and kiss? It was delightful when you danced on my chest -- and I danced with you as best I could. But sometimes I felt like I would like to playfully roll about with you; biting your neck, caressing new parts of your body or just doing anything else that's playful."
Kate laughed...
"You mean like this."
Grabbing him tightly, Kate squirmed her body against Alex's before rolling them both on their sides, sucked on his neck, growling like she was a cat about to eat him, and rolled them back again. Alex laughed too as he replied...
"Yes, just like that."
He put them both into a roll, taking her breast as far into his mouth as he could fit, making a noise like he was mulching on it while he flicked his tongue rapidly against her hard nipple, then, releasing her breast, he rolled a bit more and wrapped his teeth around the side of her neck, growling much louder than Kate had.
Through all of this, neither Alex's shaft nor Kate's vagina had been ignored. Both of them had constantly pushed to keep a level of maximum penetration, while allowing for some playful movement. Enough to tease without moving into a climatic level of stimulation.
They laughed as they played and teased each other, sexually and emotionally. Alex got to pin Kate down. He'd been paying with her breasts -- teasing her constantly hard nipples. Now with her pinned, he held her down by a breast taken deep into his mouth, the nipple on which was being ferociously lashed with his tongue while his hand tweaked the nipple on the other breast. Already teased to a high level of stimulation, Kate came; twisting her vagina back heavily down on Alex's shaft as if a full penetration would increase the pleasure of her orgasm.
"Not fair", she squealed. "I can't match you on that one."
"I would have thought that put you one up."
"Yeah, alright."
Increasingly, their playfulness had started to be accompanied by more vigorous movements of Alex's erection in Kate's vagina. It wasn't Alex thrusting, nor Kate pushing down; it was more of them both enjoying the sexual movement of their bodies as each repeatedly more deeply penetrated the other, all as part of their rolling playfulness. Kate's grip on it was light, so Alex was a long way from a climax, but the pleasure it gave him -- and Kate for that matter - was no less for that.
Progressively, though, the playful sexual movement of their bodies moved more towards thrusting. The rules of the game had changed. Not by any spoken agreement; more as each interpreted the mind of the other and ramped up the sexual side of the game.
For a moment, Alex would be thrusting on top and a moment later Kate would be be on top and bouncing on his cock; her grip slowly tightening.
The end came when Alex, with Kate in a reverse missionary position over him, wrapped his arms around her, lifted up his head and started sucking Kate's nipple. Bracing himself with an elbow on the bed, he played with the other nipple with his hand.
Alex knew that, between her nipple stimulation and her grinding her clit on his pubis, he could bring her to a powerful climax. Kate recognised the movement for what it was and tightened her grip a bit more. Not so much that Alex would come before her, but enough she could bring him to an orgasm soon after her.
As Kate came, she all but squealed; a prolonged sequence of highly pitched sounds, somewhere between a moan and a cry. She ground herself down on Alex's pubis, then thrust furiously on his cock; extending her orgasm beyond anything that she'd experienced before. Not just a little bit. More like she was in a whole new world of sexual experience.
She bent down to something close to laying flat on Alex and tightened her grip as she started thrusting Alex's erection in and out of her vagina; not too fast, but not too slow, with a movement that took his erection from full penetration to something around half, all while brushing her nipples against his chest.
She listened as Alex groaned; groans that signalled an increasing degree of stimulation and the pleasure that goes with it.
Her interpretation wasn't wrong. Every thrust gave him a surge of pleasure. A sort of accumulating pleasure that went beyond anything he'd felt before. He'd fucked his previous girlfriend more than enough times to know what a thrusting manhood felt like, but this was somehow different; coated if such a thing can exist, by a love and a sense of oneness, a warmth, a connection and a generosity that his previous relationship never matched.
His past experience told him that this level of accumulated pleasure should have already triggered his orgasm. That this much pleasure, for this long was not what the pre-orgasmic state felt like.
And then he felt that super pleasure that momentarily preceded an orgasm. One that there is no holding back on; no way of extending that feeling even if this one was more intense than any that had proceeded it.
His climax exploded in both his head and manhood. That first pulse, that first rush of cum jetting itself into Kate's vagina, brought forward an orgasmic vocalization like nothing he'd ever let loose before, even after that morning's display...
"OH god, OH god, OH..OH..OH..OOOOOOOHHHHHHHH...EWEWEWEWEW..."
The pulses, the sensation of jetting cum, lasted longer, were more intense than, were more mind blowing than any sexual experience he'd ever had. As his pulses diminished, Kate, having observed Alex's reaction last time, started thrusting his shaft in and out of her again; just three or four with a tight grip.
Alex exploded again. Different this time. A prolonged groan, followed by a quivering, jerking movement of his hips and upper thigh.
But those last few thrusts triggered Kate too. Her nipples, sensitive as they were in Alex's presence, combined with some nebulous reaction to Alex's monstrous orgasm and the sensation of his jetting cum -- even through the condom he was wearing - gave her another climax. Nothing like the one before it, but nice enough.
She wrapped her arms tightly around Alex and kissed him passionately; rocking her body on top of him and even grinding her vagina down on his shaft, stirring its continued hardness like a spoon in a narrow cup.
As their passions receded a sense of drained exhaustion fell upon them. Kate found herself almost limp over Alex's body, a limpness that Alex shared, even if there was a significant feeling of pleasure in having Kate's body in that position. At first they were still joined by Alex's penetration of Kate, but as his manhood finally shrunk to flaccidness, Kate recognized she needed to withdraw Alex from her body least his cum leaked. That took nothing more than a slight movement of her body and a few fingers that made sure the condom came with it. Then it was back to a silent limpness as they both contemplated what they had just experienced.
It was Alex who broke the ice of silence...
"That was incredible. I never knew sex could be like that. I never knew someone could have the sort of effect on me that let it happen."
"Yea. The foreplay as we wrestled with each other was really nice. Or does it only count as foreplay if you don't have your cock in me. Anyway, whatever it's called, it was beautiful. Just so much erotic fun."
"I think that's what made my climax so extreme. Maybe having my cock inside you for a long time and making the sex so playful sort of builds it all to something bigger."
Putting back on their swimwear, they shared some lunch before heading back down to the beach. At least, so Alex thought, the uncontrollable erections he kept getting in Kate's close company were less persistent than they were. There was still a strong sense of arousal when she was around, but while that resulted in a feeling of fullness in his manhood, it didn't go so far as an actual erection. It was something he put down to the number of times they'd had sex that day.
While the erections came back when they frolicked together in close physical contact out the back of the breakers, by the time he caught a wave back to the beach, it subsided back to a small bulge.
Come late afternoon, they headed back to Alex's unit. Neither of them thought this might be the end of their day together.


        